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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

pay our way. I mean,
what with rates and
taxes and sl that, we
eeem Lo have a big
estate and no money
to run it'on. So we
l‘nId to turn part of it
imto a farm, and
now we've got about
#ix. hundred Berkshire
plgs; aod some of “em
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I
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e T i win oo, 8o
¥ou can - guess they'ra
pretty good

THIS WEEK BY

JAMES HOBSON,
Captain of the Shell Form

farming. I'm fond of
borges mnd dogs and
thinga likes that, wyou
know,~and I can deal
with. cows and bulla
and s ¢u. And that
reminds me—there is
a yarn I can tell you

ELL, I meas, I'm oot much good
at writing, you know, I don’b
do an awiul lot of it, you Enow
—except §n claes, you know, and

then it's unii exerelaes, atter of fact,
it beats me how fellowa think out stories
and things, 'you know, becausa I never Enow
what to write sbout, I wich “some of you
chapa who are Ing this could give a
fellow. a hand to write it.

The Acid Drop aays that the only way
to get anything [nk%hmx héad s by a
surglcal operation, e Acid Lrop la our
he Hacker, vou koow. He's a sarcastic
brute, (I dop't: think masters read the
Maicser, Jo they?) He caught me canrmﬁ
mg neme og A eaik E]I:m?m.her day, &m
what 40 you think he ]

Henk furlm old plank from Gosling’s wood-
shed amd told me ito stay in after class
till 1'd carved my pame on it ten timesl
Gosh, jt took boura! I thought I'd stﬁe,
you know, grinding away at that old plank
all through disper. Of gourss, I, suppose
1 oughtn't to have carved my name on ihe
desk, byt you koow how it ie—i you s
n decent bit of wood and there's & knile
iz your pocket—well, I mean, you kpow
bow it ie. . )

pply hated shifting out
Mlﬁiﬁmnﬂh ]ij;ﬂ the Shell, Now
uld Capper was all right. He's a bit of
48 ase, but he's not & sarcastic brute lke
Hacker. I'd ratber have Quelch  than
Hacker, and that's saying a lot. Il be
glad to ged Into the Fifth with I'rout.

Well, I don't know what else to write
about. The Editor's letter says: “Tell
w3 pomethlog sbout Eouu.e!f snd your work
44 Skipper of the Shell, or you can wrile
1 atory, or A poem, or anything you rleasi;.
Yes, but the worst of it is, 1 can't: I'm
not that sort of fellow, you know. 1 think
\'m better at games than literary work.

MUSIC HATH CHARMS

'l tell you about old Clande. He's a
renfug, you know—my pal, Claude Hozkins,
| meap. He can write musie. How on
earth anyone can write muaic, which looks
like = lot of leggy iumaects crawling ont of
tramlines, 1 can't imagine, It must be o
fearful sweat, but old Claude can do it ;

He ean play it, too. Of course, I haven't
a musical ear, you know—I mecan, I don't
know B flat from J minor, and music always
wopnds the same to me, especially old
Clande's, DBut 1 Eknow its stull
hecause he says so himself—and he ought
to know. Fellows say his Fantasia in ¥
sharp minor ig like a eats' concert round the
vhimuey-pots, but—well, I mean, old Claude
wouldo't write It unless It were good I
admit it sounds to me lke cats, but then
anaic always Joea, g0 that doesn't count.

Anyway, people think a lob of Beethoven
and Mozart, ond fellows of their kind, so
old Claude will be famous one day and have
statues pat up to him, and then 1 shall tefl
people: “Yes, he was my pal at the old
schooi!™  Thet’ll make “em staré.

THE FARMER’S BOY

That's what I am reslly, jou know-—a
farmer's hoy. Of course, they would eall
my pater “a gentleman farmer " because he
lives in & big old houvse and iz the sguire
and all that, but really, you know, we have
to depend a good deal on the estate farm to

about Jast Vao. My
pater ‘had bought &
iﬂuﬂs bull. . We call
. ip the - Devonshire
Devil because he's a red Devon bull—a
really fing béast—but be's & killer if there
ever was one. [ thought I écould manage
bim, but he n:eaﬂ{ had me—1 bad to shin
up a trée. Ha's the wickedest and worst-
tempered bull I've ever strick, gnd my
pater says fthe samé, " He's kept id & pad-
gpck by hlemself, and no one ¢an go near

im,

Well, one morofhg there was a fearful
rumpus on the farm. My pater's head cow-
man has a lfttle boy threg years old, and
thiz kld hed got into the paddock, M

ter rushed Indoors to ‘get a pun, whila
wo of the men fried to attract the bull's
attention, But, bless youw, that kid didn't
glve. "em . the -EEIB[I.EI,‘.'. He made a .bee-line
for the bull to stroke it—a tiny little Arab
toddling along tpwgi;is that devill

d now comes the funny part, Bolleve
mé, that pybll'wae tickled to death. He let
the kid lead-him b¥ the pote and fool about
with his tail. and he was as pleased as a
dog with & bone. There’s no telling what
H‘HE aoimeal will -do next.

vér ainte then, whenever my pater wanta
the bull to ba led away somewhere, he sends
for thia kid to lead it, while & dozen strong
men shin up convenlent trees, You see
some jolly funny things on & farm,

you
know,

MEET MARIGOLD

And that reminds me of Marigold. Bhe's
a mare, you know, and a grand horse; but
she has the worrt memge of humpur you
could possibly imagine. We hitch her to the
game.cart to take our light produce to the
railway statlon, and I like to drive when
I'm at home because it's good fun. Well
outside the statlon ls a frult-barrow, ‘pilmi
with apples, ete., and I've never kKnown
Marigold to pass it without knocking it over
—just for the pleasura of seeing the apples
scatter all over the cobblea,

1 ihink I shall Dke

Ouce we were held up by trafie lights jusk
behind an open touring car with two very
prim ladies in it, Marigold promptly bent
over and lifted off thelr hats and dropped
thém in the road. The screech they eek “Ej
Marigold I8 always rplaylng asknineg tricks
like that—vyet gha's ga doeils and Irlendly
a beast as you could find anywhere.

PASSIONATE POEM

Well, that's funny. I was so intereseed
in my home thyt I seem to have written
quite -a lot already. I suppose I might an
well try a poent. I'm.not-good at it, you
Jknow, ﬁ::nua-_a l_tcan’t-. B0 i;n: gegae“;;:

pekr § o= il i gt E Lt B [}
xpvh;;r ::hn o't Iggmﬂ Fn shot? ?(t can't” be
worse than some of the stuff we get Ino
I.-ite:mtr_ugf Class=Miiton and all that muck,
you know. The ramm t-hi:g Is that poets
get pald for writing the tosh. Bome chaps
earn their money easily—what?

iy

T st
[Drewing by SkinRers
THE TOREADOR!

Here's & health unto old Hacker,
Who péver has mercy on a slacker;
He made me carve my name fen times o

a plank
Untit exbausted back I sank.

Hie temper's hot apd peppered,
;;llg aprh?n &k a !:hri Euda !tié'.npnrd.
it & o0 o o dwe
{}:i the awiul % he gives ux io the
Jhell.

We all like Greyfrlare very much

Az & school it is the best of the bumch;
It's lots better then Harrow"or Eton—
In fact, It can't be beaten.

1 skip the Middle School XI,
And the Job is aairtrhlng but heaven
Tm foad of plag ng footer, you betl
S0 tiddly-iddiy-iddly-dddly-pet!

I eouldn't think of anythin , to put in the
last line, but otherwlse that's not had, ia
it It tock me a loog time to do, S0 per-
haps poets teally earn their money, affer
all. 1 rather be a farmer, though—or
even & pork-butcher, for that matter.

I really don't think youw'll find the name
of James Hobson in Poets' Corner at Weat-
minster Abhey. ({(I'm sure we shan't.—Ed.

Well, lnfrwag mi.r page ia finished. Than
goodness for hat

JAMES OISO

——

oM N5

James Hobson 8 Captain of thoe
Ebell Form and Middle School Foothoil
XI. In all that makes for manliness,
gond mature, and honesty, Hobby is
un ideal skipper. Tn anything requir-
ing hraina, he's hopeless. He's an ont-
itoar man, pure aml simple=and, in-
dead, he i3 pure and simple. Everyonse
likes Hobby becauze he iz fhe moei
open,  honest,  simple-hearted, un-
assuming, gnilelezs fellow yon could
findl.  Clawde Hoskins, his study-mate,
ig to him o muozical gening of the first
water, though all Greyfriara could tell

him that Hoskina js merely an ass,
When he  leaves achool, Hobhy i+
hooked  for an  open-air life as o

eenbleman-farmer on his own  estate,
aml nobody is hetter fitted for it He
romes of the real old country gentle-
man type—with hiz dogs apd his fon
amd hiz sores wide, but not ma-l
Lranhled with brains,

(Coricon tw HARQOLD SKINNER.




Prowling about affer lights oui in the hope of catching someone breaking a school rule, is one of
Gerald Loder’s pet habits. This week, however, he gefs pald in full for his trouble ! Worse still,
he’s got 50 many enemies—he just ean’t plek out
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Loder gurgi&d and sneezed as he stage
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ered into the Remove dormitory in a descending cloud of mixed

pepper and mustard. *° Atchooch ! Choo ! Afishoo! Ugh !’ The Removites sat up in bed, chortling.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Message On The Dart!

APt
Herbert Vernon-8mith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, gave a
little start, and glanced round.
He was startled.

It was a cold and frosty morning at
Creyfriars Bchool. Any minute now the
bell was duc to ring for class,

But if the clang of the bell reached
Bmithy's ears, he was not going into the
Form-room with the rest of the Remove.
None of the Remove had scen Smithy
that morning, and he had seen nono of
them. Bmithy waes locked in  the
punishment-room, high up in a remote
corner of the ancient pile of Greyfriars.

When ®mithy left that silent and
remoto apartment, it would not be to
go into the Form-room. It would be to
walk to the Head’s study, in charge of
his Form-master, Mr, Queleh, there to
Liear his sontence of expulsion from tho
school. It was for that that the Bounder
of Greyiriars was waiting.

Trotter, the page, had brought him
his breakfast in the punishment-room.
Then the door had bheen locked on him
again. Since then, he had: been alone—
pacing and pacing to and fro in the
narrow confines of punny, the blackest
of black scowls on his face.

Hiz thoughts were black and Dbitter
enougl.

But that sudden and unexpected tap
roused him from his dark and bitter
reflections. It came from the window.

A tap at the door would have sur.

rised him. All the Remove knew that

o was locked up in punmny, waiting for
the sack, But he did not expect any

fellow to make an atrempt to speak to
him there. It was difficult, almost im-
possible, for any fellow to reach the
punizshment-room unseen to speak &
word to him through the door.

Neither did he expect any fellow to
want to do so, unless it - was his chum,

Tom Redwing, BRedwing, rtperh&m'
would have given him a word, before
he went, had it been possible. But he

had not come—if he had thought of it
he had not found it pessible.

But if a tap at the door would have

i T

Thrill-Packed Story of Ex-
citing Schoolboy Adventure
featuring HARRY WHAR-
TON & CO.,, of GREY-
FRIARS.

surprised him, a tap at the window was
amazing !

That window was high up, and over-
looked o hlank wall., A cat could not
have climbed to it

Bmithy stared at the little window,

It was barred inside. So thick was
the sncient wall that the window could
not be reached by an arm stretched
through the bars. Nothing was to be
seet but a patch of steely wintry sky of
the window,

Tap !

The startling sonnd came again as he
stared. Something—he could not sea
whgt—had struck the glass on the out-

thrower.

side, and fallen, {oo swiftly for him to
discern what it was.
“Reddy I muttered the Bounder.

Soemeons outside and far below had
tossed something up to the window that
had tapped on the glass. Obviously it
was done to draw his aftontion; and he
could guess that it was Tom Hedwing
who was below. No other fellow in
the Remove, he reflected bitterly, was
likely to boe wasting & thought on him.

He stepped to the little window, as
cloze to tha bars as he could press. But
it was impossible to see anyvihing below.
All that he could gee was & pateh of eky
and the kitchen gardens in the dis-
tance. INo one near the building eould
possibly come within range of his
W IBLOTML.

Tap |

Crack !

There were four pangs in the little
window. One of them eracked aecross
at & harder tap from without. A frag-
ment of broken glass fell and tinkled
within,

"By gum!” breathed Vernon-Smith,
hiz eyes gleaming.

He saw now what had struck the

lazs, catching a glimpse of it as it fell.

t waa a dartk.

The fellow bLelow was whizzing darta
at the window with a sure hand, It
was not easy to hit such o tarpet at
such & hoight.

But it was possible to a skilful dari-
. Smithy could not doubt now
that it was Redwing. Ile had a darl-
board in his study in the Remove,
which Tom Redwing shared. Evi-
dently Tom wanted to communicaie

Tae Maiagner Liprany.—No. 1,616.
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wilth him, and had thought of the daris
as a method.

Tap! Crock |

The e¢racked pane fell in  under
another kneeck, and this time the dart
dropped just inside, falling omid a
shower of glass splinters.

The winter wind blew in through the
opening. And, a few moments later, a
dart flew in, passing through the onfice
in the broken pane, and dropping
within easy veach of the Bounder
stretching his arm through the bars,

“By gum 1” repeated Smithy.

Round the shaft of the last dart was a
paper, tightly tied on with thin twine |

mithy did not pewd ielling what it
waz, It was a note from his unsecn
chuin below., Had Redwing shouted to
him, his voice would hove reached other
gara sooner than Smithy's. But the fly-
ing dart had brought in the message—
whatever it waa!

Eagerly, the Bounder reached through
the bars and grasped it. He could not
imagine what hiz chum had to tell him,
unless it was just & meszage of sym-
pathy in his sore strait. There was no
hope or help for the junior in the

untshment-room; his clhium could not

elp him., But a fricndly word waa
something. ) ) .

The Bounder cut the twine with lus
renknife and unrolled the paper from
the dart. He read it eagerly.

Tt was written in Tom HRedwing's
hand. And what was written there
caunsed the Bounder to catelr his breath,
and made hiz heart beat with at least
a faint hope.

*“Bmithyv, old man, if you never did
it, and 1 believe you never did, there's
a chance. I've telegraphed to wour
father, From what I hear, they're go-
ing to sond you home, while we're in
clags, with a prefect in charge, with a
letter to your fathor. But 1if you ean
stick ib out, somehow, till your father
gots hers, there may be o chance. lle's
got my telegram before this, and you
can bet he will come at once. It may
help you: if you can stick it out some-
how so that you won't be sent nway
before Alr. Vernon-Smith reaches Groey-
friars,

“Tox ReEpwixc,”

The Dounder’s eves daneed,

Aprain and again he had thought of
his father as ho paced and paced rest-
lessly in the pumishment-room,

His faiher was not to know that he
had been expelled until he reached
hiome in chavege of a prefect. What was
done could not and would net be un-
dane.

But if his father came in time—helore
ihe sentenco  was  pronounced—hefore
the gates of Greyfriars closed on
friny

What secemed certain beyvond Jdoubt
to s Formi-master amd headmaster
wonld not scem 0 certain to his father.
ITiz father wowunld take his word, He
would leave no stone nnturned o get
justiee for his son. It was Bmithy's
one and r:mIIy' chanee; and again and
again e had thoaght of 18 hopelessly,
fer he could send no message. Tom
Redwing had thought of 1t too—and
done 1t !

“ﬂ']l,
Bounder,

If he still had a chance, this was it!
1lis father, when he got that telegram
would come as fast as a fast car conle
carry him., Smithy knew that. If ho
was still in the schecl, he might yet
pull through-—if only he was still at
Greyfriars when Bamuel Vernon-Smith
arrived. Somehow, anvhow, he had to

Tue Macxer LipRary.—XN0. 1,616,

what a pal!” breathed the

THE MAGNET

Er&t‘mh them from sending him away
efore his father came!

Fe took a pencil from his pocket, and
seribbled ou the back of the paper.

“Thanks, old manl| ¥You bet TI'll
stick it out till the pater blows in!*

Ie ticd ihe paper on the darck again,
snapped the head from the dart in case
it should drop on the wating head
below, and tossed it from the broken
pane,

Hedwing had his answer, Redwing
had done all he could, and the rest was
up to the Bounder, As soon as tha bell
had rung for class, they wounld come for
him., But it would be two houwrs, ab
least, before AMr. Vernon-S3mith could
reach the school. SBomchow, anvhow,
he was going to stick it cut—and, with
gleaming cyes, the mmprizoncd Bounder
began to consider ways and means.

S g ™

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Punched Prefect!

“0h what a surprize!
Two lovely black eyes!™

KINNER of the Remove chanted
ithat ancient refrain. But he was
careful not to let it reach the ears
of Gerald Loder of the Sixth

Form.

Loder of the Sixth—as the happy
possessor of “two lovely black cyes =
would not have been pleased.

Some of the Remove fellows grvinned.
But moest of them were looking serious.
A Bemove man was to be expelled that
mornilig on sceonnt of those {wo lovely
black eyes, wlich was by no means a
grinning maticr,

The bell was ringing for elass, and

ithe Remove fellows heading for ihe
Hoaowuse, when Loder was scen at  his
study window.

Loder was =cowling out into the

bright, frosty morning—his scowl all the
blacker on account of thoze black eves.

Fellows, naturally, locked az him
when he was noticed {hera,

Black eyes were very wncommon at
Creyfriars  School,  Sowetimes  one
might be bagged by accident, but a
single black eye was rare! Two to-
pether  were  almost, i nob  ouite,
uitknown., Leder hiad two—and each of
them was, as Bub Cherry remarked, s
real corker !

Boith eyez were absolulely black.
There was a red swelling on the nose
alza!  Obvionsly, Loder had stopped a
most terrifie jolt with his face.  Whe-
ever had hib Gerald Loder had, so to
speak, gone all oub!

Only a fow follows had glimpsed
Loder that morning, se far. Now guite
a number saw him—and they =aw him
with interest.

“I say, vou fellows, Smithy must
have punched Loder jolly  hard "
grinmed Billy Bunter. “Bolh eves black
-——anid his nese red—and he's looking
fearfully blue ™

“Penny plain, twopence colouved !
remarked Skinner.

I‘I'Her hB, .I]:l:!cl.”

“Tain't a laughing matler for
Loder!” remarked "Luord  Mauleverer
mildly.

“MNar for poor old Snuthy 1 =sawd
Hkinner.  “Siill, Smithy will ke dis-
tinguished as tho only fellow who was
cver bunked [or giving o prefect tweo
black eyes.” -

Harry Wharton, the captain eof the
Remove, fixod his eyes very curiously on
the face at the window. Tob Cheery,
Jobnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and

Hurres Zingh, regarded Loder of the
Sixth with equal curiosity.

Thae Famous I'ive did not doubt, any
more than the other fellows, that
smithy had knocked out Loder in the
dark the night before—a feat for which
e was going to be sacked., But now
that they saw Loder, they wondered,

Redwing had told them, and believed,
or tried hard to believe, that he was
sure Smithy hadn't done it.  He do-
claved that no junior schoolboy eould
have dealt so terrific a blow.

Now tho Famous Five could not help
wondering whether, by some possibility,
Redwing might be right, Ior the force
that must have gone into the knock was,

at least, very uncommon in a Lower
Fourth arm. _
“By pum!” gaid Bob Cherry. “Ii

Smithy did that, he's got a punch 1'd
rather not sample.”

“The punchfulness must have beoen
truly terrific | remarked Hurree Jamsot
Ram Singh.

Harry YWharton nodded thouehifully.

“From what Quelch =aid, when he
hooked Bmithy out of the dermitory, he
found Loder knocked out and uncon-
seions,” ha said, “He was unconsciona
for some minutes, at least! Could
Sin by e—?

* Must be a stout Iad, if he did ! zaid
Bob.

“0f eourse, he was pretty desperate,
Loder catching him in the Heqd's study
in the middle of the night!" zaid Frauk
MNugent slowly. “ But——"

“Nobody was theve, except Loder and
Smithy [ said Johnny Bull, ** At least,
npebody was seen—"

“Well, Loder couldn't zee in the
dark.” =aid Harry. “He noever =aw
Bmithy, if you come to that, They rot
Bmithy becavse he was gone down from
the dorm at the time. I=I wonder if
thaere's a spot of chanece that scmchody
olse was u

“Who ! agked Johony, “Nobody bt
Smithy would be larking in the Head's
study—and we all knew he'd sneaked
the key of the study., Nobody could
have got into it except Smithy.”?

“Yes, that does scem to scitle it!"™
agreed Harrv., “Redwing thinks that
only a senior—and o hefty one at that—
could have knocked Loder out with a
single jolt! But no senior could lave
heen there. Why should hel”

“Dust have been Smithy ! ITe was
[earfully startled when Leder grabbed
Ihim in ithe dark, and hit oat withonos
thinking—and put all hiz beef inte 3t

“Blpssed if I feel sure!™ said Bob
Cherry. “I've always fancied that I
had a bigger jolt than Smithy—Dbut 1
contldn't knock out a Sixth Form man
with one punch, I know that.”

Loder of the Sixth, scowling from the
study, caught sight of the gazing
juniors, and scowled more blackly, and
turned from the window.

Evidently he did not like these black
eves meeting the gencral view. Ile was,
i1 point of fact, a shocking sizht.

Thera was, in the Hcmove, a good
ileal of sympathy for Smithy; natural
in the case of a fellow who was up for
the sack. But, after secing Loder, the
juniors had to admit that a fellow who
had done that damage, was no fellow to
ba aliowed to remain at CGreyiriars
School. Loder of the Sixth was a good
deal of & bully, and generally un-
popular, but no human face ought ever
to Eha-;r: heen hit in that sledge-hammer
siyle,

The Remove gathered at the Jdoor of
their Fonn-room  with one execption.
Whoen Mr, Queleh arrived to et s
Form in, Tom Redwing was net Feu
there.



The Remove went in, minns Redwing,

Mr. (Quelel’s eyes glinted, and his
brows wrinkled in & deep {rown.
Already, that morning, Redwing had
ungered him—Queleh had canght him in
his study, just after he had telophoned
a telegram to Smithy's father. Now ha
waz late for elass, and the Remove
master suspected ot once that he was
E-E*:E]:ilh to communicate 10 sQmMe  Way
with the prisoner of the punishment-
T'OOI., .

Quelch could feel for the boy's distress
at tho dizaster that had overtaken his
chum, but discipline was dizcipline.

“Wharten ¥ He addressed lis head
lﬁ:-r:;r. “Do yvou know where Redwing
1T

“No, sir!”™ answered Harry.,. “Ile
was in the uad ten minules ago;
haven't seen him since.”

“He went up to the studies, sir ! said
Peter Todd.

“Ohi1” Mr., Queleh’s brow cleared.
If Redwing had gone, to the Hemove
studies, he had not gone in the direction
of the upper corridor leading to the
punishment-room. “Are you sure of
that, Todd ¥

“¥es, sir; I passed him on the
Remove landing.”

“YVery welll” eaid Mr., Queleh;
though he certainly would not have gaid
ihat 1t wes very well had he been swaro
that Redwing had gone up to the
Bemove studics to get a bundle of darts
from Study No. 4 for his own purposes.

There was a patter of hurried feet in
the passage.

Tom Redwing, Aushed and breathloss
with runming, arrived at the door of the
Form-room and came panting in,

He was three minutes late. Un-
punctuality to the extent of one minute
was enough, as a rule, to draw forth
the viels of Queleh’s wrath. RBut on
this occasion GQuelch ﬁﬁlj_’ signed to the
late-comer to go to his place—little
guessing whenee he had just come.

Glad not to be guestioned, Redwing
went to hiz place. Mr. Quelch pro-
cceded to set n Latin passage for trans.
lalion by his Form. All the juniors
knew that ha would not be with them
for that lesson.

It was no secret that the Bounder was
to be dealt with while the school were
all in Form, and sent away from Grey-
friars before they came out in break.
The affair had made sensation enough
already, and there was to be no more,
if the Head could help it,

“Wharton ¥

“*Yes, sipl”

L | ssimll now leave wvou in chargs
here,® said Mr. Quelch, “I have other
matters to attend to for e time.”

'] Yﬁﬂu gip. ™

Mr. Quelch left the TForm-room,
leaving the Remove to get busy with
Latin translation under the core of his
head boy.

Not a man in the Remove, however,
gave o gingle spot of attention to Latin
translation. Excitement was too keen
on the subject of the coming expulsion.

1 say, you fellows, it's rather rotien,
ain't 161" squeaked Billy Bunter, when
the door closed on Quelch.

“Terrifically roften for poor old
Smithy [¥ said Hurree Jamset Ram
Simgh.

“Eh? I don't mean that! [ mean,
sneaking a fellow ovt of the school while
we're 1n ¢thss, in this syrupstitious
way ¥ said the fat Owl. “T’d much
rather have an expulsion in Hall, in the
old-fashioned way, you know ! It’s n lot
more exciting!  Besides, we should got
ouk of class for jolly nearly half an
heur”

“You fat villain [ said Peter Tadd.

EVERY SATURDAY

“0Oh, really, Toddy———"

“You podgy pi
Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry———=>"

“Shut up, yon frabjons frog |* hooted
Johnny Bull.

“YWell, that's what I think I declared
Bunter, *“Ioing it like thiz is really
syrupstitious. wch better have it in
Hall, with the whole school, you know,
and the Head saying—yarooocooh I

A Latin grammar, catching Billy
Bunter on his fat chin, cut short hi=
views on the subject of Smithy's expul.
sion gnite suddenly |

Bunter roared,

“Beast! Who chueked that Look at
me 7 yvelled Bunter.

er——" gail Dob I
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Vernon-Smith cut the twine with his penknife, and then unrolled the paper from
the dart, He read the message eagerly, his eyes gleaming as he did so.

