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W harton & Co., the cluons of Grey'ria s,




Got a Moment to Spare? Then . . . .

Hreays glad to hear [rom you, chumis, so drop me a linc to the following address :
I he Kditor, The '* Magnet " Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Flectway House,

Farring

NOTHER Red-letter day this
week, you fellows! January
24th is the fifteenth anniversary
of the Battle of the Dogger

Ilank. Gosh, it makes mo feel old to
realise that it's over fiftoen years since the
Great War started. Many of my present
readers had never heard of the Maaxer
then—but I am pleased to eay, that wo've
still got read who rer ber very
first number of this little paper of ours,
and who still find a delight in it!

Howevoer, to return to the Battle of the
Dogger Bank. Vice-Admira! Sir David
Beatty was then in command of the
First Battle Cruiser Squadron, and on
that particular day his squadron came
neross a Cerman squadron that had
nearly roached the English coast. When
tho British ships camo up, the Germans
turnod and ran for sheltor, but DBeatty

ursied them, and kept up a running fight
or scventy miles, sinking tho Blucher.
His own flagship, the Lion, had a narrow
escapo, but the fight ended in a victory
for the British forces.

Hovo you taken advantage of * Mr.
X's " offer yet 1 He's ready to explain
any particular magical mystery which
may be puzzling to you, and this week, in
response to a request from a reader, he
has explained to me how to perform

don

A REALLY NEAT CARD TRICK !

Tho presentation of the trick is as
follows : The conjurer asks several people
from the audiencoe to pick cards, until a
dozen have been picked. These twelve
cards aro put together, and the conjurcr,
placing the cards on the table, covers them
with a cloth. He p'acos his hand under-
neath the cloth, and says he will now name
all the cards that have been picked, and
nsks the audienes to note the order in
which he names them. One by one, he
names o card, and withdrawa it from
under the pile, wcing it face downwards
on the table. hea he has withdrawn
the whole of the twelve, he ho!ds them up
to the audience, who then see that he has
correctly ngmed the whole of the cards,
and the order in which he withdrew them
from under the cloth !

Like many conjuring tricks, this is
ridiculously simple—when you know the
secret ! First of all, it is essentinl that
the conjurer should know wone of the
chosen cards. This is not a difficult
matter, for, as he places the twelve cards
under the cloth, he can easily take a pecp
ot the bottom card. Suppose it is the
ace of hearts. He will then say: “1I
will bring out the ace of hearts!"

But he does not bring out the ace!
Instead, he tokes the top card, which,
of course, is different. It may, for in.
stance, bo the king of clubs. He places
it face.downwards on the table, then
announces that he will withdraw the king
of clubs. And so ho goes on, through the
whole dozen, naming as the next card, the
ono he has just drawn. When he comes
to the last card, which, of course, is the
ace of hearts, he announces that it is the
card he had previously seen,

Now ho picks up the cards from the
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table—and takes care to sce that he puts
the last card at the bottom of the pile,
and not on the top. Tho result is that
the cards aro exactly in the order in
which he named them !

You can keep your chums guessing for
hours with this trick !

Now, I'll have a ** breather,” whi'e you
chuckle ever this yarn, which has earncd a
penknife for William Pereir, of 8, Chandler
Avenue, Canning Town, E. 16.

Magistrate : *‘ Prisoner at
the bar, before evidence Iis
heard, do you wish to challenge

=

the jury? ™’
3 Prisoner : ** Well, 1 ain't

ﬂ In exactly what

you'd call ‘ard N\
{raining, me lord ; but I don’t
mind ’aving a round or so
with the fat bloke in the ) _
corner ! "

QUESTIONS, PLEASE ?

Here ia a selection of queries which have
been put to me by readers this week :

From where docs the Red Sea get its
namoe ! From a floating sea-weed which
is found thero, and which has a distinct
H N
SEND ALONGC YOUR JOKE OR
YOUR CREYFRIARS LIMERICK—
OR BOTH—AND WIN OUR USEFUL
PRIZES OF LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS AND SHEFFIELD STEEL
PENKNIVES. ALL EFFORTS TD BE
BENT TO c/o ** MAGNET,” 5, CAR-
MELITE STREET, LONDON, E.C4

(CoOMmP.).

H -

reddish tinge. When the sun shines on
a patch of this weod, it gives the effect
of the sea being red.

Can you tell me a simple way of piercing
a hole in a coin ! Get a cotton reel, and
place the part of the coin to he picreed
over the central hole of the recl. I'ush
a stout needle through a bottle cork, and
rest this on to the coin. Give a shar
tap with a hammer, and the needle will
be foreed through the coin, without any
trouble.

ILL aeroplanes ever travel

faster than the present record ?

They may—but any faster

speed will be extremely risky

to the pilot. The taking of sharp curves

while travelling at such s 8 cauces the

blood in the Eilot‘s body to rush first

one way and then another, and thero is a

danger that he might become unconseious.

So0 some means of neutralising this danger

must be cvolved before aeroplance can
increase their speed to any great extent,

Who invented rockets t Bir William

Congreve, about the year 1803. They

were originally used for war purposes, the

idea being to set a town on fire. In 1879,

however, the life-saving,

war implement was changed into a power
for good |

WHERE WAS CRUSOE'S
ISLAND ?

Harry Whittaker, of Barnet,
wants to know! It is com-
monly esupposed to be the
island of Juan Fernandez,
in the Pacific. Defoe based
his story on the adventurcs
of a BScoteman, Alexander
Selkirk, who was marooncd
on the island, and left thero
for five ycars. DBut the des-
cription of the position of
the island, given in ** Robin.
son Crusoe,” docs not fit in
with tho position of Juan
Fernandez,

Here's a ** prouso ™ from a
Lancashire reader | He asked
me a question somo timo
ago, and had to wait a long time
before it was answercd on this pnzila.
Really, that wasn’t my fault! The
Mac¥eET goes to press some wecks before
it reachoa your hands, which moans that
you don’t read my replics until some
weeks after I have written them. But if
any reader wants an urgent reply, I shall
be only too pleased to send one by post,
if a stamped, addressed cuvelope is
enclosed,

NOTHER Lancashire reader tells
me that

HE MISSED HIS COPY

of the Mag¥er when he was away from
home, on a short holiday. He wants to
know if he can obtain a ccrtain back
number. For the benefit of others who
may be in a similar position, I am hnp[a:o
inform you that you can obtain ck
numbers by applying to our Back Number
Dept., Bear Alley, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. Send along the ordinary
cost of the issues required, plus postage,
and if they are in stock, you will get them
by return of post.

Now, as thug used to say in the old
days, ** striko the lyre "—no, not Bunter,

this time! I said *lyre,” not prevari-
cator! We'll have a little limerick to
finish up.
There's a cheeky young fag by name,
Dicky,

Who writes stories exceedingly tricky.
Jack Jolly’s a treat,
Birchemall is a feat,

And we laugh with delight about
L ucky_ll

N. E. Hannan, of 42, Victoria Avenue,
Barrow-in-Furness, Lanes, gets a pocket
wallet for the above effort. ['ve still got
some more wallets on hand, chums, so
send your limericks along |

Now for mnext week's issue! The

splendid Greyfriars yarn is

‘“*SOME PERSON UNKNOWN. .. .”
By Frank Richards,

The title gives you na slight idea of
what to expect—but only a slight ono.
Sufficient be it to say, that all your
favourite characters are well up to scratch,
and you'll find humour and thrills equally
represented in this fine story. c“])orl‘t
miss it !

Then comes another enthralling instal-
ment of our great sporting eerial :

‘““ PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER ! "

Watch out for some startling develop-
ments here, chums !
Dicky Nugent makes a good third, with

“FAGGING FOR THE FIFTH "

a real ribtickler if ever there was one.
And just to round things off nicely, there’s
another interesting * footer ™ article, to-

rop&cnﬁ'ying] gether with a breezy poem by the Grey-
roclket was invented, and thus a destructive | frianrs Rhymester, and my usual Chat,

Bee you next weck, chums !
YOUR EDITOR.



A * full-of-meat ** yarn you'll thoroughly enjoy !

'

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Featuring the world-wide favourites, Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter—and Butterscotch !

“ HARTON! Please tollect the
w papers !"’
“Yes, sir 1"

“Thank goodness!'” mur-
mured Billy Bunter.

Bunter had been waiting. .

All through the second lesson in the
Remove-room, Bunter had waited—and
now his chance had come.

Richard Steele, the new master of
the Remove, had had his eye on the
Remove all the while they were work-
ing at their papers. The beast did
not look out of the window or stroll
into the corridor, as some masters did,
and give a fellow a chance to dismiss
such troublesome things as
Latin papers from his mind.

The wary eye of the Form
master was espccially trouble-
some to Billy Bunter on this
occasion. Not only did Bunter
want to slack—he always
wanted that. But he was
hungry—and he had in his
pocket a packet of butter-
scotch, which he had fortunately found
in Ogilvy’s study. So far, the butter-
scotch had had to remain in Bunter's
pocket, instead of in Bunter.

Knowing that he would be hungry in
second lesson, the Owl of the Remove
had brought that butterscotch into the
Form-room with him, and had been on
the lookout ever since for a chance to
devour it.

But a fellow had to be careful.

Consuming tuck in the Form-room
was, of course, strictly prohibited.
Steele, like other Form masters,
suffered from the delusion, common to
schoolmasters, that a Form-room was

the

a place where fellows worked. Which
it certainly was not, so far as Bunter
was concerned, if Bunter could help it.

Bunter did not want those steely grey
cyes to fix on him, He did not want
lines. Above all, he did not want a
licking. 8o, though he irew hungrier
and hungrier, and the thought of the
butterscotch in his pocket made his
mouth water, he had not ventured, so
far, to transfer it to his mouth.

Now his chance had come !

Harry Wharton, the head boy of the
Form, was going along taking the
papers, finished or unfinished. The
Removites relaxed; here and there was
a faint murmur of whispering. Steele,
sitting at Mr. Quelch’s old desk, was
reading a letter he had taken from his

Who moves like a shadow at night? Whose
skilful fingers plunder valuable cribs? Who is
Courtfleld cracksman ?
Mystery Master > — at least, so thinks the
¢ Bounder ’—Vernon-Smith, of the Remove,

pocket. At last—at long last!—that
steely grey eye was off the class.

Bunter's fat hend dived into his
pocket, and Ogilvy's butterscotch came
out in his fat fingers, Under cover of
his desk he broke off a large, solid
chunk. Swiftly he transferred it to his
capecious mouth.

'hen he sat and smiled.

He was happy.

Bunter would have had to wait only
five minutes for the class to be dismissed
for morning break. But after having
waited so long, it was not to be expected
that Bunter would wait another five
minutes.

“The Greyfriars

Once he felt safe in negotiating the
hutterscotch, five seconds would have
been too long for Bunter to wait.

His large mouth reccived tho large
chunk and eclosed on it.

It was nice! In fact, it was delicious.
Hours—which seemed to Bunter like
centuries—had elapsed since brekker,
and at brekker he had been allowed
to eat only enough for three. BSo that
chunk of butterscotch came like corn in
Egypt in one of the lean years.

Bunter closed his eyes in ecstacy.

He opened them suddenly as his name
was caﬁcd.

“ Bunter !"’

The fat junior blinked behind his big
spectacles.

It was Steele who spoke.

He was looking at Bunter
from his desk, and no longer
reading his letter.

Bunter gasped.

The beast scemed to have
as many eyes as Argus. Even
when the frightful beast was
reading a letter a fellow was
not safe from his observation.

“Bunter!"” repeated Stecle's deep
voice.

Bunter could not answer.

Not wisely, but too well had he helped
himself to butterscotch.

Bunter's mouth was large; but so was
the chunk he had crammed into it. It
was capacious; but it was filled to
capacity.

Bunter could only gasp and blink.

“ Bunter I"” repeated Mr. Steele.

He left his desk and stepped towards
the Form. TIecllows looked round in
their scats at Bunter. Wharton, with
his hands full of papers, stared across
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at him. ‘Tho Bounder grinned, and
Skinner chuckled. Bunter was now the
centre of interest.

“ Answer me, Bunter!” said Steele.

Bunter would willingly have com-
plied, but he couldn't. He bad an im-
pediment in his specech—in the shape of
an enormous lump of butterscotch.

He gurgled.

T think,” said Steele, “that you are
eating sweets in the Form-room, which
you know very well is against the
rules.”

Gurgle!

“Ts tnat the case, Bunter?"

Gurgle !

“Speak at once!’ snapped Steele.

“Grooogh !"’

“What 1"

“Gerrroooooch ! spluttered Bunter,
in a desperate attemp! to speak.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Silence! Bunter, if you do not
answer me immediately—""

“Urrrrrrrgggg!' i

“\What is the matter with you,
Bunter?"”

“Woooooogh " :

Bunter's face was red, his eyes water-
ing. He would have been glad to got
rid of that butterscotch, so welcome only
a few moments before.

But the butterscotch was there, and
not to be got rid of. It was too large
to swallow, and too tough to be bitten
through. Thero it remained, filling
his mouth, like a lion in the path of
Bunter's utterance.

“You foolish, greedy boy!”
claimed Mr. Stecle. “You seem to
Ehol;ing. Cherry, pat Bunter on the

“ "

ex-

*Certainly, sir!” <

Bob Cherry was ready to oblige.

He moved along to Bunter.
meant well, but he had a heavy hand.
The pat he gave Bunter on the back
gounded across the Form-room like the
report of a firearm.

rack
“Yarooooooh !" i
A fearful yell burst from Billy

Bunter, and with it the chunk of butter-
acotch was ejected, and dropped to the
oor.

“Yow-ow-ow !" roarcd Bunter.
“PBeast! Wharrer you hitting me for?
Ow! Ow! Wow! Oocooop!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That all right?” asked Bob, with
his hand uplifted. “I'll give you
another if you like—""

“Beast! Keep off ! Beast! Wow!”

“You may go to your place, Cherry,”
eaid Mr, Steele. *“Bunter, step out
before the class.”

;iq? I?lr‘ e ill lled

illy Bunter, still gasping, rolled out
before the Form.

“Have you any other sweetmeats
about you, Bunter?’ asked Mr. Steele,
making no motion towards his cane,
much to Bunter's relief.

“Oh! No, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“Turn out your pockets !”

“QOh, really, sir—""

“At once!”

“I—I say, sir, Mr. Quelch used to
take a fellow’s word,' gasped Bunter,
“especially mine, sir.”

“That will do, Bunter!
your pockets at once !”

“I—I'd rather you took my word,
sir I gasped Bunter. ‘' Quelch always
did, sir! Quelch would have thought
it rather ungentlemanly to doubt a fel-
low's word, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence !"” exclaimed Mr. Steele.
* Bunter, if you do not turn out your
pockets immediately I shall cane you!"

Bunter groaned, and turned out his
pockets. The first object that came to
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Turn out

light was Ogilvy’s packet, still contain-
ing a consiﬁcrnblo quantity of butter-
scotch. Bunter placed it on the Form
master’s desk, at a sign from Steele.
That was all the tuck that Bunter had
about him. Ogilvy’s study was the only
one he had explored that morning.

“You told me you had no other sweet-
meats about you, Bunter,” said Mr.
Steele severely.

“D-d-did 1, sir!"” gasped Bunter.

“You did! That was an untruthful
statement, Bunter.”

“J—I—I meant to say, sir, that—that
—I mean—it—it was only a figure of
5] , sir!” gasped Bunter.  “The
truth is, sir, I forgot that I had that
packet., And—and % was just going to
tell you, sir.”

“Take ffty lines, Bunter, and go
back to your rlnoe,” said Mr. Steele.
And Bunter rolled away.

A few minutes later the Remove were
dismissed for break. On his way to the
door Billy Bunter stopped.

‘ P-pip-please, sir—" he began.

Ll Wel ?’l

“C-cccan I take the butterscotch,
sir 7"

“You mug not,” said Steele. “All
such things brought into the Form-room
are confiscated. I will, however, return
this to you on Saturday, Bunter. You
may go.”

“But, sir—"

“That will do, Bunter !”

It did not do for Bunter, however.
His eyes lingered longingly and lov-
ingly on the packet of Eutterscotch that
lu; on the Remove master's desk.

“If you please, sir—" gasped
Bunter.

“Leave the Form-room !*

“Yes, sir, but—but—"

Steele stretched out a hand to his
cane. Bunter made one jump after the
other fellows, and vanished from the

Form-room.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Goal !

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo! Smithy,
H what—*

Bob Cherry stared up at the
middle window of the
Remove Form room from the quad-

rag#le.

1e Famous Five of the Remove were
punting about a footer in break, ﬁllinfi
in the time with healthy exercise unti
the bell should go for third school. But
they forgot the rolling footer for a
moment as they came along under the
Remove windows—and sighted Smithy.

The Form-room waes deserted in
break, unless the Form master hap-
pened to linger there. It was not quite
dese now, though ovideni:lrv the
Form master was not there, for Herbert
Vernon-Smith was in the act of scram-
bling out of the window.

“What tha thump—
Harry Wharton. .

“Off your rocker, Smithy?” inquired
Frank Nugent.

The Bounder did not answer. He
scrambled out, shut the window after
him, and dropped from the broad stone
sill rather breathlessly to the ground.

He glanced round him swiitly as he
stood breathing deep, and seemed re-
lieved to find no one but the juniors at
hand.

“What's this game, Smithy?” asked
Johnny Bull. “You'd get into & row if
you were spotted climbing the Form-
room windows.”

“I know that!” answered Smithy.
“But, you see, I couldn’t leave the
Form-room by the door.”

“But the esteemed Smithy must have

exclaimed
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entered the absurd Form-room door-
fully I remarked Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh.

“That's so, old black bean; but there
were reasons for leaving it window-
fully !” chuckled the Bounder, in play-
ful imitation of the nabob's uscommon
Enihsh.

Harry Wharton's eyes were rather
suspiciously on glm grinning Bounder.
He had no doubt that some jape had
taken Smithy to the Form-room during
break, and little doubt that the in-
tended victim was Mr, Richard Steele,
the new master of the ove. The
BF%nc}ar'u feud t_g&ina Steele, inét:sd
of dying away wi e passing s,
had rather ?ntnnsiﬁod. and all the
Remove knew that Smithy was up
against the new master.

Smithy caught Wharton's eye, and
laughed.

“Exactly I” he said, answering the
unspoken question of the captain of the
Remove. “It's a jape! To wit, a
booby-trap 1"

Wharton frowned a little.

“For Steele?” he asked.

“Who elso?” grinned the Bounder.
“If any man is silly ase enough to go
into the Form-room for third school
before Steelo, he will get it. Nobody's
likely to do that. Bteele is never late
for claess—or hardly ever—and I've
never heard of a man in the Remove
who was eager for it.”’

The juniors laughed.

““What have you done?” asked Bob.

“Fixed a lhttle surpriso over the
Form-room door,” drawled the Bounder.
“8o I couldn't go out that way, and
had to bunk by the window. All serene,
as nobody but you men saw me, and l}
suppose you're not in to te
Bteele 7” B

“Don’t be an ass!” said Johnny Bull
grufly. “You know we're not going to
tell Steele. All the same. I think it's a
bit thick.”

“The thickfulness is terrific, my
esteemed Smithy,” said Hurree Singh,
shaking his dusky head.

“It's rotten !” said Wharton abruptly.

The Bounder’s lip curled.

“Think so?” he sneered.

“I think so and say so!” snapped the
captain of the Remove. “Steecle’'s a
decent man, and treats us decently, and
a trick of this egort is rotten on anybody
but a rotter liko Loder of the Sixth
There'll be a row about it, and the
whole Form may get lagged for it.
You ou%htn‘t to have done ib, Smithy.”

