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HARRY WHARTON BREAKS BOUNDS!

{See the grand story of Gregfriars Schoel—inside [}



T i1z not always casy to say why this

I or that player is specially popular

- on our big football ficlds. . COne
man to whomn I put this question

ns to the scerets of popularity replied

thus: “You don't need to be o good
footballer to be FD ular., What you
need is a pair o gn.ndg legs, & bald
head, or red hair.”

‘Thé real ineaning of this remark waa,
of course, that for a player to become
popular with the onlookers thera must
be some distinguishing characteristic
about him; something which makes him
stand out so that tho good things for
which he iz responsible shall not be
eredited to some other player.

A Giant Centre~-Half!"

Now, John Henry Il the contre-
half of Burnley, has been well blessed,
even according to my friend’s definition,
Once you have seen him on the football
ficld you would never confuse him with
any other player, In the first place, ho
has what 1 have heard deseribed as the
longest legs of any footballer.  Anyway,
he stands six fect three inches alto-
gether in his socks, and that, of course,
makes him stand out above his col-
leagues nnd his oppenents. In addition,
Hill is blessed with that type of hair
which caused him- to bo named
“ Qinger I

When all ja said that can be said
about the distinguishing features of
Jeck Hill, the fnctremains that ho is
most distinguished as a real footballer—
a complete centre-half-back—and in
some respecls, at any rate, the best in
the game of these times.

It iz said that opportunity knecks ai
all our doors at least once, and that the
dilference between success and failure
Heg in our being in or nut when oppor-
tunity knocks. Opportunity knocked at
the door of Jeedk Hill much sponer then
ke or anybody else eould have expecied,
hut he teok the precaution of being “at

pme.

+ T1ill comes " fra Ducham,” ond 1t was
a3 a raw lad that Manager Bob Jack, of
Plymouth Argyle, scting him playin
there, signed iim up on & professiona
form for the Argyle. The cost to the
manager of Plymouth was a five-pound
note. I want you to bear that amount
in mind, beeause there is a note of con-
trast to bo struck a little later on.

| The Plymaouth mana?Er has told me
that he expected it would take two yeara
for Hill te develop imto a first-tcam
ma, $0 raw was he at the time he was
wigned on. DBut mnn proposes and fate
disposes. During Hill's first scazon ot
Plymouth, the Argyle had a tarrible run
of bad luck in respeet of injuries. TFirst
one man and then another had to fall
put of the team, until finally Hill simply
had to be pul in, although the mannoer
¢ ne Macxer Lisrany.—INo. 1.030.

elever taetics of Jecl: NN,

himself did not think he was ready for
omotion. But to such an extent was
ack Hill at homme when opportunity

knocked at his door that afterwards he

was never left out of the first team.

some Jump!

e began to make a name for him-
self in the Cup-ties, when in a prolonged
alfair he |'|E|E_ up Jack Cock, then of
Chelsea, and one of the most dangerous
forwards in the game,

Gradually the rawness, the erudenecss
went out of Hill's play, and in 1923—
threc years after Plymouth had paid a
five-pound note to secure his services,

JACK HILL,

the giant centre-half of Burnley, who
stands eix faet three Inches In his eocks.

This week '' Referee ! fells us of the

famous English International centre-
fridf and captain of Durnley.

the

Durnley paid five thousand pounds for
the transfer of the giant centre-half.
From being worth five pounds in 1820
to five thousand pounds 1n 192% ia some
jump, 1sn't 1t ?

~Jack Hill has jumped in othor diree-
tions, too. He has coptained England
m International matches, but somehow
or other he has come to be known as
an unlucky skipper. Things haven't
seemed to run England's way when Hill
has heen skup;:-cr of the side. That has
not been his {ault; it hes been his mis-
fortune.” In one match against Scotland
i which Hill was the captain he was
badly hurt in the first half, and had to
go to outside-left. Actually, he was 20
badly injured that lus trainer did not
want him to gi;:- back on the field at all.
That shows the spirit of the man. A
little. later, in an England against
Tretand mateh, when Jill was captain,
the England goulkeeper was hurt in the
first hall and could not resume alter the
interval.

But though in respect of International
matches Hill's luck has bean ont, he
has proved a great club man for Buen-
lev, and hﬂ_ has all the essentials of a
good captain ond a masterful centre.
half. Some of his success iz dus teo
physical gualitiee. * How can you pet
round & man with telescopic legsi” is
a guesiion one centre-forward puet to me
after nincty minttes up agaimst Hill
Another player said- " He is misnamed.
He onght not to have been called Hill,
bnt Maountain”

A Uselul Tip!

In these days centredorwards carry
tha danger-signals in most of football
attarks, and first and foremost Hill
makes it his business to sce that
apposing centre-forwards don't get too
many chanccs. I think he has come
more and more to believe that the firat
duty of 2 centre-half is to hold up the
contre-forward opposed to him. At one
time he used to go much farther for-
ward than he does now. To-day, as =
general rule, he keeps fairly well back,
and rclies on setting his own altackers
in motion with long, swinging passcs to
the wings or up the middle. But he
doesn’t just pass wildly. He finds his
man swith the ball, and occasionally
starts a2 meovement by nodding the ball
to one of his wing~half-backs, to whom
he gives the instruction:™ Hold #."

But there are times when Hill goes
right wp. If his side i3 taling & corner-
Lkiek he advances inte goal, thero to
make wvse of hit exceptional height
should the ball come towards his head.
This is a nseful tip for all tall centre-
half-backs. Hill has got several poals
i this way.

{Continucd on page £8.)



SACEED FROM OLDCROFT! Christopher Clarence Carboy weas sacked from his fast schiool! That's the rumour

ity Munfer, the Pawl Pry of Gregfriorvs, stoyvisg,

follow go fo prove that FBunter's Y rinvome ™" s fene !

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of H
Clarence Carboy, the prince .

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Black, bui Not Comely !

ARRY WHARTON stood before
H the Iwkmgaglgu in Study Neo. 1
in the Greyfriars Remove, and

] looked at his reflection therein
with deep and intent interest.” For quite
a long time Wharton hod been standing
there, gozing at the reflected faco in the
mirror. It was rather an unusuel pro-
cecding on Wharton's parf, for, though
quite a goed-looking fellow, he was not
st all conceited. Billy Bunter often
found deep shtisfaction in the " oon-
templation of his fat features in a look-
ing-glass, seeing in them much to
sdmire. Bat it was oot Wharton's way,
snd when Bob Cherry came along the
Remove passage and glanced inta the
study he stared at Wharton’s back in
surprise.

The captain of the Remove was so
absorbed that he did not hear, or heed,
Bob's footsteps, though they were far
from fairy-like. His eyes remainod fixed
on the mirror, and Bob Cherry grinned,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he roa
suddenly.

Wharton started and spun round.

“Make wyou jJump!?” asked DBob
checrily.

“Yes, you ass.”™

"Woll, I thought I'd interrupt rou
iﬁafgm you eracked the glass,” expluined

L.

“Fathead |"

Wharton turned to the looking-glass
BREAIN,

:Ad"},i,ﬁ“# the view?" asked DBob.

_ "Oh!" gjaculated Bob, comprchend-
ing suddenly. *It's the jolly old eye
you're worrying sbout,”

The fnce reflecting in the mirror was
not so pleasing to the view as it gener-
ally was. Round Harry Wharton™s lelt
eve wns & dark cirele. It was not so
prominent as it had been a fow days
sgo. It could not, perhaps, be called &
black eye. Dut obviously it had been a
hlack oye very rocently, and it was still
& deep and peculiar shade of blue.
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japers.

Mobody could have glanced at the eap-

tain of the Remove without becoming

aware at once that he had been seriously

damaged in a scrap not very long ago.
1Whurttm grunted and turned from the
o8s.

“It’s no good,” he said. *“I hoped it
would buck up and be gone by Wednes-
dﬁt%?gut— What do you think of it,

“ Behold, it is black, but not comely !”
grinned A

“Oh, don't be an ass! uelch has
gated me ¢ill this eye is well. 1t feels all
right now but it ookg——"

“Horrid 1" said Bob,

" You don’t think there's a chance ™

“Nuono.”

“And the Highcliffie match this after-

noon!” said Wharton bitterly. “I've

got to stay within gates while the team

g-ues over to Higheliffe. All that fosol
arboy's fault."

“Well, you gﬂru Carboy a worse eye
than that, and he's gated, too,” said
Bob. *You wers rather an ass to lose
your temper with the chap and pitch
into him without the gloves,™

“Filteen!" said Wharton.

“Eh? YWhat do you mean??

“That's the fifteonth time you've told
me that!” answered the captain of the
Hemave sarcastically.

"Whall, it's trua, anpyway,” aaid Bob,
a little tartly. **¥You really might have
remombered that you are football cap-
tanin, and that vou'd be wanted in tha
Higheliffe mateh to-day. You can't
axpect %uafnh to let you go out of gates
with & black eye, and I suppose you're
not keen on showing it off at Highcliffe,
either.” ]

“1 don't think it looks so bad as all
thet. I might have gob it boxing, or an

Nobody belicvea it of flrst, but the cxfraordinary cvents which

Wharton & Co., starring Christopher
By FRANK RICHARDS.

had in this study; Lut he cught to know
me well enough by this time to guess.”
, Eknb Cherry gave him rather a comic
ook.

“But Carboy wasn't so much to blamoa
as all that, old bean. He never wanted
to scrap with you.”

“No,” soapped Wharton. *“'Hoe
wanted to kecp on ragging me, without

etting what he was asking for. Any-

ow, he got it, bother him. I'm going
to try my luck with Quelehy, anyhow.”

“Good luck, old chap, though I'm
afraid thero's nothing- downg.™

Harry Wharton left the study. and
went along to the Remove staircase.
Skinner, in the Remove ﬁnaaang, RV
him a grin, his glance dwelling on Whar-
ton's discoloured eve. On the Bemova
stnircases he wncountered Billy Bunter,
who blinked at him through his big
gpectacles and chuckled.

““Ha, ha, hal"

Wharton frowned and passed on.

"1 say, old chap, bold on a minuta!"
exclaimed Buntier, catching et his arm.

“Oh, dey up!™

“It'a rathor imnportant—about tho
Higheliffa match this afterncon—-="

“What do you mean, you fat frump?"
demanded Wharton impatiently. ]

““You can't go over to Highcliffe with
that eye. Quelchy’s gated you, and I
must say he's right." said Bunter,
wageing his head soriously at the eap-
tain of the Remove. *It’s hard cheesa;
but he's right. . Can't have a Greyiriars
man showing up at another school look-
ing as if he's just been chucked out of
g pub on a Saturday night.”

atty Wharton breathed hard,

““Is that all vou've got to say?" he

asked.

“No, old fellow! You can't go over

accident at footer. Fellows have had to Hig'hc:iiﬂ'a—th?.t'n settled.  Smithy's
hlack eyea before without all this thump- ne ghmcl to captain the team—he's not a
ing fuss," patch on you—-~"

‘M'yea! DBut—" “Many thanks.™

“I'm going to ask Quelchy, anyhow,” = “Though you're not much to speak of,
snid 'W%url,un abruptly. *“Hec's had if you don't mind my mentioning it,

timo to cool down, rod jm may let ma
off. 1 can’t oxplain to him that Carboy
was entirely to blame for the scrap we

continued Dunter,
“1'hanks rgain.’
Tyr Macwer Lisrany.—No. 1,080,
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“I've been thinking it over, and I've
thought of a way out,” explained
Bunter. “I'll go in your place. See?™

“{What 1" |

“Now that you've got to stand out
yoursolf I don't ste w l;.r you can't give
up your usual system of keeping me out
of the matches!* said Bunter, blinking
at Wharton, “Play the game, you
know—just this cnce, at least. Give a
fellow a chance. I'm willing to skipper
-the team this time, and I'll undertake
to knock Higheliffe into s cocked hat.
What do you say "

“Fathead 1"

“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Go and eat coke!” .

Wharton tramped on down the stairs,
leaving William George Bunter blink-
ing after him indignantly., Obviously—
to Bunter—the captam of the Remove
was as jealous as ever of his amazing
form at Soccer.

“Beast " howled Bunter, after Whar-
.ton's departing figure.

Wharton went on.

*¥ah! Yon come back here, and I'll
givo you another eye to match the ona
you'ie gobt!"” roared Bunter.

Wharton turned round om the stairs.
Tt was not necessary to ascend; ‘turning
round was enough for Bunter, The Owl
of the Remove bolted up the staircase
and disappeared into the Remove
passage. Wharton, with a laugh, turped
again, and resumed his way to Mr.
Queleh's study. Billy Bunter, in an un-
fortunate moment for himself, bolted
into the Remove passage, just as Bob
Cherry was coming out of the doorway
of Study Ne. 1,

Crash!

8
a Gﬂﬂﬂp Ill
Bob Cher
William

wove on the :
“Hallo, hslle, bhallo!” said Bob

cheer;:f, grinning down at the fat and

Pre:t ess figure that sprawled at his

Cex,

“Groooogh I”

“Whet's thia game 7"

' {}ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂh i” ;

“Like to try it a;§a.in e

*Mmmmmmmm "

“Ts thot Esperanto or Dutch
“Gurreergg!” | gasped Bunter.
“Beast! Ooooch! I'm winded—oooh!
Mooh!” He scrambled to his  fect.

“Gug-gug-gug! Ooooh!”
"'ﬁﬁﬂu‘ WEI;I: o smack on the back, old
fat bean!” said Bob. “Stand steady—

stood like a rock.
a;nrga Bunter broke like a

here goes!  Ono jln“}r good helty
emack-——— Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where
are you goingi"
Put Bunter was gone,
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Leave |
o ARBOY ! Well #¢
The tonme in which Mr.

Quelch uttered those waords
indicated that it was not well;
indecd, that it was far from well.’

He frowned at Christopher Clarence
Carboy.

The master of the Greyiriars Remove
had two reasons for feeling snnoved.
In the first place, Carboy's eve wus
blackened, &nd his nogte red and
awollen, In the second place he had
come to Quelch's study, az the Form
master easily guessed, to ask for leave
out of gates. Mr, Quelch was af the
fifth paper out of a pila of thirty which
he had to correct.. He did not desire
to be interrugted for frivolous rcasons.

S0 Lo shot his question at Christophicr
fL:l;.ﬁ:enﬂa Cerboy lika & bullet from a
ri &

Tre Micuer Lisnarny.—No. 1,080.

“FExeuse me,  sir—" murmured

Carboy,

“Well 7 1 )

“It's a haif—hnllﬂi:i this afterneon,
sir,” sald Cerboy meekly.

“¥You can scarcely suppose that I am
unaware of that circumstance, Carboy !
rapped Mr. Quelch,

“Nunno, 'sir! Please may I go out of
gates ™

“I have already told you, Carbay.
that yvou may fo out of gates whon your
disfigured and disgraceful countenance
shall have resumed its normal aspect!”

% Yes, sir. But—*"

HXo Gre?rinu boy ia allowed to
show himself in public with & bluckened
and swollen face, Carboy! You should
be ashamed of desiring to do so. Both
you and Whearton are detained within
gates until all the signs of a very brutal
conflick have disappeared.”

“The fart i1s, sip——"

“That will do, Carboy!™

Mr. Quelch turned again to his stack
of papers.

“0h, sir!” murmured Carbay.

“I have nothing more to say, Carboy !
You are gated until your face i fit to
be geen in publis again.”

Carboy gave his Form master an
oppealing look. It was wasted on Mr,
Quelch, whose eyes were on the heap of
Lautin exercises. Blowly the new junior
of Greyiriars moved to the door,

As he reached it Mr. Quelch looked
up.  Stern gentleman as the ‘Remove
master was, a human heart beat under
his ecrusty exierior, ms his boys often
discovered with surprise.

“Carboy, I cannot excuze you or give
won leave. Wharton, the head boy of
my Form, is detained also within gates
for the same reason—I cannot have two
woights and measures. A Form master
must be just. ¥ou may go.”

“Yeg, sir, but—"

“Close the door after you, Carboy!™
satd the Remove master in o tone of
finality.

The new junior left the study and
closed the door. As he went slowly
and dismally down Masters passage
Harry Wharton came in sight from the
other end, coming up towards Mr.
Queleh’s hlur:"l:f.

Carboy grinned. He guessed that the
captain of the Remove was on the same
errand. .

Wharton glanced at him and avertcd
his glance at onte. He was not on
s‘penﬁing terms with Carboy, He did
not want to see him; and he was
annoyed to see him in Masiers passage.
If Carboy had just been bothering
Quelch for leave, it probably lessened
Wharton's own chance. And leave for
Wharton was important, as the cap-
taincy of the football eleven at the
Higheliffe match depended om it. i

“Nothing doing!” said Carboy. with
a jerk of his head towards the study he
had left.

He cheerfully ignored the fact that

Wharton was not on speaking fterms:

with him.

“We'ro both for it!" he added. "I
say, wo were o pair of fatheada to biff
each other to this extent. What?”

“Yon shouldn't have asked for 1t

“You mean, you shouldn’t have got
vour silly back up over a practical
jokea!” grunted Carbai.

Wharton shrugged his shouldevs.

“That's a matier of opinion.” he
answered. “Anyhow, wa needu't dis
enss it, Keep your fool japes for those
who like them, and it necedn't happen
again.*

“Nobody ecemz  to  like  them.”
grinned Carbay., “It was the same ab
niy last school. A fellow with a sense
of humour doesn’t get & chanee, look

at the wayv DBolsover major cut up
rusty, because.he smashed his own silk
Lat tainking it was mine. Lock at the
fuss Skinner made, because he found
pepper in the uﬁarﬂttca he keeps in his
study. Even Hurree Singh, who's o
good-tempered chap, got his back up
when he received a whitewash brush as
& present. There's no sense of humour
in the Remove, Look here,” went on
Carboy, suddr:nl:l,; changing the subject
as Wharten, with very obvious impa-
tience, wonld have pushed past him,
“What happenz to a man who clears
out, forgetting that he’s been geted by
hiz Form master?”

“That depends! Anything from six
from & Form master’s cane to a Head's
licking.”

“Oh, my hat and umbrella! That
ineans a fogging 1"

'I-l'l;m”

"Blessed if I den't chanca it

gronted Carboy. “Look here, I hesr
that vou're booked for a footer match
at Highcliffe this afternoon. Are yom
going to c¢hance hopoking it, if Quelch
won't let you off ¥

“That’a my bizney "

With that curt answer, Wharton
moved round Carboy apd walked on
down the passage. Christopher Clarence
Carbov stared after him.

“Bulky az2! he commented, and
went on his way.

Harmy Wharton &nocked at Ar.
ueleh’s  door, and an excecdingly

arp voice bade him enter,

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet ¢yea fixed on him
as he came into the study. Over those
gimlet eyes the Form master's brow
waz grimly wrinkled.

“Wharton! Well#*

Mr. Quelch guessed what wns coming,
His look was more than sufficient to
tell that he was going to refuse,

Wharton e-:}mfyreued his lips. He
detested asking favours of anyone, most
of all a favour that was almost certain
to be refuzed. But he had made ap hia
mind to i,

* Exeuse me, sir. ‘This afternoon——"

Mr. Quelch raised his hand.

“If you are about &0 ask for leavae
out of gates, Wharton, you may savae
vour breath. Corboy has slready made
the same request, and has been refused.

cannot  have two weights and
measures.”

“The case is rather different, sir. Thae
Remove eleven playz at Higheliffe this
afternoon, and I am captain of the
eleven. I tshould like leave to go to
Highcliffe for the mateh.”

“1 am sorry. Wharton!" Mr. Queleh
showed =ome signs of compunetion, but
he was qute firm. “I could not
approve of your presenting yourself at
another school with your face in its
present disgraceful condition. I should
not care for Higheliffe bovs to suppose
that Grevfriars bovs bruise pne another
like pugilistz. You should feel this
vourself.” )

“Just for the match, sir!” said Harrv,
“AWN the fellows think 1 ought to be
there.”

“As T have alreadv refused Carbov,
Wharton, T cannot possibly acecde. T
am xorry, bot ithe matter is at an end.™

“Yery well, sir.”

The captain of the Remove would not
Elem:l further. He left the study, with

iz lips tightlr shur.

Carboy, loitering at the corner of the
aAssAge, dgat'e him & look of inguiry as
18 Pafzed.

“ Anything doing " he asked.

“3ind vou own business.™

“ Hoity-toity 1" grinned Carboy. -

ngpy Wharton went on his way to
the changing-room, where he found moss
of 1he Remove [ootballers
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*“1 jolly well hope that Quelchy will find cut that you've gone ont of gates, and drop on you I ** bawled Bunfer. *“ It will

sorve you right, Wharion !

I—— Oh crikey ! '* The Owl of the Remove broke off

suddenly, as a hand dropped on his

shoulder. Then he almost fell down, as he blinked round at Mr. Quelch ! (See Chapler 3.}

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Have you put it
ko uelch{l‘:' " asked Bob Cherry.

*“Yea, othin dﬁinﬁ”

“Rotten ! said Frank Nugent.

“The rottenfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Dash it all, Quelchy might havo
strotched a point,” growled Johnny
Bull. * ¥You were & howling ass to bag
an oye like that!"

“Oh, cheese 1it1" snapped Wharton.
“I've heard enough about that. It's all
that new cad's fault.”

_ “Rot! He never asked you fo fly out
in a silly temper—"

“ Look hersa—"

“My esteemed chums,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “the angry
jawfulness will not mend the cracked
githr that goes longest to the well

peech is silver, but silence saves a
stitch in time, as the English proverb

aays "

“Good old English proverb |”
chueltled Bob.

“Ha, ha, hat”

"Waii, if you een't come, Wharton,
who's going to captain the teami"
asked Herbert Vernon-Smith,

Bmithy was not looking displeaszed, for
he knew the answer to that quesiion.
Mo doubt he was sorry for Wharton, but
he was not sorry that he was going to
captain the Remove eleven at the High-
cliffa match.

Wharton's face set grimly.

“] haven't said I can't come,” he
answerced. ]

“¥ou've said that Quelchy won't lct
you off.’

" That doesn’t amount fo the same
thing."

The Bounder whistled, All the
fellows in the changing-room became
Erave at once,

“I say, it will be jolly serious to cut
out of gates, especially after asking
Quclechy and being refused,” said Bob.

“I know ‘that."

“Head boy of the Form, too," said
Hazeldene. “It's not the right thing to

“Yeas, but the match—
_"Well, your job as skipper 3 more
tmportant than that.”

Whartons lip curled. If he stood out
of the eleven a npew man would be
wanted to make up the team, and that
man would have been Hazel. That
little circumstance accounted for Hagel's
sudden and unaccustomed regard for
the “right thing.”

“I'm pgoingl"” said Wharton curtly.
“Quelchy has no right to interfere with
games fixtures. Other Form masters
wouldo’t. If he finds it out, and there’s
a row, I can stand it."

My esteemed chum—" murmured
Hurres Singh.

“It'a aetiled |™

“I don't like the ides,” said Johnny
Bull. "It's too risky.”

“I'm not asking wou to take the risk,”

" Oh, I-:eei[; your blessed temper!"” ox-
claimed Johnny Bull warmly. “XKeep
r}t"Eur Carboy. Your pals don't want

“I'd think it over a bit, Wharton,"
said. Mark Linley, in his quiet way.
““ After all, you're head of the Form, as
Hazel said, and—"

“I'm gﬂiﬂg,"

“ And suppose Quelchy sees you going,
and hooks wou hack by the ecollar?™
inquired Hazel sarcastically.

barton made no reply to that. He
left the changing-room, leaving the
fellows there in a buzz of excited discus-
!‘:nﬂ‘-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Talks Too Much !