"I did,” answered Bob cheerily, “ and
if you want the inkpot after i, you've
only got to go on wagging your fat
chin !

Billy Danter did not go on wagging
his fat chin! Ie rubbed it, instead.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Admiftance !

R, QUELCH rustled up the
rorridor, with a long key In
hig hand. Ha inzerted that
key in the deoor of the punish-

ment-raom.

Dr, Locke was waiting in his study,
Loder of the Sixth was with him.

Me. Quoleh, as the Form-master con-
cerped, had to take the culprit to the
Head for judgment ond sentence.  IHe
had come to do it

There was no donbt, of eourse, about
the judgment, or the sentence. It was
not a matter for inquiry.  Vernon-
Bmith’s guilt was, or was supposed to
be, perfectly clear and undeniable.

1f he was, as he had declared, inno-

cont of the attack on Loder in ihe dark,
his own hecadstrong procecdings had
been his undoing; every known action
of the Bounder's pointed to his guilt,

No one supposed for & moment that
ha was innocent. Even Redwinig
realised that his belief in the Bounder's
inngcence was against all the facts, and
even  ageinst common  sonse;  and,
indeed, chioflv die to his distresa at the
idea of Smithy being kicked out of
CGireviriars in disgrace.

Mr. Queleh, ecrtainly, had not fha
remotest idea on ihe snbject. e was
only anxious to get this painful matter
over. Many times ho had had doubts
whether & reckless, lLeadstvrong, self-
willed fellow lilke the Dounder, alwarvs
i some ilronbla or other, ought to
remain at the zchasl. NWow the matter
was settled, and e was going, Al the
sooner e waz gone, and forgotten, the
better in the Romove master's opinion.

ITe turned the key back in the lock,
and pushed. To his surprise, the door
of the punishment-roam did not opon,

Tur Magxsr Iiseany.—No., 1,616,
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With an annoved grunt, he pushed
again, and yet again. Still the heavy
door remained fast, :

Quelch’s eves glinted, It was in keep-
ing with the character of the rebel of
hig Ferm if he was, in his last hour at
Greyfriars, adding to his sins by giving
unoecessary and irritating trouble. The
Bounder, if ha was going, was the
fellow to go with his ears up, defiant
e the last.

“Vernon-Smith Y rapped Mr. Qutlth,

“Yes, sir!” came the Bounder's cool
vujee, through the oal.

“ Ave vou helding this doov shut?”

“ Mo, sir!" ]

“Jlave vou placed your foob against
i{?#

“Na, sir!*

“Then why does
snapped Mr. Quelch. *“Take the door-
isndle, Vernon-3mith, and pull, while
I ?uah; it must somehow be jammed.”

*Yes, I think it's jammed, si!”
answered the Bounder, from: within.
“I'tn afraid it wouldn't be any use pull-
ing the door-handle, sir, while thero's
tlie back of a chair jammed under it."

“Wha-a-t?"  Quelch's eyes, which
Lad been glinting, now foirly blazed.
“¥Yernon-Stith, it you have placed a
chair-back under the deor-handle, re-
iove it ak onee 1M

No answer. .

“Do yvou hear me, Vernon-3mith "
thundered BMr. Quelch,

“I'm not deaf, sir.”

“What?"

“ Dieaf [ = ]

“Ppon my word!  Vernon-Smith, I
am here Lo ake you to vour headmaster,
1> hear vour sentence from Dr. Locke |
Admit me in?.tantii}'.” _

“Ave you in a hurry o get it over,
gir *™

“What—what? Yes, certainiy.”

it nat open?”

THE MAGNET

“I'm mnot, sir!®  explomed the
Bounder coolly.  “IX'd rather leave it
till a bit later in the morning, if it's
zll the same to you.™ :

“1 oarder you to unfasten this door at
once, Vernon-Smith! This impertin.
once will serve no purpose.”

The Bounder did not nnswer that
He haped, at least, that that *im-

ertinence * would serve some purpose,

n was not going to leave, if he could
help it, till his father had had time
to teach the school.

Outside the door Mr. Guelch breathed
wrath.

Fellows had, on rare occasions, been
loeked in the punishment-room before.
Certainly, it had never occurred to
any such fellow to sceure the door inside

and keep out o beak who came for
lum ! : ;
Unless it was sheor insolence, 4

desire to make himsclf as trowblesome
as possible before he was furfed ouf,
Quelch could not understand it

As Bmithy evidently did not intend
to open the door, the Remove master
put his shoulder to it, and shoved with
all his strength. :

Thera was a creak from the chair

jommed under the door-handle. It
shifted a trifle. )

Then it stood firm again as the
Boundor grasped i, and held it m

lace. He jammed ib tight, and held it
ast.

Mr. Quelch shoved, and shoved, and
shoved. But the door did not stir. He
desisted at last, panting for breath,

“ Vornon-Smith 1" he gasped.

“Yea, sirl” .

‘I'ne voice from within was respectiul
though there was a faint inflection o
mockery in it

“You insolent yonng scoundrel, what
ia the purpose of this?™ exclaimed Mr.

mm—u—-&m“_oﬂwma—mmm“

tome skillulfingered |johnny, who moves 2}
like a shadow at night within the vicinity
of Greylriars, has been cracking cribs galore
and getting away with his plunder. Who
iz this mysterious erackemani! Some of
tha juniors at Greyfriars think he's pesing
as thelr new Form-master!  You'll
thoroughly enjoy reading
thrills yarn,
Tavolrites — Harry Wharton
Greyfriars,
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Quelch, “Your headmaster is wailing
for you™

“I sm sorry to keep Dr. Locke
waiting, sir| If you will come back at

about eleven, I will open the door.”

“You will have left Greyfriars long
before that, Vernon-Smith! Tt iz the
headmaster’s intention to send you
away st once,” ﬂnm:éped Mr. Quelch.
“No doubt you would like to create a
scene before you po! You will not be
allowed te do so. You will leave while
the other boys are in the Form-rooms.”

No answer, i . .

“Will you open this door immedi:
ately ?"

Silence. :

The Remove master stood breathing
hard. Seldom had he been so intensely
angrv. But he could not force the door
open. That door waa immovable.
Nothing short of a crowbaer, insertod
between door and jamb, would have
forced that door open, so long as the
Bounder held the chair frmly in

position within,

“Upon my word ¥ said Mr. %ue]q:h;f
at length. “Vernon-8mith, if you
refuse to release this doar, I shall have
no resource but to report your conduct
to Dr. Locke. Do you dezire to bo
flogged before you are sent away®”

Grim silonee from the punishmeft-
rOONL.

“Ta you hear me, Vernon-Smith?”
Mr. Quelch fairly barked. *Open thus
door immediately 1"

Bilence.

Mr. Quelch turned from the door at
last, and went. He could nobt get in;
and), without getting in, he could not,
obviously, take Her Vernon-Smith
to hia headmaster. And the Head was
-.vmtmi.

He hurried down tha long corridor
and the stairs, and made his way to
Dy. Locke's study. .

In that study Dr. Lockoe was waiting;
and Loder of the Sixth, with his
bruised nose and black eyes, was wait-
ing. Both of them looked st Mr, Queleh
a? hal arrived with a fushed face—
aiayne &

“YWhere iz the boy, Mr. Quelch?®"
askoed Dr. Locke, raising lus eyebrows,
“Why have vou not brought Vernon-
Stith here?® 5

“] am sorry to say, sir, that the hoy
has sccured the door of the punish-
ment-ronm on the inside, and refuszes
to admit me ¥ gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Bless my soul ! ejaculated I
Locke, “Is it possibla?”

Loder stared, blinking with his black,
swollen eves, Loder was waiting, wiih
Jr.;rj'm and bitter anticipation, to sce the
ellow  who had blacked his eyes
cacked, DBut he had to wait!

“T eparcely understand this, Alr.
Quelch ! said the Head. *What can
ihe hoy's object be in thos adding to
ihe trouble he has already caused ¥

“Ounly a desire, sir, to add o
irouble I said the Remaove master,
compressing hiz lips, “That, I fear, i3
the nature of that boy.™

“Thae door must be forced, then, and
at once!” said De. Locke. ' ¥ou had
ketter call Gosling, and direct him
to bring whatever implements may be
needed, and lose no time. This dis-
agrecable matter must be finizhed with-
out delay.”

“Very well, eir.”

Mr. Quelch left tho Head's study,
and proceeded to ecall in  Gosling,
the ancient porter of Greyfriars, And
tha prisoner of the pumshment-roons,
who eo inexplicably seemed to desire to
remain & prisoner there, was not long
in hearing footstepa approach the Joor
OInee nove.



THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Smithy Holds The Fort!

ERBERT YVERNON - SMITH
H stood in the punishment-room,
a sardonic grin on his face,
listening to the fooisteps that

came np the corridor.

Defisnce of authority was rather in
the Bounder’s nature; it was thal, in
fact, that had led to his disaster.

Guilty or innocent, he wonld not have
been in trouble now had he not left
his dormitory; after lights cut, to carry
oan his feud with Loder of the Hixth,
And, precarious as his position now
was, there was somethin +en]u:,'ahla ta
the reckless Bounder in this last contest
with the beaks—in whatever way it
mi?ht end,

The door-handle turned, and the door
was pushed. ) .

Smithy gripped the chair again, to
wedge it fast. .

“Vernon-Smith !I” came Mr, Quelch’s
voice, almost tremblin | :
vou cio not open this gunr immediately,
it will be foreced. Gosling is hers with
me to force it.” ]

“Go ahead ! egid Smaithy.

“1 warn you, T{-rnﬂn-ﬂmiﬂx, that
vou may be fogged for this insolence,
before you are sent away.”

‘8o it's settled that I'm to be sent
away " jecred the Bounder, “No
iden of giving a fellow a chance. 1've
told you that I never touched Loder.
I'd have liked to give the bullving cad
a black eye, or two, but never
:hnuqhtr of &ﬁing it. I'm no such
fool 1

“If you have anything to say, Ver-
non-Smith, you may say it to vour
headmaster ! smapped 3r.  Quelch
contemptuously.

“Think he will believe me®”

“Dr. Locke will ecertainly not be-
lieve palpable [alseliood=. any more
than 1 do, Vernon-Smith,"

“And vou're not going to make any
inguiry " i

“There iz nothing into which Lo in-
guire, as you are well aware”

“Oh, wes there is!” retorted the
Bounder., “You can inqguire who was
up last night as well as me, and find
out who punched Loder in his ailly
face.” _

“It was asceviained at the time,
Vernon-Bmith, that no other boy in
the scheol was out of hiz dormiiory.™

“If that's correct, it must have bheen
a Sixth Form man, then,” said Ver-
non-Smith. “Better look in the
Sixth,"

“I will not bandy words with rou.
Will you, for the last time, open this
door, before it is forced ¥°

“MNo, I won't '™

"G_ﬂﬁ]i.ﬂgtu

“Yessir!"” ecame a grunk,

“Torco that door imreediately!
Loza no fime, Gosling! The hoad-

master is walting for Vernon-Sanith o
be taken to him."

*“ Yesair 1"

The Bounder sel his teeth, He haod
gained, so far, about a quaricr of an
hour. He had to gain two hours, if
he was to hove his chance. Somehow,
by hook or by crock, he was going to
do ik, At 2ll events, he was nob going
]mf give in, so lonz as he had a kick
L.

Bang! Clang! Bang! Clang!
came from without.
Cresling had o crowbar and a

lLiammer.
el of the crowbar between door and
jumb, with heavy smites of Hie hammer.
Home damage was being done to hoth
door and jamb. Thot cowld not be
kelped.

with anger. “If-

knuckles,

He was driving the pointed

EVERY SATURDAY

The Dounder could do' nothing to
stop that. He could only wait, know-
ing that when the crowbar was driven
in, & powerful wrench on it would be
too strong for the chair packed under
the door-handle.

Bang ! Clang! Bangt

Distant as_the punishment-room was
from the Form-rooms, that bang‘anﬁ
and clanging sounded and echoed a
over (Greviriars, and reached the ears
of the fellows in elass. Tom RadwinF.
in the Remove-room, st least, could
guess what it meant. They had not

gaﬁasmiﬂﬁy ﬁti} 1 CI !

, bang, ba

Th::g Bcﬁﬁ:d&r,ﬂg hr&afﬁ% hard,
waited and waiched. e door
creaked: the chair back creaked. The
smites of the hammer drove the crow-
bar farther and farther in ¢ill Ver.
nen-Smith conld see the point between
door and jamb. Inch by inch it came

farther, foreing open the door to the
width of the thickness of the bar.

“Now, Gosling!” came Mr. Quelch’s
voice. The Remove master was wait-
ing with intensifying impatience.

“* Yessir 1"

Gosling threw down the hammer,
grasped the crowbar with both horny
hands, and threw his weight on it, to
wrench the door open.

Inch by inch the door yielded, forc-
ing the jammed chair back along the
floor under the pressure.

With every 1inch that the door
vielded, the *purchase™ mnaturally
diminished: but by the time the bar
was of no further avail there was a
space wide enough for Gosling to jam
a boot in.

He jammed in a boot, laying aside
the erowbar.

“Very pood, Gosling,™  said My,
Cueleh approvingly, * Very pood, in-
deed ! Now pass vour hand round the

floor, Gosling, and remove the ehair
from under the handle.”

“ Yessir [

A large and horny hand was thrust
through the aperture, followed by a
wrist and & forearm. Gosling pob a
grip on the chaix.

At the same moment, Herbert Ver-
non-Smith picked wp the poker and
gave Gosling a rap on his knuckles.

“Yarogop !’

The :.=el]p that came from William
Liosling as he got the rap on his
rang farther and louder
than the banging of his hammer. It
fairly thundered.

* Yoo-hoo-hooop ! roared Cosling.

That hand dizappeared &s if by
magic.  Gosling, evidently, did. not
want another rap on the knuckles.

Instantly the under jammed the
door shut again, and jammed the
chair-back tight uwnder the handle.

The door waz asz fast as befdre.

Outside, Gosling was howling wildlr.
Inside, the Bounder was grinning.
Mr, Quelch’s voice came 1 high,
Bngry tones.

“ Gosling—"

“Wooo-hooop ! reared Gosling,
“YWhat does this mean, Gosling*"
" Yoaw-ow-wooooop 1™

“You have allowed the boy to close
the door again ¥

“Ow! Wowl Ooogh! Think I'm
going to 'ave my knuckles rapped ¥
roared the  exasperated osling,
“Wow! Oococh

“Tha door mwst be opened!™

“Wooooh I velled Gosling, “P'r'aps
vou'd like &0 have your Louckles
rapped, sir!"

1o not be impertinent, Gosling !’

hooted Mr. Queleh. " You have fools
ishly allowed the boy to close the door
agnin 1" .

“Oooch I

7

*“The whole work must be done over
agnin!”  exclatned My, Quelch, in
great ponoysnce. “Take the crowbar,
Gosling! Take the hammer. And this
tine, when you are able to reach in
and remove the cheir, take care that

“You are wasting my time, and the
headmaster's time! Proceed st once,
Gosling, and—"

“My here! You think I'm going to
put my ’ard in at that there door
agin, and get me knuckles rapped!
Wot I say: iz this "ere—I ain't! No,
alrul[= Tlignt I a.}:;l't.[”

L :

“Which it ain't my dooty to stick
my arm in at that there door!”
roared Gosling. "And wot I says is
this 'ere, don't you think it?"

“Gosling, you are not to go away!
I forbid you to go awax! ﬁ_ vou go
away, I shall report your conduct to

Dr. Locke! Gosling, come back im-
mediately 1" Mr. Queleh’s voice rose
to & roar. “Goslingl Do you hear me,
Cosling "

The Bounder chuckled,

If Gosling heard, as doubtless he did,
he understudied the ancient CGladiator,
and heeded not.

He tram‘pmi away down the corridor,
heedless of the Remove master's voice,
and disappeared down the stairs.
ling, it appeared, had had enough, and
did not want any more. Gosling was
EFone !

“ Upon my word ! the Bounder heard
Mr. Quelch exclaim, in tones of in-
tensa vexation, *Impertinent—absurd |
Upon my word ™

here was a sharp rap on the <door.

“Vernon-Smith !*

“¥es, sir"”

“Will jou open this doort"

“No, sipl”

There was a pouse,

and then the
Bounder heard iz F

orm-master rustle

away. Quelch did not seem disposed.
personally, to handle hammer ond
crowbar, mneither, p lv, was he

keen on getting his knuckles rapped
with a ker. He was gone—doubt-
less to plan new measures for getting
at the prisoner of the inishmoent-
roor; and the Bounder of Groviriars
was still holding the fort,

e e —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Up The Chimney !
crash! Thud!

RABH,
‘ : Crash !
Greyiviars  fellows, in  the

Form-rooms, started snd list-
ened. Form-masters found it hard 1o
keep attention on mgtiers in hand.

The Remove-room was in & buzz of
oxcitement. It waz known now that
the uproar came from the dircction of
the punishment-room,. The Bounder
was up to something—kicking up a
final shindr, apparently, before he
went. As there was no master present
with the Remove, the Form-room door
was opened o that the jumiors could
hear better.

In the other Form-rooms the fellows
had no =uch luck. PBut Hacker,
Clapper. Wiggins, and Twigg carricd
on under great difficulties, with the
Shell, the Fourth, the Third, and the
mecond.

Even in the Fifth, s senior Form,
there was a2 buzz of excitement that
Mr. Prout could not suppress,  Tiven
1t the Sixth, where Mr. Lascellezs was
imparting wmathematical knowledge,
Bixth Torm men started and stased
and whispered,

Tae Magxer Lispiny.—No. 1,616
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And the Head, In his =tady, still
waiting for the culprit 1o be brought
beforo  Lis  judgment  scat, listened
with the deepest of deep feclings. And
{ivrald Loder caressed lis black oves,
and fowd comfort in the reflection that
vhat young rascal, Vernon-Smith, was

muking  things all the worse for
linself.
Bang! Crash! Thud! Crash!

It roared and reverberated all over
Groyfriavs..

Evervhody knew by this time that the
Ronneder had fortitted himself in the
punishment-room, and refused to come
unt gnd be acked. 1t was fearfully
tnrtlling ! : :

Only Tom Redwing knew Smithy's
wotive, 'To the rest of the Remove 1t
wag simply a caze of the Bouvnder kick-
ing up a last tremendows shindy while
he was still at Grexfriars to kick it up.
And ‘the IRemove fellows, with hreath-
less chuckles, sprecd that it was just
like the old Bounder!

Bang ! Urashk! Bang!

In tha punishment-room,
Vernon-Bmith's face was grim,

He had held the fort, so far; he was
going an helding ik, if he could. Ha
gad gained shouk an hour out of the two
he wanted.  All this time he had no
Jdoubt Mr. Ssmuwel Vernon-Smith, the
millionaive financier, was on his way to
(rreyiriars—probably hreaking  speed
limits vight and left. He-was sure that
Lig father would come; he knew that he
wilild come after getting Redwing's
tolegram. Bug he had to give him tima
10 COte.

And now ile door was yielding fast |

Queleh was rot the man to be defied
or defeated,  Milder measures having
failed, Quelch had rescoried to heroie
measures, 1They werse not trying to
force the door open with a crowber
uow, They wero sinashing it open.

Cosling had been rounded up egain,
Trotter lﬁad been called in to his eid.
Faking it in turns, they delivered hefty
itnizmﬁ froni axes on the wood round the
k.

Crazh—erash—crash !

The din was terrific. It woke every
ARIL0 wi’gh]in the 5§hoﬂl wpitts, arid a good
many without! It was intensely annoy-
ing and exasperating to Mr. Quelch, Hvu

Herbert

~tgod looking on, with a grima brow and
glinting eyes, But annoying and ex-
ssperating as it was, it had to be done if

Vernon-Smith was 1o be dealt with.
And the door was going |

Crazh, crash !

The Bounder knew that the game was
nwp, =a far as holding the fert in the
!mm'shmr:nl:-n}nm was concerned. Bul
1y was not beaten yet,

In a fow minntes more the dismantled
lock would be dropping frem the hacked
i battered door; the chair-back would
o longer held. The door would fy
npan, and hands would be upon him—if
he was there! Thers was no retreat by
way of the barred window., But the
Bounder was not caught yet. He had
stamped out the fire in the old grate
ander the vast, old-fashioned chimney
1o keep opeit o live of retreat, if it eame
1o that, It woas a ling of retreat that

few fellows would have fancied. Smith

certainly did not faney it: but he was
roing to make wsa of it, all the same.

Craczh, crash, erash! CRABSEH |

With a final terrific crazsh the leck
went, falling from the door over ths
Dair within.  There was nothing to
wld the chate back now, The door,
pushed from. without, flew open,

Mr. Quelch, with set lips, strode in.

Gashing and Lrotter, vesting after
their labours, gasped and panied,

Y Now—" said Mr. Quelch grimly.

He broke off.
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He had strode i lo grasp the prisoncr
of the punislunent-room by the collar
and march him off foreibly to the head-
master’s presence. But whera was the
prisoner ¥

Mr. Quelch could scarcely believe hia
eyes as he stared round the room and
found himzelf alone in it.

" Yernon-amith 1" he gasped.

He stared and blinked. Obviously
Vernon-Smith was not under the table,
or under the bed. Still, he stooped and
lnoked to make assurance doubly sure.
Then, suddenly comprehending, he
stepped fo the greplane.

The fire had long been out and was
cold: Over the dead embers Jay a pile
of soot, recently fallen from within the
:rhlmng{; Evidently it had been dis-
lodged by a elimber within those ancient
and sooly recesses, _

**Ie—iz—is if possible?" gasped Mr.
Quelch.

He stooped his head, put 1t under the
huge old chimney, and stared up.

e could not zce the pateh of shy that
should have been visible at the suhimit
of the chimnpey-pot. The way was
bocked !  COnly too plainly it was
blocked by the Bounder of Grevfriars!

“Vernon-Smith !*  shrieked Mr,
Queleh

“Hallo! came back a voiee, muffled
by the chimnes.

“Yeou—youw—you are there? Descend
at once—at once! Do vou hear? I
order yvou to descend at onece!™ thun-
dared Mr; Quelch, glaring up.

The Bonnder dig not descend.  He
ascended But something elze Jescended,

dislodged kis foot. It was 8 large
chunk of sedt! 1t landed fairly in the
midst of Mr.

?uel-:h’s scholastic
features as he glared up.

Mr. Quelch had not expected that.
Really, he might have, if he had been
f ]itt{a less angry and exeited. But he
hadn’t, and it took him guite by sur-
prise. He gave a horrible gi'qrgle- and

chimney.

withdrew his head from the

“Gurrrrggeh 3

Gosling and Trotiter stared in at the
doorway as Mr. Quelech turned away
from the chimney, black as the ace of
spades, and spluttering soot.

“Aly heye I ;aéanulateﬂ Gosling.

Frotter giggled. It was disrespectiul,
hut really Trotter could not help it. He
had nevar seen a Form-master locking
like & nigger minstrel befors,

“Terrggh 1*  purgled Mr., Quelch,
iz ‘l."i"tlrrggl Ohl Oooghl That your
rascal—ooogh ¥ He clawed and dabbe
at soot.  Wooooghl —TUpon my—
groogh—word——  Gooogh!”

More soot fell from the chimney as tha
Bounder clambered up.  Mr. Quelch did
not loek up sgain. He had bad enough
saot.

Breathing wrath—and soot—the He-
move master tottered from the room.
Gosling and Trotter were left grinning.

For the next half-hour Mr., Quelch was
busy. But he was not, for the present,
bothering about that young raseal,
Herbert Vernon-Smith, He was busy
cleaning off soot.  Queolch’s prcssmﬁ
need at the moment was hot water an
zsoap~—lots of hot water and lots of soap
—and that young razcal had to be left to
his own doviees.

" THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Watching For Pa !

{ SAY, you feliows,” squeaked Billy
I Bunter, "1t's him 1*
The Greyfriars fellows had
come out in broak,
Mott of them, especially ithe Remorve,
were wondering what had bhappened to
the Dounder.

e, Queleh had net returned lo his

Form-room. His head boy had had o
carry on thero till the bell rang for
break. The amount of work that lLad

been dome in the Remove-rcom wonld
have needed 8 microscope to spot it
The juniors were far too exciled (lo
worry about that,

Where wae Smithy? Had he gone?
Was he going? And Redwing wondered
whether Mr. Vernon-Smiih wes mmir:jg.
If the millionaire had started immeds-
ately on receipt of tha telegram from
the school, he might blow m at any
minute now,

“Is him I repeated Bunter, pointing
with a fat finger,

13 ﬂn‘ith 1]‘]

“Eht No. Look!"™
In tho gateway stood a fRpgure, well-

known fo the juniors, thﬂugﬁ they had
never seen the man till a few days ago.

“Crocker 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“That jolly old boy 1* said Nugent,

“What the thump does he want
here " grunted Johnny Bull. ® Like hts
¢heek to butt .mi¥ =

““* And what is he blinking at ?” asked
Horry Wharbton, staring at the man in
the gateway. .

Randolph Crocker, once of the Sixth
Form af Greyfriars, expelled long years
ago, was not & weléonie visitor at the

school, He had, in fact, been chucked
out when he had blown in.