“8o glad to hear your opinion,” said
the Bounder urbanely. “Reminds me
of my early, innocent days of infaney,
when T used to sit under the old apple-
tree, holding my nurse by a lily-white
hand, and reading ‘Eric. or Little by,
Little.! "

There was a chuckle from the Co.,
they could not help it. Wharton’s brow
was dark, and darker as ho heard the
chuckle.

“Go on, my young friend,” continued
the Bounder. “I admit being a hard
case, but your improvin’ talk may bring
me back to the strait and narrow
path! Firstly is all right—get on to
secondly.”

“T've said it’s rotten—""

“That’s firstly, and we've had it,”
said the Bounder gravely. “I'm waitin®
for secondly.”

“Why can’t you let Steclo alone?”
exclaimed Wharton. “He's licked you
for cheeking him and servo you jolly
well right, if it comes to that. He
would be glad enough to let you alone
if you'd chuck ragging.”

“Fine!” said the Bounder. “Now,
what about thirdly?” =+

Wharton glanced at the grinning
faces of the Co., and then his eyes
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gleamed at the Bounder, and he
clenched his hands. Bob Cherry
promptly elipped a hand through his
arm.

“Come on, old bean!" he said.
“You're forgetting the footer, and break
don’t last for ever!”

“Hush !” said tho Bounder.

“What? Hush for what1”

“For thirdly,” explained Vernon-
Smith.
“8hut up

ou silly ass!" said Bob,
_Ii you get Wharton's rag
out, you will want some new features
soon afterwards. Come on Harry. The
thing ain't worth ragging about !

“T fancy I can look after my features,
if Wharton has an idea that he could
alter their shape for me!” drawled the
Bounder.

“I've a jolly good mind—" began
Wharton angrily.

laughing. a

““Never mind that gassing ass, Harry—
hoof that ball over!”

Wharton had jerked his arm away
from Bob, and he was looking very
angry indeed. The Bounder's gibes
touched him on the raw, all the more
because his chums seemed to see some-
thing amusing in them. Hco was power-
fully inclin to stride back to the
Bounder and bang his head against the
Form-room wall, as a hint to keep his
mocking tongue a little better under
control.

The Bounder read his thoui‘ht in his
frowning face and laughed. His laugh

was intended to exasperate, and it did!
Wharton clenched his hands and made
a stride towards him—the Bounder wait-
ing for him to come up, with a jeering

grin.
But at that moment Bob Cherlry
the

weighed in. Bob had reached
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The Bounder, unheeding, rushed after
Bob. Bob followed the footer at a pace
that Vernon-Smith found it difficult to
equal. His comrades followed on,
lnughmﬁ. The clang of the bell for
third school rang out, and the Bounder,
in a savage mood, went in to get a
hurried wash before going to the Form-
room., And as he went into the House
there camo from the direction of the
Remove-room o fearful yell!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unfortunate for Fishy !
“ KINNER, old chap!"”
S “Bow-wow!” said Skinner.
“0ld fellow—"
Skinner of the Remove laughed.

“0Old fellow” from Bunter meant that
Bunter wanted something; and Skinner

A fearful yell, followed by a chunk

of butterscotch, burst from Bllly

Bunter’s fat lips as Bob Cherry
thumped him on the back.

* murmured

“My esteemed chum—
the Nabob of Bhanipur, .

“Let him get on with it,” said the
Bounder coolly. “Wharton's on_his
favourite stunt of settin’ a shinin'
example to the Form. Little Harry
loves his kind teachers, you know.”

“QOh, shut up, you ass!” said Johnny
Bull. “Come on, Wharton! It's no
bizney of ours, anyhow.”

Bob Cherry dragged his chum away
almost by main force, and the Bounder
stood looking after them, his hands in
his pockets, and a mocking grin on his
face.

1t entertained him to get Wharton's
rag out, as Bob expressed it, and he
was quite reckless whether it led to a
scrap or mot; though, as a matter of
fact, he was aware that he was scarcely
a match for the captain of the Remove.

“You fellows are spoilin® a good
sermon!” he called out. “ Wharton's in
his best vein—why not let him rip?”

“My estcemed Smithy, a still tongue
is a stitch in time that saves ninepence !
said the Nabob of Bhanipur. *The
idiotic jawfulness is not the proper
caper."

“Shut up, Smithy !" snapped Nugent.

“Rats!"” retorted the Bounder coolly.
“You men shut up! Ain’t we sittin’ at
the feet of Gamaliel, havin' our minds
improved? Get on to thirdly, Wharton,
or ﬂou won’t have time for fourthly and
fifthly "bet'ora the bell goes for third

school.
“On the ball,” said Bob Cherry.

footer, and it lay at his fect—wet and

muddy from several puddles it had
passed through.
He kicked.

Perhaps it was an accident—and per-
haps it was not! The muddy ball rose
from Bob's foot, whizzed as straight as
an arrow, and landed on the Bounder’s
somewhat prominent nose.

Crash!

“Oh!" gasped Smithf’.

He sat down suddenly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Bull.
“Gﬂﬂ-l!”
Harry Wharton's angry face broke

into a grin. The Bounder sat with his
face smothered in mud, and the ball, as
it rolled away, left streaks of mud on
his clothes. And his face had quite lost
its mocking grin, and was convulsed
with rage.

With an angry vell, the DBounder
leaped to his feet and rushed at Bob.

“You rotter! You did that on pur-
pose !" he yelled.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob dodged the rush, and ran for the
ball, laughing.

“You'd better go and get a wash
before third school, Smithy,” chuckled
Johnny Bull. “You need it.”

“The washfulness is the proper
caper,” chortled Hurree Singh.

of the Remove was about the last fellow
at Groyfriars to whom to apply when
a fellow wanted anything. ,

“Like some butterscotch, old chap?”
asked DBunter. i

“What's the matter with it?” asked
Skinner.

“Timeo Danaos,” evidently, was
Skinner’s motto. Like that distrustful
old gentleman Laocoon, he feared the
Greeks when they offered gifts.

“Oh, really, Skinner!"” said DBunter
reproachfully.

“Well, where's the butterscotch?’ in-
quired Skinner suspiciously.

“In the Form-room—""

Skinner chuckled.

“T tumble!” he yemarked genially.

“That beast Stecle left it on  his
desk,” said Bunter. “A fellow could
get into the Form-room and bag it—"

“Quite!"” agreed Skinner. “He could
also bag six from Steele for doing it!
What "

“Well, a clever chap like you,
Skinner—"

“Thanks!"

“A really sharp fellow like you, old
chap, with his wits about him, and all
that—"" urged Bunter,

“Look!"” said Skinner., He put a
finger and thumb to his eye, and opened
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the optic a little wider than was
normal. “Look in that, Bunter.”

Bunter hlinke'(cld at Skinner's wide-
opened eye, puzzled. .
p“See nl;ny grcm in it 7" asked Skinner.

“Oh, really, you beast—""

Skinner chuckled and walked away.

Evidently, Harold Skinner was not
going to take the risk of bagging the
confiscated  butterscotch  from _ Mr.
Steele's desk in the Form-room. There
was no green in Skinner's eye. Bunter
had to look a little farther for a cats-
paw,

Heo looked farther! It was necessary
to bag that butterscotch. Properly
speaking, it should have been con-
fiscated ; but Steele had said that Bunter
shou!d have it again on Saturday. That
was all very well; but Saturday was a
long way off. Bunter, like the boy in
the story, did not want jam to-morrow;
he wanted jam to-day.

As a last resource, Bunter was pre-
pared to creep stealthily to the Form-
room and annex that packet of butter-
scotch himself. But that, of course, was
a very final resource.

Ho might be caught! In which case,
thero wero at least lines to be looked
for, and probably a licking. And if a
licking was to be handed out, Bunter
had a natural disinclination to be the
fellow who received it. Any other
fellow in the Lower Fourth did not
matter so much. So Bunter looked for
another fellow to extract the butter-
scotch from Steele's desk in the Remove-
room. He had not much time to lose if
he was going to devour that comestiblo
in break. And that was important; in
fact, tho most important matter within
tho wide limits of the universe, just
then.

Skinner having failed him, owing to
the lack of green in his eye, Bunter

asked Snoop of the Remove. But
Snoop’s eyes, too, scemed lo be lacking
in the verdant hue; Snoop only
chuckled.

« Then Bunter sighted Ogilvy of the
Remove. Ogilvy was a fellow who
cared little for risks—just the fellow to
do it! But Bunter shook his head. The
butterscotch belonged to Ogilvy; and if
he recognised the packet as his own, he
was quite likely to keep it instead of

handing it over to DBunter. Bunter
could not help thinking that he was
capeble of it. So he did not ask

Ogil\ry's assistanco.

Then Bunter's fat face brightened at
the sight of Fisher T. Fish. Fishy was
the man he wanted.

True, Fishy was not the man to take
risks. Fishy was remarkably careful of
his transatlantic skin. On the other
hand, the prospect of getting something
for nothing was one that Fisher
Tarleton Fish could scarcely resist.
Fisher Tarleton Fish lived and moved

and had his being in mnnog; or money's
value. What was left of that packet of
butterscotch was worth ninepence.

Halves meant fourpence-halfpenny for
Fishy—for nothing! Could a keen,
cute, spry youth, who had been raised
in New York, resist the temptation to
bag fourpence-halfpenny for nothing?
It was not likely! Bunter rolled over to
Fishy and put the case to him.

““Halves, Fishy!” said Bunter. “It’s
lovely butterscotch — scrumptious!
Halves, if you bag it for me.”

“Why can’t you bag it for yourself 7"
grunted Fishy.

“I'm not so clever as you are, old
chap.”

That sort of “soft sawder ” was no use
to Harold Skinner; but Fisher T. Fish
took it like a gudgeon. Fishy was con-
scious of being the cleverest fellow at

'Erbert | That was all he'd had by way of a name
ever since he could remember . . . this little waif of the
slums, Ragged, destitute, half-starved, but made of the

real right stuff, it's a lucky

Tom Merry & Co., the chums of St. Jim's,

pluck and grit win 'Erbert

day for him when he meets
Sheer
their friendship and then

comes a change in the waif's life that leaves him
almost dizzy. This fine long story—one of Martin Clifford’s
very best—will hold you from the first line to the last1
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Greyfriars, bar none; but his cleverness
was not acknowledged in the Remove as
it ought to have been. It was pleasant
to Fishy to have justico done him for
once.

“You've said it,” he agreed.

“You see, it's easy enough,” said
Bunter, “Steele’s gone to his study—
I watched him. He won’t go near the
Form-room ain till the bell goes
for third school. Safo as houses! Only,
of course, a fellow would have to be
sharp. That’s why I'm asking you.”

‘‘Sure !” assented Fishy.

. “Halves!” said Bunter, *“What about
it, old chap?”

“How much butterscotch left in the

acket?” Fisher T. Fish was nothin
Pf not businesslike. "
“Threo quarters,” said Bunter.

“There were four chunks and I broke

rice the packet?”
“A shilling.”

*That means ninepence worth!” said
Fisher T. Fish thoughtfully. * Look
here, halves isn't d enough! A
guy might get cinched. That means
trouble! Make it two-thirds for me.”

“Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Two-thirds or nothing!"” said Fisher
T. Fish decidedly, “that’s only a
tanner’s worth for taking all the risk.
That or nix.”

Billy Bunter snorted. But even a
third part of the remainder of the
butterscotch was better than nothing.
He nodded.

“It's a Eo " he said. “I suppose
you can’'t help being mean, Fiehy, as
it's bred in the bone. It's a go.”

“Leave it to me,” eaid Fishy.

He walked away with his jerky steps
to the House. Billy Bunter rolled after
him. He intended to keep Fishy in
sight from a distance. But from a eafe
distance—he was not going to be caught
near the Form-room. TFisher T. Fish
vanished into the House, and whipped
into the Form-room passage. It was
close on time for third school now, and

any minute the bell might begin to
ring.
Bunter entered the House and

li‘r_n ered near the doorwa
Fishy. He grinned as
Bounder coming up the ste
muddy face. Vernon-Smith came in
scowling. But Bunter gave him only
ono blink—he was not interested in the
Bounder. He was anxious for Fishy to
return from the Form-room with the
recaptured butterscotch, And then, all
of a sudden—

“*Yarooooooooooh |

It was a fearful yell from the direction
of the Form-room. It rang through the
House,

Bunter jumped.

Something secemed to have happened

.

to Fish

“Yooop! Wake snakes! Oh, Jeru-
salem crickets! Yarooooop!” came the
yelling voice of the American junior.

¥, waiting for
ho saw the
, with his

;T};Hnderl QOoocooooop!  Grooooogh !
w
. {;2; H_ciumbsl" gasped  Bunter.

The Bounder started.

“What on earth——" he ecjaculated.
“What—"

‘' Blessed if I know,” gasped Bunter.
“Fishy's gone to the Form-room—"

“The—the Form-room”! ejaculated
the Bounder.

“Yes, to get my butterscotch——"

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Something’s happened—"

" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! Grooogh ! Yoop !
Carry me home to diel Jumping
Jehosophat! Whooop 1"

Obviously, something had happened!
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Inky!

“ UG—gug—gug !"
G An  extraordinary-looking
ﬁfure tottered in the doorway
o

the Remove-room.

It tottered and spluttered and gasped
and gurgled.

There was a rush from all sides to see
what had happened. The yells and
howls of that extraordinary figure rang
far and wide.

It was Fisher T. Fish—but the trans-

atlantic junior was scarcely recog-
nisable. "His head and face were
smothered with ink. Ink ran down
his mneck, and down his clothes in
streams. Ink clothed him like a
garment.

On the floor lay a flat tin pan. That

pan, evidently, had been lodged on the
top of the door, which had been left
ajar. Equally evidently it had been
led with ink—pints of ink, if not
gallons of it, to }udfo by the startling
aspect of Fisher Tarleton Fish. Some-
body had raided the ink supply in the
Form-room cupboard for the purpose of
that booby-trap, and had apparently
used up the whole supply available.

Fisher T. Fish gouged ink from his
eyes and mnose and mouth. The fall
of that pan full of ink had caught him
fair and square as he pushed open the
Form-room door. It had been planted
with great care and judgment, and it
had acted exactly as designed—though
unfortunately falling on the wrong
head !

Wingate of the Sixth arrived on the
scene—thoughtfully bringing a cane
under his arm. He fairly jumped at
the sight of the inky figure standing in
the doorway.

“What—" he ejaculated.

“Ow! Oooooch! Groogh! Gug-gug-
gug!” epluttered the unhappy Fishy.
“My hat! QOoooch! TLook at me!
Grooogh! Great gophers! Woooooh !

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Coker of the
Fifth, coming up with a erowd. “Who
is it? What is it? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groogh! I guess it's me!” gasped
Fisher 1. Fish. “T'll slay Bunter—I'll
gouge him—I'll lynch him—wooooch !”

“Is that Fish?” exclaimed Wingate,
recognising the nasal accent that came
through the flood of ink.

“Yep! Oooch! SBure! Woooch!”

“A queer fish!"” said Coker. with a
brilliant attempt at wit. “A very
queer fish."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hailo, hallo, hallo!” The Famous
Five came up breathlessly. * Hallo,
hallo! Who—what—"

“Yaroooogh !

“1 say, you fellows,” gaeped Bunter,
rolling up and blinking in horror and
amazement at the wretched Fish, *“I
say——

“It's a booby-trap!"” said Hobson of
the Shell.

“And it's jolly well caught a booby !"
chuckled Colker.

“Ow! Oococh! T spiflicate that fat
mugwump—""

“0Oh, really, Fishy—"

Fishy ([M]{N! ink from his oves, and
glared round for Bunter. His impression
was that Bunter had arranged this sur-
prise for him, a natural impression in
the circumstances.

“You fat guy!” he roared. “You
fignre you can drench a galoot with
Yi“k)’ ink and get away with it? T guess
Il make potato scrapings of you! Oh
crumbsl Ow! Grooogh!”

“I—T didn't—"" gasped Bunter. *“I

never knew—I—I—— Ow!
off ! Melp!”

Wingate grabbed the American junior
by the shoulder, as he made a furious
rush ar Bunter.

Keep him

“Here, stop that 1" he gasped.

I guess T'll burst him!” roared
Fisher I', Fish.

“Stop it—="

“Look at me!" raved Fishy. ‘Look

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Here’s another poem from the
pen of our special rhymester, featuring
yet another of the leading lights of
Greyfriars.

This week:

HERBERAT VERNON-SMITH.

tougliest ecase in all the

e
i hool
(They etill call him the
“ Bounder "),

Iz Vernon-Smith; he is no fool,

But quite a good all-rounder.
Time was when Smithy went the pace
~And scorned the consequences;
In fact, he was a real disgrace.

Terrific his offences.

He smoked and gambled like a fool,
And spent a heap of money
With Harold Skinner (willing. tool),
And thought such things quite funny.
The *““Beak " came down, likewise the
birch,
So Smithy, 'neath persuasion,
Forsook his sporty, rorty perch—
Until the next occasion !

Still, in the end his common gense
And sporting nature blending,

Gave Smithy wondrous recompense;
Also a chum in Redwing.

For now he's turned a clean new leaf
And left the path that’s tortuous,

To play the game with all his beef
In manner straight and virtuous.

His prowess on the footer ground;
His mighty hits at cricket;

All go to prove he's really found
His better self, he'll stick it.

We wish him well; his lot is hard;
An uphill fight laborious.

Against temptation he must gnard
And cads who are notorious.

His money is his biggest snare
(He simply rolls in fivers) ;
His pater is a millionaire
Who oft sends him “revivers.”
Then Smithy likes to cut a dash
And spend in reckless fashion ;
What of the price? He has the cash,
T'e spend’s his ruling passion.

We all have faults, and =0 has he;
We must not then be judges,
The Bounder's got his points, you sce
(Forget those carly smudges),
So gi\'l:-l three cheers, and three more
still ;
C'ome on, let's all be triers,
And Jl‘l:"I”I', my lads, with right good
will :
“THE BDOUNDER OF CGREY-
FRIARS.”
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at me! Ain't I a sight for sore eyes!”
I'll sure scrap that fat jay.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, keep him off "
gasped Bunter. I never knew—"

“What is all this?" It was the deep
voice of Richard Steele. “What has
happened "

“Fishy's  happened,” Bob Cherry
murmured to his comrades. * Lucky
Steele  don't know how nearly he
happened himself ! What?”

The Co. chuckled.

How and why Fisher T. Fish had
walked into the booby-trap prepared for
Mr. Steele, they did not know, but
obviously he had! It was not the
first time that Fizhy had thrust his long
nose into places not healthy for it.

“Look at me!” roared Fishy. “I'll
say that fat galoot fixed this up for me,
he sure did, and I'm going to lynch

him——"
vourself, Tish!"” said Mr.

“Calm
Steele.  “ Bunter, did you put up this
“1

trap over the Form-room door "

“Oh lor'! No!" gasped Buinter.
never knew it was there! Never knew
anything about it, sir! T shouldn't
have asked Fishy to go into the Form-
room if I'd known, sir.”

“You fat mugwump—-"'

“Suspicion seems to rest on vyou,
Bunter,” said Steele. “You asked Fich
to go into the Form-room ”»

“Oh, no, sir! I mean I never asked
him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence! Why did you ask Fish to
izo to the Form-room, Bunter, if you
d not prepared this foolish and dis-
gusting trap for him?”

_“It—it wasn't to get the butterscotch,
sir!” gasped Bunter.

“What 1"

“I—I never thought of the butter-
scotch, sir! I never asked Fishy to

et it for me, and never offered him
ralves, sir! I—I never asked Skinner,
cither—did I, Skinner?"”

