BEATS ALL OTHERS IN QUALITY AND QUANTITY'!
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M MASTERS

BILLY BUNTER TAKES IT EASY WHILE OTHERS WORK!

{See the grand school story of Harry Wharton & Co., inside.)



More Useful Prizes Waiting To Be Won, Boys—See Below!

Alwcays glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address *
The Editor, The ‘* Magwet '’ Libravy, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleeticay Howse-
Farringdon Street, London, E.C4.

NOTE.—All Jokes and

shou

Limerioks Id be
cfo * Magnet,” 5. Carmelite Strest, Leadon. E.C.4 (a::u.t;.

AST week, I told you how to s
a " thoughl»rz:ding » nm
get your ch , but there
waan't space to elaborate upon it.
However, 1 expect a number of you will
be going to various jos in the near
future, and you might like to mystify
the rest of t ., 8o I have pre-
vailed upon “Mr., X" to tell you how,
with the aid of a pack of cards, you can
keep a whole party guessing.
Proceed in the usual manner. That is,
have a chum blindfolded, and placed in &
position where he cannot see what is
ﬁing on, but can hear all that is said.
1en ask someone to pick a card—and
when you ask the blindiolded one, he will
he able to tell what it is. This code is a
little more elaborate, and needs some
ractico before you present it in public—
El;‘l the practice will be found worth
while !

HOW TO WANGLE IT!

Cards are divided into four suits, and
the first thing is to convey the suit of the
chosen card. The first word of the
‘* thought-reader's "' question  conveys
this : ** What " means ** Hearts " ; ** Can "
means “Spades” ; “Will” means
* Diamonds " ; and * I " means * Clubs.”

* What is the suit of this card ? " asks
the thought-reader, and the blindfolded one
i diately 8: ' Hearts.” For
tho other suite the questions are: ' Can
you tell me the suit of this card 1"
(Spades) ; ** Will you tell me the suit of
this card 7" (Diamonds); and “ I want
to know the suit of this eard " (Clubs).

All those questions end with the words :
*“ of this card," and that means that they
are not ‘‘ picture cards.” If the card
should happen to be a King, Queen, or
Jack, the question is put as follows:
“ What is this card's suit 1" and the
sentence always ends with * this oard's
suit 1

Then the questioner asks : ** Is it a King,
Jack, or & Queen !’ ; and the reply is:
** Jack "—because the questioner always
mentions the actual card second when
he asks! He can say: * King, Queen,
orJack 1" ; or* Queen, King, or Jack 1"
just as he likes—so long as the actual card
is mentioned second.

If the card has a number, he asks: " Is
it an odd or an even number ? " ; and
the one who is blindfolded knows that it
is even—i.e., the second mentioned. You
have already discovered the suit of the
card, and whether it is odd or even. Now
comes the task of finding out the exact
number, and here is the code for that .

“1 should like to know what it is,”
means either one or two. (You already
know whether it is odd or even.)

*1 should like to know the number 1 "
means cither three or four,

“1 should like to know the number,
please 1" means either five or six.

** Please tell me what it is 7" means
either seven or eight.

“ Number, please ! "' means either nine
or ten.
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SIMPLE, ISN'T IT?

But your chums won't thinkso ! They'll
be comrlawly mystified, and you can do
tho trick as many times as you like without
fear of it being discovered, »o long as you
commit the code to memory perfectly.
It's not & bad idea to let everybody in
the com pick a card. Then they can
see for themselves that there is no fake—
80 far as they know !

One word of warning, however ! Don't
do the trick il there are soveral readers of
the MagNkT present ! As for those who
don’t read this paper of ours—well, it's
their own fault if they are mystified !

MIRTH FOLLOWS MYSTERY,
80 let's laugh with Norman Bennett, of
36, Hazelbeach Road, Aum Rock,
Birmingham, who earns a penknife this
week, for the following yarn :

HIS JOB!
Claude : **1 say, I've got
- a new job. I'm cashier at the
police-station ! **

Clarence : *“* What do you
S
Claude : ** Aw ! [
I count the coppers as they
come In!*

a“g”

OSH, some of you fellows do ask
G some peculiar questions! Here
is  Alf Newman, of Watford,

asking me :

HOW LONG IS THE ““ TWINKLING OF
AN EYE"?

It may intereat Ali—and some others
of you—to know that a German scientist
has worked this out, and he caleulated
that it is equivalent to two-fifths of a
second ! All I've got to say is, that if
Billy Bunter can finish off a eako * in the
twinkling of an eye,"” he's certainly going
some !

My next letter comes from a very
despondent reader, who wishes to remain
anonymous. He's rather discouraged be-
eause, he says, that no matter how hard he
tries to study, he always makes a hopeless
mess of things ; and he is wondering how
he is going to get on in the future, when
he has left school.

DON'T WORRY, OLD CHAP,

you're not the first fellow to suffer
rom this failing—and you won't bo the
last, by a long chalk! If it’s any con-
solation to you, you can reflect that a
large number of great roen suffered in
the same way. Isaac Watts, Emorson,
Demosthenecs, and others were looked
upon as duffers and dreamers in their
youth—kEut they won through! BSo stick
it! It's only the * quitter” who never
gets on!

Jack Wilde (no relation to
Jonathan of the same name !)

wants to know something
about
THE BOW STREET
RUNNERS

who figuro so prominently fn
stories of highwaymen. The
* runnerm " were really special
officers who were attached to
the police office of the metro-
polis in Bow Street. Their
uniform included red waist-
coats, and from this they
popularly became known as
* Robin Redbreasts.” Des.
pite many of the harsh things
eaid about them in highway-
men stories, they certainly did
detect a large number of hid-
den crimes, and, in fact, were
tho forerunnems of Scotland
Yard, They were superseded by the new
Police Foree, in 1829,

ERE'S an intcresting item for you |

H Do you know that, at one time,
Christmas was not celebrated on
December 25th, but was actually
celebmted on January Tth 7 It's o fact!
I mentioned this to Dicky Nugent, last
time I saw him, and he was most jubilant.
He said he didn't see why old customs
should be allowed to fall into disuse, and
he intended to ask his pater if they couldn’t
celebrate the day, Ey having another
Christmas dinner! Somehow or other,
I don’t think Master Dicky will be lucky !

8till they come! What?! Why, 'rrizm
winning limericks, of course! ere's
one that comes from W. Patrick, of Steppy
Lane, Lesbury, Northumberland -

Said Bunter to Nugent : **1 say,
There’s been a most awful delay——'"
But Franky just grinned,
Said : ““ I'm not being skinned
By any fat bounder to-day !’

He's received a MagNET ket-wallet
by now, and I dare say that his chums are
admiring it, and making up their minds
to have a shot at getting one for them.
selves. Why don't you try your luck ?
Our prizes aro worth having—and it costs
nothing to try!

Onee more into the—black book!
Here's next week's programme :

Frank Richards kicks off with a real
“topper” of a yarn—one that you
won't put down until you've finished !
It's entitled :

‘““ WANTED BY THE POLICE!"

and is a sequel to this week’s grand story.
The title alone suggests a series of thrills
and exciting situations, and, believe me,
chums, you won't be disappointed in this
respect. A quick-firing yarn from begin-
ning to end—that’'a it !

There's another fine, long instalment of
our serial,

“PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER.”

And when I tell you it's the best instalment
John Brearley has written, it'll give you
some little idea of the treat in store for
}"ﬂl'l‘

I mustn’t
contribution !

forget Dicky
It’s entitled :

Nugent's

“CLEVERCOVE'S WHEEZE ! "

and, as usual, is ealculated to give you a
pain—-from too much laughing ! I adviso
you to unbutton your waistcoat before you
start reading it !

Another interesting article dealing with
“ footer,” and my Chat complete the
programme. Any complaints? No, I
thought not |

Very well, until next weclk—adios/

YOUR EDITOR.



YOU’LL FIND FRANK RICEARDS IN TIP-TOP FETTLE IN—

—This Weeks Superb New

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
First Day ot Term !

o ALLO, hallo, hallo!” roared
H Bob Cherry. “This way,
you men !’

Bob, hanging out of the
carriage doorway with one hand, at a
rather dangerous angle. waved the other
over the crowd that thronged the plat-
form at Lantham Junction.

“\Wharton! Inky! Nugent! Johnny!
This way, old beans!”

Bob's powertul voice boomed far and
wide.

Among the crowd surging along thoe
platiorm, all looking for seats in the
train bound for Courtficld and Grey-
friars, Dob's eyes picked up his four
chums, and he waved and
shouted to them.

On the first day of the term
there was always & crowd of
Greyfriars men at Lantham,
and a bigger crowd than ever
at Courtfield. The Famous
I'ive, of the Remove, had
agreed to meet at Lantham,
and the first comer was to bag a carriage
for the five. Bob was the first comer,
and he bagged a first-class carriage in
the corridor train. though it was not
easy to keep sole possession of it when
hie hed bagged it.

Other fellows, hunting for seats, did
not see leaving o carriage empty for
Job's comrades, and they signified the
samo in the usual way.

Which was the reason why Templa
of the Fourth was now holding a
crimson-spotted  handkerchief to  his
nose, and Skinnor of the Remove was
rubbing Lis chin ruefully, and Iobson
of the Shell waa sitting on the platforn
in & dozed and dizzy condition.

“This way. old beans!" roared Dob
Cherry

Tlio four juniors waved buack from the
crowd and converged upon the carriage
that Bob was keeping for themn.

Liut otl:er seekers of seats were ncarer,

- -

Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

“Here's an empty carriage, "said Cokcer
of the Fifth. “Come on, Potter! Cowe
on, Greeno! Get out of the way, kid!"’

Bob Cherry did not eet out of the
way.

He stood on it, like a rock.

“Sorry, Coker, this carriagoe
taken!" he said.

“Don’t be a young ass! Bunk!”

“Rats!"”

Coker glared.

“Do you want me to shift you?" he
demanded.

““ Not the least little bit in the world,

old thing,’”” answered Bob Cheerily.
“Run away and play!"
This, from a Lower Fourth junior

to o genior man in the Fifth Form, was
sheer cheek.

Everywhere the babel of tongues, seurry-
ing feet, and unpacking of boxes.
chaos, emerges order and discipline.
First day of term at Greyfriars !

Coker did

not wuste more time in
words.
He hurled himself at tho earnapge
doorway that was blocked by DBob
Cherry's  sturdy  form Potter  and

Greene of the Fifth followed hun.

Bob, sturdy as he was, was uot much
use against a big Fifth-Former, backed
up by two more Fifth-Form men  But
he caught up a bag from a scat—n
rather heavy bag—and smote, as Coker
charged into the carriage

Crash !

Coker recerved the smite on his munly
chest, The impact was terrific 1t up
coded Coker

He flew backwards, throwing out his
arms wildly 10 an attempt to save him
self. It was really unfortunate for
Potter and Greene that they were -0
close bohind their great leader  Coker's
left landed on Potter's nose, and his
right in  Greeno's eye, and two

Then, out of

the eclioes
Potter and
platforin.

stmultancous howls awoke
of Lantham Junction as
Grecne wera strewn on the
Coker sat down between them.

“Oh!" he gasped.

“This way!" roared Dob.
Remove !

From one direction Ilarry Wharton
and Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh camoe
ﬁ|rl'c(|lll ll[\, l.'ni(}“'ing th"lll' “'.'I;u' rl"'l-"
lessly through a crowd that strongly
and eloquently objected. From another
direction Frank Nugent and Johnny
Bull arrived.

They reached the spot as the threa
Fifth-Formers were scrambling up, red
with wrath

“Roll up,

“Pile in, you men!" chuckled DBeb
l_‘]u,'rl'_\'.
The Removites piled in.
All tho Famous Five were

safe insido the ci
time Coker &
their feet.

Five cheery faces grinned
from the deorway at the en-
raged seniors.
“You young sweeps !
“You old sweep !
“1'll smash you!"

“Got on with it.”

“Hold on, Coker!” gasped DPotter,
rubbing his nose tenderly. *llold onl
Let's find another earringe.”

“Ow! My eyol Ow!' said Greene.

Coker snorted.

“Wo're taking this carriage.
those cheeky fags outl Back
vou fatheads !

Coker charged again. Potter and
Greene did not charge. They moved

ng the train, still caressing eye and
nose, and found seats farther on Coker,
on his own, hurled himself into the
midst of the Famous Five, with a
desperate charge that landed him half-
way in.

Head and shonlders, Coker
Dut the rest of him trailed outside,
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riage by the
Co. were on

£
W
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roared Coker.
retorted Bob.

Clear
me up,

ul

was=

.
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wl his head and shoulders were
promptly captured by the Removites
as just prize of war.

Johnny Bull sat on his head, grindin
Coker's features into the floor, and l}bg
Cherry stood on his shoulders. Wharton
and Nugent planted a foot on either of
Coker's arms.

A borrible gurgle eame from Coker.
There was a lot of dust on the carriage
floor, and Coker was gulping it in.

“Grrer-rre-rrh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

Coker wriggled spasmodically. His

legs thrashcg wildly out af the door-
way.
'?Hn, ha, ha!” came in a roar from
the platform. Quite a large crowd
gathered round to look on at Horace
Uoker's acrobatic performances,

“Urrrrggh I”"  gurgled the unhappy
Coker.

“Had cnough, old bean?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“Gurrrr-rrr-ggh 1"

“Say when!"

“ Grooaooooogh 1"

Coker, with a frantic wrench, dragged
himself away. He rolled outside the
carriage, breathless, crimson, dusty,
tousled, hatless, and collarlcsa. He
rolled and spluttered.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“[Here's your hat, Coker!” :

A hat was shied out of the carriage
and bowled away along the ﬁlatlorm.
It landed a* the fect of Tubb of the
Third, who promptly kicked it, and
passed it to Paget, of that Form, and
Paget as promptly passed it to Bolsover
minor. The hat flew away, and it was
followed up by a horde of fags, and in
a few scconds it resembled anything
but a hat,

Colier sat up.

Slam !

The carringe door was closed, and
five grinning faces looked down from
the windows at Coker. )

Coker staggered to his feet and
grasped the handle and wrenched. Even
yet, Coker had not had enough.

But the handle was held inside, and
Coker wrenched in vain. A

There was a shrick from the engine.
Coker gave it up and rushed along the
train to hunt for a scat.

The Famous Five were left in vic-
torious possession.

A fat figure rolled along the train,
blinking at the carriages through a pair
of big spectacles.

“I say, you fellows!”

“No room, Bunter!”

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Roll on, fatty!”

“Look here expostulated Billy
Lunter., A
“Roll on, thon fat and frabjous

Bunter, roll ! said Frank Nugent, in an
wipromptu  parody of the celebrated
* Apostrophe to the Ocean.”

“Look here, you beasts, there's only
five of you in there, and six scats!”
recared Bunter. *“lhere's room for
one."”

*That’s no use to you," answered Bob.
“You want room for two.”

“Peast! I say, old chap—look here,
you rotter—lemme in, old fellow! I
say, I want to tell you all about what
we did at Bunter Court in the Christmas
holidays."

“Oh, my hat! That tears it!" said
Db, “You can't come in.”

“1l1a, ha, ha "

“ Beast!” roared Bunter., “T shall be
foit behind ! 1 say, old fvllows, let in
an old pal, old chaps!”

Bob Cherry chuckled, and opened the
door.,

“Buck up, or there'll be a rush!
Come carly and avoid the crusli!"’
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Bunter rolled into the carriage. The
door was slammecd again, almost on the
noses of three or four of the Fourth who
rushed up.

“Look here, wo'ro coming
shouted Fry of the Fourth.

“No room!"

“We'll stand—"

“Stand on the platform, old tulip!
Wait for the next truin! He also serves

"

in!

who onl{ stands and waits, you know.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“We'll scrag you at Greyfriars!”

howled Fry, and he rushed along the
train with his corapanions,

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“We had great times at DBunter
Court after I left your rather rotten
show, Bob,” said Bunter. *“I'd have
asked you fellows, but we had such dis-
tinguished company, that a fellow had
to be a bit particular whom he asked,
you know—-""

“8it on him!"”

" Yarocooh!"

Billy Bunter said no more. He was
busily occupied in sorting himself out.
The Famous Five crammed the windows
with their cheery faces, watching the
crowded platform—crowded with fellows
who wero still bhunting for scats, or
resignedly waiting for the next train—
and exchanging greetings with friends,
and cat-calls with foes.

Head and shoulders above the swarm
of schoolboys, an athletic man with keen
grey eyes and a very square jaw, came
striding acrosg the platform towards the
train. And as Hairy Wharton's eyes
fell on him he cjaculated in tones of
astonishment :

“Great pip!"”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Suspected Man !

ARRY WHARTON stared
blankly at the man who was
crossing the platform.

He was in sight only a few
moments; ho stepped into a carriago
farther down the train, and disappeared.

_Wharton's eyes followed him till he
disappeared, in amazement,

“Great pip!” he repeated.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's old
Linley ! exclaimed Bob. “This way,
Marky—room for you, old bean.”

Mark Linley came up, with a smile,
and was admitted,

“Standing room only,"” eaid Bob.
“But we'll take turns to stand  till
Courtfield. What's the odds so long as
you're "appy 1"

“There's Toddy—"
Bull.

“ Hop in here, Toddy 1" roared Bob.

“ What-ho!" said Toddy. And Peter
Taodd, of the Remove, added himself to
the already full carriage.

“Room for any more?” asked Vernon-
Smith of the Remove, coniing up with
Tom Redwing.

“None!” answered Bob. “But you
fellows can come in, all the same. You
can sit on Bunter.”

“0b, really, Cherry—""

The Bounder and Tom Redwing
crowded in. There were now  ten
fellows in a carrisge intended for six;
and even standing-room was getling
limited.

“What's up, old bean?" asked Bob, as
Harry Wharton leaned from the
window, looking along the train towards
the carriage into which the square-
jawed man had disappeared. * Want
any more in? We're getting a bit
crowded.”

“The esteemed crowdiulness is truly
terrific,”” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh,

said  Johnny

"

THE MAGNET

“I say, you fellows, don’t let any
mare beasts in! I've hardly room to
hreathe already.”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

Wharton withdrew his head.

2 No,"ﬂhe said. “But I've just scen a
mnan—

“I've scen quite a lot to-day,”
grinned Bob.

“I mean, that man—"

“What man 1"

“The man- I've told you about

umpteen times—the man Bunter and I
saw at Hogben Grange the night of the
burglary there, last term, and who
turned up near Sankey Hall just after
the burglary there in the Christmas
holidays. The man I jolly well believe
to be the man the newspapers call the
Courtfield cracksman.”

“Oh, my hat!
again{”

*“Yes; and he's got into this train.”

Bob éherrg chuckled.

“Then he's going back to Courtfield
to crack some more cribs there. He was
breaking new country when you saw him
near Wharton Lodge; but he's goin
back to his old beat. Perhaps we ahuﬁ
sce him at Gru{l[rin.rs again, and Bunter
may butt into him one nigint if he gues
down to sneak a cake as he did last
term—"

Ilut Harry Wharton's face was grave.

1t isn’t & joke really, Bob! There's
no actual proof against the man; but
there's a jolly strong suspicion——'"

“And he's on this train?’ asked
Nugent.

* Yes—about six carriages down.”

“He travels around rather operly for
a jolly old ecracksman!” reravked
Johnny Bull,

“ Well, he doesn't know he's suspected,
I suppose. But he saw me, tho night
I saw him at Hogben Grange. Heo
knows me as well as I know him, and
ha must guess that I described him to
the police,” said Harry.

“If he guesses that, he's ruuning a
lot of risk going back to Courtlield,”
said Bob. "?: looks—"

“As if there’s nothing in it!” con-
cluded Nugent.

“But that night at Hogben Grango
he was actually elimbing over the park
wall at midnight when I saw him. And
the next day we heard that there had
been a burglary there in the night,”
said Harry. “You remember—it was
the time I went to Folkestone with
Bunter, and we lost trains and got home
just before the milk in the morning.
T'he Head's chauffeur let us in, or we
should have had a night out—""

“1 remember. DBut—"

“Then he turned up near the scene
of the burglary in the holidays, as far
off as Surrey,” said Wharton, “It
couldn’t be a coincidence, He's mixed
up in it somehow.”

“Well, if he's a jolly old cracksman,
it’s jolly queer that he's taking this
train openly to Courtfield,” raid Bob.
“There’s a catch in it somewhere,™

“Hallo, we'ro off I

The train moved out of Lanthawm
Junction at last.

As many of tho juniors as could find
room sat down, the rest remaining
standing. Billy Bunter, of course, wus
sitting down. Taking his turn at stand-
ing did not appeal to Bunter; more-
uver, lhis attention was occupied in
complaining  that he wasn't given
cnough room. Bunter, owing to his
remarkable  circumference,  required
room for two, and he was given rather
ll‘.‘-i l]liil'l roam fl)l’ ono.

“1 say, you fellows, don’t shove—""

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Shan't! Squeczing a fellow up in a
corner, after asking him  into a
earriage!” snorted Bunter indignantly.
“What did you let all these beasts n

That merchant
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for? I'd jolly well get out if it wasn't the man at Hogben Grange, the night

too late!”

of the burglary there; and my uncle

“That's all right; there's a etop atthought the same when I saw him near
Redelyffe,” said Bob. “ You can get out Sankey Hall after General Sankey's col-

then.”

“ Beast !
clyfie!
out at Redelyffo—

I'm not gettin

"

“1 don't think!"" grinned Peter Todd.

lection of jewels were stolen. Both of

out at Red- them told me to keep the man in sight,
Some of theso fellows can getif I could, if I saw him again. I'm

going to."” L
“Easy enough,” said Vernon-Smith.

“\What about shoving Bunter on the “He doesn’t seemn to want to keep out

floor and makin
him 1" suggeste
“Good egg!"
“}ear, hear!”
“l esay, you
roared Bunter.

ernon-Smith.

fellows, mno

“It's all right.

an extra seat of of sight.

larks!"

There'll be the usual rush
for the Friardale train at Courtfield,
though you'll lose it—""

“Can't be helped.”

“We've got to get in at Greyfriars,

I've you know,” said Bob dubiously.

The heavy bag smote Coker on the chest, and he
rds, flinging out his arms wildly, — e \

“I'm not losing sight of that man, it

reeled backwal fling
much to Potter’s and Greene's regret !
got room emough. 1 was only
J-i-joking—""

“Then don't j-j-joke any more,"”
advised Bob Cherry. ' Next time you
j-j-ioke you go on tho floor."”

“ Deast!"

After which, William George Bunter
bore his wrongs and gricvances in en
indignant silence.

The train ran on rapidly, and at each
stop Harry Wharton glanced out to note
whether the gquare-jawed man
alighted.

But he did not alight; and he ~was
still on the train when it left the last
stop and rattled on towards Courtfield.

“He's going to Courtfield!" said
arry.

“Eht Who is?"” asked Bob.

“That man—""

“Oh, him! Are you thinking of keep
ing an eye on him?" asked Bob.