It was rimoured that he had asked
hiz old headmaster to give him a JI?]J':
but as that headmaster had expelled him
long ago for stealing, he had probably
not expected to geb 1t

Since then, Randolph Crocker had
located himself at the hiker’s hut on the
Abbot's Spinney, within sight of tha

school, for no reason that could be dis-
covered exceps to cause annoyance (o
his old headmaster,

Greyiriars fellows had hardly ex-
ected to see him at the school again,
mt there he was, But 1t was not so
much his presencé, as his peculiar
actions, that caused many eyes to turh
on him in surprise. . .
Randolph Crocker was standing with
ltis head thrown back, looking vpward—
gazing, it scemed, at some object high
on the roof ot the school buildings.

Some of the juniors locked up; hut,
being nearer the buildings than the man
at the gateway, they could see nothing
ont of the common.

Crocker apparently could.

He was gazing at some object on the
high roof fixedly, in amazement mingled
with amusement,

“Something's up!” remarked DBob
Cherry. “What the dickens can he
have spotted up there "

“Goodness  knows!®  said
Wharton, puzzled. * Let's zee.”

The Famouz Five eut down to tha
atcs, A good many other fellows fol-
owed them, all eurious to see what it
was that had fixed Crocker’s atlention,

“Oh gad ¥ exclaimed Crocker. lHa
lowered his ganze and stared at the
juniors. *“Is this & new gamel"

“ What—"

“Oh, look!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ Groat pip M

L1 1;‘.;['!,] : ¥

“Smithy I yelled Bob.

“Oh seissors ¥

The gathering erowd could now zee
the object at which Crocker had been
staring, High up on tha ancient ved
yoofs of Greyfriara therd were mnnumer-
able chimneys From many of them
smtoke ascended. . But from one of them
—~the ene on which Randolph Crocker’s
eyes had been fixed—emerged something
much more remarkabla than smoke,

It wazs a head and shoulders that
emerged |

Harry
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There was somebody in the ehimney |

He was black with soot. Boot masked
his face and smothered his hair and his
clothes. Dut he was, obvicusly, a school-
boy=—a junior: and many of the fellows
knew which chimney that one was—the
chimney of the punishment-room. They
knew mow what had become of the
Bounder ! They Lnew where Ilerbert
Vernon-8miith was! There he was—
sticking oub of fhe snmmit of the
chimney |

“Bmithy 1M

“Must be Smithy ™

*“Oh crambs 1 )

*1 say, vou follows, he's clisubed wp
the chimney in punny!”

nHa’ hﬂ-, hﬂ. I:.l

"Zood old Smithy |" chortled Skinner.
“Ain't he a card I" )

“The cardfulness is terrific 1" chortled
Ilurree Jameet Ram Bingh, “It 18 the
esteemed and ridiculous Smithy 17

A sooly hand was waved from tho
chimney. Under the soot on his face,
the Bounder was grinning.

Whether these extraordinary antics
were likely to improve his prospects or
not, the Bounder was mua}'mrg the
excitement. He liked to make fellows
stare and wonder at his nerve. Ha
had made them stare now—there was no
doubt about that.

“ Is—ig—1ia that Bmithy " gasped Red-
wing in dismay.

Redwing had counselled his chum to
“stick it out,” if ho could, till his father
came., Hot he certainly had not
cavisaged any such dodge as this,

“Jolly old Smithy ! said Bolsaver

major. *“They haven’t Lurfed him oul
yet! Ha, ha, hal”

“He will want n wash hefore he
rooa '™ grinned  Skinner.  “He's  as

black as jolly old Loder's eyes!™

“Hpn, ha, hal”

More and more fellows galhored as
ihe news spread. MMundreds of eves
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A large chunk of soot landed fairly in the midst of Mr. Quelch’s features as he glared up the chimney.

stared up st the head and shoulders
ﬂmuriing from the high chimney. Her-
bert Vernon-Smith was tha cynoesure of
all eyes. Fellows stared, and chuckled.

“But what's this game?” asked Mr.
Crocker., The old boy of Greyiriars
seomed interested and cotertained.
“Who's that kid I

“Vernon-Smith of our Form,”
answered DBob Cherry. “1le's %wmg
the beaks a run for their money before
ther turf him out.”

“MTurf him out ! repeated Crocker.

“He, he, he!” cachinneted Buntor.
“He's gaing to be sacked, same as you
were | He, he, he!” :

“Wot  for the same reason,”  said
Harry Wharton hastily.

All the fellows knew why Sportsman
Crockor had been sacked long vears
ago. He had been a bad hat at (Girey-
friars; and Smithy, too, was rather a
bad hat. But Crocker had been expelled
for pinehinf;; and Smithy, with all his
fanlts, would have cut his hand off
sooner than that.

Randelph Crocker langhed.

No sense of shame scemed to troubie
that old lm,r who had been kicked out
of lLis school for dishonesty. Contempt,
according to the proverb, will pierce
event the shell of the tortoise. But
Sportsman Crocker secemed to be thicker-
skinnad than o tortoise.

“What has he dona " he asked.

" Punched &8 profect,” said Beb.

"Smkin%' him for that?” yawned
Crocker. “What a frifle’”

“Well, he punched him rather hard.”
said Bob. * You see, Loder of the Bixih
caught lLiin in the Head's study last
night and grabbed lim, and Smuth Lit
out——"

“What 7% _

Randolph Crocker starfed—indeed. he
jumnped. He stared blankly ot Hob.

”_{:as;*night'i!” he repoated.

[£4 l‘“ﬁ-,i

** Qurrerggeh ! he
gurgled, Gosling and Trotter stared in at the doorway as the Form-masier, black as the ace of spades, spluttered soot,

“In the Ilead’s studys "

i Y'EIE.” .

“Oh god! Crocker whistled, awl
stared up agsin ab Ihe junior in il
chimney. *“That kid—— Oh gad!:
And he's sacked for it? Ifard luck !

“A fellow-feeling makes us wondrous
kind 1" murnmared Skinner; and some of
the juniors laughed.

Perhaps Crocker, who had been ex-
pelled Inmself, felt o 2pot of s¥mpathy
for & schoolboy facing the same fate.
Anvhow, it was clear that he scomed Lo
have had a shock.

“1 suppose they're sure he did it ®#"
atked Crocker. * Was he cavghis out of
his dormitory £

“That's 1t."

“Young nss! What was he oul of his
doermitory for?"

“He was after that prefect, and that
prefect was after hind! I don’t think
.ﬁﬁith}' meant to punch Loader, but le

id ¥

“He never meant anvihing of the
kind [¥ execlaimed Redwing  sharply.
“Ile was going to mop a can of ink
over him. And I know he never touchod
Lader, oither. Ile's zaid he nover wonl
near the Head's etudy last night: he
gave 1t up when there was an alarm.
He's snid 20.”

“Qh, yos! Fle's said eo,” agreed Dol

“And it's fruc!” snapped Redwing.
“ Bomebody else was in the Eead's study
—I den't know whe, but L know that.”

“Oh! You don't know who " asked
Randelph Crocker, hus oyes tnrming very
curiously on Redwing's flushed face.

“No; but I know somebody was,” said
Redwing. “I know Smithy nover struck
Loder that blow. I know he conldn't
have done it.” ;

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Smithy eall-
ing 1 exelaimed Bob Cherry: and all
eves turned again on the Bounder.

Ile was waving his hand, and shonti-
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ing; but the distance was greal, and
iha words could not be caught., Then ha
houted again, and the words floated
dc:wlr_ll: S
‘He's coming ]
“Whe's coming 1 asked Bob. * Bmithy
can seo the road from up there; he can
con somebody coming, 1 suppose. But
who—" )
Redwing’s face lighted up,
“ His father ! he breathed,
“Oh!* exclaimed Ilarry
*Does Smithy expect—"
“That's why ha's doing this. I got
word to him that I'd wired hia fsather,
and I kaew Mr. Vernon-Smith would
r:}l:me. Ismitl:y ean sce the car from up
there, I suppose,
“1 say, Iﬁr';lruu fellows, is the old
Obadiah coming to see tha young

Obadiah sacked ¥ grinned Billy Bunter.
“*He, he, he ¥

“Kick him t*

“Owl Wowl
Bunter. )

“(Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Skinner.
“1s Smithy's pater coming? Is that
what he's watching for up there? Sit-
ting on the chimney, watching for
pa-——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Walching for pa—watching for pa ™
sang Skinner. “Sitting on the chimaey,
\'n'ﬂ_tﬂhill% for pa t”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

. “Here comcs Quelch I said ITazel-
cnG. -

Mr. Gi:.xe!c‘n—un-:wly cleaned from soob
—came hurrying down to the gates, 1dis
gimlet eyes glemmed at Randolph
Crocker.

“Gol” he smapped. “Boys, you are
forbidden to hold any communication
with that man, as you know very well!
You—~" 3

Queleh broke off as ho discerned the
figure at the chimney-top. His ghilet
vyes almost started from his face as Jie
siared up at the Bounder. _

The Bounder waved a hand to him,

Crocker, grinning, strolled away. A
moment later there was a honking from
a car turning in at the gateway.

Redwing looked, with a bright face,
at the plump and portly gentleman who
sat therein. Mr, ’
arrived, and the Bounder was still at
Greyfriars, L .

Quelch stared at the millionaire, with
very different feelings, Ile compressed
hia lips hard. _

Mr. Vernon-8milth . did not glance at
cither of them; he sat, with a grimly
frowning brow, as the big car rolled on
upr the grwe to the House.

And the scoty Bounder, with a last
wave of the hand, dizappeared frem tho
chimney. His father was on the spot,
and Smithy was: ns longer, as Skinner
exprezsed it, ¥ watchipg for pa.”

Wharton.

Stappit | Ow [ yelied

e Bkl

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
“What Have You Done? ™
DR. LOCKT howed conrteously fa

lite portly City gentleman who
was shown into his study.

His foce was a little set, and,
courteous as he was, he could not look
as if he was glad to seo Mr., Samuel
Vernon-Smith,

But Mr., Vernon-Smith did not seem
o want a warm welcome; he did not
teem to want a welcome at all.  Elis
[aca was grimmer than the Head's.

A sudden call away from important
affairs in the City, & drive rather like
a race in & powerin!l car, and angry
anxiety on_asceount of his son, had not
put the millionaire in a good tewmper.
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Vernon-Smith had

THE MAGNET

e was in a stale of deep wrath,
which he did his best to suppress, but
which he did not wholly succeed in sup-
Pressing. . e g

Mr. t.}:il_alch followed him into the
study. is face was almost pale with
annoyance. Loder of the Sixth was no
longer there; the Head had dismissed
him during that long wait for the cul-
prit who did not arrive. But er Was
coming I'rom his study he had seen
Mr. Vernon-Smith’s arrival, and he did
not need telling with what views the
millionaire was there. And the hare
thought of Vernon-B8mith escaping the
consequences of what he had done was
ferrfully exasperating to Gerald Loder,

“Dr. Locke!™ Mr. Vernon-Bmith
did not waste a breath or & second in
formal greeting *I am here concern-
ingd my eon. I rocotved a telegram
carly this morming frem & schoeolboy
friend of his—" -

“Redwing had no right whatever to
dispatch such a telegram '™ broke in
AMr. Quelch. "It was done without his
headmaster’s knowledge or my  know-
ledge——"

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared at him.

“1 am glad that the boy lct me
know I'* he barked. “Was i$ the inten-
iion to send my son from this school
without apprising mo "

“You would hove beon apprised, sir,
by the letter I intended to send with
him, when he was sent home in charge
of a Bixth Form prefect!” zail Dr.
Locke., ™I regret very much that you
should have had tho inconvenienen aud
the pain of coming here on such un
OCension—="

“Redwing's telegram informed me
that my son was in bad trombla hore,
It was immediately followed by one
from you, Mr. Quelch, informing me
ithat my son was returning homo at
onga—" ; G

*Quite so, sirl I dizpatchod that
telegram, in conscguenco of tho one
Redwing had sent, in the hope of pre-
venting this unnecessary call—"

“ Not_unnecessary at all, sir1” barked
AMr, Vernon-8mith. “Y am lere!
Whera iz my son? Am I to under
stand that he is already sent away?"”

“Certainly, he would have been sent
away befora this,” said Dr. Locke, © hut
owing to—to—"

“Your son, sir, was locked in tihn
punishment-room until the time came to
deal with him ! said AMr. Queleh,
toking up tho tale. “He had the anda-
vity—iha effrontery-—to zecure the door
within, and eould not bo reached——"

“Qood gad 1™

“The door, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, in
a ceén volce, “had to be broken in!
You will hardly believe that your son
then climbed the chimneyp—="

“The  chimney!” ejaculated e
Vernon-Smith. )

“And remained at the sumnit,
spr—"

“Good gadl I—I saw someone ss L
arrived—I supposed that 1t was a
rtnrrlnq:r::;-sweep—nt- a chimney Good
gad | . :

“Tt was vour son, sir!*™ said Ar.

Quelch bitterly. “He hes now de-
scended, and is, I believe, changing his
clothes after that exploit. The state ho
was in 2

111z motiva in so acting is inexplie-
ablo i? said Dr. Locke.,  “3Buch auwdn-
city—such defianee of anthorigy——"

Mr. Vernon-85mith grunted.

“Whatever his motive, sir, and what-
ever his action, it is not for that, I pre-
sume, that my son is expeolled from
Greyiriars. I presumae that he was con-
demined before he was placed in  the
punishment-room, and his actions there,
therefore, do not affect the issuc.”

“MNeverihleless—"" £aid the Head.

“Let me koow st once, sir, for what
reason my son iz expelled 1” said Mr.
Vernon-Bmith. “This ia not a light
matter to me, Herbert is my only son.
He will some day 6ll & great place in
the world. If it 18 clearly demonatrated
that ho had deserved this, I have
nothing to say—I shall koow how to
deal with him But what i3 his
offencal®

A face adorned with two black eyes
appeared in the doorway. Loder of the
Sixth had arrived, as if in time fo
answer the millionaire’s question.

Mr. Vernon-8Bmith started as ho saw
him. Loder's aspect waos, undoubtedly,
rather startling,

“Come in, iﬁdﬂr,” eaid Dr. Locke.
“1 was about to eend for you! Loolk
at this Bixth Form boy, Mr. Veroon-

Bmith] That is what your son has
dona I
“(zood gad 1"

“Any boy in this school who raised
his hand to a Bixth Form prefect, en-
frusted h;‘ me with authegrity, wnufd ba
expelled I ssid Dr. Locke. “ Vernon-
Smith has not only struck this prefect of
the Sixth Form, but has infictad, as
vou sce, & brutal disfigurement. Are
vou satished #

Mr. Verncn-8inith stood looking at
Loder. Loder blinked at him with his
bruized and battered eyes. The mil-
lionaire breathed hard.

Dh?muslf, the boy who had done this
could not have been allowed to remain
in any school.

“My son did that?? he acked at
Tazt,

“Ha did, =r,” said Dr. Locke
quietly, "and, I may add, he has not
oven tho excuse, such as it might be,
of provocation. Loder, at the time,
was doing his bounden duty as a pre-
feot.™

Mr. Vornon-Smith sank inte a
chair. The truculence was gone from
llriskmanner. He bad an overwhelmed
ank.

“Herbert did that!” he said. “ My
son did that! And that i3 why—"

“1 regret very much, sir, that you
should have been brought here and
Fiven unnecessary pain by this inter-
view,” said Dr. Locke. *'Lhe boy Red-
wing has been very much to blame.”

“1 cannot understand his motive in
calling me in, f my son has done
this I” said Mr. Vernon-8mith, “I am
aware that ho 13 my zon’s friend—and
he has been o good friend to Herbork
—but he must know that thoers 12 no
hnpe, in such a case.” Ile stared at iho
black-eved prefect. ™ You say that this
genior boy, Loder, wes deing his duty
as a prefect when my som struck him
and inflicted such an injury. am en-
titled to koow precisely what occurred.
Under what circumstances—-=—"

“Yostorday,” said Dr. Lockn, “the
key of this study was abstracied by
some boy who could not ha found. From
some talk among the juntors, Loder had
regson to suspoct that i had  been
taken by Vernon-Bmith for the purposoe
of breaking out at night by way of tho
study window——" : : ,

“] had no doubt of it, eir,” saud
Loder, “and I thought it my duly to
remain up and ascertain——>">"

“That night,” resumed the Hecad, ]
locked the study with another key.
From what Loder has since reported, he
renained  up, with  Walker, another
prefect, to  ascertain whether anyona
attempted to pass through the study,
They heard the study door unlocked
and somcone entcr—and Walker then
proccaded to the Hemova dormntory,
where he found that your son was iiss.
ing.’



The Iead pavsed & moment.

" Loder came to this study to investi-
poate,” he went on. " The boy whoe had
entered had not gone out by the window
~—he wag, for some reason, lingering in
the study with a flashlamp. By its
light he saw TLoder and ottempted to
escape~——and Loder seized him in the
doorway.”

“And then—"

“Then, sir, in escaping, he struek
Loder a blow in the faco—so terrible s
blow that vou sca tho result. Loder was
left stunne =

* Btunned 17
Smith. ;

 Actunally stunned, and he remsained
wnconscious {or several minutes. When
he was found by Mr. Quelch and
Walker, he had to be carried to lhis
roon.”

“Good heavens !

“In the meantime, vyour son had re-
turned to his dormitory, and Mr.
Queleh went there for him, and he was
taken to the punishment-room, where he
has sinece remained. You are now, sirn,
in possession of the facts, and I only
regret that you should have been given
the trouble of coming to Greyfriars to
hear them.”

There was a silence.

It was broken bv & footstep in the
passage. All eyes turned on the door-
way 83 Herbert Vernon-28mith appeared
thera.

The Rounder had eleaned off the soot
and changed; but there were still some
gigns of it lingering about him. lIle
stepped quietly inte the sudy.

“1 am sorry, sir!"” He addressed the
Head respectfully. “Sorry I have kept
vou waiting, gir; but now my father is

Bm_J’

“Herbert,” muttered BJMr. Yernon-
Smith, “what have vou done? I came
here in the hope that it was somo
matter that might be sarranged—that
vour headmaster might make some con-
cession,  But—you foolish boy—what
have yon done?’

“Nothing, father!™ said the Bounder
firraly. “1I mnever touched der |
haven’t the faintest idea who_ knocked
him out—but I know I never did!"”

gasped Mre. Vernon-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Was It Smithy ?
M*

VERNON - SBMITH =at
storing at his son blankly.
Dr. Locke knitted his brows.

Mr. Quelch set his hps, Loder
of the Sixth stared at the junior with
o contempiuons snoer.

In those three minds there was no
donbt. But Mr. Vernon-8miil, aftor
the first moment of surprico, caught nt
his son's words like a man catching at
straws. The millionaire was quick on
the uwptake. His zon's denial meant
that there was, and must be, an element
of doubt in the matter.

“You did not touch Loder, Herhert?”
repeated the millionaire. “You s=ay
that you did not touch Loder?”

"I never saw him or went near him
last night, father. 'This is tho first
time 1 have seen him, or been near
him, since yesterday afterncon,’” said
ihe Bounder steadily. *“*I've said so—
and Redwing, at least, belicves mo.”

“This boy's prevarications——" said
Alr. Quelch.

Vernon-8mith's eyes gleamed for a
moment.  DBut his manner was quite
respectfal as he turned to his Form-
master. Thera was too much at stake
for Smithy to think of giving way 1w
Iris temper.

“Will yow, sir, and the Ilcad, give
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me & henring ! he asked quietly. *A
fellow who i3 poing to be expelled has
& right to be heard.”

exclaimed Mr.

“Most  certainly "
Vernon-8mith, “Ir. Logke, I con-
cluded from what you said that the
matter was beyond doubt—""

“It iz beyond doubt !* eaid Dr. Locke
coldly.

“Let my son speakl HMerbert, I am
told that yvou were missing from your
dormitory last night, What have you
fo sav to thatt"

“That is correct, father,™

“Why did you leave your dormitory
at a late hour of the night, theni”
asied the millionaire.

Smithy hesitated, but only o sccond.
It was clear to him that his enly
chance lay In malong a clean breast of
the whole matter.

“7 don't deny that I've broken rules,”
he said. “1 expected a flogging if I
was found out. But I've done nothin
to be expelled for, I intended to te
my headmaster everything, I left my
dormitory last night for & jape—I mean
& rog—on Loder,”

“What! You gdmiit—"

“I admit that I meant to rag Loder,”
gnid Vernon-Bmith, a gloam in his eyes.
“] knew he was prowling, and I was

oing to mop a can of ink over his
Eead a3 & lesson fiot to spy on fellows.™

11
you know!* msked Mr. Quelch, break.

ing mnother silence. )
“J intend to explain the whole thing,

gir: Loder suspected e because he
heard me talking to some {ellows
vesterday. Y spoke in his hearing on
purpose to pull his leg—"

“To mislead him, do you meani"
asked Dr. Locke coldly.

“Yos, sir. You remember, sir, that
you had put a notice up on the board
putting the Abbot’s Spinney out of
bounds because that man Crocker has
sot up there. I let Loder heor me say
something about sneaking o downstairs
key and getting out to go and sce the
man.. I never meent & word of it; it
was only for Loder to hear.”

“Did you take the key of my study!”
rapped the Head grimly. “Do you
admit that, or do you not "

“I do, sir. Hare it 13" Smithy
drew a l:'.ey from his pocket and laid it
on the headmaster’s writing-table, I
took the key, sir, for no reason, except
to make Loder take what I had saud
seriously. I never intended to use it,
and never did use it. I never came
pear this study st all,”

“The door was left locked,” said the
Head icily. “It was unlocked by the
boy who entered, and a key must have
been used.™

“1 cannot understand that, sir. I

(Continued on next page.)
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Loder'z black cyes
glittered.

“That staterment
15 false, sirl"” he
eald. “When
Vernon-Bmith crept
into this study last
night he certainly
did nat know that I
was on the watch
down the passage
with Walker®

“If it had been
me I should have
knawn,™” saild
Vernon-Smith  com-

gsedly.  “Every
ellow in the Re-
move, gir, knows
that I eame down ko
rag Loder. My
friend Redwing got
out of bed and tried
to stop me. Whar-
fon got up, foo.
ITalf the Form was
awake, and ther all
knew I was coming
down after Loder.”

There was o brief
silenco.

“Loder.” gaid the
Head, "I under-
stood from vou that
the boy who entered
fhiz study in the
darle was uwnaware
that vrou were
watching, and that
vou took him by
gurprise.”

“That is cer-
tainly the case, sir.”

How Tom
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kuow nothing whatever about it,” said
the Bounder fismly. *1I knew—-at least,
I felt certain—that Loder would be on
the prowl—"

“What " ;

“I—I mean, on the watch, sir—"

“¥Youn had better say what you mean,
Vernon-Smith.

“Yes, sir. I was certain that Loder
would ba on the watch, believing that I
neant to; break out through this study.
1 meant to catch him in the dark and
mop—1 mean, throw & can of ink eovdr
him. I own up to that, When I went
down from the dormitory I went to my
study in the Remove to fetch the can
of ink. I was coming away with it
when I saw the lights an, on the
dormitory landing. I knew from that
that 4he beaks—I mean, masters or pre:
fects were yp, and that it was no good
thinking of carrying on.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith did not speak; he
listened, with his cyes kecnly on his
son's face. .

“ After that,” continued the Bounder
guietly, “I waited for a time, hoping
that the light would go off. 1 went
back to my dormitory at last. Up to
then I did not know that I had becn
missed: but when I got back I found
1.}ha_ door open and the light on and
everybody awake, and the fellows told
me that Walker of tha Sixth had
brouglht Mr. Quelch there, so 1 was
R that all?

i E t a a _'IJ ]

“That is all, sir. Until Mr. Quelch
came up agsain and accused e of hay-
ing knocked Loder out I never knew
that Loder had been touched at all.”

Ailence followed.

The Bounder's guiet and steady ex-
planation had made an Impression—
eaﬁciaﬁy wpon hiz father. .

it he had been guilty of wild and
hot-headed recklessncss was clear, on
his own admission: but his father, at
least, believed that thers was nething
mora. _

“You say that you did not come o
this study at all 7" asked Mr. Quelch.

“1 pever even came down the lower
staircase, sir” _

“Then who,” said Mr, Quelch grimly,
“was tIx;{a hfjf who entered the study,
using a key 7"

”Ig n']mfg know, sir. How could I
know? I only know that it was not
I,” answered Vernon-Smith steadily.
“ PRyt if Loder says that the fellow did
not know that he was on the watch it
proves that it was not I; every man in
the Remove knows that 1 knew he was
up, and that that was why 1 came
down.”’ ]

My, Vernon-Smith broke in.

“Am I to understand,’” he said, *that
Foder did not see and could not identily
the boy who struck him ! o

“1 know that it was Vernon-Smiih 17
answeied Loder.

“Did you seo him*”

“I'm not o cat, to see 11 the darl,”
answered Loder sullenly.

My, Vernon-Smiti's eyes glinted.

“1 demand & plain answer,” he said.
“]']i;l vou seo who struck you-—yes or
not”

“No !l grunted Loder.

The millionaire drew a lohg, long
hreath of relicf. He turned quietly to
the headmaster.

“Dr. Locke, I had understood befara
I zaw my son that the matter was
bevond doubt; that it was knowsn as a
fact that Ilerbert had done this, It
appears now that the blow was steuck
in the dark, and that Loder knows abso-
Jutely nothing on the subject,™

“1 know that it was YVernon-Simnith,”
ropenir.-d Loder.

Tre Macxer Lippary.—N0. 1,616

THE MAGNET

“You know nothing of the kind, and
I will not allow you to =zay so!” ex-
claimed Ar. Vernon-Smith. “Your
belief that 1t was my son who entered
the study in the dark is not evidence,
and haz nothing to do with the matter,
You did not see him, and your belief
an the subject is worth nothing, Dr,
Locke, did anyone else see my son out-
side his dormitery ¢

“He was not scen by anyone,” said
the Head, “He was missing from his
dormitory at the time of the attack on
Loder, and that is conclusive.”