Skinner chortled.

“I—I don't know why Fishy went to
the Form-room, sir!"' gasped Bunter.
i M’:tlu-nmm-my mind's a perfect blank,

sir
tell

“You
Bunter.’

“That—that's just what I'm doing.
sir! Mr. Quelch would tell you how
truthful I am, sir, if he was here. He
knows.”

“I guess I'll—"

“Come, come,” said Mr. Stecle, smil-
ing. “If Bunter sent you to the Form-
room to fetch the butterscotch, Fish, it
is clear that he had not fixed up this
trap.”

had better

the truth,

“Of course not!" gasped Bunter., “I
—I  haven't got the butterscotch,
sir! I never asked Fishy to get it, ﬁlr_{

I wouldn’t!
“You
Bunter.”

“Oh crikey!"

“You will take a hundred lines also,
Fish.”

"(;rﬂﬂ(\g}l!“

“Now go away at once and clean
vourself,” said the Remove master.
“You are in a revolting state, Tish.”

“Don’t I know it 7" groaned Fish,

“(io away at once.”

“1 guess I want to know who fixed np
that dog-goned booby-trap. I guess I'm
sure going to make potato-scrapings of
that guy.”

“Go!” snapped Mr, Steele.

And Fizher 'I'. Yish went, leaving an
inky trail behind him. He left also

I never thought of it

will take a hundred lines,

a erowd of fellows roaring with
langhter.
The Remove went into their Forme

room, treading earvefully ronnd the lake
Tue Macser Laprany.—No, 1,145,



of ink in tho doorway. One member
oi the Form remained absent; it was
Jikely to be a long time before Fisher
T, Fish was in a fit stcto to appear in
class,

Mr. Stecle followed his Form in, also
treading carefully round tho inky lake.
He fixed his keen eyes on the class.

His glance lingered for a moment or
two on the faco of tho Bounder.
Vernon-Smith returned his look with
cool .assurance,

“My boys,” said tho new master of
the Remove, “I cannot doubt that that
wretched device, which I believe you
would call a booby-trap, was intended
for me personally, though fortunately it
fell upon Fish.”

“Wonder if Fishy thinks it was for-
tunate 77 murmured Skinner; and there
was a gigglo in the Remove.

“T am afraid,” said Mr. Stecle, “that
some boy in my Form intended this out-
rago for me.”

The Form was silent. They had no
moro doubt about that than Richard
Steele had, especially the Famous Five.
But it was not their cue to speak.

“I command the boy concerned to
step out before the Form,” said the
Remove master.

The command fell upon unheeding

ears, Nobody stirred. Mr.  Stecle
waited a few moments, and then
resumed :

“The boy will be discovered and
punished. In the meantime, the ink
must be cleaned from the floor. As this
is the work of a member of the Remove
I assign that task to the Form.
Wharton 1"

“Yes, sir.,”

“You will go to the house-dame’s
room and request her, from me, to
supply what is m!cessarfy for cleaning
up that shocking mess from the floor.
You will bring the utensils here, and
the whole Form will take part in the
cleaning.”

“Oh!" ejaculated Wharton,

He left the Form-room. ‘There was a
murmur in the Remove. 'I'he prospect
of mopping up that sca of ink was not
a pleasant one.

“If you pleaso, sir—
Bounder.

“Well, Vernon-Smith?” The grey
eyes dwelt with a very pentrating look
on the Bounder.

“May I mention, sir, that we are not
sent to Greyfriars to do housemaid’s
work?” said the Bounder coolly. **
object, sir, and I am sure my father
would object.”

The Removites caught their breath.

“Indeed!” said Steele. *“Were your
father hero to express  objection,
Vernon-Smith, 1 should certainly listen
to his opinion with respect. As Mr.
Vernon-Smith is not hero the question
does not arise. As for your personal
objections, they are of no moment
whatever.”

“1 consider, sir—"

“You will bo silent, Vernon-Smith.”

Mr. Steelo did not raise his voice;
but there was a tone in it that mado
the Bounder realise that he had gono
far enough—if not a little too far. He
remained silent. Harry Wharton re-
turned a few minutes later with a
very red faco and a pail of hot water
and several mops and brushes and
cloths and other implements,

The next quarter of an hour was very
unpleasant for tho Remove.

‘ertainly they escaped a part of third
school. But tho task that replaced
school work was deecidedly disagreeable,
Steelo was in grim ecarnest, and under
his steely grey eye the juniors had to
work at tho cleaning process, till all
the ink had been mopped up, the floor
washed and rubbed clean and dry.

Tue Magxer Lmnrany.—No, 1,145.

gaid the

There were enraged faces in the
Remove, and murmured threats of what
was going to happen to the born idiot
who had fixed up that booby-trap and
given them such a task. )

If it wos Steele's object to make his
Form sick and tired of booby-traps in
the Form-room, he was highly success-
ful.  After that grubby and inky
quarter. of an hour even tho Bounder
was not likely to think of playing that
trick mgain.  Indeed, he was rather
uneasy as to what would bo tho outcome
when tho fellows knew that he was tho
causo of all that ghastly trouble.

The task was finished at last. Fellows
went to their places smeared with ink
and in exceedingly bad tempers. Fisher
T. Fish, still looking a little inky after
a lot of rubbing and scrubbing, came
in to his place with his “mad” still
up, as he would have expressed it in
his own language. Third school was
not happy in the Remove-room that

RAISE A LAUGH AND WIN
A USEFUL SHEFFIELD
STEEL PENKNIFE

like Jerry Shefferman, of 45, Sars-
field Terrace, Cork, Ireland, who
has sent in the following *nb-
tickler.”

THE RIGHT WAY 1

A little boy had eaten too
much cake for his tea and
was soon roaring lustily. His
mother’s visitor was much
disturbed. *“ If he was my
child,'* she said, ** he'd get a
spanking.” ‘*He deserves
it, the mother admitted,
“ but | don't believe in spank-
ing him on a full stomach.”
“ Neither do I,"' said the
visitor dryly. * 1'd turn him
over 1"

Send in your jokes to-day, boys.

morning. Stecle went on  with the
lesson as if nothing had happened, and
if ho noticed that some members of
tho Form gave Smithy expressive looks
—expressive of what was going to
happen after class—he gave it no hecd.

He appeared to have forgotten the
incident by the time tho Remove was
dismissed. But tho Remove had not
forgotten—the Bounder least of all.
The Bounder was feeling quite uneasy
when ho left the Form-room with the
rest of the Remove.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Feels Sore !

" OU benighted idiot!”
Y The Bounder grunted,
“You born chump !”
“0Oh, chuck
Vernon-Smith,
“You burbling bandersnatch !”
Tho Famous Five were not disposed
to “chuck " it. They had taken a full

it!"  growled

THE MAGNET

share in cleaning up the fnal]y muck
after the fall of tho booby-trap, and
they were angry and indignant. It was
all very well for Smithy to jape the
Form master, against whom he had a
feud, so long as ho *ept the results to
himself. When the results were spread
over the whole Form, it was quito a
different matter, and that fact the
Famous Five wero now proceeding to
make plain to the Bounder.

“You frabjous, foozling fathead!”
said Johnny Bull.  *“What sort of a
pifling idiot do you call yourself?”

“You howling ass!” said Harry
Wharton. “A precious sort of jape on
Steele—getting tho whole Form a job
of mopping up ink and cleaning floors.”

“Tho fatheadfulness of the esteemed
Smithy is terrific. The bumpfulness is
the proper caper.”

Vernon-Smith glared at the angry
five. They had cornered him at the
end of the Form-rocom corridor, and
there was no escape for the Bounder.
The rest of the Form gathered round
the Famous Five, mg their looks
showed that their opinion was the same.

“8o it was you!” snorted Bolsover
major.

“You silly ass!” said Skinner.

“You pesky mugwump!’ howled
Fisher T. Fis.{. “You fixed u lh'l.t.

dog-goned ink to swamp on my cal
*Oh, go and eat coke!” snarled the
Bounder. It wasn't meant for you,
ou bony freak; it was meant for
teele.”
1 guess I got it!” howled Fisher T.
Fish.

“8Bervo you right for poking your
silly head in where it wasn’t wanted.”

“Why, you boneheaded jay—"
roared Fisher T. Fish indignantly.

“Let me pass, you silly fools!”
snapped the Bounder, glaring round
on the ring of indignant faces.

“Don’t be in such a hurry!” said
Bob Cherry, shoving the Bounder back
28 he strove to push through the crowd

of juniors. “Gentlemen, chaps, and
fellows, that fathead has given us a
maove that

lot of mo pinf up to do.
we mop that fathead up next.”

“ Hear, hear !

“Bump him !

“Look here——" roared the Bounder
furiously. *“Hands off! By gad,
I'll— Oh, my hat!”

The Bounder hit out furiously as the
Famous Five collared him, But in a
moment he was swept off the floor in
the grnsr of five pairs of hands,

Bump

“Oh!"” gasped Vernon-Smith.

Bump !

“ Whooop !

“Take t?mt as a tip not to play the
giddy ox, Smithy!” said Frank

Nugent, and the Famous Five walked
on, leaving Herbert Vernon-Smith
sprawling and gasping on the floor,

Smithy sat up rather diuilﬂ.

“And take that as another tip!"
growled Bolsover major, giving the
Bounder a shove that sent him sprawl-
ing again.

““And that as another!” grinned
Ogilvy, as he and Russell grasped the
Bounder and rolled him over.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I kinder calculate you can take
a tip from me, too, you pesky jay!”
snorted Fisher T. Fish, and he grasped
the sprawling Bounder’s collar, and
tapped his head on the floor.

ernon-Smith uttered a yell of rage,
and serambled up; and Fisher T. Fish
rather hastily departed.

“He, he, he!" cackled Billy Bunter.

The Dounder madoe an enraged rush
after Fishy. Someone put out a foot
and he tripped over it, and went down
again.

The Remove streamed out into the
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With unerring aim the muddy football rose from Bob Cherry’s boot and landed on the Bounder’s somewhat prominent nose !

quadrangle, most of them pausing a
moment or two to tell the Bounder
what they thought of him as they
passed.

Vernon-Smith
stood panting for
crimson, and his eycs
rage.

'om Redwing remained with him
when the others were gone. He was
Smithy’s chum; but Smithy’s look was
anything but chummy as he glared at
him. The failure of {155 jape on Steele
and its unpleasant results had put the
Bounder in a mood to quarrel with
friend or foe.

“Well, haven't you anything to say,
like the rest?” heo asked bitterly.

“Only that you'd better come up to
the study and have a brush down, old
chap!” said Redwing mildly.

“The rotters!"” breathed the Bounder.

icked himself up, and
breath, his face
glinting with

“They'd have cackled all right if
Steele had got that dose of ink. The
rotters !”

Redwing did not reply to that.

“1'Il make them squirm for it!"” said
the Bounder, between his teeth.

“Botter forget all about it, old

follow,” eaid Tom, “and—

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” growled the
Bounder. “That fool Fishy spoiled the
whole thing, poking his bony head into
the Form-room before Steele got there.
Steele would have got it

“It's rather lucky for you that he
didn't,” said Tom dryly. *There
would have been a rrighlfl.ﬂ row if a
Form-master had got that swamping

with ink. You must have been a
duffes!"

“| don't look on him as a Form
master,” snarled the Bounder. *He's

a man wanted by the police, and vou
know it as well as I do.”
£] dom't knmow it, and you don't,

Smithy,” said Redwing; “and if that
yarn was true, that's no reason for
catching him in a booby-trap, and it
would Ea\'n meant a Head's flogging!"

“I'm going to make him cringe!"
said the Bounder savagely. ‘' He's
down on me, because he pi(no\\'s that I
know him in his true colours.”

“He's down on you because you're
disrespectful and cheeky, old chap.
Whatever he is, you can’t expect a man
in a lForm master's position to stand
cheek from a junior.”

“I'll get him out of a Form master's
position before I've done with him!”
gnarled the Bounder, “I've a jolly
good mind to go to the police-station
and tell them where they can lay their
finger on the Courtfield cracksman!"”

“Come and have a brush down, in-
stead !" said Tom, smiling.

“The rotter carries his head high,
though he knows the whole Form knows
what he is!" said Vernon-Smith.
“I'll bring it down a peg or twol
I've got another stunt in mind that
Fisllfv won't be able to spoil by poking
his fool head into it!"

“Better let it drop.”

“Is that your opinion?" sncered the
Bounder.

“Yes, old chap!"”

“Then keep it to yourself, and pgo
and eat coke!” was Smithy's reply,
and he turned and tramped away,
leaving Tom Redwing with a troubled
look on his face. Redwing was the
Bounder’s loyal clivm; but a chum of
a fellow like Herbert Vernon-Smith
did not always find his lines cast in
pleasant places,

The Bounder had a scowling face at
the dinner-table that day. e loved to
figure in the eyes of the Form as a
daring fellow, reckless of authority, and
regardless of “Beaks,” admired for his

nerve and audacity. Had the new
master of the Remove fallen into the
booby-trap, no doubt Smithy would
have been talked of in the Lower
School in awed tones as a fellow of
unparallelled nerve. But the way the
jape had turned out was anything but
gratifying; and the Bounder was feel-
ing exceedingly sore.

But the Bounder had, as he had said,
another stunt in mind, and after dinner
he procecded to get on with it. So far,
the strange story of Richard Steele—
the suspicion that the new master of
the Remove was in reality no other
than the notorious Courtfield cracks-
man—had been talked of only in the
Lewer School.

Smithy wondered bitterly how he
would lhike it, when it became the talk
of the Upper School, and spread to
Masters' Common-room; and it was
Smithy's idea to help it on its way.
And, with that nminhﬂ: object in view,
after dinmer he took his way to the
study of Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Prout—and for Smithy !
R. PAUL PROUT, master of
M the Fifth Form at Greyfriars,
was taking his ease in his

ample study armchair.

An armchair had to be ample for
Mr. Prout to take his case in it, for
Mr. Prout himself was ample—very
ample.

It was a very extensive armchair
bur Mr. Prout filled it almost to over
flowing.

Prout was not in a good temper that
afternoon.
Tue MagNer Lisrary.—No. 1,145,
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e had had some little difficulties in
s Forme-room that morning, chiefly
aith Ceker of the Fifth. Coker was a
ather trying pupil; what he did not
but what he

AIOW  Was  enormous, it
liought he knew was unlimited. Be-
Prout’s most backward

sides  bein
pupil, ho ﬁud a contempt for Prout,
which made it quite difficult for Prout
to teach him anything.

But it was not only Coker who
worried Prout. He was, after all, used
10 Coker—hardencd to him, as it were.

Prout was hurt.

Prout was a chatty gentleman. The
way he waylaid other masters in the
corridors and engaged them in chats
wade him the terror of the stafl.

Masters would turn corners, or even
catch up their gowns and run, at the
sight of Prout in the offing. i

Prout’s chats were lengthy. They
were mostly about himself. They were
onc-sided affairs, too; in fact, as Prout
did all the talking, the other masters
wordered why he couldn’t do it in his
sudy, all by himself, But Prout,
though he did not like the other fellow
io say much, required an occasional
"3‘p’a " or “no,"” or * just so " or “quite
§0.”"

11is conversation was, so to speak, one-
way trafic; but le liked the other
fellow to be there to listen,

Fortunately, Prout was so thoroughly
satisfied with himself, that he seldom
observed what was obvious to every-
body else. He chatted his little chats
with great satisfaction to himself, and
never guessed why his vietim suddenly
remembered that he had a class, or an
appointment with the Head, or a trunk
call,

Naver—till now! XNow, rolling down
on Mr. Capper, the master of the
Fourth, brimming with chatty good-
humour, he had actually seen Capper
whip round a corner and vanish—so
anmistakably that even Prout could not
be deceived.

It hurt Prout.

And it mnever rains but it pours.
Stopping Mr. Hacker, the master of the
f:‘!\t_-ll.1 to remark to him on Capper's
curious conduct, he had not been given
time to make a single remark. Hacker
had stated, hurriedly and unthinkingly,
thar he had a class, and rustled on.

Now, obviously, Hacker hadn't a
class just after dinner. Had he said
that he had an appointment with the
Head, or a trunk call, it would have
gono down. DBut in the haste of the
moment, Hacker had said that he had
a class, which was obviously a termino-
logical inexactitude. It could only mean
that he did not want to talk to Prout—
or, to be more correct, did not want to
be talked to by him. In conversational
matters, Prout was always in the active
voice, his listeners in the passive.

With great dignity, Prout had rolled
‘nto his study—unaccompanied, In his
nresent state of hurt feehings, he did not
sare to ask any other master in for a
shat; lest they should act aftor the
manner of Capper and Hacker.

Pondering over the matter, Prout
realised that the other masters had often
wted in a way that was perilously like
Zapper’s and Hacker's. Little Wiggins,
of the Third, for instance, only the day
sefore, had broken off a most interest.
ing conversation to rush off to tea with
he Head—yet half an hour later Prout
had seen him in the quad, nowhere near
the Head's houso, and obviously not at
tea with the Head.

Then there was Twigg, of the Second ;
was it really the fact that he had had
to rush off for that trunk call? Prout
wow doubted it.

Tn.lunﬁ‘his case with his ample form
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filling every available inch of space in
that ample armchair, Prout pondered
rather bitterly.

At the present moment he could sceo
only one bright spot on a.murky horizon
of doubt and wounded dignity. That
was Richard Steele, the new master of
the Remove. Quelch, the former master
of the Removye, had been least amenable
of all the staff to Prout’s chattiness.
But Steele was quite a different pro-
position.

Steele always listened with respect
and attention, as was proper from a
young man to an clder; he never said
that he had a class when he obviously
hadn't; he never seemed to be waiting
for a trunk call; no appointment with
the Head ever interrupted his talks with
Prout. A miost intelligent, indeed,
intellectual, young man, Prout thought
him—with irreproachable manners, a
proper respect for superior wisdom, and
altogether a shining example to the. rest
of the stafl,

Prout’s frowning face softened as he
thought of young Steele. Really, a very

pleasant and agreeable young man;
well-informed, yet keen on acquiring
additional informnation, for did he not

always listen to Prout with marked
attention? Uncommonly intelligent, for
in practically everything, his opinions
agreed with Prout’s.

Tap
The Fifth Form master’s meditations
were interrupted by that tap at his
study door.

“Come in!"” said Prout, in his boom-
ing voice, on its most agreeable note.
He hoped that it was Steele.

A talk with Steele would have cheered
him in his present hurt and deflated
state.

Steele, it was true, had a rather
curious taste in topics; he liked discuss.
ing the strange series of burglaries that
had taken place in the neighbourhood of
Greyfriars during the past few months;
that topic scemed to interest him more
than Prout’s tales of hunting grizzlies
in the Rocky Mountains, and scaling
Alpine glaciers in the dear dead days
beyond recall.

As Prout was a fountain of gossip,
Steele “drew from him everything that
everybody knew, thought, or said, on
that topie.

Prout did not really mind. He was
not really particular as to the topie o
long as he did all the talking. When he
was given his head in a chat he was
happy; and Steele always gave him his
head. A very pleasant and nice-
mannered  young  man—ver nice-
manunered indeed. Prout liked him very
much,

But he was doomed to disappointment
now; it was not Stecle who entered; it
was a Remove junior.

Prout raised his eyebrows at the sight
of Herbert Vernon-Smith,

He had no business with the Remove,
and he could not imagine why a Lower
Fourth junior had come to his study.

“What is it, Vernon-Smith?” he
asked rather grufily.
“May speak to youn for a few

minutes, sir?” asked the Bounder very
civilly.