“Yes. Quelch thought it was jolly
suspicious when I told him we'd seca

I can help it. You fellows can go on
to the school, and if I'm late explain
to Quelchy—"

“Oh, we'll stick to you,'" said Dob.
“We'll all track down the jolly old
suspicious character together. He might
get away from one, but he won't get
away from five. Smithy can report to
Quelch that we're on official polico
work.""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Anyhow, point him out when wo
get out of the train,” said Johnny
Bull. “We don't know tho merchant
by sight yet."

Harry Wharton nodded.

The train ran on, and cntered Court
field Station. It clanked to a halt, and
carringe doors flew open. On the oppo
site side of the platform stood the local
train for Friardale, which most of the
fellows were taking, only a few wealthy

5

ones leaving the railway at Courtficld
to take taxies to the school.

Bob Cherry hurled the door open and
the Famous Five jumped out, followed
by the rest. Wharton looked along the
train in the direction of the square-
jawed man's carriage, and his com-
rades followed his glance. Irom the
other direction came a rush of feet and
a vengeful roar.

“Got you, you young sweeps!"”

It was Coker of the Iifth.

Coker had nursed his wrath and
vengeance all the way from Lantham
to Courtficld. Now they were going to
be wreaked on the offending juniors.

Coker charged recklessly at the
Famous Five, smiting right and left,
The sudden charge bowled them over
like skittles.

“Now, then—""

“Yarocoogh 1"

“0h, erumbs!"

“Collar that lunatic!”

“Oh, my hat! Scrag him!"’

Like one man the Famous Five hurled
themselves on Coker of the Fifth. Three
or four Fifth Form men rushed to his
aid, and more juniors rallied to the
help of the five; and for some minutes

roarcd Coker.

.

thero was a wild and whirling mclee
on the Courtfield platformn.

Wingate of the Sixth came striding
up.

“ Stop that!"™ he shouted.

The rough-and-tumble ceascd at tho
voica of the Greyfriars captain.

Harry Wharton detached himself
from Coker, who sprawled and roared.
The other fellows sorted themselves out
breathlessly

“I'll emash
“I=1"1—"

“Shut up!” said Wingato terzely.

“Wha s nat?" gasped Coker.

“Beo quict. Dont kick up a shindy
here, with a mob of fags!" snapped the
captain of Greyfriars. * Behave your-
sclf, Coker!™

Wingate moved on, leaving Coker
stuttering with wrath, Harry Wharton,
remembering the wman with the sguare
jaw, stared round for him. He had o
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'em!" roared Coker.
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moment’s glimpse of the athletic figure
moving among several passengers to tho
station exit It was goue the next
momeat.

Wharton made a hurried movement
towards the exit from the platform. The
square-jawed man was not, evidently,
going on in the local train to Friar-
dale, like the Greyfriars men; ho was
leaving the railway at Courtfield.
Nugent caught tho jumor by the sleeve.

“1lold on, Harry! We'vo got to get
into the local, or all the seats will be
bagged, as usual.”

“That man's cleared—"

Nugent laughed.

“1f he's cleared, you can't

go hunt-

ing him, old bean. Let's get our
train."”

“Yes, come on, Harry,” grunted
Johmny Bull. “Buck up, or we'll be

left behind.”

“Tha left-behindfulness will be ter-
rific if the ecstcemed Harry doesn’t
hasten  himself,” remarked Hurrece
Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton hesitated.

The man with the square jaw had
vanished—gone out into the traffic and
erowds of the High Street of Courtfield.
Wharton rcalised that he had lost him
once more, and there was nothing to
be done.

“That idiot, Coker!"” he
“Como on! Hallo, hallo,
Come on!"" shouted Bob Cherry.
There was a rush for the local train.
It rolled out of Courtfield Station,
crammed with Greyfriars men. Harry
Wharton, packed among a dozen
fellows, was thinking of the man with
the equare jaw and wondering whether

he would ever see him again.

He would have been surprised could
he have been told how soon he was to
see him again—and where !

runted.
hallo!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Lift for Bunter !
addressed

“ OTTERS!"
R Billy  Bunter :
that remark to the tail-

end of the train as it ran out
of the station.

Bunter bad not bagged a seat on the
local.

Ap automatic swectmeat machine had
tempted Bunter, and he had fallen. As
many pennics as Bunter ssessed
clicked into the machine, and the choco-
lates that emerged disappeared down
Bunter's capacious neck like oystera.
Too late, Bunter made a rush for the
traun,

“Rotters " ejaculated Bunter. *Might
have called a fellow! Leaving a pal
behind! Just like ‘em, after all I've
donc for 'em! Beasts!"

“Those checky young sweeps!” 1t
was Coker's voice at his elbow, address.
ing Potter and Greene of the Fifth.
“1'd have smashed them if Wingate
hadn't butted in. Wingate butts in a
lot too much. He may be captain of
the school, but he can’t butt in and
interfere with the Fifth. I shall tell
him so some day!”

“We've lost the
Potter.

“Coker’s lost it, you mean,"” growled
Greene.

“QOh, don't grouse!™ enapped Coker.
“How was a fellow to catch a train
when he was trying to get his necktie
ou:[f.:f the back of his neck? Don't talk
ro

train!” grunted

“We've got to wait—""

“We haven't!” snapped Coker.
“Think I'm waiting for tﬁgene:t train.
We can get a taxi outside. Come on!"”’

Potter and Greene brightened up.

A Stirring Yarn of The

Ask for
No. 221 of the

arips.

The Foreign Legion *
force, made up of heroes and blackguards |
a background
a yarn that siirs the pulse from the first word!
** The Death Patrol ™~
MNo. 221) is a book-length story that costs bu:

Foreign Legion!

A GRIM STORY OF A FIGHT
AGAINST FATE

Price 4d. only

France's mighty fighting
What
adventure. for

for a story of

(Boys" Friend Library—

4d.., is & VIVID new yarn of The Foreign

Legion that you've never read before.
On the eve of his discharge from the
Legion. Risk Dexter fights his grimmest
baule against faie. Worn out, parched
with thirst and manacled 0 a wounded
man he wanders over the wasies of
scorching sand —complerely lost | This

startling, reai-life siory of peril and hardship

It's the sort of story you can’t forget,

BOYS’' FRIEND Library

Buy 2 Copy TO-DAY

0. 1,143,

Tue Magyer LIPRARY,—N

4d. each

THE MAGNET

They preferred a taxi to a crowded
train—so long as Coker paid for the
taxi.

“1 say, you fellows—'
Bunter eagerly.

The three Fifth Form men deigned to
glance at Bunter, but that was all. They
walked on without answering.

Bunter rolled hurriedly after then:.

“1 say, you fellows!" he gasped.
say, if you'ro whacking out a taxi I'll
take my whack, if yon like. It won't
come to so much with four fellows
paying.'”

* Kick him!"" said Coker,

There was a roar from Billy Bunter
as Potter obeyed Coker's behest.

Quite a number of Greytriars men
were standing about, waiting for the
second train. In most cases, pochet-
money did not run to such luxuries a8
taxicabs. But Bunter was not dispozed
to wait for the next train if he could
help it; and he greatly preferred a taxi
if he could get one. The difficulty, n
Bunter's case, was that his financial
resources were limited, and the last of
them had been expended on the auto-
matic machine. A group of Removites
were discussing “ whacking out ™ a tax,
and Bunter joined the group—Coker
having been drawn blank, as it were,

“Five bob to the school—that's one-
and-three each for us,” said Ogilvy of
the Remove to Russell, Kipps, amd
Newland. * What about it?"”

“1 say, you fellows—""

“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

“Make it five, and that's a hob each!”
said Bunter. * I'll stand my whack, and
u tip over and above to the driver,
what 1"

jerked out

“1 can seo you doing it!” agreed
Ogilvy.
2 Oh, really, Ogilvy—""

‘Scat, you fat spoofer!”

The four Removites walked out of the
station. Billy Bunter rolled after thon.
Qutside the etation, they called a taxi
und crammned themselves into it.

“1 eay, you fellows—""
Buntor.

* Bow-wow "

“Look here, I'm going to stand my
whack! If you can’t take a fellow's
word-—"

“Gammon!" eaid Russell. “Don’t we
know you, you spoofer? When we get
to Greyfriars you'll find that yow've leit
your wmoney at home! Run away wnd
play.”

* Beast 1"

The taxi rolled away with the four
juniors in at, leaving Willism Georgn
Bunter standing on the pavement,

Bunter blinked round I,

T'here were several more taxicabs on
the etand, but they vwere of no vse to
Bunter.  Without a fellow-passenger to
pay, the fure Bunter couldn’t travel hy
taxi, As he stood there, an athletic
man in an overcoat came out of the bun-
shop closo bf the station and beckoned
to a taxi, which camo over to the kerb
and drew up. Bunter blinked at him,
scoing something familiar in the clear-
cut fuce with its strong, square jaw,

The man glanced at him at the same
motuent and smiled faintly, Evidently
he knew Bunter,

“You got over vour ducking?” he
asked, in u rather pleasant voice.

Then Bunter remembered him,

“1 say, it was you pulled me oui of
the water that day at Wharton Lodgo
when | went throngh the ice!” lo
cxl'l;ti'l\!'il.

“That i« s0. You remember me?"”

“Oh, yes, rather!” said Bunter, *1In
fact, [ believe I'd seen you somewliere
before  that  day, though 1 can't
remwember where"”

“Indeed !"

Tho grey cyes narroved for a moment,

urgod
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fixed on Bunter's face. Then, as the
taximan threw open the door of the
cab, the square-jawed gentleman turncd
to the vehicle. ]

“Greyfriars School,” he said, as he
stepped in.

unter started. 5

He made & jump to the taxi and
grabbed the door open again as the
driver was closing it. . il

“You going to Greyiriars, sir?” he
exclaimed.

‘IYes.’l :

“]—I say, sir, w-w-would you like to
give mo a lift?"” gasped Bunter. “I'm
oing there, too, sir! I—I belong to
Eh;?y riars.””

Oh!"
“The—the fact is, sir, I—I feel Irith-
fully grateful to you for saving my life,
and—and I'd like to thank you, sir [’

“You did not seem very grateful at
the time, I remember.”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“ Neither, probably, did I save your
life,” added the equare-jawed gentle-
man calmly. “You could have crawled
out on the ice, in all probability, with-
out my assistance.”

“ But—but I'm really awfully grateful,
sir—fearfully grntoful 1" said DBunter
eagerly. “I—I've thought about it a lot
of times, sir, and—and I'd like to—to—
to tell you about it, sir, in the taxi—"'

The square-jawed gentleman smiled.

“You woul\i like o lift, at all events,
he eaid. “ You can get in."”

Bunter jumped in. :

The door slammed, and the taxi rolled
away. Billy Bunter settled down with
a cheery grin on his fat face. The taxi
threaded its way down Courtfield High
Street, and turned into the road across
the common that led to tho school.

Bunter blinked at his companion.

He wondered who the man was, and
why he was visiting Greyfriars School
on the opening day of the term. The
man had been 1n Surrey, hanging about
near Sankey Hall in an old suit of
tweeds, when Bunter had last seen him.
Now ho was dressed much more care-
fully. Some seort of visitor for the
Head perhapa.

But the quiet, rather stern face of the
square-jawed gentleman did not invite
questioning, and Bunter had to restrain
his impertinent curiosity. As conversa-
tion did not seem to be encouraged,
Bunter searched throuih his pockets for
the remnants of a packet of toffee, and
he was in & state of happy stickiness by
the time the taxi rolled in at the school
gates.

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The New Master of the Remove !

“ ERE we are, here we are, here
H we are again!” sang Lob
Cherry, in & voice of which
the volume made up for any

lack of melody.

“The here-againfulness is terrific,”

agreed Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, jolly old
Gosling!" roared Bob.

William Gosling grunted.

“Glad to see you looking so young
and well, old dear!” said Bob affably.

The Greyfriars porter gave another

runt, Opening day of term was not a

appy day to Gosling.

‘I:hem was an unusual amount of work
and activity on that day; and neither
work nor activity appealed to Gosling.
Neither was he overjoyed to see s0 many
bright young faces about him once more.
Bnﬁht young faces were at a discount
in Gosling's estimation. He preferred
Greyfriars in its deserted state, with no
“dratted " boys there.

“Ain't he looking well, you men?”

said Bob, ap{:caliug to his comrades.
“Don't he loo youngor than ever?”

“He do—he docs!” agreed Johnny
Bull. “Nobody would take Gosling for
more than a hundred to-day."

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Here's another snsplgy poem dealing
with the popular schoolboy characters of
Greylriass.

No. 5.—HURREE JAMSET RAM

TO your notice proudly bring
I A chap of high integrity,
The dusky Hurree Jamset Singh,
Our Indian celebrity.
Although his skin is rather dark,
There's nothing “black ' about him,
He's white as white benecath the bark;
We couldn't do without him.

He finds great difficulty hero
With our disturbing climate,

But his remarks are, never fear,
Seldom more than irate.

He's nover jarred or out of sorts,
Despite his nationality;

He ranks among the greatest “sports,’
This pleasant personality.

Although & prines, with pockets lined,
He scorns all high pomposity,

And Hurree Singh, you'll always find
The soul of generosity,

Of Bhanipur the Nabob, though
Most folk would never guess it,

For free from side and regal show
Is Hurree. Come, confess it!

This member of the Famous Five
At sports is simply stunning;

At footer he is much alive,
And quite excels at running.

But where he's like a gleaming light
Is on the field at ericket;

His bowling is his team's delight,
He always finds the wicket.

Our Nabob's language is, at times,
Most weird and extraordinary;

In fact, like this, it almost rhymes,
Which you'll agree’'s not ordinary!
His “brightfulness” and “gayfulness »
Give others cause for chipping,
But Hurree takes their playfulness;
At standing jokes he's ripping.

Come, let us all our glasses raise,
With wholesome “pop ™ o'erflowing,

And vell our noble comrade's praise
In accents great and glowing.

We like him, for he plays the game
With loyal and sporty conduct;

Let one and all with joy acclaim
This British Empire product!

7

“Well, I don't know about that,” said
Dob thoughtfully. *“Mustn’t exaggerate.
Say a bundred and twenty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You've dropped forty years in the
hols, Gosling!" said Dob. *“ Believo me,
nobody would take you for more than a
hundred and twenty to-day."”

Gosling glared.

“Wot says is
snorted.

But the Famous Five did not remain
to listen to Gosling. They walked on to
the House, leaving the ancient porter to
waste his sweetness on the desett air.

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Hallo,” hallo, hallo! Bunter! How
the thump did Bunter gct in before us?
Didn't you lose the local, Bunty?"

*“I was left behind by a set of sweeps,”
said Bunter. “Some fellows would have
kept a place for a pal. Still, I got in
before you, all the same. A fricud gave
me a lift in a car,”

" liilkiug; a taximan,

this 'ere——" Lo

like you did in

the hols?’

“Oh, really, Cherry! A friend gave
me a lift i his Rolls-Royee,” said
Bunter. * He happened to be in Court-

field and picked me up. Lucky, wasn't
e

“The luckfu!ness
esteemed Bunter.”

“l say, you fellows, if you want any
help in unpacking—if you've brought
back any tuck or anytliing—I'll help you
with pleasure.”

“Go hon!"

“I1 mean it,”" said Bunter. “You've
treated me rather rottenly; but I'm a
good-natured chap. I'll save you all the
trouble of unpacking your tuck—"

“And all the trouble of scoffing it?”

asked Bob.
__Heedless of Bunter's kind offer—which
if accepted would certainly huvo saved
them any further trouble with any
comestibles they had brought back to
school—the chums of the Remove
walked into the House.

First day of term was a busy day;
boxes had to be unpacked, studics
bagged, medical certificates handed in;
long arguments argued with the Houso
dame, who inspected the contents of
boxes and packeges; notices on the
boards read and re-read and commented
upon, changes in the time-tables, im-
portant among them being the aboli-
tion of Ktons and “toppers” for tho
more modern lounge jacket and soft
collars, criticised—generally adversely
—amid & hurrying of feet and a babel
of tongues.

Form masters flitted about in a
flurried state; even the great and
majestic Head lost a little of his usual
majestic calm,

But when the Famous Five saw their
headmaster, Dr. Locke found time for
a kind word. He had stayed a few days
in the Christmas holidays at Wharton
Lodge, and had dined at Major Cherry's
house one evening, so Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry were entitled to a few
words, and did not mind in the least
that they were only few.

To the surprise of the Remove men
their Form master, Mr. Quelch, was not
in evidence.

A rumour spread in the Remove that
Quelch hadn't come for the new term.

That rumour caused intense excite-
ment in the Lower Fourth.

was terrific, my

It was, Skinner declared, too good to
be true! On the other hand, Wibley
voted from Shakespeare, “I foar

there may a worse come in his place.”
The “Remove without Quelch would
bs quite a different Form. The Re-
movites could hardly believe that such
a fixture as Henry Samuel Quelch had
been unrooted.
But certainly he was not to be seenj;
Tue MaGNer Lisrany.—No. 1,143.




and it looked as if he was not in the
~chool. At first roll-call he was not in
Hall, and none ox the fellows had
spotted him.

Rumour, with its various tongues,
declared that Quelch bhad caught in-
fluecnza over Chrisunas, and was laid
up; that he had retired from lus post
in order to devote his remaining ycars
to his celebrated * History of Grey-
friars ”; that he had quarrelled with
tho Head and resigned; that he had
quarrelled with the Head and becn
sacked; that he had lost his train, and
was coming cn the next day; that lLe
had caught pneumonia, and wasn’t
coming back at all; and several other
thinga.

All these things conld not be true,
and probably none of them was; but,
undoubtedly, Quelchy was not there.

* Faney "l’miug Quelch !” said Peter
Todd, in the Rag. “Just fancy! He
seemed a regular fixture, like the other
gargoyles—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Too good to be true!” said Skinner,
shaking his head. “But if he's gone,
who's going to handle the Remove?”

“Might shove us under a prefect till
they get a new beak—they did once,”
said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. *“If
it's Loder there'll be trouble !”
*More trouble for Loder than [or

us ! chuckled Dob,

“1 say, you fellows

“IIallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter knows,
of course,” said DBob. *What's the
latest keyhole news, Bunter?”

* la, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherri! -As a matter
of fact, I happen to know,” said Bun-
ter. “T hear that poor old Quelchy's
dead—=""

“Dead 1 yelled Bob.

“Yes; run over by a motor-car in tho
hols,” said Bunter. * Awful, ain't it?
1 =av, have you fellows got any tolfee?”

"

“You fat chump!” said Harry
Wharton.

“0Oh, really, Wharton! It's quite
e, said Bunter cheerfully. * e was

rather a beast; but I forgive him, in
tho circumstances.  Anyhow, 1 know
for certain we're going to have a new
niaster. heard Prout saying to
Capper that he was surprised at the
Itead selecting so young s man to take
the Remove.”

“DBut what about Quelch?”
\ ernon-Smith.

“Well, wo shan't sec him again,” said
Bunter, “1 haven't zeen the new beak
vit, but he's got Quelchy's study.”

Wingate of the Sixth looked mto the
I:.'lﬂ.

*“Wharton lhere?” he called out.

“Here,” said Harry, coming forward.

“Mr. Steele wants to see the head
Loy of the Remove,” said the prefect.

asked

“I'rot alonz to your Form master's
»-'l!ljl'."

“Mr. Steele!” repeated  several
HIi!.'I'N.

“1 say, Wingate, ain't Quelch coming
back 77 asked two or tinee of the
liemove.

“Not yet,” answered Wingate. “T
understand that something’s happened
to keep him from <oming back at
vevsent; and Steelo is taking his placo
for a few weeks”

TN asked Nugent.

1 think not.”

“Ain't he dead?”
Nonter,

“No., you young ass!”

“0Oh, really, Wingate!
st bal 'm
conyse—""

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yow'd better get along and

Tie Macser Libnany.—No, 1,143

asked Billy

T thought he
not disappointed, of
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Stecle, Wharton,” said the captain of
Greyfriars.

* Right-ho !

Harry Wharton left the Rag, and
proceeded to Masters’' passage. Georgo
Wingate’s statement had cleared up the
many rumours on the subject of
Quelch; for somo reason, unknown at
present, the Remove master was delay-
ing his return to Greyfriars. Evidently
tho Head had known for some time that
Quelch would not be coming back, as ho
had arranged for a new master to take
the Lower Fourth.

Wharton wondered what the new
Form master would be like. It was
a rather interesting and important
question to men in the Remove.

was some Tartar like Hacker of
the Shell, the Removites were likely to
miss Quelcb. severe as Quelch was, If
he was some mild gentleman like
Capper of the Fourth, fiey would have
an easier time this term than last
While, if he was a “rabbit" like
\VlEE:ns of the Third, there were likely
to T and uproarious times in the
Remove Form-room that term. As head
boy of the Form, Wharton was rather
anxious to know what kind of maa he
had to deal with.

WHO'S READY FOR
A LAUGH

at this amusing joke, which earns
for Frederick Turvil, of 18, Mays
Road, Tcdd.in-.it.nn, Middlesex, one
of this week's useful pocket-
knives ?

CAREFUL CLEANING |

‘‘ What's the first thing you

do when cleaning your :;gc  dd
the sergeant demanded.

‘‘ Look at the number,”

said the newcomer.

“Oh!" barked the sar-
eant. ‘' And what's the big
dea 7

““To make sure | don't

clean someone else's "

Now then, you fellows, get
busy and try your hand at win-
ning one of tiese vseful prizes.

= l

o taPpc(! at the door of the study
that had been Quelch’s.

“Come in!"

The voice that answered the tap was
rather a decp one, and it had a pleasans
note in it.

Wharton
entered.

A rather athletie gc‘ntlamnn, scated
at Mr. Quelch's writing-table, rose to
his feet, as tho captain of the Remove
came in.

His keen grey eyes turned on the
junior, and he gavo the slightest of
starts,

Wharton stopped dead.

e conld not speak; he could only
stand rooted to the QNoor, staring at the
man before him, at the new master of
the Remove—the man with the grey
eyes and the square jaw!

opened  the door and

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Astounding !
R. STEELE looked steadily at
M Wharton.
Wharton looked at Mr.

Steale.

IFor a long second—it seemed many
scconds  to  the startled junior—there
was silence.

That Steelo recognised him, that he
was surprised to =ce him, was more or
less plain, though, after that slight start

THE MAGNET

as Wharton entered, the new master’s
fuce expressed nothing.

Wharton's astonishment was simply
staggering.

It was the man with the square jaw—
the man he had secn, that dark
December night last term, climbing tho
park wall of Hogben Grange, on the
night of the burglary there. The man
he had seen hanging about near Sankey
Hall, after the *burglary at Sankey
Hall! The man he believed to be the
Courtficld  cracksman—the unknown
night marauder, whose depredations
had filled the newspapers of late. This
man—this man he more than suspected
of being a cracksman, this man whom
he believed to be a crackeman, was the
new master of the Remove!

It was incredible.