ARRY WHARTON stood at the
H window- of Study No. 1, looking
down Into the quad. His face

was deeply thoughtful, and not

very happy., His mind was quite made
up. After what he had said in the
changing-room, he could not ssibly
draw back, But a very little reflection
showed him how serious the matter was.
Hazel's remark had only annoyed him,
but he knew. very weall that more was
expected, of the head of the Form than
of mny other fellow in it, and rightly

80,
It was not for the head boy in the
Remove to set the example of indisei-
line and disobedience. Neither was
‘harton, as a rule, the fellow to act
with such recklessnels. But he was feal-
ing sore and savage, and felt that he
had been unjustly treated, And he waa
wanted at Highclife. Courtenay's
team, as he knew, was at the top of its
form, and the ove nceded their best -
men in the field. Dropping Wharton,
and putting in Hazel, might quite i-
bly mean a defeat for Greyfriars. Even
the fellows who regs him a= fool-
hardy and reckless were glad that he
was going to be there, at all events.
After all, it was not lik ta como
out.. He was gated, but that gating
allowed him the wids limits ﬁ% tha
school nets for the afternoon, It
was quite unlikely that he would have
caught BMr. Quelch's eye, even if he had
remained within gates. The Remove
master, who was not likely to ses him
if he remained within gates, was there-
fore not likely to miss him if he went
out of gatea. It was only mecessary to
THE Macrer Lorary.—No. 1.080.
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oing, and that was
casy enough. Bob Cherry was taking
his foothall things along. Wharton was
to slip out guistly over the Cloister wall,
and rejoin the party at a safe distance
from Greyiriare l'fa would be back in
time for tea and call-over. Any fellow
in the Remove, certainly, could have

iven him away, but no feIIm\: was
Ekely to do so. Fellows in other Forms
who ‘might see would not concern them-
selves n%raut. the matter—in fact, were
not likely to know that he was galed at
all.

After all, whero was the risk?

The punishment was certain to be
severe in case of discovery. Carboy, il
he “holted,” would doubtless get six
from Mr. Queleh. The head boy of the
Foric would be reported to the head-
master for a Ho mi,_ and would most
likely be deprived of his position as head
of the Form. He would be in the Ferm
maoster's black books, and that worried
Wherton more than the punishment,
Heo respected Mr. Quelch, and desired
to stand well with him, though he
assuredly thought that his Form master
wad in the wrong in the present instance.
It was not his fault that that japing ass
Carboy had asked for trouble. ~Mr.
Quelch had sentenced both offenders to
gating, doubtless considering that sen-
tenee impartial. It did not seem 1mpar-
tial to Wharton, whose opinion was that
Carboy was wholly to blame for the
trouble.

Anybow, the die was cast now. He
was going.

But from the bottom of his heart he
hoped that his escapade would not come
to Mr. Quelch's knowledge.

The foolballors were starting now,
annd Wharton was wat-chinﬁ themn from
the window of the study. Iie was to let
them pet clear away hefore he made a
move himeelf. The spot where they
were to wait for him was arranged, and
they were starting early to allow pﬁent_u;
of time. It was more than probable
that Mr. Queleh’s eye would be upon
them when they went, to make sure that
their skipper did not go with them.
Quelchy cllﬁ pot, perhaps, understand
how impoftant & football fxture was to
his Form, but he understood quite well
what the gated oaptain of the eleven
would befeeling like. And a grim, sarcas-
tic smile came over Wharton's faco as he
saw the rather angular figure of Mr.
Queleh appear in*the quad, snd saw that
Yo was speaking to some of the foot-
ballers. Tho Rermove mastér remained
in sight only for a few moments, and
went into the Howse agam.

“] say, old fellow!” :

Wharton turned from the window at
the sound of Billy Bunter's fat voice.
The Owl of the Remove rolled into the
doorway of Etuﬂg_ﬂﬂ- 1

avoid being scen

“Not gone yet " ho asked:

“Do Igluuk as if I were gone, fat-
hend ¥’

“Don't bo ratty, old chap,” gsaid
Bunter. “I say, you're getting jolly
ratty lately, ever since that chap Carboy
came. Of course, he's 8 beast. Ho
kicked me—""

*Good 1"

“T've told

ou hoa was turned out of
his last mhm{-_-—-”

““{h, cheese it!"

“1 happened to see. & letter from his
father, by sheer chance—"

“Dey up, for goodnest’ pake!”

“Well, .82 you'ra down on him, I
thought you'd be glad to know,” said

Bunter. ““Of course, I'm not giving
him away. I've told a few friends—in
eonfidenca.”

“Are you wound up?”
*MNow, look here, Wharton ™
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said

IS S

Bunter, wagging a fat forefinger im-
pressively at the captein of the He-
mﬂ{;'e. L “About the Highcliffie match
anfde—""

“Liive us a rest!”

“"You're gated! You know you arc!
I've offered to captain the tcam in your
place! My opinion is, that at such &
tirne as this, petty personal jealousy of
a superior player should be put astde.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“DBlessed if I see anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter peevishly, “DBe a
sportaman! Give a man a chance.
You're always ragping me to turn up at
gamc—s practice, though you know 1
on't need practice like other fellows.
I've made you an offer.”

“Fathead I

“You're gated!” went on Bunter.
“You're going to cut, all the same.
don’'t approve of it. It's bad form!”

T Ehllt- up !:I-I

“"Quelchy would be as mad as =&
hatter if he knew. He thinks a lot of
you—goodness knows why! I never
could account for it; but he does. That
will make him all the madder if he
finds out that wyou've hooked it, and
you're lsughing at him in your sleeve.
You know how mad he was the time I
hooked it to go to the circus. He will
be madder with you. You'll get a
Beak's licking.”

“Will you ring off,

“T want you to do .the right thing”
said Bunter, with dignity. “TI'm a
better footballer than you are—between
ourselves, you may as well admit it
What's the good of gammoning when
there’s nobody to hear? Now, my ad-
vice to you i3 te stay within gates,
That's your duty, T'll take your place
at Highelifie, so it will be all right,
Dash 1t all, so long as we beat High-
cliffe, what does your personal swank
matter?”

“You frabjous ass!”

“Look here, 'Yes'
hooted Bunter.

“No, idiot!”

HThen I jolly well hope that Quelchy
will find out that you've gone out of

uu asgT"

or rNul?"

gates, and drop on youl!” bawled
Bunter. "It will serve you jolly well
right! T jolly well hope he will keep
an eye open this afternoon and spot
that vou're  missing! I— Oh
crikey !

Bunter broke off suddenly as a hand
dropped on his shoulder ms he stood in
the doorway of Study Neo. 1 making
those hopeful remarks.

He almost fell down sz he blinked
round at Mr. Quelch,
“Ow!” he gasped. “Oh! My hat!
1—I didn't heer you coming, sir! I—I
i‘n;an, ,;[~I wasn't saying awything. 1

Mr. Queleh hooked Bunter out of the
doorway, His face was like iron. He
stepped  inte  the doorway himself,
Bunter blinking at him in ufter dis-
may. Certainly Bunter hid had no in-
tention whatever of giving the captain
of the Remove awsay to the Form
master—though he had done so very
effectually. He ‘had not had the
remobest idea that Mr. Quelch might
be coming up to the Hemove passage.
What the dickens did the beast want in
the studies on & half-holiday? And he
had not heard the master’s foolsteps,
the sound of his own dulect voice filling
D T say, sir2” b d. “I sey, I

“I—1 say, sir!” he gasped. “I say,
—J] wasn't sayving that Wharton was
going to eut, sir—*

“What 1"

I—I—I mean,” stuttered Bunter, "I
—1I mean, I was only joking, sir! The
fellows ain’t going to wait for Wharton

on Courtfield Commeon, sir! Nothing
of the kind, I assure you, sir!"

" ¥ou may go, Bunter!”
0w ! Yes, sir, But I assure you,
sir, that—"

“ Qo1 thundered Mr. Quelch,

And Bunter jumped and went, feeling
that he had done hia best for the cap-
tain of the Remove. And Mr. Quelch,
standing in the doorway of Study Ne. 1,
fxed ‘hiz eves on Whartoen's troubled
face, with a look that rescinbled that of
the fabled basilizk.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Loder on Duty !

b HARTON I

“Yes.

Harry.

“1 came heres, Wharton,
te speak to you,” zaid Mr, du:ﬂeh, in &
deep and rumbling voice. “I came to
glve you & very serious warning, feel-
ing that vou might, in spite of my
strick orders, be tempted to go out of
gateg thiz afternoon, I loarn. by acci-

ent. that such iz your intention.”

Wharton was silent.

“You do not deny it, Wharton "

No reply.,

The babble of William George Bunter
had fully oenlightened the Remove
mastér, To deny was useless, even had
Wharton been capable of denying the
truth,

"1 truzt,” resumed Mre. Quelch, in his
most rhagisterial manner—"I trust,
Wharton, that, on reflection, you would
have abandoned this intention.”

It was uscless to speak. Wharlon had
not abandoned his intention: but he
certainly could mnot tell his Form
masfcr =0.

1 shall take measures, however, to
seo that you are not guilty of such an
act of disobedience,” said the Hemove
master sternly.  “Tnstead of being
allowed the freedom of the school pre-
cincts, . Wharton, youn will, for this
alternoon, be confined to the House™

Wharton breathed hard. )

*1 shall myself be absent during a
part of the afternoon, but I shall re-
quest & Sixth Form prafect to sea that
you do not leave the House.”

Mr. Quelch paused for
There was no reply. :

“In the event of your leaving the
House on any pretext whatsoever,
Wharton, you will be reported to Dir.
Locke for = Hogging, snd I shall de-
priva you of vour position as head boy
of the Form.” Mr. . Quelch’s voice
grew harsh. The junior's silence irri-
tated him. “DBear that in mind! I
will now leave you to your reflections,
Wharton.”

Mr: Quelch rustled away from the
study.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“That puts the lid on!” he muttered,

Mr. Quelch's solemn warning did not
fail to produce an effect on the captain
of the Remove. But it did not alter
his intention, It was, in_fact, too late
for him to change his mind now. The
footballers were gone, and they would
wait for him on Courtfield..Common,
He could not keep them waiting thero
in ignorance of the fact that their
skipper was. not coming, after all. He
could not retreat from the position he
had taken up—at all events, it geemcd
to him that h= could not, His face
coloured at the thought of figuring as a
fellow who boasted that he would go.
Form master or no Form master, and
then changed hizs mind from fear of the

CONSoquences, _
Wharton et hizs teeth hard. He

sir 1" muttered

& Teply.
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would go if it meant & Bogging; if it
weant the sack, be would go!

But if it had been nccessary to bo
cautions before, it was doubly noces-
sary now. He would not take move
chances than he could help.

Ten minutes later, from the study
window, he saw Mr. Queleh going down
to the gates. As the Form master had
stated tirat he was going out that alter-
nooun, it was only wiso to wait till be
was gone, and Wharton was glad to see
him disappear. No doubt he had
alrcady spoken to a Sixth Form prefect,
and Wharton wondercd which one 1t
was. If it was pood-natured old Win-
gale, or a carcless fellow like Gwynne,
ha would not have & very strict wa
to guard against. His heact sank as
he heard footsteps in the Remove pas-
sage, and his old enemy, Loder of the
Bixth, looked in.

Loder stared at him.

“0Oh, you're still here!” he said.

‘»‘m’hnt:ﬁn raized his c::ei:ruws. Eia
was 1o iving any points away to
Gerald Loder. g Fu‘

“T'm gated!” he cxplained,

Loder grinned.

“1 Lknow that. Quolch has jusp asked
mo to see that you don't clear out of
the Housa this afternoon.’

“Ian't that rather unusual " yawned
Wharton.

“Well, I'm going to keep an eye on
you, you blackguardly-looking yeung
bruiser, As %Chappen to be swotting
Latin this afternoon, 1 shall be in till
Quelch comes back.” i

Harry Wharton laughed invelun-
tarily. If Loder was staying in that
afternoon, he could guess how much
“swotting ” the sportsman of the Sizth
was likely to do. A pamo of banker in
his study with Walker or Carne was
much more likely. The manners and
customs of tho sportive Loder were not
s0 unknown as be supposed in the
Lower School. .

“Like mc to come and sit in the
study, then?” asked Harry.

Ho knew that that was a ssfe offer
to make. Loder's occupation that after-
noon was guite unlikely to be ono that
would bear inspeetion by a junior.

“No fear !” gaid Loder. “I don't like
fags hanging about my study. What
time does your precious footer match at
Highcliffe begin "

“ Kick-off at three.” .

“Well, I'll drop into this study at
three thirty,” grinned Loder B
vou're not here, I'll take it for granted
that you've cut, and you'll ba reported

absent to Quelch when he comes in”
“(i::ek:h as allowed me the frecdom
of the House. He's not told me to

stick in this study.” ’

“8uit yourzelf. I'm telling you to be
in this study at three-thirty. If you're
not, you'll take the consequences.”

With that Gerald Loder walked away
whistling down the INemove passage.

Loder had a little select party in his
study that afternoon, and certainly did
not want & junior butting in there. But
he was quitec willing to leave his friends
for & few minutes to see that the gated
junior was not gone. Loder ol the
Sixth was not, as a rule, a very dutiful

refect; but he waz going to do his
Eut:.r on this ocension very meticulously.

He had many old scores against tho
captain of the Remove, and this was &
case where duty became a pleasure.

Harey Wharton waited till his foot-
steps had died away,

hen he left the study also.

His face waes set.

To get away to the football match at
Hi rhjiﬁ.‘g undizcovered was now 1mpos-
sthle. The mateh would be going on st
three-thirty, when Loder would come up

to the Remove to look for him. Loder
would find him absent.
might not loock about the House for

im,  In any case, his absence would be
reported. Wharton if he went to High-
clifie, went with the certain knowle
of discovery, and consequent punish-
ment.

And he went. All the obstinacy of
his nature was roused now, and he did
not even think of changing his mind.
His only care now was to get away un-
seen g0 that he could not be stopped
and brought back, Later discovery was
& certainty, and could not be prevented.

Loder and Carne and Walker were
gathered in Gerald Loder’s study busy
with their game of banker and iheir
cigarettes, ten minutes later, when
Wharton Bli[lj.‘pnd vietly from a side
door and hurried away into the
Cloisters, Loder had no intention of
leaving his little game until halfpast
three. If Wharton was in the Remove
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passage at that hour, it would be clear
that he had not bolted, and could not
have gone to the Highcliffe match. If
e was not there the reverse would be
the case. Only a few minutes of Lodor’s
valuable time would beo required to
sscertain. one way or the other. So
until three-thirty Gerald Lader dis-
missed the gated junior from his mind,
and devoted his attention to cigarettes
and banker.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Breaking Bounds !

QU ™ muttered Harry
Wharton,

Y
He had scudded quictly
through the old Cloisters to a
certain spot in  the ancient wall,
screencd by trees and ereepers, where
old erumbled bricks made chimbing cas
to an active fellow. It was a spot wel
known to most of the school, and had
many advantages for a fellow breakin
bounds. It was secluded, screened, an

He might ar

accessible to & climber. Getting oub of
tho school precincts at that spot was
stmple. But when Wharton arrived
there he found that he was not the onl
Remove man who had thought of it
that afternoon.  Christopher Clarence
Carboy was nosing along the ivied wali,
ﬁ‘ﬂldﬂllﬂﬁ looking for the spot of which
he had heard in the Remove, but wilth
which, being & mew fellow, he was as
yet unacquainted.

Carboy looked round quickly as he
heard "Wharlon's footsteps under the
old deserted stome arches, and looked
relieved when he saw that the nowcomer
was only & junior.

M You!” repeated Wharton, knitting
his brows.

Carboy grinned.

" Little me,” he assented. "I was
afraid for & mioute that it was Quelch
on the trail."

“Quelchy’'s gope
Harry curtly.

“More power to his giddy elbow,”
snid Carboy. “It's all serene, then.
I suppose you, as an old hand, know
the jolly-old place where a fellow can
scoot out of bounds 1

“Yes™

“Of course, that's your game, too,"
grinued Carboy, “ Well, go ahead, I'm
after you! I'tn going down to Court-
field; and I suppose you're booked for
Highelitfe and footer, I hope you'll
have & good game, and get back with-
cut being spotted.”

“ Not likely,” said Wharton bitlerly.
“Why not, if Quelchy's pone outy”

" DBecause he's asked Loder of the
Sixth to see that I don't get out of
the House.™

Carboy whistled.

“Then you're an ass to go! You're
certain to be nailed !

“1 know that."

“Is & footer match worth it7”

* I've said I shall go, end I'm going
Wharton's lip our ed. “If it's any
satisfaction to you, Carboy, you've
landed me for a Head's Aogging, and
the chuck from being head of the Form.
That's what I shall get when Loder re-
ports me absent.”

“And you're going all the samo?l”
asked Carboy, with a curious glance at
Wharton's sot face,

“Pm geoing.”

“l don't see that it's my [eult,” said
Carboy, after & pause. " You'tre gated
for your black eye. You gave me one,
too. And it was you started the fight
in the study last week, 1 never wanted
te scrap with you. I never expectcu
you to get your rag out as you did over
a jape.

Yharton made no answer to that.
He moved along the old wall. Carboy
followed humn.

“ Look here, Whaerton,” he said, with
& touch of earnestness in contrast with
bhis usual airy flippant manner, “1
never meant any harm japi ou, and
I'm sorry it's ﬁ:d to ﬁ‘llptﬁuftrc:umu.
I wish you'd take a tip from me and
stay in thizs afternoon. 'E'ou’ve got your
back up now; but you'll be sorry when
o find  yourself in Quelchy's black

ooks for the rest of the term.”

“ Possibly. I'm poing, all the same.”
_ "Perhaps Loder will forget all about
it," said Carboy hopefully. “1 haven't
seen much of him; but the fellows say
he's a slacker, and isn't keen om his
work as a prefeet.”

“That's true cnough; only he hap-
ens (o have & down on me,” answered
Vharton, “He's ordered me to be in
my study at half-past three. That's
becanse we kick off at Higheliffe at
three, He will go to my study, and [
shan't be there.'

Ture Maoxer Lasnany.—No. 1,080,
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“Then it's an absolute cert that you'll
be lagged "

“Quite,”

“You must be & duffer to cut, then”

“It will be something for wyou to
glns:t over, anyhow,” said Wharton sar-

onically. " ¥You've been againzt me
everT since you came to Greviriars, for
no reason that I know of. ow you'll
have the satisfaction of seeing me
ﬂ;:gged and disgraced. I wish you joy
of it.”

Carboy flushed.

“I've not been against you,” he said.
“ As a matter of fact, [ rather like you
personally.”

Wharton stared at him,

" You've chosen a jolly queer way of
showing’ it, then,” he replied dryly.

“Perliaps s0. You carry your head
50 high that & fellow simply can't resist
ﬁllmg your leg a little,” grinned Car-

y. “¥You don't seem to be able to
take a joke, either.”

“Not your sort of joke, certainly.”

Wharton helgm to climb the wall
Christopher Clarence Carboy stood and
watched him with a very uneasy ex-
pression on his face.

"I wish you wouldn't go,” he said,

ar Euhh‘!ﬁh !J!‘
. Wharten c¢leared the old wall, and
dm&md on the other side. Carboy
could hear the sound of running feet
that died away in & few moments, The
captein of the Remove was gone.

Carboy knew now the spot he had

been seeking. He had only to follow
the way Wharton had gone. Bulb he
did pot elimb the wall. He stood with

his hands in his pockets, staring up at
1t undecided.

“Tho ass!" he muttered aloud. *The
pilly ass! He will get it fairly in the
neck for this, It's not-my fauft."

Perhaps it was not Carboy’s fault; but
his conscionce was 'not quite at ease,
For long minutes he stood stering at
the wall, and then he turned and walked
away through the Cloisters., Apparently

e had ﬁ:’_ﬁn up his idea of breaking
bounds that afternoon.

“I say, old fellow!” Billy Bunter
met the new junior as he sauntered
across the gquad towards the House.
“You haven't hooked it, then "

“No, assl”

“Wharton was just going to when
Quelchy spotted him,"” grinned Bunter.
“0ld Q‘uﬂlrh]y wae frightfully wild,
I say, I've looked in_the study and
Wharton ain't there. My belief is that
he's hocked it. He will get it right in
the neck. I heard Quelch telling Loder
to keep an eye on bim. ¥You know
Loder. He's a benst. He will fmriﬁ
&lﬂnt if he geta Wharton landed wit

& Beak., Ha, ha, ha "

“You cackling ass!" grunted Carboy.

“Oh, really, Carboy, you know you'll
be iﬂ!iti; gl if he gets the chopper!”
giggle ”untar. “1t’s just what you
want—

“You burklin
boy angrily. *
thing of the sort

Bunter winked a fat wink.

“Gammon " he said. “You can't
stuff me, you know. You'll be jolly glad
when Wharten's up before the Besk,
and I say— Yoooop!*

Billy Bunter made that final remark
as Carboy grasped him by his [at
:hﬁulﬁen nmf zat him down in the quad
bt 1440 8

“QOwl"” rvared Bunter. " Beast!”

Christopher Clarence Carboy wallked
on to the House, his brow more thought-
ful and worried than ever. The captain
of the Remove was indubitably hooked
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ass 1" exclaimed Car-
%",12' should I want any-

for punishment and disgrece, and Car-
boy could not help feeling that it was—
in part, at least—hts fault. And it
worricd him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Highelille Maich !

“-HALI#]. kallo, halla! Here he
15 .
esteemed Whar

[ 1] MJ'
ton—-"

“You've done ik, then”

“1.think you're an aszs3,” said the
Boundar.

A silly-ass ! remoarked Hazeldene.

“Well, I'm here,” ssid Hoarry Whar-
ton quietly, "and now, the sooner we
get on to Higheliffe the better.™

* ¥es, rather !’ agreed Nugent.

The brake was waiting on the road
over Courtfield Common. The Remaoveo
faotballers had been waiting some time
for Wharton, debating meanwhlo
whether he would turn up or not. That
guestion was settled by the appearance
of the captain of thea Remove.

Most of the fellows were glad to see
him. The Bounder was a little disap-
pointed; Hazel was irritated. Buf the
general feeling was one of relief that
the captain of the Remove would be

resent at a match which all the foot-

allers knew would be hotly contested.
They had not wanted him fo take the
risk, but as he had taken it they were
undoubtedly glad that he waa there.

The brake rolled on to Higheliffe,

They arrived at Higheliffo %chml in
good time, and were cheerily pgreeted

Al e et e e o e ol e e e -

I - SEE - ALL

il e e s e e - At i <~ e s

by Frank Courtenay
junior captain. Perhaps Courtenay's
glance lingercd for a second on Whar-
ton's discoloured eye, but if so, it was
only for a second. His pal, the Cater-
pillar, however, expressed sympathy,

“ Punch-ball—what 7" he said amisbly.

Wharton coloured.

“Oh! No.” '

“I bagged one once with a punch-
ball,” said the Caterpillar reminiscently.
“You know how the beastly things jump
back at you sometimes, I'd had a little
trouble with Ponsonby, of our Form,
here, and there was rather a shindy.
Next mornin' I had to explain to Mobby
—our Form master, you know—about
!11?" punch-ball.  Coincidence, wasn't
1

the Higheliffo

Harry Wharton laughed.

When the footballers came out into
_tho field there were & good many High-
¢liffe men round the ropes, and Whar.
toa was conscious of the fact that many
amused glances turned on his rother
prominent eye, It was quite an unusual
adornment for a Gresfriars man, and
the attention it drew made him feel
extremely uncomiortable, Ponsonby, of
the Hiﬁhf;liﬂ’a Fourth, came down to
the field with some of his nutty friends,
and they gave the captain of the
Remove thoir very particular attention,

“Who's, that bargee with the black
eye? Wharton heard Ponsonby call
out, in very distinct tones.

And there was a chuckle from the
Higheltff nuts as Wharton’s face was
seon to assume the huo of a beetroot.

'Eads;biy began to sing '"0Oh, what a
surprise! Two lovely black eyes!™ And

there was o laugh from the Higheliffe
crowd. Sixr or seven Remove fellows,
who had gone over with team,

grinned ot one another trather uncom-
fortably,

“MNice for us!” prunted Hazeldene.
“A Greyfriars man showing up hero
looking like a blinking bruiser.”

“Quelehy wonld be pleased !” grinned
Russell. *Wharton was rather an ass
to come, Fellows don't parade an ecye
like that in publie.”™

Az & matter of fact, Horry Wharton
waa, by that time, doubting very much
whether he ought to have come. How-
ever, he was there now, and it was not
very useful to think of that.

And when the whiztle went he forgot
all about his black eye and the smiles
of the Highclifians, and remembered
only the game.