“I see no objection if you have any-
thing to say to me,” answered Mr.
Prout, staring at him. “You may
speak.”

Vernon-Smith closed the door.

“You're very kind, sir,” he said.
sure you will excuse mo for
troubling you. I'm in neced of advice,
sir.”

“You had better go to your own
Form master in that case, Vernon-
Smith.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“My Form mastor is away from Grey-
friars at prescnt, sir.”

“I am not speaking of Mr. Quelch.
Mpr. Steele is your present Form master.

What do you mean?”

“The matter is one that concerns Mr.
Steele, sir, and one that I cannot men-
tion to him,” said the Dounder.

Prout stared.

“I do not understand you! You may
acquaint me with the matter if you like,
however.” Nothing would have induced
Prout to admit that he was curious;
indeed, he was not conscious of it. But,
as a matter of fact, he took a deep and
abiding interest in the affairs of others,
as Herbert Vernon-Smith was very well
aware.

“Thank you, sir! You have heard of
the burglaries that have happened near
Greyfriars this term and last, sir?”

“What? What? Of course! But
what—""

“I believe, sir, that I've scen the
man!” said Smithy.

Prout almost jumped.

“The burglar!” he cjaculated.

“Yes, sirl"

“Good gad! 1 do not understand how
you can possibly have seen that notori-
ous_villain, who is quite unknown to the
police. However, you may proceed—
kindly tell me at once what you mean.”

“One night last term, sir, two Removo
fellows, Wharton and Bunter, lost trains
coming back from Folkestone, and
passed Hogben Grange after midnight.
It was the night of the burglary there.
They saw a man—""

“Indeed?"” Prout was interested
now; he was thinking that this would
interest Steele on his favourite topic!

“He was climbing the park wall, sir,
at that late hour of the night, and when
they heard of the burglary next day,
they thought he must have been the
burglar—"

“I think I have heard something of
this,” said Prout reflectively. “I think
Quelch mentioned something of the
sort.”

“Mr. Quelch sent Wharton to the
police station, sir, to tell what he had
seen, Since then Wharton saw the same
man in the Christmas holidays, hanging
about a place in Surrey that had also
been burgled.”

“Indeed 7" repeated Mr. Prout.

“The man's description was well-
known, sir—a man with grey eyes and
a square jaw,” pursued the Bounder.
“Well, sir, I've scen that man now, and
ho has admitted that he was the man
Wharton and Bunter saw that night at
Hogben Grange.”

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Prout.
“Are you sure of this, Vernon-Smith?”

“ Quite, sirl”

“You have done your duly in men-
tioning it to a master, though I fail to
sce why you came to me instead of going
to Mr. Stecle. Dut certainly it was your
duty to mention it.”

The Bounder carcfully suppressed a
smile.

“T am very glad you think so, sir!
It has troubled me a great deal,” he
said humbly. “The man I speak of is
employed at the school.”

“Is it possible?”

“Yes, sir, and that makes me rather
diffident about speaking out, and so I
should like you to advise me, sir.”

“My dear boy, you must not hesi-
tate for one moment if you aro gure of
what you say. But I am wvery much
perplexed,” said Mr. Prout. *‘So far
as I know, no persons have been taken
into employment here for many months,
excepting Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur,

(Continued on page 12.)



# Old Ref.” talks Footer again this weck,

ckums.

NSIDE nrorMATION

“ 0ld Rel.” is absolutely in his element solving knotty soccer problems for *‘ Magnetites."”
Shoot your inquiries at him RIGHT NOW !

nﬂwslfnpem. the Cul) ia the thing which matters in the
world of big football. As tho various rounds are worked
off the interest increases, and the most absorbing question
of which sides will eventually st Wembley is d d
from all sorta of angles.
8o we will be in the fashion and talk about the Cup. In some
respocta there are vital differences in the regulations as botween
Cup-tic and League football.

For instance, it is very imporiant to remember
that no player can play for more than one team in the
Cup competition in the same season.

Tho first of the Cup-ties were played last September whon the
'ow-out process among the five hundred entrants com-
meo! . Now, let us suppose that away back in September a
young and promising player turned out for some obscure club
in the Cup competition. His club was knocked out in the very
first of early rounds.

Meantime, that player has been signed on and progressed
with & big club. ll; zﬁo course his hﬁ? club takes ppart in a
Cup-tio. That particular player cannot play for his now club
in tho ecason as that in which he played for the Slocum Wan-
derers, or any other club, no mattor how obscure,

Of course, this regulation sometimes proves n hard one, and
a olub which has developed a young player in the course of the
soason may be handicapped becauso ho can't play for them in
tho Cup. But there is the regulation, and any club found
guilty of breaking it would be likely to have the rosult of a Cup-
tio challenged, and the gamo ordered to be replayed becauso one
of the players was ineligible.

In tho League, of course, the regulations are different. So
long na the transfer arrangements aro all in order a player may
play for any number of clubs in the League games in the course
of o scason. I think the Cug regulations, on the whole, are
fairer, don't you, cven though they do result in’a hard case
from timo to time.

JUST now, as you cannot fail to be aware if you look at the

regulations and Cup regulations differ. This concerns
the | h of time a player must be registered by the
club beforo he can play for them. In the Leaguo a
gl:}'nr might bo registored for & toam at two o'clock on a
turday afternoon and play for them in a match which started
at two-thirty on the same day. No such close-fitting arrange-
ment is possible in the Cup competition.
In the knock-out business

a player must have Leen registered by his club for
fourteen full days Lefore he can play for them in an
English Cup-tie.

This regulation sometimes works hard on a club which has
a btisl““ of injuries. It was once responsible for Matthew Bell,
o full-back of Hull City, having to keep goal for his club in
replayed Cup-tie.

THERE is another important respoct in which League

All" tho goalkeepers on tho staff at Hull

bappened to bo injured at the same time, and as it was impossible
to got s new goalkeeper registered in time for that particular
Cup-tie a full-back had to keep goal.

no interesting question relating to Cup qualification is
raisod by a correspondent from Burnley. Ho imagines the
caso of a player who has not been rogistered for fourteon days
tefore a club plays a Cup-tie. But supposing that Cup-tie

ends in a drawn gameo and the particular player has been
registered for fourteen days before the dato of the roplay.
Can the player turn out in the replay t The answor is no.

A player who is not qualified to appear on behalf
of a team in any particular Cup-tie cannot play
for that team in the replay, no matter how long that
replaly may be after the first game.

ALKING of Cup roplays reminds me of another point

I over which I saw certain players stumblo not so long

sgo. You know, of course, that it is often nocossary

for extra time to bo played in a Cup-tio in order that
two clubs may settle which u‘l’mll poas on. In the first round
of the presont soason, Folkestone and Clapton Orient mot twico.
At the end of ordinary time at tho second mooting the scores
were still lovel, so extra time was ordored. The players of the
two toams turned round, and prepared to kick in tho opposite
way to that which they had been playing during the second
half of the match.

The referco, however, reminded the respective captains that
thoy should again toss for choice of ends, just as they had done
at htho commoncement of the game, The referoe was quite
right.

When an extra half-hour has to be played—a quarter
of an hour each way—that extra half-hour is treated
as a new malch so far as the tossing for choice of ends
is concerned.

But a lot of people forget that this is so, and I have often
soon players turn round sutomatically at the ond of the ordinary
timo and shape as if they would carry on without the formality
of tho captains tossing up again.

this is in relation to what is called tho luck of the

draw. Teams liko to be drawn to play at home,

naturally, because tho{othink that they have a botter
chance of winning if they play before their own supporters.

It sometimes happens, however, that a club with a small
ground is drawn against a club with a big ground at which many
more tators would assomble if tho game was p!ai'od there.
The point to be rememberod is that nowadays o © ub is not
allowed to sell its right to%l;gron ita own ground. If there
is any arrangoment to chango tho venuo that arrange-
ment must have the sanction of the Football Association, and
tho Association doesn't give it if, in the view of its officials,
the rearrangement is & matter of money.

Tn the old days it didn't used to boso. Cluba quite frequently
gold tho right to play on their own ground, and I recall ono
cnso in this connection which caused the football world to laugh
hoartily.

Blackpool

ONE other interesting point concerning Cup gamoes, and

had been drawn at home to Sheffield United.
Blackpool wanted money : Sheflield United wanted to win the
match. So, for a financial consideration, Blackpool were
persuaded to visit tho Sheffield United ground instead of the
ame being played at Blackpool. Everybody thought that
%Inekpwl Ims sold their chance of ing progress, but to tho
genoral surpriso, Blackpool, after being paid mlny at Sheflield,
actually won there. Tho result was considered o good football
joke—outside Sheffield, of course |
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THE MYSTERY MASTER!

(Continued from page 10.)

who was given his present position early
last term. You do not refer to Barnes,
surely 1"

“QOh, no, sirl"”

“Then who is it?"”

“A master, sir!”

Prout jumped again.

“ A—a—a master |” he stuttered.

“Yes, sir] Mr. Steele—"

“Mr. Steele!” said Prout faintly.

“Yes, sirl Mr. Stecle is the man who
was seen clambering over the park wall
at Hogben Grange on the night of the
burglary. I should like you to advise
me, sir, whether I ought to go to the
Head about it.”

There was a pause.

The Bounder had shot his bolt; and
he waited to see its effect on Prout.

That Prout was a talkative old
donkey, that he would welcome eagerly
any new and startling topic for Masters’
Common-room, the Bounder knew,
which was why he had come to Prout.

But the effect on Prout was not at all
what the Bounder had anticipated.

Prout sat for some moments in silence
staring at Smithy, his plump face grow-
ing purple and more and more purple.

gmithy knew Prout; but he did-not
know that Prout had singled out
Richard Steele for his very special re-
gard, for a friendship that was almost, if
not quite, affectionate. Steele was a
new master, and old masters were
generally down on new masters. Prout
made an exception in Richard Steele’s
favour; but Smithy, who knew so much,
could not know everything.

Prout found his voice at last.

“You young rascal!”

o Oh, sir 1"

“You iniquitous young scoundrel 1"

Prout heaved his mughty bulk out
of the armchair. His fat cheeks were
purple with wrath; his eyes gleamed
with indignation.

“You—you—you unscrupulous young
rascal !"” boomed Prout. “ You daro to
come to me to repeat such a story—such
a ridiculous story—such an absurd and
unheard-of story—"

“It's true, sir!"” gasped the Bounder.

“Silence !” roared Prout. ‘' How dare
you? I repeat, how dare you? You
venture thus to malign a gentleman for
whom I have the greatest respect. You
imagine for one moment, sir, that you
can delude me with such a slander
directed against your Form master!
Good gad!” Prout fairly gasped.
“Unheard of! Unprecedented |
Unparalleled |

Vernon-Smith made a strategic move
towards the door. He began to wish
that he had not selected Prout.

Heo did not reach the door. Prout
made a mighty stride and dropped a
heavy hand on his shoulder.

Smithy was jerked back.

With his free hand, Prout caught up
a cane from the table.

“I am not accustomed,"” boomed
Prout, “I am not accustomed to inter-
vening in matters pertaining to another
master’s Form! DBut in the present
case, sir, I shall depart from my usual

practice] I shall chastise yon severely
for daring to come to me with such a
story.”

Whack !

“Ow!" roared the Bounder.

He had wondered how Prout would
take it. He had rather expected him
to riso to it like a gudgeon to bait.
But whatever he had expecicd, he had
not expected this.
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Whack, whack, whack! .

The Bounder roared and wriggled.
Whack, whack, whack, whack |

“Let go!” yeiled the Bounder, strug-

ling. “Ow! Leggo! Stoppit!”
Whack, whack, whack !
“Yaroooh!| Leggo!” shricked the

Bounder. “ You're not my Form master !
Stop it! Let go! Oh, my hat|”

Whack, whack, whack! Whack!

The Boundér, with a roar of anguish,
tore himself away and bolted for the
door. He tore the door open, just as
Prout reached him again.

Whack |

The last whack caught Vernon-Smith
as he bolted through the doorway. He
let out a fiendish yell as he vanished
down Masters’ passage.

“Come back!” boomed Prout from
the door. “I have not finished yet!
Come back! Do you hear me, Vernon-
Smith! Come back at once!”

Vernon-Smith heard him, but like the
ancient gladiator, he heard but ke
heeded not! He vanished into space,
and Prout was left booming.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Big Idea !

wgr SAY, you fellows!”

I Bunter rolled into the Rag with

a grin on his face.

t was Wednesday afternoon,
and that afternoon the Remove had been
playing football. Football, of course,
was not in Billy Bunter’s line, but he
had found something very much more
entertaining that afternoon than soccer.
Lord Mauleverer had walked to Court-
field, and tea’'d at the bunshop there:
and Billy Bunter had walked in Mauly's
wake, like the page following in the
footprints of Good King Wenceslas, and
also arrived at the bumﬁmp.

There he tea'd with Mauly, much to
his own satisfaction, if not to Mauly’s.
Ho entertained Mauly, over tea, with
an account of the wonderful doings at
Bunter Court in the Christmas holidays,
pcrhag‘s by way of compensation for the
tea. For which reason, possibly, Mauly
suddenly sighted soms fellow he wanted
to speak to, went to speak to him, and
disappeared—not returning to enjoy any
more of Bunter's fascinating socicty.

However, as he had paid the bill, that
did not matter very much. Bunter
cleared up what was'lefi in the way of
catables, and walked forth in a fat and
satisfied state, and strolled down the
old High Street, blinking in at the shop
windows till it was time to get back to
Greyfriars.

It had been quite a nice afternoon for
Bunter, much nicer than shoving a
muddr'[oot_er about. And he had seen
sumething in the dusty window of Mr.
Lazarus, the sccond-hand dealer, that

put an idea into his fat mind. That
idea he was now going to propound to
the Remove men, and the grin on his

podgy face showed that it tickled him.

“I say, you [ellows!” said Bunter,
joining a cheery group before the fire
in the Rag. “I say—"

“All serene, old fat man,” said Bob
Che}r_"rg. “We beat them!”

i N T.l

“Three goals to two,” said Bob.
“Redelyffe put up a jolly good game
right up to the finish. Then they
seemed to peter out—"

“Oh, really. Cherry—>

“And Wharton int
goal,” said Bob. “Jolly nearly on time,
too. The goalie stepped out to it—"

“He shouldn't have stcpgcd out to
it,” remarked Johnny Bull thoughtfully.
“That was a mistake."”

“I eay, you fellows—"=

the winning
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“What do you think, Squiff 7 asked
Nggent. Qui Ity . Fod, wh
ampson incy . Fo who
kept goal for the Remzve, shook his

ead.

““I shouldn’t have stepped out to it, I
think,” he said. “Anyhow, the leather
went in.”

“Look ‘here, you fellows—"

“I'd begun to think it would be
draw,” remarked Peter Todd. ‘“Red-
clyffe weren't half bad. But—"

“I say, you fellows, shut up a
minute!  I'm not talking football!”
hooted Bunter,

“Ehat’s all right,” said Bob. “We
are,

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“The Bou.gder’s goal was a good one,
too,” said Bob. “A bit risky, running
up the field like that—"

“You have to take risks in footer,”
said Vernon-S8mith,

“Yes; but that Redclyffe back would
have got you if his foot hadn't slipped,
a?]d ere was nobody to take a pass
when——"

“His foot did slip!” said the Bounder.

"Yes, bu 3
b rats!” said Vernon-Smith.
Smithy was the fellow to take risks, and
was rather given to judgin bly results.

“1 say, you fellows, dE) eave off
footer jaw, and listen to a chap!” urged
Bunter. “It's the jape of the term!"

“Bow-wow 1"

“I've been to Courtfield—"

“Why couldn't you stay there?” de-
manded Toddy. *“You know that
Greyfriars is ever so much nicer when
you're at Courtfield.”

“Beast I looked in old Lazarus
shop—"

“Dry up, Bunter,” said the Bounder.

“Shan’t! T saw something in the
window,” said Bunter, “and it put an
idea into my head.”

“There was room for it,” remarked
Peter Todd.

“Tt was a second-hand pair of hand-
cuffs,” said Bunter impressively.

“A which?"” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Handeuffs! ~ Like the Bobbies use,
you know, for bagr:ing burglars and
things. Rather old-fashioned. I think.
They're  marked four-and-sixpence.
That's cheap,” said Bunter. “If I'd
had four-and-six about me, I'd have
bought them; but having been disap-
pointed about a postal-order——"

“What the merry thump do you want
an old pair of handcuffs for?” asked
Harry Wharton, in astonishment,

“You're not very bright, old chap,”
said Bunter patronisingly. “Don’t you
see what a jape it will qm on Steele?”

“On Steele?” ejaculated the captain
of the Remove.

Bunter had succeeded in getting at-
tention at last. All the group of
juniors were staring at him.

The Bounder’s eyves had a gleam in
!Eem; he had caught on to Bunter’s
idea.

Fisher T. Fish drew a little nearer
to the group, and gave attention,
which would have surprised the other
fellows had they noticed it, for Fishy
took no part in “ragging” the sus-
pected Form master. There was, so
far as Fishy could see, nncrroﬁt in rag-
ging Stecle, so why should a guy take
the trouble? DPut Fishy ecertainly
scomed interested now.

“Don’t you see?” pursued Bunter.
“Supposo Stcele finds u pair of hand-
cuffs on his desk ona morning, with a
note tied on, * With kind reg-lards from
the Remove," or something like that!
What 7"

“You fat ass!” 5

“QOh, really, Wharton! It’s the jape
of the term!” exclaimed Bunter indig-
nantly. “It will make him fairly et
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up! It will show him that we all know
he's wanted by the police!”

“You frabjous owl!” said uiff.
“Do you think the police wouldn't
have called tor him before this, if they
wanted him 1"

“He's stuffed them somehow,” said
Junter, shaking his head. “ You know
jolly well that Wharton and I saw him
Lurgling Hogben Grange last term!”

“Fathead ! eaid Wharton.

“Well, I think it's a jolly good
jape,” said Bunter., “It will make him
squirm."”

“_"I\I-'ho wants to make him squirm,

“Well, T do!" said Bunter. “He's
given me lines. He's licked me. He's
a beast, just like Queleh. I'd like to
make him cringe!”

“Well, if you don't make him eringe
till you raise four-and-six for the dar-
bies, we shan't sec him cringing in a
hurry,” grinned Bob.

“I'm giving you fellows this idea,”
explained Bunter, “If you're too
mean to spend four-and-six on it—"

“The meanfulness is terrific, my
esteemed, absurd Bunter!”

“It's a good wheeze” said the
Bounder. “My hat! It wilt make the
man wild to be presented with a pair
of handcuffs by the Form!”

Wharton looked at him.

“Let it drop, Smithy! You haven't
had a lot of luck so far with vour feud
against Steele. Better steer clear.”

“Not till I've shown him up to all
Greyiriars for what he is!” s=aid the
Bounder, hetween his teeth.

“For what he isn’t, you mean!”
grinned Bob.
“'0Oh, rats! Ewven a [athead like

Bunter has a good idea sometimes,”
said the Bounder. “I'll jolly well cut
down to Courtfield on my bike to-
morrow, and bag those handeuffs. It
will be worth wgi.le to watch Steele’s
face when he finds them on his desk.”

“Look here, Smithy—"

“Rats "

The Dounder left the group and
walked away, cvidently greatly taken
with this new wheeze. Harry Wharton
cast a frowning glance after him. If
there was a doubt of Steele in Whar-
ton’s own mind, it was a very faint
one, and he was well aware that it was
personal dislike that made the Bounder
s0 positive that Richard Steele was the
Courtfield cracksman.