After the first second of absolute,
staggering astonishment, Harry Whar-
ton wondered whether he had made w
mistake—whether he had been deceived
by some chance resemblance. )

But that thought had to be dismisscd
at once.

It was the man!

There was no mistaking those clear-
cut features, those deep, penetrating
grey eyes, that square chin that told of
iron will and resolution.

It was the man! Wharton knew that
the man knew him—as he had known
him when they came in contact by
chance on break-up day last term, and
again at Wimford Station in the holi-
days, and again by the frozen river
near Saukey Hall.

The recognition was mutual, though
the surprise that fairly dumbfounded
Wharton hardly showed in the well-
controlled face of the man with the
square jaw.

Wharton was utterly at a lose.

What he would have done, or said,
he never knew; but the tense silence
was broken by the deep, clear voice of
the equare-jawed man.

“ Are you Wharton 7"

The junior gasped.

“Yes, sir.”

“Head bo*r

“Yes, sir.”

“No doubt you have Leen rtold
that 1 am master of the Remove this
term, Wharton?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Please come in. Yon need not stand
in the doorway, Wharton,” said Mr.
Steele, with a pleasant smile.

The junior, who had not collected
his wits, almost toltered into the room.

His brain was in a whirl.

Mr. Steelo was epeaking and acting
oxactly as any other master might have
spoken and acted in his place. Yet he
knew that Wharton had seen him elimb-
ings the wall of a place where a rob-
bery had occurred only a few weeks
ago; he knoew—he must know—that tho
boy suspected him of being the robber.
What did it all mean?

I'ha man ocould not be a schoolmaster
—he coukd not! How could he be a
schoolmaster, when—unless Wharton
was amazingly deceived—he was a
night-thief, a cracksman. a burglar?

Yet here he was, master of tho
Lower Fourth, in Quelel’s place; andd
it waa futile to think that he could
have obtained such a post by trickery
or deceaption. No man conld take a
master's post at Greyfriars School, of
over #o temporary a nature, without his
record being open to inspeetion, with-
ont the Head lieing thoroughly
acquainted with his charvacter and his
antocedents,

Wharton’s brain was ramng.  The
utter impossibility of it staggered him.
He heard Stcele’s voice like a fellow
in a drcam.

of the Remove ™
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He was conscious of a faintly amused
emile playing over the clear-cut faco.

“1 have heard a good account of you,
Wharton, from your Form master,”
said Mr. Bteele.

Wharton tried to clear his confused
thoughts.

“You—you know Mr. Quelch, sir?”

e new master raised his mublous.

“Naturally !

“Oh!" gasped Wharton.

He knew Quelch—naturally he kuew
the master whom he was temporarily
roplacing as master of the Remove.
Yet he was the man whom Wharton
had described to Quelch, and whose
desoription he had taken to the police
station at Courtfield, on Quelch’s
instructions. Evidenlly Henry Samuel

Wharton stopped dead as the new Remove master’s glance turned on him,

Quelch had not applied that descrip-
tion. in his owu mind, to this man
Steele !

“By the way, do you know my namec,
Wharton 7"

“Yes—no !” Wharton stammared.

“Richard Steele,” said the mnew
waster.

Wharton wondered whether it was lis
real mame.  Yet it must be his real
name, as he had a post at Greylriars.
e Head would kpnow the man's
record as far back as his prep school

But the Head did not, could not
know, that Iarry Wharton and Billy
Bunter liad seen him elimbing the park
wall of Hogben Grauge on the night of
the burglary tbera!  What would (te
Head say, if he knew that?

“1 think you have seen me lefore,
Wharton,” added the new master, in a

casual tone.

Wharton gazed at hLim, Was he
going to speak of that midnight inci-
dent at Ilogben Grange? Wharton
feit that nothing could have surprised
||i||1 nosw

“0Oh, ves, sir!” gasped Wharton.

“1 think you were one of a number
ot schoolbovs skating on the river
Letween Sankey Hall and Wimford, in
tin holidays?"”

“Yes,” gasped Wharton.

“You may have seen me an  other
orcasions,” remarked Mr, Stecle, in the
eate casual manner and pleasant tone.

“ch,'l

“I wa3s not aware wlen 1 saw vou
before that vou were & CGreviviars Loy

1

—though perhaps I might have
guessed,” said Mr, Steele. * However,
at thal. time I had not thought of
coming to Greyfriars myself. Since,
however, it has been decided for Mr.
Quelch to take some weeks of well
carned leisure, and I am his unwo;-tl:y
substitute for that period "—Steele
smiled again, and Wharton could not
help thinking that he had a very plea-
sant smile—"1 hope wo shall be
friends, my boy. Your Form master
gave me & good account of Tou, and T
shall expect your help as my head boy.”

“Oh, certainly!” Wharton hardly
knew what he was answering. The man
was talking like & Form master: and

he was a crackeman—a man hunted by
the police, unless Wharton was widely
out in his reckoning.

“It is odd that we sliould have met
belore my coming here,” said Mo
Steele. “Some of the circumstances
were, por!:nps, a little unusnal—indeed,
peculiar.’

Wharton's
beating.

The man was allnding to the ineident
at Hogben Grange now, he knew, Was
he going to ask tho schoolboy to keep
his guilty seceret?

Even with that thought in his mind
Wharton could not help realising i1lat
Steele did not look like a man with a
guilty scervet. Ho looked like anything
but that.

“There is an old maxim,"” <aid Mr,
Stecle, “that one should not judge by
appearances.””

0L

\ppu:lranr"rw are oflten deceptive,”
said Mr. Stecle.

IIe paused, as if [or a reply. Wharlon,
not knowing whet to say, starcd at
liin, and munugc{l to gasp:

“J[—I suppose so, sir.

“*I'lie most unusuai actions,” said Me.
Steele, “may havo a guite ordinavy
explanation, if one is only acquainted
with it.”

“I—I =suppose so.”

“One should not concern
nnduly with maticrs, howsoover
liar, that do not concern oneself.”

“N-no.”

“1t used to he =aid

heart almost stopped

onesclf
peci-

in the geme of

whist, when in doubt play a trump,”
said Mr. Steele, with his pleasant smile.
“A  great humorist, Mark 'lmaln,
amended the maxim to this: * When in
doubt, tell the truth!”” My own sug-
estion would be: * When in doubt,
fold }our tongue.' "

" And now," eaid Mr. Steele, dismiss-

It was the man with the grey eyes and square jaw !

ns finished with, *“yon
may sit down, Wharton, and we will
hiave a talk over Form matters.”

o waved the captain of the Remove
into a chair.

Wihat followed was something like &
dream to Harry Wharton.

Ile tried to fix his atte ntien on Form
fopics; but only the cool, incisive insisi-
vice of Mr, Steele kept his wandering
mind to the subject

No further hint was dropped by
Steele on the matter of their previoas
cencounters. That, apparently, was dis-
missed for good—with his vory plain
lint that Wharton would do well to
hold his tongue about what he knew or
snspected.

Afler & tim(‘ however, Wharton
found himself giving more atieation to
the matter under discussion. He found
himself looking on Richard Steele lees
ns a ;:-u::]n_'l:!\'d man tlmu as his new
Form master. The man's talk showed
that he was a capable man who knew
his business; and his cool, decided
nssimplion that Wharton was acceplivg
him purely and simply as a school
master somehow influenced the junior
to do so0.

In hLalf an lour the Courthiald
cracksman had receded to the back of
Wharton's mwind; and Richard Steele
was to him only the new master of the
Remove.

When the new mastor dismissed him
at last. howover, and Wharton went out
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into Masters' passage, the extraordi- “Oh, rea!‘!iy, Inky—""
pary situation rushed into his mind  ‘““Esteemed speech is silvery, my
with fvil force. worthy Bunter, but silence 1s the

He stood in the passage for some
minutes, trying to think it all out before
he went back to join his friends.

“My hat!” he ejaculated at last. !

Slowly, thoughtfully, he left Masters
passage. “When in doubt, hold your
}’qngue." Richard Steele had said to

im.

Was he in doubt?

He hardly knew. i X

But at least, it was judicious to think
the matter over calmly and clearly
before he talked, even to his nearest
churns. Least said  was  soonest
mended, and it might be, after all, that
there was some innocent explanation of

the strangf and suspicious circumstances
under which he bad seen the man
before.

One word on the subject, it was cer-
tain would set the whole Form in a
buzz—and the whole school, for that
matter. And if there was nothing in
it Wharton would be pointed out as the
fellow who had told an sbsurd cock-
and-bull story, exceeding any yarn told
by even DBilly Bunter. His cheeks
coloured at tho thought.

Aund yet, if the man was a cracksman
why was he there, unless to carry out
some scheme of robbery? And yet
again, he was there, and could not have
heen there unless the headmaster knew
his record, and knew that it was a clean
one |

Wharton found his thoughts following
a circle.

Ho shook his head impatiently at last.
The matter required thinking out—hard
thinking! And in the mecantime, the
captain of the Remove resolved to act
on Mr. Steecle’s suggestion, and as long

as ho was in doubt, to hold his tongue.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
An 0ld Acquaintance of Bunter’s !
a SAY, you fellows!”
I “Buzz off, Bunter!"”
“But I say—""
Billy Bunter rolled into No. 1
Study, his little round eyes gleaming
with excitement behind his big, round
spectacles.
In No. 1 Study a [cast of the gods
was toward.

All the members of the Famous Five
had brought back something in their
boxes, and most of it had passed tho
inspection of the House dame. So that
carly supper in No. 1 Study was eome-
thing like a spread.

Other members of the Remove had
added their quota to the festive board.
Vernon-Smith and Redwing, Peter
Todd and Hazeldene, Mark Linley and
Tom Brown and Squiff, were in the
supper-party.  The accommodation of
the study was a little strained. No. 1
Study was a good size for a junior
study ; but a dozen fellows filled it com-
pletely.

Really, there was no room for
Bunter, cven had tho company been
vearning for the society of *Williain
George. As a matter of fact, nobody
was ycarning for it.

But Bunter rolled in.

“I say, you fellows,
guess )"’ gasped Bunter.
. Bunter, apparently,
impart.

“Qh, make room -for the porpoise!"
said Harry Wharton resignedly. * But
shut up, Bunter, there's a good chap!"”

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“The talkfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is not a boonful blessing!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
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you'd never

had mnews to

cracked pitcher that saves the bird in
the bush from going longest to the well,
as the English vaarb remarks.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellows, have you seen
that man, Stee il

“What man, and what did he steal?'’?
asked Bob Chaerry.

“1 don't mean that, ass. I mean have

ou seen that man Steele, the new

eak—"

“Somebody stolen the new beak?”
asked Bob.

“You silly ass! Ifis name’s Steele,
and—

**We've seen him, ass, of course. What
about him?"’ asked Frank Nugent.
““Has he licked you for coming back to
school with an unwashed neck?”

“QOh, really, Nugent—""

Harry Wharton started a little and
fixed his eyes rather anxiously on the
Owl of the Remove. N

Bunter had been with him that night
at Hogben Grange, when the suspected
maﬁ had been seen climbing the park
wall,

Bunter was short-sighted and un-
observant, and the man had only been
seen by starlight. It was likely that
Bunter would never know him again.

But the excited face of the fat junior
showed that ho had something startling
to tell.

1f Bunter had remembered and recog-
nised him it was not much use for
Wharton to keep silent on the subject.

Bunter was not the fellow to kecp
such an exciting matter dark; he was
the fellow to shout it from the house-
tops.

Wharton did not speak. If Bunter
knew, it was all comin{ out, und there
was no stopping it. \Wharton hardly
knew whether he cared or not. For
himself, he had decided to keep his own
counsel for the present; but he had not
vet decided what he would ultimately
do. It looked as if the matter was going
to be decided for him.

Bunter grabbed a cake from tha well-
gpread table and procecded to fill his
capacious mouth—his usual preliminary
t?}omn\'ersaliou when there was tuck
about.

“The new beak looks a decent sort
of man,” remarked Vernon.Smith,
“Ile's years younger than Quelch; but
he's got a chin on him that looks as
if ha knows low to get his own way."

“Looks a bit of an athlete,” said
Tom Brown. "1 dare say we shall see
him in the footer. Quelchy was too
ancient for games,"

“1 say, you fellows—'

“Bunter's bursting with something,"”
said Johnny Bull. “Get it over, and
givo us a rest, Fatty |

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“What about the now beak, Bunter "
asked Harry Wharton impatiently. If
it was all coming out he wauted to get
it over.

“I know him!" eaid DBunter, *1
mean, I've met Lim before. Twice.”

r';Icn.-rsﬂ."’ asked the
y.

“0ld pal of
Bounder sarcastica

“1 mean, he gava me a lift to day in
his taxi from Courtfield,” said Bunter.
*1 never knew then that he was a new
beak. I thought he was a visitor for the
Head, or something.

“0Oh! He's your friend with the
Rolls Rovee " chuckled Bob.,

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked for a moment. He
had forgotten his description of the lift
he had had from Courtiield to the
school.

“I—1 mean, it wasn't a Rolls, it—it
was a taxi——"" he_stammered.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Your Rolls generally turn out to
be taxicabs,’” assented Bob.

“Beast! But I'd seen him before
that,” said Bunter. * You fellows re-
member when 1 was staying at Wharton
Lodge over the hols—""

“Are we likely to forget it?" said
Bob. “I shall never forget how
e ed to see you burst all over
Colonel Wharton's dining-room when
you'd done stuffing the turkey—""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 mean, you remember that day we
went out nimt.ing on the river, and you
left me behind and didn’t care a straw
whether I got drowned or not—"

“We knew you were all right, Fatty.
There's a proverh that those who are
born to be hanged cannot be drowned."”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Vah1 Well, I told you that a man
pulled mo out of the water after the
ice broke—""

‘“Must have been in want of zome-
thing to do,”” said the Bounder. * Why
the dickens couldn't he leave you
alone 1’

“Qh, really, Smithy—"

“Some fellows can never let well
alone,"” said Smithy, shaking his head.
“It's that fellow’s fault that Bunter is
boring us now. Inconsiderate, 1 call

“Beast! Well, the man who fished
me out was this man, Steele,”" said

Bunter. * Fancy that!"*
“Oh, my hat!"”
“What rot!” said Bob Cherry.

“You've mixed him up with somebody

“I jolly well know him !"* said Bunter.
“I've spoken to him about it. I dare
eay he fancies he's saved my life, and
all that, but, as a matter of fact, the
silly idiot jerked me about like a sack
of coke, and made me lose my cap.
My cap floated away under the ice—""

‘Pity your head wasn’t in it,”’ sighed
the Bounder.

“Well, he's the same man,” said
Bunter. *“I recognised him in Court-
field to-day, and got a lift out of him
by piling on the gratitude stuff. I
didn’t know he was the new beak then.
1 say, he was hanging about the Sankey
Hall place in a jolly old suit of tweeds
that day. Nobody would have taken
him for a schoolmaster—""

“He doesn't look the usual beak,
really,” remarked Squiff. ‘““There's
something quite human about him,”

“Funny thing is, that I've an idea
I'd seen him somewhere before that,'”
said Bunter. “I icmember his face
scemed sort of familiar that day, as if
I'd seen it before.”

Wharton was silent.

Bunter’s memory of Richard Steele
evidently extended back oniy es far as
that day at Wharton Lodge. DBeyond
that was only a vague idea that he had
seen the man before somewhere. As
yet, at all events, the Owl of the
Remove had not connected Steele with
the mysterious man of that night at
Hogben Grange last term.

That was nf] to the good. Wharton
had time to think the matter over, and
decide on his course of action, without
having his hand forced by the chatter
of the fat junior.

“But I say, you fellows, isn't it queer
onr new beak turning out to be the man
who fished me out of the river?” said
Bunter. “Made me jump when I saw
him, I can tell you! g1y, ain't it
lucky 1"

“How's that?"” asked Nugent.

Bunter winked a fat wink.

“You'ro rather green, Nugent! I
I can jolly well tell you, this is goin
to be pie to me! Matter of fact
should have got out all right if he'd Teft

(Continued on page 12.)



Items of interest for all “footer” fans!
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The services of ** Old Ref ** are at the disposal of every ** Magnet *’ reader who comes across a knotty
“ footer *’ problem. So write to him to-day, c/o The Editor, *‘ Magnet,”” and then look for your
replies in this regular weekly feature.

rtant matter. A game should last an hour and a
If, and if a roferee stops a gamo short of that time,
or allows it to go on beyond that time, theresult of
the contest may easily be affected.

Most referees use s special kind of watch which can be stopped
and restarted easily, but arguments arise from time to timo as
to whether the referec has played the corroct number of minutes.

A strango case in point recently tried by the Lancashiro
Football Association, and brought to my notice by ono of my
Lancashire readers, may be mentioned.

OB"IOUSLY the duration of a football match is an im-

By some mischance the referce’s watch went wrong,
and when the interval came, the referee discovered
that he had played eleven minutes over the allotted
forty-five.

He was in a bit of a fix as to what should be done, but thought
that the beat way out—and the fairest for both sides—was to
play eleven minutes extra in the second half. This the referee
did. Now in the course of the extra oloven minutes of the
second half one of the players did something which caused the
referse to send him off tho field. He was brought up before tho
Lancashire Football Association for misconduct, and mn his
own defence stated that, whatever the morits or demerits of the
rofcree’s decision in sonding him off, there should be no punish-
ment because the incident happened after the mateh should
have been over—and when it would have been over if the
roferee had not played those extra minutes,

The Lancashire FFootball Association decided that the player
must be punished in the ordinary way, but at the samo timo
they punished the referee for playing eloven minutes over tho
allotted time in the first and second halves of the match.

As a matter of fact, referees should take precauti
against their watches going wrong by checking themn
with the lincsmen at the start of the game.

When this is done things work out right, even if the watch
of the referee breaks down, becauso the linesmon can draw
tho attention of the chief official to the fact that time is up.

the referow has played too short or too long, but on

this mntter ho is, of course, the final judge. There was

a First Division match at Manchester this season in
which it was suggested that the rofoeree had played thres minutes
short, bat the clubs did not appeal because they know that the
refcree’s decision as to the timo wou'd be upheld.

Now in regard to this timing business, an interesting question
may be asked. When can the referee extond the time beyond
tho allowed ninety minutea 1 There is only one occasion in which
he is ordered to do this by rule—when he has awarded o ponalty
kick at the end of o game he must extend the time to allow of
tho penalty kick being taken.

g Over this, interesting points also arise. A reader wants to
110w

% RGUMENTS ariso from time to time as to whether

what should be the decision if, when the referee has
allowed crxtra time for a penally kick to be taken, the
Dall is sent against the goallireper and then goces into
the net ?

The decision in this caso 18 8 goai. A test cass was raisod
oino time ago, and the authorities ruled that in such an inecident

as tho ball going in off the goalkeoper from the ponalty kick
after time had expired a goal should be scored.

The same ruling would apply if the ball struck the goalpost
or the cross-bar from a penalty kick and then went directly into
the net. But suppose the ball kicked from tho ponaity spot in
the circumstances 1 have mentionsd—that is, during extendod
timo—hits the goalpost, comes out, and is promptly put back
into the net by another playor. What should bo the decision
thon 1 It should be * no goal.," You see tho timo is only ox-
tended to enable the penalty kick to bo taken, and if the taker
of the penalty kick does not score at his first attempt, then the
time is automatically up, and the match is finished.

anothor point which often arises in thoso mid-wintor
grmes when the light may be bad, which is not
properly understood. If you read the papera you
will often notice this sort of sontonce: * The rofereo orderod
the teams to turn round at hali-time without leaving the field."

wHII.E on this question of keeping the time, thero is

Now. as a matter of fact. the veferee who ** orders "
players fo turn round without leaving the fleld at half-
timne is exceeding his duties. He can ask the players
to carry on rvight away if he likes, but if the players
refuse he must, according to the rules, allow them five
minutes interval but no more.

1 romember some years ago watching a First Division matoh.
At half-time the referve, forgotting his rule-book, ordered the
players to turn round without any stoppago. Tho players of ono
team did so, but the captmn of the othor side, knowing the
rules, took his men off for thuir five minutes’ rest. And the
othera stood on the field waiting for their opponents to coma
back. It was very funny. and the referes said he would report
the toam which went off for disobeying his instructions. Ho
carriod out his throat—nond waa told that he should read the
rulea.

time, reminds me of & query which is to hond from a

Putnoy reader. e says that ot half-time in a rocent

game the Fulham playors, being soaked through
because it was o wet day, changed their jerseys at half-time,
and thias reader asks if they should be allowed to do so. ‘The
answer is this:

MENTION of five minutes interval boing allowed at half-

There is no rule against plagyers having a complete
change of apparel at the interval if they so desire.

What I think would rightly be objocted to is any player
going off in the middle of the first or second half to chang: his
clothoa bocause they wero wet or muddy. A reaponsibly referos
would not allow this to be done, as it would be tantamount to
giving the player & chancs to have a roat and a rub-down. which
he i3 not supposed to have in the course of play. If o pinyor gets
hiis aliirt or trousers badly torn thiat s anothor mattor.

This reader from Putney puts ono other question. He wants
to know if the referoe conld award a goal when the ball went
into the net although he had previously blown for some infringo-
ment of the rulos. The referse could not allow a goal n such
circumstancos. | have nleoady explainod that whoen tho
rofuree’s whistle sounds the ball is * dead.™
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THE FORM-MASTER'S FAVOURITE!

(Contenued from page 10.)

me alone, and very likely shouldn't have
lost my cap. But I ain't going to tell
him that. If he likes to fancy that he
gaved my life, I'm going to let him get
on with it, Pull fais lfeg, you know.
Gratitude and all that—adwiration, and
g0 on.  Bound to fetch him. What do
yon fellows think "

“Well, I think you're a fat worm, old
bean,” said Bob.

*1 think you're a {rabjous scallywag,”
said Johnny Bull.

“Ob, really, you fellows! Don't you
think he’ll feel bucked when 1 go round
telling the fellows that he plunged into
an icy river to =save my life at the risk
of hisown? Any man would like that.”

“But did he plunge in?"

“Well, no. I don’t believe he even
got his feet wet. But, of course, piling
it on won't do any harm. Bound to
please bim,” argued Bunter, “M:gbl.
get a fellow off classes sometimes—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

*“I can jolly well tell you it's worth
while to get in with a beak,” said
Bunter. *And nothing pleases a wman
<o much as gratitude; it's so jolly rare,
1ou know. Of course, if a fellow helps
vou out of a fix, you don't really feel
grateful; you aury fecl waxy at having
uceded his help, That's human nature.”

“The Bunter sort!" agreed Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry! That's why
gratitude is so pleasant, becauso thero
1sn't any really,” ex lained Bunter.
“Uammon goes down.'

“Steele looks rather too downy for
gammon,” remarked Hazoldene,

Bunter grinned complacently.