“It is very far from conclusive,” said
Mr. Vernon-8mith grimly. *Some
other boy may have en out of his
dormitory at the sam>y time. It 13,
indeed, cortain that some other boy
was, if my son’s statemoent iz correct.”

*“ Your zon's statement i3 not correct,
zir,” spid Dr. Locke dryly.

“My son, sir, had been foolish, reck-
legs, insubardinate, and deserves punish-
me{ri;t-. But T believe every word he has
gaid, ™

“1 da not share vour belief, sir,” said
the Head in the same dry tone.

“Ilis schoolfellows sir, may=—indced,
will—hear out his statoment that he
was aware that Loder was up and on
this spot.”

“Possibly ! Loder may be mistaken
on that point. Your son, sir, admits
that he came down to make some attack
on Loder. FHe denies having made an
attack—but an attack was made.™

“By some other hand, =ir, if my son
was not here.”

“MNothing could be more conclusive,
gir, than the evidence on that point,”
said Dr. Locke. * Vernon-S8mith was in
possession of the key to thiz study. The
door .was opened with a key. lle was
missing from his dormitory at the time.
No reasonable mind could require more
conclusive evidence.”

Mr. Yermon-8mith rose from his chair,
crossed to the door, and intently ex-
amined the lock thereon; then he
turned to thoe Head. i

“This 1s far from an uneommon kind
of lock, =ir,” he =aid. It 1s quite pro-
bablo that a key might be found to open

The IIead made no reply to that.
That snggestion did not weigh with him
in the least.

Mr., Quelch =poke quielly, -

“Pogsibly such a key may exist, My
Vernon-Smith, DBut it is known that a
kkey was 1n your son’s poszession.”

Mr. Vernon-8mith gave him a look;
then he furned te Loder and fixed a

rim, scarching stare on his bruised
aee. Again he turned to ilie Head.

“You tell me, sir, that this sentor
boy, almost & young man, was stunned
by a hiow given him by tho person he
seized in this study.”

“ Precisely go; ho was unconzcions for
many rginutes.”’

“I1a it credible, sir, that snch a blow
could be struck by a junior schoolboy ?
1t seems mora like a knock-out blow by
& professional boxer”

‘Thoat 18 true, eoptanly,” zaid Dr
Locke. “The bay, I =uppose, was in o
state of desperation atb the moment,
and it lent force to his blow, There is
noe doubt in my mind that Vernon-South
struck it.”

“Thers 13 no doubt in my mind, sir—
nr, rather, the certainiy that he did not.
My =on, on his own confession, is de-
serving of severe punishment. Buat I
am quile canvinced that hoe never did
1his. Definitely, sir !

The Bounder breathed hard.

HFis father, at least, waz on his =ide.
There was, at least, one io stand by
}'i“’” Redwing had done that much for
i,

It seemed to lum, teo, {hat sume
flicker of doubt was creeping into Mr.
Guelel’s face. It was only a flicker;
but, at all events, his Form-master’s
firm belief had been slightly shaken.

“I'his matter, sir,” went on Mr
Vernon-Smith, “is ono {or cousultalion
und discussion.”

“Really, sir—"

“If I believed, sir, ihat my son hed
done this, I would take him away with
e immediately, and what he would
receive from we would be more severs
than &any punishment meted out by
you " said Mr. Vernon-8mith grimly.
“But I do not believe it—and you, sir,
must desire as carnestly as I do that
no injustice should be done. Bend these
h::r_fa away, sir, and let us consider |”

he Elead compressed his lipe.  DBatb
he made a sign to Loder and Vernon-
Smith to leave the study, and the door
closed on them.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Mystery |

1 SAY, sou [ellows, what do yon
think 1 i
Kager eyes turned on Billy

unter. .

Bunter, as & rule, did not Gnd cager
listeners. But if the fat Owl had any
news, everybody wanted to hear 1t now.

lixcitement and keen  curiosity
reigned in the Remove. What had
happened—what was going to happen—
nohody knew. Burv it was all fearfully
tirillin )

Thirrf schiwol was over. During thivd
school, Mr. Vernon-Smith's car hae
heen  leard to  deive away.  Tle
millionaire was gone, But whether tho
millionaire’s son was gone with him or
not, nobody knew.

if he was still at the school he was
not to be seen, That he had been
sacked, and that he had gone with his
father, seemed fairly certain, Many
fellows hoped that he hadn’t—Redwing
maost. carnestly of all,  Nobody knew
for ecertain—and evervbody wanted to
lenow.

Ho when Dilly Bunter rolled up to a
group in the guad just before diuner,
all eyes and ears were alert.  Bunter
was the man to get the news, if thero
was any going, and for once everybody
hung on the words of the fat Uwl of
the Hemove, -y

“Heard anything 1 asked Tom Rew-
wing cagerly.

Bunter grinne.

“Yes, rather !™ he answered.

“What's the news, Bunter?” asked o
dozen  volocs,

“Ive just heard ' said the fat Owl,
with n eheery grin of satisfaction on
bhis plump face. ‘I thought 1'd come
and tell you fellows. I've just heard
it from Trotter. In fact, I asked him
sbout it !"

“And what—"

“(et it out !

“Cough 1t up ¥

“Throw it off yvour chestl”

“Buck up!” ] N

“Theve's steak-and-kidney pie  for
dint?tr 1 announced DBunter {riumpl-
nntly.

“What?* yelled the juniors,

“Steak-and-kidney  pie!”  declared
Bunter. “Ripping, ain't it? As wa
had steak-and-kidney pic on Monday, 1
hardly thought we should get it again
on "Thursday! But it's all nghtl
Trotter told me!™

The juniora gazed at Dunier.

He grivmed at them complacently.

Thiz, npparcntly, was Bouter's news !

He was not thinking about Bmithy—




the topic that thrilled the rest of the
Refnove from enl to endl Ile was
thinking abont dinner|

“It's true, youn fellows!”
Bunter. “Trotter knows, of course

* You—you—you pie-faced, pernicious
porpoise I gasped Bob Cherry. “Have
vou come to tell ns about cdinner?

“Eh? . ¥ezl I thought yon fellows
would like fo koow!” saud Bunier

assurod

I‘Ill-

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eves
my soul !** he ejaculated.
h]linkinﬁ at him. "Steak-and-kidney
plg—
“¥ou flabby, frumptious freale—-"
“ 0, veally, Wharton—"

“Do  yon know anything about
Swnithy 1 1;5!]!&& Boh.
“Eh? Smithy! Na! I expeet he's

gona by this time!” answered Bunter,
who had apparentiy forgotten tho
Bounder’s oxistonce in the thrilling
nows of steak-and-kidney pia for dinner,
“Poor old Smithy 1" added Banter com-
passionately, “Pity ke conldn't stay for
dinner, as it's steak-and-kidney pie!”

“You blithering Owl ("

“Ob, really, Bull—"

“PBoot him 1 hissed Peler Tadd,

“Yarooh [ ronred Bunter, in anguish
and indignafion, as several fellows did
as Toddy supgested on thoe spet. *“ Why,
wou beasis, thought yon'd like to
know—we don’t often get steak-and-
kidney pie twice in the week—yaroop I7

Billy Bunter retired hastily from tha
epot. Elis news—really thrilling news,
from Bunter's point of view—had been
most  ungratefully received., Bunter
really wished thal he hadn't faken the
trouble to tell those ungrateiunl beasts
abont the trest in store.

“Whai on carth have they done wilk
Smithv ¥ asked Bob, *I suppoese he
must be gone—buni-—"

“T'm going to aslk Queleh,” said Tom
Redwing.

“Phe old bean's still with the TTead ™

“We shall ser hime at dumer, 1 sup-
pose 1

Redwing'a face was desply elonded
and ifroubled. He had banked on
Bmilhy's father ta pull him through,
somnehow ; 1t had been, at any rate, tha
Bounder’s only chance of help, I that
had failed, tha Boundor of Greviriars

i-l.l- Fat ] 1 =
IV TR b s

almost started from his face as h‘e stared up and ﬂr.ll
“ Vernon-Smith !
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was done for ot the school. DTut had
it failed?

The dinner-bell rang, and the Grey-
friars fellows went in—one fat face n
their ranis bright with happy anticipa-
tion of steak-and-kidney rm!

Buot Billy Bunter was the only fellow
in the Remove deeply interested in_that
subject, entrancing as it was. Every
other fellow was thinkiog of Smithy,

AMr. Qualch eame in as wsual to take
hiz place at the head of the Remove
1able,

All eves fixed on him. IHis expreseion
was grim. OGrim oe he looked, Tom
Redwing ventured to address him.,

“If you please, sir—" said Tom, in
rather o falteving voice.

“What?” snapped Mr. Quelch.

“Will wou tell ns whether Smithy—1
mean Yornon-Smith—haz lefl, air®™

“Vernon-Smith has not vet left, Red-

wing,” enswered DMy Quelch,  wills
another :nap. .
“*Oh!" Redwings  clonded  face

¢leared, rather like the sun coming out
on a eloudy day. “Thank you, siv!™

Mr. Quelch glanced at him—and his
grim face relaxed a trifle

“The matter is not yet finally
decided,” he said. “Say noe more,
Redwing.™

Tom sat down.

1is face was brighter and his heavk
lighter., Smithy had not gpone with Lis
futher! That meant, and could only
mean, that ho still had a chance! Tom
was deeply glad that he had gpot that
ielegram off, and that he had warned
hiz chum to “stick it out™ 4ill his
fuiher came, RBmiihy was still, at any
rate. at Greviriars, 1ilovgh not im
puidie view,

Wherever he was, hie did not appear

:q'iiill 5 ¥

od the figure at the ohimney-top. ** Bless
The Bounder smiled and waved a hand to him.

e —

at dinner, Neither was ke seen in the
quad after dinner,

The juntors wondered whether e was
in the pumshment-room. Bounds of
repairing had been heard from thas
direction., Considerable ropairs were
required 1f the room wes to be used
again for a prisoner.

When the bell rang for class again,
the Hemove troeped off to their Form-
room, wondering whother Smithy was
goirg to fwm up for closs,

e did not inen up! Iis place in
the Brmove Form-room  remained
vacant; and. az Mr. Queleh made no
remark on the subject, it woas evideut
that he did not expect SBmithy there.

“Must be in punny ! said  Bol
Chervy, when the Remove came ouf.
"II"E:J'-'F]IEM else be can bo that 1 Lnow
Lot

“They can’t pack lam in punny for
ever 1 eand Harry Wharton, ™ Blessed
if I can make out whether they're lot-
ting him off or not "

“They ecan't let him off, afrer what
he did fo Taoder! Dash it all, yom
can’t black o prefeel’s eyes—even
Loder's !”

“Well, if ha isn't sacked, and =o't
let off, what the dickens are they poing
to (o with him ¥ asked Jolminy Iianll

“It's a giddy mystery 1”

Tt was guite a mysiery and a puzzle
to 1he Bemove,

At tea-time, Vernon-Smith was nof
geen 1n the Remove studies. Qbvionsly,
e was not ollowed {o rejoin or mingle
with his Form, He did not appear in
the Rag afier tos, and he did not
appear when the Ilemove went up o

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

prep.  But he was still at Gregiviars—
that, at least, was certain.

What it all meant, and how it was
pgoing to énd, the Remove fallows could
only wonder—and Skinner opined that
the Bounder's luck, which had always
been plienomenal, was going to see hin
through afier all. And a good many
follows hoped that Skinner was right !

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Punch For Prout!

{1 CANDALOUS [ said Me. DProut
“Bhocking V' pgrecd Mr
ITarker, "
“Otrageons!”  continucd
Prout. :

“Disgraceful 1" eaid Mr. Hacker.

Havrry Wharton & Co., as they heard
that intevchange of opinions holween
the master of the Fifth and the master
of the Blell, exchanged 8 grin.

It wae the following day, afier class,
and the Famous Five of the Hemove,
taking a little walk abroad, came on
Prout and Hacker, doing the same,

The two beaks stopped at the corner
of Friardala Tane, by the fence that
enclosod Abbotl’s Spinney.

That was the spot where Bportsman
Crocker, onee of the Greviriars Bixils,
had taken up his quarters,

Prout and Hacker stood locking up
at a board on the fence, which gave the
information, to all who might or might
not be concerned, (hat H. Crocker,
formerly of Greviriars School, was pre-
pared to sole and heel boots and shoes,
with promptness and despateh.

Prout glared at that board! Tlacker
frowned ot it! And the Famous Five
smiled. b

The surprising proceedings of I
Crocker seemed rather a lark to many of
the Greviviars juniors. But the masters
had no use for such larks.

What the Head thought about it, he
hind not slated, Dut the membeors of
his staff discussed the maiier at great
lengih 1n Common-room, expressing tha
profonndest disapproval of R. Crocker
and his proceedings.

" Boots and shoes )™ satd Mr. Proot,

with n snort.
heeled ! said AMr.

“Zoled and
Hacker, with n smiff,

“Tive impndent knave should ba
warned  off I said the Fifth Yorme-
waster, “Ie should be made to go.™

“It appears that he has lired this
place from the estate agent in Court-

field, and cannot be made 1o po!”
answored M. Ilacker, shaking  Lis
head.
“Such insolence——"" said Mr. Prout.
“8Buch  effronfery—"  said Mo
1lacker,

A figure in 8 leather apron, overalls,
and an ald hat, appeared in tha door-

way of lhe hiker's hnt, which stand an-

the site of thoe Abbot’s Cell of ancient
{imea,
[ was ftha choory Alr. Cracker.
Prout turned n thunderous frown on
Tie Mioxer Tasminy.--No, 1,616,
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him Hacker gave him a cold glance
of contempinons disdain, Crocker came

ate, He had a
boot in one hand-—as il he had been at
his work of cobbling, o

That boot had been secn in hiz hand
before. It did not seem t¢ have pro-
cressed a lot since Mr. Crocker had
started work on it!

Nobod in  fack, believed IhuE

o

. Ile had eamped i the Abbot's
Spinney, and =ot up his sign there,
sunply to make himself obnoxious, so
far as anyone could sce,

“Hold on, you men!” murmured Bob
Cherry, *“Let’s watch thast”

“Mustn't loiter1” grinped Nugent.
“ Haad's notice—naoboady to loiter in this
spotl  Urocker’s barred.’”

“Hold en whila I tie a shoe-lace,
then ! said Bob.

“How long will that take, fathead??”

“Just as long as Prout sticks thera |
Ho looks a3 if le's going to explode.
Old P-:-m&oua is no end entertaining
when he blows off steam.”

And the ¢mums of the Remove held
O,

They were rather interested in Pront’s
imterview with that obnoxious old boy
of Greyiriara, c¢heerlly wonderning
whether thero was going to be a row.

Crocker had passed through Prout's
Form, in ancient days at Greyiriars,
when Prout was o much vounger man
than ho was now; but it was clear that
Prout had no pleasant or affecticnate
remembrance of him.

“Good-afternoon, genis!™ said R.
Crocker cheerily, as he came down to
the gate in the fence. * Soled or heeled,
- THi

Hacker, the Acid Drop, only sncered
at thiz impertinenco. But ront, the
portly and pompous, purpled.

“How dare you address me#’
snorted.

“You haven't hmn{:;ht haot: or ghoos
to bo rapaired, sir?” asked Randolph
Crocker.

“You are perfectly well aware that
I have pot!” boomed Prout.

“Just dropped in to speak a friendly
word to an old boy i asked Crocker,
still chieery and genial. *“Glad to see
vou, gir | Comne in and sit down ! Trado
150t brick vet—ihere don’t seem to be
a lot of boots and shoes want soling and
heaeling 1n this guarier.  DPerhaps you
conld put in a word for me at the school,
Mr. Prout, and get me some custom,”™

“Upon my word 1" hooled Prout.

“Do comn  in!" nurged Crocker
hospitably. “A chat over old times
would be go pleasant,.  Remember the
time when vou fouwd sool in yoor
Sunday hal, Prout? Ihd vou ever guess
I did i

“1 believe von, sir, to be enpoble of
that, or any oiher wiqniy 1" boomed
Mr. Prout. *What are yvou doing liere ?
Do not pretend to me that vou arve
manding boois ond shocz,  Yon wers
always incorrigibly lazy and idle and
shiltless—"

ho

“How well you remember mel!™
grinned Clrocker. ;
“ And do not helieve you Dbave

changed ! hoomed Pront,

“Meither have you, old thing 1 said
ihe cheery Crocker, “Same eld pom-
pous ass—""

“What?" gazped AMr. Pront.

“inly youwre falter!™ said Crocker.
“1 remember that you eould seo vour
knees when 1 was at Grevfriare! Ilow
many years 18 it since von lave seon
tiwemy, old fat porpoisef™

Pront gurgled,

“IIe’a going to punch him 17 breathed
Dol Cherry, o intense  excilement.
"Watch ™

“h, my lind 1

“Ar. Prout—" exclaimed ITacker.

Prout did not heed him. I'rout was
purple with wrath. Crocker's impudent,
rinning face was quite close to him.
The temptation to hit it seemed too
strong for Prout to resist.  Prout's
plump fist Hashed ount, as if of its own
volition, '
Biff 1

“ Gottim 1"

“Oh erikey
Rﬂndnl[;:h Crocker gave a howl as he

d Bob.
Fﬂ&pﬂ 0

got the hiff! It scomed to surprise
him. He tottered for a moment,
epluttering.

_ The portly master of the Fifth, tower-
ing with wrath, glared at him.

*That for vyour impertinencel” he
hoomed. *“And if you dare fo repeat
it, I warn you that I will— Whooo-
hooop 1"
~Crotker's fist shot ont! Prout, hip
and heavy as ho was, was lifted almost
off his feet by o punch that landed on
his portly chest. Fe spun, and crashed,
and landed on ihe county of Kent, with
a concussion ihat almost shook that
county,

“0Oh erumbs ™ gasped the Famous
Five together.

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Muddy !

4 0OO0OOOQO00I ' came in A&
gurgle from Mr. Prout.
He lay on his back, in Frior-
dale Lane, goezing up ot the
stecly wintry sky. gazed with dizey
Oy es,

}He dicd pot gecin guite to know what
had happened to him. He lay and
gurgled. )

“(Goodness gracions " %qspmi Mr,
Hacker, staring down ar him.  “ Mr.
Prout—-"

“ Doooooooh 1™

* My dear Pront—-"

* Wooogoogh 17 i

o Hoaw dare vou ! exelaimed ITacker.
“ Ruffian—hooligan—rascal—" The
Acid Drop glared at Randelph Crocker.

“You want some, my bony friend ?"
asked the old boy of Greyiriars coolly.
“You've only got to askl”

He made o l%m-arq] movement.  3e.
Hacker promptly made a backward one,
Hacker, 1t was clear, did not want any.

“&tand back!” he gasped. * Hands
off, you ruffianl Goodness gracious!
You shall be piven into custody for
this assault! ol—y "

“Forget it!” said the Sporteman.
“I've a good mind to have Prout up for
assault and battery ! Does he think he
can biff my jew beeawze T was in hig
Form twenty vears ago?”

Ilocker did not answer that, Ile
steoped over Prout 1o give him a hand
to rise.

Crocker grinped ot both
Prout continned io gurgle.
massive, and he was heavy.
pasy to heave Prout up.

“TLend a hand, yon men ! exclatined
Bab Eherr;\:. And the Famous Five ran
to render first-aid. .

Many hands mada light word. Ul
Prout was heaved up, amd landed on
tis feet. He stood on fliem, unsteadily,
etill gurgling for breath,

Probably by that time Prout repented
of that hasly biff, CUrocker bhad asked
far it, and i1t had been o satisinction to
deliver ity bmt fho result was simply
deplorable for IPront. One punch had
knocked him right out—almaost gs
thoroughly as Loder of the Sixth Lad
been knocked out by his assailant in
the Head's study.

Leanming  heavils on  Ilacker., who
toitered under the strain, Pront gazped
and gurgled for breath.

of thew.
Prouk was
It was not



“ Deooonoogh mumbled  Prout
“ Dagogh | rHﬁrﬂ'[:u-_m my word! Oocogh |
Woooogh! Pray assist me, Hacker!

Goooccoogh 17 )
“Have anoiher, old bean?” grinned
Crocker.

Bob Cherry glanced round at the old
I:r{:l‘jf of Greyiriars.

*Shut up I? ho said curtly.

“Hallol What’s biting you!"” asked
Crocker, staring at lam. :

“I"Il tell youl” ssid Bob, hia eyes

rlinting at the grimning Sportsman.
"Ynu*fe & brute and a hooligan, to hit
8. man of Prouwi's age as hard as that,
¥You onght to ba jolly well booted ¥

Prout, still gurgling, was moving off,
leaning on Br, ,

Evidently he was not in s state of
earrying the matter farther. Prﬂqt’s
spirit was still high; Lbut his scrapping

ays were long aver.

a was, in fact, rather badly dam-
aged; and the juniors, who had looked
on the affair as a merry jest at first,
were now feeling strongly inclined to
give Handolph Crocker some of his own
grucl, ro to spealk.

Crocker gave Bob a very unpleasant
look, He did not seem to like Bob's
plain =poaking.

““Like to do the booling ¥ he jeered.

“Ves, I'd like to,” retorted DBob,
“and if I were anything like your
weight, I'd give you what vou've given
Prout, and some over. Prout's s1xty,
if he's a day, end vou could push him
aver with your little finger—and wvou
it him like a prize-fighter, you brute [

PBob tuwrped away i contempi—and,
as he turned, Crocker reached ocut and
mipped an  ear hetween  finger  and
thumbh.

“{Jh ™
Lwistod. i

e spun vound amld siruck out with
mll hiz {arce,

Bob had a hefiv punch.
he rpoceived i, lot go
staggored back. _ .

5 he straightoned up again, the look
on- his face was ruite alarming. Under
the pgrivning, =ardonic good-humonr
that he affected, there was no doubt that
Randolph Crocker, ance of Greyirviars,
wias ng morg than a ruffian. He was
ot grinning now. With shnt teeth and
glinting eyes, he came st Bob—and
Johtiny Bull thrust oat a fool just in
{ime,

Crocker went over it, stumbled, and
foll on hiz knees.

" {allar him 17 shouted Johnny,

Before Randolph Crocker could pick
himself up, the Famows Five fairly
hinrled themselves upon him.

A fellow who fancied that he could
pull Bemove ears, was a fellow who
needod a lesson, in the opinion of the
Famous Five; and they were going to
give him one,

Crocker went sprawling in the gﬁ‘-ﬂﬁp
of five pairs of hands. lle gave a howl
of rago as he sprawled. Llle was strong,
and he was wiry: and he stroggied with
savage vigour, . But he was grasped on
all sidez; and Johnny Ball and Harry
Wharton clung to hiz avrmes, holding
them powerless.

Had be got o hand loose, thera was
no doubt of what would have happened
—and none of the Famous Five wanted
to stop such a punch as had landed on
Prout. Wheoever had stopped 16, would

robabily heve looked like Loder of the
Sixth afterwards, They gave him ne
chaneca of that,

Whavten had one arm, and Johnny
the other—Bob Cherry and Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh took o leg cach, and
Frank Nugent fi“PPﬁd the bhack of a
rollar,  Thus held, even the wivy and
befiy Aportsmon was powcerless, and he
waz sweph off his feet.

toared DBoly, as hiz ear was

Crocker, as
tha ear and
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“This way |" panted Harry Wharton.

Btruggling nn{f kicking, yeﬁin at the
top piglna volce, Randolph Crocker was
carried bodily across the lane to the
ditch an the other side.

* One=two—~threg-—go 1" gaszped Bob.

And, with a swing, the old boy of
Greyfriars went hurtling into
niicldle of the ditch,

Thers waz s tremendous splach =a he
landed there in mud and muddy water,
and half-melted enow.

He sat in the ditch up to the neck
with muddy water flowing round him.
He sat and spluttered.

“That’s a tip, you cheeky rotter!”
gasped Bob. *Like to pull my ear
apain, you swabl”

Crocker struggled and splashed, strug-

ling to his feet. His hard face was
ivid with rape.
“Wait £ill T get out!” he gasped.

d_Hﬁ: came plunging to the side of the
i,

What he was going to do when he got
o, was only too clear, It was only
prudent not to let him get out,

S0, as he strupgled up, five paira of
hands helped him back again, and he
landed on his back in tho ditch, this
time disappearing completely under the
nozy surface.

“Therrrrggh 1

Hiz head came up, muddy and ocozy,
streaming, 1Ic gurgled francically.

Thae Famous FHive left him to gurgle,
and wallked back to the schoal.

By the time he got out of the ditch,
Sportsrman Crocker was probably feel-
ing the need of & wash and & change,
maore than of vengeance ! He squelched
hiz way back to the hiker's hut in the
Abbot’s Spinney-—and his remarks, as
he went, ought really to have turned the
atmosphere blue! Old bov of Grey-
friars as he was, it was anly too clear
ithat Sporteman Crocker was not a nice
man i

P

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Under Lock And Key !

ERBERT VERNON BMITI
vose to his feet as the door of
the punishment-reom was un-
locked, and AMr. Quelch

entered,

Queleh's foce was grim; but Smithy
was glad to see cven Lhet grim face.

Two days in punny had made the
Nounder of Greyfriars feel like Rebin-
son Crusoe on s island—only more so.

Ho was glad—deeply glad—to have
escaped the sack; though it was by neo
maans certain that he had gnite escaped
it, But the alternative was very far
from agreeable.