But it was impossible for Wharton to

intervene. The Bounder was too
obstinate to be argued with.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“I say, you fellows, the old
Bounder's the man for this!” he re-
marked., ‘“He's got the merve! You
fellows haven't much pluck, have
you?”

“Eh?"

“Lot of funks, you know,” said
Bunter. “The fact is, you're afraid of
Steele. He's a giddy burglar, and I
dare say his room here is fairly stacked
with plunder. Look how he keeps his
door locked at night. And then he
had Quelchy's old room at first, and
changed it for a room with a balcony
on the quad. That's so that he can
sneak out quietly at night and burgle.
Ho may take you fellows in, He can't
spoof me. I'm wide!” said Bunter
complacently.

“You are,” agreed Bob Cherry, with
a chuckle, *very wide!”

“The widefulness 1s terrific!”

“I don't mean that, you silly ass! T
mean—"

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows !” said
Bob Cherry. “Bunter's put another
fatheaded “stunt into Smithy's head,
which will land him in another row.
vote we kick Bunter across the Rag.
Those in favour of the motion will
signify the same in the usual way!”

“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the
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An esiraordinary-looking figure, splutering, gasping and gurgling, tottered in the doorway of the Remove-room !

grinning juniors signified the same in
the usual way.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter fled.

The Bounder, in a corner of the Rag,
was in consultation with Skinner and
Snoop and Stott and Bolsover major.
Their grins and chuckles showed what
they were discussing. Fisher T. Fish,
with a grin on his bony face also,
strolled out of the Rag and out of the
House unnoticed. Harry Wharton &
Co. resumed discussion of the football
match, a much more interesting topic
to them than the Bounder's campaign
against tho new master of the Remove,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Business Deal !

o OR goodness' sake, Smithy—"
“Rats!”

“Look here, old chap—""
“Give us a rest!” yawned the
Bounder.

Prep was over in Study No. 4 in
the Remove, and an argument was pro-
ceeding there.

The Bounder, with his most un-
pleasant sardonic expression on his
face, was leaning back in the armchair;
Tom Redwing standing in front of him.
Redwing was looking distressed and a
little angry.

The Bounder's new wheeze was the
talk of tho Remove by this time. Some
of the fellows looked forward with
amusement to what would happen when
the suspected Form master found the
handeuffs on his desk in the Form-room
with a gibing message attached. Some
of them were *“down' on the scheme.
But nobody argued with the Bounder—
oxcept Redwing, and he was aware that
argument was futile. A wilful man had

(Continued on page 16.)
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to have his way, and opposition only
confirmed the Bounder in any resolution

fie had taken. Still. Tom did his best.

“Ii's a rotten idea,” said Redwing
warmly. *“Why can’t you let the man
alone " 3

“Pecause I don't choose,” said the
Bounder coolly. -

“That's not a reason, Smithy.”

“It's good cnough for me.”

“Steelo’s pretly certain to tumble,”
said Tom. “You'll get a Head's
tlogging if he does.”

“1 fancy not!"” drawled the Bounder.
“Steele isn't anxious for the Head to
be drawn into the business, ‘The less
the Head hears about what we know of
him the better our cracksman friend
will like it.”

“If he is a cracksman—yes; but ke
isn't!"

“How do you explain—"

“1 don't explain,” said Tom. “There
aro a lot of queer things in connertion
with Steelo; but I've no doubt that he
could explain them all if he chose.”

“Why doesn't he, then? It can't be
pleasant for a man in his position to
be under suspicion in his Form."”

“] don’t know! But it's all rot!”
eaid Redwing. *“The Head knows all
ebout him or he wouldn't be here.”

“The Head's an old donkey.”

“Quelch knew him—""

“Quelch is another old donkey.”

“Look here, Smithy—"

“0h, chuck it!" said the Bounder im-
patiently. “I'm going down to Court-
ficld to-morrow to get those handcuffs,
and I'm going to plant them on Steele
before all the Form. I'm going—"

Tap! The study door opened, and
the long, sharp nose and bony features
of Fisher T, I'ish were inserted in the
study.

“Say, vou guys—" began Fishy.

“(Oh, get out!” snapped the Bounder.
He was in a bad temper, and had no
politeness to waste on Fishy.

“Keep your wool on, baby!" said
Fisher 1. Fish cheerfully, and he
foliowed his long nose into the study
and closed the door. “Look here, 1
guess I've been saving you a lot of
trouble. You want those handeuffs from
Lazarus' shop in Courtfield, Smithy."”

“I'm pgoing down for them to-
morrow,” grunted the Dounder.

“I've sure saved you the trouble. I
heard what that fat guy Bunter was
saying in the Rag,” explained Fizher
I, Fish. “and I sure humped Jt down
to Courtfield before lock-up, and bagged
those handeuffs for you.”

The Bounder stared at him.

“You went down to Courtficld and
fetched them ™ he ejaculated.

Fop 1

“Well, my hat!”

Smithy's expression grew a little
more amiable. This was the first time
sn record, since Fishy had been at Grey-
friars, that he had ever done anything
for anybody. It was a pleasant sur-
prize.
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*That was decent of you, Fishy," said
the Bounder. *“ You've got them with

oni

I'ishy rattled his jacket pocket, and
there was a clink of metal. The hand-
cuffs were there.

“I sure got them,” he assented.

“Good! That will save me a trip
to Courtfield,” said the Bounder.
“You've paid for them, I suppose?”

Fisher 'I'. I'ish grinned.

“I guess old Lazarus wouldn't have
let me bring them away if I hadn’t,”
he answered.

L. Wellh hand them over,”” said Vernon-

Smith, “and thanks, I owe you four-
and-six for them." He Ieft in his
ot

Redwing gave a grunt. He had had a
faint hope that iy the morrow, the
Bounder might have thought better of
t

it.

“ You might as well have minded your
own bizney, Fishy!"” snapped Redwing.
“What did you want to butt in for, you
fathead 7"

“I guess I'm an obliging galoot,”
said Fisher T. Fish *“Them handcuffs
might have been sold before Smithy
could cinch them. He would have been

disappointed.”

“All the better I"” grunted Redwing.

“0Oh, cheese it, Reddy!” said the
Boaunder. “I'm much obliged to you,
I'ishy. [IHere's your four-and-six.”

Fisher T. Fish coughed.

“1 guess these handeuffs are a bit
old and a bit rusty,’” he remarked, “but
they're jest as good as a mew pair for
what you want, I caleulate.”

“Quite!” said Smithy.

“And they're good,” said Fishy.
“Strong as anything! A guy that got
them on his paws wouldn't get them off
in a hurry. They're a bit old and

rusty, but right as rain. The key
goes with them. I'll say that those
handeuffs are well worth ten bob.”

“0ld Lazarus would bo likely to sell
them for four-and-six, if they were!”
said the Bounder, with a laugh.

“Well. s'pose you wanted to buy a
new pair?" said Fisher T. Fish argu-
mentatively. “ You wouldn’t get them
for ten bob.”

“Blessed if I know! Anvhow, that
old pair will do, for a jape on Steelc.
Why don’t you hand them over?"

“Well, we ain't agreed on the price
yet,”” said Fisher T. Fish.

The Bounder stared at him.

“It's four-and-six. Bunter said so.
Besides, that's what you've paid, isn't

“What I've paid don’t cut a lot of ice,
T guess. You don't often find a pair of
handeuffs for sale second-hand,” said
Fishy. “They go cheap in a second-
hand shop because hardly any guy
wants such things; but if a guy did
want them, he'd have to pav through
the nose for them. I'm treating you
well in offering them to you for ten
bob, Smithy."”

The Bounder started.
understand.

He began to

This was one of Fisher 1. Fish's
famous business deals. That cute and
spry youth who had been raised in New
York was always on the look out for
a business deal. Like the ancient
Roman Emperor, he considered that the
emell of all money was sweet, So long
as money came Fishy’s way he did
not mind how it came.

Smithy’s brow darkened, and Red-
wing burst into a laugh.

“You—you mean rotter!”
Smithy.

“Aw, can it!" urged Fisher T. Fish.
“Pusiness is business, y'know. You
want to bny handeuffs! I've got "em
to =ell. No good chewing the rag—
let's come to business. You could walk
up and down Courtfield for a whole

gasped

THE MAGNET

another pair for
ve cornered the

term without findin
sale. Fact is,
market.”

Fishy jingled the handcuffs in his
pockel again,

“They're the goods,” he said, *“ Cheap
at ten bob. But I'll tell you what,
Smithy ! You being a friend, I'll sure
let you have them %or nine bob. Take
it or leave it.”

The Bounder rose to his feet. He
was very keen to get possession of
those manacles, for his jape on the
Remove master. But he was about the
last fellow at Greyfriars to be “done”
like this,

Fishy eyed him rather uneasily.
Herbert Vernon-Smith had plenty of
money ; more than was good for him, in
fact. Nine shillings was nothing to the
Bounder. Fishy knew that; and knew
that Smithy would have wasted twice
or ten times as much to carry out any
scheme he was keen upon. So the
astute junior from “Noo Yark" had
counted upon bagging this little profit
as an absolute certainty.

But it was ono of Fishy's little mis-
takes that his astute thoughts always
ran on lines of pure business. He did
not allow for human nature, which is
sometimes too strong for business con-
siderations.

“Give me those handcuffs, you
worm!" said Vernon-Smith, his eyes
glinting at the American junior.

“For nine bob?"’ asked Fishy.

“For what you paid for them—four-
and-six."”

“Carry me home to die!” ejacniated
Fishy. *You figure that I've mosoyed
gio.\‘m to Courtlicld for nothing? Forget

“Yes or no?” snarled the Bounder.

“Nope!" roared Fisher T. Tish
angrily. “Nope!” Fisher T Fish could
not say “No,” but he said “Nope!"
very emphatically.

The next moment he uttered a still
louder roar. It was caused by the
Bounder's knuckles banging on his sharp

ose.

Fisher T. Iish staggered back against
the door.

“ Yarooooop!" he roared in anguish,
His long nose felt as if it had been
driven through the back of his astute
head. It hadn’t; but it felt as if it had.
“Hyer, you keep off, you pesky guy! 1
guess I'll make potato-serapings of you!

guess Yarooooh! Oh, great jump-
ing snakes! Wow—wow! Whoooop!”

Fisher T. Fish got out of the study
somehow. The Bounder got in three
before he escaped and cvery ono a hefty
one. Fish f[aded away down the
passage at top speed, to the accompani-
ment of a metallic clinking in his
pocket.

Not for the first time in his business-like
career, Fisher 1. Fish had failed to pull
off a business transaction, Many and
many times his astuteness had earned
him more kicks than halfpence, And
now history had repeated itself once
more.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Catching Fish !

W AY, you guys!”
S Harry ~ Wharton & Co.
grinned,

They were taking a trot in
tho quadrangle, after breakfast the
next morning, when Fisher Tarleton
I'ish bore down on them. A clink from
his pocket told that he had his latest
bargain with him.

There was an anxious pucker in the
brow of Fisher 1. Fish. The juniors
grinned as they observed it. When
Fishy lost money over one of his cute
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transactions he mnever reccived any
sympathy in the Remove. It gave

iu.hg a severo pain to lose money; but
it afforded only heartless merriment to
his Form-fellows. And Fishy looked
like losing some more this time.

It had seemed to Fishy a very cute
stroke of business—an absolute cinch—
to bag those second-hand handcuffs from
Mr. zarus’ before Smithy could call
for them. Sharp practice like this
seemed quite E;stiﬁa le to the business-
like Fishy. long as a transaction
showed a profit, Fishy’s conscienco was
satisfied. He could not even under-
stand why tho other fellows thought it
mean. :

But once more he had “slipped up on
it,”” to use his own expressive ex-

ression. After the way the Bounder
Ead refused to be “done,” Fishy had
given Smithy a wide berth. Bolsover
major and Skinner had been offered the
Eooda at a reduced figure. Both were

een on that jape on Steele, but neither
was prepa to spend any money on
it. Snoop came next; and the price
had fallen to six-and-six by the time it
reached Snoop. But Sidney James
Snoop declined to shell out even a six-

ce.

pexnd so it looked as if the goods would
be left, after all, on Fishy's astute
hands; which was an awful calamity,
involving the loss of four-and-six.

Taking them back to Mr. Lazarus was
pot much use; that gentleman was almost
as astuto as Fishy, and would hardly
have given a shilling for them.

Fisher T. Fish hardly slept that night.
The prospect of losing a dollar was
calculated to spoil the night's rest of
any citizen of the United States; and
Fishy stood to lose one dollar twelve
and a half cents, that being the equiva-
lent of four-and-six in what Fishy called
real money.

Such a loss was likely to sadden
Fisher T. Fish for the rest of his days,
if not to shorten his life.

Naturally, he set his wits, such as they
were, to work. Hence his hopeful
approach of the Famous Five in the
quad in the morning

“Still got the goods, Fishy?" chuckled

Bob Cherry. X

“Keepin’ 'em for you,’” explained
Fishy. :

“For me?’ ejaculated DBob, in
astonishment.

“Yes—for this crowd, I mean,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I been think-
ing of that stunt of ragging Steele, and
I don't like it a whole lot. 'Tain’t

treating & guy square, now, is it? You
fellows said so, and I guess I agree
with you. I'm down on it!" said Fisher
T. Fish emphatically. “I reckon I'm
down on it as much as you guys are!
Them handeuffs ain't going to be
planted on Steele.”

“QOh!" said Harry Wharton in sur-

rise..' “That’s all to the good, any-
oW.

“Sure!” said Fishy. “Why, it's in-
sulting a man, ain’t it? I don't call
that sort of thing a jape—I call it pesky
impudence Yes, sir."

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent.

The Famous Five regarded Fisher T.
Fish with some interest. hey were
ail.uto surprised to hear him expressing

eso views,

“I've said it!” said Fisher T. Fish.
“I mean it; and I'll say that these
handeuffs ain’t going to be used for any

such purpose. No, sir! Not by a whole
jugful.”
“Good!” said the captain of the
Remove.

“Only T ain’t aiming to lose money
on them,” said Fishy. “The big idea is
this—you fellows want to stop tﬁat jape
on Stcele—"

“That's £0.”

“Well, I'm offering you these goods
at a reduced figure, for that very
reason,”” said the business man of the
Remove. * Instead of selling them at a
profit to those guys who want to jape
Steele, I'm going to let you galoots have
them at a cheap figure. % mean it!
You can_have this pair of handeuffs for
six-and-six—and chuck them away if you
like. What?"

Fisher T. Fish eyed the Famous Five
anxiously as he made that offer.

They were opposed to tho jape on
Steele. He knew that. So there was a
chance, at least, that they would take
29_ goods off his hands to put a stop

it.

Certainly any fellow who spent moncy
on anybody but himself was, in Fishy's
opinion, an all-fired jay. But that cut
no ice, for Fishy did not expect any
Greyfriars fellow to be anything but a
La.y. His experience in the Old Country

ad been that it was wholly inhabited
by jays and boneheads. Fishy was
firmly persuaded that he had more
brains in his little finger than were con-
tained in all the heads in Great Britain.
What other fellow, for instance, would
have thought of cutting in and bagging
something ho knew another fellow was
going to buy, with the idea of putting
up the price on him? Nobody but
Fisher T. Fish!

But if the Famous Five wero jays and
boneheads, as Fishy belicved all the
population of the tlglt little island to
be, they were not sufficiently jays to be
caught like this.

Tioy grinned and shook their heads.

“Nothing doing!” chuckled Johnoy
Bull.

“The nothinffulnm is terrific, my
esteemed swindling Fishy.”

“Now, look here,” argued Fisher T.
Fish. “You want to stop that jape on
Steele! You back him up! Well, can’t
you back him up to the tuno of six-and-
six? Besides, these handcuffs are
useful ! You could jape a fellow no end
with them. Once they're on, they'll
never come off unless you unlock them.
Lots of fun to be got out of that!
What 1"

o ltats !II :

“Look here, make it five-and-six!”
said Fishy despairingly. “That leaves me
only a bob profit on the deal. By gum,
if you refuse that offer, I'll mosey along
to Smithy and make him a present of
them."”
look at them,”” said Dob
Cherry.

“Look here, you ass, you're not going
to let that bony spoofer rook youl!”
hooted Johnny Bull.

“You let the guy alone, Dull!"” ex-
claimed Fisher T. Fish indignantly. “I
guess I'll show them to you with
pleasure, Cherry! Hyer they are.”

Fishy dragged the old rusty handcuffs
from his pocket. Bob Cherry took them
and appeared to examine them,

His chums watched him in silence.
Fishy eyed him almost hungrily.

“The key goes with them?" asked
Bob.

“I—I guess I'll have to chann you

threecpence extra for the key,” mur-

mured Fishy. “You ain't grousing at
that.”

“Where's the key?”

“Here.”

Bob Cherry took the key. He had an
extremely thoughtful expression on his
face. The glimmer in his eyes showed
his chums that some jape was simmer-
ing in Bob's mind. But Fisher T. Fish
was blind to that, and to everything else
except his last chance of making & profit
on his business transaction.

“1 suppose these things work 1" asked
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Bob, fingering the manacles, “I've never
handled any before.”

“Work like a charm, old scout.”

“Well, let's see how they work !” said
Bob. “Try them on, Fishy! Do they
go on like that—"

“Jest like that!”

“And snap shut like that—"

“That's it!”

“And they're unlocked again with
this key?” asked Bob, surveying the
handcuffs, which were now locked on
Fisher T. Fish's bony wrists. *“‘Suppose
a fellow lost the key, after he'd locked
the handcuffs on somo chap's wrists
for a joke?”

Fisher T. Fish laughed.

“I guess that guy would be in a pesky
fix,” ho answered. “If you got an idea
of pulling a guy’s leg that-a-way, I ain’t
no objection. Once you buy these
f-;rbx'“’ you do withi them jest what you
ike.”

Bob Cherry assumed an expression of
portentous gravity., He seomed to be
thinking it out very carefully.

“Five and six for the handcuffs, and
threcpence for the key,” he eaid. “ After
all, a fellow could go to that, to prevent
Smithy making a fool of himself, and
all that. Besides, you might like to buy
them back afterwards, Fishy, at the
same figure.”

“I—I might!” assented Fishy. He did
not care what Bob thought on that point,
=0 ‘]oni as he sold Bob the handecuffs,
which had become a drug in the market.

Bob felt in his pockets.

“And you don’t object to anything I
may do with those handcuffs, Fishy, if
I buy them?”

“Not the least little bit.”

“]1 mean, you don't care if I jape a
fellow with them, handcuffing him and
leaving him to it, and so on?”

“ Not a continental red cent.”

“It's a go then,” said Bob, and he
slipped the key into his pocket, counted
out five and ninepence, and handed it
to Fisher T. Fish. Fishy took it rather
awkwardly with his manacled hands.

“Well, you silly ass—" said Frank
Nugent.

“My esteemed Bob—"

“A fool and his money are soon
parted!” grunted Johnny Bull.

“My dear men,” said Bob. “I've
bagged o bargain—besides, I'm_sure
Fishy will be jolly keen to buy this key
from me, presently, at the same price
that I gave for the whole lot. Wait till
he's had those handcuffs on for a few
hours—"

“What 1"

“Eh?” stuttered Fisher T. Fish.