“Loave it to me,” he maid. “I'm
going to tell all Greyfriars what a
splendid man he is, and how he risked
his life to save mine, and all that. And
after that, how can he rag a chap for
letting Qrop slide, or coming in late for
vlass? What "

“0Oh, my hat|”

“Pass tho cake, old chap. Don't be
mean with the cake! I'm going to
stand you fellows a topping spread when
I vupack my box1”

“Why not unpack it now 1"

“1've mislaid the key! I sayw, this is
a decent cake—not like what T get at
Bunter Court, of course, but really
decent! 1 eay, you fellows, 1 haven't
told you vet about the festivities at
Bunter Court. Two of the princes
came—-""

There was n roar.

“Shut up, Bunter!”

1Oh, really, you fellows—"

“Shut upl®

*But, ]l say —'
sentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
Bob Cherry, “I move that if Bunter
says another word wo put his head in
thfllmal-luc(itor];" A

second that,” said Nugent.

‘“Hear, hear!” Y

*‘Passed nem. con.”

Bunter snorted. But he shut up, and
devoted himself to the comestibles, and
the chums of the Remove were left in
Dlissful ignoranco of the details of that
princely gathering at Bunter Court.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Banter Works the Oracle !

[CHARD STEELE took the
Remove the next morning.

What sort of a beak he was

. poing to turn out was a matter

of interesting speculation to the
Removites.

_Most of the fellows had the impres

#ion that he was a man who knew his

business, and was not to be trifled with.
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Ho looked it, at least. .

Skinner, who had been considering a
rag in the Form-room, eyed Mr. Stecle
very dubiously, and decided that rags
were off.

Bolsover major, who had told several
fellows to listen how he was gowng to
talk to Stecle, fully intended to cheek the
new master that morning, to the admira-
tion of his friends. On second thoughts,
proverbially the best, Bolsover major
did not check Steele, When Steele
addressed him, the bully of the Rewove
answered * Yes, sir,” as meekly as any
fellow in the Form.

Richard Steele's countenance was not
severe like Mr. Queleh's. He had a

leasant voice and a pleasant smile. But
1is grey eyes had a masterful glint in
them, and his square chin was undoubt-

edly dominating.

He was quite a young man, probably
only half Quclch's age.  Somo ‘of the
fellows, during the morning, suspected
that he had not had a lot of experience
as Form master. But if the work was
new to him, he had “mugged " it up
very carefully and cleverly.  Certainly
he was {‘(]l.l.:l.{ to it, and knew how to
malke his authority respected.

He treated Wharton exactly like any
other member of the Remove, which sur-
priscd Harry, and yet was not really
surprising.  Nothing whatever in his
manner indicated that there was any
secrot understanding between bim and
the captain of the Form.

Obviously, he had dismissed that inci-
dent of Hogben Grango as an incident
ecttled and done with, and took it for
Granted that Wharton bad done the
same.

In the Form-rcom that morning
Wharton was glad that he had taken
the new inaster's advice and held his
tongue.

Sceing Mr, Steele engaged in a calm
and methodical way in a Form master's
duties, it made it almost impossible to
think of him as a secrct criminal.

Wharton had thought the mattor over,
thongh without coming to any definite
conclusion.

Reflection told him that Mr, Richard
Steele's known record must be a clean
one. The headmaster could not possibly
have been deceived by an impostor.

he was indeced & ecracksman, a
criminal, that was a sccret side of his
life, nmi. while carrving on a lawless
carcer, he bad contrived to keep up
appearances unquestioned.

Such a thing was possible, but—

But it was more probable, after all,
that there was, as he had suggested,
some innocent explanation of the circum-
stances that told against him.

It was diflicult to imagine what the
explanation could be. man who
climbed a park wall after midnight, in
a place where a robbery took place the
same night, had a great deal to expla n

Had the Courtficld cracksn an
been captured, of course, that would
have sct the matter at rest. But tho
Courtficld eracksman was still at large,
lis identity unknown and unsuspocted.

Was Stecle the man?

All that Wharton had known of him
reviously pointed to his being the man.
[et, looking at him in the Form-room,

Wharton could not believe it.

He was glad that DBunter did not
recognise the man of Hoghen Grange—
glad that he had himself decided to eay
uothing, even to his friends. Doubt lin-
gered in his mind; but every word,
every arction, of the new master helped
to dispel it.

Suspicious cirenmstances,
wore only suspicions ecircumstances.
Facts were facts and the undoubted
fact was that the Hend of Greyfriars
was satislicd with the bona-fides of

after all,
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Richard Steele. Wharton [clt that he
had to let it go at that.

So it came as rather a relief that Mr,
Stecle treated him exactly like the other
fellows, and scemed unconscious of any
scerot knowledge existing between them,

Before the morning was over, all the
Remove, or ncarly all, knew that the
had to deal with a man who, thoug
younger and perhaps rather more agree-
able than Mr. Quelch, was a man who
knew his way about, was decidedly
“downy,” and was not to bo trifled with.

Only William George Bunter—per-
haps for the reason that fools rush in
where angels fear to tread—held on to
his great idea of * gammoning " the new
master of the Remove.

Getting on the right side of a Form
master was good business—if it could
be worked. Favouritism, certainly, was
not very popular at Greyfriars, in the
Remove or any other Form; but
Bunter had no objection to favouritism,
so long as he was the favourite, That
was the important point, and the only

one that concerned William George
Bunter.
Capper of the Fourth had hias

favourites, so it was said, and they had
an easy time. Certainly Mr. Capper
was very tolerant with Cecil Reginald
Temple of that Form; and equally cer-
tainly, Cngper had been asked to pay
a visit to Sir Reginald Templo's stately
home. These two circumstances might
have been unconnected, of course; cn
the other hand, they mightn't. 1f
Steele treated Bunter as Capper treated
Temple, Bunter was going to be quite
satisfied  As an inducement—a visit to
a stately home being impracticable—
Bunter was prepared to pull the new
master's leg

Everybody, Bunter argued, liked
fattery. Everybody liked being held
ull': to admiration. Bunter would have
liked it hime=elf immensely had it ever
come his way

Gratitude was a thing that touched
any heart. It gave a fellow a very
pleasant mellow sort of [celing if a
fellow was grateful to him, It put him
in the mood to band out further
favours

Both flattery and gratdude DBunter
was prepared to hand out, in any
quantities that might be required.

Already tho Owl of the Remove en-
visaged himself in the happy position of
Form master’s favourite; lounging in
late to class and receiving only a mild
reproofl ; passed over tactfully when
there were any difficultics in construe;
hardly ever given lines, and never
asked to show them up when they were
given.

It was quite a happy prospect for
Bunter if he could work it; and he
thought he could.

It was, Bunter considered, a clever
scheme; and. of course, when Bunter
was doing  anything he cansidered

clever, he could not keep it to himself,
He had to tell the universe liow clever
lia was.

A etill tongue would have showed a
wize head in such a matter, but Bun-
ter’'s tongue was constitutionally in-
capable of keeping still.

In break that morning he told the
fellows what to expect.

*Watch me!” said Bunter, with a fat

grin.  “T'm coming in late for third
school, to try it on  Watch me pull it
off !"

“Fathead!” said DBob Cherry. 1
tell vou that man Steele is a downy
bird.”

“The downifulness of that absurd bird
ia terrific mv estcemed Bunter!" said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Leave it to me!" eaid Bunter, with
a seli-satisfied emirk. “If I don’t pull
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his leg a trcat you can use my head for
a football I”
“What's the

ball 7" asked Bo!
o Ydl Ill

When the Remuve went in for third
school the fat Owl did not go in with
them. He was trying i on.

Five minutes late for class, Bunter
rolled in.

Mr. Steele was busy at the black-
board, and he did not seem, for ithe
moment, to observe Bunter's late
entrance. The fat junior rolled to bis
place and sat down.

He grinned round the Form.

The other fellows waited rather ex-
pectantly. All the Form knew about
Bunter's stunt, and wondered how it
would turn out.

Richard Steele turned from the black-
board, and his keen
groy eye fixed on the
waoi the Remove.

“Bunter "

“Yeos, sirl”

“You are late for
claes.” i

“Qorry, sir,” said
Dunter. “But I was
telling a Fourth Form
man, sir, how you
saved my life in the
holidays, sir. He was
g0  interested, sir,
when I told him how
you plunged into an
ey river at the risk
of your life, to save
a perfect stranger,
and—"

“1 did nothing of
the kind, Bunter!”

“Ell?”

“I pulled you out
of a hole in the ice,
after you had en-
dangered yourself by
your own folly and
clumsiness.”

ood of a wooden foot-

“0Oh, sirl I=I'm
awfully grateful
§ip——

“Nonscnsa 1"

“Qh, really, sir!"”
gasped Bunter.

“1 do not desire to
be severe on my first
day with this Form,"”
said Mr. Steele. *“But
all my boys must
understand that punc-
tuality is required in
the Remove. Do mnot let this occur
again, Bunter.

“Qh, certainly not, sir; but this once,
sir, was 60 interested telling that
chap about the heroic way you savaed
my life, sir—""

“That will do, Bunter.”

“Yes, eir; only I can't help thinking
about it, sir,” said Bunter. “I've a
very grateful nature, sir, and, seeing
that you shaved my wife—I mean,
suved my life—""

“Silence !

Mr. Steele rapped out the word :o
sharply that Bunter realised that ho
had said enough—if not a little too
much. So he let the subject drop.

But he bestowed a fat wink on the
Form as soon as Richard Steecle’s back
was turned.

Bunter was satisfied with results, so
for! Ho had been late—and he had
been lot off! Steele had pretended it
was because it was the first day; of
course, he had to have some excuse.
But tho fact was that he wasn't going
t{o be severe on a fellow who was sing-
ing his praises up and down Greyfriars.
At least, Bunter was satisfied that that

“] had a jolly narrow escape in the hols,” said Buﬂtor.

as the fact. No doubt the wish was
ather to the thought.

Third school was quite happy for
Bunter. The Form master’'s favourite
was going to have an easy time that
term; and Billy Bunter had no doubt
that he was going to be the Form
master’s favourite,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Great Expeoctations !

“ REP!” said Peter Todd.
P ““Bosh !" said Dunter.
In Study No. 7 in the Re-
move that evening Peter Todd
and Tom Dutton sat down to the table
to preparation. Billy Bunter sat down
in the armchair.
Bunter did not like prep.

—

my life.,

He had never liked it.

Prep, it was true, was rather neces-
sary, if a fellow was to hand out a
decent construe in class. But Bunter
had no desire whatever to hand out a
decent construe.

He did not desire to hand one out at
all. The less Bunter learned of Latin
the more he liked that classic language.

That school was a place where fellows
learned things was a theory that Bunter
had never countenanced.

Swots and saps, like Linley of the
Remove or Wilkinson of the Fourth,
might think eo, but Bunter knew
better.

School, according to Bunter's ideas,
was a place where you dodged work all
you could. Any means wero justifiable
to attain that great end. In fact, the
end justified the means.

A school run according to DBunter’s
ideal would have been a school where
the fellows spent most of their time in
the tuckshop and the rest at the
pictures. This would have suited Bun-
ter down to the ground. At such an
establishment he might not have learned
much; but he did not want to learn

B

anything, so that would have Leen ell

right.

Certaiuly, Bunter was not likely to
discover his ideal school among all the
scholastic  establishments of Great

Britain. He had to make the best fLo
could of Greyiriars. But now ihat
beast Quelch, who made a fellow woil,
was gone, and Bunter was going to be
the new Form master’s favourite, Grey-
friars was going to be much better than
of old. Vork, at least, would Le
reduced to a minimurn.

. Bunter dcposited his ample propor-
tions in the ctudy armchair and perched
Lia feet on the mantelpiece. Then he
regarded Toddy and Dutton with s
patronising grin.

“Go it, Toddy!” he said. “Pile in!
;;'ﬂ:l can do enough for two! He, he,
0-‘i

¢ Steele, our new Form master, saved

Peter looked at him over his books.

“You ass!" he said. "Stuelu'g let
you off once; you'd better not try it on
again!”

“My dear chap, teach your grand-

mother!"”- answered Bunter. “I'm
going to have him feeding from my
hand."”

“Fathead !"” said Peter.

“Ass!" retorted Bunter.

And Bunter did no prep, sure of an
easy time in the morning. When Fe
was tired of watching his study-mates
at work—even watching work mado
Bunter tired—he strolled out of the
study, and rolled away down the stairs.
During the time devoted to prep
fellows were supposed not to be out of
their studies; and Mr. Quelch had been
quite severe in such matters.  Dut
Bunter was not expecting severity from
Mr. Steele, if ho encountered that
gentleman in his walks abroad.

The door stood open, and the purring
of an engine could be heard from with-
ont. The Head's car stood on the

(Continued on page 16.)
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MAZING 1
“Lggstraordinasy
“ It beats tho p.:h[-f\ Land !

A

l‘ll 'S¢ CERSC hllll Ltions HIIIJ
o lot more of a sinnlar natcher were
herd all over 8t. SBam's ono bright and

frosty miorning.
Clarcnce Clevercove's latest invention
was the cause of all the eggeitement.

Clevercove was the inventor of the
Fourth. His nollidge of scic nee, like
Dliver o'wist's nolhidge of Brighton, was

[‘"p{\lt-u»:\u and peculiar, and many a
timno had he astonished his colleags with

his weerd and wonderful scientillick
creations.
It was eala to eay, however, that he

hiad never suxxceded 1n astonishing them
quite o much as he had this time. What
scientiste had dreemed of for hundreds
of years had ot last come to pass in
the FFourth passidge at St, Sam’s
Clevercove  bhad  invented an
visibility apparatus,

It was amazing; it was unpres
ced. But it was truel By sitti
in an electrie-chair in Clovercove's
wnd pulling the lever marked 0O
wybody could become invisible. D
smply  pressing  tha  nob  marked
OFF 1" one could beeome visible again
Ax Jack Jolly remarked. it beat the
band.

Jack Jolly & Co. were ull in the
inventor's study having some rara old
larx on this bright and frosty morn-

in

dent

ing  They were taking it in turns to
Liecome invisible, aud farely burst their
eiddes with larfter at the humer of it
all It was easy to see that they were

themselves—or.  rather, it
as our heroes couldn't Le
but they were enjoving
vay
ey had all becomo visible
there was o thunderons rat-tat on
daor, ard Dr. Birchemall, the
and majestick headmaster of St,
poked his sinnister dile round the

(nJr;\Lrg

wasn t u]u
seen  at
themselves, a

door

“What cheer, bovs!1” he called out
“ITlaving a gnod timo?"

bl rather 1" rephied Jack Jolly &
Co

"Fl-.n] going strong on the invisibality
mac I see!” remarked the Head
Eenia as he insinuated himself into
the Study. * Matter of fact, Clovercove.

hetween yvon and me and the gatepost,
that's what I've called about.”
* You have?"” ejaculated Clevercove.
Tue Macyer Lisnary.—No. 1,143,

WHO'S THE CUTEST FELLOW AT ST. SAM'S?

NVISIBLE
HEAMAsnn

Look out,

@ |
“I'ee

“What with?”’
less politely.

Dr. Birchemall skowled.

“Aslang for o thick ear, Fearless?
he quened.

"k-:nno. sir 1"

“Then don't indulge in plezzantries
at your headmaster's eggspence. To
prosced, ['ve been thinking about this
invention of yours, Clevercove. The con-
clusion have arrived at is that the
apparatus is too danjerous a weppon
to be lett in the hands of a meer junior
liko yourself "

Clarence Clevercove frowned.

1 jolly well invented it sir, anyway.”

*That, Clevercove, is neither hiere nor
there.” retorted the Head, indicating
here  and  there with  his  birchrod.
“Whether you invented it or not, the
fact remains that for a junior to possess
a machine for making himself invisiblo
15 strictly against the time-honoured

have—I has!” grmmd thie Head.
been thinking—"
inkwired Frapk Fear-

C1l

laws of St Sam’s.”

“Yea, but—"

“ But me nio * buts,” Clevercove ! eried
the Head seveerly. I haven't come
hero to argew the toss with vou., What

I have raally come for, as o matter of
fact is. the invisibility mechine itself 1"

“Oh!™ mermercd the junior
at each other meaningly. » a flush
they saw what the Hcad was driving
at. The craity ..II tf\dgvl‘ i|. d (l:!l:
mined tn conliscate Clevercove's master
prece for Illlll:ﬂ_’lfy

" You= you—:0 you want it for your-
self, sir " stammered Clevercove.

“Not at all, Clevercove! 1 meerly
want to look after it for you until the
o nI ot toe term "

‘Ratts !” broke 1n Jack Jolly, ekorn.
fully  “1f the truth is told, I pect
vou warnt to make yoursell invisible so
that vor can take fellows' tuck-hampers
in safety 1"

The Head turned ns red as a pony.

" How e you, Jolly1” e cried, ns
volee horse with rage. * As if a jentle.

lookinz

man occupying uy eminent position
would demean himeelf by taking tuek-
humpers ! I might absent-mindedly
snafile a few jam-tarts, et settera, but
ruek-hampers—uever | DBesides, you
know vourself how hevvw they are to
earry 1"
“0Oh my hati’

Merrg 1™

“What did you =ay, yU,
' 1" eaid Merry,

1 said * miond the mat
hastily
Dr. Birchemall grunted,

boys !
an invisibility apparatus . . . .« s s 4 s »
And now the Head’s collared it !

/91( Ay ANEGEANT

Clevercove’s invented

“Just as well for you you did! Now,
Cleveicove, hand it over! I'm in a
hurry 1”

i ”

ilt'-_-'_

“Hand it over, or be birched black
and blue!” thundered tke Head.

Clevercovo hesitated for a  breef
moment, then, with feelings that were
too decp for words, handed over tho
electric-chair, complete with batteries,
Jam-jars, cotton-reels, and all the other
electrical apparatus,

In less than a minnit the Head had
gracefully retired from the etudy, his
prize slung over his back like a sack
of potatoes.

To say that our hernes were arnoyed
about the loss of Clevercove's master-
piece would be putting it far too mildly.
They simply boiled with rage.

“Well, this is a pretty kettlo of fish,
and no mistake!” gasped Jack Jolly,
when ko had recovered his lreth,
“Mark my words, Clevercove, old clhap,
the Head wants that chair for no good
purpose [” '

*“Hear, hear!"”

“It's simply amndnlnm 1" eried Trank
Fearless, )hof Iy. Vhat nre things
coming to, 1 should llim to know, when
a fellow can't have an invisibility
apparatus in his study 7”

*Gondnesa knows 1™ gaid Bright, with
a ead shake of lus head * Personally,
I think we ought to held an indignation
meeting."”

“Gotd wheeze 1" eggeclaimed Jack
Jolly. *“Call the fellows together at
once "’

Jack Jolly's werd was law in the

Fourth, Hardly had the words left Lis
mouth before a eecething crowd of
juniors lhad gathered ir the Common-
room

Loud cheers grected the kaptin of the
Fourth as he entercd and mounted the
platform  Jack Jolly didn't beat about
the bush. In his usual straightforward
way he pot down to brass tax in no
l.imn

“Jentlemen, chaps and fellows!” ho
velled. *“This is an indignation meet-
ing called to eggspress our disgust with
the Head.”

“Hear, hear ™

“Speaking for myself T have always
thought that the Head ought to be sup-
pressed —

(Loud cheers).

“And if T had my way, I'd give Lim
a special dose of lis own bLirchirod iy

“You'd what?” roared a voice at that
moment

Consterpation rained immejately. For
the voice was the wvoico of the Head
himeelf.

“Oh, my hat!” muttered Jack Jolly.
"Thnt's torn it1"

“So _you thought you'd Imld an in-
dignation meeting, did you: thundered
Dr. Birchemall's veice. “You didn't

WHY, CLE
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count on my turning up in an invisible
state, did you?™

“Cr-g-grate pip!”

" Nevertheless, that is what I have
done.  Although you can't sco me, 1
am_undoubtedly here.  Just to prove
Ii. I'll #tamp on De Vere's feet—like
this 1™

“Yarooon! Oh, bai Jove!” roared tho
Honnerable Guy de Vere, dancing abotit

in aggerny.

“Indignation mecting, indeed ! Bah !
encered the Head contemnptibly., “1i
1 had the time, I'd og you all. As 1

haven't, I wili let you off lightly, Take
fifty thowsand lines cach 1”
I'hank you, sir i"” gasped the Fourth.

“And now dismiss "

The Fourth dismissed, feeling awlully
dismnayed. St, Sam’s had suffered enull
before from the tirrany of the Head.
What it was going to sulfer, now that
ha could become invisible at will, bardly

Lore thinking about.
wh

G “How do, Mr. Lickham1"

Mr. Justiss, the master of
the Fifth, and Mr. Lickham, the master
of the Fourth, pawsed in the Hall and
raised their mortar-boads to each other.
They often met at this spot after dinner
and induljed in five minnits’ lcarned
and skollerly converzation about League
football, cigarette pictures, and their
favourite film stars.

“ Herd the latest 7 asked Mr. Justiss,
oifering his colleag a paper bag from
which Mr Lickham greedily abstracted
a duzzen pea-nutta,

“Can't say 1 have,” replied Mr. Lick-
liwiu, Glling his wouth with the tasty
morsels,  “Coff it up, old sport!”

Mr. Justiss lowered his voice.

“The Head has collared Clevercove's
new invention !” he said.

Mr. Lickham frowned.

“Greedy  rotter1” ho eggsclaimed.
“Clevercove is in my Form, and I had
fully intended eonfiscating it for my own
use, It's just like the Head to step i
lirst and gueer my piteh.”

“1 simperthise with you, my dear Mr.
Lickham '™ mermored Mr. Justiss, *'1
am frequently being annoyed by the
Head’s goings.on, myself. F'rinstance,
l:e has never pmid ne the ten bob he
borrowed two terms ago. ‘Then again,
he i3 always dropping in to tea, un-

I1.
00D - AFTERNOON,

Justiss "

Mr.

-

1" snorted Mr.
“Tho fact is, the man's a

Tickham.
Ilack-hearted vitlan 1"

“In tact. a dubble-died scoundrell!”
sujjested Mr. Juastiss,

“A mean, rtingy, mingy outsider!"

“A di<honnerable. unprincipled

Mr Justizs was beginning to warm
np to thia descriptive work. If he hnl
been allowed to go on, he would have
mada quite a long speech of it.

But circumstances nipped his efforts
in the bud. Just as he reached the word
“unprincipled,” something happened to
put a sudden stop to the two masters'
friendly httle chat.

That “something " was a pair of in-
visible bands reaching out and ecezing
the two gossipers by the seruff of their
respective necks,

The two learned jentlemen let out with
yclls of fear.

“What tho thump—="

" Yaroooo! Ghoste! Spooks! Speck-
ters!™ roared Mre Liackham; then his
cries died away into stewpefied silenco
as the well-known veice of Dr. Birchem-
all fell cn his ears.

MEET HIM BELOW, BOYS!

“So I'm a mean, stingy, mingy out-
sider, am I? I'm dishonnerable and un
principled, am 1?7 I'll learn you to take
my name in vain behind my back }?

As the Head concluded, the invisilile
hands which had seczed the two masters
brought their heads together with a
resounding thwack.