It was a hard game from the start,
and ere many minutes had passed all
the Remove foatballers were glad that
they had their ¢aptain in their ronks,
The Bounder, certainly, had no doubt
that he could have skippered the teamn
to & victory as if stood, but had Hazel
been in Wharton's place he would have
doubted. Even Hazel, who had mr ex-
collent opinion of himseclf, doubted a
little, as he stood Jooking on; whether
he would have made much of a show
ngeinst Higheliffo that day. Courfenay
was in tremendous form, and the Cater-

illar was at his very best--and his

est was remarkably good. Tho rest of
the Highelific team were quite up to
tle matﬁn- There had been a time when
Greyfrinrs was accustomed 1o beat
Highelifie easily, but that time was
past. Under Courtenay’s lead the Hig&l-
¢liffe junior team gave them all the
fussle they wanted. The Bemove foot-
ballers had to go "all out® to held
their own, and & score was long in
coming to either side, and it had to
be admitted that Higheliffe came nearer
to it than the visitors several times,

Twice the leather whizzed in from the
Caterpillar’s foot, and Bquiff, in goal,
barely saved. Thrice the visitors’ %pal
was closcly besieged, and the Australian
junior had to jump like the kangarco of
]]'Iia native land to keep his citadel clear.
T'wenty minutes of hard tussling had
passed before Greyfriars got [airly
away, and the home goalie was given
some serious work to do. And then
tha Bounder, with & gond chance hefore
him, mizkicked and lost I:he:cha_.m:af am_i,
in his subsequent angry irritation at his
failure, went quite off his form for
a time. The game swayed to midficld,
and neither eide succeeded in getting
away till a chance came to Harry Whar-
ton, and he was on it like an arrow
from a bow: and he did not miskick, as
Smithy had done.

From somewhere in the distance the
half-honr was chiming 28 tha ball
whizzed Jike a bullet into the Highelifio
net,

“Goal 1" roared the Groyfriars men.

“Goal! Hurrsh! Goal!"

“Well kicked, sirl Goall™ roared
Hareldens, quite forgetiing, for the
moment, his own annoyance at being
left out of the team. *Bravoll

Harry Wharton's face was flushed aund
pleased. It was & match that was
evidently going to he fought every inch
of the way, and the score was fairly
certain to be small. That goal in the
first half might mean the fate of the
gume. Half-past three was chiming out
as he kicked it, and the thought camo
into his mind, even as the crowd roared
““(Goal 1" that Loder of the Bixth would
be going up to Study No. I=—to find him
absent, Ha did not care,

The sides lined up again, and the first
half went on ding-dong to the interval.
But there were no more goals, and in
the interval the fellows breathed hard
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-A chanco came to Harry
was whizzing into the Higheliffe net.

and deep. ‘The sceond half started with
rather lesz vim, but the play grew
harder with the passing minutes, and
the Higheliffe attack was slmost inces-
sant. Few of the OGreyfriars men
expeoted that thoy would add anything
to Wharton's goal, but they were grimly
determined that Ilighelifie should not
break their dock at all, And in that
they succeeded.

Right up to the finish Highelifie
fought hard for a goal, and every time
they were stopped, sometimes by a
hair's-breadih Squiff, in. goal, ha
never been better, and he was given the
time of his life. But he was equal to
the strain, and the Hilghf:ifﬁ'e attacks,
good s they were, always failed to
materialize, and when the final whistle
went the score still stood at one to nil.

Harry Wharton’s goal was the only
gonl taken in the game, and to the
Eemove footballers, at least, that stood
as a full justification for his presence
there, though 1t was quite eertain that
the Remove master would take a very
different view. DBut for the moment
nobody. not even Wharten, thought
about the Remove master. but rojoiced
in the victory in one of the havdest
games they had ever played.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Carboy’s Wonderful Wheeze !
OBERT DONALD OGILVY, of
R tho Remove, gave a grunt,
That grunt indicated dis-
ploasare,

When a fellow wanted to get off at
the carliost possible moment to see the
finish of a foothall mateh, and was kept
in by the painful necessity of working
out an ecxercise in Latin conjugations,

Wharlon at last, and he fastened on te ihe leather In double-guick time, The next minute the ball
**Goal [ ”* roared the Greyfriars men. ™ ** Hurray !

(See Chapter 6.)

naturally that fellow did not want
another fellow to come butting into his
study.

So when Christopher Clarence Carboy
looked into No. 3 in the Remove, the
Scottish  junior grunted—expressively,
without taking the trouble to look up
and sce who it was.

Carboy smiled.

“Busy 7" he asked.

Grunt !

“1 want you, old bean,” said Carboy.

“(iet out 1

& 11['}]&':?1‘]

“ Ot 1™

“But I want you.” said Carboy.

Oetivy looked up at last. He laid laes
hand on the inkpot and bestowed a
forocipus glare on Christopher Clarcoce
Carboy.

“Do wyou want thiz inkpot right on
yvour boka? he asked.

“Mat at all. T want von.”

“Well, it's the inkpot that you'll get
if you don’t clear I*

“But I tell you—"

“Buzz off [Y shrieked Ogilvy. “I've
ot to pet this rotten exercise done
before L can bunk. I want to get over
to Higheliffe and see how the game's
going. I can't go till I've finished. Do
vou think I want to listen to your chin-
wag now, you fathead?™

“Arve yvour manners alwayvs as nice as
this to visitors?” asked Carboy.

Ogilvy jumpéd up. inkpot in hand.

“Drraw it mild, old bean,” said Carboy
zoothingly., “I really want you, and it's
impartant.  You're olmost the only
fellow in the Honse——"

“And I shouldn't be here if Quelchy
hadn’t sect me this rotfen 1mpot!”
snorted Ogilvy. Dut he did not hurl the
inkpot. I say, Carboy, yvou're rather

Well kicked, sir 1 ™

a dab at this muck, I believe. ¥ou can
sguat down and help me out if you like.”

“Pleaszed, if I had time. But—"

- "Get ouk, then! If i,-'i}u"i’ﬂ coms to
aw, pet ont, and be blowed le you!”
ooted Ogilvy., “I tell you I want to
get over to Higheliffe and see as much”
of the game as I can!” .

M help you:afterwards with that
giddy impot,” said Earbc*r soothingly.
“But now I want you. It's a quarter-
past three—"

*I know that, ass! The game's been
going on a quarter of an hour at High-
cliffe alrcady, fathead. I haven't a
minnte to waste, 1diot 1”

“Wharton's cut,” =aid Carboy.

“T know that. Shuot up and go 1™

“Quelehy's gone out and left Loder
of the Sixth to’keep an eye on him.”

" DBlow Quelch, and blow Loder, and
blow vou !”
“ Loder's butting into Study No. 1 at
i:ﬂnlhpﬂst. three to see whether Wharton's
erg.

“T don't sare if he butis into every
study in the Remove, eo long as you
don’t butk into this study.”

“Wharton will be nailed—"

“Well, T can't help that, ean It"
demanded Ogilvy. “Ido vou want me
to lay for Loder on the Remove stair-
case, and % him with a fives-bat "

*1 want you to help me dish him.*
saigd Carbov. "I don’t want Wharton
nailed and ragged by the beaks”

“*You're no friend of Wharton's,” said
Ogilvy, staring at him. “Ha gave you
that eve vou've got—and it's & beauty,
too. You pave him the cye that
Quelchy gated him for.”™

“1 know all that. But he will pet
into a fearful row if they find him

Tur Maoner Lirmagy.—No. 1,080,
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missing, and I want to stop it," ex-- rumpled his jacket, and ruflled his

plained Carboy.

“Well, you can’t! Y¥You can only stop
ma getting this putrid impot dome :n
time to get acrosa to Higheliffe before
they finish!” growled Ogilvy. But he
had put down the inkpot, and was
giving Carboy his attention now.

“You'd like to keep Wharton from

etting nailod, I suppose?” asked
sarboy.

“ f course, ass”

“I thought so. Will you help me?”

“1 will if there's anything doing, of
conrse.”

“It's a jape on Loder.”

“0Oh, bother your japes| It was your
idiotie - japing that caused all the
trouble, and got Wharton gated!”
growled Ogilvy. “A fellow can get [ed-
up on your japes.”

“ Do listen to a chap,” urged Carboy.
“I've been thinking it over till. it's
nearly given me a pain in my brain-
box, and I've got & wheeze., [ musk
have a chap to help me. I found you
here, and 80 I've d you. You'd be
willing to out out going to Highcliffe, I
suppose, to save Wharton from a flog-
ging for going over to-day in the
s

“1 suppose so0. But how the dickens
can -l do tn:{}thing of the sort? I can’t
stop Loder butting inte his study and
gecing that he's gone.

“T've got & wheeze—"

“0Oh, rot! Your wheezes!” grunted
ﬂ%ﬂv_ﬁ.r. :

If you'll lot & fellow explain—-"

“For goodness’ sake, get on with it]
You're all jaw ™

Christopher Clarence Carboy pro-
ceeded to explain. Ogilvy stared at
him in amazement as he listened.

“My only hat!” he said, when Cerboy
had finished. “We should never get
pway with it.”

“We can jolly well try.”

It means six for me if Loder spots
the pame.”

“Y know. That doesn’'t matter,” said
Carboy cheerfully. )

“Doesn’t it?” hooted Ogilvy. “If

ou'd had six from a prefeet, you'd
jolly well think it matterad | Especially

Loder. He lays it on like & carpet-
beater. Still, of course, I'd risk it to
seo  VWharton clear. The Higheliffe

match would be lost without him, and
it was plucky of him to go.” G

“Well, I'm risking six, too,” said
Carboy, “and Wharton’s a friend of
vours, and he's not exactly a friend of
mine, is he”

“No.” Ogilvy laughed. *Blessed if
I know what you're taking & hand in it
for. Can't he? japing, 1 suppose.”

“Well, it will be one on der 1f it
comes . off,” said Carboy, with a chuckle,
“Come slong to the study. I'll help
you .with that jolly old exercise after-
wards,’ Never mind it now.”

“Oh, all right.”

The two jumitors leit the study
together, and went along to Neo, 1. It
was turned & quarter-past three now,
and there was not much time to lose.
Loder might be late—he was often late.
On the other hand, he might be
punctual, and he might even be carly.

In Study No. 1, with the door shut,
the proceedings of the two juniors wera
mysterions and remarkabla. Carboy
dipped his finger in_soot from the
chimney, and procecded to trace with a
sooty finger round Ogilvy's eye. In less
than & minute Ogilvy looked a&s if he
had & black eve, which needed quite s
close inspection to show that if was not

enuine. It looked like a twin to

harten's black eve.

Qgilvy jerked hiz collar and tie loose,

Tre Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,080,

hair; while Carboy overturned several
articles of furniture, secattered books
and papers round the floor, and pulled
cut the fender and kicked cinders and
ashes about. In & very few minutes
Study No. 1 looked as if a Herce
struggle had taken place there.

“MNow something on your <hivvy”
said Carboy. “The black eye's all right,
and you're about Wharton's build; but
yvour features won't pasa without soinc-
thing on thom."

*A handful of ashes——

“And some ink—"

“Oh, never mind the ink!™ said
Ogilvy uneasily. “I don't wanit too
much of & good thing.”

“Can’t be too careful,” said Carboy.
“I'll dab on some ink, too. We want
ta look as if we've had a feariul
shindy "

“(th, all right!” .

Ink and ashea dabbed on Ogilvy’s face
rendered him almost unrecognisable.
Only the black eye stood out prominent,

C‘.nrhu? surveyed him with & grin.

“That's all right! Now we're ready
for dear old Loder.”

He set tho study door ajar. The two
juniors listened for the sound of foot-
steps in the Remove passago.

They were not long in coming. The
heavy tread of Loder of the Sixth came
along from the Bamove staircase.

“Now!" breathed Carbay.

“ Ready ! grinned Ogilvy.

And the two juniors leaped at one
another, and a terrific combat started
in Study No. 1.

———

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Loder Looks In !

ODER of the Sixth came alm:n;

i the Remove passage, with his

ashplant under his arm and a

frown on his face. Cigarettes
and banker in his study had not put the
sportsman of the Sixth into a good
humour. Smoking in & stuffy atmos-
phere had made him poevish; and
Walker had gathored up a good deal of
his looso ¢a£ at banker, which added
to his peevishnesa.

Loder waa_qluitﬂ pleased that he had
hizs prefectorial duty to perform. Ha
hoped to find that Wharton had belted;
it would have bcen a pleasura to him
to report the captain of the Remove for
a flogging. But if Wharton was in his

Loder hurled the study doer open.

“Great Scott!” ho ejaculated, az he
stared in.

The study looked & wreck. Books and
papera wera seattered about, chaira wore
overturned, the fender kicked out of
place, cind::-rs and ashes and upset ink
everywhere.
~In the midst of the wreckage Lwao
juniors were rolling on the ficor in
frantio Gght.

Loder gazed at them.

“Stop thet!" ho roared.

But the combatants seemed too excited
to heed him. They rolled and struggled
and scrapped and gasped and shouted.

“Ow! Leggo, Wharton, you beastl
I'll smashk you!"

“Take that, you rotter

Lodoer strode into the study. He
grasped the twe fGghting juniors by
their collars, and dragged them apart by
main force, and pitched them to either
side of the room.

“Now, what docs this mean?" he
demanded. ] )

He slid the ashplant into his hand.
Ho had hoped cectainly that Wharton
had bolted. &till, it was a satisfaction
to have an excuse for the use of the
ashplant. ‘And the state of Btudy No. 1
was excuse enough. :

The two juniors blinked at him,

Both had black eyes, both were
smothered with dust and ashes, both
wera unrecognisable, save by their black
eyes, which distinguished Wharton and
(Carboy from the rest of the Remove.

Ogilty’s nearest and desrest relation
would not have dreamed of recognising
him in his present state. Cevtainly
Loder did not recognise him.

He had not the slightest doubt that
the dusty, tousled fellow with the
prominent black eye was either Wharton
or Carboy. 1t was difficult to tell one
from the other; enly he knew -that this
ono was Wharton, hecause the other one
addressed him as Wharton,

“You're a preciouslooking pair!”
said Loder grimly, “¥ou can't keep
from Bghting, you two, it scems™

“It was Wharton’s fault!” gasped
Carboy. "“He pitched into me!™
G"G’runﬁﬂgh!“ gasped Ogilvy, “Chl

wl®

Ogilvy deemed it safer to say as litile
as possible, lest hiz voica should give
him away. Breathless ejaculations were
safer,

“1 dare say it was Wharton's fault,”
agreed Loder. “From what I hear he
started it the time you pave him a black

rib

Loder hoped that he would be aye

ah:i{ :
cheeky, or give some sort of a pretext
for the wse of the ashplant.

Probably Loder would have liked to
lay that ashplant round Walker of the
Bixth. Certainly he was anxious to lay
it about somebody. 4

As he came up the passage from tho
stairs a terrific uprosr in Study Ne. 1
dawned on him,

There was a roar of trampling.
scuffling, rocking furniture, and Bereo
exclamations.

“Carboy, you rotter—"

““Wharton, you beast—*"

“Take that—"

“Take tll}ml you rgttar! Think you're
going to bully me because you're cap-
tain of the Forml T'll show you!™

“Ow! Wow! Oh["

“Yarooogh! Wharton, you rotter——""

Crash! mp! Beuffe!

Loder strode on to the study. Evi-
dently a fight was in progress there; the
two juntors who had given one ancther
black eyes were at it again!

Apparently Wharton had not bolted.
Ha was there—fighting again with
Carboy.

jr [ 3.3
“¥Yes, he did !" hooted Carboy. " And
he started it now! You know you did,
Wharton !
“Ow, ow, ow!"” said Ogilvy. )
“Just because ho was wild at being
kept in this afterncon!"” exclaimed Car-
boy. “I never asked Quelch to gate
him, did I? ’Tuain't my foult he can’™
go over to Highcliffe! Oh, my nosel

Owi”

“I quite understand,” eaid Loder
grimly. "It seems that you've been
taking it out of thizs new fellow, Whar-
ton, because your Form master gated
I'm not surprised to hear it."

" Grocogh !

Loder swished his cane.

“I've' no doubt thet you were the
aggressor, Whartonl: You'll bend over
that chair and take six.”™

“Ow, ow !

“Now, then, sharp

Ogilvy picked himself up, and moved
very slowly to the ehair. He had known
that he was rizsking six by helping Cae-
boy in_this remarkable stunt; but,
really, in dealing with & fellow like
Loder, he might have counted on it o5 a

1!1‘
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certainty. It was a certainty now, at all
events. VYery gingerly the Seottish
junior bent over the chair.

Whack, whack, whack!

Wild yells rang through Study No. 1.

Loder was putting his beef into it
If he could mot report Wharton for
breaking bounds, et least he could give
him a good licking, witkh such &n
excellent pretext.

Whack, whack!

* Yow.ow-ow-ow-on ["

Whack ! g

The last of the six was a lerrific s“"llpq:-,
aud it fairly made tho hapless Ogilvy
ourl up.

“ Whooooop ! e roared.

Loder grinned. ;
“You'll think twice before you pitch
inte & now kid again, Wharton,” ho

said. " You must learn to keep your
temper a bit better, my boy., Sec?”
QOgilvy did not answer. He leaned over
the table, wriggling, with his facc turned
from Loder.
* Now, Carboy—"
“I say, it was Wharton—-'
“No doubt,” grinned Loder. “Dut
you can't kick up a shindy like this in
a Remove study. Three for you!”
Whack, whnr:qi'(, whack!
administered justice, Loder of

tucked his ashplant under his
He

Havin
the Ei:tg
arm and walked out of the study.
was feeling better now.

His footsteps died
Removo staircase, o

In Study No. 1 twa wriggling juniors
looked at ono another,

“Ow 1™ said Carboy,

“Wow ™ said Ogilvy.

away down the

“It  worked!” mumbled Carboy.
“Ohw! But it worked all right!”
“Yow-ow-wow! It did!” groaned

Qgilvy. “I've got six that that beastly
bully thought he was giving Wharton!
Ow, ow, ow! [ shan't bo able to sit
down till to-morrow! Wow "

Carboy twisted painfully.

#2301, it was & good Ja

“It doesn't feel goed!™
Ogilve. “Owl”

“I say, you fellows——"" Dilly Bun.-
ter blinked inte the study. “T sav, I
saw Loder come here—— He, he, he!
I thought you were gone over to High.
chife, Wharton! Tad a jolly pood

LES

moanod

licking? Hae, he, he !
Rnu';:]:.r it was kind of Dunter to butt
in at that moment. Carboy and

Ogilvy jumped at him as if moved by
the same spring. Billy DBunter's fat
cacklo died away in & howl as they
seized him,

Bump!

Bunter landed in the Remove passage
and roared. After which his fot cochin-
nations were heard no more, and Study
Mo. 1 was given up to the sounds of
mumbling and groaning.

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Walting for the Chopper !

i HREE cheors for us!" said Bob
Cherry  jubilantly, as the
Greyiriars brake rolled away
from Higheliffe,

“We'vre pulled it off I said Johony
Bull, with deep satisfaction,

“The pull-off-fulness was terrifie,™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esicemed and absurd Highelifians
bave been preposterously licked.”

“Hurrah "'

“And Wharton's goal did it ! said
Squilf. “It was jolly lucky sou enpme,
Wharton 1™

“Buat after the
jolly  old

ounder.

giddy feast comes the
reckoning,” remarked the

Harry Wharton was silent. .
The brake was crummed with jubilant
follows, ™ rejoiein in their wvictory.
VWharton shared in the pencral satisfac.
tion. DBut, as Vernon-Smith rn:murl::nd,
after the feast came the reckoning.
And the reckoning was to he severe.
That Lodor would repgrt his absence
to Mr. Queleh did not admit of doubt.
A Head's flogging would follow as a
matter of course. From that dey
Wharton would ceaso to be head of the
Remove. IHe would be in the Remove
master's black books. The Form master
whe had liked and frusted him would
regard him with suspicion and distrust.
It was this last consideration that
troubled Wharton most. The Roggin
would bo painful emough, but ho coul
stand that. But he had forfeited the
csteem of a master whem he respected.
Mr. Quelch's view would be that he
had acted with deliberate disrespect and
defianes of authority. That was not
how Wharton looked at it; but it was
assuredly how Mr, Queleh would lock
at 1k, And the satisfaction of having
won & hard-fought moteh died nway as
the brake rolled homeward, and gave
place to a decp depression of spirits.
Silence fell on the other fellows as

the brake rolled along the road across
Courtfield Common.

“No good grousing now,” remarked
Hazeldene, apparently in the role of
Job's comforter. “You aszked for' i,
you know."

“I'm not grousing. that I know of,”
answered Harry quictly.

“You're not looking very chippy.”

::I m not feeling very chippy 1"

I wonder who'll be the head of the
Remove for the rest of the term?” 1e-
iarked the Bounder.

Wharton winced.

“Ol, cheese it, Smithy!" grunted
Johnny Bull.

“What rot[” zaid Vernon-Smith. “I
suppose Wharton knows what to expect.
He had his eyes open.”

_“The speechfulness is silver, but the
silencos i3 tho stitch in time that saves
ninepence, my esteemod Smithy.”

That focl Carboy——" multered
Wharton,

. His frelings woro bitter towards the
japer of the ERemove., He was pre-
pared to face what he had risked. Still,
he could not help reflecting that but for
Carboy the trouble never would have

Arlsenn,

“Better get out here, Harry,” said
Nugent, when the brake passed the
common. " ¥You're not coming in with

the team?®”

“Why not? It’s known by this time
that I bolted.*

“There's a chanee; you know what a
slacker Loder is. He may have for-
gotten about laoking after you——or"

“*Not likely I

“Anyhow, there's just a chance; and
¥ou can't gd in with the team!™ ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “It would look
like cherk to Quelehy—and you've got
his rag out quite enough already.
Walking into Greyfriars a3 if nothing

had happened would look like sheer
cheek.”
“I suppose I may as well go in

quietly,’

Wharton dropped from the brake on
thoe edge of the common, and it rolled
on to Greyfriars without him. Az a
matter of fact, he was not sorry to got
away from the other fellows, with lis
mind filled with gloomy thoughts,

He entered the =chool precinets by
way of the Cloisters and mado his way
quictly snd unobserved info the House.
He went up to his study, & good many
Remove fellows eycing him euriously in
the passage. Perhaps some faint hope
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lingered in Wharton’s breast. Loder

was a notorious slacker, end if he found

a ‘duty irksome he was cortain to
neglect it. But the hopo was very
faint. Tt was rather a pleasure than a

duty to Loder to score over his old
encmy in the Remove, and if Gerald
Loder neglected duty he certainly never
neglected pleasure.  Still, there wes a
mmc-taa-t chﬁ'nwi and \Elhurtc;?* at least,
was not gomg to give himself away.

The footballers had arrived before
Wharton, and he found Frank Nugoot
in the study, Carboy was there also,
and Wharton's oyes gleamed ot the sight
of him,
cQuelehy’s not ju yet,” said Frank.

I.‘r&‘ afskc-d, and he's not come in.
Loder's in the quad—I saw hLim.”

“He will report to Quelchy as soon
as ho comes in,” said Wharton, with a
shrug of the shoulders,

Carboy looked up,

“He won't!" he said.

Wharton did not answer him or look
at him, but Frank Nugent turned round
quickly,

“What do you mean, Carboy? You've
staved in this afternoon, I suppose?”

“Yes—Dbeen gated, you know,” said
Carboy, with a grin.

“What makes you think that Loder
won’t report Wharton's absence?”

He doesn't know that Wharton was
absent."

Wharton made n movement, but he
did not spenk,

“Didu’t he come up to the study,
then?” asked Frank cagerly. * Just liko
that slacker to give it a migs!"

“He came up to the study.
here.”

*Then he found that Wharten wasn't
here?™

“Not at all.”

::Lc-uk here, you asg—-"
o~ Honest Injun!” gsaid Carboy.

Ogilvy was in the study with me
He's gone out now to walk of the

pain M
“The pain? What—"
“Loder gave him six.”

“What the thump did Loder give
Oggy six for?” excloimed Nugent,

'"Oh, he likes giving fellows six 1"

“I know he does. DBut even Loder
wouldn't without some reason. Look
here, if Loder came to tho study he
saw that Wharton wasn't here.”

I was

“Not the least little bit! Ho took
Ogilvy for Wharton, you see,” ex-
plained Carbor,

“What?” -velled MNugent. *They're

not a bit alike.!'

“Queer, isn't it?” sawned Carbor,
“But that's what happened, and Lodor
thinks that Wharton was hero all the
time. "

Wharton fixed his cyes on Christopher
Clarence Carboy. They were gleaming
1\'lf‘l‘iangcr+ i

suppose this is one of your jests 1™
he said between his tecth. LA

" Sober as a judge, old bean.”