“Come on, you men,” said Bob, and
he walked away. His chums, with a yell
of laughter, followed him, and Fisher T.
Fish was left standing, with a dazed
expression on his face, in the quad—
handcuffed !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Frightful for Fishy !

w57 ERUSALEM crickets!”
Fisher T. Fish fairly stuttered.
Ho gave a ferocious wrench at
the handcuffs. He had allowed
them to be slipped on his bony wrists,
to detonstrate to the purchaser how
efficient they were, though rusty and of
an antiquated design.  Unfortunately for
I'ishy, they were absolutely efficient.
He damaged his wrists a little with
that furious wrench, but the handcuffs
held. They were quite good handcuffs,
and had probably held many a male-
factor safe in their time. Now they wore
holding one more!
“Wake enakes!” gasped Fisher T.
Fish. “The pesky pic-faced mugwump!
Tae MaGNET LiBrarY.—No. 1,145,
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The ornery bonehead! Hyer, you all-
fired jay, come and take these things
off ! You hear me talking ?" .

Bob Cherry strolled on cheerily with
his friends. If he heard, he did not
heed. He seemed to consider that he
had done with Fisher T. Fish.

“You pesky jay!” yelled Fisher T.

Fish. “Say, you Cherry! You mosey
right back and unfasten these dog-goned
things.”

He made a rush after the Famous
Five. Bob Cherry looked round.

“What do you want, Fishy!” he
asked.

Fishy gave him a homicidal glare.

“I guess I want these durned things
took off " he roared.

“My dear man, you said distinctly
that you didn't obd;ct to anything I
did with those handcuffs, if I bought
them. You said you didn't care a con-
tinental red cent, if I handcuffed a
fellow and left him to it. You men
heard him 7" said Bob, looking round at
his friends.

“We did !” chuckled Johnny Bull,

“The hearfulness was terrific.”

“I didn't mean me!” shrieked Fisher

T. Fish.

“But I did!"” said Bob cheerfully, “I
meant just you, Fishy!”

“Pony up that key Iq' roared Fishy.

“The key? It's my key,” said Bob,
“] gave you threepence for it. Why
should I lend you my key, Fishy 7

“J—I—1I guess—I—I reckon—" Fishy
stuttered with rage. “ Take these things
off, you dog-goned bonehead.”

Bo{n Cherry shook his head.

“I can't let you have the use of my
key for nothing,” he argued. *That
wouldn't be busi ou know all
about business, Fishy, so you know that
that wouldn’t be business. I never was
raised in New York, but I'm not quite
unbusinesslike. But I'll tell you what
T'll do. T'll sell you this key for five
and ninepence.”

. ﬁive-and-ninopence 1" shrieked Fisher
15h.

T.
. Then I shan't be out of
he handcuffs remain mine and

shall throw them into the river. I'm
not looking for a profit,” Bob explained,
“I merely want to cover out-of-pocket
expenses.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!” .

“You—you—you elabsided jay—"

““You won't take the offer 7

“Nope!” yelled Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, think it over, and perhaps you
will presently,” said Bob, “I'm not
going to charge you anything for the
use of my handeuffs, while you keep
them on your wrists, I dare say I
should if I had been raised in New
York, but as the matter stands, you can
have the use of them for nothing. Come
on, you men, or we shan't get our trot
before classes.,”

“Hold on 1" yelled Fishy.

But the Famous Five did not hold on.
Chuckling, they broke into a run, and
disappeared in the distance.

Fisher T. Fish was left almost foam-
ing at the mouth.

He wrenched viciously at the manacles,
but in vain. He hurled opprobrious re-
marks after the chums of the Remove
till they vanished. He wriggled with
fury. The loud laughter of the {ellows
who gathered round him did not have
a soothing effect on Fishy.

“I say, you fellows!” yelled Billy
Bunter. “Come and look at Fishy!
He's handeuffed with his own handcuffs!
He, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared a crowd of
juniors, as they gathered round the red
and wrathful Fis%ly.

“Say, you guys, get these things off
me somechow!” gasped Fisher T. Fish.
Tue MAGNET raRY.—No. 1,145,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 can’t go into Form with them on !”
wailed Fisher T. Fish, “I'll surc make

tato-ecrapings of that galoot Cherry!
E_)I. help me get these pesky darbies
o L

“They won't come off without the
key,” chuckled Skinner. *“Who's got
the key?”

“That slapsided guy Cherry’s got it.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Smithy, I say, Smithy, get these

things off me, and—and you can have
them at a gift!” wailed Fishy.

“Go and eat coke!” snapped the
Bounder.

“They won't come off |” roared Bol-
sover major. “Not without the key!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get that key off that jay!" howled
Fisher T. Fish. “Go and hammer that
guy and get the key «ff’'n him.”

“No takers!” chuckled Squiff,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Certainly nobody was likely to ham-
mer the heftiest fighting-man in the
Remove on Fishy's account. Nobody,
in fact, was prepared to lend him a
helping hand at all.

All the fellows were enjoying the joke 4

at Fishy's expense. What he was goin
to do if Bob did not unlock the ﬂnnf—
cuffs was a rather interesting problem.
It was quite a painful problem to Fisher
Tarleton Fish, but nobody had any
symfnil.hy to waste on Fishy.

“Is it the first time you've had hand-
cuffs on, Fishy?" asked Peter Todd.

“Yep, you pcaky jay.”

”:']W'o}l, it won't be the last, most
ikely.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8omebody get a hammer and chisel
or something,” wailed Fisher T.
Fish. “The bell will be going soon.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish wailed, and pleaded
and objurgated in vain. He stam d
away from the yelling crowd, his face
crimson with fury. The Removites rocked
with laughter.

“Jevver get left, Fishy!” yelled
Bolsover major, as the transatlantic
junior stamped away.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The hapless Fishy struggled with the
handcuffs, but he struggled in vain. His
wrists were bony, but gis hands, though
also bony, were large, and would not
squeeze through. The bell clanged for
first school, and Fishy fairly gasped
with dismay. Roars of {aughwr greeted
him as he joined the crowd of fellows
going to the House.

He tramped up to Bob Cherry,
flaming with wrath.

“You pesky jay!” ho roared.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Get these things off before we go in
to class!” shrieked Fishy.

““You buying my key?" asked Bob.

. ‘:’I—I guess I'll give you sixpence for

“Five and nine is the price.”

“T'lIl make it a bob,” moaned Fishy.

“You jolly well won't! You'ro not
the only business man in the Form,”
said Bob cheerfully, what about five and
nine 7"

“You all-fired mugwum

“Last time of asking,” eaid Bob,
taking the key from his pocket. “If
you don’t buy this key, Fishy, I'm
going to chuck it away."”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

Bob raised his hand, with the key
in it. Fisher T. Fish iava a howl of
apprehension. Once the key was thrown
away it would be out of Bob's power
to release him, and the last state of
Fisher Tarleton Fish would be worse
than his first. .

“Hold on!” yelled Fishy.

“Going—going—"" chanted Bob.
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“I'm buying !” yelled Fisher T. Fish.

“Just 1in time!” chuckled Bob.
“Cash down! I don't trust an_American
business man farther I can sec
him.”

Bob's five and ninepence was still
clutched in one of Fishy's hande. He
opened the hand with a groan and

d that sum back to Bob. It was

ike parting with teeth to Fisher T.
Fish. Five shillings and ninepence was
50“ from his gaze like & beautiful
ream as Bob llllppad it into his pocket.

Then, at long last, the hnndcudn were
unlocked, Bob slipped the *‘darbies
%t‘n_t?‘ his pocket nng handed the key to

ishy.

“Your key!” he said politely. “M
darbies! I'll get out in break and chuck
them into the river. How much profit
have you made on this deal, Fishy?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher 1. Fish did not reply. He
seemed bercft of speech. That business
transaction had cost him four and six, &
dead loes, there was no remote pros-

ect of seeing any of it back again.
isher T. Fish went into the Form-
room looking as if he no longer found
life worth living, He groaned as he sat
own., He was ono dollar twelve-and-
a-half cents to the bad; and all
Nature looked black to him. All

gh morning classes Fisher T. Fish
wore an oxpression of the deepest
pessimism, ike Rachel of old, he
mourned for that which wae lost, and
could not be comforted.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Means Business !

ARRY WHARTON opened Lis
H eyes, and lifted his head from
the pillow. A sound in the
Remove dormitory had
awakened him, and he peered round in
the dim starlight that came in at the
high windows. .

A dim figuro was visible in the
shadows, and there was a murmur of
voices,

“You funky rotter, Skinner.” He
recognised the suppressed, angry tones
of the Bounder. “You howling funk!
Where's the risk?"” y

“I'm jolly well not comu"l{g!" came
Skinner’s sullen reply. “You know
iglly well what a man gets for breaking

oypse bounds at night.”

“‘i"int time you've ever done it, I
suppose 7" said thé Bounder savagely.

“This is different | If you want a run
down to the Cross Keys, I'm your
man! But a jape on a master is sure
to come out.”

“A master who's a cracksman, and
very likely cracking a crib this very
minute !” eneered the Bounder.

“Likely enough!” yawned Skinner.
“Bat till it's proved on him, and the
peelers come for him, you can leave
me out. Pretty asses we should look
if Steelo found us fooling about on his
balcony."”

“] only want you to bunk me up—

ou can stay on the ground, where you'll

o safe,” said ﬁae Bounder con-
pemptuouely. .

“Not safe enough for me,” said
Skinner, and there was a sound of
Harold Skinner settling himself down in
bed again.

Wharton heard the Bounder draw a
deep breath. Smithy was only a
shadow to his eyes in the gloom of the
dormitory, but he could guess what
the expression on his face was like.

“Smithy " he called out.

The Bounder started and peered

round.
“Is that you, Wharton? You
awake?”
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With a yell of laughter, the Famous Five walked away, and Fisher T. Fish was left standing in the quad with a dazed expression

“Yes.” Harry sat up in bed. “I
believe it's gone twelve. Are you fool
enough to be thinking of japing Steele
at this time of night "

“It's not a jape,” said the Bounder.

“Nothing of the kind. I'm going to
nail him.” He groped towards Whar-
ton's bed. “Look here, Wharton, you

can come and help. You've
pluck than that funk, Skinner.

“1 hope so0,” said Harry. *“But what
on carth’s the game?”

“Steele goes out at night from the
french windows on his balcony,” said
Vernon-Smith in a low voice. “He
locks his bed-room door eo that he can't
be caught at it by any chance. You
know that as well as 1 do.”

“Ifit’s so, it's no bisney of ours.”

“What do you think he goes roaming
at nights for, if he isn't the Courtfield
cracksman ?” sneered the Bounder.

“1 don’t know! I can't make it out!
But I'm absolutely certain that Steele
is a square man,” said Harry earnestly.
“It’s not our business what he does,
Smithy! You're on the wrong tack, and
you'd better leave him alone.”

“I'm going to mnail him and show
Lim up !” said the Bounder between his
tecth. “The Head's heard talk about
him, I know that, and takes no notice.
But he would jolly well smell a rat, old
ass as ho is, il he knew that Steele
sneaked out of the school at midnight.”

“Possibly. But—"

“That's why he changed from
Quelchy’s old room to the room he has
now. You know it as well as I do. He
can get out that way eecretly.”

Wharton was silent. As a matter of
fact, he did know it, at least, he was
gure of it, as sure as the Bounder, It

ﬁot more

on his face, handeuffed !

perplexed him, but he held to his
faith in Richard Steele.

Deep as his suspicions had once been
of the man with the square jaw, day-by-
day contact with Steele had driven them
away. If the Form master had a secret,
a5 apparently he had, it was not, Whar-
ton felt sure, a secret of crimue.

“1 want a fellow to bunk me up on
that balcony,” went on Smithy’s sup-
pressed voice. “There's a rain-pipe
runs down beside it, but it's pretty old,
and I don't care to trust myself to it.
I want a bunk up.”

“And what are you going to do on
the balcony?”

“If he's gone out, he's left the french
window unfastened, to get in when he

comes back. T shall go in and fasten
them. Then I can get out through the
door. When the rotter comes back

he won’t be able to get into the House.”
The Bounder's eyes glittered. “He can
explain to the Head to-morrow what
he was up to, when he's found shut
out in the morning.”

“It's a pott‘v idea,” said Harry un-
casily. “Steele’s not a cracksman,
though 1 can’t imagine why he goes
prowling at night out of the school.
You'll make it awkward for him—but
that's all.”

“You won't lend me a hand?”

“Certainly I won't! Leave the man
alone !” said the captain of the Remove
impatiently. “If you've got the sense
of a bunny-rabbit, you'll chuck it up
and go hack to bed.”

And Wharton put his head on the
pillow again.

The Bounder moved away from his
bedside, breathing hard. Tloe wanted
help to carry out his scheme, and he

was not likely to find it in the Remove.
There were plenty of fellows with nerve
enough, but they did not belong to the
party that was “up against ” Richard
Steele.

But the Dounder was not the fellow
to turn back, when he had made up his
mind.

Leaving Wharton to fall asleer
aguin, Smithy drew on a pair of rubber
shoes, and quietly crossed the dor-
mitory to the door. There was a whis-
pering voice from Skinner's bed.

“You're going, Smithy?"”

“Yes, you funk!”

“More fool you!"

The Bounder opened the door, and
closed it after him. It was ncarly an
hour after midnight, and the great
building was deep in  silence aund
slumber,

Vernon-Smith made no sound as he
trod softly down the passage. 1le
knew his way about in the durk; and
in a few minutes he was in the box-
room that looked over flat leads, from
the window of which bounds had been
broken more than once.

e let himself out, leaving the
window ajar, crept across the leads,
and clambered to the ground.

It was a cold, dark night; a few
stars gleaming in an overcast sky, and
a keen wind coming from the sca.

The cold, the silence, the solitude
struck the Bounder; and perhaps for a
moment ho regretted that he had lefe
hiz warm bed in the dormitory and the
companionship of the rest of the Form.
Ile would have been glad to have a
companion with him in the reckless
adventure.

Tne Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,145,
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But the bitternces in his heart spurred
him on.

His feelings towards the mew master
of the Remove very nearly amounted
% hatrod by this timo. Yn the first
place, he had taken up the suspicion
that rested on Richard Steele as an
idle excuse for ragging the new master,
caring little whether it was well founded
or not. §

It was a point of pride with the
Bounder now to “show-up " Stecle, as
ho termed it; to let all the school
know the man as he knew him—or
fancicd that he knew him. And shut-
ting him out of the House, while he
was engaged on one of his mysterious
night prowlings, was the most effective
m(-thru’l of which Smithy could have
thought.

He grinned, a sour grin, as he
thought of Steele's face, when he found
himself locked out. He pictured the
gseene in the morning, when the Form
master was found to have been out all
night; or, still more entertaining, the
excitement and comment if Steele was
driven to knocking up the inmates of
the ITouse at two or t{:rcc in the morn-
ing. Whatever might be the outcome,
it would be a show-up for Steele, once
the Bounder succeeded in his scheme.

He reached at last the spot he sought
—under the window of Mr. Steele’s
room on the first floor.

Qutside the bed-room window was the
little, railed balcony.

That, the Bounder was assured, was
the way Stecle came and went on his
secret nocturnal excursions. No doubt
he dropped from the edge of the
balcony; but Smithy wondered how he

ot back when he returned. The
Enlrony jutted out under the window,
supported on a buttress underneath,
tat gave no chance to a climber.
Close beside it ran an old iron rain-

pipe, clamped to the wall, extending
to a gutter far above.

Smithy wondered whether
climbed " that pipe.

Vernon-Smith stood peering about
him in the dimness, considering the
matter, doubtful and hesitating. But
on one point he was determined; he
would not go back without accomplish-
ini his object, whatever might be the
risk involved.

Ho made up his mind at last, and
tackled the rain-pipe. He tested it
with his weight, and then, taking his
courage in th hands, as it were,
clambered up, with his teeth shut hard.

The pipe, thick and rusty, and a little
looso from the wall, gave plenty of
hold for hands and knees; and the
Bounder was an agile climber. He
found that the ascent was fairly ocasy,
after all; and the rain-pipe stood the
strain well, though it creaked scveral
times, with an uneasy creaking that
sent the Dounder’s heart almost into
his mouth.

But ho clambered gpimly on, and
reached the level of the balcony rail,
only a foot or two from the pipe,
reached over, and grasped it.

The rest was casy. He grasped the
iron rail firmly, and dragged himself
over, and landed on the Iiitt!r.\ stone
baleony.

There he stood quite still for a
minute or two, breathing hard after
his exertions, and taking care to make
no sound. Ie had yet to ascertain
whether Steele was at home or not.

Many nights—most  nights, the
Bounder believed—the mysterious Form
master left the House secretly; but he
was not likely to be absent every might;
and it was as likely as not that on
this especial night he might be at home,
In which case, there was nothing for
the Bounder to do but to abandon his
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schemo, rcturn to his dormi
postpone the matter till motﬁg:,ﬁinng
He approached the french w'mgm\r
cautiously. He knew that its fastenings
inside were bolts; there was no lock
«tm ét'd tll Stcela tl'lnlad gone out, and 1u-
ended to return the same w
ha‘{'ﬁ le!r.l it unfastened. W, e sk
o glase door was ghut; but it
opened as the Bounder pressed' it sgftlv.
It was not fastened inside. i
_He pushed it open a few inches, and
listened intently, his heart beating
rather painfully, The fact that the
french window was unfastened did not

prove that Richard Steele was mnot
there. He might have gone to bed
leavi the window unbolted, It was

not likely; but it was possibl

Within, all was deep dnrkn;s.

The Bounder pushed the glass door
open wider and wider. His straining
ears caught no sound from within.

Ho stepped within at last. He was
sure that if a sleeper had been in tho
room he would have caught some sound
of breathing. But, at all events, if
Bteele was there, he must be fast asleep,
and the Bounder had to take a chance.
He drew an electric Aash-lamp from bis
[:eogkct, and threw a jet of light on the

It was empty.

Smithy instantly shut off the light,
breathing more freely, with relief.
Steele was out that night! It was be-
yond doubt now!

In the darkness the Bounder grinned.

All was plain sailing now. He bad
only to bolt the french window, cross
to the bed-room door, and let himsclf
out, and go back to his dormitory.

Quickly he closed the french window
and drove the bolts into place. Then
he groped across the room.

He reached the door, and groped
over the lock.

The door was locked—as he had ex-
pected to find it., But—what he had
not expected—the key was not in tho
lock.

T'he DBounder started, his
thumping.

He had taken it for granted that a
man locking his door at night would
leave the key in the lock. 1t had not
oven crossed his mind for 8 moment
that the key might not be there.

Evidently he had under-rated the
careful circumspection of the suspected
man., Bteele had taken the key out
of the bed-room door after locking 1t.
It might be somewhere in the room, or
it might be in Steele’'s pocket. In
either case, the Bounder had no chanco
of getting hold of it.

For a full minute the Bounder stood
there, trembling with rage, his teeth
gritting.

He could not get out of the room by
the door. He was a prisoner in tho
room, until ho unbolted the french
windows and went back the way he had
come, which necessitated leaving the
way open for Richard Steele when Lo
returned.

The Bounder’s rage and disappoint-
ment could hardly have been expressed
in words—had he ventured to utter
any. After all his careful scheming,
after all his trouble and risk, he wus
defeated once more; and there was
nothing to be done but to swallow his
chagrin and sneak away defeated,

With his teeth set, his cyes glinting
with rage in the gloom, the Dounder
recrossed the room at last, and shd
back the bolts of the french window.
There was nothing doing, and the
sooner he was out of that dangerous
quarter the better. The thought of
Richard Steelo returning suddcnfy and
finding him there made a cold chill
run down his spine.

He drew open one side of the french

heart
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window, and, from habitual caution,
listened before he stepped out on the
baleony.

And he did not step out. He closed
the window swiftly, silently.

From without, a sound came to his
ears. It was a sound quite close at
hand—a suppressed breathing, and a
brushing of clothing on the iron rail
of the balcony as a man clambered
over.