" Yooooop I yelled Messrs. Lickham
and Justiss in corus; and they followed
up that yell with at least a duzzen
others as the Head repeated his
manocover again and again.

Lickham and Justizs found themselves
released at last, and a sorry pair they
looked as they rubbed their injured
nappers.

“We mite have guessed it!"” groaned
Mr. Lickham, as they stauggered back
arm-in-urm to Masters’ passidga, *The
Head bas used Clevereove's inventicn
to make himself invisible 1"

“My hat' Of corse!” moaned Mr.
Justiss  * Heneeforth, wo shall have to
mind our ‘P’s’ and ‘Q's,” old chap. 1
don’t like to be pessimistic, but now that
the Head possesses this new weppon, it
looks as if we're in for a lugh old time 1™

And the events of the next few days
showed that Mr Justiss' propheey was
only too true. The Head used his new
powers to the gratest possibul advantage.
and St Sam’s farely groaned under the
new tirrany, Invisible hands krocked
fellows’ heads together, invisiblo ears
listecned to all kinds of private and
confidential conversations, invisible feet
aimed kicks at harmless passers-by, and
so on and s» fourth.

Of corse, nobody had any doubts about
the eyedentity of the gilty party. It was
alwayes farely easy to read the gilt in
the Head's dile, and now the feilows
could sce through him more easily than
ever,

Taking things all round, the Head
gave St. Sam’s a pretty warm time of it
during the three or {our days follow
ing his interview with Clevercove. Dut
every cloud has its silver lining, and

the old motter proved true in this
instance.
The day arrived when the First

A
Two invisime uands seezeu Miessrs, Lickham arn Justiss and brough: their
beads together with a thuack !
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Eleven were dew to play one of the
hardest matehes of the year. This was
their annual Gyture with the St All's
men.  St. All's were reckoned to Lo
one of the strongest skool sides in tho
country, and although Burleigh and bis
wmerry men were ready to do or die, a
good many fellows ar St. Sam's cpgs-
pressed grave doubts about whether tity
were quite up to the St. Alf's standard,

About ten minnits befbre the grate
match began the Head went down to
the football pavilian and beckoncd
Burleigh on one side

“Do you think yov can stand an ex-
e:(redmgf_\r plezzant surprise, Durleigh?™
he asked.

The St. Sam's kaptin larfed. s

“I'll do my best, sir. Are you going
to make mo a present of h:||f-.'l-r‘1'ir.'._n'!
1f so, it will be the most jennerous thing
you've ever done in your life.

“Fray don't be personal, Burleigh!"
eggsclaimed the Head, eullering up to
the roots of his beard. *The plezzant
surprise 1 kontemriate giving you will
delite yuu even inore than the gift of
half-a-crown.”

“Grate pip!

What is it then, gic?”
asked Burleigh, in astonishment.

“1 will tell you. The fact i
decided to play for you against 8
Don't go too wild with delite.” .

Burleizh dido't  Far from going wild
with delite he leoked moro like eggs-
ploding with wrath.

“You—you I'll take jolly good
care you don't play against St. Alf's1”
hie eried at last.

The Head glared.

“Do you wish to be publicly flogped
and eggspelled, Burleigh?" he inguired,
plezzantly

“Oh crikey! No, sir!

“Then think carefully before you
make your final decision. Are yon going
to play me or not?

“Yes, rather!” gasped Durleigh,
changing his mond with amazing sud-

I havo
Alf's.

(L

den A,
“Gond " grinned the Mead, “And
now that von have done the decent

{Continued on puge 21.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

drive, with Barnes, the Head's
chauffeur, standing hy it.

Bunter blinked curiously.

Somcbody was going out in the

Head's car—not the Head, or it would
have been at Dr. Locke's private door.
Queleh had often used the Head's car,
aund Bunter wondered whether that
privilege had descended to his successor.

He rolled out on to the steps, and
Llinked at Barnes,

lanter did not like Barnes much.
More than once Barnes had declined to
give Bunter a lift in the headmaster’s
car, which Bunter regarded as check.
Jarnes was considered at Greylriars
a very superior young man indeed, and
thiere was & rumour that he was an
ex-officer—founded probably on his
lonks, for Barnes never said anything
on the subject. If the man had been an
ofiicer, and thought more of himself on
that account, Bunter was just the fellow
to pat him in his place. Bunter rather
Liked putting pcop?o in their places.

Iarnes did not touch his ocap to
Dunter; did not eoven appear to sce
liim.  That, of course, was cheok.

“Waiting for somebody, Barnes?”
a:ked Duntor.

Rarnes, thus forced to rocognise
Thinter's existence, touched his cap, in
the quiet, respectful way he had.

“ Yes, pir.”

“Who?" asked Bunter. As it did not
concern Dunter in the very least, he
naturally asked the question.

“ Mr. Steele, sir.”

“Our beak,” said Bunter. “Dorrow-
ine tho Head's car just like old Quelch
used to.”

Ilarnes made no comment on that.
Perhaps he was not so deeply concerned
as Dunter in the bausiness of other
people.

“1'vo mever given you away, Barnes,”
#nid Bunter patronisingly.

Iarnes gave him an expressionless
loak. If a glint came into his quiet
eves, the wa of the Remove did not
notice it.

“Yon haven't forgotten,
grinned Bunter.

“1 do mot seem to recall what you
allude to, sir.”

“Don’t you?"” grinned Bunter. “T'll
jollv well remind vou, then. That night
at Wharton ge. when the Beak was
staving with Wharton's people, and yon
had vour governnr's ear out on a joy-
ride nearly all night.”

-“.! had quite forgotten the incident,
sir,

“You've got a jolly bad memory when
vou like, haven't you, Barnest” grinned
Bunter. *“Tt was the night of the
burzlary at Sankey Hall”

“TIndeed, sir.”

“Still. vou mayn’t have heard of that,
n: the Head left Wharton Lodge next
dav, before we got the nows,” remarked
Dunter,

“ No, sir.”

“It was a big affair—a lot of jewels
stolen,” said Bunter. “They never got
the man. T—"

“Excuse me sir; hore comes Mr.
Sreedp” said Barnes.

Dunter blinked round. The athletic
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Darnes?”

figure of Richard Steele appeared in
the doorway, and his kecn grey eyes
fixed on Bunter.

“As I was saying, Darnes,” went on
the Ow) of the Remove calmly, and loud
enough for Mr. Steele to hear, “I had a
jolly narrow escapo in the hols, Steele,
that's our new Form master, saved my
life when I was sinking tf:rough the
Buch wonderful

tho river.

.

ico of
bravery—'

“ Bunter 1"

“Oh! Yes, sir?” said Bunter, appear-
ing to seo Mr., Stecle for the first time.
“1 was just telling Barnes, sir, how you
saved my life at awful danger to your-
solf, sir—""

“What are you doing out of your
study, Bunter?”

“N-n-nothing,

“You s}muﬁ.l
Bunter, at this hour,
study at once for your

“0Oh! Certainly, sir! 2

Bunter rolled into the House again,
and Steclc's keen eyes followed him up
the stairs.

He rolled chicerfully into Study No. 7.

“Come back to work?” asked Petcr
Todd sarcastically, glancing up from
his books.

sir.” i
be doing something,
Go back to your
chparation."

“What do you think?” chuckled
Bunter.

“You'd better—"

“Gammon! I've just scen Steele!”

grinned Dunter.  “I let him hear mo
piling it on about his jolly old bravery
in the hols. I started telling Barnes,
sco, as he camo out to the ecar. Neat,
what 7"

“And what did Steele do?"” asked
Peter curiously.

Bunter gave a fat chuckle.

“Oh, he told me to fe!. back to prep—
lio had to do thet, of course. But it's
all serenc.”

“No lines?”

“Not likely !” "

“And you're mot going to do any
prept”

“No fear!” i

“Suppose Steele picks you in Form?”

Another fat chuckle from Bunter.

“He won't! Loave it to me! If ho
daes, I shall say I didp't do much prep
becanse I was telling a man about the
way he saved my life in the hols. He,
he, he!” Dunter chortled. “Gammon
goos down, you know! Butter's the
thing! Give 'em plenty of butter, and
thev'll feed out of your hand! I know
a thing or two, Peter!” .

“And how long do you think you're
going to get away with this sort of
thing 7" asked Toddy, with interest.

“All tho term,” said Bunter coolly.
“T shouldn’t wonder if Steele makes me
head of the Form, in Wharton's place.
That wouldn’t be favouritism—only bare
justice. If T have to give out the marks
any time, Toddy. you can depend on
getting plenty from a pal.”

“Thanks !" said Peter dryly.

“I'll make some of "em sit up,
though.” said Bunter. “But to a pal I
shall be all right. Wharton could make
a lot out of being head of the Form if
he had my brains. When Quelchy
trusted him to mark the papers,
f'rinspance, he could have scored off the
fellows he didn't like—but he never
thought of it.”

“That's the kind of thing youn would
think of, thongh!” said Peter Todd,
with a witherine sarcasm that was
whollv lost on Bunter.

“You bet!” said Bunter. "I've got
brains! Then he could have made
follows stand him tea in the study, and
all that. Give him things. and so on.
Dut he never had the gumption to think
of it. 1 can tell vou, Toddv. that I shall
makeo a jolly good thing out of it, one
way or another, if Steele makes me head
of the Form.”
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“You frabjous chump!” said Peter.
“Can’t you eee that Quelohy trusted
Wharton because he was trustworthy,
and that a blind man wouldn’t trust
you with a bad ha'penny 1”

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Shut up, anyhow!” said Peter.
“I've got work to do if you haven't1”

“Get on with it!” grinned Bunter.
“No prep for me! And I can tell you
this, Toddy—you'd better be civil in this
etuc{y. or f may make you sit up when
I'm head of the Form! Bear that in
mind !”

“You're not head of the Form yet,
Fatty.”

“It's coming,” eaid Bunter com-
placently, “an gou‘d better mind your
p's and q's, Toddy—I'm warning you
a3 a friend. I shan't stand any cheek!
I shall put you in your place, same as
the others. I—I say, Toddy, what are
vou going to do with that cushion 7

“Guess " said Toddy.

Whiz !

It was easy cnough for Bunter to guess
what Toddiv was going to do with the
cushion. t whizzed across the study
and smote Bunter on his ample waist-

coat.

“Yarooooh 1"

Bump!

Bunter sat down.

“Ow! Beast] Wow! Grooooogh!”
spluttered Bunter.

“Now shut up!” suggested Peter.

“Ow'” Billy Bunter ecrambled to his
feet and gave Toddy a deadly blink
through his big spectacles. “Ow! Yon
wait till I'm head of the Form, you
beast! T'll make you squirm! Ow!”

And Bunter rolled out of the study,
tenderly caressing his waistcoat, post-
poning vengeance on Toddv till im was
head of the Form—when the vials of
wrath were to be poured out on Toddy's
devoted head.

Still, Bunter was not head of the
TForm yet.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Carry On |

LANG! Clang!
‘ Tt was a cold morning.
Tn January o fellow naturally
expected it to be cold. and
made up his mind to it. As it couldn't
be cured, it had to be endured; and
grousing was a useless expenditure of
energy. That was how most of the
Removites looked at it when they turned
out in the grey winter morning at the
clang of the rising-bell.

That, however, was not how W. G.
Bunter looked at it. Bunter put a fat
little nose over the top edge of his
blankets, sniffed, and grunted.

“Tt's c-c-cold.” was his remark.

And he withdrew the fat little nose,
like a tortoise pulling its head back into
the shell.

“It's c-c-cold,” agreed Bob Cherry.
"But.wa're got to tut-tut-turn out, old

man."

“You can if you like,” came &
muffled voice from under Bunter’'s
blankets. *“Not me.”

“Fathead! Roll out!”

“Rats !”

Tho clanging of the bell died away,
and by that time most of the Remove
were out of bed and busy. It was use-
less to slack about on a cold morning
and get colder; and out of the question
to remain in bed, tempting as were the
warm blankets.

Bunter resumed his musical snore.

Apparently ho had gone to sleep
again. If so. he was drawn suddenly
from the land of drecams by a damp
sponge that was squeezed upon his fat
fcatures. He woke with a yell.
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“Yaroooh !"

“Time to roll out, old fat man!” said
Feter Todd kindly.

“ DBeast I

“You'll be lato down,” said Peter.

“Alind your own business,”

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Toddy.
“You know you‘i‘ get lines if you cut
prayers! Turn out!”

“Leave me elone!” roared DBunter.
“I'in not coming down till brekker. I
suppose I can chance it if 1 like.”

“0Oh, my hat!" ejaculated Peter.
“ Are you thinking that you'll get off by
giving Steele some more butter 1"

Bunter's frowning fat face relaxed
int> a grin. Evidently that was the
idea that was working in his podgy
Lrain.

“Look here, DBunter,” said Harry
Wharton. “Turn out, you fathead!
You're quite mistaken about Steele
being a favourite-monger—""

“That's all you know !”

“ And it's mean, anyhow, even if you
were right. Can't you ece that?”
demanded the captain of the Remove.

Bunter sneerbd o fat sneer.

“I.don't want yon to teach me any-
thing, Wharton. If yon were as high-
minded a chap as I am you'd do.”

“Oh, Christopher Colnmbus!”

“1I'm going to sleep!” said Bunter
defiantly. * You feliows keep quiet.
Not so much jaw! Shut the door
quictly ! Don't tramp about. See?”

“Any more orders?' asked Bob
Cherry, staring at the Owl of the
Remove, * Don’t forget to mention any
thing you want.”

“Well, shut up all round,” said
Bunter, scttling Lis head on the pillow
again. “Go down as soon as you oam,
and go quietly. I'm staying in. T've
got a pull with tha heak.” You haven't.
That makes ail the difference. Now let
a fellow get a snooze !”

Bunter closed his eyes again,

They remained cloced, and Bunter
reposed  luxuriously for about the
ihousandth part of a second.  After that
brief space of time they opened again,
and Dunter’s repose was shattered by
the bodelothes being jerked off him in
a bandle

Punter started up with a roar.

“Ow! Beast! \Wharrer you up to?
Lemmy bedeclothes alone! Beast !
Gimme thosa blankets!”

Bob Cherry chuckled, and strewed
the bedelothea across another bed, out
of Dilly Bunter's reach.

“Out yon come!” he remarked.

o Boast ! roared Dunter.

“fland me that watei-jug, Franky!”

“Hero you arol”

“Yaroooh!”

Bunter rolled off lis Led &3 if it had
become suddenly red-hot.  He groped
for his spectacles, jammed them on_his
noso, and glared at Bob with a glare
that almost cracked them

“Look here, you silly chump, can't
you mind your own business?" bawled
Bunter. “Yon wait till I'm head of
the Form! I'll make you eringe!"

“[Ta, ha, ha!” roared the Remove.

“You can cackle!” hooted DBunter.
“You just wait! Steelo will make me
liead of the Form before the week's
ont. and then you look out for squalls.
Now gimme those blankets, Cherry, you
beast !”

“T'll give you a hol:ter instead,” said
Bob cheerily. “I'm eaving you from
getting lines, fatty.”

“1 tell you Steele won't give me an
lines, you idiot! If he does Le won't
ask for them.”

“Then I'm saving you f{rom being
favoured, which is ever so much worse
than gotting lines,” eaid Bob. *“ Here's
the belster.”

“Whooop !”

Bunter got only one end of the
bolster, the other eud being retained b
Bob. But the end he got, he got har

“QOw! Leave off, you beast! Ow!
I'm going to get up! I d-d-don’t really
want to stay in bed! I'm going to
dress! Wow! Chuck it!"”

“Go ahead, then!” grinned Dob
“It's too much to expect you to wash.
but you can dress. Get on with it!"”

Bunter got on with it.

He frowned with deep wrath as he
did so. ;

His assumption of ihe position of
Form master's favourite did not seem
to bo adding to bis popularity in his
Form. Certainly, if it turned out as
Bunter anticipated, it was likely to
make him the most unpopular fellow in
the school It was not uncommon for
favouritism, in the long run. to lead to
more kicks than ha'pence, so to speak.
Bunter was, as it were, getting some of
the kicks in advance, without having
as yet touched the ha'pence.

Anyhow, whetljer he was a favourite
or not. it was clear that he was not
going to frowst in bed after the rest of
the Form had turned out. lLivery man
iﬂ the Remove was ready to see to
that.

Bunter went down with the Form, in
a very discontented mood. It was a
drawback to the position of favourite
if cheeky follows hutted in and spoiled
the thing like this.

Bunter had counted on an extra half-
hour in bLed, while the other fellows
ghivered at prayers. Ho had had no
doubt that Stecle would let him off.
But the Remove fellows would not let
him off ; so that was that!

Steele breakfasted with his Form, a3
Mr. Queleh had always done. Some of
the masters breakfasted in Common-
room; but Richard Steecle turned up
frech and good-humoured at the Remove
table in hail.

His pleasant smile at the head of the

table was quite cheering after the
accustomed  severe  countenanco  of
Quelch.  Quelch was quite a good man,

and his Form respected him; but his
preatest admirer would never have eaid
that o was merry and bright in the
morning, especially on a cold morning.

Richard Steele liad the advantage of
being only half Mr. Quelch’s ago; and
a quarter of a century or so made o lot
of difference fo a man on & misty
winter's morning.

On such & morning Quelch was liable
to eertain rhienmatie twinges, or a
touch of neuralgia; and though no con-
sideration whatever would have made
Quelch unjust, there was ro doubt that
lie handed out strict justice with a firm
hand when he had those twinges.
Steele had not yet reached the age of
twinges.

Many of the Removites had the im-
pression that they had made a change
for the betier. They had already
learned that Steele was going to make
them work, just like Quelch. But, as
Skinner remarked, at least ho was less
like a gargoyle to look at.

In the Form-rocom that morning miost
of the fcllows were on the look-out to
gee what happenecd to Bunter.

So far, he scemed to have had
luck in his new wheeze of “sucking
up ” to the beak: and some of the
fellows wondered whether there was
anything in it.  Alan after man was
cailed on to construe; Ly that time
Steele had the names of all his Form
packed in his memory, though it was
rather & numerous Foim. Bunter dozed

comfortably st the back of the class, till
he was suddenly called vpon.
“Bunter "
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The Owl of the Remove started and
blinked

“You will go on whero Linley left
off I

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter.

He had not been listening or paying
any uttention whatever, and he was
quite unaware where Mark Linley had
left oft

“1 am waiting, Bunter."”

“J—I—I've lost the place!” stam-
mered Bunter.

“Show Dunter the place, Wharton.”

Wharton showed Bunter the place.
The fat junior . blinked rather unhap-
pily at P Vergilius Maro.

Had Bunter prepared tho lesson he
would have handed out the worst trans.
lation in the Remove. As he had not

ropared it, he was totally at a loss.
Jut for his conviction that he was the
Form master's favourite and could do
no wrong. he would have felt very un-
happv indeed. He thanked his Tucky
stare that le was not dealing wit
Queleh

“ Procced, my boy,” #aid Mr. Stecle,
quite kindly He was a patient gentle-
man, and had probably observed long
sinco that William George Bunter was
not a bright particular star in the

intelleetual line.  *“Est in  conspeetu
Tenedos—"" "
“Fst in conspeein  Tenedos—">

stummered Bunter.

“Construe!” said Mr, Steele.

But that was exactly what Buouler
couldn’t do  [le knew, of course, that
Virgil must have meant something
when he wrote that piffle—the whole
Aneid being piMe in Dunter's valuable
opinion  But what Virgil had meant
was, so far ns Dunter was concerned, a
scerot buried in the tomb of the great
Mantuan,

What the thump the blighter could
have meant by “Est in conspectu
Tenedos, notissima fama insula, dives
opum,” and so on, Bunter didn’c know,
and didn't want to know; but he had to
say =omething, 0 he made a shot at
it When Bunter made shots at things
like this he was not a good marksman.

“Expecting a ten-pound note—"2
hazarded Bunter.

There was a moment’s hush. Tren
Bunter had never equalled this before,
weird as his construo often was.

Steelo razed at him.

The hush was broken by a roar from
the Remove. Thoy could net help it.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence, please!” said Mr. Steele,
though his own face was twitching.
“ Bunter, try ugain, and do not Lo to
absurd 1"

“Oh' Yes, sir!” said Bunter. [le
tried again: “Suspecting that a ten-

und noto was on the island, he dives
or opiuin—"

“Ha. ha, ha!" shricked the Remove.

“Upon my word!" exclaimed Mr.
Steele.  “One would suppose, Bunter,
that you were totally unacquainted with
tha rudiments of tho Latin language.”

“And one would be right on the
wicket 1" murmured Bob Cherry, ond
there wns a chuckle from the fellows
near him. )

“Punter' You did not prepare this
lesson " said Mr. Stecle severcly.

“The—tho fact is, sir—=""

“1 remember that vou were ont of
vour study last evening during the time
for preparation.” said the new master
of the Remove. *“Am I to understand,
Bunter, that you did no work at all?"”

“The fact is, sir, a fellow asked me
about the time you saved my life in the
hols, sir,” explained Bunter. “1 wnas
telling him—""

“What 1"

“ Al the fellows are g0 interested, sir,
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h;&nrinﬁ; about tho wonderful bravery
P

“ Bunter !"

“I'hu—the marvellous pluck, sir, that
—that you showed in saving my life,
sir, 1n trightful danger—"

“Is this intended [or impertinence,
Buater?"”

Bunter jumped.

“(Oh, no, sir! But—but I admire you
80 much, sir, and I'm so awfully grate-
ful that I sumply can’t help telling the
fellows, sir, usmt a eplendid man you
are, sir, and—and so—""

This was laying it on thick; but
Duntor's view was that they liked it on
thick, like butter on toast. The Re-
move listened and watched, wondering
whether Bunter would get it home, so
to speak.

“ Bunter,” said Mr. Stecle, "I have
already observed that you are a very
obtuse boy. You must not make the
nistake of supposing your Form master
to be as obtuse as yourself.”

“Oh, really, sir—""

“You are exaggerating the service I
rendered you in the holidays, Bunter,
in the most absurd manner!”

“Oh, mno, sir! Such wonderfnl
bravery—"

“If you mention the matter again in
my presence, Bunter, I shall cane you!”

“Wha-a-at !”

“T mean what I say, Bunter! Let
my words be a warning to you!"

Bunter blinked at him.

“You will take fifty lines for negleat-
ing vour preparation yesterday,' said
Mr. Steele. “1I shall expect the lines at
teatime. You may sit down, Bunter!
Dolsover, you will go on.”

Bunter sat down.

When the Form came out in break
there wero many grinning faces in the
Remove. Bob Cherry clapped the fat
Owl on the back.

“Time to chuck it. old fat bean,” he
advised. “Steele knbws what you're
after as well as we do, and it's getting
his rag out. If you weren't as blind
as an owl you'd have scen the danger-
signal in itin eye. Toke a friend's
adviee and chuek it!"”

Bunter sniffed.