“You know it's abselutely impos-
zible for Loder to take Ogilvy for me.
We're much the same size and build,
but our laces are quite diferent. And
I've pot a black eye. and Ogilvy hasn't.”

"1 gave him a black eve to mateh
vours, ™

“What#" welled Nugent,

“And Ogilvy let you? zaid Wharton
contemptuously,

“Yes. Stood
cooing dove. ™
"And you expect uz to belicve that
silly yarn. You think vou can pull
a fellow's leg to that extent, yvou japing
idiot 17

* Quito 1"

“Well, T don't know why you're
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and took it like a
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spinning such an idiotie yarn, but I'm
fed up with M--and you!” said Harry
savagely. “This may be wa laughmg
matter to you—I've no doubt it is—but
it's serious to me, and I've had enough
of your rotten jokes on the subject.
Shut up!® 2 s

“DBut I'm not jokin ~ ;

“Shut up!"” roared Wharton, his eyes
ablaze now. "I tell you I'm fed up
with it}

“And I tell. jou——" began Carboy,
with cheerful coolness. :

Wharton made a stride towards him.

“Hold on, Harry!" Frank Nugeut
interposed. “There's been enough
scrapping in thiz study—too much, in
hct?

“I won't stand that burbling dummy
making hiz rotten jokes about this]”
exclaimed Wharton, * Do you think 1t’s
funny, too, lor a fellow to be up for a
ﬂ“ﬁ%’“ [ _ :

ink Carboy's a bu.bb!mE asy,™
said Frank. *For goodness’ sake, ged
out of the study, Carboy, and give us
a rest. You ought to have more senie
than to rag when a fellow's up for a
Head's flogging.”

“But I'm not ragring—" :

“Get out, you Eﬁj aza " exclaimed
Frank, almost asz an 83 Wharton.
"My hat! TIl jolly well puoch wyou
myself, if you don’t leave us alone for
B bit!*

“Anylthing to oblige!” drawled
Carboy, and he strolled out of the study,
with his hands in his pockets, whistling.

Harry VWharton breathed haxd.

"I sup I'm an ass to loze my
temsper with that fool,” he said. “ Bul—
but he's really enough to ezasperate a
saint, Can't he leave off leg-pulling,
even when a fellow's walting for the
chopper to come down ™

*1 say, vou fellows—"

"(Oh ecrumbe—DBunter now! Get out,

Bunter I'" snapped the captain of the
RRemove. " Buzz off | Ehnr!:s I
*Oh, really, Wharton—'

Bunter blinked at the exgsperated face
of the Remove captain.

“¥What's the row? ha asked.
“You've had a wash since I saw you
last Ele, he, he !*

“What do you mean., fathead?

*But your eye's es beautiful as ever!”
chuckled DBunter. "I'm not surprised
that you didn't care io take that giddy
eye over to Higheliffe, The fellows there
would have stared. He, he, he [¥

Wharton made no reply. If the Owl

of the Remove did not know that he hed
been to Higheliffe, that was all to the
good. Bunter, certainly, would not have
“encaked,” but he was givon to talking
too much—mue®™ too much.
T say, you fellows, Quelchy's come
in!” grinned Bunter. “I saw him
epeaking to Loder in the quad.” He
gave s f[at chuckle. "'Luﬂg for vyou
you didn't bunk, after all, what? He,
he, het*

“Oh, buzz off I" eaid Nugent.

Bunter buzzed off at last, and the
chums of the Remove loocked st onae
angther,

“Tho fat chump doesn’t seem to know
that. you eut, Harry,” remarked Nugent,
“ile fenemltg knows everything. It's

poszible that Leoder never took the
trouble to keep an eye on this
gtudy—-"
“ Not likel

]

Y No—but {m may pot have anything
to report to Quelehy, Don't give your-
self away, anyhow., You never know
vour luck,™ .

Wharter nodded—and waited. He
sxpected te be called to the Remove
‘master’s study, now that Mr. Quelch
had returped, and he waited for the
“chopper * to come down. But there
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ceme ne message from the Remove
master—and Wharion waited in vain.
Tha chopper, apparently, was oot
coming down.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Harry Wharton !

R. QUELCH paused to speak to
Loder of the Sixth, in the
quad, as he ecame in. The
~ Remove master had been away
on business matters that afternoon, and
had had plenty to cccupy his mind, But
he had not forgotten Wharton, or the
condign punishment he intended for that
juaioi, should he have “holted ™ apainst
orders—as Mr, Ci_:.l':elch strongly euspected
that he had. 8 was quita prepared
to hear from Loder that Wharton had
vanished during the afterncon, to play
fvothall at Highelife, In which caso,
tho vials of wrath were to be poured out
unsparingly on the devoted head of the
captain of the Eemove.
ut Loder's report both surprised and
pleased D, (fueleh. Wharton, it
appeared, had not “ holted.”

Loder amplificd the shindy he had
found going on in the study. He liked
te malke things aa unpleazant as he
could fer the junior he disliked. Dut
his description of that shindy only mads
it abzolutely clear that the captain of
the Remove had been in Study No. 1
abk half-past three—in which case, of
course, he could not possibly have been
at Highcliffe playing football.

No doubt, Mr Quelch dizapproved of
the shindy. But he undpubtedly was
relieved to hear that Wharton had not
gouoe oub of bounds,

“You wvisited the sindy at half-past
three, Loder?™ he asked.

“ Yes, sir. They wera fighting—"

“Wharton was there, you are gure?”

“*IIs was bzhting with the new {ellow,
in the most ruffianly manner—*

“I am sorry to hear that,” said Mr,
Quelch, “but very glad indeed to hear
that the boy had not gone out of
bounds, as I feared that he would.®

“Wharton seems to have been to
blame for the fighting. He was
struggling with Carboy oh the Ffoor
when I got to the study. I considered it
my duly to cane them,” .

“Quite g0 !” said Mr Quelch. *Then
tho matter is at an end. I am much
oldiced to yvou, Loder ™

“Not at all, sir!” answered Loder,
wishing that he had been rble to report
that the captain of the Remove had been
absent.

M. Quelch went into the House, quite
pleased and relieved, He had been pre-
pared to deal with rebeilion in the miost
drastic manner, but he was very glad
that he had no rehellion to deal with.
Wharton was & most useful and efficient
head bor in the Form, and the Form
master had no desire to degrade him
from that position, if he could help it.
It was a great relief to him to find that
he had no occasion to deal sternly with
a junior whom, upon the whole, ho liked
and respected,

When Mre. Quelch took the roll that
evening in Hall, hiz glance rested on
Wharton, in the ranks of ihe Remiove,
gs he called his name.

Wharton met his plance and coloured.

But he was surprised fo see that
Henry Samuel Quelch’s expression was
guite benignant.

He was deeply puzzled Ha had
waited in his study for the chopper to
gomte down, until time for calling-over.
It had begun to look as if the matter
would blow over, but he counldn't under-
stand it. and he more than haif expected
to see Mr., Quelch turn a bazilisk eye

on him in Hall, The HRemove master's
kind glance perplexed him,

But after r:-]!tvcall. Wingate called to
him to stay behind when the school were
dismissed, and then kharton’s hopca
were dashed, It was coming at last]

Mr. Quelch came to speak to him,
but his logk was still quite benevolent.

M1 desire to say a word to you
Wharton,” said the Remove master, ap
the junior drew a deep breath. “I am
sarty to hear that you seem still to be
on very bad terms with the new boy in
the Remove”

HOh!" ejaculated Wharton, That wes
uot wital he had expected to bear.

"1 am aware that Catboy has certain
proclivities that may be very irritating,”
gaid Mr. Queich. “An invcterate
practical joker may sometimes ecxcite
dizlike and even animosity.”

Evidently, Mr. Quelch kpoew Christo
pher Clarence ! ;

“But & boy of your sensible and
thoughtful character should not give
way to feelings of annovance to such
an extent,” said Mr, Quelch, “1 am
speaking to you, Wharton, as a boy
whose judgzment | respect.”

“0Oh, sir I stammered Harry.

*1 should like you to reflect a little
on this, Wharton, and I shall hope to
#¢0 you overcoine the dislike you secm io
have formed for the new bey,” eaid the
Remove master, “ At the very least, I
hope I shall hear of no more Aghting in
your s{irdy.”

“Not if T can help it, sir," said Harry
earnestly. “I'm zorry I lost my temper
with Carboy that time, and I shall try
bard not to lose it again.”

“Very good, my boy."”

. And Wharton was dismissed, wonder-
ing. He went into the Rag, whers most

.of the llemove had gathered, and found

that apurtment rockiog with merriment.
Robert Dopald Ogilvy had come in, in
time for callover, and now he had tald
the story in the Kag. By this tite,
Ogiley had ““]i’ a few twinges left gver
from the *“six ¥ Loder bhed given bim;
and he was able to enjoy the joke on
tho unpopular prefeet as wuch as any-
one,

“Hallo, hallo, hallel® roared Bob
Cherry, as Wharton came in, ' Shut the
door, old bean—we don’t want any
Sixth Form man to hear this.”

“Or Quelehy!™ chuckled Skinner,

“Ob, my hat! Rather not.”™

“What's the jokel™ msked Wharton.
Y¥You f(ellows seem to have got hold of
something good to judge by the row.”

“Tha jest of the season!”™ chortled
Bob. “That man Carbo s

“Oh, give me » rest about Carboy 1™

“ But it was Carboy's wheeze,” roared
Bob. *“I ecan't say I thiok much of Lis
wheozes az a rule—"

“"Thanzs ! interjected Carbay.

*“But this one was a real ocorker,™
chuckled Bob, “and Ogilyy played up
like n little man and got aix for 1"

“And & belty =ix!"™ said Ogilvy,
¥ Loder thought he was caning Wharton,
80 you can guess how much beef he pud
into it

“Ha, ba, ha "

Wharton looked bowildered. Ogilvy's
remark oalled to mind the strange tale
Carboy had told in the study.

“\What on earth do you mean, Oggy 1™
he exclaiimed. * What did Loder give
:"QPEEQ{I [ur':‘l': nned Ogil

‘For you!" grinned Ogiivy.

"“Ha, {m. hai™

“\Why the merry thump showld he
give you six for me?" exclaimed the
captain of the Hemove, “Have youa
canght the leg-pulling dizense from (Jag.
bov, or what? What Jdo you meani®

“Ho thought 1 was you—==2

“Fathead !"
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* You're a precious-looking pair,”” sald Loder grimly. * You can't keep from

Wharton's fault ! gasped Carboy,

PRICE

TWOPENLCE. 13

—

fighting, you two, it seems !™ *“ It was
* He pitched into me ! * Groooogh ! ™ Euptﬂ Ogilvy, “0Oh! Ow!™ Ogilvy
deemed It safer to say as little as possible, lest his volce should give him away. (See Chapler 8.)

“He did " rosred Ogilvy. *“Carboy
fixed me up with a black eye like that
hﬂﬂ:ﬂ}" you've got—he mado it with
300t——"

(13 Wb.t "ﬂ"nt lf"

“And I hnd ashes and dust and ink
on miy fpco—and Loder found ua
scrapping in the study when be butted
in at half-past three—and Carboy ecall-
ing me Wharton—"

‘Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the Removites.

“I'va got six brothers, but not one of
them would have known me as I looked
then,” ehuckled Ogilvy.
even dreamed that 1 wasn't you, you
asa, when he saw a chap with a
smothered face and a black eye

scrapping with Carboy in your study.”

“Oh " gasped Whartoa.

“Only he gave me six for the
scrapping, which rather spoiled the
joke,” added Ogilvy.

"Hﬂ., hﬂ-, hﬂ- ju

“I—I—I see,” gasped Wharton. *I
=—[—I zoo! It was your idea, I
BUppOsE g

‘Wrong! It was Carboy's.”

“Carbay’'a!l” exelaimed Wharton.

“Yes; he butted into my study and
barged me into it. Loder hasn't re-
ported you absent—if he's reported you
at all it's for Gghting in vour study—
while you were playing footer at High-
cliffa.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Bomovites.

“Oh, my bat!" exelaimed Wharton
blankly. It was eclear now why the
chopper had not come down. It was also
elear that he owed his escape to Carboy
—and t¢ one of the japer’s weird practi-
enl jokes, too; which was not quite =o
plen]sant z:; dﬁacuvgajf. oat i .

“Ian't it the middy joke of the term "
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“ Loder never

Tt

“The jokefulness i3 truly terrifie,”
gald Hurree Jomset Ram Bingh. “The
esteemed and oxecrable Loder has been
done widefully.”

“Wharton doesn't like Carboy's
jokes, though,” said 8kinner malicicusly.
“Look out for your other eye, Carboy.”

Wharton crimzoned.

“Oh, shut up, Skinner!"” said Dob.
“Can’'t you ever say something nice, just
by way of a cha once a termi™

_Whartor stood for & moment or two,
sitent, Then he crossed over to
Christopher Clarence Carboy.

“You've done ms a good turn,” he
said quietly, “You secem to bo a
decent sort of chap, and I'm sorry I cut
up so rusty over your japing. I won't
say I like your practical jokes, beeause
I jolly well don’t; but I'm sorry 1 lost
my temper the ather day—I was sorry
at the time, but didn't care to say so.
Thanks very much for what you've
done.”

Carboy nodded cheerily.

“ All serene, old bean!”

“Quelchy’s just spoken to me,” said
Harry. “I couldn't mako it out quite;
| can seo now it was that spoof row
in the study he avaz thinking of. Loder
must have reported it. Hoe's asked me
to stop rowing with you, Carboy, ond I
said I would if I could. I'll be glad to
be friends, if you like the idea.”

H#'What-ho!" said Carboy. ®Jolly
glad! Didn't I tell you that I liked
vou personally ¥

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Right-ho! I'll feel the same if I can.
No more rows, anyhow.”

“My dear man, after this I'll pull
Nugent's leg instead of yours,”™ eaid
Carboy.

The next merning, when Mre, Quelch

took his little walk in the quad after
breakfast, he was pleased to ses two
juniors—both with discolourcd eyes-
walking together and talking in the most
amicable manner. They wera Harry
Wharton and Cheristopher Clareuce Car-
boy. Mr. Quelch dglunued et - thom,
smiled approval, and continued on his
little walk in a pleased frame of mind.
He had spokon only a few words to
Wharton, and lhe,z.'r had already pro-
duced this effcet! The two junicrs hail
evidently become friends,” and Mr.

‘Quelch conld not help being gratified at

thiz result of the few words he had-

spoken to Wharton in Hall!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Carboy’s Secret !

UMP!
B William George Bunter lefi
Study No. 1 in ths Remove.

He left it quite suddenly.
The., reason for Bunter's sudden de.
parture was evident, in tho shape of a
hoot that followed him out of the door-
WY,
Dunter sat in tho passage and roared.
“That's Carboy's foot!” said Frank
Nugent, with o grin, as he came along
from the Remove staircaso  with
Wharton.
“"Yow-ow-ow "
“Deast! Ow!
the fellows now.™
“What’s the row, fatty 7" nsked Whar-
ton, stopping to look down on the Owl
af the Nemove.
,“Ow! That beast Carboy!™ gasped
.. (Cantinued on page 16.)
vE Macxer Lisnary.—Ne. 1.080,

roarcd Bunter,
I'll jolly well teli ali
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{Continued from page 1)

Bunter. “He's kicked me! I say, you
fellows, you go into the study and mop
bim up. Kicking a fellow for asking
him: to cash a postal-order! Ow!"

“ Nothing more than that!” ashed
Wharton. i

“ Nothing at all!_ I promised to keop
his shady secret for him, too, if ho'd lend
me & quid on my postal-order!” gasped
Bunter. "It's no good being kind to
that beast! Owl™

“You fat worm["”

“Oh, really, Wharton! I suppose one
good turn deserves another.” exclaimid
Bunter indignantly. * Blessed if I know
why you've got so friendly with the
brute. Look what a fool he made of
yg et

“Oh, dry up, ass!” )

“ And that eve yvou've got! ['d jolly
well lick o fellow who gave me an eye
like that.™

“Why not lick him for kicking you?”
suggested Nugeot. “Shall 1 call him
onut of the stody ?"

Bunter scrambled up.

“No! I'm not going to lick him! e
ain't worth it! Besides, he ain't it for
me to touch! A fellow who was sacked
from his last school—*

“Cheose i, asa!”

“Y tell you he was sacked!” roared
Bunter. ‘I saw it in that letter ho—he
dropped in the study. 1 wasn't gowng
t give him away. I've only mentioned
it to a few friends in confidence——"\

" About nine-tanths of the Remove |”
remarked Nugent, “and a few in the
Thirid and Fourth." -

“Well, T'm not Eﬂiﬂ% ta keep his
mouldy sccrets,” said Bunter. *The
Head wouldn't have let him in here if
he'd known he was expelled from Old-
croft. Eapelled chaps ain't let into
CGreyiriars. You know that.”

“Whlich is a proof that he never was
expelled, you fat chump,” said Harry
Wharten, frowning. " Ring off 1™

“Shan't!” roared Bunter. “He was
jolly well sacked, and 1 jolly well know
it. And I'll jolly well tell all the chaps.
Yah!™

And Bunter rolled away indi
up the passage. Wharton and Nugent
went into the study. It was tea-time, a
fow days after the Higheliffe matchy
and since that day, tea in Etud{ No. 1
had been an amicable party of throe.
Carboy scemed to be making an effort
to keep his weird sensea of humour in
check inside the study;
Wharton had made up hia mind to be
as friendly asz hao cﬂnﬁi Nugent, who
had never disliked the now fellow at all,
waa glad to see a friendly relationship
establizhed.

The two juniors conld not help glano-
i EI.H‘]-{'H.IB;J}T at Carboy as they came in.
They did net believe a word of Bunter's
supposed discovery; but they were
awarn that thers is scldom smoke with-
out fire. Bunter had confided the secret
ta so many fellows by this time, that all
the Nemove knew what hoe had read in
the letter from Carboy’s father: and a
pood deal that he had not read thera:
for if Dunter's memaory was bad, his
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antly

and Harry

imagination was aetive, and well able to
supply any deficiencies. Certuinly it
could not be pleasant for Carboy, or any
fellow, to have it rumourcd up and
down the House that he had been sacked
from his lnst school. Carboy, however,
did not seem to heod. _

Ha met the glances of his study-mates
with a smile,

““Bunter's at it again,” he remarvked.
“1 shall never hear the end of thak
letter.™

“Was there really o letter, then?™
asked Frank,

“Oh, yes!"

" But Bunter never read in it what he
says he read!” exelaiped Wupgent, mn
astonishment. * You don’t mean that.”

“He certainly didn't read that 1 was
bunked from Olderoft, because I never
wag. The fat idiot ought to have senso
to know that an expelled chap wouldn't

be admitted at Greviriars. At least, I
supposa he wouldn't.”
“Not likely,” said Huorry., ©Of

course, we don't helieve a word of it
MNobody does. that I know of. All the
same——" He paused.

“Well, what?™ asked Carboy, rather
tartly.

“No business of mine,” said Harry.
‘T was going to give vou o word of
advice: but I'll wait till you ask me.”

“Constder it asked.™ ,

“0Oh, very well, then. A yarn of this
sort nug:ht. to be knocked on the head,
if it isn't true.”

“It7" exclaimed Carhboy.
you it isn't "

“Well, ae it isn't, then,” said Whar-
ton, more patiently than he had ever
spoken to Curboy before, “it will grow
and spread if 1t isn't squashed. and
vou'll get talked about a lot. Better
speak to Bunter——" )

“I've apoken to him—and kicked
him.

“I mean, wern him that if he doesn’t
chuck it, you'll have to speak to Quelch
about it.” Quelch enn tell the Form
whether you were sacked from Olderoft
or not; and he would do so like a shot
if he knew a fellow was making up =
yarn like this.” " :

" Wouldn't the fellows call it sneaking
to speak to # Form master ('

Wharton celoured. .

“If wou think I'm advising yeu to
gnenk I'll say no more about the matter.
It doosn't concern me, anyhow." _

“0Oh, don't get your back up,” m:uld
Carboy. “What [ mean is, I can't
speak to Quelch about & fellow yarning
a.%out me, without mentioning the
follow's name.” ; .

“Warn Bunter first what you're going
to do. If that docsn™t & him, you
have a right to speak to Queleh. No-
body would epread such a yarn about
me without being called to account, If
you let it run like this the whole Form
will suspect that you reslly did some-
thing at your last school that you were
sacked for."” .

“1 ghouldn’'t be here if I'd been
sacked from my last school.™

% Npt if the Head knew ! Bunter seems
to think that your people pulled the
wool over Dr. Locke's eyes somehow.™

Carboy compressod his lips,

“T'N jolly well burst him!" he ex-
claimead. ]

“Well, you can't exactly burst him.
Vou can stop him by warning him that
the matter will be placed before Quelch
if ho doesn't chuek it.™

Carboy made no snswer to that; and
the juniors mat down to tea. Tea in
Study No. 1 was in progress when there
was o knock at the deor, and Billy
Bunter's fat face and big epectacles
glimmered 1n. Behind him loomed the

HT've told

rgmtmrhal figuro of Dolsover major, and,
Skinner pnd BSBneop, and onc or two
other fellows Lrought up the rear.

“Hullo! Ts this a deputation?”
asked Wharton, losking round.

“We've come to see Cuarbor,” an-
swered Bolzover major. Harry Whar-
ton had got over his feud with the new
fellow, or was trying his hardest to get
over it; but Dolsover major was as
mimical as over. Dolsover could not
forget how he had been tricked into
smashing his own best Sunday topper in
mistuko for Carboy’s; and sover, in
his own calimation, was far too import-
ant o person for such japes to bo played
upon.

“Hera I am,” said Carboy.

“Bunter says you wore sacked from

our last school,” suid Dolsover. “He's

een spreading that yarn for o woek
now, or more; ahd you don't scoem to
mind."

“Why, should T mind " yawned Cur-
boy. “If I tninded fellows talking rot,
I couldn't listen to you so politely,
Bolsovor.”

There was a chuckle,

“Iell, if it’s true, T think it's jolly

thick for you beipg at Greyiriars ab
nll,” said Bolsover major grufly. “We
don't want fellows wha have been

chucked out of other schools here. 1E
it's not true—"

“It isn’t, 1f you're curious about it.”

“Well, if it 1zn’t, it's up to you to
prove it. I'm prepared to take Bunter
to Quelchy and make him repeat the
varn to our Form master. Are you pre-
pared to come along?”

“Ch, really, Dolsover!¥
Bunter.

“Shut up, Bunter! I you're making
up this yarn, it's a rotten trick, and you
want shutting up.” ) X

“I'in not making it up "' wailed Bun-
ter. "1 'don’t want to give the chap
sway to Quelchy. T nin't a eneak.”

“You've ne right to butt in, DBol-
sover,” said the captain-of the Remove.
*“It's no business of youra”

“That's whera opinions differ,” said
Bolsover major, with a sneer. “'If it's
true, Carboy ought to be shown up.
This school isn't a refuge for fallows
kicked out of othor schools. Bunter says
he saw it in a letter from Carboy's
father. He's 2 spying little fot beast,
and—"

“Oh, really, you know-—" .

“Shut up!” roared Bolsover major.
“Bunter found it out by spying; but
that doesn't make any difference if it's
true. I want you to say out plain, Car-
boy, whether you're rexdy to come to
Quelch and face it?"

“ Awfully obliged for your intercst in
my affairs,” yawned Carboy. *Would
you mind shutting the deor after you?
'That is, of ecourse, if you're finished.
But if you're wound up, eep on till you
run down. Don't mind me.”

“That means that you won't go to
Quelch ?”

“Bright—very bright 1" assented Car-
boy. ‘ou've gucssed itl It shows
what a Greyfriars education will do for
a fellow not naturally brilliant.” :

There was another chuckla {rom the
passagpa. Bolsover major did not seem
to be getting the best of the argument.

“Well,” snid Bolsover savagely, “ you
won't go to Quelch? You're afraid if
will all come out. I helieve the varn’s
true, and that you wero sacked from
Olderoft, wheraver that is. That's what
I think.” i ]

“Jolly glad to hear it,” snid Carboy.
“1 didn't think vou could think at all,
old bean. Does it give you a pain?”

M1 say, vou fellowz, I'm not nfraid

squeaked
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te go te Quelchl” equeaked Diily Bun-
ter. 1 don't want to give a mnan
sway; but if Carboy likes, I'll coma
with him to Quelch and have it all out.”