Smithy's heart almost missed a beat.

He was caught !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Mysterious Intruder !
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
H stood quite still, as if rooted to
the floor.
His brain
moment.

Ho was caught—hopelessly caught!

The man who was clambering over the
balcony rail would be at the window in
s minute—less than a minute. He was
between the Bounder and escape—there
was no escape! .

The Bounder had a nerve of iron; and
his courage equalled his recklessuess,
But in those terrible moments he was
conscious of something very like terror.

He was alone there, in the darkness
and the small hours; behind him a
locked door; before him the man he
believed to be a dangerous and
desperate criminal, returning from some
midnight robbery. At the least—il
Richard Steele acted like a Form
master—he had to expect a report to tho
headmaster, and a severe flogging. But
if Richard Steele acted, not as a_Form
master, but as the dangerous criminal
Smithy believed him to be—

What then?

The Bounder had not much timo to
think. He heard a grunt from the
clambering man as he dropped on the
inner side of the balcony rail. A few
moro seconds—-

The Bounder moved at last; and when
he moved, he moved swiftly. He backed
across the room in the darkness, out of
sight of the newcomer when he should
appear at the window; turned, and
desperately sought a hiding-place. By
this time his eyes were used to the dark-
ness in the room, and the faint glimmer
of starlight from the window was
enough for him. He knew whero the
bed stood, and he dropped on hands and
knees and backed beneath it.

No plans wero formed in his mind;
only some vague idea of making his
escape after Steele had gone to and
was asleep. He was only thinking of
escaping immediate detection,

His heart was beating in painful
throbs, so loudly that he feared the
sound might be heard in the room.
shut his teeth, and tried to still its
throbbing.

Tho coverlet of the bed reached almost
to tho floor. Thero was no danger of
the Bounder being scen, unless Stecle
actually looked under the bed; and that
was o risk tho Bounder had to take.
After all, it was not likely; Steele was
anything but a nervous man.

{e could see nothing, but he ecould
hear. He heard a soft, stealthy foot-
fall; the man was in the room now.

Tho french window was closed, the
bolts slid home. They were, as the
Bounder had already sardonically
observed, well oiled, and moved almost
without sound.

There was another clight sound, of
rings that moved on a rod, as the thick,
heavy curtains were drawn across the
window.

Swift, soft footsteps crossed by the
door, and then the Bounder heard a
suppressed exclamation:

swam for a

“Locked !"*

It was all that Vernon-8mith could do
to suppress an exclamation of startled
amazement.

For the voice was nol Steele's!

The Bounder lay in stupefaction. It
was not Richard Steele who had entered
the room by the window. The voice was
not Steele’'s. Faint as it was, the sup-
pressed utterance of only one word,
Vernon-Smith knew that it was not tho
voico of the Remove master.

Who, in the name of all that was
mysterious, was it?

The Bounder’s mind was in a whirl.

A burglar? That was his natural
thought. 1f so, it was some burglar
who had been walching the place care-
fully, for obviously he had known that
Steele’s window was wunfastened, and
knew that the Form master was not
occupying the room at that moment.

Back into Smithy's mind came thoe
memory of the attempted burglary at
Greyfriars, the torm before, aceidentally
defeated by Billy Bunter, who had
blundered into the intruder in the dark.

Some of the fellows had surmised that
the interrupted thief would pay Grey-
friars another visit; though, in the lapse

| !
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the matter had been

of time since,
ahmost forgotten.,

Was. this the man?

But the man who had burgled Grey-
friars was the cracksman who had been
guilty of a dozen robberies in the neigh-
bourhood; the Courtficld cracksman,
according to general belief. And the
Bounder believed that Richard Steele
was the Courtfield cracksman. But this
man, whoever and whatever he was,
was not Richard Stecle.

Who was he? What was he? With
his brain in a whirl, and his heart beat-
ing almost to suffocation, the Bounder
lay and listened.

The man was still at the door.

Seconds—minutes—Smithy  did  not
know how long—had passed since he had
heard that suppressed murmur,

A faint mutter reached his cars again,
but he could not distinguish the words,
Smithy wondered whether the man was
puzzled by the absence of the key from
a door that obviously had been locked
on the inside. Or perhaps he was
making sure that the door was flast.

Had he made use of Stecle’s room as
a means of gaining casy access to tho
House for purposes of robbery? Or had
he business in Steele's room itself? In
either case, it was clear that he was
well acquainted with the state of affairs
at the school, and knew as much about
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Richard Steele’s necturnal manners and
customs as Smithy did.

That was in keeping with the
character of tho Courtfield cracksman,
who scemed to ")osm‘ﬁ an uncanny know-
ledge of the places ho looted. {Sut tho
Bounder was convinced that Steele was
in reality the Courtfield cracksman.
Who and what was this man? Anothez
crook in the same lino of business waak-
ing the same “lay”? It secmed na-
likely. But who—what—

It was futile to seck to puzale tho
matter out, The Bounder cou¥d only
wait and listen,

Soft and stealthy movements showed
him that the man had turned from the
locked door. There was a click, and tho
roomn was suddenly flooded with Kghy—
so bright and sudden that it wede the
Bounder blink, shadowy as hia ¥idisg-
place was,

The man had turned on the ektoris
light.

Apparently his business was in S#eeld’s
room, not in the other part of the
House. Indeed, if he was a cracksman,
and well informed as he scemed to be,
he probably knew that the Ilead had
plz wed the school valuables in the bank
at Courtficld after the previous attempt
at burglary just before Christmas.

But was he a cracksman? What wae
his business in Steele's room? Hardly
theft! There could be nothing in the
Form master’s room worth the risk he
was taking.

Frem under the edge of the bed
coverlet, that reached within a few
inches of the floor, tho Bounder could
see some distance by placing his eyes
as low as he could. He sighted a pair
of feet passing across the room. They
wero rather small feet, in rubber shoes
—smaller than Steele's. If Smithy had
not alrcady known that the man was
not Stecle, he would have known it now.

Several times the Bounder nhad a
glimpse of thoso stealthy feet, moving
to and fro, as the unknown man passed
about the room.

Ho was searching.

That was fairly clear—but for what?
Once or twico Smithy heard the rustlo
cf papers; twice a click, as a lock was
opened—by some instrument other than
a key, ho fancied. There were sounds
of stealthy rummaging.

The Bounder would have given much
to raise tho edge of the coverlet and
take one look at the mysterious intruder.
But he did not venturo to move. What-
ever the man was, it was not safe for
the hidden junior to risk revealing him-
self.

Again the muttering voico came to
his ears as the unseen man communed
with himself.

*“Nothing! Nothing! Not a sign—
not a trace—not a hint! And yet—and
yet who ia he? What is his game?”

There was a grunt, as of a man tired
and puzzled; suspicious, troubled, per-
plexed.

It secemed to the Bounder that he
must bo dreaming.

For that muttering voice, faint and
low as it was, came distinctly to his cars
with a sound of familiarity.

Ho had heard it before—ho knew it!
It was a voice he had heard, though
not, he thought, often. And he could
not think, for the moment, whoso voico
it was. But he had heard it before—
he was absolutely certain of that.

The man rooting asbout the Form
master's room was some inmate of Grey-
friars!

And with that thought came a pos-
sible  explanation of the strange
mystery. Was it someono who, like the
Bounder, suspected the mysterious
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master, and was looking for some proof
against him in his room, in his absence?

But then—who? Not a master. It
was not the voice of one of the masters.
Who—what— .

The man was standing still in the
middle of the room, sideways to the
bed, a little turned away. That the
Bounder could see, by the way his feet
showed on the floor. Apparently, he had
finished his scarch, and was standin
there, thinking, ndering, perplexed.
The Bounder could resist no longer his
intense desire to learn who it was; and
the feeling of danger had left him now
that he realised that the mysterious
intruder was someone he knew., With
infinite caution Vernon-Smith raised the
drooping edge of the coverlet and
peered out.

He needed only one glance. .

The profile, purtly turned from him,
in the glare ci the electric light, was
casily recognisable. The Bounder sup-
pressed a gasp of amazement. The man
standing in Richard Steele’'s room, the
man who had searched the room, was
Darnes, the Head's chauffeur!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Message on the Glass !

ARNES stood for a full minute
B longer, silent.
He had not glanced towards
the bed. .

Obviously, he was still quite unaware
that anvone clse was in the room.

The Bounder made no sound. He lay
in concealment, his brain almost spin-
ning with amazement. Barncs—Barnes,
the Head's quiet and well.conducted
chauffeur ! Barnes, supposed in Grey-
friars to be an ex-officer. It was he
who stood within seven or eight feet
of the hidden junior. Herbert Vernon-
Smith almost wondered whether he was
in a dream.

The man made a sudden movement,

Click !

The room was plunged into darkness
again. . )

There was a faint whir of the cur-
tain-rings moving on the rod.

Now that the light was extinguished
Darnes was uncovering the window
again, The Bounder heard the french
window open,

A stealthy movement, and then
gilence. The man was gone! With a
thumping heart the Bounder crawled
out from under the bed.

He stepped to the window, In the
faint starlight without, leafless branches

of trecs loomed dimly. Barnes was
gone—back to the garage, no doubt.
“Barnes!" muttered Smithy. “My

hat! DBarnes!"”

He was still lost in wonder,

What did it mean?

Smithy knew that Darnes was aware
of the strange suspicion of the Form
master that was talked of in the
Remove. He remembered that Bunter
had blurted it out to the ehauffeur. Did
Barnes share that suspicion, and was
he, as a good and faithful servant,
trying to find out whether his master
was sheltering a wolf in sheep's
clothing? It seemed a likely explana-
tion, and was borne out by the words
Smithy had heard him muttering. Yet
it was not convineing.

There had been something stealthy,
furtive, about all the man's movements
in the room, and the Dounder was
almost sure that he had picked the
locks of a trunk and o suitease to look
into them. Lock-picking was a rather
unusual accomplishment for a chauffenr.

Yet if the man was a thief, if he had
talen advantage of the unfastencd
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window for the purposes of theft, the
Bounder was assured that he had, after
all, stolen nothing. Smithy shook his
head. Barnes had not been here as
a thief. It could only be that he sus-
pected—or, at least, doubted—the
mysterious master, and wanted to find
out something about him.

The Bounder was no longer in a hurry

to go.

Now that Barnes was gone the way
was open for him to make his own
escape. But Barnes, evidently, had felt
gafe in remaining in the room so long,
and clearly, he had watched the Form
master and knew how long he might
be expected to remain absent on his
nocturnal excursions. It was pretty
certain that Barnes had left himself
a margin, and taken no risk of being
caught in the House.

A grin came over the Dounder’s face
as he thought. Barnes had vanished;
doubtless, he was back in the garage
by that time. Vernon-Smith drew tﬁo
curtains across the - window as the
chauffeur had done, and turned on the
cleetrie light again.

Then he took a chalk from his pocket
and stepped to the tall glass over the
mantelpiece.

Coolly and methodically he chalked
on the glass, in large capital letters.
He stepped  back ‘and  surveyed his
handiwork with a grin.

WANTED!
THE COURTFIELD CRACKSMAN,
ALIAS RICHARD STEELE!

The Bounder chuckled softly.

He had not been able to carry out
the scheme for which he had come to
the Form master's room; but the
Bounder had a fertile brain. He had
not, after all, taken his trouble for
nothing.

He extinguished the light, drew back
the heavy dark curtains, and opened
the french window again.

All was still and silent without as
he listened, save for the sough of the
wind from the sea, in the leafless
branches of the trees.

He stepped out on the balecony and
ghut the window quietly behind him.
He swung himself from the balcony rail
to the rain-pipe, and clambered down it
to the groundl.

Once more he paused fo listen and
look round him. But all was still, and
the Bounder scudded away in the dark-
ness,

A few minutes more, and he had
climbed the leads at the bLack of tho
building, and was clambering in at the
box-room window.

He trod softly back to the Remove
dormitory.

A steady snore greeted him as he
opened the dormitory door. Billy
Dunter was going strong.

Vernon-Smith ciosed the door softly
and crept towards his bed. A sleepy
voice came from the darkness,

“That you, Smithy 7"

“Little me!"” answered the
coolly.

Skinner sat up in hed,

i :ou”\wm, after all¥”

Jounder

“More ass you!" said Skinner. “If
you'd got ecanght—"

“I didn't get caught.”

“You've shut Steele out of the
HMouse " asked Skinner, with interest.

“1 couldn’t. The brute had locked
hiz bed-room door and taken away the
key. 1 had to get out the way I got
in.

Skinner chuckled.

“What a jolly old frost! Worth while
breaking Ilouse Lounds in the middle
of the mght for that—I don't think!”

THE MAGNET

The Bounder made no reply. He
threw off his clothes rapidly and rolled
into bed. Skinner peered at him.

“But, I say, was the man actually
out at this time of night?"” he asked

curiously.

“He was!”

“Looks jolly  suspicious,”  said
Skinner. "i wonder what the Head

would think if he knew?”

“The same as I do, very likely. And
he will know, if Steele makes a fuss
about the message I've left chalked
on his glass.”

“My hat! What was that?" asked
Skinner breathlessly.

The Bounder t.oldY him.

There was a chortle from Skinner.

Then another voice chimed in. They
had awakened Harry Wharton,
“You awful ass, Smithy ! You'll get

a flogging from the Head, as safe as
houses.”

“Think Steele will make a fuss, and
let the Beak know that he was out on
the tiles all night?” eneered the

under,

“Well, T hope he won't, for your
sake,”” said the captain of the Remove.
“But if ever a fellow begged for
trouble, Smithy, you're the fellow "

“How’s he going to know it was 19"
asked the Bounder. “I didn't leave a
visitin'-card in his room.”

Another chortle from Skinner.

“Most likely he will spot you,” said
Harry.

“Are you going to tell him I was

out of dormitor unds ?”  asked
Vernon-Smith, with a sneer.
“Oh, don’t bo a silly ass!” snapped

Wharton.  “Nobody in the Remove
will give you away. But Steele will
spot you, tem to one. You ought to
llgp:lw” by this time that he’s a downy
ird.

“8o0 am I!” yawned the Bounder.

And he laid his head on the pillow
and closed his eyes, and in less tﬁnn a
minute was fast asleep.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Early Bird Catches the Bounder !

LANG, clang, clang!
‘ The rising-bell rang out
the grey winter morning.
Bob Cherry, always the first
to_move, sat up in bed and yawned.
Yawns answered from along the row
of white beds.
Clang, clang!
“Hallo, Imﬁo, hallo! Wake up, you
slackers!” boomed Bob Cherry. “All
hands on deck! Show a leg!”
“Blessed if that bell doesn't get

earlier every morning!” grunted
Johnny Bull.  “I'm fed-up with that-
bell 1"

“The fed-upfulness js terrific!”

shivered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Grooogh! The cold-fulness is prepos-
terous, my ridiculous chums !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated
Bob.
. He was about to make his usual brisk
jurnp out of bed, when the dormitory
door opened, and Mr. Steele entered.

Bob sat and looked at him.

Why the Form master had come to
the dormitory at that early hour, at the
first clangs of the rising-bell, he could
not 1magine.

“Good-morning, sir!” said Bob
cheerily.
“Good-morning !" said Mr. Steele.

He glanced up and down the dormi-
tory. :'Kindlr remain in bed for a
few minutes longer, my boys.”
“Certainly, sir!” said Bob, with a
grin. *“As long as vou like, sir! We
shouldn’t mind another hour.”
The Remove master smiled.
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* A fow minutes will suffice,”
be said.

All the Remove were awake
now, with two exceptions. On
two pairs of ears the clang of
the rising-bell had fallen un-
heeded. One pair belonged to
William George Bunter, who
never awakened till the last

ossible  minute. Herbert

ernon-Smith was the other
sleeper. As a rule the Bounder
awakened as easily as any
fellow in the Form. But the
excitement and loss of slecp the
previous night had tired him
out, and he still slept soundly
now, in spite of the clanging of
the bell.

Most of the juniors sat up in

All of them that were
awake stared at the Form
master, wondering what he
wanted there. It was obvious
that something was “up.”

Skinner'seyes followed Steele’s
glance, He, at least, guessed
what had brought the Form
master there—the message that
Smithy had chalked on the

lass in his room. The

ounder was drawing suspicion
upon himself unconsciously.

“Wake up, Smithy !” called
out Skinner. “Mr. Steele’s
here!” He tossed his pillow
across to the Bounder, and
Vernon-Smith was effectually
awakened as it dropped on his
head.

He started up with an excla-
mation.

“Oh! What silly ass—"

Then his glance fell on the
Form master, and he was
silent. He caufht on instantly.
The rising-bell was still clanging.

Vernon-Smith rubbed his eyes.

“It's_all right. I was awake,” he
said calmly. “No need to chuck pil-
lows at me.”

“Remain _in bed!” said Mr. Steele.
“I have a few words to say to you, my
boys, before you rise. Last night some-
one entered my room while I was
absent, and I cannot help suspecting
that it was a member of this Form.”

The Bounder's face was tense, But
he was perfectly cool now.

““Someone entered your rpom, sir?”
he exclaimed.

“Yes,” said Stecle, his eyes on tho
Bounder.

“Before we went to dorm, do you
mean, sir?” asked Smithy innocently.

“I do not mean that, Vernon-Smith.
Whoever visited my room secretly last
m;ht, went there long after bed-time.”

“Then you saw him, sir?” asked the
Bounder, with the same innocence.
Some of the juniors grinned.

“I did not see him, Vernon-Smith,
or I should have dealt with him on the
spot,” said Mr. Steele calmly, “I had
occasion to be absent from the school
at a late hour last night, and it was
during my absence that this boy visited
my room.”

The Removites exchanged glances.
The suspected man made no bones
about letting the wholo Form know
that he had been absent in the middle
of the night.

“What is most serious about theo
matter,” went on Mr. Stecle, address-
ing the Form generally, “is that the
boy must have broken House bounds at
night, and entered my room by the
french window, climbing on the balcony

outside,”
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob

Cherry involuntarily. Then he
coloured, and was silent.

“But why not by the door, sir?”
asked the under, in the same inno-
cent tono as before. “I should think a

fellow would go into the room by the
door, sir.”
locked,

“The door
Smith.”

“Qh, sir! I didn’t know the masters
locked their doors at night,” said the
Bounder.

“The boy who entered my room must
have known,” said Mr. Stecle calmly,
apparently not objecting to letting all
tho Lower Fourth hear of his unusual
manners and customs. “That boy must
have entered by the window, and to do
so he must have broken House bounds
late at night—a very serious infraction
of the rules. It is my intention to
inquire into this very strictly.”

“It can't have been a Remove man,
sir,” said Skinner. “I'm sure that no
fellow left this dormitory in the night.”

“What makes you so sure of that,

was Vernon-

Skinner? Were you awake in the
night 1
“Oh, no, sir!” said Skinner, in a
hurry.

“Then you can hardly be aware
whe’l'.hor anyono left the dormitory or

ot.

“Y—T think I should have heard him,
sir.”

“Possibly—and possibly not!”  Mr.
Steele’s keen grey eyes passed up and
down the line of faces. “The boy con-
cerned will save time and trouble by
confessing at once,” he added.

Nobody in the Remove seemed to
have any desire to save time and
trouble. At all events, nobody spoke.

“Very well,” said the Removo
master, after waiting s few moments,

“ How do you account, Vernon-Smith, for the fact that the sleeves of your jacket and the
knees of your trousers are plainly marked with dirt and rust ? ** asked Mr. Steele,

“I shall question you first, Vernom-
Smith.”

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Why me first, sir?” ho asked
sullenly. “I don't see why I should be
picked on.”