“When T want vour silly adviee I'll
ask for it!" he retorted. “1It's work-
ing like a charm. Of course, he has to
pretend to be modest about it, and
nll that; but I know human nature, old
scout, and I tell you you can't lay it
on too thick. ¥e just rises to it.”

“Fathead! You've got lines.”

lunter winked.

“I min't going to do them,” he said.

“He won't ask me for them. He dou't
nean to.  You'll see.”

“You'ro heading for trouble, fat-
head I

i Rnta !I’

Every fellow in the Remove, with the
exeception of one, could see by this time
that William George Bunter was head-
ing for trouble. Unfortunately, the
excention was W. G. Bunter himself.

Bunter was going on his hanpy wav
regardless. Tt onlv remained to be seen
what would happen to him

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bend Over, Bunter!

o SAY, you fellows!"
E “Done your lines?"”

“No fear!”

After tea some of the flemovo
lind gathered in the Rag, and Billy
Lunter rolled into that apartiment with
a cheery countenance.

As Bunter's lines had to be handed in
Ly teatime, they were now overdue;
Lat that circumstance did not worry
the * Form master's favourite."
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He had dismissed that little matter
of the imposition from his fat mind as
a triflo light as air.

Convinced that ho had buttered Lis

reasy way into Stecle’s good graces,

nter bad no doubt that Steele had
simply given him lines as a matter of
form, and never intended to ask for
them. Capper, the master of the
Fourth, seldom or never asked Cecil
Reginald Temple for his lines. Bunter
was convinced that he was im the same
enviable position in regard to his own

Form master. .
“Look here, you ass!" said Bob
Cherry. “I keep on telling you that

Steele isn't the ass you think him. It's
you that's the ass!”

“You don't know a lot,” said Bunter
complacently. “A fellow who knows
the ropes can always handle a Form
master. Look at the way they diddle
old Capper in the Fourth, One of them
will say, * Won't you tell us about your
ski-ing, sir,’ at the winter sports place
in Bwitzerland?"’ Or another of them
will say, “I was so interested, sir, in
what you were telling me about when
you were up at Oxford.” And that
starts Capper off, and they get out of
a wholo class sometimes.”

“Stecle’s a different sort of merchant
from Capper.”

“They’re all much of a muchness,”
said Bunter sagely. * Give "em butter,
and lay it on thick, and they'll feed out
of your hand. 1 know 'em."”

Buater chuckled.

“I've got away with it so far, at any
rate!" he said. “I've been late for
class, and I've cut prep; and I can
jolly well tell you fellows that I'm
going to do practically no work this
term at all. Why, I can twist that
silly fool Steele round my little finger
as easy as pic by buttering him.”

A sudden silence fell on the group of
Romovites standing round the fire in the
Rag,

It was a silence of horror. .

It was caused by the sudden appari-
tion of the athletic figure of Ric{:nl‘d
Steele in the doorway.

Bunter, who had his back to thoe door,
did rot, of course, observe him. He had
no eyes in the back of his head, and
those in the front wero not particularly
useful.

In the sudden dead silence Bunter's
choery voice rattled on:

“Steele won't ask me for any lines!
Leave it to me! Why, the silly ass just
rises to it like a gud);;vnn when T hand
out the butter. The thicker I pile it on
the better he likes it. As a matter of
fact, of course, he never did anything
for mo at all that time in the hols. I
wasn't in danger, and he butted in with-
out being asked, and dragged me about
like a sack of coke, like a clumsy fat-
head, and made me foso my cap. But he
thinks I think him no end of a giddy
hero. And 1 can tell you fellows it's pie
to him, and he gloats over it. 1 say,
what aro yon making that face at me
for, Bob #”

Bunter blinked in surprise at Bob
Cherry.

DBob's expression was rather extra-
ordinary. As Mr. Stecle was well within
hearing, he could only try to sign to
Liunter to shut up.

But Dunter, naturally, did not catch
on. lunter never was quick on the
uptake.

Richard Steele stepped into the Rag.

If Dunter heard his footsteps he did
not heed them. ‘There were plenty of
footsteps in the Rag.

“I've got thar silly owl just where 1
want hLim,"” went on Bunter. * You
fellows think he's as downy as Quelch.
Bosh! T could pull his silly leg with
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my eyes shutl I—I say, you fellows,
what'sup?"

Even Bunter roalised at last that tho
deathly stillness in the Rag meant that
something was wrong. He blinked
round him in the direction in which
the horrificd juniors were gazing.

Oh erikey!" gasped Bunter, as he
discorned Mr. Steele.

His jaw dropped, and he gazed at the
new master of the Remove open-
mouthed. He was taken utterly aback.

“Yo gods!" murmured Bob, under his
breath. “What's going to happen
nuw ?‘!

“Bunter!" said Mr. Steele quietly.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“You did not bring me your lines,
Bt:%c;‘ri“as directed.”

“I came here to speak to you on that
subject, Bunter.”
‘loh!l’

said  Mr,

your remarks as I

“?uite inadvertently,"”
Steele, “I heard
came in, Bunter.”

lloh!ll

Bunter's vocabulary, generally ample,
seemed very limited now. Ho could
only gasp like a fish out of water.

“I am not surprised, Buntor, at what
1 heard,” said Mr. Steele, with his
pleasant smile—a smile that astonished
the Remorites, in the ecircumstances.
Queleh, in those circumstances, would
not have smiled; his expression would
probably have resembled that of a tiger
athirst for blood. But Richard Steelo
smiled quite pleasantly.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter again.

“1 shall, of course, tuke no official
notice of words overheard by accident,”
said Mr, Steele. “But I must remind
you, Bunter, that your imposition has
not been handed to me.”

a“ [ id

“It is doubled,” said Mr. Steele.
“You will bring & hundred lines to my
sl.l:::ishblr:_fom bed-time, Bunter,”

“That is all,” said Mr. Stecle.

And, with a slight nod to the staring
Removites, he turned and walked out
of the Rag.

. There was a deep, deep gasp from the
juniors,  Bunter stood rooted to the

oor.

“My hat!" murmured Bob. “Bunter's
torn it now!"

“The tornfulness is terrific!” chuckled
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ho's a sportsman!” said Harry
Wharton. “Lly hat! Some masters
would have given Bunter jip!"

“The esteemed fathcad deserves the
jipfulness!”

“If ever a silly idiot asked for it,
Bunter did!" said Trank Nugent.
“Steele must be a jolly good-tempered
man and a sportsman|"

Bunter gasped.

“I—1 say, you fellows—""

“You've torn it, old fat bean,” said
Peter Todd. *‘Best thing you can do
now is to get your impot done and shut
up.

That was good advice, and Bunter
might have acted on it, but for the fact
that it implied work. Lines did not
appeal to Buuter.

When the Remove went to their dor-
mitory that night, Bunter's lines had not
been written.

Hope springs eternal in the human
breast. Apparen'ly  Bunter still
nourished a hope that * butter ” would
gce him through, The rext morning, in
the Form-room, Bunter was reminded of
his lines.

“1--1 haven't done them, sir!” stam-
merdd Dunter.

He blinked Nichard
Steele.

“The—the fact is, sir

hopefully at
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“Why have you not done your lines,
Bunter?”

“The fact is, sir, I—I was telling a
fellow about the gallant way you saved
my life in the hols—"

“What 1" .

‘““How you rescued me, sir, at the risk
of your life, sir,” said Bunter hopefully.
“1 can't help thinking, sir, that you
ought to have a Victoria Cross, or some-
thing, sir, or a medal, or something——""

The Remove listened dumbfounded.
That Bunter was every known kind of
an ass his Form fellows, of course,
knew. DBut that Bunter hoped to get
away with this was really
amazing.

Apparently be did. Mr.
Steele was gazing at him in
silence, and Bunter seemed
to draw encouragement [rom
his silence.

“I'm awfully sorry about
the lines, sir; but the fact is,
when 1 get on the subject of
your wonderful bravery, sir,

I forget things, because I'm
so  grateful, sir, and—
and—"

“Your lines are doubled,
Bunter.”

“Qh1*

“This afternoon,” said

Mr. Steele, “is a half-holi-
day. You will ren.ain in the
Form-room and write out
two hundred lines.”

uOh]"

“ With regard to the other
matter you mention,” said
Mr. Steele, “1 have already
warned you, Bunter, that if
yoa referred to it again ip
my presence I should cane

.

" Oh I“

“Stand out before the
Form, Bunter." Steele picked
up Mr. Quelch’s cane. “ Bend
over that desk, please!"

“0Oh lor'I”

“Bend over, Bunter!”
ragped out Steele sharply.

unter bent over.

Whack, whack,
whack, whack !

* Yow-ow-0W-0w-0w-ow !

“You may go to your
place, Bunter,” said Mr.
Steele, laying down the cane.

“Wow! Ow! Wow!”

Bunter tmailed back diemally to his
place. His fat face was a study in dis-
may. He blinked dolorously at a grin-

whack,

ning Remove. .
That afternoon, Bunter eat in the
Form-room and wrote lines. The

““Form master’s favourite ” had fallen
from his—imaginary—high estate, and
great was the fall thereof. Evidently,
Richard Steclo was not built on the same
lines as Capper, and gammon did not go
down. Even Billy Bunter realised, at
long last, that that wes a chicken that
would not fight.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Black Susplclon !

“ EEN the news, you men?"” asked
S the Bounder, lounging into the
Rag after prep one evening a

few days later.

Smithy had an evening paper in his
hand, Herbert Vernon-Smith was the
only follow in the Lower Fourth who got
evening papers. The black sheep of the
Remove tipped somebody to get him an
evening paper on occasions when he was
interested in the result of a race. Which
made some of the smaller fry regard
Smithy with awe and wonder, as a
gellmv who might be “bunked " any

ay.

“News?” repeated Bob Cherry, with
a suspicion of a sniff.

He was aware of the kind of mews for
for which Smithy scanned the evening
paper.

“What’s won the Swindleton Steeple-
chase, and how much did you lose on
it?” inquired Peter Todd satirically.

The Bounder laughed.

“I'm speaking of the news! The
giddy burglar has been at work again—
the jolly old Courtfield cracksman.”

Harry Wharton started.

“The Courtfield cracksman?"
ejaculated.

he

“So the paper says; and the police
geem to think it's the same man. It's
the first affair this term. I fancied tho
sportsinan had cleared off to break frezh
country. But he's at it again.”

“Oh, my hat!”

There was a buzz of interest at once,
and a crowd of fellows gathered round
to read the report over one another’s
shoulders.

Last term, the suecession of robberies
in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars
School had been a great topic; especially
sinco tho night when the mysterious
cracksman had made an attempt on the
echool itself.

But the Christmas holidays had inter-
vened, and the matter had been largely
forgolten.

Now it was revived by the news that
the unknown marauder was still in the
neighbourhood, and carrying on the old
game.

A dozen fellows read the paragrapb
together. There was not much of it; it
was laio nmews. But it told that a
burglary had occurred the previous
night at the Three Fishers, an inn up
the river a few miles from the schaol.

“The Three Fishers!" said Bob.
“That’s the shady place where they have
the glove fights on tho q.t. Plenty of
tin there, 1 dare say, for the jolly old
cracksman, il he could get hold of it,”
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S " read out

“¢Safe broken open—'
Toddy.
¢ Master hand—'

“¢ Apparently the
cracksman—"'

“‘Who has committed a scries of
daring—' ;

“¢ Robberies in the same vicinity—==

“* During the past few months——'"

The fellows read it out in turns, with
growing excitement. They had alimost
forgotten the excitement of last term;
but it was revived in full force now,
with the news that the daring eriminal
was at work again on his old beat.

game unknown

Bunter put a fat little nose over the top edge If;r ltlw blankets, sniffed and grunted : *“It’s
e-c-cold 1"

arry Wharton contributed nothing to
the discussion. IHe drew a little apart
from the buzzing crowd of fellows, his
face slightly paly, and a wrinkle of
troubled thought in his brow.

A week of the new term had passed,

and Wharton by that time had grown
accustomed to the square-jawed gentle-
man as his Form master, and had
indetd been gradually forgetting that
he had ever associated Richard Steele
in his mind with the Courtfield cracks-
man.
Seeing Mr. Stecle every day, day after
day, occupied sedately and conscienti-
ously in the duties of a Form master,
had made that suspicion scem absurd,
almost unthinkable.

Wharton, when he thought about it,
was glad that he had said nothing on
the subject, and almost smiled to
remember the shock it had given him
to find the equare-jawed man tho new
master of the Remove.

But this news brought tho lurking sus-
picion back to his mind more etrongly
and blackly than ever. ‘The secret
cracksman was, after all, still in the
vicinity ; he had not left his * old beat ™
for new country; he was still at work
within a few miles of the school. Whe
was he—and where was he? The inn
had been robbed—three hundred pounds

Tre Macxer Libmany.—No. 1,143,
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in money had been taken. Where was
tho plunder? It made Wharton shudder
to think that it mrant s sithin the
walls of Greyfriars School.

Leaving his friends in eager discussion
round Smithy’s nem\.llper. the captain
of tho Remove quietly left the Rag.

He wanted to‘La alone, to think.

The troubling thought was in his mind
that he was, garh,app. partly responsible
for this fresh crime. For if his sus-
picion of Steele” was well-founded, it
was Steele who had committed tho
robbery; and Wharton's silence had left
him free to do it.

And yet—and yet in his daily life the
man secemned straight as a die—just,
kind, honourable, above suspicion. as
it possible to believe such a man a
thief ?

Ought he to speak out now? Qught
he, at least, to tell the Head that
Richard Steele was the man he had seen
at l?iogben Grange that night last
term

Ought he to speak?! *“When 1n
doubt, hold your tongue,” was a
maxim. But was be any longer in
doubt 1

Tho captain of the Remove, as he
went  slowly towards tho staircase,
passed two masters standing in conver-
sation—Prout, the master of tho Fifth,
and Stecle, the new master of the
temove.

He glanced at them

Stecele was chatting amicably with the
I'ifth Form master; and, looking at his
calm, plensant face, it was impossible
for Wharton to think that he had a
guilty sceret to keep. Prout's deep,
fruity voico reached him. Prout had
taken rather a liking to the new master.
Prout was a gentlenan whose flood of
conversation vverflowed its banks, us it
were; it was said in the Fifth that Prout
had solved the problem of perpetual
motion with his chin. Other membors
of the staff dodged Prout and his in-
exhaustible strcam of talk; but Steele
had shown a disposition to listen

tiently, and even with an air of
interest. Prout considered him a young
man of unusual intelligence.

“In my younger days,” Prout was

saying—"in my younger days—not so
very long ago—not so very!—in my
younger days, I had the same tastes.
I was a good walker—a very good
walker. Twenty miles was a small
thing to me. We must take a little
ramgle together one of theseg days,
Steele.”

“It will
Steele.

“But in the day-time—in the day-
time,” said Prout. “ Your night walks
would not be to my taste—in this
weather, sir—in this weather. At your

e you can defy a chill. What,
what "

Wharton stood quite still.

He did not mean to listen, but Prout’s
words struck him like a blow—with the
thoughts that were in his mind.

“Last night, for instance, it was
rainy,” said Prout. * Rainy—misty—
chillyl You felt no ill effects 7"

“None, I am glad to say."”

“Happy youth!” sighed Prout
amicably. “I could say the same in

be a pleasure, sir,” said

THE MAGNET

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Back Up!
SéY, you fellows !

“
I “I've been licked !”
“Good 1"

“That beast Steele—"

“More power to his elbow !’ said Bob
Cherry heartily.

“ Boast !"!

Thero was a pleptifel lack of sym-
pathy for Billy Bunter. He blinked
dolorously at the five juniors in Study
No. 1.

Apparently Bunter had come there for
sympathy. But if he sought it, hLe
found it not.

“I say, you fellows, I want you to
back me up!” said the Owl of the
Remove. “That utter beast Steele
licked me for ing—"

“Gammon|"”

“ Absolutely nothing. He's got a
lown on mei” groaned Bunter. * He's
vways giving me lines. If I don't do
‘e:?.uho !:cl:s me. The fellow's a rotten

the days when Plancus was « l—ha,
ha! ule Planco—ha, ha This
wns Prout’s favourite tag. *'But you
must not overdo it, Steele—you must
not overde it! It was past two o'clock
when I heard you coming to your room.
Late hours, sir—late hours!" said Prout,
shaking his head ponderously.

Wharton went almost blindly up the
stairs and to his study in the Remove
passage.

His brain was in a whirl.

Last night Steele had been out of the
school till two in the morning, accord-
ing to Prout; and last night the
mysterious cracksman had robbed the
inn up the Sark!

Putting two and two together waa
elisy arithmetic.

Was he in doubt now?

Was there any room left for doubt?
To his own surprise, Wharton found
that he still doubted. If there was any-

'

thing in_ circumstantial  evidence,
Richard Steele was the Courtfield
cracksman.

: And yet, aomethinf in the
junior’s mind rojected it; he felt that
it was so, and yet he could not believe
it

8

nvenient to disappear for

3
®

ideath may be

time on private affairs, I forbid
any steps being taken to trace
If my disappearance ex-
:ceeds a period of three Calendar
:months at any *one time, my
presumed.’’

“In the event of my finding it
*: The

Vanished
Millionaire !

In amazing circumstances, leaving no trace behind
him, an eccentric millionaire suddenly disappears.
This 1s the first ot a long chamm of mysterious
happenings that are forced into the lite of FERRERS
LOCKE, the tamous Baker Street detective. Locke
and Jack Drake, his boy assistant, set out to soive
the mystery o1 the age, and as a result are involved

in adventures weird, perilous, and

exciting. Tlus 1=
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“Blow away, Buater!"

“I've got a wheese—-"

“Go and boil it

“For" making that beast Stcele sit
up—

“The sit-npfulness is not the proper
capor, my  esteemed, fatheaded
Bunter [

“Oh, really, Inky! I was prepared
to like that man!"” said Bunter sorrow-
fully. “I was pgoing to be Lis
friend—"

“Fathead I

“But he's ungrateful—an ahbsolule
beast! Now I'd like to lynch him!"
said Bunter. “ He's worse than Quelich!
T expected to have an easy time this
term., I'vo worked harder with that
beast than with the other beast! But
I've got it in for him!” Bunter's eyes
gleamed ferociously behind his big
glasses. “I say, you fellows, back me
up, and we'll make that blighter fairly
cringe!”

There was a chuckle from the Famous
Five. Bunter on the warpath was
rather entertaining.

Since he had failed so disastrously (o
pull off his great stunt of becoming the
Form master's favourite, Bunter's feel-
ings towards Steele had been quite
bitter.

The beast made him work! Quelch,
it was true, had expected Bunter to
learn something in the Remove. But
ho had looked for letter things from
the new master. And he had been
dizappointed.

Compared with Quelch, perhaps, the
new beast was no worse than the old
beast. But compared with what
Bunter had confidently anticipated, the
present state of alfairs was absolutely
rotten.  Gammon, after all, had not
gone down; and Bunter was not get-
ting the easy time he had expected.

“You ecan cackle!” said Bunter
scornfully.  “Buat I'm going to make
him sit up! It's easy.”

“I think I'd give him a rmissl”

chuckled Johnny Bull. “Steelo is
rather too downy for you, Bunter.”

“The beast will be zorry for himself
when we get going,” said Bunter.

“We?" queried Nugent.

“Yes; I expect my pals to Lack me
up,” said Bunter. “I've worked it out.
He's going to have a surprise to-night.
Did vou fellows know he had clianged
his bed-room?"

“Has he?"” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes. He fmd Quelchy’s old room
—next to Prout's, you know—but I find
that he's changed his quarters for some
reason. 1 found Trotier carrying some
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of his things down. He's gol a yoom a
floor lower now—the one with the little
railed balcony outside the window.”

Wharton breathed rather quickly.

Back into his mind came the words
Prout had uttered the previous evening.
He had heard Steele come to his room
in ihe small hours of the morning.
And the very next day Steele changed
his room.

Wharton's thoughts went farther than
that. The room Bunter mentioned was
on the first floor of the House; and
from the balcony oujside the window an
active man could easily leave, or enter,
without anyone in the House being the
wiser.

The inference was obvious enough,

Steelo wanted to be able to get in
and out of the House at night, without
the matter coming to the knowledge of
Mr. Prout or anyone eclie. There
could scarcely be a doubt about that.

Harry Wharton's thoughts were busy,
and troubled, as the Owl of the Removo
rattled on.

“Well, a fellow could bunk a fellow
up to that baleony,” said Bunter.
“There's a french window—easy as pie!
Steele locks his door at night—goodness
knows why, unless he's afraid of bur-

glars. Or perhaps,” added Bunier
thoughtfully, “he's afraid of me.”
“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“What rot!” said Johnny Bull

“Why sliould he lock his door at night,
fathead 7"

“He jally well does,” eaid Dunter.
“Skinner said so. Skinner was going
to chuck a equib into his room one
night—after Steele licked him for
smoking, you know—and he told us in
his study that he got down from the
dormitory on the q.t.; but he found
the beast's bed-room door locked, eo it
was N. G.”

Wharton. said nothing. He econld
imagine why Steele locked his door at
night; it was to prevent any chance
discovery of his night prowlings.
Nobody was likely to go to his room
at night; but he guarded against the
bare possibility. Certginly, the 85i-
bility had existed, if Skinner had
planned to startle him with a squib in
the middle of the night.

“Well, he locks his door,” eaid
Bunter. “ But now he's goi that room
with a french window on the balcony
we can get at him all right. See? We
sneak down from the dorm after lights
out——""

“Do we?"” murmured Dob Cherry.

“Yes, old chap. A fellow bunks a
fellow up on that balcony outside, and
the fellow opens the french window,
Skinver's willing to provide a squib—
he's got one—but he funks getting out
of the House at night. You fellows
ain't funky, are you? You can get on
the balcony, Bob. You're the most
active chap in the Form——"

“Thanks.”

“The other fellows can

hunk you up.
You open the window—*"

“And suppose it's locked like the
jolly old door?”
“That's all right—you break a

pane.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“With your elbow. Yon light the
sgquib and chuck it on his bed—and if
that don’t make him sit up, nothing
will! What "

Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Remove. He seemed to consider that
he had outlined a masterly schieme—
only requiring the support of his old
pals to make it a howling succesa,

“And what are you going to do to

carry on the great work?” asked
Johiny Bull sarcastically.
“Oh, I—=I'm geing to—to keep

'

watch ! explained Bunter. “I ihink
I'd better stay inside the House—keep-
ing watch "

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I hope you fellows are not going
to funk this!"” said Bunter warmly.

“Wea jolly well are!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “You can pull your own chest-
nuts out of the fire, fatty; or look
further along the passage for a cats-
paw !"

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Is that the lot?"” asked Nugent.

“Yes, old chap! Neat, what? Tho
fact is, I'm the fellow for strategy,”
said Bunter. “You won't get spotted
—vou can get back to the door while
Steele’s sorting himself out—safe as
houses. Even if you did get spotted
it's only a licking. ‘What's a licking?

THIS CLEVER EFFORT

* bags " one of this week's uselul
leather pocket wallets.