“You bear that, Carboy "

“L'tn not deaf{” answered Carbay.

“And you wen't go to Quelchit”
sncercd Skinner,

“Thanks, no{ I should hate to waste
hia time.”

“Well, all tho lellows in the Remove
will know what to think!" said
Bolsover mnajor, .

“What a comfort that will be to
them " remarked Carboy. * You'll shut
the door after vou, won't soui”

Bolsover major shut the door with a
glam. Christopher Clarence Carboy
helped himself to marmalade.

is study-mates eyed him fixedly.

“1 don't want to buit into your
affairs, Carboy,” said Harry Wharton,
after o long pause.

“Good ] Don't!”

*But 1 must tell you that if you don't
ﬁg to Quelch about it now, there won't

a fellow in the [lemove to believe
that you weren't sacked from sour lazt
school,” said the captain of the Remove.
“¥You did me & good turn the other
day, and I don't want to see you cub
by the Form. Can't you see for your-
gelf that you musi have the matier
cleared up now 1"

“This is jolly good marmalade I" said
Carboy.

(1] T‘T'F -B.t-?"

“Jolly good marmalade I .

Wharton breathed herd through his
Dose.

“Very well; let it drop,” he said. "I
was gpeaking for your own good, be-
cause yau did me a good tuen. I should

be landed in a lot of tiouble now, if you
hedn't ﬂ}lipﬁred in as you did. I ecan’s
forget that.

“gI haven't azked you to remember it

said Carboy., “FPass the teapot, if
there’s anything left in ™
Whartou passed the teapot, and fin-

ished his tea hurriedly. He rose from
the table, and Nugent [ollowed his ex-
ample. Carboy, who had been much
more serious for some minutes than was
bis wont, looked up aa they went to
the door. . .

“There’'s nothing in it," he said.
*But I've got my own reasons for not
dragging Quelch into it, That's all.”

The two juniors left the study withoutb
replying. What they believed on the
subject was what sll the Remove be-
liaved, or soon would believe. Christo-
pher Clarence Carboy, lelt alone in the
study, gave a long, low whistle.

“‘%1’1& [at's in the fGre now, Christo-
phrer,™ he said, to himself.

And ho was right.

———

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Why Carboy Leli Oldcroft!

i OS8T anything '™
E Bob  Cherry
guesfion,
Christopher Clarence Car-
boy had stopped on the Remove stlair-
case, end was feeling carefully in al]
khia pockets, onoe after another, Biliy
Bunter, leaning in an attitude of un-
aficcted grace on the banisters abovo,
was walching him through his big
epectacles, curiously. Bob Cherry was
not at all curious. He asked the ques-
tion because he was willing to help qCa,:-
F:}:{ find anything that he might have
m .

nzked  the

“1 eeem te have droepped = lelter.

eomewhere,” said Carboy.
Bunter pricked vp hizs fat cars,
“Hetter find 1%, tlen,” c2id Dob, with
e grin. Y You're not a fellow to leave

letters |ying about, from what I hear, other, Billy Bunter rolled into No. 1

Bunter may find out from the next that
vou're tha man who's wanted for =2
trunk crime.”

Carboy laughed.

“Alust have dropped it soinewhere,”
he said. " Not that it metters. I can
look for it loter.™

“I'l] bhelp you if you like;” =aid Dob
good-naturedly.  * Without looking nt
i, if T Bod it," be added, with =&
chuckle, " Bunter's the only man in
the Remove who does that.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Oh, it's all right!® =said Carboy.
“I dare say it's in my study. I shall
be coming up lagter.™

And he went on down the stairs.
Eoliert Cherry proceeded to his own
study, dismissing the matter from bis
mind.

_But not so Billy Dunter. DBunter's
little round eyes gleamed behind his
spectacles. Mislaid  fettors were in

Bunter's line. He was curious about
any fellow's businezs; but he was keen.
est of all about Carboy's. As toon as
the new junior had dizappeared in one
direction. end Tob Clerry in  the

Study to investigate.

it was odd that a fellow so keen ms
Carboy undoubtedly was did not guess
what Bunter’s proceedings would be.
But he did not seem to give it a
thought., He strolled out of the House
with a cheery smile on his face, appar-
ently unconscious of tha curious looks
he réceived from s good many IRlemove
fellows.

Harry Wharton gave him & nod, and
Ogilvy & cheery grin; but some of the
Remeve fellows seemed to have for-

otten that there was such a person as
*hristopher Clarence Carboy in exist
¢nce. But if Carboy noticed that they
ignored him, -he did not seem to mind.
olsover major geve him a hard, un
seeing’ stara, Skinner and Snecop snig-
pered as he passed them. Bub bis
equanimity scemed quite unruffled.

Whether Carboy had, or hed not,
been exprelied from his Jast school was
now a topic in the Remove. And muost
of the fellows had made up their minda
in the afirmative
. 5till, many of them doubted. Fellows
iike Skinner, plad of a chance to be
“down ™ on anybody, were not troubled

iContinued on next page.)
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Ly doubts. AMloreover, Skinner had »
bitter recollection of pepper in  his
cigarettea, Bob Cherry, who was too
ood-natured to be down on anybody if
Eu could belp it, was as cheery &z ever
to the pew fellow. Some fellows sus-
peeted that it was just one more of
Carboy's leg-pulling stunts, and that he
was letting the fellows think he had
been “sacked ” from Olderoft simply as
a liar kind of jest. : _

“'“51'1 there was no telling with &
fellow like Christopher Clarence Car-
bov. Certainly a fellow who was under
a ¢loud and had been found ocut, might
have been expected to take it .quite
differently. Carboy took it with care-
less good-humour and unruffled cheerful-
ness. The story hed passed out of the
limita of the "iiamnve now, and was
discussed in the Fourth and the Shell,
and fellows in those Forins gave Car-
boy qucer looks in the quad. On this
particular occasion as he strolled across
the quad Coker of the Fifth bora down
on lhim. Coker of the Fifth had a
frown on his face, and he slopped
directly in Carboy’s path, and the new
junior, guessing ‘what was coming,
grinned.

“I hear you were sacked from your
last scheal, Enrb&g,“ said Coker sternly.
“What about it?

“You've heard that?™ asked Carboy.

And half a dozen fellows gathered
round at once.

“What did you do at Qlderoft " de-
manded Coker.

“I'd rather -pot say,” answored Cae.
boy meekly.

rrunt from Coker.

“That mesans thet it was something

jolly serious,” he said.
“Well, you might think it serious,™
admitted Carboy.

“I'm waiting to hesr what it was.”
Coker’s manner was guite magisterial,

“MNow, then, out with it, you young
rascal !

“Mind your own business, Coker !”
broke in Harry Wharton. “ What the

thump right have you to ask a Remove
man guestions?®”

~ “¥ou shut up, Wharton! This is a
jolly serious matter,” said Coker. * A
fellow isn’t sacked from school for a
trifle. \ TI&:,-. -::Pqp Dught'“nm:ﬁ; h;_l hu&'a
come to Greyfriars at all n
been hmdwigik&df'- e

* Bubbish !* said Wharton.

“Bhut up!” roared Coker. " Now,
then, Carboy, I want to know what it
was. I warn you not to prevaricate.™

“If I really must tell ORERS Z
tered Earbqﬁr.r el b bt

“Get on with it 1™

“Tt was & sudden temptation ! gasped
Carboy.

. There was a general breath of interest
in the crowd of fellows gatherin
round. A Cﬂtﬁ‘}]ﬁ of dezon were on the
spot now. Hvery Remove man there
agreed that it was like Coker's cheek to
butt in. But all of them undoubted]
were curious to hear what Carboy ha
to confess, &ﬂpamnt!y he was so over-
whelmed by the imfportmeu of the big
Fifth-Former that he did not venturs
to refuse to answer,

“ A sudden temptation, was i£?" said
Coker grimly, E‘WEH. whaet was it?
b’ mng inched something—what 1"

“Nno,” faltered Carboy, “I—I-1

Must I tell yout”
. “Yes!” hooted Coker. He was burn.
ing with curiosity mow. “Out with
18 b

“I—1—I nover meant to kill him!"
gasped Carboy.

“To what?” shrieked Coker.

“It was his whiskers that did it,” said

Tue Macwer Liprary.—No. 1,080,

Carboy, with a face of awful serious-
ness.  “I've always sald that Form
masters shouldn't wear whiskera, My
Form master at Oldcroft did. That was
how it came about. His whiskers irri-
tated me. They got on my nerves.
One morning in Form I felt that I
couldn't bear it any longer.”

Coker gazed blaokly at Carboy's
serious face.

"It was a sudden temptation,” eon-
tinued Carboy. “Beizing a Latin
dictionary, I simnote him to the floor.
e wvever smiled apain.”

“He—he—he never smiled apaint™
reprazed Coker of the Fifth, hke a
follow in a trance

“They buried him with ham,” said
Carboy, still with the solemnity of a
judge. “All the fellows went. The
Head took a serious view of the matter.
He admatted that the man’s whiskers
were irritating.  They had  icritated
him, himself. But he said, very justl;r,
that if fellows were allowed to brain
Form masters with Latin dictionaries it
would be difficult to get men to fll tha
posts. Moreover, there was the damage
to the school books to be considered.
And so—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from
Carboy's audience.

The bewildered expression on Horace
Coker’s fore was-entertaining.

“You—you—you  young  sweep!”
gasped Coker. " Are you trying to pull
my leg? If that's meant for cheek—*

“You've got it!” assented Carboy.

“Ha, ka, ha!™

“1've told you to own up to what you

did at Olderoft!” said Coker, breathing
hard,

“Well, I'm trying to satisfy you,”
eaid Carboy. " But if you want me to
try Idg‘ﬂ-m, 1 don't mind. One dreary
and dismal December night—>"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Den't talk that rot to me!” hooted

ok o

“My hat and umbrella! You're jolly
hard to sptiziv!” complained Carboy.
“I'll try again. One bright and sunny
afternoon in July—*"

“Ha, ha, hat™

“Will you tell me at once why you
left Olderoft?” hissed Coker. y'3

“Certeinly. It was too big for me to
bring with me.”

“Wha-a-t 7"

“I had to leave it,” sxplained Carboy.
“It's still standing where I left it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

By that time Coker of the Fifth
seetned to have made up his mind that
he was not going to receive any infor-
mation from Christopher Clarence Car-
boy. He made a jump at that humorous
youth; and Carboy made a backward
jump at the same moment. He landed,
no doubt by accident, with his heels on
Harold Skinner's toes.

“Yarooogh!” roared Skinner.

“ Hold on, Coker!"” shouted Wharton.
“Line up, you fellows—the Filth ain't
allowed to bully the Remove!”

“What-ho! Collar him!" shouted
Squiff,

“(zive him beans I yelled Ogilvy.

“Hends off, vou cheeky faps!” roared
Coker. “I'll amash you! I'm going to
thrash that cheeky young sweep! T'm
going to—— Yow-ow-yow—yoop—groogh
ooch! Whooooop "

Coker came down in the quad in the
grasp of six or seven Removites. Ha
came down with a mighty concussion,
Carboy leaned over him and squashed
Coker's hat over his oyes with one fell
swoop., 'Then the juniors departed, yell-
ing with laughter, leaving Coker of the
Fifth to extract his head from his hat.
By the time Horace Coker had done so

Christopher Clarence Carboy had disap-
peared over the horizon, and Coker's
thirst for information had to remain
unslaked.

Carboy, as he strolled into the Rag,
was stopped by Cecil Reginald Temple,
of the Fourth Form,

“Hold on & minute,” said Temple.
“What's this I hear about your bein'
sucked from your last school?  What
did they hupl:: vou for?”

“Eating rice-pudding with a spoon ™
answered Carboy. “Ther're Irigﬁful!y
particular about these things at Old-
croft.”

And he strolled on, leaving Ceeal

Reginald Temple staring.
_ Fisher T. Fish, the Transatlantio
Junior, cornered him in the Rag a few
minutes later. Fishy also wanted o
know.

“Now, own up and tell a galoot,”
said Fisher T. Fish. “ You were bunked
from your last school. What was it
fori”

“1 poizoned: the headmaster—"

-I'l'Eh?H

“With a dose of American canned

beef.”
“Why, you—you—yon slabsided
uy!” gaspod Fisher T. Fish: and

urbay smiled and sauntered away.

Many fellows had guestioned Carboy;
and he was full of information, which
he imparted with alacrity. But it really
was not reliable information. Thers
was nothing to be _gt:at from Christopher
Clarence Carboy; if he had a socret it
waa clear that thet secrot was going to
remain in the keeping of Christopher
Clarence himself.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awful |

ILLY BUNTER stepped light
B mto Study No. 1, closed the d-:nnl{

after him, and blinked cagerly

round. He knew that the study
would be vecant; he bad seen Wharton
and Nugent in the quad, and he had
watched Carboy go downstairs.  The
coast wans clear for Dunter’s scarch flor
the letter Carboy bad dropped. I he
had dropped it in the study it was
bocked for Bunter's inguisitive eyes.
The Owl of the Remove wan preparcid
to root through the study from end to
end, if necessary; but he was not given
all that trouble. Almast the first object
ur_un which his eyes rosted, as he
blinked round the room, was a letter
that lay in the armchair—full in viow
of anyone who might enter the study.

Bunter made a jump for it.

“That’s i1t!"” he murmured.

Evidently it was “it.” On tho fronk
page Bunter read the words, “Dear
Chris.™

That settlod the point, The fat
junior did net remain in the stedy to
read the letter; he slipped it into his

ket and rolied out of Btudy Neo. 1.
‘here was a possibility that Carboy
might return, after all, to look for the
letter, carcless as he secemed about it
Bunter considered it judicious to convey
his prize to a saler place for leisurely
perusal. .

He blinked into Study No. 7, and
found it empty. He rolled in, shut the
door, and drew the letter from his

pocket. ,
He grinned a fat grin as he turned

his little round eyes and his big
spectacles on the letter.  Very likely
there was something definite in  this

letter—some allusion to Carboy’s past—
something that would make an exeiting
itemn of news for Bunter to tell a fow
friends in strict confidence.



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PFRICE
TWOPEMNCE.

o 5 it

1Y

L T—

Horaca Coker made a jump at the humorous Carboy. Chrlstopher Clarence, huwairarigaﬁa a backward jump at the same

moment, and [anded, no doubl by accident, with his-heels on Harold Skinner’s

Bul as he began to read the grin died
off Bunter's fat countenance, add his
eyes grew wide behind his spectacles,

“Oh, crikey I o

It was not merely an execiting item of
news that Bunter had ceptured now. It
was something more than that. It was
amazing—it was thrilling—it was un-
nerving. Tho letter ran:

" Dear Chris,—I'm glad you haven’t
wasted your time while you've been at
Greyiriars, Now you've spoited the
exact place where the Head keeps his
cash, we'll bring off tne job tuan:%'ht_.
I hope we shall make a3 big a haul as
we did at Olderoft. Come down from
your dormitory tonight at midnight,
and let me in at the door you men-
tioned in .your last.

“Your old pal,
“SLIMEY.™

Billy Bunter sat down quite suddenly
on . & chair. His fat limbs seemed to
give way under him. He gazed in
amozement and horror at the letter ho
held in his fat hand.

1t waa almost incredible. TWhatsoever
the Remove feliows had suspeeted about
Christopher Clarence Carboy, they had
never suspected anything like this. Even
Bunter, who had & fertile imagination,
richly fed up by the films, had never
thought of anything of this sort. Bo
this was why the fellow had left Old-
croft—he had admitted burglars to the
school! He was at- Gfeyfrars for the
sutne purposal  That very night the
headmaster was to be robbed—by a
cracksman let secretly into the House by
Carboy. It was awful to think of—posi-
tively unnerving.,

“Oh crumhbs!” gasped Bunter,

Ha recovered hmsedf g Dittle at last,

(See Chapter 12.)

and read the letter through again. Thea
handwriting, of course, was strange to
him—it was a back-sloping hand, such
gz might ba adopted for purposes of
disguise. The signature, * 8limey,” was
evidently some nickname a cracksman
might have. Bunter had, indecd, seen
such burglarious nicknames 1a. sub-titics
on the films,

That letter, Bunter reflected, could
not have come by post. Slimey would
never have taken the chance of such a
communication falling into the hands of
authority. It had reached Carboy by
some surrcptitious route—perhaps left
in some cranny of & wall, to be found
there, stuck in some crevice of an ivied
wall, hidden by ivy. Bunter knew that
such things happened—on the pictures,
at least, . In his mind’s eye  Bunter
could ses Carbey sneaking guiltily
along the Cloister wall, seeking the
hidden missive, glancing over his shoul-
der, his face registering hesitation and
guilty terror,

“The villain!" said Bunter.

Heo read the letter through again.

“The scoundrel IV

Bunter rose from the chair at last.

“The dastard! I've got him in the
hollow of my hand!” Bunter was
nothing if not dramatic. He closed his
fat fist on the letter as if he were crush-
mg Christopher Clarence Carboy., “ The
snake 1n the grass!™ The word baffle,
which Bunter had never heard anybody
utter, but which was familiar to lum
from sub-titles at the pictures, came
into his mind. “I'll bafile him! T'l
jolly well baffic him !

Bunter rolled away at last from Study
No. 7, with the incriminating document
zafe in his pocket. His first thought
was to go direct to Mr. Quelch with it
His Form master was obviously the man

. "“Yaroooh [ ** roared Bkinner,

to know about this, so that memsurcs
could be taken in titne to bafle Carboy
and his nccomplice. But before he
reached the Removoe staircase. Bunter
paused, his fat face registering hesita.
tion, if not terror

Queh:lg was such a seeptical, practical
boast. a never went te the picturcs,
Erﬂbab]_'.' had never read & sub-title in
iz life, or seen 2 crook play. His
thoughts ran on severe echolastic lines.
Would Quelchy reelise the import of
thet awiul letter? Would ho? Bunter
could not help feeling that he wouldn’t.
That Carboy was in league with
burglars, that he had let thieves inin
Olderoft, and was now going to et
thieves into Greyiriars, was clear as day-
light to Bunter, He had, aa it
were, the advantapes of & film educa.
tign, 1iut a practical beast like Quelehy
might pooh-pooh the wholse thing, and
actually sniff st the idea—snort at it,
in fact.

There was no proof save the Jetler
Bunter held in his hand, which might
have been written by s schoolboy for a
lark, for anything that might be proved
to the contrary. Quelchy, unen-
lightened by crook plays on the films,
was much more likely to believe that it
was o “lark " than serious business. He
might even think that Bunter had
written that letter himself, to pull his
majostic le : Bunter shuddercd at the
thought -of "that possibility, and the
gimutltaneous thought of Mr. Quelch's
cane,

Ho realised that he had to be wary,
umll walk delicately, like Agag n
ancient times.

It was better to consult some of the
fellows beforo he aocted. After all,
there was lots of time. It was not dorm

THE Marieser Liznany.—No. 1.080.
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for hours-yet. DBunter had time to
think. iz thinking epparatus, per
haps, was not of the best quality, but ho
bad time to use it, such as it was.

Bunter was thinking over the matter,
lcaring ot the banisters on the Remove
landing, when Carboy. came up to lea
with Wharton snd Nugent. Bunter
grinned as they passed. They litile
knew, was the thought that Hashed
through Buunter's fat brain. i

‘Fhe tlirce juniors went into their
study. The next moment Dunter heavd
{rarboy’s voice:

“You fellows
where ¥

¥ No!" came Nugent's answer.

#] must have left it in the study, I
think. You might help me to look for
it: it would mean a lot of trouble if
that letter got about.” )

Billy Bunter hesrd those words dis-
tinetly, without in the least expectigg
that he was intended to hear them dis-
tinetly. He leaned on the -banisters,
and grinned as he heard a sound of rum-
maging in Study No. 1, Peter Todd
came up the stairs with a package under
hia arm. . .
© “What's the jolly old joke, fatty ?" he
askked, as le noted the fat grin on
Bunter’s face. .

“ Oh. nothing !”" answered Bunter, “1I
‘say, Toddy, I'm ready for tea. I've got
something to tell you, too, old chap.’

“Tell somebody else, old bean, like
s good chap!” said Toddy, going on to
Hrudy No. T. .

That was exactly like Toddy, never
caring to hear the most exclusive news
brought him by the Peeping Tom of
(ireyfriars. But Bunter followed him
into Studvy No 7, because 1t was tea-
time, and he had noted Toddy's pack-
age, and because he had to consult some-
body about that guilty letter. The con-
sultation, however, wasz left till after
tea. First things had to come first,
sccond things second.  But during tea
Bunter could not help indulging in mys-

lotter any-

seon &

kel e T e ——

torious glances and remavks which indi-
cated that he knew what ho know, and
could say something surprising if he
jolly well liked. Sad to relate, Toddy
took not the slightest uolice of these
symptoms, having been there belore, so
to speak.

But after tca Dunter came down to
brass tacks. He jerked the letter from
his pocker.

“ Read that, Toddy!” he said.

“No time, I've got to see Dglhf—--:-"

“Read it, you ass; it's awlully im-

portant.”

“Oh, rot!” said DPeter. Dut he
glanced at the letter. “ Hallo! Your
front name isn't Chris, 15 it, all of a
sudden?”

“It'a Carboy's name, of course. That
letter—"'

Peter Todd did not read the letter.
He fixed his eyes on Bunter, instead of
upon the missive from Slimney.

“¥You fot rotter! You've pinched a
letter from another fellow, and you're
ﬁii:ing‘ ,me to read itl My hat!

“Hold on, you ass!” shricked Bunter.

“It's important, It's a letter from a
burglar—="

“What!"” roared Peter,

A burglar.

Carboy's glc:ing to let

him into the school to-night to pinch

the tin from the Head's safe——"
Bunter got no further.

Had Peter Todd been a fellow on the
films,- of course, he would have started
violently, and gazed at Bunter, register-
ing amazement and horror. But, as the
matter stood, he concluded that Bunter
was making an absolutely fathcaded
atternpt to pull his leg, and he reached
for Bunter's car.  Bunter immediately
registered pain and woe.

Yarooh! Yoop! Leggo! Yarocooh!”

" Now take that letter back to Carboy,
if it's his,"” said Peter., “I'll give your
fat flap another twist if you've still got
it when I come back to the study.™

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow 1" Bunter rubbed
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his fat car in anguish. “Beast! I fall
you
Blam!
Peoter Todd left the study, and Bunter
remained rubbing a burning ear, his
talo untold. Evidently Peter Todd was

not going to be of any use.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prool Positive !
said Bolsover

L1 AE.Il.!UE‘n' s
G I'I:IEL]EII.
“Bosh!" szaid Bkinnor.

“Pifle!" remarked Snoop.

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the
three. He had found them together in
Skinner's study after tea, and as they
wera all down on Carboy, he had not
doubted that they wera the fellows to
help him out. But his cpening statoment
was interrupted by expressions of disbe-
lief that wera frank, if not polite.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Dh, shut 1t!" said Bolsover major.
“The fellow was sacked from hia lask
school; that's clear. He did something.
Dut don't start spinning us yarns you've
mugged up at Courtheld iclure

alaco.”

“You see, we go to the films ocurselves
and we know the brand,” explained
Skinner,

“I've got the letter hcre——"

“Gammon!"

Bunter felt in his pocket [or the
letter. PBolsover major & Co. walched
hig, sareastically. ’]]."he,r,r knew Bunter
of old, and they were quite prepared to
ece him draw his fat hand forth Em;ﬂ?',
with & remark that he must, after all,
have mislaid the letter,

Nather to their surprise, he produccd
a letter.

“Read that!” he said, with diguit.y.

Bolsover major and his friends were
not s0 partioular on that point as Peter
Todd. They read the letter, stared at
ona another, and stared at Bunter.

ANNUAL
TREATS!

“«THHE GREYFRIARS IMOLIDAY
ANNUAL.™ A treasure-trove of stories,
articies, and colour plates. Hours and
hours of delightful reading! ALL your
favourite schoolboy characters appear in
thiz champion Annual, too, which is
another reaszon for its popularity. Once
you have looked Inalde this book you will
tealise what a prize you hold, Price &f-.
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Tirst Edition of a
Wonderful New Publicalion

THE
NEW NATURE BOOK

Packed with fascinarti
acfion = pholographs ‘5

BIRDS AND BEASTS
Pl'icn 'E-h-.

NOW ON SALE!