Only when the other [ellows were in
class, had he been allowed out for air
and exercise—he was not allowed to see
or speak to any other fellow at Grey-
friara.

Ife =saw nobady, in fact, but Trotter,
who brought his meals; and his Form-
master, who came to supoervise his work
—which he had to do in the punishment-
room, inslead of the Formeroom opr his
study.

It was unpleasant enongh; but the
Rouwndor no kick coming, as I'izher
T. Fish would have expressed it. Ha
was not, so far, punished for the injury
he had done to Loder; expulsion would
lhavae been the puntshment for that, But
what he had econfrssed {0 mierited
severe measures—a fellow who broke
dormitory hounds for the adinitted pur-
pose of ragging a prefect, could not
expect to be dealt with mildly, TE he
?ﬂt off with a few days in punny, he
ind little 1o complain of, and ho knew
LG
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Mr. Quelch gave him & glance, and
then stapped to the tabla and !coked at
the work the Dounder bad done. He
gave a nod af approval.

In Form, Smithy was &
when he liked; but he
hike. In gunntiv he was doing his
very best. Headstreng, cheeley, rebelli-
ous a8 Ho was by nature, the Boundar
knew that his fates hung on s thread;
and he was playing his most cautious
ame now. Once clear of this scrape,
& was poing to bo the old Bourjdar
ageini but so long as he was in danger
of the long jump, his geme was to

placate the powers that wera,
Quelch,

“Very good!" said Mr

You are nmot, at all cvents, wasting
your time hers, Verdon-Smith.”

“No, sir!" said the Bounder meckly.
“May I ask, sir, how long I am to stop
here—whether the Head has decided

Mr. Quelch looked at bhim secrutinois-

ingly.

“{'nu atill adhere, Vernon-Smith, to
vour statement that it was not you whe
struck Loder on, Wednesday night in
the Head's study ??

“Yee, sir] It tvas not I, end I don't
krow who it was.” answered the
Bounder steadily. "“I've thmnght and
thought about i, and I can’t begin to
think who it might have been.”

Mr. Quelch coughed,

In point of fact, his own belief was
shaken e little.  3mithy's guiet and
meek manners since his father's wvisit,
had made & good impression an him,

“My father believes me, sir!” said
Smithy.

“MNo doubt,” said Mr. Quelch dryly,
“and the headmester has so far con-
ceded the point to Mr. Vernon-Smith,
that he has consented to give the matter
further consideration. tpb—*

Ho pansed a moment.

“If you were guiltless of that bintal
act, Vernon-Smith, your present punish-
ment is a light onn for what you have
confessed to,” he said.

“I know, sir! 1'm not complaining
of that! DBut—"

Ho paused for a moment.

“Dr. Locke has consented, on vour
father’s urgent representations, to allow
the decision to remain in abeyance for
a time!” raid the Remove master.
“Duving that Lime, every effort will be
made, and is belng made, to obtain
further light on the matter. Your
father hopes that zome dizcovery may
ba mada which will placa the guilt on
other shoulders, and exonerate you, If
you :,Jl;ﬁ gutltless, thiz, of course, ia very
probable.”

“I hope so, sir!”

“PBut I must tell you,™” went on Mre
Queleh, *that, so far, nothing has
hecoma known. Not the elightest ewvi-
dence, or indigation, can be found, that
any other boy was out of hia dermitory
ihat night.” .

“[Ia would keop it pretty dar, sie!™
said  the Dounder miserably. " He
knows what to expect if he is canght.”

Mr. Quelch counghed again,

In spite of himself, as it were, ha was
getting more and more the impression
that Herbert Vernon-3mith was speak-
ing the truth. Yet, if Vernon-Bmith
was guiltless, the affair was wrapped
in utter mystery.,

Against Smithy, there was wihaf.
[ooked conclusive evidence,  Againsk
any other fellow, thers was not the
reriotest spot of suspicion.

“This cannot. go on indefinitely,” re-
snmed Mr Quelch, “ But Pr. Locke
has consented to leava the final decision
over Tor a weck, while every possible
investigation is made, Elo is o3 anxious,
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ns I am, &0 avoid ithe barost possibility
of injustice being done, But——"

“ A week 1” repeated the Bounder, as
his Form-master paused ; and, rather to

Me. Quelch’s surprise , his face bright-
ened. *That means a chance for me,
sir.”

“I trust so ™ said Mr. Quelch, very
dryly. “But I hardly seo—— "

“Don't you, sir i¥ The Bounder’s tono
was eager. *“ It's certain, ‘sir, from what
happened, that some fellow was prowl-
ing at night—-~"

"That, at leask, is certain!” ad-
mitted Mr: Quelch, siill more dryly.

“Yon believe that it was It" mut-

tered the Beunder. ‘fButFjluat sup-
posing that it waen't, sir—'
“Well 1

“Well, that follow, whoever he was,
must have had some reason for coming
down_ that night! It wasn't to break
bounds—he never got out. He was in
the Head's study for something—per-
haps for o rag! Or—or—" he
Bounder hesitated.

Mr. Quolch gave him a sharp look.

Y&Speak plainly, Vernon-8Bmith! &
you have thought of anything that may
serve to clear this matter up, tell me at
once I he said,

“Well, sir, some of the fellows know

that the Head keeps money in his
study—->" _
“VYernon - Smith ¥  exclaimed ¥Mr.

Quelch, starting. g
The Bounder flushed erimson.

"1 know it sounds rotten, sir! But
that would be a reason for some awiul
rotfer to be nosing in the study at
night—and the fellow must be an awiul
rotter, to knock out Loder as he did,
and leava it on me”

There was a look of extreme repuf;-
nance on Mr, Queleh’s face. Obviously
he did net like the suggestion the
Bounder had made.

“What I mean is thiz, sir!™ urged
Bmithy. “Whatover the fellow’s reason
was, he's still got it! Whatever he
meant to do in the Head's study, he
never did, throt Loder interrupting
him. Isn't i jolly likely that he's only
waiting for this to blow over to try it
on agan

Mz, Quelch gave the Bounder =
searching look. His ﬁimlet eyes seemed
almost to penctrate the junior.

“Granted that wou ars innocent,
Yernon-&miil,, what you suggest is
quite possible, indeed probabla!” he
gaid at last, very slowly.

A week gives me a chance!” said
Bmithy., “Nobody can say that I was
mixed wp it if anything harp:}Ens
while 1'm locked up here, sir! If any-
tling i3 found to have happened in the
Head's stndy while I'm here, sir—what
will vou think then®"

Again Mr. Quelch gave him that
peneiraling look.

“Last torm, Vernon-8mith,” he said
vory quictly, "a boy who was locked in
thi= room for punishment, who has
since leoft, contrived somehow to obfain
possession of a duplieate key”

The Bounder started as if & serpent
had stung him. Those words told him
how deep was hia Form-master's dis-
frust.

“Oh, =ir!™ he panted. “You don't
think—yon cannot think—-~"

“Yon bhave no such key, Vernon-
Smith I

“Nol” snarled the Bounder. “Nol!
DBut I con see I'm done for—I can sce
that ! His voice toso in passionate
anger and resendiment.  “If anything
happens while I'm here, you're going
to believe that I've got a secrst key to
the lock of this room, like Tracy had
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las. term! Oh, it's a rotten shame!
It's & shame—a rotten.shame " ]
“Calm _yvourself, Vernon-8mith ¥ said
Mr. Quelch icily. “If I distrust von,
if T believe you capable of deceitful
trickery; whose is the foult?®
“Mine, I suppose!” muttered the
Bounder biiterly. “I don’t care—the
game's up; I can seo that now [ I might
as well have. left when my father went!
Whatever may happen, youw'll fancy I
did it to pull the wool over your eyes.”

“I shall fancy nothing of the kind,”
said Mr, Quelch, "for, mow that you
have made that su%g'eatmn, Yernon-
Smith, I shall direct Gosling to place a
bolt on tho ontside of this door! The
door will tomnight and all subsequent
nighta that you remain here ba bolted
as well as locked on the outside,
Nothing that may oceur in the House,
thorefore, can be attributed to you
while you remain here™

Thoe gimlet eyves searched Emithg's
face nz Mr. Quelch uttered those words.

But the Bounder did not look like a
fellow defeated in intended trickers.
His faco brightened unp wonderfully.
And Mr. Quelch relaxed.

He was more than keen enough to see
that his words came es a relief and a
comfort to the Bounder.

“That does it, sir!” said Vernon-
Smith, and his voiee and face were
cheerful. “If that fellow puts his foot
in it whilo I'm hore, I'm all right! And
he's jolly likely to pot E’ﬂin_f under a
weok—why shonldn’t he? He was go-
ing to do something that he was stopped
from doing—and if he does it, he sces
me clear.”

Mr. Quelch's face when he left the
punishment-room & few minutes later
was very thoughtful,

He hardly knew what to think; wyet
the doubt was growing in his mind that
it was not Herbert Vernon-83mith who
had struck Loder that stunming h]nwi in
the dark. At aH events, he was gein
to have hiz chanee, such as it was—an
thai ovening, while Smithy was deing
his prep on his lonely own inszide the
punishment-room, Gosling, outside, was
serewing a strong bolt on the door.

After which it was cortain that if any
fellow prowled at ni%i;t in the school 1t
would not be the Bounder of Grey-
friars!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Palnful For Prout!
K. PROUT mumbled dismally.
Prout could not sleep.
At ono in  the morning,
Pront was glmﬂrallj' safely
bound by slumber’s chain,. But the
portly Prout had been sadly and badly
shaken by that terrific punch on his
plump chest in the aftermoon. It had
thoroughly disturbed Prout —— shaken
him fore and aft, as it were. When
Pront went to bed. hiz eves refused to
close.

On such oeccasions of sleeplessnoess
Prout had & recourse; he would take a
nip of whisky from a certain flask.
Prout, really, was old enough to know
better; but that was his recourse.

On this  oecasion, being fearfully
wakeful, Prout tock a rather large nip

—and slid into slumber.

Mow, it iz trup that a large ni? of
whisky will send 8 man to sleep. It is
also trug that it will wake him up lafer,
when it turns cold en his unhappy in-
side, with & deadly wakefulness that is
worse than evern.

Bleeplossness, temporarily banished,
returns, like the covil spirit in the

arﬁlfr-, with: seven devils worse than
selL !

Thus it was with Prout!

At one o'clock, he was so fearfully
wakeful that it wes quite hopeless to
think of going to sleep.

He counted innumerable sheep jump-
ing over & stile. Getting tired of sheep,
he ran over in his weary mind all the
verses he had by heart. But it booted
not—he =at up, ho muambled, he
grumbled, and he groaned. 8leop would
not come.

He turncd ont at last.
could not stand 1t any .more.

Hea enveloped himself in a voluminous
dressing-gown and put on  slippers,
opened his door as quetly as ho could—
for Prout was o considerato man, and
did not wané to wake anvonas who was
happy enocugh io be asleop—and went

oWn,

Prout did not turn on lights a5 he
went down. He did not want to illumi-
nate the house at half-past one in the
morning, and cause surpriso or alarm
to anyone who might wake and sce
light streaming under his door.

He knew overy inch of his wav, of
course, and did not need a light.

With his ample dressing-gown swish-
ing round his ample calves, Prous
descended the stairs,

Here and there, a glimmier of wintry
gtarlight fell in at a window and gave
him all the light he needed.

All was shadowy and silent in the
great building.

But Prout was not troubled by nerves,
Moreover, hiz nattention was occupied
by the ache where Crocker’s knuckles
had landed and by the dull, deadly,
sinking depression ¢sused by the whisky
within.

With swishing dressing-gown, Prout
paced the length of Masters’ Passage,
and back again, slowly and ponderously.

He was going to pace, and pace, and
Enﬂ-, till he tired himself, in tho faing

ape that drowsiness might supervene,
As a last resource, he was going lo sit
in his study and correct Latin proses
for his Form.

To and fre went Prout, up and down
that long passage, from the staircasc at
one end to the door of Commeon-room ag
the other—psassing and repassing con-
tinually the corner of Head's Corridor.

That corridor was in the blackest
darkness, .

B0, after Prout had been pacing for
nearly half an hour—which seemed to
him like two or three whole hours—hao
was quite surprised, indeed smazed, to
catch & sudden twinkle of light in thas
corridor. . .

He stopped and blinked at it.

Homeoneg else wos u{p!

It was the gleam of o flash-lamp that
he saw. It was a tiny pgleam. and
nothing else was wvisible in the dark.
noss,

For long momoents, the astonished
Fifth Form master stood staring at ir
in amezement, Someone was there—at
the door of the Head's study !

Then the hapfy thought oceurred to
Prout that Dr. Locke, like himself, wns
gleepless, and had turned out, also lika
himself, and come to his study, prob-
ably for a book.

The Head's private house was at a
little distence from the main building.
but there was s connecting passagd,
closed by o baize door, by which Dr.
Locke was accustomed to come {o luis
study,

A}Dpuranti}‘ he had come

Click |

Ha really

The sound of the study door wnlock-
ing settled that for Prowt. Oaly Dr.
Locke had a key to that study.

True, & few days ago, a junior in 1he
Bemove had sbstracted the study key,



“ Look at Loder, Mr. Vernon-Smith ! ' sald Dr. Locke.

Vernon-Smith started.
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“ That {5 whai your som has done | **
“ Vernon-Smith has not only struck this
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“Good gad I Mr.

prefect, but bas Inﬂt«-:t];zf;;_,‘I &5 you see, & brutal disfigure-

ment ! ** continued the Head. The mlltinn&in breathed

ns Prout remembered. But it had been
returned.

Prout could ges nothing but the tiny
twinkle of the fHash-lamp in the deep
dark. But clearly and distinctly in the
silence he heard the click as the door
unlocked., It must be the Head |

Prout breatled satizsfaction.

Nothing, really, could have been more
fortunate than this. A chat with
another sleepless gentleman was much
more attractive than weary pacing and
connting the endless minutes,

Prout quite cheered up.

The Head, of course, would be as glad
to sen Prout as Prout would be to ses
the Head! At least, Prout did not
Jaubt it

Instead of one Eaemg the weary
passage and the other slttmg over a
book they could have quite a cheery
ialk ]

Frout turned the corner and pro-
gressed, happily, towards the MHcad's
siudy., Ho reached the door.

It had been opened, as he knew, bnt
it was closed again now, No glimmer
of hight camae from ander it—which was
a little puzeling, as Dr. Imcke surely
would have switched on the light when
he went in1 However, Prout tapped at
the door and turned the handle.

As ho opened the door he caught, for
an iustant, a twinkle of light; it was the
Hash-lamp agoin, That was amazing !
Was the Head locking for o book with
a flagh-laiap inztead of turning on the
[ight?

But in o =plit second that twinkle of
hwht disappeared,

My dear sir——" hegan Prout.

e heard o {eint gasping breath.

U T tyust I have not startled vou, sir,”
Loomed Prount, * DBeing sleapless, like
yourself, I—— Ooooovooooch 1 -

Tt zeemed like a dream to Prout. Ile
had the decr half open, addressing, as

ha sup g, the headmaster within!
That Qor was snddenly slammad on
him, banging on him ani knocking him
backwarda,

Bemused with astonishment, Prout sat
down with & sudden bump just outside
-_he. I:']l]I'.'II\'rE'_'i"

The door shut; the key within turned.
The door was locked on him, Prout sa
flabbergasated.

The Head—it could only be tha Head
whoe was in that study—had slammed
the door on Prout and locked him out.

Unless Prout was dreaming, or the
headmaster had gone onk of his zenses,
there was no explaining it

Pront was not dreaming! Bo it

eppaared that the headmaster must have
gone out of his senses |

(iasping, Prout heaved himself to his
feot. l.-%e was alarmed, concerned,
amazed, dumbfounded, Rrill it did not
poeur to him that it was not Dr. Locka
in the study, Who else could have un-
locked the doord

Mr, Prout found his vaoice,

"D, Locke ™ he gazped.

There was no reply from the study.

Prout tapped on the oak. Still silence
reigned.

“My clear sir,” exclaimed Prout, *if
I have startled you I am sor é.' Being
sleepless, I came down; and finding
vou alse, sir, in the same case, 1 camo
hore—— Da you hear me, sir "

No answer from the study.

“ Dr. Locke | boomed Prout.

Hilenca,

“8ir, will you faveur mo with an
answer I’ exclaimed Prout. He was get-
ting indignant now. %1 regret havin
startled you, if ] have done so. I wil

o &t once. I will leave you, sir, as you

ﬁ not seem to desire my company |
But at least, siry, I think you might
address one word to me."

No word was addressed Lo Prout from

the locked study. The Fifth Form
master breathed nr& and deep.

“Very well, sir,” he eaid w:th a groat
deal of dignity, “I will gal”
And, breat mg indignation, Prout

went !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Not The Head [

UELCH 1
Me. tiualeh*s eyes  opened
and hlm ed in sudden light.
“Quelch! Ave you awake,
Quelch 1™

Mr, Quelch sat up.

His door was open, the light switched
on, and in the doorway stood a portly
ﬁgure, looking immenze in & voluminous
dressing-gown. Tha Remove master
stared hrlaml'r.i;I at Mr, Prout.

“What—-" ha stuttered.

“Ah! You are awske, Quelch "

“You have nwakﬂnu& me | answered
AMr. Quelch acid i; “YWhat is the
ma.ttﬂrj, Prout? s there a BHre, or
whatt"

“1 am sorry to disturb yom, G}:ml::h*"
Prout rolled in, bresthing heoavily.
“ Bomething very extraordinary has
happened | Eumefhmg unparalleled—in
fact, unprecedented.”

“Really, Mr. Prout—"

“Has it ever ocourred to you,
Quelch,” asked Mr, Prout in an
agitated wvoice, “that our chiel—our
respactad chief—Dr. Locka, whom we all
respect, and, indecd, revere—has it ever
gcenrred to you that—that—that—""

“That whati"” snapped Mr. Quelch.
Sad to relate, he wos wondering whethoer
the a itated Prout had been drinking |

ﬁar. he is not qmt.e-qmte-—qmtﬂ-ﬂl
hardly like to utter it—but not quite—
qulta—:.ruu understand, Quelchi”
ix Magner Lippary.—No0. 1,616,
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“Not in the 'zt answered the
Ermgve maaster. ™ Possibly if you made
vour meaning clear I might under-
sland.”

Prout, with a plaimp forefinger,
touched his forchead in a very signifi-
cant way. '

Gueleh gazed at him,

“Pront 1" ho gasped.

“Hear me,"” said Mr, Pront, " Hear
me, Queleh, snd jndge for yourself.
Being sleepless, T came down. The
Head, apparently, was sleepless also-
at all eventzs, he camo to his study.
procecded to his study, Queleh, nn'tura!iv
supposing that a little company, in such
cirenmstances, would be as agrecable to
him as to me. But—"

“Well " snid Mr, Queleh blankly.

‘“But,” said Prout in almost a hollow
voice, ““ho slammed the door in my
fape——"

Ql_wlfh almost bonnded out of bed.

“He did—what " he stuttered.

“Blammed the study door in my
face—="

“ Impossible 1"

“Knocking me over———-""

“Ar., Prout ™

“Ay mnose, mir, was strwck by the
door 1” said Prout, “The cffect is pain-
ful. It iz painfnl mm the extreme !
I hardly notieed it, in my astonishment,
at the moment. 1 notice it now | Ik is
exceedingly painful, I fear that there is
a mark. Look at my nose, Quelch.”

Mr. Quelch looked at Prout’s nose.
Like Marian's in the ballad, it was red
and raw ! Clearly it had had & tap.

“*1 was overturned,” said Prout in the
sama hollow tone. * 1 sat down on the
floor, Quelch, And—if you can believe
it—the Ilcad locked the door on me and
refused to speak ong word |

* Impossible " said Mr. Quelch.

“1 should have said so, Quelech! 1
shouldd lave said sol A gentleman of
such courtesy, such wurbanity, as Dr,
TLocko--a chief whom we all respect! Is
there any ocoxplanation, %uelcll, exeopt
that—" Prout gave that significant
tap on his forehead again.

“Alzyrd 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“Some mental aberration, Quelch—wao
must hope and trust, temporary—bnt
vadoubiedly some mental aberration,”

L —" )
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» Will you hand me my dreszing-gown,
Prenit?  Denr me, whore are my
shippers? I am glad you ealled me—
very glad—"

“You will come with me, Quelch?
Perhaps you miay prevail on him to un-
lock the door! You have more influenco
over him than any other member of
the staff| Some temporary mental
affiction—-"

“Do not talk nonsense, Pront!™ said
Mr. Quelch, as he bundled into his
dressing-gown.

£ Eh ?:I':l

“If what you deseribe has oceurred it
iz obviously not Dr. Locke who 15 in
that study 1 Dr. Locke could not have
acted in such o manner|”

“Bome aberration—" 1

Y Nonsense ! It cannet have been tho
Head 17

Prout blinked at him.

“It was the Head, Quelch—"

“Did you sce him?™

“1 did not sce him.
has a kay—-""

Mr, Quelel's oves gleamed.

He was glad now, very glad, that he
had had t.ﬁﬂ.t bolt put on the door of
the puniskiment-room,

Someone was up—someone was in the
Head’s study, as someone had been a
couple of nighis ago—but this fime,
bevond doubt or cavil, it was not
Herbert Vernon-Smith, Whoe it was
Quelch did not know yet—but he was
going to know !

Prout, in the fixed bLelief that it was
the headmaster, conld only suppose that
it spélled mental aberration. Queleh did
not suppose for one moment that it was
the headmaster.

“He openod the door with & key ¥
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“T heard him do g0, Quelch. Ile
entered, and shut the door before I
reached ik,  Only the Ilead has o
s hitl 11 said

“ o we have hitherto supposed ! saic
Mr. Quelch grimly. “But as the Head
cannot Imaginably have acted in the
manner you have described, Prout, it is
obviously not the Ifead who is in that
study.”

“But the key, Quelech—the key——"

But no one ¢l=a
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yoU MUST MEET—

Dave and Con, the Schoolboy Cinder Shifters,

They v

been expelled from 8t. Cluir’s for breaking bounds to
ride on the dirt track, but they haven't gone home--
they've managed to conceal their expulsion from their
parénts, and now they're riding the cinders, hoping to
carve out a carcer for themselves—make good as cinder-
shifters hefore confessing to their parents that they've

been *“gacked.” It's =

terrific fight sgainst odds—

they've got to win races in order to live—and now
they're down to their lasb coppers, with cveryihing
depending on Dave in the race for the Golden Helmet.
Get astride the bike with him, share Lis spills and theills
in the race that means make or break. Rend
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erout broke off snddenlyr. “0k! Tpon
my word! ¥You thinl that some boy
may have abstracted the key agaln, as
happened before—some boy in Four
Form—"

' No, sir; not some boy in my Form "
snapped Mr. Queloh. *“Much more
probably some boy in another Form—
perhaps the Fifth-—”

“ Really, Mr, Queleh—"

“That is, if a key has been abstracted
nt all. No mention has been made of
a missing key. It uripaara that =ome
other key exists—in the hands of some
unknown person. But we ghall sco”

Quelelr hurried from the room.

Prout lumbered after him.

“My dear Quelch, I will come wiih
you | weleh 17

Bnt Queleh did not wait for the slow
motion of the ponderous master of the
Fifth. He almost Aew down the stairs,
his dressing-gown whisking round legs
that were Inml}; and elim, and much more
active than l'rout’s, .

Prout puffed and blew after him,

Quelch was at the door of the Head's
study before Frout was hali-way down
the stairs. '

He switched on the corridar light, ITe
remembered - what had happened to
Loder of the Bixtlh, and he had no mita
to stop & sudden blow in the darck.

The door was locked. Whether the
mystery man was within, or whether he
had scuttled out after Prout went, 1i
was impossible to =ay. neleh  hoped
the former, but he koew that the latter
was more probable,

He rapped sharply on the door.

“Who - is there? Is anyone there?
Answer me I

There was no reply from the study.

Queleh stood, grim and watchful, as
Prout came panting dewn the gorridor.

“Queleh | Is he still there " gasped
Frout,

“There is no answer.”

“Yf it is not the Head——"

“It is not the Head.”

“Then, if it is not, we have caught
him, whoever he iz1” gasped I'roul
;:He cannot cacape, with both of us

ere——"

“Unless he has done so already!”
snapped Mr. Quelch. “How long is it
since you were here, Prout—"

“Ten minutes—a quarter of an hour”

“One minuie would have been
enough 1* said Mr. Queleh bitterly. “
have no doubt that he is gone. The
voung raseal wonld not be likely to delay
after the alarm was given. Whoever he
iz, I have no doubt that he ia back in
his dormitory long ago, and perfeetly
safe from deteckion.™

“But if—if, after all, 1t is ihe
Hend—"

“ Rubbish [

* Really, Quelch, T am not accustomed
to hearing my remarks dezeribed in such
ferms 1 pexclaimed Mr. Prount, with
indignant wrath. “1 shall procecd at
ontee to the Head's house, and, if he is
there, nsk him for the ke, and thus the
matter will be placed beyond deubt.”
“Do so ™ grunted Mr, Quelch.

Prout did so, dizeppeering by the
baize door that led to the Head's house.

He came back after ten minules with
a key in Ins hand.

Quelch wnlocked the door of the
Ilead’s study, and the two masters, with
grim faces, surveyed an empty room.

—— m—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Right For Smithy !
DR. LOCKTR sat in his study, in the

misty Fobroary morning, with a
deep and troubled frown upos
g face.

Mre, Queleh, standing Dby the table,



jooken wqually troubled, but, st the
game nre, 2 libile relicved,

“This iz a very painiul matier, Alr,
Queleh 1" zaid the Head, breaking the
silerice.