In India our Inky was reared ;
His English may seem rather
weird.
But he's true to the core,
Extra loyal to * Four,”
it's only by rotters he's iurodl

Sent in by W. W. Petherick,
elmont House, Belle Vue, Bude,

Cornwall.
e 4
A fellow can stand a licking. Of
course, you wouldn't mention that I

was mixed up in it. That's important.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, if you're really finished yon
may as well travel,” said Harry Whar-
ton, langhing. * Nothing doing in this
study.”

“I'm sorry to sce you [unk this,
Wharton! As captain of the Remove,
you ought to take the lead.  Still, if
you're funky——"

“You fat chump!”

“You fellows are not so beastly
funky as  Wharton,” said DBunter.
“You're going to do it, Beb®"”

“ Not in these trousers!"

“1 never thought you wera a funk
like Wharton, Bob! What about you,
Franky "

“Nothing  about
Nugent.

“ Blessed if T ever saw such a set of
funks,” said Bunter, in disgust. *You
afraid, too, Bull ¥

* Fathead !

“What about you, Inky? Make these
fellows feel jolly small if a nigger does
what (hey're afraid of!" suggested
Bunter.

“My esteemed, idiotie Bunter——"

Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five in contempt and annnoyance.

Apparently there were no takers,

“Well, of all the sickening [unks,
von fellows take the bisenit!” he =aid,
with withering scorn. “T come to yon
with a ripping wheeze [or making that
beast sit n "

“PBut we don’t want to make him =it
up ! said Nugent mildly. *“We ratlier
li'l(l\. the- beast,”

“Any excuse is better than none!”
jeered DBunter.  “Funks all round!
Beastly  funks! Sickening  funks!
Well, I can tell you fellows that if yon
refuse to back me up, 1. shall let all
the Form know what a set of mouldy
funks you are.”

“That does it!" said Bob Cherry.
“T'm going to back you up, Bunter.”

“You're jolly well not!” bawled
Johuny Bull. *“Steele's all right; and
you're noi going to rag him, you pss!®

me!”  grinned
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“1 never said I was going to rog
Steele; I said I was pgoing to back
Bunter up.”

“Ehi" Bunter looked puzzled.
“You mean you're going to back me up
against Stecle, old chap?”

“No; I'm %o:ng to back you up
against the wall.”

““Wha-a-at 1"

“ Like this!”

Bob Cherry grasped the Owl of the
Remove by a pair of fat shoulders, and

backed him up against the study wall.
Bump!
“ Whooooop "
““Ha, ha, ha! Back up!” roarcd

Johnny Bull.
*Yaroooh !”
Bump!
“Yow-ow !

Help! Wow!”

when!" said Bob cheerily.
“You'll get all the backing yon waut
in this study, Bunty—perhaps a littlo
over!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Leggo! Yaroooh!
you beast!" roared Bunter,

“Don’t you want any more backing ¢

“Yoop! No! o 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter twisted himself awey
and fled. A roar of laughter followed
him from Study No. 1

Whether Bunter sought any more
backing in the Remove for his wonder-
ful wheeze the Famous Five did not
kunow; but he did not seck any moro
in Study No. 1. [e had had enough
of the backing-up he received in thas
celebrated apartment.

Leggo,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolving the Problem |

O speak or not to speak !
That was Harry \Wharton's

problem.

He could find no answer to it,

and it troubled him. Once or twice, in

the Remove Form-room, he thought hLe

noticed the keen grey eyes of the new

master rest on his face scrutinisingiy, Ile

wondered whether his troubled thoughts

betrayed themselves to  these pene-
trating eyes.

It was in his mind many times to
consult his fricnds—to take the advice
of the Co. DBut he refrained. They
could not solve the problem any more
than he eould; and it was unfair to
burden them with the doubt and trouble
that was on his own mind.

In the bustle of the new term they
had forgotten all about the “man with
the square jaw " whom Wharton had
scen in the train from Lantham on the
first day. He was rather glad of it
Had they asked him  whether he had
seen anything more of the man he ~us-
pected 1t would have been difficult to
answer the question,

The latest exploit of the Courtfield
crucksman at the Three Fishers waas
talked of a good deal; and fellows
mooted the possibility of the night-
prowler paying  Greyfriars  another
visit.

But such a topic was not likely fo
Inst long: such matters as football and
Formn rows and rags soon banished it
as a subjeet of conversation,

In Wharton’s wmind. however, it re.
mained very fresh. He could not ect
it ont of his thonghts.”

For, if the suspicion amst Stecle
wis u.l_-ll prounded, it m t that more
robberies  wounld  follow; that the

cracksman  was “working the neigh-
bourhood ** framn his safe hiding-placo
at Greviriars School.
Could the junior remain silent while
erime after erime was perpoetrated by
Tue Maexcr Lisnany.—No. 1,143,
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the rascal who ballled the ;iolicc; and
oven a dctective from Scotland Yard,
for it was reported in the papers that
one of tho best men at the Yard had
taken on the mysterious case?

Everything pownted to the mans
guilt—not only what had happened be-
fore he arrived at tha school in the rolo
of Form master, but what had hap-
pened since. Wharton .had no doubt
that he left tho House at night bf the
balcony from his window on a lower
floor—unheard now by Prout. Why?
if ho was pot cngaged in nefarious
work why those mysterious night-
prowlings?

And yet to speak out—to make what
amounted to an accusation of crime
against a man who occupied the Tnt-
tion of a master at Greyfriars—whoso
eredentials had satisfied the Head !

Wharton's mind swayed in in-
decision; yet every day he dreaded 1o
hear of another robbery—to hear that
the marauder had been at work again,
and to feel that it was his culpable
silence that was giving tho criminal a
free hand.

The problem was not one that could
be dismissed from his mind; and yet
Wharton had to admit, after long and
painful thought, that he could find no
answer to it. He simply did not know
what to do, for no satisfactory course
was open to him.

It was strange enough that the solu-
tion of the difliculty—so far as it was a
solution—came from Steele himself.
fle was quite as keen as Wharton had
supposed—perhaps a little keencr.

When the Remove were dismissed for
“break,” one morning, a day or two
after the affair at tho ‘Threo Fishers, tho
new master of the Remove called to
Wharton as the juniorse were filing out.

The captain of the Remove stopped at
his desk as the other fellows left. None
of tho Remove took any notice of the
incident; it was not uncommon for
the Form master to have something to
say to his head boy.

i’oub Wharton's heart throbbed a little.
It came into his mind forcibly that it
was not upon matters connected with
the Form that the new master was
going to speak.

Mr. Stecle’'s keen grey eyes rested on
his face as he stood before the Formn
master’s desk; and there was a slightly
amused glimmer in them, though his
face was serious.

“] am more than satisfied with son,
Wharton,” the new mastor began.
“Mr. Quelch told me that I should
find you a relinble head boy—and you
have quite fulfilled my expectations.”

“Thank you, sir!"” stammered Whar-
ton. He knew that there was something
clso to come.

“I have faith in you, my boy,”
resumed BSteele, “and I believe you
have faith in me.

Wharton coloured.

“But certain peculiar eircumstances
have somewhat troubled and distressed
you, I think,” remarked Steele,
*especially since you caught the words
Mr. Prout addressed to me the other
evening.

Wharton started. He had been quite
unaware that Steele had noticed him
on that occasion. Certainly he had

iven no sign of it at the time. Un.
goubtcdl_\'. Richard Stecle was a
“downy " bird !

“J—I didn't mean to listen, sir——

“1 know that, Wharton. Neither was
there any harm, ff you had listened to
talk carried on in an open corridor. In
the circumstances, Wharton, it is much
to your credit that you have shown dis
cretion, instead of tattling, as many
uihool'll:oys would have done in your
place.
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“If I could be sure of that, sir—="
muttered Wharton.

He broke off, realising that he was
practically asking the man he suspected
of crime, whether he had done right in
Lkeeping his suspicions sccret! he
situafion was growing absurd !

Richard Steele smiled.

“I could clear your mind of all
doubts, Wharton, but for certain
reasons that make it impossible, or, at
least, inadvisable. at the present time,'’
he said. “Later on, no doubt, you will
understand, but for the present nothing
can be said. But——=""

“But—" said Harry.

“You are acquainted, I think, with
Inspector Grimes, of the Courtfield
Police 1"

Wharton looked steadily at the calm
face before him

“ After a saw you that night at Hog-
ben Grange, sir, I reported the matter
to Mr. Quelch; and he sent me to
Courtfield Police Station, to inform
Inspector Grimes,” .

“A very proper proceeding on your
part, and on Mr. Quelch’s part,” said
Steele, with a. nod. “Well, I desire
vou 'to pay another visit to Courtficld
Police Station, Wharton.”

“Oh!" ejaculated ITarry.

= ]

SCOTS READER SCORES!

The following Greylriars
limerick, sent in by H. Fraser,
Cayfield House, l‘);:t London
Street, [Edinburgh, has been
awar one of this week's
USEFUL LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS.

A8 a beauty, well Bunter's no
star,

There are others more hand-
some by far.
But histace, he don’tmind it,
He's always behind it—
The fellows In front get the
jarl

Don't be satisfied watching other
fellows carrying off these prizes,
chum, have a shot at winning one
yourself. It's quite a simple
matter, you'll find

“You will sce Inspector Grimes, and
vou will tell him the doubt that is now
troubling your mind."

Wharton could only stare.

“You wili tell him that your new
Form master is the man you saw at
Hogben Grange, and of whom you
gavo him a description at the time.”

“You—you mean that, sir?"” gasped
Harry.

“Quite! Inspector Grimes is an old
pequaintance of mine—and he is &
police official. If he answers for me
will you be eatisfied, and dismiss the
matter from your mind?"”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Certainly, sir. But—but will Mr.
Grimes—"

“I am prepared to leave it to him,”
said Steele, swiling. “Tell him all that
is in your mind, and act upon his advice
in the matter. You will feel rcassured
if an official police-detective answers for
mot"

“Of course.”

“Then you are excused for third
school, Wharton. It is a fine day, and
you will enjoy a bike ride to Courtfield.
You may go.”

Wharton did not move: he was too
estonished to move or spenk.

What became of his tormenting doubts
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and suspicions, when the new master of
the Romove referred him to the police-
inspector who had in charge the in-
vestigation of the series of robberies in
the Courtfield district?

Was it a bluff?t If so, it was a bluff
that was easily called, for Wharton in-
tended to take Steele at his word,

“One word more,” said the Remove
master. “If Inspector Grimes gives you
the necessary guarautee, Wharton, you
will be satisfied #*

“Of course.”

“And I can depend on vour diserction
to dismies the matter from your mind,
and not make it & topwo in the
Remove?” 8teele smiled again, “Such
a story in the school would be very awk-
ward for me, Wharton."”

“I have said nothing so far, sir—not
even to my best pals,” said Harry, “I
shall just put it out of my mind—if Mr.
Grimes tells me that he answers for you.
Of course, I shall say nothing.”

“Very Then go and take out
your machine.”

arton went slowly to the door.

His mind was in a whirl with astonish-
ment, and he went elowly, half-expecting
Steele to call him back, to make some
pretext for countermanding his instrue-
tions.

But the Form master did not even
glance after him.

When the captain of the Remove
looked back from the door Bteele was
bending over a heap of papers on his
desk, immersed in them, and giving
no heed to the junior.

Wharton left the Form-room.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Unexpected |

NSPECTOR GRIMES smiled.

A constable had shown the Grey-
friars junior into Mr. Grimes'
privato room at Courtfield Police

Station.

From the manner in which the in-
spector received him Wharton knew that
his visit was ex d; and he had no
doubt that Steele had telephoned.

f 0. 1t was clear that Steele and
Grimes were on [riendly—indeed, confi-
dential—terms, in which case the official
guarantee of Steele's bona-fides was com-
plete. If, by some stretch of the
unagination it could be lupgoued that
a gantleman cracksman had imposed
on the Head of Greyfriars, it was im-

ible to imagine that he could also
1ave imposed on a hard-headed police-
inspector—thn man, too, who was in
official charge of the investigation of
the Courtfield burglaries.

“8it down, my boy! Now, you harve
something to tell me,"” said Mr. Grimes,
with that amused smile on his lips,

“Yes, sir.” said Harry, colouring—he
did not like that smused look on the
inspector’s face.

“*Speak out,” said Mr. Grimes. “You
gave me a description once of a_sus-
E;clous character you had seen at Hog-

n Grange, in suspicious circumstances
—quite right, sir, quite right! Your
description reminded mo of a man I
knew, though I did not guess then that
it actually was the description of an old
acquaintance.”

“You know Mr. Steele?”

“Fairly well,” said the inspector—
“fairly well.”

“Heo is the man I saw at Hogben

Grange that night,” said Wharton
bluntlv.
“Quite 80.”

“You—you knew?"

“Not till this morning,” said Mr.
Grimes, smiling. *Steclo told me so
over the phone, when he told me you
were coming to sce me."
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L Remember that your Form master is an acquaintance of mine, ",sa.d Mr. Grimes,

“Oh ! gasped Wharton.

He stared at the inspector’s ruddy
face, with a feeling that all the wind
had been taken out of his sails.

* Naturally, 1t has worried you a
little,”” said Mr. Grimes. *That was
very natural. [ am glad you have come
to me. Now, give me all that you have

on your mind Maater Wherton—tell me
the whole story.”

Wharton proceeded to do so fully,
without leaving out a single detail that
cast suspicron upen Riehord Steele,

The inspector listened quietly, and
again the smile lurked on has lips ot the
mention of Steele's change of rooms, and
the balcony outside the window of his
new room that imade egress casy and
gecret.

“Mr. Steele told me to tell you
everyibing I had in my mind, and I've
told you, sir,” said Harry. * Before I
put the matter out of my mind I want
you to tell me that there is nothing in
it—spcaking as a police officer.

“Speaking as a police officer,” said
Mr. Grimes, “there is nothing in it.”

“ You answer for Mr. Stecle?”

“1 do”

“He is known to you?"

“Quite well.”

\Vharton rose from his clair.

“Then ¥ nlmp]y can't understand 11 1
he said. “I can't help believing in
Steele—he seems such a straight man.
But if he is an innocent man, as youn
say, sir, he has a wonderful knack for
gctl.mz himself into suspicious cireum-
stanees.”

“That
remarked
In:ni:-;lil}'.

“1 don't see—"

“Perhaps you will ece some time, my
boy.” said Mr Grimes. *“In the mean-
time, remember that your Form-naster
is an acquaintance of mine, and that I

can
the

scarcely

, be lll‘]rll‘l]‘
mspector,

rather enig-

officer !’

answer for him as a [:o!w&omtcr That
is good enough for you?”

“Quite,"” eaid Harry. “It l:lkm a
worry off my mind, Mr. Grimes.”

“And remember, too, I.hat a still
tongue shows a wise head,” added the
Courtfield inspector.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 won't forget that, sir. I've said
nothing so far and intend to say
nothing. I'm glad you've relieved my
mind hko this—the responsibility is
yours now—if there's anything wrong."”

“My shoulders are broad enough teo
bear it,” grinned the inspector, * Good-
day to you, Master Wharton.”™

The captain of the Remove went hack
to his machine, and pedalled away to
Greyfriars.

His heart was Lighter now.

In spite of strange and suspicious
circumstances, Steele  was  straight—
unless it was to be imagined that a
ecriminal was cunnmin;, enough to pull the
wool over the eyes of the police-
inspector,  Such a theory as that did
not enter Wharton's thoughts.

The matter remained as mysterions as
ever, so far as that went; but if Sicele
was not the cracksinan, the mystery of
his proceedings did not concern Wharton
one jot or tiitle

The junior was only too glad to dis-
misa the matter from his mind, and that
he could now do with a clear conscicnee,

The Remove were out of class when he
came back to the school and put vp his
bike. Dilly Bunter hailed him as he
was poing towards the House,

“T say Wharton—"

“Bow-wow '"

Wharton aceelerated.
in pursuit, bawiing:

“T say, old chap, hold on!
something to tell yvou ¥

Wharten haired tmpationtly,  Buonter
was always full ¢f news; bLut the cap-

Bunter rolled

I've got

23

** and that 1 answer for him as a police-

tain of the Remove had no tasto for
the tattle of the passages,

*Cut it short, fatty !” In‘ said,

“1 say, it's iulporl‘lnt suid Bunter,
blinkimg at the captain of the Remove
through his big glasses with owlish
seriousness. "I thought I'd speak to
you first, old chap—I think you'd better
advise me what to do, He might thoot
me——""

Wharton jumped.

“Shoot you?"

“Well, burglars do shoot people, you
kiow." said Bunter.

* Burglara !

“Not that he looks dangerous,”
Bunter; *and, after all,
dare to use his automatic here—

* He-—~who—what 7"

Huarry Wharton stared blankly at the
Owl of the Remove. Billy Bunter's fat
face was excited and his manner mys-
terious. He blinked round him, as if to
ascertain that there was no one within
hearing, before he spoke again, and
when he spoke he lowered his voice mys-
teriously.

1 know lim!" he hreathed,

"Who i p-Ilrinlu--l Wharton.

‘That burglar!™

“You frnh;om ass, what burglar?’
Stecle !

“Wha-a-a-t?

Wharton almost staggercd. As Dunter
had not recognised the new master of
the Remove as the man of Hogben
Grange, it had passed from Wharton's
mind that Bunter had been present on
that accasion. 1t was brought back to
him now, with a vengeance.

L member 1 told you I thought
an before, when he gok

ice that dav in the holst™

gaid
he wouldn't

me out of the
sald Buntem

{Continued on page 27.)
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GET BUSY ON THIS FINE STORY, BOYS:

Poter Ira3

C
=

Fought to a Finish !
' was the caleulating schemes of
H Nesbit and McWilson, the Hornets'
two master minds, that DPeter
feared most.

“Sling it about, lads!" he shouted
encouragingly. *“ We'll run "em off their
egs "

Like hounds urlcashed the Works went
into the fray. Jimmy Nesbit had the
ball. Peter skipped it off his toe n a
flash,skidded rquod another Hornet,and
flicked the ball to Hemmond. Tackled,
the inside-right passed to ‘lim Usborne.
Like a scytho, Tim, Hammond, and
Daker whirled the ball right up to the
Hornets” goal, and not even Cunning-
ham himself could #ave Haminond's
lightning drivel

“Goal! Goal!
Foundrymen., And C-rrr-ump!
com ! went the lorry.

Jimmy Ne:zhit's face was one huge
grin as Peter, standing not on cere-
mony, bundled him off the ball when he
tried to dribble through from the re-

Goa!I" ehrieked tho
B-re-

start. He was having a great
duel  with  this  big, fast
youngster, who tackled eo

swift and clean and paesed o
beautifully.

“Good old Peter!” roared
the crowd as a long, emooth
pass flew out to Baker on the
wing, The winger got it on the run
snd raced past the Ilornets’ back.
Uver camo the ball into the centre, and
tlipped off Tim’'s head straight for the
corner of the nct.

Just as every month opened wide,
however, to cheer the goal, Cunning-
ham's huge fist flashed up and punched
it out.

“Bad luck, Timmy!
lads!”

A TIlornet half-back secured the bal!l
and passed it to Jimmy Nesbit, who,

Come egain,

in  turn, tricked Peter and sped
olff. The epeed of his crab-like
run  deceived  [razers’  left-back,
and, with the ball beautifully under

control, he cut in towards goal. His
muscular leg had swung back for a shot,
and Sparrow had left his goal in a
Lieadlong charge, when up came Mullins
in a desperate rush from nowhere and
just reached the ball in a long. slitber-
yae glido,

Neskit finished his shot somewhere on

Mulling' body, but it was doubtful if

tho tough little half back felt it.
Scrawbling up, ho found the bLall at
his toes, and kicked it clear.

“Well played, Mullins!"" yelled the
erowd, and the plucky half back gripped
Nesbit’s bhand to show there was no
ill-feeling over the accidental kick be
had reeccived.

The Hornets were now beginning to
show signs of wear. The pace was
telling on them and the Foundrymen's
attacks were getting more persistent.
'Il‘lml“."url;s were fighting hard to get
evel.

Again and again Tim came away with
the ball, and cach time his raid finished
nearer to Cunningham. Great defender
that McWilson was. as he said after-
wards, *it was like tackling a shadow 1"

Swaying aod swerving, Tim went
through the celebrated defence like &
knife through butter. If everything had
come off, tho Works must have won.
But Cunningham, in the Hornets' goal,
played surprisingly, and gave an exhi-

~ang! Crack ! C-rrr-ump !—go the rattles of
Frazer’s enthusiastic supporters every time their
team bags a goal, But, alack, enthusiasm alone

won’t win a match !

bition thut made Sparrow, the Works
goalie, envious to show his worth.

“Well esaved. sirl" cheered Jimm
Nesbit humorously as the great goal-
keeper, by a magnificent leap, just
turned one of Peter's long-range efforts
over the bar.

Cunningham grinned at his
chum’s remark, and replied :

" Let's geo you do something! That
chap Frazer's got you in his pocket!”

Jimmy laughed and winked at Peter,
and, to prove that his friend was wrong,
tried, & second later, to do a little solo
run. A long leg shot out just at the
right moment, and the necxt instant
llaggerty, at outside.right, was off like
a shot from a beautiful pass by Peter.
A loud cackle broke out from the
Hornets' goal, and Nesbit grinned
ruefully.

The Works attack failed, and from
the clearance the Hornets stirred them-
selves and put on preseure,

Their forwardsgaveuptrying to dribble

little

r-fronmasier/
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the Works defenders,and passed to Nesbit
instead. The result was what Peter had
feared! Try as he did, he could not
stop the little man from picking up some
perfect passes, and twice within five
minutes swerving cannon-ball shots left
Sparrow hclpless. Four goals to one,
and the game as good as over!

But the Foundry were made of stern
stuff. They hadn’'t hoped to win, but
they wmeant to force a draw, if possible.

“Pace and weight, Frazers' 1” ordered
Peter, and his men bundled into the
tiring Hornets in grand style. Raid
after raid tore its way through their
half-backs, and only McWilson and Cun-
pingham staved off disaster.

Then a flashing run and shot by Tim
was fisted out by the goalkeeper. The
ball came out to Peter unmarked.
Lengthening his stride, he timed the
bounce and let fy!

::ggnl e shriiakcd Ithde crowd.

» some shot, lad!"" cried Ji
Nesbit. oty

“Two more, Frazers’!” ehouted o
leather-lunged truckman, and
Frazer's lined up on their
toes.

“How long, sir?"” breathed
Peter to the referce.

“Only three minutes,” re-
plied that official, locking at
his watch,

“Then wo've got time to score two
more, at any rate " cried Frarers' cap-
tain. “Come on. lads!"

“We want two morel” chanted the
ironmen all around the ropes.

And in the last mioute of their famous
game, Baker, the fying wing wan,
made his name.

A Hornet forward had the ball when
Mullins charged him over and secured
the leather. Without steadying himselt
the sturdy }'Ollﬂ%!ﬂ‘i‘r booted it out to
Baker like a bullet. And off went
Baker!