“EVERY BOY'S NNOBBY ANNUAL*
is & book which abhould be in every home.
1t treats in an interesting and informative
way of practicaily every hobby under the
gun. Model Railways, Amateur Mechanics,
Woodwork, Wireless, Stamps, Pholo-
gruphy, Metal Work—all these subjects,
profusely  {llustrated with drawings,
photographs, end diagrams, are t0 be
found in this handsome volume.

A real treasure-house of kpowledge for
the boy who wonts to know what to do
and how to do it. Price @/=
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“Tt's  impossible ! said  Bolsover
major at laxt. " 1le did something at
Olderoft, we know that—"

“Alust have Leon something serious, to
got sacked,” said Hncop.

“But if he did what’s in that lotter
he would be sent to & refermatory,” said
Skinner.

“If they had proof,” zaid Dunter.
“They mighta't have had any proof.
F'rinstance, what proof would thers
ho if he let that man Slimey into Grey-
friars to-night and then snecaked back
quictly to bed?”

“That's s0,” said Bolsover major.

“They might have guessed, but
conldn't prove it,” remarked énmp.
“Thoy'd push him out in that case, of
COUTrSa. After all, wo know ho did
something; and I've thought several
timés it might be stealing, or something

serious, like that, A fellow ain't bhunked

for nothing.”
“Jt's too thick !" said Skinner.

"*1 say, you fellows, there's tha letter,™
said Bunter. I mpicked it up in~Car-
boy's study, just the same as I did hig
father's letter last weck, the oneé
that mentioned that he had been
eackad.”,

The three juniors scanned the letter.
It was written vpon & kind of notepaper
that was not used at Greylriars, in &
heavy, back-sloping hand that was quite
unknown to them. If the letter was
genuine the matter wes serious enough,
and if it was not genuine how had it
cpme into existence al all? Bunter,
evidently, had not concocted it; and it
was ::liﬂiyr:ult. to think that any Eemove
man could have done so.

. “That man Carboy is a ]poﬂ::.r ractical
joker,"” sard Bkinner slowly. **ls it pos-
gible that he wrote this himsell and
planted it on Bunter?”

“Well, he’s got japing on the brain,
but there's a limit,” said Bnoop. “He's
accused in this letier of thieving, and
consorting with thieves. Nico sort of
thing for a fellow to write about him-
self.”

Bolsover major sheok his head.
1 ean’t makeo it out 1" he said.
know he did something, bute—-="

“ But—"" zaid Bnoop.

“1 say, you fellows, what do you think
Quelchy would say if I took the letter
to him ¥ snid Bunter.

“ e would send for Carboy at once, of
course, and ask him about it,” =aid
Bolzover major, “ Then—if it's true—
Carboy would get a word to his pal
not to come to-night; he would say
that the letter was a jape of some fellow
whe disliked him, and he would: get
clear.”

“Of course he would ! agreed Bunter.
* And then they'd leave the burglary till
a safer time.™

“That's it! I'm blessed if T know
what to think about i1t,” confessed Bol-
sover. “I don't like the fellow; he's
cheeky, and we know he did something
serious to be sacked from his last school.
But I wouldn't like to be the chap to
take that letter o a Form master. Too
jolly like the films.” -t

“Films are founded on real life, you
know,” szaid Bunter.

“ Ara they?" asked Skinner. “Must
be the real life of some other planct,
then.” ] i

“Look here,” said Dolsover major,
“we can't make it out, but there's an
easy way of proving it. If the thing's
genuine Carboy's getting out of bed
at midoight to o down and let the
burglar in. Well, we've ounly got to
stay awake tn-nigﬁt to sce if he goes
If he does, that settles it, A fellow
found out of his own dorm lIato at night
gets a licking., Ie wouldn’t risk it for

“We

Everyone in the Grey-
riars Remove feels certain
that Christopher Clarenee
Carboy was sached from his
Iast school in disgrace, and
naturally no one wants to
be pally with n fellow with
much & past.

As a result Carboy finds
himsalf barred by =l his
school fellows—sent Lo Cov-
entry by even wsuch lallows
as Skinoper and Bunter.
But does that worry CThris-
topher Clarénce—not the
slightest hit! The situation
only gives the prince of
juprs yet ancther -:'hl.nqt
of Iaunching one of his
special brands of practical

ickes on the school.

What happena then, you
will learn in —

“ RALLYING
ROUND
CARBOY!”

By
FRANK RICHARDS

next wesk's rousing long

complete atory Harry

Wharton & Co. of Grey-

friars. .

Order next Safurday's
Iasue To-day!

nothing. If be clears off at twelve to-
ni h 17

EThat’a all very well,” said Dunter.
“We shall know then, but it will be
too late to stop the burglary. He will
go down to let Slimey in at & window.”

“If he does that we can jolly well give
the alarm in time to stop them,” said
Bolsover major, “and Carboy being out
of the dorm will be proof against m,
with this letter to back it ap.”

“Good!” .said Bkinner

Tt sounds jolly filmy, but it's true.
Tha rotter cught to be jolly well nailed
and shown up,™ said Snocop. " Easy
encugh- to stay awake and sce if he
clears off from the dorm.™

“That's the game,"” said Dolsover,
“and mind, not a word about this to
other fellows. We don't want the rotter
to get wind that we know, and bhe put
on hiz puard. If he's guilty the sooner
he jolly well gives himself away the
better.™

And that was agreed upon. :

Billy Bunter had a strong desire fo
impart the malier to a fow [riends, n
strict. confidence, but  even Bunter
realized that in such o seriouws case
silence was golden.

When the Remove - went to thor
dormitory that night there were four
fellows 1n the Form who had their
eyes on Christopher Clarence Carboy.

lsover major stared at him, Skinner
and Snoop gave him sidelong glances,
Billy Bunter blinked at him through his
big spectactes. Carboy did not scem
to notice their serutiny, but they noticed,
for their -part, that he was looking un-
usuaily grave. Tle made ne remarks,
though generally he was talkative, and
he hnrdgi seemed to Lear if a fellow
spoke to him. His look was that of a
fellow troubled by deep thought. 1’os-
sibly he was worrying about that lost
letter, possibly he was thinking of what
wig going to iappnn that night, at mid-
night's solemn hour. Certainly, his look
and menner confirmed the deep sus-

picion with which Bolsover major & Co.
regparded him,

Wingate put the light out for the
Remove, atid the juntors settled down
to sleep—four of them excepted. Four
fellows intended to keep awake that
night and watch the suspected jumior.
(M the four, onc was asleep within five
minutes, DBilly DBunier's reverberating
snore aonouncing that Morpheus had
becn tod strong for him. But the other
three sat up in bed, shrouded in the
darkness, determined to keep awake.

They nodded off several times. It was
easy enough to plan keeping awake till
midnight, but as long hour followed
hour it scemed less and less easy to do
it.  'They nodded, and nodded, and
Snoop at last gave a final nod, and did
not open his eyes again, But SBkinner
and Bolsover major were at least half
awake when midnight boomed out from
the clock-tower, and the deep strokes
recalled them to wakelulness,

Midnight! ]

Now was the time. DBolsover major
and Skinner, wide awake now, and
watchful, listened intently, with a thrill
at their hearts. From the rest of the
Remove came the sound of steady
breathing, and from Billy Bunter’s bed
a snore that was both loud and deep.

Was there a soft sound in the silence
of the night—the sound of a bed eroalk-
ing as & kllow stirred ?

Thera was! Bolsover and Skinner
hoth heard it, and canght their breath.
From the silenee came a whisporing
voies

“You fellows asleep?” ;

Thera was no answer to the question.
Evidently it had been asked, u-nIF' to
aseeriain that the fellows werc asleep.
Bolsover major and Skinner were not
likely to answer, ]

They heard Carboy creeping ont of
bed., Faint sounds—faint but distin-
guishable hi.r intent ears—told that ao
fellow. was dressing quickly in the dark,

Tik AMaoner Lisnary.—No. 1,060
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3 Solt, stealthy footlalls crossed to the
L1 ] g

To the straining cars of the watchers
came the sound of the dormitory door
aoftly, mutinuﬂlfv, opcening, and then
shutting as s=oftly aund cautiously.

Deap silence followed. :

“ My hat!” breathed Bolsover major.

He necded no further proof. Why
had Carboy crept silently out of the
dormitory at that hour of the mght?

Dolsover major jumped out of bed.

Ho struck & match, and lighted a
candle-ond. To make assurance doubl
sure he held up the light over Carboy’s
bed. The was empty—the clothes
that had been folded on a chair beside
it wore gone. Bolsover’s heart thumped.
1t wag trus; then! And the fellow who
had been expelled from OQlderoft had
gone down to let Blimey in at & win-
dow, like a thief in the night,

“He's gone?" :

Skinner Eﬂ.ﬂtﬂd the gquostion.

“*¥es, he's gone.”

“That settles it.”

“¥Yes, rather!” 3

Bkinner leaped from his bed. Two or
three other %elh:-wa awakened. There
was a murinur of velees inquiring. Billy
Bunter's deep snore’ coased, his eyes
opened, and he groped for his spectacles
and jammed them on his fat little neso.

“I say, you fellows——"" gasped Billy
Bunter, L}Ilnkil;iﬁ in ‘tém dim candle-light,

“He's gone 1" sa1 naop. .

Bunter rolled out of %«zd. He blinked
at Carboy’s empf&y bed, and gave & gasp.
He had cxpected it. He had been cer-
tain of it; yet this confirmation, strong
as proof of holy writ, startled him. He
Lilinked round at the staring Removites.

“1 jolly well knew it! I say, you
tellows, Carboy’s gono down to let
burglars inte tha house!”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Spoofed !

ABRRY WHARTON wes looking
H at (arboy’s empti,' hed--
empty, in the dim glimmer of
Bolsaver's candle & ncarly

fell out of his own bed s Bunter made
hi: announcement, in his astonishmoent.

“What 1" ho exclaimod.

“Wake up, all of you fellows!”
squeaked Bunter excitedly. " 'Lhat
fellow Carboy is a buu_-glar i

1

“You benighted wot!"”  ejaculated
Peter Todd.

“He's gone down to let a burglar
in—""

“You howling as2!” said Bob Cherry.

“A man named Slimey—>"

“(h, crumbs!™ .

“They're going to rob the Head's safe
—zame a3 they did at C&rhﬂé’ﬁ last
school!”  howled Dunter. “Carboy's
letting the man into the House this very
minute "’

uFlthEld I‘Fi

“Oh, really, Wharton—" )

“I'm going to give the alarm!™ said
Bolsover major, "It's settled now, and
we can't lose time—" ,

“You born idiot!” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove. “IDo you mean
to say you believe any such piffie ¥

“Tﬁere‘a proof I" said Skinner.

“You, too!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Do you bheclieve Carboy's a burglar
bocause he put pepper into  your
smakos ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”™ )

“It's not a laughing matter,” said
Snoop, pointing to Carboy's bed. “It's
struck twelve, and Carboy’s gono out of
the dorm—dressed himself before hbe
went, too. What doecs that mean #"

Tre Macuer Lippary.—INo. 1,030

“(aopdness  knows!' seid Harry
Wharton. "It may mean anything but
the uiter rot that Bunter has suggested.”

“"That's all you know!” jeercd Bunter.
"If you'd scen the letter from Carboy's
confederate—"

“The which?" ejaculated Nugent.

“ Bunter found a letter from a man
named Slimey that Carboy had dropped
in his study,” said Bolsover major. 1
don't say ho izn't a prying little beast
to read another fellow's letters—"

“Oh, reelly, Bolsover—="

“But in this case it's justified. Now
that Carboy hes gone down at midright,
it proves the thing. I'm going to wake
up Quelch and put him on his puard 2t
once,” Bolsover spoke with grim deter-
mination. " ¥You fellows comes with moe,
as you know about it!"

“1—1I say, suppose—suppose the
burglar’s got in slready!” stammercd
Buonter. * He—he might be in the—iho
passage—'"

“You fat funk! Come slong with
me " growled Doelsover.

“For goodncss’ sake, Bolsover, don't
make such an utter idiot of yourself!”
oxclaimed Harry Wharton aghast,
“Quelchy will get you a floggin if you
wake him up in the middle of kﬁn night
with such & yarn!"™

“It's true!” hooted Dolsover. “ We've
got proof "

“I—1 sey, let the fellows know what's
in tho letter!™ said Skinner, with a
twinge of uncasiness, “ Let's hear what
they think."

“I'Il read it out,” said Billy Bunter.

“You won't read out & private letter,
vou fat chump!” growled Johnny Buli.

“1t's a letter from a burglar—"

“Then 1t's spoof, and it doesn’t matler
if you read it out,” said Harry
}‘.’J!lnrtﬂn, with a laugh. *Get on with
it."

Bunter read the letter aloud. A dozen
fellows crowded out of bed, and looked
at the letter over his shoulders, in the
glimmer of tha candle.

“GZoe-whiz!” said Fisher T. Fish. 1

uess that sounds like the real goods.

hat galoot Carboy is an ornery jav,
enyhow!™ :

There was & buzz of excitement in the
Remove dormitory now. Fellows stared
at the letter in blank amazement, There
was no doubt that it put a different com-
plexion on the matter.

“Are you sgatisfied now, Mr. Clever
Wharton " asked Skinner, with a sneor.

“T'm blessed if I can make it out!™
aaid Hnrr{ﬁ “But I know it's all
Lueeskeurn, hatever Carboy may have
done at his last school, it wasn't any-
thing of that kind, and couldn't have

been. There's some sort of a trick in
this. Did yoy write that letter,
Skinner 7

“II™ howled S8kinner.

“Well, if you didn't, zomebody did!
It's spoof!” said the captain of the
Remove.

“All this time that scoundrel is let.
ting a cracksman into the House!" said
Bolsover major.

such a very unpleasant gentleman to
deal with, f it turned out that there
h_inid becn some sort of & mistako, after
all,
*Rot!” said Wharton tersely.

“As captain of the Formt you ought
fo act in this matter!” said S8kinner.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I've had no training for actiog in
film stunts!” he znswered.

“¥ou can eee it's frug——"

olzover major gavo an angry snort.

“If you fcllows arc nfraid to go and
wake Quelch, I'm not! I'm not geing
to see the school robbed without intec-

fering. Carboy's letting a burglar into
the Housa is very minuie. I'm
going!"”

Bolsover major stuck the candle on &

washstand, and tramped across to the
door.

“Como back,
Harry Wharton.

Lhe captain of the Remove was puzzled
by the mysterious letter—and startied
by Carboy's absence from bed at mid-
m?ht. But he did not and could not
believe that there was anything in it.

Bolsover major did not heed.

He opened the dormitery door wide
and tramped out into the passage. Hia
footsteps recoded towards the steirs.

“There can't be anrthing in it," satd
Bob Cherry. "“There can’t! It's some
ghastly sort of & ;a;}e-——"

“Why ghastly ?”" asked a quiet voice.

Every [ellow in the Remove dormitory
jumped. For the voice that drawled
that oquestion was the voice of
Christopher Clarence Carboy.

“Why, what—what——"" stuttered Bob
Cherry.

“Hea's not gone!” pasped Bkinner, in
ulter amazement.

“The gonefulness doecs not seem to bo
terrific!’” chuckled Hurree Jemset Rumn
Singh. * But where is the csteemed and
absurd Carboy?"

%] say, you fellows—* stutiercd
Bunter. :

“Hello, hallo, halle!" howled Boh
Chierre. " There he is! What the thumR
are you doing under that bed, Carboy?

“Oh crumbs?”.

Every eyo was fixed on Carboy,
Christopher Clarence, with a cheery gon
an his fiﬂﬂ- was crawling out from under -
hiz bed. -

Evidently he had not gone down to let
“Slimey ' into the Housel He had ngt
left the dormitery at sll.

Akinner gazod at him blankly. 1is
had distinctly heard cautious foolstops
crosa to the door, and the door open and
shut in the darkness before Boelsover
turned out of Led, He hed not the
slightest doubt that Carboy had gone.

%[a realisod now that the japer of the
Remove must have been on the imner
side of the door when he closed it, and
had erept back noiselessly to his bed and
cropt underneath it i

Christopher Clarence Carboy grinned
cheerfully st the amazed faces of the
Bemovites Ekinner_ ritted his tecth.
Bnoop grinned foolishly and soeaked

you ass[" called out

Bolsover was not, perhaps, very back to bed. Billy DBunter stared at
bright: but he was very cobstinate. Io (arboy opet-mouthed, like & newly-
had been slow to credit this amazing landed fat fish.
thing ; but now that ha did fully beliexe *I—I—I1 say, you fellows, he—he—
it, he went the whole hog, so to speak. here's here!” babbled Dunter,

He had not the slightest doubt that, in  *“The herefulness is terrific!”

those very moments, Carboy was admit- “YWhat does thia mean, C”EWE "
ting & cracksman iuto the sleeping exclaimed Harry Wharten. *You
House. heard that letter read out—"

Billy PBunter was equally certain.
Only the fear of meeting the burglar
kept him from rushing forth to raise tho
alarm. Skinner and Snoop wero cer-
tain, too; but not to the extent of
desiring to wake up Mr. %IE]L'}'I wilh
such startling mews.  Mr. Queldh was

“(Oh, quitel” yawned Carboy. I
didn't need te hear it really, as I knew
it by heart. You soe, I wrote it mysclf
sbout ten minutes Lefore I mentioned
in Duunter's hearing that 1'd dropped it
somowhoere,

Bob

“0Oh, crumbs!” ejaculated
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Asm Bunter began o read the leiter the grin

* Oh, erikey | ** he gasped.

Cherry. “You japing ass! And
Bolsover's gone to wake up Quelchy
Iﬂr_‘" L] " - L] -
. " ¥es—it will he quite exciting, won't
it? mmiled Carboy., *Quelchy may be
pleazed! On the other hand, he may
not, My opinion 15, that Bolsover's
t&k:&g 8 big chance.”

“Ha, ha, hal

“Cut after him, somebody!” gosped
Bkinner. “Great pip—what on carth
will happen if he wakes up Quelchy 7

Harry Wharton ran out of the
dormitory. He fairly raced dewn the
dark passage to tho stairs.

“I zay, you fellows,” gasped Bunter.

“I—I say, I—I've beén taken in—"
“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the
Remaovites,

- “You sce,” axplained Carboy airily,
“1 min't really a burglar! Not as o
oonfirmed habit, anyhow. DBut when
fellows want toa find out things about
a fellow; why not let 'em? It's only
kind.”

Whila the Removites gurgled with
merriment, Harry Wharton was racing
down tho dark passage and shadowy
staircase in  pursuit of Dolsover.
Fortunately, Bolsover was going slowly,
partly to feul his ‘way in the dark,
partly because of the imaginary risk
of running inte “Slimey.”  Hurry
Wharton overtook him at the end of
the paesage leading to Mr. Quelch’s
room—bumping inte him in the dark,

There was a startled howl from
Eolsover.

“You villain! Keep off! Help—*
“Your frabjous ass, it's Wharton !
ted the captain of the Remowve,
“Wharton! You dummj:‘-wym: may

bave alarmed bhim now—
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died off his fat countenance, and his eyes
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grow wide behind his large

It was not merely an exclting item of news Bunter had capiured. It was amaring,
thriling—unnerving ! (&Sce Chapler 13.)

_ "There isn't any him, you born
idigt I gezped Harry., " Come back fo
e dorm before anybody wakes up,
or—*

“"I'm going to wake Quelchy.”

Wharton grasped his arm.

“¥ou chump, Carboy’s in the dorm—
he was hiding under the bed—it's one
of his japes—"

“Wha-a-at "

“He planted that letter on Bunter,
you ass—and he hid under the bed when

ou thought he had gone down, fst-
ad—he's pulling your .stlly leg, you
goat—--—~"

“Oh " gasped Bolsover major.

He came back to the dormitory like
a lamb. Thera was a fresh howl of
lauEELer as he came in and stared at
Christopher Clarence Carboy. Harry
Wharton hastily closed the door.

“Halo, hallo, halle! Here's your
1ddy bur,?;lﬂ.r, Bolsover I howled DBob
%hcrr . “Only under the bed, old

wake Quelch?™ asked
Carboy regretiully. “1I'm sorry yvou
didn’t wake Queleh. I'm :ure Queleh
would have been interested in your
jolly -ald investigations into my wicked
past,” )

“¥ou—you japing toad—
Bolsover major.

-“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bolsover major, with a erimson face,
plunged into bed. Harey Wharton' blew
out the candle. Chuckles ran from bed
to bed, to which Dolsover and Skinner
and Bnoop listened with burning ears.

“I say, you fellows—" sgueaked
il lzr Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

bean.’
“Didn't wou

L1

gasped

"1 =ay, that japing beast took us
y—"

“Go hon!™

“But he don’t dare to let on why he.
left Olderaft, all the same,” howled
Buuntor,

“I've mo objcction,” said Coarboy's
volce in the darkness, cheerily.

Thero was a goneral movement of
intereat.

“Oh! You've no objection? said
Harry Wharton.

"*None in the world."

“"What was it, then?" asked Vernon-
Smith.

“You'll keep it dark ¥ asked Carboy.

"?EH, :r'EEIL"

“"Every fellow 1n the Form  will
pgroe to keep it dork ¥

£G YEE-, yos, F‘E&"

“Well, then, I— sure you'll keep
it dark?”

“Yes, you ass: get on with it.”

“Then I'll own up. I blew up tho
Head with gunpowder on ihe Fifth of
November.”

“What? howled all the Remove,

*Morely that, and nothing more,”
rawned Carboy. “DBut they'ro fright-
ully particelar about these things at
Clderoft.”

After which, Carboy laid his head on
his pillow, in peeeeful slumber—and
was asked no more guestions,

THE ERD,

(Now look eut for next week's ripping
long story of Harry Wharten & Co.,
entitled ! “RALLYING ROUND CAR-
[OF 1 Youlll vele this the best yarn
of the aeries, chuma)

Tre Maoxer Lisranv.—Mo, 1,080,



d DOUBLE GAME! The world tal:es the Sparsdale Athletio Jor ¢ feam of genwine joofballers, bt Ferrers Loche,
tetective, imows them fo be o feam of genuine croofis !
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A Daring Plan !

_ EFORE the acrid smoke had
B cleared, Ferrera Locke was
: beside the inanimate figure of

Jack Drake., Bupporting arms
wionk round the youngster and, in one of
his very rare moments, the Daker
Street detective allowed his emotions
free play. His face was drawn and
‘anxious, as he peered into the seb
featurcs of his young assistant.

“Hypnotised ' )

Locke breathed the word in a whisper,
a3 he drew down lhake's cyelid with
fingors as gentle as tliose of any trained
TLEse.

Drake stirred, and a faint murmur
left his lips.

“Poor lid!” said Locke. "“A near
thing—e dastardly thing. But the fiend
responsible did not know enough of the
science of hypnotiam, or he would not
have set the lad such a task.”

“And what task was that, Locke?!"

The deteetive, still with Drake's figure
in hiz arma, turned and saw Inspector
Pvocroft framed in the doorway, an ex-
i]-[‘l&-"e:iin-n of astormshment on his hard,
ieavy features.

With a gesture, Locke
beckoned him.

“1 did not know you were here,"” he
saict sofltly.

“I only arrived a couple of seconds
ago,” retorned the C.LIN man. * DBaot
what's &ll this? And what’s the matter
with Drake®”

“The poor kid was sont here to shoot
me.” said Ferrera Locke quietly.

af Eh ?H'

The detective smiled faintly.

“1 see vou find that hard to believe,”
“ But it's true, neverthe-

Ferrers

he remarked.
less.” ]

“What on carth are you talking
about?™

“You have heard of hypnotism?”
asked TLocke patiently,

The CULT man snorted.

“Of courzel”

“Well, Drake iz _in a trance,” ex-
plained Lochke. " His orders were to
shoot me—to kill me 1™

* Pliew " ]

“The }a{:m‘ kid even went as far as
to pull the trigger of that gun,” went
on Fervers Locke. *DBut in that second
the power of the hypnotist tumbled
down. You know, doubtless, that it is
n matier of impessibility for & Rypno.
tised subject to do any act that 1s
against his own code, or better nature ™

Tie MagNeT Lignany.—~No. 1,080.
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“I know that you cannot make &
hypnotised  subject commit & theft, if
Lhe satd sebject is not in the habit of
stealing,” jerked out Pyecroft, in his
ponderous fashion.