* Vory, siv [* said the Remove masier.

“IFrony what oceurved, to Mr. Prout's
knowledge, there is noe doubt that some
Boy came down in the night and entered
E:hiﬂ sindy, unlocking the door with a

["HLH

* Nene whatever i

“It cannot have been Vernon-Bmith
on this oecasion.”

* Immpossible, sir 1" ]

“It was some other Greyfriars boy,
Alr. Quelch; and if that 15 the case, it
was possibly—indeed, probably—some
other boy on the former occasion.”

“That must be admiited, sir,” zaid
Alr. Chaeleh.

“The conclusive cireumstance, in
adjudeing Vernon-Smith puilty, was hia
possession of the key., It is now
apparent that some other person has a
key which will unlock the door.”

uite, sir.” o o

“ Ltwaz by Vernon-8mith’s own rockless
conduct that suspicaon was brought npon
him, and only be isdo blame if an error
was made,” gaid Dr. Locke. **Never-
theless, sir, it i3 very painful to reflect
that, but for his father’s intervention,
he would have been sent away that day,
judged guilty, though his guilt of the
atiack on Loder is now very doubtful
mndeed.”

“The hoy brought it upon himself,
sir, and has mo right to complain,” said
Mre. Quelch. “If he had not left the
dormitory at forbidden hours he would
not have come into the matter at all,
Nevertheless, I amn glad that his father
cama that morning, and that you
acecded to his request to give tho matter
further consideration.™

“That, at least, iz very fortunate |”
said Dr. Locke. "“The fact is, Mr.
guelch; that I am now satisfied that

ernon-Smith is eleared of the attack on
Loder. The person who slammed the
door in Mr. Prout's face, knocking him
aver, wns the same person who struck
Loder, in my omnion. The brutal and
vielent action 1s so very similar.”

“T agree, sir.”

“1 have sent for the boy,” said Dr.
Locke. “Wimngato will bring him here.
You agree with me that Vernon-Bmith
13 now io be considered eleared of the
charge on which he was so nearly
expelled.”

“Whally, gir! The young rasecal who
was in this study last night was the
remie who was here én Wednesday night
—I am convinced of that”

“ But who, Mr. Quelch——0"

“I have so far no idea, sivr. Certainly
not & hoy in my Form. Unly Vernon-
Smith was missing from the Remove
dormitory on Wednesday night. It was
nof, as it proves naw, Vernon-Smith.
]1].111':15 not, therefore, 2 Remove boy at
a -J.F

“That appears clear,” aszented the

Head., A boy in some other Form—
but who? He must be discovered, Mr.
Bucleh.”

“ Undoubiedly, sir. And I cannot help
ntlaching somo imporliance to  Mr
Vernon-3mith's remark that the hlow
struck at Loder was extraordinary if
etruck by a junior boy."

Dr. Locke pursed his lips.

“A tenior,” he raid—"a Loy in the
Fifth or the Sixth Farm.™

“It seoms at least probable, s

“DBut  what, Mr, Quelch, can have
heen  his  objectk here?  For  what
strange and mystericus reazon does this
lm-:,:i desire to penetrate seeretly into my
ghuedy ™

Ar Quoleh rementhered the supges-
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tion the Dounder had made, and
coughed. i . ]
“On both occasions, sir, this prowler

has been interrupted immediately after
entering  the study,” he said,  * His
obijeet can therefore only be gpueszsed af.
You have found nothing here amiss?

“ Nothing.”

* Nothing 13 missing 1V

Dr. Locke started. )

* Nothing, Mr. Quelch., Nothing has
heen disturbed at’ all, =o far a3z 1 have
beenr able o ascertain. 1t is inexplic-
able to me,”

Thers was a brief silence.
broken by a rap on the door.

" Coma in ! said the Head,

Wingate of the Bixth opened the door.

“Vernon-Bmith, sir I he said.

“ Thank you, Wingate !”

The Bounder siepped mmto the study
and Wingate drew the door shut and
went,

Vernon-Bmith gave his Form-master a
quick look, and then fixed his eyes on
the Head. He was breathing quickly.

(Jf what had happened in the night
he knew, of course, nothing. He did not
know why he had been fetched from the
punishment-room fo thoe Head’s study.
But he dreaded to hear that his fate had
been decided upon, and that he was to
leave the school.

“1 have sent for vou, Vernon-Smith,"
began the Head. I must tell you that

It was

-I have decided—="

Smithy caught his breath.

“1 understood, sir, from Mr. Quelch
that I was to be given a chance,” he
said bitterly. *Mr. Quelch mentioned a
w%k_“__-."l

“ Kindly do not interrupt me, Yernon-
Bmith| I have decided to order your
release from the punishment-room, a&s
vour Form-master and I are now- setis-
fied that it was not you wheo attacked
Loder ont Wednesday night,"

“Oh1” gasped the Bounder.

“In view of this, no further punish-
ment will be inflicted, and your foclish
and reckless conduct will be pardoncd,”
said the Head., “I shall trust that this
will ba & warning to you, Vernon-Smith.
By your own folly and recklessness you
pi};md yourself in such & poaition that
it was impossible to avoid adjudging
you-guilty of what oceurred on the night

ou were out of your dormitory. ¥You
ﬂad better reflect an this, and decide to
amend your conduet, Vernon-Smith 1

“0Oh! ¥Yes, sir!” stammered Smithy,
Iis eyes danced. “May I ask if the
fellow has been found, sir?”  Bonthy
knew now that something must have oe-
curred during the night, though he did
rot know what.

“The offender,” snid the Head stifly,
“has not been discovered, Vernon-
Smith, But as it transpires that some
boy entercd this study with a key last
night, while you were in ithe pumnish.
ment-room, I am taking the view I have
stated. Vou may now go. Your father
will he informed immediaiely of my
decision.” : :

“Thank von, sir ¥ gasped Smithy.

He left the study like a fellow walk.

ing on air. At the corner of the pas
sape Tom Redwing wos walting—
breathless.

“Bmithy ! I zaw Wingate taking you
—what——" he cxclaimed,

“All the best I chuckled the Bounder.
“Reddy, old man, the best day's work
vou ever cid in your lifa was gettin
my father here that day! "That save
my bacon, Reddy, old man! Hurrah ¥

“ But what—"

“The peter made the Head leave it
aver ¥ grinned Smithy. *“They gave
me a week. I boped that roiter, who-
ever he is, would get going agnin—and
e has! JIe was prowling last niglht,
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Reddy—more power to his ellow ! They
kpow—now! Reddy, old bean, you've
pulled me through!”

Redwing's face was shining.

“I'm glad, Smithy, old man! But
who—do they know whoe—"
“Not & thing!” The DBounder

chuckled again. “They know it wasn't
little me, as I was parvked in pumny,
with a bolt on the door! Reddy, I'm
the only man at Greyfriars abeve sus-
picion—now !

“Oh, my hat!”

“Might be nné'gm?:r else I chartled
the Bounder. “Couldn't be mo—might
be any olher man at Greyiriars! Might
be you, Reddy——"

T Fﬂﬂ]ﬂﬂd!*.

“Or dear old Wharton—"

*Ass I”

* Or Bunter——"

HEdWI!l?’ laughed.

“Or Coker of the Fifth, or Holby of
the Shell, or the great and only Cecil
Reginald of the Fourth | Anybody you
like ! chuckled ’Femnnaﬂmjti;. * Any-
body but little me—whe was so jcrIir;,r
Fﬁ:ﬁfl:" sacked for itl Gorgeous, sin'e
it?

“1 wish he’d been epught—"

“Well, I'm not =o sure! He blacked
Loder's eyes—can’t say I'm sorry Loder
stopped that jolt—now they're not going
to bunk me because somebody elsa jolted
him | Anihuw. they haven't got him—
all they know is that it wasn't this
infant, Wasn't you, was it, Reddy7”

Redwing laughed. With & bright
face, he walked out into the c}uad with
his chum—where & howl from the
Remove fellows grected the prisoner of
the punishment-room, now free as air
and resfored to his Form |

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

No Luck For Loder !

ERALD LODER starcd.

Loder eould hardly believe his

eyes.

Those eyes were still black—
though the black was slowly changing
to o rather horrid shade of bluish green.
&till, Loder could sea with them—and
what he now saw made him stare, and
doubt their evidence,

Loder was in the gquad. He hated
displaying those black eyes, but a fellow
could not stick indoors for ever. He
could not go out of gates—he did not
want those eyes to leap te all other
eyes in the vicinity., He took his walks
within the school precincts—and the
merest shadow of a grin on a face when
he passed it had an exasperating effect,

Some of the fags scemed to think that
black eyes had something comio about
them. If they had, Loder could not see
it. His temper, never of the best, was
gorely disgruntled these days. He gave
hiz ash a good deal of exercise. Bub
he had one consolation—the young
scoundrel whe had knecked him out
was going to be sacked for it!

The delay in sacking him irritated
Loder extremely. He knew that it waa
due to Mr. Vernon-Smith's visit, and
that the millionaire had somehow pre-
vailed on the Head to postpone the
final decision. That, to Loder, seemed
utler NODSCNESe——Aan very arrtating
Nonscnsa.

Still, Vernon-Smith was locked in
punny, with the sack to follow; it
was a sheer impossibility that he could
ezeape tho conscquences of what be had
done. But now—-

Loder stared, with his black eves! In
the guad, surrpunded by 8 crowd of
Remove fellows, stood Herbort Vernons
Sinith !
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He woas grinning cheerfully, like a
fellow who had net & care in the world.
He was: talking, and so were a dozen
other fellows, all st once.

Exeitement reigned. The Remove

erawd, obviously, were sueprised to seoc
Smithy in the quad! They all wanted
to koow !

Loder was motre than surprised | Ha
was astonished and enraged. And he
hore dowr ot the buszing group with
a glitter in his black eyes. If that
voung rascal had somehow got out of
punny, Loder was the man to sce
that he refurned there, without the loss
of a mmnent,

“8o - it's all right, Smithy?” Harry
Wharton was exclaiming, as the black-
eved prefect strade up. :

“Right as rain!” grioned Swothy.

“1 sav, vou fellows, here's Loder
ejueaked Billy Bunter,

Loder pushed roughly through the
erowd of juniors. i

Vernon-Smith looked at him, with a
cheery grin. He had {;‘ut forgotten his
feud with Loder—and that pair of black
eve: rather amused him.

“YVoit young rtascal!” hooted Loder.
EHeo prabbed the Bounder by the collar.
“What are vou doing out of the punish-
ment-room ¥ -

“Let go my collar, Loder!” said the
Bounder quietly, but with s gleam in
fus eves,

“I shall take you in to Mr. Quelch
at once ! enapped Loder. “Come [¥

“I'm let out” howled Smithy.

“Don't talk ret! Come with me at
once )

“It's true, Loder!” exclaimed Tom
Redwing.

“That will do! Come with me, you
ﬁnung scoundrel 1 snapped Loder, and

e dragged Vernon-Smith away towards
the House,

The Bounder resisted savagely.

“Tet Fo, you bully!” he shouted.
“By gad, I'll hack your shins if you
ﬂﬂﬁ't let go my collar, you rotten
bully 1"

“Smithy 1"  exclaimed Redwing.
“Don’t be an ass! You've only got
to see Mr. Quelch! Go in quietly.™

It was good advice, and the Bounder,
fortunately, had sense enough to realisc
it, angry cnd excited as he was. Hack-
ing & prefect’s shins was not the sort of
thing that could be done with impunity,
even when the prefect was going rather
over the limit. :

Setting  his  teeth, Vernon-Smith
ceased to resist, and walked quietly to
the House, Loder's grip still on  his
collar. The Remove crowd followed in
a buzz of excitement and doubt.

“1 say, you fellows, Smithy ain’t let
off I grinned RBilly Bunter. *He's got
out somehow! He was only gam-
momng."” s

“Iz it stemight, Reddy?” asled Harry
Whartor donbtfully,

“*Hasn't Smithy said so?" snapped
Rc'ri'win?.

“Well, res, but—um 1"

“Is the straightfulness terrific?™ in-
guired Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh, with
a dusky grin. “It would be pre-
posteronsly like the esteemed Smithy to
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get out of punny, and play the
ridieulous ox.” .
“Oh, rats! said Redwing. “ You'll

EQOn &ee,™

Harry Wharton & Co., and a good
many other fellows, followed Loder and
hiz prisoner into the House and to Mr.
Quelel's study. They could not help
doubting a little,

It was, as the Nabob of Bhanipur de-
clared, guite in Smithy's style to get out
of punny, if he had the chance, and
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puarade himself in the guad, the cynosire
of all eves, until he was rounded up
airn.
Loder, at all events, had no doubt on
the subject. And he hooked Smithy

along to Quelch's study, with a grip on
his collar to make sure that he did not
cseape again !

He tapped at the dgor with his left
hand and threw it open: 3till fnppmg
Smithy's collar, he marched him in,
Outside, a rather breathless and excited
crowd waited.

“This bov,
panted Loder,

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, staring in
astonishment. And he frowned.

“Let go that boy's collar, Laoder!
That 13 not the way to bring a boy of
my Form to my study!™ he =aid

sir--Vernon-Smitl—"*"

severaly.

“He will dﬂﬂ% away if possible, sirt”
satdd Loder. ut ha released the
Bounder's collar, standing between him
and the doorway.

“Vernon-Bmith! Is if possible that
you are in trouble again so soon?” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch sternly.

The Bounder su}’lpressed a grin. .

“Not at all, sir " he answered. “I've
done nothing that I know of ! Perhaps
Loder can tell yon why he has brought
me here,”

The Remove master turned a puzeled
look on Loder,

" Please explain, Loder,”
ﬁ'“,rh},_u

“1 don't understand you, sir!™ said
Loder, staring. “I've caught this voung
rascal out of the punishment-room and
brought him to vou. I suppose Trotter
must have left the door unlocked.
Anvhow, he—"

“Oh ! gasped Mr. Queleh, "Is that
why vou have hrought Vernon-Smith
here, Loder "

*“Certainly 1" grunted Loder,

“Did robt Vernon-Smith tell vou thau
he had been released 2"

“He did. I did not believe him, of
course, :

" Nevertheless, it is the fact, Loder,”
sald Mr, Quelch. “You are sware of
what occurred last night, as all the
prefects have been informed——"

“That has nothing to do with Ver-
non-S3mith.””

It _has a very great deal to do with
him, Loder, as it 13 taken by his head-
master that he is not the bov wlo
struck you on Wednesday night,” said
Mr. Quelch sharply. “That boy was
in the headmaster’'s study again lnst
night. and he certainly was not Ver-
non-8mith. This boy is guite cleared
in the matter.”

There was a buzz from the passage.

* Official 1 chuckled Bob  Cherey.
“All rvight for Bmithy.””

“Hurrah '™

Loder etood staring at the Remove
master, his black eyes fairly popping.
He was too exasperated to keep his
temper 1n control.

“Do you mean to say that Vernon-
Smith 1z let off—that he 13 not to bo
expelled ¥ he gasped.

' Precisely "

“After what bhe has done!” yelled
Lodor,

“FPlease <o not raise vour voiee in
my study, Loder. I have fold wou
that vour lieadmaster is satizfied that
Vernon-Bmith never struck that blow,
Qy==———"

“Tubbish 1" roared Loder. Ile was
too enraged to care what he zaid,

Mr. Quelch jumped,

“What—what did you sav, Loder?”

he stuttered.
“If that :rmirf seoundrel  has  de-
cdoived the Head and deoceived -you,

he cannot deceive me!™ roared Loder.

he said.

“I know that he koocked me oul that
night. I've ?m iwo black eyes. Is a
YOung Tasca qning to be allowed fo
lack a prefect’s eves, and get by with

it? I call 1t disgraceful!”

“Loder 1"

“Louk at mel!™ howled Loder
“Look at me—disfigured for weeks!

And that voung hooligan is to be let
off, laughing in his slepve 1"

“I have told wyou that ihis Loy
nevey—""
“Rubbish! Rot! 1 know he did!™

Mr. Queleh’s eyes glittered.

“Veronon-Bmith, leave my
All of you go away at once! Shut the
door! = Now, Loder,” continued Mr.
Quelch quinti_r, when the door had
clased on the Remove fellows, “1 ecan
make allowances for wyou. ¥You have
had & severe injury, anud it has warped
yvour judgment. But I will not
tolerate any such impertinence as this
froom any boy in the zclool ™

“I tell you—" hooted Loder.

“Bilence 1" exclaumed Mr. Wueleh.
“Either you will apologise to e,
Loder, here and now, or I will taks
you to vour beadmasier, and -repest
what you have said to him. I warn yvou
that, in that caze, vou will certainly
not be allowed to remain a prefect, 1f
vou are allowed to remain at Grex-
friars at all., Now, sir, take vouv
choice [V

Loder looked at bun, Quelcl'’s face
was like iron. It was not casy for
the bully of the Bixth to contrel lhis
rage; but he knew that he had to.

“I believe that ho did it!"
panted. "I know—"

“You mav believe what vou choose,
Loder, if vou are regardless of what
amonnts o conclusive evidence, and
have no respect for your headinaster's

sty !

ha

judgment. But »ou will not bo
allowed to wse such language to me.
I shall take vou to the Head——"

Loder choked.

# J—I=—I apologise, sir!"” hLe gasped.

“Very good! Leave my study !

Lodey left the study, almost suffocat-
ing his furyv. Hiz temper was as
black as his eves as he went. With
the deepest of deep feelings, Gerald
Loder stamped awav to his study, and
banged the door with & bang thao
woke every echo in the Sixth Torw
passage,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Getiing Ready For Loder!

HO was it?
v" That guestion waz ashaed, 0
and down Lrreyvfriars Sehool,
conld find

But nobody an
RIISYWET.

Only one thing seemed cortaim—ithat

it was not Herbert Vernon-Sinith.

The Bounder, who had been nearlv—
very nearly—sacked for it, was now
almost the only fellow at whom the
finger of suspicion could not point.

Loder of the Bixth counld (?izreg'm'[i
the evidence if he liked—and le did!
Loder's  judgment, no doubl, was
warped—byv the decorative state of ks
features. But everybody else was salis-
fiecd. The fellow who had banged (he
Head's study door on Prout’s portly
nose was the fellow who had knocked
Loder out. Really, the thing spoke for
itself.

Loder had caught him, and he had
knocked Leder out. Prou: had nearls
spotted  him, and he bLanged Prout
over. Ii was ihe same man. But whar
man 1t was, among the lmndreds of
“men” at Greviviars, was a baflling
mystery.

That mystery was disoussed all over
the school. 1t quite banished Randolph
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With Crocker’s

plump fist Rashed ont.

Crocker as a topic.
Soccer in the shade.

Who had given Loder that jolt?
Who had banged the door on Prout's
nose ! And what did he want in the
Head’s study, anyway? And would
he—whatever it was that he wanted
there—get going again?  That was
quite a thrilling guestion,

It almost puk

“It's & giddy mystery,” said Bob
CCherry, at tea in Study Ne. 1. “ Sort
of thing for Ferrers Locke to handle—

if the Head's joli
pened te be aroun
“0r Drake, if ha was still here!?
remarked Frank Nugent. I dare say
he could worry it out. Beats me
Lollow.™
*The hollowfulness is terrvific!” said

old relative hap-

]

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. “ There
1z no clue to the estecmed mi'stﬂ:,.r
ma, and even the absurd Locke or

the ridiculous Drake could not pget
going without & clue.”

“h, detectives find clues that
olher fellowa don't spot!’’ said Bab.
“If voung Drake was still at Grey-
friars, I'Ml bet Le'd spob the maen, But
ha 18078 M

All the juniors knew that Jack
Dirake, formerly of the Greyfrars Re-
move, was now the assistant of Ferrers
Locke, the famous detective,

“The Head might do worse than
sopd for him, if he wantz to find the
g™ rema,ri-md Jolinny Bull,

“MNot wuch use,”  =aid Harry.
“ Everybody knows that Drake is =&
detective now, and if he came here,
you can Bbet that the mystery man
would guess why. Ila wouldn’t do any
mora prowling while Drake was here.’’

“But who tho dickens is the man?”
asked Bob. “Wo know that it waan't
Smithy now, but who—"

“The wholulness is tereific !

“I say, you fellows, Yoder thinks he
kuows I’ grinned Billy Bupler. ‘Thero
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jaw so close to him, the tempiation to hit it seemed too strong for Prout to reslst. The Filth Form-master's
** Got him [ ** gasped Bob Cherry.

Bilt |

was cake for tea in Study Neo. 1, =0
thers was Bunter for tea, also. “ o
believes it was Smithy. I've heard
him saying so.”
“Loder's an ass!"” said Bob. )
“ Loder wants to make somebody sit
u?{fﬁr thosa black eyes,” said Harry.
“Heo won't be huppf till he gets some-
body. But he won't get Smithy”
“I suppose even Smithy will have
sense encugh not to break cut agein
till this has blown over,” remar
Johnny Bull. "If he gets copped out
of the dorm again, it will look as if
he might be the man, after all.”
“Bouthy’'s no fool,” said Harry.
“He will be jolly careful now.

But when the Remove were in their
Jdormitory that night, Harry Wharton
rather revised that opmion, Mr.
Queleh saw lights out for his Form,
and ten minutes after the Remove
master had gone, some fellow  was
heard getting oub of bed.

A dozen other fellows szat up at the
sound.

“Who's that?"” rapped the captain
of the Bemove.

“Deon't yell!™ came back the
Eounder’s sarcastic voice.

“My only hat!” E-Jﬂ.:}l,!]&l‘.&d Bokb
Cherry. “Is that von, 3mithy? Aro
vou poity enough to play the goat

zrain, affer what's happened

[ Q'll]tﬁt”

“Bmithy, old man—" came from
E-edsnnfg'ﬁ bad.

“Well, some fellows ark for
chuckled Skinner.

“They do—they does™
T fellows,” Bunt

“1 sax, vou fellows,” came Bunfer's
fat squeak—"1 say. do you thirk it
was Smithy, after sll? I know Leder
thinks s0. 1 say, was it veally you,
Smithy "'

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Blessed if 1 sce anything to cackle

it, "

znld Peter

ik TR

e
r' ’

Crocker gave 3 howl.

at] Looks te mo as if it was Smithy,
after all,” said thoa fat Owl. “I eay,
Smithy, what was it you wanted in the
Head's study "’

“You blithering Owll” hizeed the
Bounder. “8hut up 1™

“0h, really, mithy— T rav,
you'll get copped thia thme! I'11 Dot
you that Loder will be keeping an cye
open, "

“Oo _hoen!” =said the Bounder sav-
castically. ""As it happens, that bright

thought has occurred to me, too, and
if Loder comes spying in this dor-

mitery, Loder is gomg fo get a
surprise.’’
“Oh 1" exclaimed Ilarry,. “You're

not going out**

“Fathead! I've breen as ncar the
sack as I weant to bel I'm not anxious
to catch a train home., And I've had
enough of punny for this term.™

Most of the Hemove were sitting up
now, peering at the Bounder. There
was & glinmer of the moon fhrough
the' high windows, and they could
dimly meke out the figure in pyjamas,

Smithy bad not dressed. ﬁ'idﬂ:nﬂy
ho was not going out. What he was

oing to do the Removites did not

now, but they wore very curious to
know, .

The Bounder went along to the big
cupboard at the end of the dormitory.
He came back with something in hia
hand. Then he unlatched the door,
and placed 1t an inch or two ajar

He placed a chair within and stepped
on it. Then all the juniors could guess
what Smithy was Enmg te do. ]

Dimly they could see him arranging
on the top of the decr. Ha
stepped down and replaced the chair by
the wall, He was heard to cbuckle as
he went back towards his béd,

“What bave you stuck up there,
Smithy * asked five or six voices,

HE MacNeET Lisrary.~—No. 1.616.

somethin
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“Only s paper bap.” answered
Smithy. “If it's still there in the
riorning I shall take it down. I faney
it won't be [ _

“Well, vou ass,” said Hazeldene,

“what's the good of sticking np a paper
bag to drop on Loder's nut if he pokes
itin? A paper ha% won't huret him."

“J don't want to hurt the poor dear (¥
answered Smithy. “Only to give him
a gentle hint not to come spying 16 our
dorm,”

“Anvthing in the bag?" asked Dob,
Wiﬂhﬂ lchuc zle. N

nly some pepper.

“What 1"

“ Mixed with some mustard.”

“(h crikei!'*

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a ripple of laughter up and
down the dormitory. Smitny turned in,
happily satisfed with his preparations
for er—if Loder looked in.

In Lis fixed belief that Em:ti}ﬂ was the
night-prowler, it was very likely that
Loder would. If he did! The juniors
chuckled at the thought. They rather
hn!ed that Loder would give them o
call.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Looks In !

“ OU coming, Jimmy 1"
“No,” answered Walker of
the Sixth, with emphasis,
Loder gave an angry grunt.
It was cleven o'clock—at which fime
even prefects of the Sixth Form were
suppozed to be asleep in bed.
ut Uerald Loder had not gone to
bed, and his pal, James Walker, had
sat wp with him to keep him company.
They had whiled away the time with
banker and cigarettes—such being the
cistom in Loder's study. But at seleven,
Gerald Loder roze and threw the stump
of a cigarette into the fire,

“JIi's rot, old mant” said Walker.
“Goodness knows who gave you those
two black eves the otheT night, but it
wasn't that Remo-—e kid."”

“1 !J-:nuw it was!” answered Loder
savagcly.

WEFI::-;:- ehook his head. .