He left his own forward line standing
still. Whirling past the despairing halt,
he raced towards the crouching full-
back, arms and legs whirling.

The full-back was dead tired, but hLe
meant to stop Baker by using his brains.
All through the game the winger had
gone straight for the corner-fag, and
pow the experienced baok waited for
him to do it again and hook tho ball
away as he flew past.
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But instead, Baker swerved. He
went past on the inside of that be-
wildered back in a dizzy fBash of speed.
The manceuvre left the other Hornet
back standing, and brought the crowd
to its tocs. %.‘mkcr raced on to within
ten yards of Cunningham, the ball well
under control. Baker shot.

No goalkeeper breathing could have
saved his shot. The leather, with all
the weight of Baker's long, muscular
leg behind it, fAlashed into the net with
a force that threatened to break the
riggin::.

The roar from the crowd that grected
this spectacular goal drowned the ref’s
whistle, which denoted the end of the
game. Frazer's had been defeated, but
the score of 4—3 no means dis-
graced them, and the players were con-
gratulated by the Hornets on the
splendid, sporting game they had
played.

Another Step Forward !
DURING the next few days Sir

James Fossett, the Mayor of

Maxport, loomed dimly 1In

Peter Frazer's mind as somcone
between a magician and a fairy fpd-
mother, complete with wand. ‘or,
thanks to his direct and powerful in-
fluence, a goodly part of tho city’'s
order arrived almost at once, and
within a week Irazer's Foundry had
chnnged beyond recognition.

When the time came to tackle the
contract Peter felt somewhat dubious
and nervous. As he stared at the mass
o1 tigures and directions that Mr. Dim-
mock handed him, for five minutes he
had the unpleasant feeling that he had
bitten off wmore than he could chew!

But, characteristically, he shook off
the feeling. And the way his men
b=~%ed him up was magnificent.

There came first a crowd of new
hands. Peter hunted men far and wide,
and roped them in. Then an expert
from a great Scottish firm joined Mr.
Dimmock, and finally Moller, reinforced
by promoted assistants, worked hard in
the foundry.

Whercat, from a struggling Works,
Frazer's Foundry grew into a fire-
belching, smoke-screened, seething hive
of industry.

Down in the heat-laden foundry, men
in leather aprons and thick spectacles
worked furiously in day and night shifts
round the fashing, bubbling furnaces.
They were contented men, too, for the
most part, earning full money for the
lirst time in years. And they knew
why they were working, and to whom
they owed their good fortune,

Above the foundry, tall and
triumphant, all the great stacks smoked,
grey clouds by day, tinted with fierce
orange glares by night.

Then there came a fly in the ointment
—a letter that called for a conferencoe
in the little office.

The city’'s order was safe! But

Faulder's contract for the branch rails
through their huge yards had raised a
snag !
T'fwy were canny folk, the great ship-
builders, and they had suffered from
Frazer's Foundry in the past. And
vo, although 8ir James' influence had
softened their hearts, they were taking
no chances.

For the mnkinﬁ of their rails they
already held tenders from two great
firms farther north, Well, then, said
they, if youni Frazer means business,
let him send his tender In, and if it's

low we'll give him first chance! DBut
wo—
But it had to be in by the 20th!
““And_that, gentlemen,” said Mr,

Peter Frazer, tossing Faulder's letter

on Ih: the table, “gives us just four

days!

M);'. Dimmock shook his head,
Masters, the expert, plucked at his lip,
and Moller, as usual, betrayed no fecl-
ings in the matter whatever.

“It's a thumpin’ big contract!" cried
Peter. “And one we've got to get!”

Masters nodded slowly.

“It means work,"" said he.

“Then, gentlemen,’” said Peter, “let
us work !’

Four days to draw up the tender!
I'our days of deep calculation, long-
sighted orders, page after page of
figures and cstimates!

They worked !

It was Wednesday when they started.
On Saturday wmorning there was
another meeting.

The office looked as though a tornado
had struck it, and Masters, on whose
shoulders wost of the work had fallen,
was hard-eyed from luck of sleep.

But on the table, a bulky package in
its sealed envelope, lay the Faulder
tender, complete,

The young ironmaster picked it up
tenderly.

“Thank son, gentlemen, sincerely!"
was all he said, and crossed to the safe.
They stood around and watched him in
silence as ho laid the package on a
shelf. Then he closed the massive door.

“There it will stay till Monday,” said
Peter. ‘“*And on Monday we'll give
her to Faulder's—with love!”

Altogether, that Saturday was to be
a memorable day for Frazer's Foundry.

In a couple of hours the Fourth-
Round tic against Smithson's Colliery
would start—the first time Frazers' had
been drawn on their own ground.

After the match Sir James Fossett
was to formully open Irazers' Sports
Club.

In the corner of the yard nearcst
the river a big, ramshackle shed,
formerly used as a store, had stood
empty for years.

y Peter's orders, a gang of men had
cleared it, and carpenters had patched
it. Eager volunteers had distempered
and lined the interior, a space had been
marked for a boxing-ring, and from
somewhere in the city Moller had
procured gome benches and fitted them
up.
Fifteen minutes before kick-off that
afternoon, Peter, with Sparrow, as
usual, by his side, stood in the door-
way and gave the place a final look
over.

His eyes were shining. The boxing-
ring had been fixed overnight, and its

INTRODUCTION.

Head and sole owner of Frazer's Iron Foundry,
it ia a stronge prospect that lies before Peter
Frazer, 0 clecry, strapping youngster of eighteen,
when ke arrives in the squalid industrial eity of
Maxport, to take orcr the grent Lusiness left to
him by his dead vncle.  Peter suon realises that
hin legacy has brought danger with it, for he is
Eidnapped on his way to his new home.  Luekily
he escapen, but with only one clue to the identity
of his wnknown eneny ; the man is completely
bald, with a terrible jagged scar running across
the top of hiz head. At the worls, Peter learns
Jrom his manager, Mr. Dimmaock, that Frazer's
Foundry is on the brink of ruin owing to the
activities of @ man named Grang-r and his gang.

Undismayed al the task bojore him, Peter
beging a relentless campaign against his enemies,
and slowly but surely the gang find themselves
being driven to the wall. More than one attempt
is made on the young ironmaster's life, but his
pluck and resource foil the sca man's
Plota at every turn. 'eler soon wing his men
com ly occr to his side, and as a result
bugincss for the fowndry &pim to improve.
of amintion and determination, Peter
inlerviews Sir James Fossell, and secures hu,
condracts for Frazers'. The following day,
SJoundry fooler team, os yet undefealed, meets
the famous Marpurt Horncts in a return match,
and against @ side that includes screral inter-
nationals, Frazers' find thonsclees tuwo goals
down at half-time.

(Nawe read-on.)
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new ropes looked trim and efleient.
The benches had been placed in ordecly
array, and in the corne —=re huge
cupboards containing gleve singts-
sticks, clubs, and all the paraphernalia
necessary for the club.

“It's cost something, Sparvow!" he
murmured.  “But it's goingy to be
worth it.”

“What's t' shelf for, ashked
Sparrow, curiously, inting up to
where a handsome shur}ohad been fixed
to the back wall.

Peter grinned.

“For the Works Cup!'" he explained.
“If we win it!"

“Don’'t mak' me laugh!” grinned

sir 7"’

Sparrow. “It's as good as theer!"”
“Well, go and tell those chaps that
first,”" uckled Peter, pointing

through the door. A charabane had
driven into the yard, and the Colliery
team were piling out of it merrily,
amid a storm of chaff from the iron-
infn. They were a strong, hard-looking

ot.

_They looked even harder as they
lined up, facing Frazers’, and waited
for the referee's whistle. Determina-
tion was written all over them, for by
now Frazers' had earned themselves a
big Cup reputation. Smithson's Colliery
were out to spoil it!

Straight from the kick-off
swarmed towards Sparrow.

Their football was only kick-and-rush,
but they knew how to play it, and, whiie
they played cleanly and fairly, their
methods were by no means ]ml[-{wartcd.

Peter had been forced to rest Ham-
mond, who was suffering from a strain,
and Jenkins had taken his place; but
the young clerk was neither as clever
nor as big as the foundryman, and he
and Tim were fairly swept off their feet
by the fast, hefty miners.

For twenty minutes Frazers' were
enned in their own half.  The Col-
iery forwards came in a series of
battering-ram attacks.

And yet they never looked
scoring !

It was a triumph of team work the
way Frazers' kept them out.

Under the heavy storm Mullins and
Riley, the wing-halves, kept their
heads nobly. They tackled fearlessly
and never wasted a pass.

Dehind them, a bit slow, but very,
very sure, the McDonalds covered
Sparrow like two huge shadows, their
hefty clearances defeating the Miners
time and again. In fact, during that
terrific period, Sparrow only had to save
three times—one a thrilling dive that
drew roars of applause.

But the outstanding figure on that
ficld was the tall, black-haired, light-
ning centre-half in the green jersey.

Never flurried, sceming always to
have oceans of time, his wonderful anti-

they

like

cipation and clean l_.ack!ipf Qurried the
miners’ inside men into silly mistakes.
They became wild; and presently

Peter's accurate passing and tackling
began to inspire the forwards, and
slowly they began to exert pressure, and
g0 give Frazers' defence a breather.

A wild boot by Smithsons’ centre-
forward was trapped by Peter, who
pushed it sideways to Mullins as two
wmen charged him.

Cleanly the little hall ewung the
ball to Baker. Tho outsideleft was
checked, but Milligan fastened on and
sent him racing off again with a for-
ward pass down the line.

Baker beat the full-back for speed,
and, without hesitation, kicked the hall
into the centre. Out came the goalic,
caught the ball, and kicked, s fraction
of a second after Jenkins jumped at

Tue Maoser Lisrary.—No. 1,143.
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Just as everybody was preparing to cheer

for a goal, Cunningham’s huge fist flashed -

up and punched the ball clear !

Lim. The ball caught the slim inside-
right fairly betwecen the shoulders.

As he pitched to carth, with all the
breath knocked out of him, a terrific
roar from the touch line and a thump
on his sore back from Tim Osbornc
mada him look up dizzily.

The ball had cannoned off his back
over the keeper's head, and now lay
cosily in the corner of the net. Jenkinas
had scored just before the ref blew for
half-time

They were a grim, tense lot of minecrs
who lined up for the second half, a goal
to the bad Neck or nothing was their
motto, and they started accordingly!

Tho first attack brought the ball down
to the ironmen's goal-mouth, and the
resultant scrimmage lasted fully a
minute,

When at last Peter charged his way
through the scrum with the ball at his
fect, the temper of both teams was
thoroughly aroused. Properly on their
mettle, Frazers' waded into their fiery
opponents with battle in their eyes and
joy in their hearts,

Clean and sporting. but fast and hard
to the int of recklessness, play
swerved from one goal to the other,
and from wing to wing. One moment
Sparrow had run out and scooped the
ball from a forward at the point of
shooting. and the next moment a swerv-
ing shot from Tim just missed the post,
with Smithsons' goalkeeper benten to
the world

Watching the game from =a raised
platform was Sir James Fossett, and
with him was little Jimmy Nesbit, who
had come down specially at Peter's
invitation

They watchod the hefty young iron.
master nip into an attack, rob the
centre-forward with a lightning tackle,

dribble round two others, and send
Baker fying off. Then Sir James
spoke.

“What do you think of him, Jimmy?”

The little man wagged his head, his
eyes glued to the play.

‘“He's good I'* he said simply. “He'll
take this team into the [inal And
himsclf into the English tcam in a
couple of seasons!"

**And further than that. I wonder

if——" murmured Sir James, half to
himselF.

I'razers’ were swarming into the
miners’ half now  Tim had the ball,

and. worming his way through until he

reached the penalty line, suddenly back
heeled the ball to Milligan. The inside
left took a rousing firsttimer, which
was punched out hard, but Tim, bobbinq
up, got his head to it squarely—thud!
—and the ball Bew into the net.

“Goal I"

“Well played, Timmy! Played,
Osborne !"" yelled the ironmen.

It was the deciding goal. Gallantly

and fercely tho miners returned to the
attack, but their fast football had gone.
Peter & Co. had their measure.

As a consolation prize to gallant
losers, the last kick of the match, a
corking drive by the Colliery centre-
forward, found Sparrow a fraction of
o second too slow, and so the game
ended and Frazers' were in tho semi-
final by 3—1.

At precisely seven o'clock that
evening Sir James Fossett rose to de-
clare I'ruzers’ Sports Club open—and in
all the foundry only the night shift and
a fow others were absent. All who could
had secured seats early. The others had
squeczed in, tried to chuck the early
birds out, lost. and pow huddled con-
tentedly round the walls.

In honour of the oceasion the men had
donned their Sunday best, and they
wero in a happy. hilarious state. Peter
Frazer’s delighted grin grew wider
every second.

With the aid of the local boxing club
he had arranged an exciting pro
gramme, wherever possibie matching the
club boxers against his own men.

There were no speeches; just a brief
word from the mayor, that carned him
a hearty cheer, and enother from little
Jimmy Nesbit that set them laughing
again. Then the contests sturted.

It is true that most of the ironmen
fought as though they had never scen
hnxlug-?orus or a ring before, and the
local  boxers danced around and
scientifically took them apart, but when,
in the fourth bout, an excitable and
powerful truck loander rushed his man
into the corner and put him down and
out with two swings in exactly four
seconds, the crowd rose as one man and
nearly lifted the roof off !

THE MAGNET

Towards the close of the even-
ing the ironmen became sud-
denly awarc that one of 8ir
James Fossett's party, a modest,
quict-looking chap, was none
other than Willv Mackensie, a
Maxport welier weight, who was
rapidly coming into the lime-
light as a professional.

There followeg a lot of mys-
terious whispering in one corner,
and then arose a mighty and
blackened  furnaceman,  who
cried, in tones of brass:

“Hey, you Wullie I”

The stentorian bellow brought
everything to a standstill. Willie
Muackensic raised his head in-
quiringly.

“Tha calls thasen’ a boxer,
don't 'ee? Get into t' ring wi’
oor Poter now! He'll knock t'
stuffin’ oot of ye!”

‘I'he rollicking challenge won a
storm of laughter and chafl.
3ut, under cover, Willie
Mackensis leaned scross to
Peter, and whizpered to him
smilingly.

Peter sat up. i

“Will yo«? By Jove, you'ro
a sport! It'll wind the evening
up with a bang. Come on, let’s
get out, chaps!” They began to
push their way out.

Thus it came about that when the last
match had been decided—a rather tame
affair between two of the local lads, Sir
James Fossctt himself climbed into the
ring as M.C. He lifted his hand for
silence.

“@Gentlemen, Willio Mackensie, of
Maxport v. Peter Frazer, of Frazers'.
Three exhibition rounds!"

It scemed to Peter as he climbed
through the ropes that tis new
gymnasium was rocking. A chortling,
cheering crowd of ironmen roared again
as Willie and Peter shook hands and
slipped into position.

A moment later the professional had
slipped one of Peter's left leads grace-
fully and lightly flicked his own into
the youngster's face. A startled look
of surprise lecaped into his face as Peter
swayed with the punch, end caught lnm
left, right, and left again. A broad
grin split his features, and he warmed
to the eshibition with a will.

Within & minute or so he was all over
Peter, of coursze; but still, the youn
ironmaster’s left hand was fast ouougg
to keep him on the jump, and the .ron-
men roared with delirious delight as
“t' master"” landed two in quick sue-
cession that made Mackensie's head
bob. In the thrill of a fast bout
Mackensie began unconsciously to put
a little eting inte his punches, and sud-
denly two lightning jabs had DPeter
on the ropes, wobbling dizzily.

Instantly the laughter and cheering
in the big gym, died away. [n 1ts place,
from all around the room, there camo
a low, ugly growl

Willie's jaw had dropped in dismay.
He lowered his hands and stepped to-
wards Peter.

*“Sorry—"" he began.

But Peter, grinning painfully, stopped
the ominous mutter with a wave of his
hand. And so the bout was finished at
top speed !

(Next week's eplendid instalment of
this powerful sporting serial kicks off
with the greatest sensation ever, and
will Leep you thrilled from the firat
line to the last. Make sure you read it
by erdering your copy well in advance!)
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EVERY SATURDAY
THE FORM  ASTER’S FAVOURITE !

(Continued prom paye 23.)

Wharton did not speuk; he coud not,
He could only stare at the Uwl ot the
Remove., Wonat ne had teared at lirst,
when Richard steele came, nad not nap-
pened then; but 1t was going Lo happen

now. Ewvidently the tat jumor bhad
rewcimbered,
“Welt, 1 nad scen him betore,

breatned DBunter, with another cautious
blink round. *I knew 1 had, and 1 jolly
well had!  You tatking s0 much about
his square chin, you kuow, got my mund
going on it.  SKinner was saying in
“break " that he'a never scen such a
square jaw except on a steel vice. And
every day, you know, his race seemed
more and more hke a chuvvy | knew, 1
got 1t at lust, He's the man!™

Bunter paused lor a reply.

But Wharton did not speak.

“1 wonder you never recognised him,”
went on Bunter. * You saw lim in the
train  the day we ocame back—you
remember?”  He blinked at Wharton.
“He got out at Courtlield. Funny you
never recogmised hun agmin when you
saw him at the school, wasn't it? [ sup-
pose his making out to be a Form master
fooled you. You haven't much gump-
tion, old chap!™

Wharton made no comment on that.
That he had recognised the square-
jawed man immediately in the new
master of the Remove, and held his
tongue about it, did not occur to
William George Bunter. The last thing
he would have suspected any fellow of
was lmldimi his tongue.

“Well, I've got him now,” said
Bunter, in a hushed whisper.  *“I'm sure
of it—absolutely certain! That man

Steele, "old chap, is the man we saw
climbing the park wall at Hogben
Grange the night of the lmrp:lar)—thc
man you told Quelchy and old Grimes
about at the time! Taken you rather by
surprisc-—what 7"

“You—you feel
Wharton.

“Not the slightest dnubl about it,”

sure?”  gasped

said Bunter triumphantly. “I knew a [
the time that I knew him. T kept on
wondering where I'd seen the beast

before. I was bound to remember it
sooncr or later, you know.”

That was the case, Wharton supposed.
It was not surprising that Bunter had
remembered now ; it was only surprising
that he had not romemhercd before.

“Fancy his cheek, coming here, to
Greyfriars, you know"' said Bunter.
“Just fancy! He's spoofed the Head
somehow——""

“Rot!"

“Oh, rcally, Wharton! T say, won't
there be a buzz when I tell the fellows?"
Bunter grinned, and his little, round
eyes gleamed behind  his  big, ronnd

spectacles at the thought of the tremen-
dous sensation he was gomg to make.
“I'he fellows will simply jump—
what 7"

*0Oh, my hat! Look here, Bunter

“l want you to back up what 1 say,
old chap. You were there, you know.
You know the man, now I've told you
who he is, 1 suppose, what?"”

“You'd bewter say nothing,”
Harry, hardly knowing what to say.
“You'll get into a row. Steele is all
right., The Head knows him

*“He's sponfed the Head
could spoof the Head!™

“Inspector Grimes knows him——

“He's spoofed old Grimey, then.
Grimey's an ass!”

“Look here.  DBunter ™ — Wharton
dropped a hand on DBunter's fat
shoulder—"if you tell a tale like that
about a Form master, you'll get into a
row. Better let it drop.”

““You mean, the beast might brazen it
out somchow, and then take it out of
me*" asked Bunter, in alarm.

least said sooncst mended,”

Anybody

“Well.
said Harry.

Bunter reflected. ’

** Perhaps yvon're right,” he said.

“I'm sure | am.” ﬂm(l Harry.

“In kt'l'p it |L1I"(

“That’s right.”

“I mav mention it to a few friends,
in confidence.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" Bob Cherry
came up.  “*Missed you at third school,
old bean. Been giving yourself a holi-
day 1"

“1 say, Cherry—"" began Bunter.

“Shut up, ass!” said Harry hastily.

“Well, there's no harh in  telling
Bob.” argued Bunter.  “ Bob can keep a
sceret!”

“Oh, buzz off. vou fat idiot!"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

The captain of the Remove made a
motion with his boot.  Billy Dunter
rolled away.

Bob stared after him.

“What's the jolly old mystery?™ he
asked.

Harry Wharton did not reply. Really
there was no no need. Bob was likely to
know soon ecnough. A sccret in Dilly
Runter's keeping was likely to remain
about as seeret as news broadeast on
the wireless. Bunter was going to tell
a few friends in confidence. which meant
that before dorm all the Remove would
know. And Harry Wharton could onlv
wonder what would come of it,

THE EXD.

(Whaterer you do. chums, don’t miss
the nexrt superh story in this sparkling
sevies, entitled : “WANTED Y THE
POLICE!" I's ane of the finest yarns
vour favourite author haz written,  And
by the way, sce that you order your copy
in good time.)

said’

2

THE INVISIBLE
HEADMASTER !

(Continued from page 15.)

thing, I!urlr*u:h I will tell you just how
I propose to win the grate match off my
own bat I am going to make myself
invisible just before the kick-off and play
like that!”

“My hat!” gasped Burleigh.

St. Alf's were rather sllrprﬁod to sco
only ten men turn out for St. Sam’s.
Their surprise grew considerably when
the game started.

Amid thunderous cheers, Durleigh
kicked off. A moment later a strange
thing happened. ‘The ball seemed to
bounce off towards the St. Alf’s goal of
its own accord.

The St. All's halves cantered towards
it fully eggspecting to kick it back into
the St. Sam's half of the field. Dut,
much to their surprise, the ball necatly
dodged past them, eluded the backs, and
finished up in the St. Alf’s goal, leaving
the goalie standing.

- Gml :'l

“Well played, sir!”

The specktators were natcherally wild
with delite. 1hey all realised what was
the eggsplanation of the ball's exxentric
behaviour, and the larfter was almost as
loud as the cheering. The St. Alf's men,
of corse, were not forchunit enuff to
share their nollidge and they wero
meerly puzzled.

That goal was the first of many that
Dr. Birchemall scored before the end
of the game. The invisible headmaster
rushed about all over the field, snatching”
away the ball from friend or foe alike,
and scoring almost as he pleased.

When the whistle blew for full time,
the score stood 15—0 in the home team’s
favour, and the cheers as the team left
the field were simply deffening.

After the St. Ali’s team had departed,
with their tails between their legs, n
grate sellybration was held in the Hall.
When the Head stood up, and in a
moddest  speech  lasting  an  hour,
deseribed how he had won the match,
evervhody agreed that his grate egg-
sploit wiped ont all his sins, and the
whole Skool joined hartily in the sing-
ing of “Freeze a Jolly Good Fellow ™
in honner of the Iu\lsuh!o Headmaster !

1IIE END

(Dicky Nugent supplics anather rous-
ing rib.tiekler for next week's MAGNET,
chums, entitted ;: “CLEVERCOVE'S
WHEEZE!" ICN scnd you into fits of
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