 Exactly. Neither could Drake
commit a murder. He went near to
it. perilouzly near it, but some thread
of his own personality .took hold .over
L he vile will of the fiend whe hypnotised

irn. "

*And who did hypnotise him 1"

Locke shruggped ﬁls shoulders,

_“1 have many enemics,” he said
simply, “and those arraipned against
me at this moment are our friends in
the Sparsdale Athletie”

Inspector Pyceroft started.

“The Sparsdale Athletic?

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“Just help me mmake Drake comfort-
able,” he said, *and then I'll explain.”

Wonderingly, the C.L.D. man helped
his old colleague. “Then, when the
cushions had been piled around dack
Preke, Ferrers LIJE'EL&E motioned Fye-
croft to a chair.

“There's nothing I can do for poor
[Dreke at the moment,” le said. *“He
must come out ©of his trance in a
natural manner. Now, just listen.™

Forthwith, he explained all bhis
adventurcs since he had cmbarked on
the task of rounding up the gang of
cracksinen which had been pillaging

What—"

society with such good fortune, o
C.I.D. man listened like one in a
dream.

“Phew ! he eojaculated, when Ferrera
T.ocke had finished. “Well, if that
doesn’t knock Edgar Wallace into a
cocled-hat, I don't know what does.”

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“ A bit of a steggorer, isn't it? In view
of what's happencd, it i not hard to
trace the work ef Bigways in this
attempt on my Life”

“The fiend!” hooted Inspector Pye-
eraft., “The fGend! We'll arrest him at
onee !

Fervera Locke shook his hoad,

“Not just yet, old man,” he remon-
strated.  “The time isn't quite ripe.
We must play 2 waiting game. I'm not
sp sure that Bigways %nam’t helped us
Ly attemphing to involve Drake in a
murder.”

" Meaming ¥

“That Bigways—if I am not wrong in
assuming that he iz, behind all this—
revkons that Drake will kill—will have
killed me by now.™

The C.I.T). man nodded.

e

ague’
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OQur Thrilling Footer
and Detective Serial,
featuring Ferrers
Locke and his boy
asslstant, Jack Drake.

“Why shouldn't Drake have killed
ma?"” went on Ferrers Locke, epeaking
more to himsclf than o the Scotland
YVard man. “Why shoulde’t I be
dead”

Iuspector Pyecroft’e
started from their sockets.

“Eh?” he ejaculated.
gone med?"”

Ferrers Locke smiled. _

“Not quite. Dut I'll explain more
fully.”

{e Gﬁﬂd!"
d!‘?‘lj".

‘Bigways sent Drake here to do me
in,” said Ewke, in & hard, emotionless
voice. **Obviously, then, he thought
the hypnotie trick would work. It's his
fiendish idea of killing tweo birds with
one stone. In short, Ferrers Locke
would be murdered, and Jack Drake
would go to the gallows as his murderer.
Do you follow that?”

The inspector nodded slowly.

“Yes, but——" ha began.

“‘But me no buts,’ as Shakespeare
said,” interrupted Locke, with a grun
sinile. * Ferrers Locke 18 going to e
dead, and Jack Drake is going to be
arrested. With a little ﬂﬂ"l{'m.l.wa.n%lmg
that, in effect, can be accomplished.”

“ But what's the idea?” grunted Pye-
eroft. . _

Locke smiled grimly. _

“The idea is that Bigways and his
will congratulate themselves on

eyes  almost

“Have you

cjaculated the inspector

gan rat

ridding the criminal world of two
dangerous customers. Their fears of
discovery will be lulled, for, without

wishing to boast, I am sure that Big-
ways and his gang are genuinely afraid

of me.”
The C.1.D. man noedded.

“Well, what happens after
*dead " ;

“Drake will be arrested,” said Locke,
with a pitying glance at the sleeping
figure of hi: assistant. " He will not
know the rights and wrongs of ilLo
alfair at the beginning, for a hypnotised
subject does not romember what act Le
has performed while under the "fluence,
Dreke will be told in the best official
manner, prEfEraI:rl]}_: in .a well-known
public place, that he is arrested on the
charge of having committed murder.
He will be taken away in full view of
the publie, and the news will be ﬂaah:iuﬁ
routd the world in & very few minutes.

“But the boy—" began Inspector
Pyecralt.

For a moment, indecision wavered in
Ferrers FLocke's intellectual face.

you'ra
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“Tt is hard, terribly bard on him,™ he
said softly. ' And yet it is for the good
of the cause—Ior the good of the public
at large. DBigways and his gang of
seonndrels must be roped in”

“But the boy—" again protested
Pyeeroft, ** Couldn't e be let into the
zecret B

Locke ehook his head.

“He would spoil the whole efiect.
The success of the scheme demands that
his surprise, when arrested, should
genuine. ™ - :

And Pyecroft, shaking his

azed at Drake, gave in. 2

“In the meantime, I am going fo
impersonate Charles St. Leger Boath-
voyde, the plastic surgeon who was scnt
to prison for six months, Shortly
aftetwards, Boothroyde will escape fram
prison,” ho waved his hand for eilence,
as Pyecroft secmed about to imterrupk,
“and will seek out l;u ul-:::l iﬂ“ﬂagﬁ;.
Bigwavys, at that gentloman's nouse. U,
diusgnis::d !as E:}nt royde, E}“ bhe given
evory facility of cscaping.

" inﬂqw::r" said the C.LI). man
thoughtfully. * You can leave that part
f the business to me.” s
i “The rest should be simple,” said
Locke. 1 will arrange that finger-
prints are taken of the entire geDg.
Their faces do not compare with any on
your criminal record sheets, on account
of Boothroyde's ekill with thel knife.
But, although you change a man's fmr:-rai
cannot change hia ﬁnigerfprmtf.r
eve in mind 8 wheeze for obtaining
those finger-prints, ait:ql:l I'll get them, or

ish in the attempt!”

«“Jt's a risky jﬂh," said Pyecroft.
“Far better let us arrest them right
nﬂljﬁkq shrugged hie shoulders,

“Tf you can find eny real evidence, I::Ty
all means srrest ‘them, DBut you cant
srrost & team of well-known and popular
League footballers, complete wit the:t
Managing Director, on mere stspicion.

head as he

Even then, you bave no power lo
demand their finger-prints. No, Pyo-
croft, 1 have given this matter o deal

of thought, and I think my plan is the
best in E;:he long run. It demands that
Drake should suffer a little, but that
will be of short-duration. On the way
to the station you can take the poor kid
inte your confidence.”

“Yery well”

Tocko looked at the hui,:_.__ _

« Jack’s coming fo!” he whispered.
«7 'will leave a note here telling him
to wait for me at the E{rm:r.‘ler ight
Club at one o'clack. It's nearly half-
azt now, so Jack will get a move on.
in the meantime,_yow will frame the
arrost. Got it? Good!™

With a last look at Pral’lm. who now
showed active signs @
Ferrers Locke plucked Pyecroft by the
arm, and the pair of them silenily
withdrew, leaving the room in darkness,

The  Arrost !

i @ TMPING  snokos!” muiiered
Drake. “What's happened?”
He peered about him in the
gloom, his-mind & welter of con-
fusing thonghts, rubbed his eyes again,
and got to his feet.
In, o moement the lights of the room
were switched on. _
“0Oh, my head!” He pressed his
hands ta his throbbing temples in an
offort to assuage the pain, Then. of a
sudden, he caught sight of the revelver
lying on the mrﬁ;ﬂtﬁd‘ floor. That
seemed to stiv something in his brain.
“What in the name of poodnoss s
that doing here?” he asked himeelf.
“How leng have I been here? Ab! I
went to Bigways' house, I remcmber,

coming round,

The rotter cavght me. Wentworth—
Lul Begwum——"

His youthful face grew strangely
puckered as his brain refused further
te function in its task of recalling }l:lnst
events beyond the time when he had
seon Bigways and Lal Begwum,, the
Onental with the strange, magnetic
eyes,

Biting his lip, Drake moved towards
the revolver and picked it up. Idiy he
cxamined the chambers, and noted with
some surprise that one of tho cartridges
Was apont.
~“Rummy!” he grunted. “How did
it gct herer How dig I—"

For the space of five seconds he
looked at tho revolver, strange thoughts
vhasing their way throngh his eind.
But nothing tangible cmerged from
that self-analysis, and at last he gave

it up, and put the revelver in his
nocket.

“ [ wonder where the guv'nor is®"
That was his next question, and

simultaneously he caught sight of & note
propped ageinst the ash-tray.

*Bee you at Kreizler Night Club—one
o qock,” 1t read.

Drake  recogniscd his  heloved
guv'nor's handwriting at once. Then
he whistled in dismay as a glance at
the clock on the manin] told him that

he was already half an hour late for his
uppointment.

*Crimbs !
oan [EE

He picked np his cap and -moved
doorwards. Three minutes later a taxi
was hearing him away to the rendezvous
Locke had named.

The commiszsionaire there greeted
Drake with & cheery smile,

“Mr. Locke hero?” asked Jack, and
receiving an answer in the negative
waz somewhat cheered as be made his
way into the big lonnge. Greetings
wera smiled or nodded to him as many
of the fashionably dressed men and
women recognized, him.  An chsequious
waiter ushered him to a table,

Feeling rather out of things, for
Dirake realised of a sudden that he was
the only visitor not in evening dress, he

I zhall have to get a move

rnade & lemenade last for guite helf an

hour. And when the lemonade had
gone he realised that Ferrers Locke was
exactly one hour and a quarter late.
“This is unusual ! muttered Drake,
“Never known the guv'nor io he late.

Hea broke oftf suddenly as there was a
commotion at tho doorway.

On the instant the chatter of the
visitors ccased, and all eves  weore
focuzed on the figurez of a police-
inspector and an ordinary constable who
came nto view,

CHHIE I AT A R T

WHAT HAB AQONE BEFORE.

Borely fan Ferrers Locke, the Boker Sirest
detective, embarked on the job of rounding up a
qang of erackamen when a chanee clue fends him
to the Sparsdale Athletic Foolball Ground. Here,
during the home fepm’s firture wilh the Adrsenaf,
Wentiworth, the Athielic’s ovtaide-right, iz seen
) mﬂ'a;:w with n gun-shol wound i he chest,
Before he can make n glptement, howerer, e i
tohirled @way in & car belonging fo Somwel
Rigoays, the Manaping ni_rmﬂrg the Athletic.
Convineed that Bipways hmself fired the shot,
Ferrers Locke joins up with the Athlelic, and
toitfen @ very short time discovers that the team
it composed of a team Of crooks. Fearing after-
weirds that in pigning on Ferrert Locke he hos
signed his own deaih warrant, Bigways resolees
fo pet the deteclive ol of e way, Aceordingly
he endizts the services of Lal Begwum, g clever
Hinduw hypnofist, who pute Jock Drake, Ferrers
Focke's boy nsaisfard, ina trazce, and then orders
the poungsler o go and shoot hiz-chief, Under
the hypnolic epell Drake returns home.  Meeting
his gut’nor, ke fires his gun, af the sawe Hime
collupsing ik a faint,

{Now read on,)

PRICE
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The mapager, & foreigner, was

gesticoluting and talking volubly. But
the police-inspector, grim of counten-

ance, heeded him not. His keen eyes
were travelling to every guarter of the
rocm. suddenly they stecled as they

lquercd on Jack Drako.

The inspector whispered something to
the constable, and the pair of them
marched down the gangway. Scores of
eyes were interested in that movement,
aml the band left a popular fox-trot
unfinished.

Realising that the policemen were
muking for him, Droke shifted in his
chair and blushed uncomfortably. He
had a feeling of impending trouble.

The inspector and the constable
stopprd at the table. Behind them, =
]c:og- of horror on his face, was tha
munager of the club. )

“JTnck. Drake,” began the inspector
ponderously, I have hcre a warrant
for yvour arrest——"

“What?" cjacnlated Drake.

The inspector frowned grimly, and
continued

“You are arrested on s charge of
nmrder——"

Drake's face blanched.

“Are vou mad?” he ssid faintly.

“Young man, vou arc arrcsted fol
the murder of Ferrers Locke, of Baker
Btreet,” went on the polico-anspecteor,
“And it is my duty to warn you thai

anything you may say will be taken
down amj’ used in cvidence aguinst
}lﬂ.u.ﬂ‘l

For the space of a few sceconds Drake
sat there at the table like o stunned
being. Everyono 'in tha lounge had
heard the crisp, metallic words of the
inspector, and &ll eyes were focused in
Drake's direction. _

Drake recovercd his powers of speech
and started to his feet, his faco ablaze

with -anger. :

"Thiagis meonstrous, officer I he said.
“Mr. Locke is—" ;

“Mr, Locke has been found dead in
his rooms at Boker Street,” broke in
the inspector, in 8 toneless voice, little
knowing, of course, that the instructions
he had received from a higher officer
were the direct result of s gquarter of
an hour’s schemink on the part of the
supposed dead man.

“ Dead "

Drake’s face paled to a deathly hue
Qome flicker of memory cast him back
{o Bipways' houso in L“:wendn::h Square,
Again he saw Lal Begwum's tﬂrr-.blle
eyes, Some inat::qct_pmmpted-.lnﬂh 5
hand fo travel to his jacket pocket. In
ia reposed the revolver he had found
lying on the figor in the sitting-room at
Baker Stroet. He had brought it with
him to show to Ferrers Locke.

The inspector who, to do him justice,
really thought he was jn the presence of
s murderer, mistook the action: He
leaped forward, and a muscular grip
fastened on Drake’s arm.

“He's armed, Wilkins " .

The eonstable nodded, and his hand
groped in Droke's jacket pocket. It
emerged with the revelver.

The guests were on their [eet now,

crowding round the table.  Evcry-
where Drake saw condemning, horrificd
cyes.

Arrested for murder!

Arrested for murdering Ferrers Locke
—his beloved chief!

The thought sickened Drake, He
licked his ﬁy lips, and stood like one
in a trance, for onee in his life
Hmrf?ugh!j unnerved and at o loss for
words.

Mechanically he walked alongside the
inspecior gs that individual drew him
awav from the table

*Tie Micrurr Lismany.~No. 1,030
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NEXT WEEK'S GRIPPING INSTALMENT WILL BE THE BEST!
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The constable pocketed the revelver
and vanged himself on the other side of
the prisoner.

And with the manager still gesticula-
fing and talking volubly, the hitlo pro-
cession moved out to the street whero
u taxi was waiting.

Behind them they left a club full of
horror-stricken guests, now all trying
Lo talk at once.

Ferrers Locke had framed the arrest
for the sake of publicity, It roceived
all the publicity ho wanted, for within
three hours the newsboys were Fﬂlliﬂ%
tho tidings through the streots ge
Landoun, whilst on every hand could
seen glaring posters bearing the legepd:

“FAMOUS BAKER STREET DETEC
TIVE MURDERED!

BOY ASSISTANT ARRESTED!”

At a certain houze in Cavondish
Sgquare a  heavy-faced . individual was
rubbing his hands with satisfaction. His
ficndizh scheme had worked. Ferrers
Locke was dead; Drake was undor
arrest!  Verily had he “killed two
birds with one stone.”

But then Samucl Bigways in his sheer
egotism Tittle guessed that the Gendish
scheme he had put into operation wos
to recoil on his own head.

That waz somothing the future held
i store for him!

The Escape !

ONDON, and all England for

E that matter, was provided with
s fresh sensation that day, for

the evening papers featured the

news of o convict's escape from Blaxton
(inol. Charles St. Leger Boothroyde,
the plastic surgeon, who had been sen-
fenced to a term of imprisonment for
[raud, was the convict—at lenst, so the

reading public was given to under-
stand.

In reality it wns Ferrers Locke.

The detective had visited Doothiroyde
at tho prison. In the privacy of the
?-gm-umur 3 office Locke had interrogatod
iis man; but, as ho hnd anticipated,
Doothroyde did net “*split ¥ on Samuel
Digwoays. All the time he was talkjog
Ferrers Locke was making 8 mental
note of Doothroyde's facial character-
istics.

Boothroyde had been sent back to his
task, arid then, with the povernor of the
Eri.sr:ln,. who was in thge " know,” eycing
im in blank smazement Ferrors. Locke
procceded to tronsform himself into the
person of Charles 8t Leger Boothroyde.
An adnﬁt at.the art of make-up and dis-
guise, the Buker Btroet detective quickly
buile up his nose and evebrows to
resemible those of the man he was to
impersopate. A red, closely-cropped
wig helped mattera considerably. A
fow skilful lines with a pencil gave tho
necessary woeakness to the set of the
mouth.

“Jove, Locke,” exclpimed the
governor, “you're a marvel !”

Locke chuckled.

“"T'm -not finished yot,” he remarked.
*Kindly hand me Boothroyde's clothes.”

A suit of blue serge—the very clothea
which DBoothroyde hod worn during his
trial—made & remarkablse differcoce.
Hunching his shoulders o trifle in the
manier of Boothroyde, Ferrers Locke
gave a preliminary cough, alse in the
monner of Charles 8t Leger Booth-
royde, and turned to the governor,

“And how does this strike youi” It
was o high-pitched, nervous woice, end
it was so realistic that the governor
jumped.

#Jingo!” he ejacolated. "“For one
momont I really thought it was Booth-
royde speaking.”

“Good enough!” laughed Ferrers

i —
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Locke, eyeing himself in tho glass and
screwing up one side of his face aftor

the fashion of Doothroyde. * And you
think I look something like ‘the
prisoner 7"

“His twin brother |” -

“That i1s indeed o compliment,” said
Locke. “And now I must procced Lo
more desporate work. I am sorry the
public have been given—or are to be
given—two bogus reports in one day;
still, it’s all pars of the gome. You will
let e out, my doar sir; and_you will
kindly report tho escapoe of Charles 3t.
Leger Boothroyde one hour from now.”

“Rely on me, Mr. Locke!”  The
governor shook his visitor warmly by
the hand. "Good luck!™

Five minutes later Ferrars Locke was
making his way as quickly as possible to
Bigways' housa in Cavendish Square.

Ho amiled iﬁm‘f tc himself as he
pictured the shock Bigways would get
when he presented himself.

Still walking with slightly hunched
shoulders, Ferrers Locke at last turned
into the square. The night was dark;
to gain acocces to the house from the
gardens in the rear of it was simple
enough.

Locke breathed more freely as he

red in at the french-windows of the
ibrary, for a brosd-backed figure ait-
ting at & writing desk was easuy recog-
nisgble as Mr. Samuel B:f.wuyl. Hang-
ing about in the grounds waiting for
B:ijru was oot & proapect Locke had
looked forward to. DBut the luck was
with him.

The Sparsdale director looked pleased
with himself, and occasionally a sof
chuckle would escape him. Doubtless he
;ﬂr_:;r ghji'nhnn' of the *two birds he had

illed.

Locke waited a few momonts, got him-
self well in hand for the part he was to
play, and then tapped softly at the
window.

Tap, tap, tap!

Locke had to repeat the tapping before
Bigways’ attention was attracted. Then
came the crucial moment,

Bigways rose from the chair, s slight
frown of annoyance orossing his heavy
features. But that frown speedily gave
way to astonishment as his eyes dwelt on
the figure of the man be thought to be

10 prisgn.
" Y¥ou " The ejaculation came
hoarsely. Bigways' jaw dropped, his

?':,r%s a.jlﬂnmt started from tl:-ﬁ sockets.
ou

Locke, assuming the air and do-
mcanour of an escaped oconvick with
commendable cleverness, knew that he
had ‘passed the test. Not a suspicion
flickorod across the astonished face of
Samuel Bigwars.

With foverish haste he opened the
windows and admitted Ferrors Locke.
Then he pulied tho heavy curtains across,
locked thoe door of the library, and stood
staring ot his visitor as if he couldm’t
believe the evidence of his own eyes.

“Good heavens!” He spoke at last.
"What are vou doing hera?”

Really the guestion was superfluous.
Locke could have smiled. but he remom-
berad his part. His breathing was
labourced, his hands twitched with ex-
i:jrtement: he was the hunted man to the
ife.

*Hide mel” he gasped. "1 couldn't
stand another moment of that hife. I
saw my chaneco to eseape, and I took 1t.
T;= ,own clothes—that was lucky, wasn't
i

He endod with a shrill burst of
hysterical laughter that annoyed Bigways,
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for he strodo forward
and shook Locke Ly the
shoulder.

“3top that, yon fool I
ke hissed, Lo you want
everyong to know that
you're licie ?7

Locke wilted heneath
ithe blaze of anger and
sank 1l a chair.

he

*Hide wme!”
pleaded. ™ IMide mo!™
“lias anvone followed

you?” domanded Big-
WayE.

Locke shook his head
veakly.

“No. I took my
chanece and holted. Hide

me. 'l never go back to
that living death again.™

Bigways took a flask
from his pocket and gave
it to his visitor.

“Here, tako a nip of
this—will pull you
together."

Locke swallowed a
m.outhful of the liquor.

“That's better,” ho
said in the shrill voice of
Charles 8t. Leger Booth-
royde, ®I feel like a
new man,™

Bigways pulled up a
chair, lit & cigar, and sat
facing his visitor thought-
fully.

sald,

“Yon've done a durned (See page 25.)
yisky thing coming here,™ _
he said at length. “Durned risky. 1f

any other man had tried it on'l would
have sent for tha police at once. But
you're a-privileged person. You're sure
you've not been trailed here?”

¥ Quite sural” _

“You must lie doggo in the seccret
room for a day or two, and then we must
smuggle you oub of the country, gaid
Bigwnys quietly, “I have lots to tell
you. But the boys will be bore very
shortly. They've been playing at Ports-
mouth to-day. What a surprise for 'em
when they see you ™

Locke smled. o

“I’ve been doing a lot ol thinking
while I’ve been stuck in that prison,”
ho said, “¥You know it is generally
thought that a man’s finger-prints cannot
be changed i ,

“That's alwayas baen the rub, Charles,
Bigways remarked. *You've done the
faces so that the boys' own grand-
mothers wouldn't recognizse them. But
4+he -finger-prints—" ‘

“T'vo thought it all out,” said Locke.
“Y feel sure % can change those, too.”

Bigways sab bolt upright in his chair.

“The devil you can?™

Locke nodded. Ie was thoroughly at
home in his part, and he knew that
BucCess was now within his reach.

For the space of half an hour the two
sat talking, Hi%wn:.ra even speazking of
hiz removal of Ferrers Locke and Jack
Drake.

“*That wae clover,” =said hiz visitor.
“1 always held & great and wholesome
respect for Ferrers Locke.”

“Well, the dog’a hunting crooks some-
where clza now,” chuckied Bigways.
g Hallo, here’s the boys!”

He roze to hia feet and moved to the
door. With his hand en the knob he
winked at Locke. :

“The boys will be in the dining-room.
When I bang the gong just put your
nose in. You follow ?*

Locke nodded, and then allowed his
face to relax as the door closed behind
Bigways' bread back.

Meantime, the mawaring divector of

E]

The Inspector stepped up to
the table. *‘Jack Drake," he
““] have here a
warrant for your arrest——"" 7"
“What? " ejaculated Ferrers
Locke’s assistant.
spector frowned grimly and
continued. ** You are arrest-
ed on & charge-of murder ! *

af e o HaEE
e ad A o
..‘_,-'f'-lf;_, A r.f;'u_l.-'-':;
Chlpp,
; e,

' ‘_.:‘ |l'_ <

The In-

the Sparadale Athletic was confronting
aloven wvery serious-looking [lootballers.

The majority of thom possesied newss

papers—newapapers that proclaimed the
cscape of Charles 3t Leger Hﬂﬂthrﬂﬁ'dﬂ.

“Heard the news, bozs?” asked Fred
Bulsomo.

“Boothroyde's bolted from gaol
the Epﬂ.rsdﬁﬁ gonlkecper,

“Got clean away,” said Ruff Thomp-
son: and he thrust his newspaper into
Bigways' hands.

The rhanaging dircctor read the
report of Lhe escape, and then gestured
the eleven players into their seats.

“I've got a little surprize  for you,
boys,” he zaid, picking up s drum-stick
and tapping an ornatelooking dinncr-
gong.

GGong!

It was the signal for which Locke had
been told to wait. -As the note peeled
out he trod quietly from the library and
made his way to the dining-reom, The
footballers were looking at Bigways
curicusly, but ps the door of the room
opencd their attention noturally turned
thenece.

“Boothroyde !” ILleven voices uttercd
toe name simultoneously as the hguras
of the plastie surgeon came inio full
W 10WW.