“It's clear enough,” he said. “"The
man Prout got after was the same man,
and that wasn’t young Vernon-Smith,
Have a littlo sense [V -

“Tf it wasn't Vernon-Bmith knocked
ine out, who was it t" snarled Loder.

“The fellow Prent bagged last night,
whoever he was—poodness knows wha ¥
answercd Walker.

“ Haw de we know Prout bagged any-
bodv 5" speered Loder. *The old ass
mav have dreamed it. He never saw
anvhody; and faneied there was some-
body in the Heads study. There was
nobody there when Q:uu'l-:i came down,
The old goat  was half-asleep and
dreamed it

Walker made no reply to that., A
fellow who was obstinately determined

nat to be convineed was  beyond
argument.
“ RBestdes, for all T koow, woung

Nernon-Bmith may have got ont of

unny, if Prout spotted anybody at
all,” added Loder, changing hiz ground,
as it weve. *There was & kid last term
got out of punny at night,”

“Quecleh had & bolt put on the door.”

“ALight have been left unfastened.”

“Gerald, old man, yvou're falking out
of vour hat! Chuek it up and go to
bed, as I'm going to do,” said Walker,
TAaWNING

Loder passed & hand over his evee.
There was a bitter, vicious glitter in
thosa darkened gyes.

“I'm going to get that voung seoaun-
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Jof nerve,

THE MAGNET

drel " he said, between his teeil. " e
has some stunt on in the Head’s study<-
a rag, I suppose, unless—well, every-
body knows there’s money in that
FoDm."

“Don’t be s fool I” said Walker un-
ceremoniously. “That kid's a cheeky
3.-qu;1hg rascal, but Greyiriars men don't
pinen.™

“Therve’s an o'd Greyiriars man,
camped in the Abbot's Spinney this
minute, who was sacked for pinching,”
retorted Loder. * What’s happened once
mlght happen again,”

“One swallow doesn’t
summer ! snapped Walker., * Geb that
rotten. idea out of your head. That
man Crocker was a bad egg; there’s no
man like that in the schm:ﬁ now, Pinch-
ingi Why, that young sweep Vernon-
Smith is a millionaire's gon, and has all
he wants and more ™

“I've got a strong suspicior that he
gambles, and & fellow whe gembles
never has enough,” sneered Loder,

James Walker looked at him, looked
at the cards on the gtudy table, and
burst info o laugh.

“MNice for us!” he said. “You're
fearfully amusing, old man "

“Oh, don’t be a fool! I don't krow
what he's after in the Head's siudy, but
he's after something. And lhe's got tons
Look at that game he played
the other day to stick here till his father
came. They've let him off for that—
along with the vest But if I catch him
out of dormitory bounds—-"

Loder snapped his tecth.

“You won't !’

*He's got nerve enough to carry on—
tons of nerve! But I'm not going to
watch for him in the dark this time,
and get another jolt like the lazt onc.
I'm going up to his dormitory ¥

“More fool you! Queleh wifl make a
fearful row if you dizturh his birds in
their roost at this fime of night without
anything to go on.”

“T'm not going to ring an alarm-hell
or hang at the E{mr " gaid Loder ear-
castically. “I'm poing to look in. I
ho's there, all right. Tf not, I've got
him! T'm_going on every night till I
gob him. No kid in the tn-.-.:ﬂr Fourth
is going fo black my eyes without get-
ting the chopper for it. First thne I
get him missing from his dorm at night
he can tell the Head what he likes, but
he won't be given another chanee.
Coming 9

& ﬁullﬁ

“Go and enl ecoke, flwep !

Crerald Loder left the study and pro-
ceeded fo the statrease. Walier lf.-lIL it
also, and went to his own study to bed.
Walker did not believe for & moment
that Vernon-Bmith would be discovered
missing from his dormitory, and he did
not want irouble wilh the Eemove
master,

Netther did Toder, for that maiter;
but he did not coosider that tiere was
much 7tisk of irouble. If, when he
looked inte ilie Remove dormitcrr,
Herbort Vernon-Smith wasg in bed, oz Le
ought to be, Loder had onlv to retire
without awakening anvone. If, on fhe
other hand, the yvoung rascal was miss.
ing, his wvisit of inspection would be
fully justified,

Tﬁa black-cyed

make =&

! : prefect  wenk  very
quietly US the stuirs in the dark. Softly
he crossed the dormitory landing,

ITe arrived, without a sonnd, at the
door of the Remove dormitory.

There he paused and listenied intentls,

F'rom within the long, dark room
came & sound of a rumbling snove. Billy
Buntor, at lea.t. was fast aslecp. In
thoe intervalz of that rumlding snore the
faint sound of the steady breathing of
many sleepers was audible in the silence
of 1he night.

Loder’s ever gleamed 1a the dark Like
o cat's, It struck him very forcibly that
he would not have heard those faint
sounds had the thick caken door been
gshut and latched. He rcalized that it
must be partly open.

“By gum [ breathed Loder.

Boftly he groped with his hand over
fha door. Iigu; was right—it was several
inches open |

Loder grinmed in the darknesa.

It was past eleven o'elock, yet that
dormitory door waz unlateched—open !
That Mr. Quelch, when he saw lights-out
for hiz Form, hed left it =0, was un-
imaginable. Queich was & eareful man,
and dormitory doors, of course, were
never left open. If & dormitory door
Was, hi.' chance, discovered open in tho
night hours, it was & matter for very
strict investigaiion.

st ]); gum 1” repeated Loder, under his
breath.

Ho was certain that Smithy was the
man, and he knew the Bounder's nerve.
&till, he had rathar expected that even
that iron-nerved voung rascal would let
a night or two elapse before he prowled
AR ain.

A night had elapsed between the two
prowling visits that had been made to
the Head's study, Loder had not really
hoped for muech luck this time; he was
only making sure. But luck, it secmned,
had come his way

That door had been uﬁened by a
Remove fellow alter lights-out.  Be
much  was  ecertain. vidently—to
Loder—i: haa been openad by a fellow
wlo lad gone out of the dormitory and
left it unlatched to aveid noise, poing
and returning. VWhat else was Loder to
think 7

That, at all eventz, was what he did
think. And he drew & deep, deep
breath of trivmphant satisfaction.

That young rascal was out of the
dormitory, and what was Quelch going
:_ﬁ 5?5 when Loder demonstrated that
act

All hie had to do now was to step in,
switeh on the light, and disclose the
undoubted fact. If, by & remole
chance, Smithy was, after all, in bed,
one glance would be suflicient, and he
u—nu]ﬁ switch off the light instanily and
back out. Tut he knew—at lenst, he
had not the slightest doubt—that
Herbert Vernon-8mith wes not in bed—
tiiat he was out prowling; probably in
the Head’s study at that very minute !

Loder pushed the door wide and
stepped in.  In another second he would
have switched on the light. But in that
second something utterly and entirely
unexpected happened.

Something, as the door opened,
swooped down on Loder. And Loder of
the Sixth forgot all aohout cutc:h-;r;g
Ilerbert Vernon-£#mith as he stagge
and tottered and howled and urglﬂl
and sneezed, in & descending cloud of
muixed pepper and mustard.

THE NIRETEENTH CHAPTER.
Hot Siuft |
'Y 3 YTISHOOOOOOH ¥

A sneeze that roarcd almost
like a fophorn awoke ochocs
in the Bemove dormitory,

“Atehooh! Chool  Atchooh!  Aw-
tishoo! Ugh | Gurrggh! Wurrgh!
Atchooooh ¥V

Loder, tottering in the dark doorway,
wWas EOINE  strong.

“Whooooh! Qoeoh! Oh gum |
What—whoooosh ! Ooooosh [ spluttered
Loder. *0Oh, gig-gig-gad! Oocooochl
iroococh ! Gurrgh | Aytishoooooh I

Thera were startled movements, and



staviled voices, up and down the Re-
move dormitory. The uproar from
Loder awakened the whole Form—id
wonld have awakened the Seven
2lecpers of Ephesus. Even Billy Bunter
awakened,

“Huallo, halln, hallo ™

“What the thump—"

"I zay, you fellows——"

“Oh, my hat! Is ihat Loder¥”

* Atchoooh | Avtishooh!” came
angntshed sneezes, going off almost hike

musketbry. “"Ooogh! Wooogh |
Woonooosh 17

“Oh crumbs! Tt's Loderl” gasped
the Bounder. “Cavght 1™

“1Ia, ha, hal®

Tt was too dark to see anything.
But the terrific cxplosiona of sneezes,
conghs, and gasps told their own tale!

Evidently Loder had locked inl

Having looked in, he had received
what Smithy had prepared for him!
And every fellow was of opinion that
it served him right | Prefects wera not
supposed to spy and pry; and if a
prefeet did, he econld take what was
coming to him! Gerald Loder had no
right whatever to poke his nose into
the dovmitery ab half-past eleven at

ilifht«
*robably he was sorry he had done
so!  That nose was sullering sadly !
Loder blew blasts on it like a trumpet !
The Remove sat up in bed, peered
through ihe gloom, and chortled.
Mobody turned out. It was fairly
cortain that that terrific nproar would
soon bring others on the scene, and
mohady wanted to ba canght out of bed.
Neither did any fellow want to be
suspected of being the author of the
booby-trap. They sat and ehortled,

Loder leaned on the doorpost, panting
for breath, in 1be intervals of sncezing
and spluttering. He hardly knew
what had happencd to him, for a time,
e waz too busy sncezing to be able to
think.

e sneczed, and sneczed, and sneezed,
He spluttered, he sputtcred, and he
lalevwe 1

*1 say, you fellows, he's gob it! He,
he, hel”

“Halb =taff 1 chortled Skinner.

“The hotfulness i1s tervific !

“Listen to the bapd ¥

“IIn, ha, ha "

“Paoocgh! Ooosegh! Atchooonoooh !
Crooscogh ! Aytishooook ! Wooogh |
Uh, gafi |

A hght gleameod 0 the dark pas=age,
atd there was a hasly footstep. Loder,
i the threes of gavganinan snoeres,
noliced neither; boal ihe Remavites did,

“Queleh, you bet 17 murmured Bob

Cherry.

“Better all bo asleep!™  chuckled
Smithy,

“It's Queleh! Listen 1™

“What iz that? Who is that? What
does this disturbance mean? Is zomo
hoy up in this dormitory 3 It was Alr,
Oueleh’s sharp veice, . ralsed and
angry tones.,  "What—who Bless
wy soul, whoe i3 thati”

“CGurrrrgh!  Aytishoo! Ooogh !

“Who—whalt—"" gaspnd the aston-
1zhed Remove master. “There is a
cmell of—of pepper!  Atchonoooh 1¥

“0Oh erikey ! gasped Bob. “Quelch
kaz gob & whiff of it 1"

“Ia, ha, hal?

“What—aichooh —what
tuwrbance ? The boys are awake, and—
gychooh ! Who—anonoogh ! Whate——"

Mr., Quelch reached in, and awitched
on the light at the dJoor. Budden
Hlamination fonded the Eemore dormi-
tary.

The juniors Llinked in the light—with
one axcepilon.  levbert Vernon-Smith
had hiz head on 2is pillow and Lz cyes

iz this dis-
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clozed. Mo was, apparently, asieep.
Emithy did not want to catch hiz Form-
macter’s oy,

“Who—who—whag is that ¥ exclaimed
afr. Quelch, staring at Loder of the
Sixth, ervimson, watery.-eyed, still fran-
tically sneczing, * Who—who— Iz
that Locder

" Atchoooooh M

“What are you doing here, Loder, at
thizs houy ¥

= Aviizhogolh ™

“Will you answer mef"

* Choor—ehoo—choaonoonoop 1™

“Upon my word! I—I—atchooooh I
(quelen sheezed again, He grabbed a
Eandkevehicf from s ochket  and
Jjumined it to s nose, o stared at
a torn paper bag ond a sea of peppor
end mustard on the floor. He stared
nbhﬂ:em in blank astonizhment. * Loder,
wiate—"

“Woooooooch I gurgled the unbappy
Leder,

“T.oder, 13 1t possible that wou, a
Sixth Form bhoy and a prefect, came
kere to play a foolish, an inzensato
trick with & bag of pepper " shricked
My, Quelch. "“Answer me ab onee,
Loder! What have vou to say "

“Grooooooongh 1

*1la, ha, ha ™ came vippling np and
down the dormitovy, The Hemove were
enjoying this, if Gerald Loder was not.

“Loder, I insist upoen an explana-
tion I reaved Mr. Queleh, “What ave
you  doing here? What 1s  thiz—
atchooooh !—pepper doing here i Upon
my word—a prefect of the Sixth Form
playing childish pranks in tha middle
of the night—startling junior boys in
thiz unheard-of manner | 1 shall report
this to your headmaster, Loder*

“TUrrggh 1" Loder struggled to speak.
“Grunugh! I—I never—I1 mean to say
=aytishoooh! I mean—grocoghl
came here to—oooooocch !

“1 am amazed=—astonizhed! A Sixth
Form prefeet—such  infantila pranks
at *

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Bileneca 1" hooted Alr, Queleh, wilh
a glare dnto the dormitory., “The
insensate folly of this Sixth Form boy
13 not a matter for langhter! Loder,
how dare you—I vepeat, how dare you
brm% a bag of pepper to this dormi-
tory T What weras you poing Lo do with
it, Loder, if you had not dropped it,
a5 vou appear to have donel f?insiat
upon an answer |

“Wooogrh ! I never—I didw't—
vooocoooch | Ooooch | It  woasn't—
guwrrggh ' suwrgled the wretched Loder.
“1t waz a bib-hih-bib——"*

“What do you mean by a bib? Are
Yol 1 your sensest”

“It was a bib-bib-bib-booby trap!”
howled Loder, getting it out at last
“1% fell on myy—pgroogh—it foll on vy
—onooooch =it fcll on my head when
I pushed open the—aytishoooooh 1¥

“Oh!” Mr. Quelch hegan fo eom-
prehend. “You ¢hd not bring the bag
af pepper hero with son, Loder i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilence ! Lader, 1 upon a
plain anzwoer Y

“Oogh! Ne!” shricked Loder. *“1I
tell you il —woooch =it fell on my head
fram the did-dod-dud-door—ooogh 1

“1 seavcely wunderstand this!” said
Alr. Quelel.  “If this be true, Loder, it
appeurs that you were expected herel
What rdoes that meant
theae  jumiova ihat  yon
here at this late Lourf"

“Ha. ha, hal"

“Bilnee !
me, Loder 1™

“0f conrse T odidn't '™ gargled Loder
“ I—aytizhoo '—I eame herve siply 10—
wanaaooch | Oooeh 1 That  young

ineist

WOTQ  COnIng

say, stlence!  Answer

id you tell
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seoundrel, Vernon-Smith, muzt have
fixed this up when he went out of the
—groooogh 1™

“WVernon-Smith i

“Grogogh! He's gone out, and he
Ieft this for me!” gasped Loder. 1
found the door partly epen, so 1 kuew
that he had gone out—and he must
have fixed this up in case anyone came
—after he hod=-oocooch t—gone |

Mr., Quelch gave him a ook, and
then—with the handkerchicl pressed to
hiz npose—passed him and entered the
dormitory.

" Vernon-Bmith [ he rapped.

No answer.

“Upon my word! Iz it possible that
ithe boy iz out of bounds!” exclanned
Ar. Quelch,

T know he islv
fixed thiz up when
voung  seonndeel,
Crooch 17

“Bmithy's an bed, air ! =aid Tom
Redwing, as gravely as he conld. AMr.
Ghieleh had said that it was not a
langhing matter, but it struck the
Ermove fellows in quite ancther Light.
They thought that it was!

“Oh ™ Mr, Queleh almozt whizzed
across to Vernon-Smith’s  bed and
gazed down at o peaccful face wirh
closed oyes, “Lodor] Vernon-Smith
15 here |

“What?” gasped Loder.

“Tha hoy »au have named is here,
fast asleep in bed !

“Ha, ha, ha1*

“Sileneel There is no need {o wake
this boy, or any others who may be
sleeping! I command yen all to he
quiet. Loder, what have you got to
Y now T

" Aytishoooooh 17

Loder sneezed, and Dblinked
Bounder! Whether IHerbert Vernon-
Smith was asleep or not, he was
obviously not out of the dermitory—Ifor
thero ha was, in bed, his head peacefully
at rest on his pillow.

“Oh!1” gasped Loder. “0Oooghl T
gﬁ?ﬁht—nmc 1! I thought—groogh!

“I presume,” said Mr. Quelch grimly,
“that somebody here guessed that yon
would be so officiens, Loder, so wn-
warrantably officious, as lo pay an un-
authorised wvismit of inspection to this
dormitory, and in consequence played
that trick on you! You have only your-
self to thank, Loder! You had no right
whatever to come here. I shall not
allow you to do so. To rause a disturb-
anca at this late houwr—*

“I—I knew—I—I mean, I-1 thought
~ooooooch 7

“ Obvioualy, you knew nothing, as you
are foolishly mistaken: and whatever
you may have lhought is no exense for
rour action!™ thwmdered Mr, Qﬁlelr:h*
‘Leave this dormitory at omee, Loder,
and do not return here. If you repeat
this action, Loder, I shall lay the matler
befors the headmaster.

Loder went—sneezing his way down
the passapre.

Mr. Quelch gave an angry storb—and
then a sueeze. He glanced rather grimly
up and down the dormitory, and then he
ﬁam:er.l at the sea of pepper. However,

e made no inguiries on the subject of
the boohy-trap.  ITolding his handker-
chief to his nose, he trod cut of the dor-

autory apain,
my hoys'™ he =aid. “1

“ Good-night, 1
am sorry that you have been dizsiurbed
m this way !
“ Good-might, sl
The light was shut off, {he Joor elozed.
Then the Bounder woke up
*Think Eeder will call
drawled.

Tre Macxer LipRany.—Nn. 1b6I0

asped Loder. "He
e went, thoe artful
and I—wonooooch |

at Lthe

ngan ' he
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“Ha, bz, ha'” i ,

The Remove dormitory echoed wilh
merriment. Loder of the Sixth was a
sticker, ‘and it waa clear that he was on
the Bounder’s irail like a bloodhound ;
but it seemed improbable that he would
be in & hurry to put his hesd in at the
Remove dormitory again.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Copped !

i SAY, Smithy !
" Shut up, you fat ass!”
 But, I Bu:,f—”_ .

“Are wvou talking in class,
Bunter ¥ came the deep voice of Henry
Bamuel Quelch,

“Oh! No. sir! gasped Bunter. 1
wasn't asking SI’I’Iitth ?{?‘r anything, sirl
I only said—"

“If you k in, Bunter—"

“Oh! ?EE, aiﬁa Mo, sir! I wasn'L,
sir, and=-and I won't againt!”

“Bea stlent ¥

Billy Bunter was silent after that, for
a pood five minutes,

But it really was not easy for Bunter
to keep silent, in the circumstances.
Bunier knew ihat Ierbert Yornon-
Smith had s packet of toffee in his
pocket, becanse he had seen him drop it
in, before the Remove came in to third
school that morning. And Bunter could
gee mo reason whatever why Herbert
Vernon-Smith should not pass at least
one chunk of that toffee along, under the
desks, 1o a fellow whose mouth watered
for toffee.

Smithy, precbably, saw lots of reasons
It was guite likely that, ha‘lr'illg bought
that toffce at the tuckshop in break, he
wanted it himsolf. Moreover, it was not
safe, ot all, to pass tuck along under the
gimlet eves of Mr. Quelch. _

Bunter was willing to take the risk!
Smithy wasn’t ! uek in the Form-
rooms wae strictly forbidden.

So Bmithy turned a deaf ear to the
voice of the charmer. Quelch, appar-
~ently, did not, and he had spotted
Bunter whispering. Bo for five long and
weary minutes, Bunter tried to give his
atlention to the Latin paper, and to keep
his fat thoights away from the more en-
ticing subject of toffea.

It wae several days since Vernon-
Bmith’s release from the punishment-
room. During that time the night-
prowler had not, so far as anyone knew,
prowled again.

The general impression was that he
was seared by two narrow escapes, and
had given up prowling or, at least, put
off Ins next prowl till the excitement on
the eulbiject had died away.

Some of the fellows E-Ufj.iﬁﬂl-ed, Lhough
they could not be sure, that waich had
been Lept, for two or three nights; and
no doubt the prowler, whoever he was,
guessed as much.

Anyhow, he seemed, as Bob Cherry
exprezzed it, to have retired from busi-
neez, Fellows wondered whether he
would begin again; but interest in the
mysterions matter waz dying out, as

nothing happened — except in  one
quarter. Loder of the Sixth still
nourished a hope of snaffling the

mystery man for whom the Head's sludy
had 80 curions an attraction—and to
Loder, at least, there wae no mystery
about hun—Loder was still quite certain
that it was Smithy.

Other fellows, however, let the matter

ass  from their thoughts. Harry
harton & C'o. were thinking mostly of
foolball, Vernon-Smith, sad to relate,

was Lhinking chiefly of football coupons!
Smthy, keen fellow as he was in other

motters, was still ass enough to fancy
Trae Macser LieBary.—ING. 1,616,
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that he might, by some wonderful stroke
of I.’artuna_.lgba ti‘;e big prize in Snooter’s
Penny Pool. The wish was fsther to the
thought—for Smithy really had sense
enough to know how excessively remole
that chance was.

The fact that any fellow who was
found to have football coupons in his

gaggion would be sent up to the

ead did not worry the reckless
Bounder. His narrow escape from the
sack had not made much difference to
his acoustomed recklessness.

At the present moment, Smithy was
thinking & great deal more abont
Bnooter's Penny Pool than about the
Latin paper on which he was supposed
to be at work. ;

Billy Bunter, for his part, was think-
ing no more of Latin than Bmithy; but
he was not wasting his bright, mtellec-
tual processes on any such ponsense as
penny pools. Bunter was thinking of the
toffoe!

Five minutes seamed an awfulle long
iime to & fellow who knew that theve
was loffee practically within reach.

The fat 3#11 gave Quelch o cautious
blink, through his big spectacles. Quelch
was sitting at his high desk, and seemed
busy with papers. i

Still, ou wnever ecan tell with
Qualeh, iz gimlet eye had a way of
glinting roand in the most sudden and

isconcerting manner. -

But he seemed occupied at the
moment, and Bunter chanced it. Ie
leaned in Vernon-Smith’s divection and
whispered :

“Hmithy, old chap!”

The Bounder paid no haed.  Neither,
for the moment, did Queleh. This time
the fat Owl of the Remove seomed to be
getting by with it.

“1 say, SBmithy!" breathed Bunter.

“Shut up, you ful ass!™ whispered Bob

Cherry.

" Beazt!™

“Quelch will spet you in a lick, you
frabjous chump!” whispered Earry
Wharlon.

Bunter gave Quelch ancther eautious
blink. The Remove master's head was
still bent over the papers at his desk

" Bmithy, you benst!” hissed Bunter.
“Greedy pig! I know fﬂy’.rp got that
toffee in your pocket! jolly well saw
it! I joily well know you can hear me,
you beast!” .

Em:et}H, no doubt, henrd, but he did
not heed. _ )

Billy Bunter gave him an intenscly
exasperated blink through his big
spectacles. He had to draw Simithy's
attention if he was going to get a chunk
of that toffee.

The Bounder was ont of reach of a
poke or a prod from a fat paw. Dunter
took his pen by the handle, leaned over
towards gmilh;.', sl prodded with the

nib.

That reached Vernon-Smith! Tt rather
gtartled him az it resched himm. A pen-
nib suddenly jamining into his shoulder
was enough to startle any fellow. The
Bounder jumped and gave a sharp relp.

?mlch'a eyes were on him before he
had finished one shorl velp.

“Vernon-S3mith! What-~-="

“Homebody prodded me with a pen,
sir!” gasped the Bounder.

* Bunter ™

“Tt—it wasn'l me, =ir! exclaimed
Bunter, in 8 hurry. “I haven’t got a2
pen in my hand-1 mean, I was wrilin
with this pen, sir, when T prodd
Smithy—

Mr. Quelch left his desk and came to-
wards his Form, with a griin expression
on his face. ) .

Billy Bunter Llinked at him uneasily.

“Why were vou irying to draw
Vernon-Smith's a:tention, Bunter®" he
ineuired,

“I—I wasn't, sir! I--I wasn't going
to ask him for anything, sir!” stam-
mered Bunter. "I wasn't speaking to
him_before, sir, when you heard me—?2

“¥ou will tell me, this instant, what
you were going to say to Vernon-Bmith
i class, Bunter! said Mr. Quelch.
* Otherwise, I shall call you out hefore
the ¥Form and cane you."

“0Oh erikey! I—I wasn’t going to say
anything, really, =ir,” gosped Bunter,
 axcopt—except that it was a—a—a fine
day, sir!”

17 "‘rhﬂ.t?"

Az a drizzle of rain was weeping .on
the windows of the Form-room, Quelch
was not really likely to believe that
statement. )

“A—s fine day, sir—I—I mean, a—o
—a  wet day, sir!” gasped DBunter.
"That's all, sir! I wash't going to ask
Smithy for anything! He hasn't got
anything, thal:-yl know of! Have—have
vou, Southy, old chap?”

Quelch hardly needed tfelling more
than that! Tuck, though strictly for-
bidden in the Form-room, was net un-
commonly to be found there!

Queleh turned to the Bounder, and
bored him with gimlet eyes.

“Stand up, Vernon-S8mith.”

Tha Bounder sullenly stood up.

“Now turn out your pekets on your

desk.”
Vernon-Smith stood very still. Many
eyes turned on him curionsly, It was

lines for conveying tuck into the
Form-room. But lines ware not likely

to worey Smithy very much. Every eya
—including Quelch's—could sea  that
Herbert Vernon-8mith was worried by

something more serious than lines!

“Da wvou hear me, Vernon-Smith$”
asked Mr. Quelch, very distinctly.
SBkinmer winked at the fellows mear
him. He suspected cigarettes in the
Bounder's pockets. Porhaps Queleh did,
also. His face was growing exceedingly
grim.

Yernon-Bmith put his hand inlo his
pocket, and drew out the packet of
tﬂ{ie&, which ho laid on his desk. But it
did not end there: as, really, the
Bounder could hardly hope at it
would.

" Proceed 1" said Me.

Y That is all the tuck I have abaiit me,
gir |’' said the Bounder.

“Possibly 1  snid  Mr. Queleh.
“ Novertholess, I have directed you to
turn out wvour pockets on vour desk,
Vernon-Smith, and you will immedi-
ute]i do =0.”

There was a tense pause,

Obviously, to all the Remove, and to
their Form-master, Vernon-Smith hadl
something in a pocket that he was ex-
tremely reluctant for Quelch to see!
Billy Bunter—unintentionally and un-
expectedly—had landed the black sheep
of the Remove in a bad scrape.

“¥f vou do not obey me this instant,
Vernon-8mith—" )

Queleh's voice rumbled like distont
thunder,

Setting his lips, the Bounder drew a
folded printed paper from bis pocket,
and in eavage silence laid it on tho
desk, Thers was no help for it.

Mr. Quelch stared at that paper! Ha
picked 1t up, unfolded it, and stared at
it harder. He hardly secmed to know
what 1t was.

But the juniors knew, Tom Red-
wing’s face was deeply dismayed.

He knew, as all the fellows knew,
that it was a sheet of foothall coupons.
Once before, Tom had pitched such a
sheet into the fire, just 1n time to save
it from a prefect’s eye. But he ecould
not help his wayward chum now.

"Oh ecrumbs!® murmured Bob

uelch grimly.



Eha-ﬂl'm “The ase—it's a fair cop this
yma

“Oh crikey!” breathed Billy Bunter.

“Bilence ! . Vernon-S8mith, what i
this?* Slowly, it dawned on Quelch,
artd thunder grew In his brow. * This—
this=—— Does this mean, Vernon-Smith,
that you have been gambling on football
ools? Upon my word ! You—a school-
oy—you could not do this, Vernon-
Smgth, without the uze of a false name
and address, thus deceiving the persons

concerned. Upon my word 1"
The Bounder stood crimson and
dumb.

“Stand out befors the Form, Vernon-
Smith | :

The Bounder came stlently ont.

“Take thia paper !”

Bmithy took back the coupon sheet.

“¥ou will now proceed to the head-
master’s study,” eaid Mr. Quelch

vigtly, “This is & matter for the

ead to deal with. You will wait in
Dr. Locke’s study till he returns from
the Zixth Form room, and you will
hand him that papeér!”

In deep silence, Herbert Vernon-
Smith slipped the coupon sheet into his
pocket, and left the Form-room.

He was *“sent up to the Heead," and
his face was dark and set as he went.

“0Oh lor 1" murmured Billy Buanter,
as the door closed on the Bounder.

Bunter wished that he had never seen
that toffee—which Mr. Quelch now
toseed into the wastepaper-basket! The
Bounder was for 1it, though that
did not worry the fat junior so much as
s dismal anticipation of what the
Bounder might pass on to him, after
he was through with the Head !

Third school went on, in the Remove-
room, Billy Bunter giving less atten-
tion than ever to the acquirement of
elassical learning! He was no longer
thinking of toffee. He. was thinking,
sadly aond apprehensively, of the
Bounder's boot, and the probabili
that a little later it would land, hard,
on the tightest trousers at Greylriars
School.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Loder’s Lucky Day!
DDER of the Sixth gave a start.
Ho blinked—with hiz dark-

ened eyes| 2

. Loder was not in Form. In
his present dilapidated state Loder was
getting rather an easy time. He had
only to complain that his eyes troubled
him to bo excused from clags. Those
eyes wora getting better—they were now
mora  blue-and-green than black—but
they wore still in & rather bad state.

As Loder was a alacker of the first
wator, he did not fail to make the best
use of that excuse, so long as it lasted.
And now, as tha Head was taking the
Sizth in Thueydides, and Loder loathed
Greek, his eves had started troubling
him once more, and ~his considerate
headmasier kindly et him off,

20 there was Loder, slacking sbout
instead of working, which suited him
very well.  As ib was raining, he did
not go out of the House; and that was
how be happened to be loafing about
the passage—and, in surprise, that
speedily changed to gloating trimnph—
spn{ited o junior going inte the Head’s
studdy !

Loder had not had a lot of luck op

the Bounder’s frail, so far. But this
was an utthoped-for stroke of luek!
From a distanes, ho saw Herbert
Vernon-Smith—eaw  bhim, and watched
him, as he went to the headinaster's
Etud,}', and entercd.
His darvkencd cves glittered.

EVERY SATURDAY

“By %ad [* breathed Loder. “ By
gad! he nerve of it—by gad, the
nerve! But T've got him now '

Loder saw it aliﬁ This was Loder's
lacky day !

The uighb%mwhr had not dared to
prowl again by night! Whataver mys-

terious oh&e-_:t he had, in the Head's
never been put through.

study, ha
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Now he was at it—not by night, as
before, but in broad dayhght! Easy
enough for an artful young rascal to
make some excuse for leaving his
Form-room—a forgotten book, or a for-
gotten map. Loder had made lota of
such excuscs m his time, and he knew
all about such tricks
{Continued on next page.)

ELL, chumas, here we are
W again for another jolly:old
pow-wow !
Everybody mercy and bright? It
certainly seems so, aas there are no
letters of complaint in my mail—a
gure aign that the Magyer is keepin
u]p its high standard. What a record,
eh? Tt was on February 15th, 1908
—31 years ago, all but a few days—
when the Maewer first saw the hight
of day, and it's Deen the leading
school story I‘Paper ever since. Hats
off, then, to Frank Richards, our star
author, who has kept the flag-flying
all thias long time.

Frank Richards and I often think
hew nice it would be if we could
meet all you girls and boya in some
vast hall and have a personal chat,
But, gee, it would have to be some
ball, what! A Cup Final crowd
would he nothing compared to the
vast number of readers who never
fail to get their copy of the Maawer
first thing Saturday morning. As we
cannot possibly %E‘t topether in this
way, it's a consclation to know that
we can have a cheery chin-wag
through the medium of this corner.
It keeps us in touch with one another
in happy thought if not in the flesh.
May we always remain one cheery
band of chums.,

In my mail this week there is a
letter from a reader living in Croydon
who asks me if a “sky pilot ” has any-
thing to do with the Royal Air Force.
No, chum, most certainly not! A
“sky pilot ™ is a sailor’s nickname for
the chaplain. Here are some more
nicknames which are not so widely
known: the coxswain is “Tommy
Pipes,” the ecarpenter *Chippy,” the
electrician  “Sparks,” and stokers
“Clinker Xnockers.” “Poultice-
wallopers ¥ is the name given to sick-
berth attendants, while the doctor
bears the unkind name of “ Butcher.”
“ Moneybags ¥ is the paymaster.

The next gquery comes from Dennis
Markham, of Bexley Heath, who asks
what 1z a Public school. The ferm
“ Publie school 7 is applied to a school
where the headmaster is a member
of the Headmasters”™ Conference,
There are something like 200 schools
in Great Britain which come under
tlhiz classification, and this number
includes not only the big schools like
Fton, Harrow, and Bughby, but also

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him : Editor of the
“'Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.CA4
a large number of provineial High
and Grammar schools. Talking of

“grammar,” here's a chuekle for vou.
A certain school inspector called at
& house to make inquiries as to why
a8 boy hadn’'t been to school. The
boy himself happened to answer the
door, and the inspector asked to see

his mother. “She-ain’t in,” was the
reply. “Not nochow.” Whereupon
the inspector asked indignantly:

“Where's your grammar?” “She’s
upstairs having a lay dewn[” came
the unexpee ANBWOT.

A brief reply to Tom Harris, of
Wales, Sorry, we have no back
numbers of the Maener as far back
as 1930. With regard to your guery
as to how yon can inerease your
height, the following exercise 1 a
good ome. Directly on rising every
morning stand in front of an open
window with hands on hips. en
slowly draw into the lungs, and raise
yourself pradually on tip-toe. Next,
slowly empty your lungs and bend
your knces, keeping the trunk upright
all the while. Done every morning
about a dozen times, this exercise
will help to build up your body in
every way.

Getting near the end of my space,
30 now for a briefi say-so about next
Saturday’s attractions.

“THE HOAXING OF HACKER!"
By Frank Richards

is the title of our gramd long school
arn of Harry Wharton & Co. Horace
acker, of the Shell, more commonly
known as the “Acid Drop,” has got
it stuck in his silly head that the
Famous Five are a shady lot. 1In
consequence of this, Bob Cherry
leads the suspicious master “up the
arden ¥ with a vengeance. Laugh!
ou'll be tickled to death when you
read all about it. Therc's heaps of
amusing and awmazing situations in
this lively yarn and you'll just revel
in it. “My Page,” which will be
filled with the literary efforts of Mon-
sienr FHenri Charpentier, sparkles
with real good humour, so reserve
some laugha for it. As regpards the
“Greyfriars  Herald " —well, it's
always good, and that’s that!
Meet you all again next week,

chams, YOUR EDITOR.
Tne Macser LisRany.—No, 1,616,






DORMITORY ESCAPE
APPARATUS TO GO!

“You Won’t Save Lives Breaking

Necks!”

Says Mr. QUEL CH

Bob Cherry had a bright idea for saving lives
from the Remove dormitory in the event of a fire.
Why not, ho said, rig up a pulley and run it on a

tope between the dorm and the
nearcgb. elm trece below ¥ With a
sufficiently large cradle, chaps could
be transported from dorm to tree in a
matter of seconds. The entire Form
could be evacuated in the space of a
few minutes !

Rattling good wheeze, was the
opinion of those in whom Bob confided.
Willing helpers rallied to assist him in
turning theory into practice.

Mr. Quelch, when a ached, readily
gave the fellows permission, gsince they
wera nlt members of the school fire
squad, to carry out a gpecial survey
:}?‘ the dorm to study
methods of escape.

A rope was thrown
down to those waiting
helow. It was quickly
eccured to the stoutest
branch of the elm tree,
ond equally securely
tied to s water pipe
in the dorm. A large
linen-basket, borrowed
{without permission)
from the housekeeper,
had already bzen pro-
vided with a pulley,
:nd  within half an
hour after beginning the
*survey,”’ Hob Cherry was cheerfully
stepping into the basket for a trial run.

t was a pretty steep slope from the
dovm windew down to the tree, and as
Bob allowed the contraption to travel

: ,,Jfl-
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at its own ap®ed, it took him no longer
than three seconds to do the Jjourney.
Loud cheera signalised his safe arrival
in the branches of the elm.

What man has done, man can do, a3
the sages aptly remark. Bob Cherry,
having demonstrated that the life-
gaving apparatus worked, overybody
else wanted to have a go. Theempty
cradle was hauled back by the locse
line attached to it, and Dick Russell
came whizzing down to the tree. Tom

Brown soon followed euwit, and after
him ecame Mark Linley.

An interested crowd gathersd to
watch, and it was not long before Bob
Cherry's life-raving apparatus became
o contra of attraction for at leass half
the school. Loud cheers and oxcited

comment greeted sach man who made
the journsy,

Tho noize eventually drew Mr.
Quelch. He appeared on the grass
under the rope, locked at it, rubbed
his eyes, and then blinked. When
the cradle rushed over him, with Linley
inside it, travelling at roughly thirty
miles an hour, the beak sagged alightly
at the knees and gasped.

* What—what is thia? ** he stuttered,
grabbing Bob Cherry. “ How dare
you erect a [airground comtrivance in
the grounds of the achool T

Bob gave him an injured look. Hn

B |explained rather warmly that it was

not a fairground contrivance, but a
aﬁrluus scientifiv apparatus for saving
ife.

You might think that after that
explanation Mr. Quelch smiled ap-
provingly and passed on, loaving t
enthusiasiic life-savers to carry on the
pood worlk.

Alas ! He did nothing of the kind !

Ingtead, he gave a snort.

" If breaking necks could be regarded
aa a practical method of saving lives,
I should approve of this invention
unhesitatingly,” he remarked. * As
it i, Cherry, I must order you to
dismantle the extraordinery thing at
once—and to take carp nover to uso
it again ! "

And that ended the great experi-
ment.  Pity—but there it is !

“WE SHAN'T LOSE ON GOAL

AVERAGE!”

Says Our Special Sporting
Contributor. .. H. VERNON-SMITH

A splendid vietory by five elear
goels against Clavemont this week haa
enabled us to keep our place at the
top of the table and ed conzider-
ably to our favourable balance in goals.

Just take a look at thet goal average,
chaps !—40 goals for and 8 against!
Makes nice reading for Groyfriars sup-
poriers, what §

It there is any question of a tie for
1he championship and frst place being
decided on goal averages, wo certainly
seemr to be silting pretty at present.
Barring a serica of miracles, in fact,
Greyfriars iz going to finish tho szeason
with & goal average that is going to
make tho reat of the teams look silly !

But thet's anticipating; and it
ddoean’t da to anticipato too much, as 1
have already found severnl times this
geagon, to my sorrow !

Fesuits thiz week were pretty true
to form. &t Jim’s, by winning at
Higkeliffe, kept well in the running for
championship honours, and showed
vlearly that they have no intention of
lelling ua " wet away with it " eaeily.
Rockwood, in a * neodle ’ game with
Bagshot, won by two cleor goals and
iherchy elbowed Bagshot out of the
thind place on goal average.

" Watch Rookwood | I told you

last  week. Wo may
have to watch them
rether carefully before
the geason ends ! Jimmy
Silver’'s team bave not
lost & game asince the
early part of last termn,
and our old friend,
. “Unele James,” evident-
l%( mntends them not to lose any more,
if he ean help it,

Before we leave the subjeet of footer,
pals, kindly spare a thought for the
lowly Claremont team we trounced on
Saturday.  Occupying the hottom
position in the table and with a bare
8 points to their credit out of 13 games,
they have little over which they can
rejolce in their record to date.

They put up quile a brave show
against wz on Little Side; but they
were rather ouiclassed by our lively
team and, towards the latter end of
the game, we were doing almost what
woe liked with them.

On Wednesday, by wny of o chango,
we played a representative Shell team,
captained by Hobson,  Something
weont wrong with the works on this
occasion, and the old "uns beat us by
2 goals to 1. It went sgainst the grain
for us to leave the field losers—but as
Wingate, who acted as ref., remarked,
it was o case of Hobson’s choice |

Ag we po to press news reaches us
that arrangements have been made for
a Junior team to-mect a Higheliffe side
ab ice-hockey next Wednesday, At
last we're 1o peb a chanes to test our
progress at this sport ! Cond biz !

Tell you all about it next week,
chaps !

RESULTS.
{(Home teams are shown first.)
saturday.

Grayfriara .. & Claremont.. 0
Rookwood .. 2 Bagehot 0
Wednesday,

Abhotsford .. 2 Rookwood .. 2
Higheliffe .. 1 St Jim's 2
Ryleombe G5, 1 Bagshot .. 1
St Jude's .. 3 Rodelyffe .. 0
CHAMIIONSHIP TABLE.

Goals,
r. W.nD. Y%, F. A, DIts
1. GrryFRIARGS . 13 B 4 0 40 8 22
2. 87, Jiv's 13101 2 32 16 21
3. Roogwoop.. 13 7 8 3 28 17 17
4, BacsHor .14 T8 422 17 17
5 Hicucnrrr.. 14 5 3 6 24 28 13
C.8t.Juvpe™s .. 13 4 2 7 21 28 14
7. Anporsrorn 13 3 3 7 1€ 23 9
B. RepoLyrrFe .. 12 3 2 710 190 8
8. RyLcoMEn
a.s. .. .12 2371427 1
10. CramEvMonT .. 13 1 48 7 31 @

Replies to Readers

D, Morgan (Removel—" Whenever
there i3 anything to be done in our
atudy, I'm the one who doca all the
spade work,”

It must be consoling to vou to know
that your study-mate is & Rake !

W..B. (Hemove) —“ The beestly
booly tells me he I8 going to twist my
ﬂ[‘m-"

Frobably he is only pulling your leg.

'HOT WATERWOTTLES FOR RABBITS?

CERTAINLY!
Says TOM BROWN

Are you keeping your pets snug and
warm in the cold days, you pet-
lovers ¥ If not, why not 1
- You like a nice, warm fire for your-
selves when the snov s piling up high
gryand o biting nor’.
easter is howling dfwn the chimney,
) Probably your ' dumb
friends, too, would, enjoy the same

on the window-led
don't you ?

kind of eomfort | T

Don't tuke me toa literally, of couras,
I'm not sugpesting that you instal
your chickens on thw hearthrug in the
study or even tha you fix up an
electrio radiator in your dog-kennel,

But I do want to impress on you the
precauntions to
protect ihe animals against the cold

need for taking spec

of mid.winter,

__What's wrong, for mstance, with the
ides of warming up, the rabbit-hutch
ght with a nf chot water-bottle?
Fellows slways loowfsurprised when I

overni

Of course, you

modity.

Snoop didn't.

have sharp teeth 1

Bl

the water it had

ivicles !

sugrest guch a
thing, but it seems
an
provement on the

them to got on with
i it and Noping they'll
survive the cold, somehow or other !

cornmon sense, if yvou're lucky enough |
to have any of that valuable com.

When I put up this
hot water-bottle stunt to him, it didn't
oceur to him to consider what kind of
water-bottle he ought to use.
just collared the first hot water-bottle
he eould fnd and used that.

Tt was made of rubber—and rebbits

Tha inevitable happened ; ond when
Snoop arrived at the * menagerie !’ on
the following morning he had the
rpriseé of his hife when he found the
‘het water-bottle chewed to bits, and

down from the hutch in the form of

Making fatheaded mistakes seems
to be Snoop's speciality in connection

obvions im-

old idea of leaving

want to use your

Ho

: ing
contained hanping

ation.”

PETER TODD on—

gave him

ublic Analyst.

THRILLS AND SPILLS OF A MODEL
PL.ANE RACE!

Wheever wauld
thought it 1

That, dear rea.der, was my
unspoken comrners, as I
watched the model sroplane
racing on the downliyd near
Chif House last Wivhesday
afternoon.

When the Editer asked
mo to ' cover ' €M offpir
for the " Herald,"” h¢ picked
one to whom the hpbby of
flying modcl aeroplsnes was
an unopened hoolk.

I had & vagune ices that
therﬁ Ernulr;l a onhwds of
BraR oys present, trying
hard to fly toy capdbonrd
planes and failing t[iﬂl:l].ﬂ.lljl'
to keep them up inithe nir
for more thun o few seconds
at a time.

Believe me, I haean eve-
opener !  Instead of amall
boys, I found erowds of
earnest young ntista,
Instend of piffling Jittle
cardboard toys, I Sund im-
posing models wit a wing.
span of several feer.' Models
which could really ‘by—and
no ** meybo ” aboutiit !

There were griwn-up
officials present, all just as
seriously engaged s if they
had been superintending a
real air race, v, the

hava

Fronkl
whole thing left aston-
ished at tho E)rng.n: thot
model planes hovoe made—

and abashed at my own
ignorance on thoe subject !
Greyiriars men attended
in great numbera, and not
all of them were juniors,
either. I noticed Fitz.
gerald and Bland of
the Fifth with expen-
sive-looking modaola
appropriete teo their
exolted station; and
though the Shell were
Fﬂﬂrly represented,
heard that this was
only becanse the footer
match with the Re-
rmove had kept away
several who would
otherwise have come.
The programme was
& long one. There
were plenty of spills ;
but the thrills far out-
mimbered the epills,
and personally, as o
novice, I found myself
cntranced from start
to finish., In fact, when
the programme had ended,
I couldn’t help wishing it
was g;:ing to start all over
in
Most of Lhe contests wera
judged on a time and dis-

tonco basis, with only one

plane in the air al a time,
But tho piece de resistunce
(pardon my Fronch, chaps 1)
was o real, honest-to-good.
nexs air race, open to all

comers, with all planes
starting fromn seratch.

A prize worth winning
was put u}l—; by Chunkley's,
of Courtficld, for thia avent

—a gold medal and two
ounds in eash. And, belisve
1t or not, competition was
g0 keon as to result in dirty
work &t the crossroads on
the part of one of the
entrants,

. pkinner, of the Remove,
was the villain of the picee,
Skinner, who entered with
a magnificent model pre-
sented to him at Christmas
by a fond uncle, remembered
the family motto, ** By fair
mesnsg or foul,” and tried
to put Rake's machine out
of the race by sticking a
gummaod piees of lead to the

underside of one of the wings!

Thoe weight would cer-
tainly have unbalanced the
plane and brought it down
in & matter of seconda, But,
unluckily for Skinner, I
spotted his move and was
able to warn Rake in time
for him to unde Skinner's
work.

It's nice to be abla to
report that Rake, whose
model was entirely home-
made, won the race casily,
his plane remasining in the
pir for five minuted and
eovering a distance of nearly
half-a-mile. It’s even nicer
to be able to add that, on

returning to  Greyfriare,
Rako gave Skinner a punch
en  the nose that will

probably make him think
twice before he introduces

g'un%-ater methods in the
model aeroplans game again.

Now that my enthusiasm
for model flying has been
seriously aroused, I am going
to set to work to construct
& model plane of my own

that will all resords
and fly the Channel !

Just in case it comea down
half-way across, I shall fit
it with flonts and sails to
enabla it to finish the
journey on the water,

I am going to ask the
Editor of tha * Greyiriars
Herald ™ to publish & apecial
number to commemorate
this great flight—when it
takes place.

(We have asked the printers
to malke special preparations
Jor April 1at, 1999 /—En.)

A CHEERY CHIN-WAG
WITH THE EDITOR. ..
HARRY WHARTON

Should an Editor give his readers what they want
I fapey I hear you all responding to that question
with a hcarty * Yes, ratﬂ
much inclined to
The only difficulty is that readers don't all
want. the same thing |
'_F_:u illustrate the truth of that stotement, I
ean't do better than reproducs in their entirety two

with hig rabbit-keeping hobby. Only
. week ago he pulled a particularly boad
honer when he tried to make a new
hutch for the bunnies, I
full instructions and even provided him
with & rough plan; and yot, when I
wont along later in the day to see how
he was getting on, I found that the
chump had built the hutch round them
without evon providing a door! We
had to open the thing with a crowbar

before we could give them their sup-
perl Ah, welll

Look out for more ° menagerie™
notes from me in the near future.

“Catty " Tale From Cliff House

They say that Clara Trevlyn and
Barbara Redfern got go excited argning
about the merita of & cake cach of them
had made that they ogreed to send
both apecimens to the

They did 8o, and received the follow.
OT L i
" The Public Analyst has pleasure in
informing you that no trade of poison
has been found on either of the two
lumps of granite sent him for examin-

Erlu

And I'm w
e with you, ' N

!ett;era I received among this morn-
ing's batch of correspondence,

Here is the first :

" Dear Editor,—I am sure you will not
mind my making o few suggeations for
mproving the * Greyfriars Herald,' In
the first place, you ought to cut out your
editorial chat, Intelligent readers o any
Ea]:mr always skip the editorial, They
tnow jolly well it's bound to be a lot of
bosh, served up in highfalutin language
that nobody can understand. 1 dare say
i gives you a pleasant feeling of
Bupericrity and you probably get guite a
kick out of it on that aceount. But your
readers can well do without it,

' Another thing you ought to cut out
i8 Vernon-Smith's sporta column, The
Bounder may be a ]%und footballer ; but
as & foothall eritic he's an absolute flop.
Get rid of him! The same applies to
your new contribntor on the augject- of
achool pets—Torn Brown. Brown's
q;:tu & nice chap, but who wants to know
about pets 1 Nobody !

" While you're sbout it, you might
tell Diick Iake and Pick Russell that
t-he:,.: can’t write for toffee and that
you're taking nothing more from them.
After that, take rlr;i,* tip and fill up the
blank epaces with nﬂdlzhimtg adventure
stories, and you'll have a much improved
* Groyfriars Herald,'

“ Yours critically,
* G, BULSTRODE."

Well, 2o much for that ! Now for the
second letter !

 Dear Editor,—May T writa to offer
md:f congratulations on the paper whosa
editorial chair you grace with so much
distinetion ¥ The high standard nnfail.
ingly attained by your contributors is
something of whick you may well be
proud.

“ Your editorial chat, with its shrewd
and thoughtful comments on matters of
general interest, is 8 mode! of what an
" editorial * shonld be. The sports column,
written by my chum, Vernon-Smith, iz a
veritablo mine of information of junior
games, As a fvoter critic, the Bounder
certainly has no equal in the school,

*“Iam glad to see, too,that Tom Brown
is t0 contribute notes on keeping pets—a
eubject of absorbing interest to the vast
majority of your readers. Browny will
certainly prove a capable man to manage
this department—in fact, he is ono of my
favourite contributors to your columns,
though Dick Rake and Dick Russell ron
him wvery close,

* Bo long as you stick to your present
policy of bright ' newsy ' articleé on
achool aetivitiea by such first-rate
journalists as these, ihe * Greyfriars

erald ' will certainly go from strength
to strength !

* Yours sinceroly,

* TOM REDWING."

With conflieting views like this before
h_m}. what can an Editor, whoe aima at
giving his readera what they want, do to

please all
HARRY WHARTON,