And Ferrers Locke, bowing slightly,
rave the preliminary cough of the man
he was imperzonating, and returncd a
greching :

“Charmed to meet you all again!”

Bigways beckoned Locke to a scat at
the table, and in a very few minutes
Locke was answering a score of gues-
tions the “boys ™ hurled at him. Not a
suspicion had any of them that he wasn't
the man whose surgical skill had so
offectively given them & permanent
facial disguise.

Despite the perilous part he was play-
inr, Locke thoroughly enjoved the meal
that ensued. In bursts of confidence the
“boys,"” including DBigways himscl,
dilated en the. "eribs * that had bern
crached sinee he—" DBoothroyde Y'— had

[™ said

‘beon sentenced to o term of imprison

ment.

“Bravo!” said Locke at the finish. *'I
gan T've missed a wonderful time, Still,
1 “hadp’t forgotten you, boys, You

will—="

Bipways' heavy voice broke in.

“Charles reckons that he can fake
your finger-prints, my boys,” he said.
“That'll put us on the sofoty ling o
keeps then. IE'1l have to be & quick job,
for he'll have to fly the country as soon
23 the hué and cry of his escape dies
down.™ :

“Tt' 1t bo s=omething to occupy my
mind,” said Locke, “If you chaps will
give me your finger-prints tabulated
with your pomes so that I don't g;:t
identities confused, I')l toke them to the
senret room and © browse over them.
Then, to-mortow, Il start on some of
:p’ﬂl.]..”

It was surprising how these case-
hardencd rogues rose to the bait
Bigways® produced some marking ink
and paper, and within five minutes
eleven “wanted ' men were willingly
giving undeniable proof of their resl
identity intod. the hands of the man they
feared most in all the world—the mar
whom thoey all thought to be dead|

With a cheery smile Ferrers Locke
pocketed these slips of paper. He wasg
thinking of Pyccroft and that in-
dividual’'s surprise and delight when,
with the finger-prints in hiz possession,
he compared them with the official
recards,

Eloven cheery footballers took their
leave of Charles 5t Leger Boothroyde
that night, but not one of them would
have slept so soundly in his bed had he
known the real identity of the man who
now held the proof of his double life in
his hands!

{(This iz a beld step on Ferrers Locke's-
part, sn't it, chuma? Whether or no it
mects with success you will Learn when
wou read next week's grippimg insfal
wmend.}

Tue AMacxrr Lisnany.—No. 1,080,
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Stars and their Methods !

{frontinurd jrom puge 2.)

Then I have seen him torn & matel in
Lurnley’s favour by toking the wing-
half position, and powne right up 1 sup-
port of lis forwards. This suggests—
and = & fact—that he belicves in the
wing-hall going well up.

Speed he possesses, of course, and the
nevor-say-die  spirit  in  tackling. A
groat-hearted player, and the sort of
follow who rvevels in a specially hard
strugele. As a captain he is not afraid
to take the courageous conrse, and “pull
the team about ™™ when things are gomng
Ludly.

During the present seaszon there have
been rumours that ILH might leave
Burnley and throw in his lot with some
other elub.  As a matter of fact there
are  several clul managers of  my
acquaintance who wonld willingly pay
a5 much—or possibly  move—for 1Iill
than Burnley paid for bim,

But personally, T doubt if he will
leave Burnley, beeause e now has very
good reasons for staying in the town.
You sce, Jack of the auburn locks 1s not
one of those fellows who merely live for
the day. He thinks about to-morrow—
about the timé when he won't be able
to play football,

Footballer and Outlitter!

20 soon after he went to Burnley he
had a good look round with a view to
find i.'nf;_ some business to which he could
give his spure time. And he has now
at least two shops in Burnley where his
men friends can buy the things they
need with which to adorn themselves—
collars, ties, caps, hats, and so on.

Jack has promised all the players of
the team of which he is captain a4 new
cap when they wm the Cup, but when I
last saw the Burnley players they didn's
seem to want anything new. They were
all turned out smart amd proper, which,
of course, 13 the correet thing when the
skipper is a gents’ outfitter. Tt would
never do for the BDurnley players.to look
anyvthing Lut swart; that would be a
bad advertiscment, and Juck 11N he-
lieves n good  advertisements.  The
same qualities which have made him
sucecssinl at footbalt will Jead him to
success 1n business; tharoughucss all
the time, and o willingness (o Jearn.

Perhaps it should also le mentioned
ihat the Burnley captain is not at all o

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

bad cricketer. He has heen known to
mako conturies 1in the Durbam Senior
League, and has alse been known to
veturn good bowling lipures. Allogether,

a good all-round sport—and a sports-
Man.
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EDITORIAL!

LOT has been written about the
A “good old days” when such
things as wireless, motor-cars,
ratlway expresses, and &
planes woere nnknown to the good people
of merrie Bogland, and such writings
usually stir our imagination to the full.
We picture the stage coach and those
daring gentlemen of the road who held
up at the pistol’s point the traveller
who looked as if he were worth pluck-
ing. We sce the well-patronizod taverns
of Eppland's seaports, with mine host, a
jolly fellow, busthog to !~'l.|11j}1-|:r' the necds
of his customers.  And what o mizod
crowd of seca dogs, [resh from the
hazards and perils of the sea, with
strange tales of bloodshed, of piracy—
af hidden treasurc. Those were days of
adventure, ceriainly, when men settled
their differences with the steel; when
men braved hardships and perils with a
light laugh, And 1t iz of this period
our next serial story will treat.

“WOLVES OF THE SPANISH
MAIN! ™
By Ernest McKeag,

will take Magnetites back to those stir-
ring days with a vividoess that marks
the good story—tho story that holds the
interest of its readers from the fivst to
the last chapter. You will roan the
high seas hand-in-hand with Roger
Bartlett, a lad of fiftcen, whose spirit
craves for adventure. You will meet
that prince of gentlermnen, the Chevalier.
You will meet, toe, Blim Jim and One-
LEye, two whose names are feared where-
ever the peaceful trader sails, for they
acknowledge only one flag, and that's
the skull and erossbones. Ruthless,
mereiless, these buecancers sail the
main, ever on the jook-out for treasure,
Treasure! Doesn't the very word sendd
g thrill through you? It must do, for
although vears divide that period in
history, when piracy was rife, from the
present, the love of adventure burns just
as fiercely in the heart of every boy now
as it did then. You'll enjoy this coming
treat, cliuma, believe me. It will appear
in o fortnight's time l—E,

The Rival Firework Clubs !

(Continued from page 13.)

“Enufi ! My mind is made up!" he
crisd. * Pack them wup at oncp, and
deliver them to the dunjuns underneath
the Skool.”

1t was hopeless to arpue the tosa with
the Head in his prezzent mood. Tho
juniors, witl despair in their harts, packed
up the fireworks as instructed, and the

and, grirmi.nﬁ triurnfantly now, returned
to the Masters' Room, whero the Mastera®
Firework Clul was still in conference.

“YWhat & sell, you chaps,” said Jack
Jolly, “and we've taken all the trubble
to save up our spondulicks like we did,
Think of the study {eeds wo could have
had—doenuts, chocolate cclares, mince
patties, and numerous other delishns
comestibles. There’s no dout about it
Dr. Birchemall is the biggest tirant that
cver walked in two shoes.™

“Rather !” agreed Bright. “I1f I had
my way the old rotter would be hung,
drawn, and quartered, and then shoved
in boiling oil I

“ Anyway, I suppose it’s not much use
crying over spilt milk,” said Jack Jolly.

“MNot the least little bit,"” agreed
Merry. “ We must think of seme gilt-
edged wheeze to do old Birchemall yet.
Never lek it be said that the Fourth
have had io take a back scal, even
where masters are concerncd, And
we've pot the right sort of nappers for
wheezes, haven't we, chaps?”

“Hathor 1" chorused the others.

Cirate was the delite of hin subaedinates
when Dr. Birchemall proudly announced
that he had acquired a magmfficent supply
of fireworks for their Guy Forks' XNite
celebrations.

AMeonwhile, the members of the Junior
Firework Club, their feoea the pigturs of
woo, carled the fireworks which were no
longer theirs, down into the subterranean
cellars below 8t. Sam’s.

It coertainly looked ns if the juniors
firework celebreations were doomed.  But
alreddy, the brane of Juck Jolly waa
bizzily engaged on the problem, wad it
remaincd to be ascen weather tho Head's
trivmi would be long-lived or the reverse.
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WHO SAYS A FEAST OF FUN AND FIREWORKS? SEE BELOW!
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) F‘;
Common -reom

ot St. Sam’s ﬁﬂuﬂmuﬁﬁm
an annimated appearance. A grate crow
had gothersd mwuﬁamﬁ Annual Meeting of
the Junior Firework Club, and there was &
roar of applaws as Jack Jolly, the kaptio
of the Fourth, rose to speeic,

% Jentlemen | 2 oried Jack Jolly.. ™ No

doubt you Lave all guecesed the resson ifor

thie gathering to-nite, Guy Forks® Nito is

.unmm, a fortnite shead

Hear, hoae 1 2 :

< And the St. SBam’s Junior Firework

Club duzzent intend to lag behind in
celebrating the grate day this year,!

* Bravo | ™ :

“ Throughout the year, our members
have deprived themselvea of the necessities
of life to swell the funds. Many a hart
that has ached for u_ﬂ:mu? jam-pufis and
jinjer-pop, has conso iteedf with the
thought of the joys to come on Firework
Kite. Jentlemen, the reward of all our
sacrificea in now in site | 2

“ Hooray 1 2 yelled the juniors, deeply
moved by the powerful orratory of their
leader. ]

* Farchunitly, we are o the pesition of
being able to got our fireworka at wholesale
wuwﬁh this year,” went on Jack Jolly.

Bangs of tho Third whe happens to be
the son of Buster Bangs, the lamous fire-
worlk manufacturer, has promised that he
will obtain » supply direet from his pater’s
factory, thus eaving middleman’s pro-
phets.”

“That's so!" grinned PBangs of the
Third, a rather cheeky looking fagg who
waa prezzent.

" Now befors we propeed to discuss the
important question of who we shall have
for our guy this “__..m_n_u‘_...w continewed the
Lkaptin ...._.Mm aw.a Fourth, * I want to utter a
word of warning to all members to keep our

lane etrietly seeret. The onc digguieting
seteher about this year's eelabralions is
tho einnister gilence of the Masters' Ifire.
worle Club, Some of us are beginning to
wonder if tho beales are hatehing some fowl
plot apgainst us.  The HMead i3 their
prezzident, and we know he would desend
to any trick to seore over ua. Tho motte
of our club should therefore bz, ™ Koon it
dark 112
*We will ! " promamsed the juniors, and
Tur Alagxer Lisnant.—No, 1,080,

il

_wlm_.ﬂ_ of the Fourth hastily
m_.-ﬁmﬂﬂmﬁm &%_m tha _Hmrwm.
5 i o room into ml
biacieness. 4

* And nﬁﬂu ﬂwﬂ about
b tions 1ia ar'a
mnm.mﬁ.. gaid  Jaclk W.M:H,
Would sny jentleman like to name
suitable subject ¥ 2

*¥Yes, rather! The Head |3 yelled
seores of voices immejately.

* (Jood wheeze | © grinned the kaptin
of the Fourth through the darkmesa.
* Hands up, all those in favour |2

Bright switched on the lighta again, and
it was then seen that every hand in the
Common-room was rafsad ft.

“ Pogsed, non-com |2 announced Jack,
“Tha Head it is, then. And now, all that
romaing ia for me to hand over to Ban
the wearwithall to purchase the firewor
with, .....?:E vou mind stepping fourth,

B p

mmﬂwm?wa 1% grinned Bangs, atepping
fourth with allacrity to receive the
spondulix.

* Hepe ia the lookro, then,” said Jack
Jolly, as he handed over the well-filled
Enﬁm...__?mymm— which had reposed on the table,
“You will find that this bag contains
oggaactly thirtecn and cleven penoce three
farthings in English money, three dud
CGlerraan marles, a eupple of morbles, half-o-
duzzen buttons, and an I O U for tuppence
from Tubby Barrcll. With that capital,
Banps, you shouwld be able to oltain o
gupply thot will light up the district for
miles around,'

* Rely en ma | L grinned Bangs, as he
collared the heavy load. * I'll forward the
funds to my %ﬁﬁn by registered t
immejately, and within a cupple of days
wo shall receive cnuff froeworks to put the
Crystal Pallis in the shade."

That conclooded the bizziness of the
evoning, and the meeting then broke up,

Now Bangs of the Third, altho the other
membora _of the Junior Firework Club
didn’t know it, wes a renk outsider, and a
fearful cad. Undemeath his grinning
cggaterior woa hidden the cloven hoof of o
snpko in the gross, As a matter of {net, on
the quiet, lie waa n toady of the Head's,
and Irsquently snealked to him about the
doinza of the juniors at 3t. San's,

Consckwently, Jack Jolly, in handing
over the spondulix to Bangs was lomo-
cently jeppardising the very eggsistence of
the .WE_EH Firework Club itself |

As soon a3 he left the Commeon-rocm,
Bangs went straight to the Head's study,
and wrapped on the doer 1o a enmister
kind of woigh.

From within the study ¢ame a moermer
of volgces, but nobody bade him enter.
Bangs, however, did not hezzitate. Ie
simply Snwwcuﬂn the door, and trotiel in,
uninvited.

The woices were those of the Head, and
Mr. Lielktham, the master of the Fourth,
anid Bangs grinned as his cars cought Che
jizs oi their conversation.

*The ﬂnmm:n__h is simply desprit,” I,
Bircheronll was saying. “ The Mastery’

ireworle Club is broke to the wide,
Lickham, and unless a mirracle happens,
wo shan't have 1he funds for o Srework
digploy on Guy Vorks' Nite, ot ol Just
think of the bumiliction we shali gufer,

when the Jumiar @lub start ehireking ¢ bt

e

Throughout the year Jack Jolly & Co, have
seherned and scraped to celebrate Guy
Fawckea' Day with a pyrofechnic display
echich 10ill put the Crysinl Palace fetes
rcell in the shade. Whetlher their efforts will
end in smoke of o different nalure, how-
ceer. remaina to be seen ! —Exl.

welght aboub with catherinse wheels and
Roman condles, and we find ourselves
without oven a Chinese cracker o bless
ourselves with.,"

“It's & bit ruff, sir, and no mistake 1 2
agroed Mr. Liockham, seratching his head.
*Of corsae, I suppose we ean't very well
collar the juniora® firoworks for ovr own
use |3

“T'd jolly well like to!™ hissed the
Head, his oyes gleeming. * But it would
be a Lit infra digg for masters to join in a
freworic raid, And we can't very woll
confiscate thern without some plawsible
B o I Al 1" coffed

" Abem | wm ! ' eo Bangs, trvi
to draw their attention to EEE_W.H Hyig

The two conspirrators looked round with
a gilty stark, end Mr, Lickham cullered
slitely, Dr. Birchemall, however, wels
cotood the newcomer with cpen arms, when
he eaw who it was.

*Trot in, Bangs, my boy " he eried,
harfaly, " Xo need to look like a dyin
duck, Lickham. DBangs is my princip
sngak and toady, 2o he is to be trusted,”

* Oh, I soe, sir,’ mermered the mastor of
the Fourth, in tones of considerable relief
" Why has s introcded on our delibbera-
tione, then T

“For n verr prood resson, 1 1'm nob
mistaken ! ¥ prinned the Ilead. ™ Spealk
out, my boy, and don't be nfraid, hak
have you to report to me I Is that beastly
rotter, Frank Fearlezs, plotting zome
wH.Eumnﬁ._ joke on his headmastor 7 Or ore

ack Jolly and his pals up bo somo of theie
pranx again ¥

“ Kot ecgsactly, sir1? prinned Danpga,
" As a matter of fact, nearly all the Lower
Sikool ore in it thia time.'

“They nre, ere they 1% gaid Dn
Birchemall, a feerce frown beginning ‘to
Appear on his dile.

"It'a the Junior Firework Club, eir,}
egesplained Bange. " They've just been
making their plans ior Guy Forks' Nite, and
what do vou think they're going todo 72

The Head stroked his beard reflecktively,
then he srinned elitely.

— T
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* 1 think I can guezz. They'ra going to
make & guy of Mr. Lickham | he said.
" Here, atow it, air ! " cried Mr. Lickham,
imdignontly, his face turning the culler of
ari tomato.

Well, perhapa one ¢an hardly blame
them. I have often been strunck with your
ressmblance to a typical scarecrow, if you'll
permit mo to say 50 1 2 grinned the Head,

“ I presoom I guessed correctly, Banga 1"
Mo, sirl ! answered Banga, * One of
the members did suggest Mr, Lickham, but
moseb of them thought he waan't ugly cnuff,
Bo they chose vou, instead |

“Ha, ho, ha!* roared Mr, Lickham,
while the Head went simply Lvvid with
rage, snd pronced up and down the study
lika & cat on hot brix.

" Donner und blitzen 1Y he rosred,
.E_m_mm.ﬁ inta German in order to mmmmﬂ_;mm
hig feelings better. ™ Never have 1 been
a0 ingulted, Send for the whole of the
Lower Bkool immejately, and I will flog
ihem all until they shreek for mersy 1"

“Haolf « & - minnit | interposed BMr.
Lickham. "Ii you do that, they will
realiss at once that you are getting
iniormation from a secret sauece, and Bangs
moy be too scared to curry favour with
w.n_ﬁ sin. Take my tip, sir, and don't

iave them mustard for punishment yet."

“"H'm Perhaps veun're right!”
prowled the Head. * Neverthelesa, 1'l)
take jolly pood care they clon't make an
egcslubition of me on Guy Forks' Nite
Thinking it over, Lickhian, this is just the
eggecuse wo wanted for collaring their
firoworks, With the help of Banpgs, we
can perhaps pet thera to cooviet them-
ealves cub of their own months, and then
give us the chanco of confisgating their
tiroworka in o quite legitimate manner.”

“Eggsactly 170 agread Mre, Lickham.
* Let's sit down quictly and tall it over.”

Dr. Birchemall nodded, and sat down,
and Bangs, tho sneak of the Third and the
traitor to the Junior Fireworkk Club,
staved on and lent Lisz aid.

Half-an-liour later, his cheslts bulging
with the toffy Dr. Birehemall had given
him, he left the Hoad's study. DBy that
time a fowl plot had beon hatched for
disldling the Junior Firework Club and

ik

Frowning fesrcoly, Dr. Birchemall flung open the door of the study, and entersd. * Wretcheu

boys ! ¥ he gried. ! P've caught you in the giddy sct this timel

Prevarications sre ussleszs

alter what 'vé herd !

.

MNUGENT

handing over ta tho Masters' Club the
Ed@m_im_

of their thrift.

Ty v

I1.

i HAT'S poing to be done 7%

a;x That was tho question every-

body was asking at the

Magters' Mecling, two doys
later—everybady, that is, with the eggsep-
tion of Mr. Chas. Tyzer, who, being of &
vather original turn of mind, asked:

" What's yoing to ba did 1"

The problem of Guy Forls' Nite hod by
this tima becoms acute. All the masters
wers natcherally anxious that their five.
work __n:mﬁ_Fw should eclipse that of the
juniors. The puzelo was to know how that
could be mannidged,

As usual, they wero all hard up.  Mr.
Swishinghum had suggested a whip-round,
and Lhopefully paas a hat round the
gathoring, Al that he suxxedod in
collecting was o frane from Monsure
Froggay, & cigarctie-picture from the
Head, and & picce of string, a collar-stud,
» cupple of buttons, and s chunk of partly-
chiewad toffy from the rest. It was gquile
& useful sort of cclleetion, of corso, but it
wos doubiful weather the sum total would
F:mu o grate many fircworks,

£ was at that moment, that Bangs of the
Third polied his head round the door, and
winked meaningly at the Head.

Dr. Birchemall was on his fest immajate-
iy, Liz oyes gleemed with eppsitement.

“The fircworks hoave arrived T7 he
asked, horsely,

Bangs noddad.

" They've just been taken to Jack Jolly's
m.,..:_mm“_ gir | == Lo snsworad.

*oed egg | 7' muttered the Head, then,
turning to the Masters' Mocting, he cried :
© I'ray opggseuse me, jentlemen. I am
called away on urjent hizziness, Ploase
carry on, your delibberations during m
absence, and I trust that by the time
return, I shall bhave welcome news for
vou 1"

Most of the masters looked rother
surprigod, for Mr, Lickham was the only
one among them who was aware of the
sinnister plot that was afoot. However,
they checrfully eggscused their principal
and resoomed their discussion without
him, leaving him to canter out of the room,
and join Bangs outside,

“And new for it 1" hissed the Head,
rubbing lis bLony hands topether with
mallishus  sattisfaction. "You uoder-
stand what vou are to do, Banga 1 "

Y Quikd, sir! Y nodded Bangs, Y1 am
te procced to Jolly's study on the pretext
of oggsamrmining the firewarks, and
cunningly contrive to got them fo talk
about making a guy of you, In the mean-
time, outside the study, you'll be hsten-

m._...ﬂ[..rruu

" Favesdropping | ™
rircheinall, #..uw_ﬁw a frow:.

‘Eavesdropping, I mean. When you
iave herd ennff, you'll open the door, and
show vour dile,”

* Pray refrain h..n_uq:. the ﬁmw H__..__m H_wds,.__.h_n
cpgapressgions, Bangs | Y snapped the Head.
* Whot vou mean is that Hu__w show my lizz,
However, vou seem to savvy whab is
required of you, eo you ean buzz off, ___.___
trot along alter you in a minnit or bwo.™

Bangs nodded, and buzzed off in (he
direction of the Fourth orm passidoe.
After kicking his heals about for a minnit
or go, Dr. Dirchemall foilowed.

eorrectod B,

As he droo
oear the atudy
of the Kaptin
of the Fourth, he could
tell by the eggsitad
chatter that woas .E.H_H
on insidle, that o large
erawd of juniora lad
nsgembled to inspect the consincment of
firoworks that Lad acrived,

_ With a singical grin on hias dile, the Head
tip-toed down the passidge to the study
door, and listened to what was being said.

_Bangs of tho Third was evvidently doing
his work well, for just as the Head arrived,,
the voice of the Growork manufacturer's
80N Wag crying:

" What with the fireworks and the muy,
we ought to have a jolly pood nite of it,
Lot's see, now, who's going to be our guv
did we gay 7" -

“ Why, the Head, of corsol! replied
half-a-duzzen voices at once.
~ Thot was Dr, Birchemall's cus, Frown.
ing feercely, lie flung open the door of the
atudy, and yolled :

“Bo that's vour piddy gams, ir it ¥
Making a puy of vour own headinester, Ly
hokey I Hew forchwunit that I acrived at
this moment ! "

*Oh, grate pip ! " the juniore.
nrarst. & The m_um_.i _mwm_..__ﬂ_ “_ e
" Egganctly | " said the Head, grimiv.
" Wiretched bowva! You ore cawvght in the
giddy act this tiroe, snd no ereor i Deniala
and prevarications are useloss aftor what
'vo herd.”

The juniora laaked at ench other hope-
lessly. It certainly didn't srero mueh use
trying to wriggle out of it, in the circun.-
stancey,

*1 ean searsely believe that you have
had the ordassity to plan to guy me,"
continewad the- Head, sternly.” ™ How-
ever, seeing’s belleving, and what T have
scon with my own ears can't be denied.
Now listen to yowr punoishment, [ am
not poing to og you—""

Y Oh, good 1™ mermered the juniors,
briteningy up a bik,

" Instead of that, I am going to pay vou
back in your own coin.  As yoir moizzer.
abla Fireworl Club intended to guy me, [
ar going to séntoncs afl the members ta
remain in the Skool on Guy Forle' Nite | V'

“ O, crikey !" pasped tho juniors, in
utter dismay.

“ Furthermors,” went on the Head,
savvidgely, " I am poing to conliscate all
the fireworlks belenging to the Clubl X

“Oh, loe" 1

* Ba mercilat, sir 12 urjed Jack Jollw,
almost tearfully. * Bemowmber, sir, that
right through tha year we have saved and
gkemed to smaas the funds for this grata
eollection. Any of us would rather be
nn__,wmiw. black and bloo than loso them.™

“Oh, vather ! ecried the rest, dong
their bezt to dodge the Head's caple cye
by cowering baclk as far ns possible,

But Dr. Birchemall mecrly larfed—a
callous, :E_u.rm:ﬂ bt

(Continued on page £3)
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