“Then I will cxplain. You are the
most audacions and impudent boy in
the Form, and you have lost no oppor-
tunity of referring to the ridiculous
story that has been spread about me in
the Remove ! said Mr. Stecle sternly.
“The insolent message that was left
chalked on my glass, is in kecping with
many things you have done, Vernon-
Smith.”

“I mever left the dormitory!” said
the Bounder sulkily. “I never opened
my eyes in the night, so far as ]
remember.”

“If that is true, Vernon-Smith, you
have nothing to fear. Fortunately, the
matter can bo cleared up without the
possibility of error.”

The Bounder felt a chill,

“Js every boy awake?” asked the
Remove master, with another glance
round. “No, Bunter scems to be still
asleep. Bunter!”

Snore!

Mr. Steelo crossed over to Bunter's
bed, and shook him by the shoulder.
The fat junior started into wakefulness.

“Ow! Beast! Leggo!” ho hooted.
“T ain't going to get up yet! DBeast!
Leggo! Rotter !”

“ Bunter !"

“Oh_ecrikey !” Bunter jum[:fd_ as ho
recognised his Form master beside the
bed. “Oh, is—is it you, sir? I—I—
didn’t know it was you, sir. I—I
thought"it. was some other beast, sir,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Wake up, you absurd boy!” said
Mr. Stecle.

“Oh' Yes, sir,"” gaspe DBunter. “It
wasn't me, sir!”

“What ¥ What was not you,
Bunter " c
* Anything, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“Nothing! I assure you, sir, it waso’t
me! 1 don’t know what's up, but it
wasn't me, sir|"”

A chuckle ran along the row of beds.
Billy Bunter groped for his spectacles,
jammed them on his fat little nose, and

linked at the Form Master in alarm.
“There were many sins on Bunter's fat
conscience, i

“If—if you've come here for me, sir,
he mumbled, “I swear I never did it.
1f it's the pie—"

“‘The pie t” ejaculated Mr. Steele.

“Yes, sir; I know absolutely nothing
about it. 1f the cook says the pie 13
gone, it's no g asking me, sir! I'm
not the fellow to sneak down and bag
a pie, sir! Any fellow in the Remove
will tell you go. Ask Wharton! He
knows me."”

“Do you mean to say that you have
abstracted a pic, Bunter?”

“Nunno! No!” yelled Bunter. *“I
was just myini{ that I hadn’t, sir. Ask
Snoop, sir. e can tell you I mever
touched it! He knows, sir. I gave him
some of itl”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Mr. Steele joined in the laugh that
echoed along the Remove dormitory.
William George Bunter was rather too
much for his gravity.

“You utterly absurd boy, I am not
here to inquire concerning a pie," he
said. ‘“*You had better say no more,
Bunter.” .

“Yes, sir. Only I'd like you to know
that I never touched it, sir. I never

knew anything about the pie. It may
have been the cat—"
“That will do, Bunter. You had

better be silent! I shall take no notice
of the admission you have made.”

Mr. Steele stepped back from the beds.
Once more his keen glance swept up
and down the dormitory. )

“Every boy present will show his
hands for inspection!" he said.

In blank amazement, the Remove
fellows held out their hands for inspec-
tion. The Bounder was the only excep-
tion. He kept his hands under the
blankets, a hunted look growing in his
eyes.

There were plenty of hands for Mr.
Steclo to inspect, but he did not take the
trouble to inspect those that were readily
shown. He stepped towards the
Bounder's bed, & grim expression on his
face.

“Show your hands, Vernon-Smith!”
S]owlF the Bounder drew them into
sight, the palms downward.

“Turn the palms up,” said Steele
qu:etliy.

Still more slowly, the Dounder obeyed.

“How do you account for the stains

on your hands, Vernon-Smith—stains
mado, apparently, by grasping a rusty
iron pipe?"”
. I was doing some dumb-bell exercise
in my study last evening, sir. The bars
were a bit rusty, I forgot to wash my
hands afterwards.”

The Remove listened breathlessly.
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They knew that whoever had entered
Steele's room by the window must bave
climbed the rusty iron rain-pipe to the
balcony, and evidently Steele suspected
Smithy. The juniors wondered whether
the Bounder was going to “get away "
with this explanation.

“Is that the truth, Vernon-Smith?"

. "“Ob, quite, sirl” said Smithy, es
impertinently as he dared.

“You can show me the bumb-bells
which are so rusty that they have
stained your fingers and the palms of
you hands?” )

“Qertainly, sir; they’re in my study.
Unless,” added the Bounder, calmly
and thoughtfully—"“unlecss some fellow
has bagged them. Fellows are always
borrowing _t.hmgs up and down our
passage, sir.

“I shall not look for the dumb-bells
Vernon-Smith, I em afreid it would
prove that some person had, as you sug-
gest, borrowed them.”

“Sarc!” murmured Bob Cherry, sotto
voce.

“It's quite possible, sir,” said the
Bounder coolly. *My things are bor-
rowed right and left in the Remove
passage. 1 let fellows come and take
what they like.”

“Very good!” said Mr. Steele.

There was s breathless pause. If
Stecle was going to be “stuffed ” like
this, he was not the downy bird the
Remove had hitherto considered him.
But Richard Steele was not finished yet.

He turned to the Bounder's clothes.
Smithy had taken the trouble to fold
them up neatly before turning in.

“These are your clothes, Vernon-
Smith 1"

The Bounder caught his breath.

*““Yes, sir.”

There was no help for it. The admis-
sion had to be made,

Mr. Steele examined the clothes.

“How do you account, Vernon-Smith,
for the fact that the sleeves of your
jacket, and the knees of your trousers,
are plainly marked with dirt and rust?”
asked the Form master, in a deep voice.

The Bounder was silent. A moment’s
thought told him that such signs must
remain, after his climb up the rusty old
pipe. Certainly he would have taken
caro to clean off those tell-tale stains had
he been given time. The Remove knew
now why Richard Steele had butted into
their dormitory at rising-bell.  Ten
minutes later tie Bounder would have
had his clothes on, would have noticed
how they were marked, and would have
taken his measures. The carly bird had
caught the worm.

“I am waiting for your answer,
Vernon-Smith.”

No answer came.

Mr. Steele laid down the clothes,

“Vernon-Smith, it was you who broke
House bounds last night, climbed in at
my window, and wrote an offensive and
i:lsl:lt:nBomem o on the glass in my
room. you deny it further "

“You know it was I,” snarled the
Bounder. ‘I don't care! You can take
me to the Head, if you like.”

Steele regarded him steadily.

“I am sorry for this, Vernon-Smith.
You are a_boy of nerve and courage,
qualities which might serve you well if
better directed. I am sorry that it is my
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duty to punish you severely; but I shall
do my duty! Y)c'm will come to my study
immediately after prayers.”

With that Mr. Steele left the Remove
dormitory. The rising-bell bad ceased
to clang. The juniors turned out,
Smithy with a black brow and glinting
eyes,

“ Hard cheese, old man |” said Skinner.

The Bounder made no answer. He
was quivering with rage and chagrin,
and Skinner's perfunctory sympathy was
not of much use to him.

“The hardfulness of the esteemed
cheese is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. *“The sympathise is pre-
pogtoro#a, amy wort};y Smli)iay." i 4

mithy ve the captain ol 8
Remove a bsl?tar look.

“Why don’t you say I told you so?”
he sneered. :

“Well, that wouldn’t help, would it?"”
said Wharton. “I'm sorry you're
bowled out and booked for a lls:kmq;
but you really did ask for it, Smithy."”

“Put some excrcise books in your
bags, old bean,” said Snoop. ‘‘Steele
looked as if he meant business.”

The Bounder dressed in silence and
went down. After prayers, he made his
way to the Form master's study. n

&me of the juniors waited for him
to return. Many of them were sympa-
thetic. A fellow up for a licking always
had the good wishes of his Form-fellows.
Skinner iad told the fellows what it was
that the Bounder had chalked on Steele's
glass, and they had no doubt that Steele
would “lay it on.” There was no trepi-
dation, but black, savage sullenness, in
the Bounder's face as he went to Steele's
study.

“If you have tears
‘earers, prepare to she
murmured Skinner.

Skinner could afford to be humorous.

“QOh, shut up, you worm!” said
Cherry, in disgust.

It was five minutes before the Bounder
came back. When he came, his face was
white and his eyes burning. The juniors
did not need to ask if he had had it
“bad.” Evidently he had.

He tramped through the silent crowd
and went out into the quad. When
the breakfast-bell went, Harry Wharton
joined him there. Vernon-Smith met

im with a black look,

“Look here, Smithy, old chap,” said
Harry uncomfortably. “You're not &
fellow to take advice, but I really wish
you'd give up this feud against élee!e.
What's the good of it?”

The Boiinder breathed hard.

“*Give it up!” he repeated, between
his teeth. *Likely, isn’t it? I'm going
on. I'll never rest till I've shown him
up to all Greyfriars—till I've got it plain
enough for the police to handle him!
You'll see that I shall get my own back
on Mr, Cracksman Steele!”

“Look here, Smithy—""

“Oh, chuck it!"

The Bounder turned his back on
Wharton and tramped to the House.
Wharton followed him in uneasy silence.
The Bounder’s feud was going on, more
bitterly than before; and Wharton won-
gered uneasily what the end of it would

e.

my beloved
them now!”

THE END.
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The Gang’s Master-Stroke !

ETER FRAZER, keeping tight

hold of his nerve, thought fast.
In grudging admiration, he
reflected that his enemies had
picked their time beautifully, The sim-
licity and boldness of the plan took his

reath away.

Everything was in their favour now.
They had seized the one short moment
when field and foundry were deserted,
darkness reigned, and even those
shrewd watchdogs, Moller and Tim
Osborne, having seen him comfortably
sitting before his own fireside, had
reckoned him safe. The scheme was a
winner |

“8tep forward!”

Peter rose and limped forward. The
three men closed round him.

“Now, listen you!” began the man
grimly, when Peter bent forward.

“w 3', it'néood old Granger !” he ex-
claimed. “Great Scott, hasn’t your
face mended yet, man? No need to
hide it from me !”

With a bitter curse the man tore the
handkerchicf from his face, and for just
one second Peter thought he would
shoot., So did Spider Huggins.

“Steady, Red !” he called softly.

And, with a mighty effort, the gang-
leader recovered himself.

“All right!” he choked. “But much
Food may it do you! We've got the
a.ugh now, Mr. Suff'rin Frazer! And
you'll never be able to give me away !”

His gun-hand shook with rage.

“Well, get on! Shoot and get it
over 1” growled Peter contemptuously.

Granger grinned crookedly.

“That's for someone else ! he gloated.
“Now, listen, Frazer! I won't shoot
'nless I have to. But,” he finished sig-
nificantly, “I'm not going to be caught !
We've had enough of you! Cut it out !
he rasped madly as Peter's lips opened.
“Listen! We're going for a walk—you
and I together. These two not far off—
savvy? And wherever we go, this un'll
be within two inches of yon—so !” With
a lightninq movement he thrust the gun
into Peter’s ribs, and grinned savagely
into his ecyes. “We'll go out of here,
together, and across that field to the
yard—together.”

Peter’'s face did mot move; but
Granger must have seen the quick
gleam in his eyes.

-"’I'Hl_i.il | BT
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“Forget it " he gloated. “If anyone
hails you, answer ‘'em—and quick!
You're the great Mr. Bloomin' Frazer,
Esquire, taking a walk with one of his
lovin’ workmen—talking football, or
fancy knittin'—see?” .

The gun-barrel bored deeper into
Peter's side, and the man’s eyes shone
with diabolical fury.

“Y seo,” replied Peter softly. :

“You'd better! Now, listen again!
You—mean—money—to us, and free-
dom! Money and freedom! So if you
try to get away—well, you won't!
That’s all

He nodded his head, and the SFider
and Murphy grasped Peter's shoulders,
and thrust him out into the hall. One
of them threw his Claytonian scarf
round his neck, and jammed his soft hat
on to his head, the other opened the
door.

“Scat }” growled Granger; and they
vanished.

Together Peter and the gang-leader

Peter Frazer kidnapped ! Not a

clue to his whereabouts ! Has

the “‘Man with the Scar”
succeeded at last ?

stepped down the path and out on to
the football field.

The man’s courage was marvellous;
but Peter guessed that he and his men
were desperate. Slowly they strolled
across the fieldd until they reached the
middle.

Before them a light ;flonmed for a
second on the asphalt path that
hounded the field, then shone again a
few paces further on. It was the patrol-
man.

Peter's breath came a little faster,
but the pressure at his side increased
steadily.

Once again the torch gleamed, but
Granger did not move. And so they
waited, a part of the dark night, until
the gleam came again farther up, and
the constable was safely past. A faint
hiss sounded from the darkness ahead,
and Granger prodded his captive
onward.

The remainder of that walk was like
a nightmare. Behind them the police-
man continued his round in a state of
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blissful ignorance, and ahead of them
Spider and Murphy scouted silently.

They came to the path, crossed it, and
were 1n the foundry yard. Then they
were strolling past the foundry itself,
trembling with the steady pulse of the
furnaces. Peter prayed that one of
the night-shift would come out, but
Granger's luck held good.

There was not a soul in all the huge
yard. Now they were past the corner
of the foundry, and on to where the
great mounds and heaps of ashes, slag,
and coal were dotted among the trucks
and rails, The wind from the wide
marshes blew clean and salty in their
faces,

Guided by the Pressuro of Granger's
gun, Peter stumbled round the base of
a giant heap, his ankle jarring pain-
fully. Rough hands reached suddenly
out of the darkness, and pulled him
forward, Coal or ashes began to clink
and roll beneath his feet, so that with
his sound leg he dug harder in the hope
of making as much noise as posaibro.
He heard Granger curso softly, then his
ankles were grabbed, and lifted high
in the air.

Warily they carted him over the base
of the great mound, and dumped him
(_!0\\?[! at last by the wall of the foundry
itsell.

Ho had some idea where he was now.
By the back wall of the foundry an
immense mound of coal had accumu-
lated for ycars. Now he guessed he
was jammed down in the small space
between the edge of the mound and the
wall, and even had it been light, he
would have been hidden from view by
the great bulk of the mound itself.

But he had no time for further
thought. A torch smapped on, and a

leam shone out for a second. It was
ong enough, however, for Peter to see—
close against the wall of the foundry, 2
small manhole, and all around him and
his eaptors, and above them, the great
fuel heap.

Then, for the first time on the march,
Granger's gun ceased boring into his
side. It was his last chance, and he took

it.

Heo left the earth like a catapult.
There was no room for anyone to dodge,
and Granger, bending downwards, took
Peter's hard, black head slam in the
faco and buckled up feebly. At the
same instant, a terrific kick, aimed
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It:lindly. caught Murphy's leg below the
inee.

But the gang's luck was in.  Un-
balanced, and slightly dazed by the col-
lision with Granger's face, Peter strug-
gled wildly to get s foothold on the
rolling coal, and then his crocked ankle
let him down. He slipped, tottered,
and Spider Huggins, hitting like a mule
from somewhere higher up tho mound,
knocked the breath clean out of him
with one fierce drive.

Clutching wildly at nothing, Peter
folded up %iko a penknife. The ground
scemed to melt beneath him, and down
into black darkness he went until he
fetched up on stone ﬂars with a force
that finished him completely.

The next instant a shower of furious
men descended on_him, feet first, and
the last sound his swimming senses
registered was the soft, grating noisc of
a rusty cover being drawn carefully over
the manhole! ’ <

Red Granger had landed his prize!

—

A Weary Search !
T was not until half-past seven the
l next morning that old Anna,
grumbling her way downstairs, dis-
covered Mr. Dimmock sceurely
bound and gagged in his own little
study.

The manager, utterly exhausted and
sleeping heavily, was slumped in & heap
in his chair, and only after five minutes’
frantic shaking by the terrified old ser-
vant did he stroggle back to conscious-
ness.

Within the hour, all Maxport scemed
to know of Peter Frazer's disappear-
ance. In the long parlour of Manston, a
little group of serious men questioned
the weary manager persistently, and

already Inspector Button had flung a
cloud of searchers over city and
country.

‘“And you're quite sure you've no idea
who the men were Mr. Dimmock?
Can’t you give nl}r description at all?"

“Only what I've told you twice
already, inspector!” replied Mr. Dim-
mock limply. “There were three of
them, all masked, and the one who
held a revolver was the leader! Thero
was nothing distinetive about them, and
only the leader spoke. There was only
the firelight to see them by ! They—they
led me out and bound me—and what
happened to Peter after that—"

His head dropped slowly into bhis
hands.

Outside on the field, a huge group of
Peter's workmen waited, silently, omin.
ously, for news,

Only one man among them broke the
silence, a big, dirt-begrimed stoker,
who a few months ago would willingly
have knocked Peter endways and kicked
him on the ground. Clenching a ham-
like hand, he growled:

“Mates, if we find they scum have
hurted oor Pe'er—"

A low growl, like the mutter of wild
animals, was his answer.

Whilo the meeting at Manston was
proceeding, Moller and Tim Osborne sat
facing each other in their little cottago.
The deep lines on the elder man’s face
had become grimmer even than usual,
but Tim's features had undergone a
complete change.

Vanished was the shy, youthful look
that everyone in the foundry knew by
now. Instead, he looked much older, and
the expression of the tight-drawn mouth
and glinting, steely eyes was ficrce and
menacing. Tim Osborne of Frazer's

had become Osborne of the Canadian
Secret Servicel

Moller spoke first, bitterly. )

“Two years ago old Frazer invited
me into this game to find out who was
after his scalp |” he mused. *1 didn’t.
And six months ago, just before he died,
he asked me to take care of Peter. And
now I've lost him 1"

“Chuck it, dad " snapped Tim. “I'm
to blame. We really should have
swooped earlier and chanced it! He's
walked my feet off for nearly three
months now, jazzin’ after him on those
mad prowls of his—and now—well, we've
Just got to find him1”

Moller nodded moodily.

“The moment 1 clapped eyes on that
lad the morning after they'd fished him
out of the river, I knew I'd have my
hands full! I tried hard to get him to
sell out and take up something else—tho
best course I could think of, Tim, for
I tell you, just one glance at Peter
Frazer was enough to tcll me he'd go
baldheaded after whatever trouble was
going ! He'd got old Desmond written
all over him|”

Tim rose impatiently.

“What would have been the good of
his pushing off somewhere else? We
know who's after him, and why—now !
We've misjudged our man, and now
we've got to find Peter! I honestly
didn’t think they'd have the nerve to
také him out of his own house—under
the cires!” His cyes gleamed as he
looked up at Moller again. “ And now
I'm going to find him, even if I have
to comb every place in Maxport!”

Moller touched his arm as he turned.

“Take young Sparrow!
this place inside out.”

Tim nodded briefly, and a moment
later was gone. Moller looked after him
wislfull{. but he couldn’t go. Someone
had to keep things geing in the foundry,
and he had a stiff task before him to get
the men back |

Meanwhile, Tim had picked Sparrow
u?l on the fringe of the crowd outside,
The little goalie’s face was pinched with
misery, and he turned a pair of dull
eyes as Tim touched his shoulder, The
disappearance of Peter Frazer affected
him more than most things.

He knows

LT
INTRODUCTION,

Peter Frazer, a slruggling  youngster of
eighteen, a'lru_lght_!mm a public school, arrives
in the squalid industrial eity o‘_l’f to
take over his strange legacy from his uncle
—Frazer's Iron Fou ven before reaching
his new home Peler f into the hands of a
g:ngr of ruffians led by a scarred man, and

rely escapes with his life. At the Works
the youngster learns from kis manager, Mr,
Dimmock, thal this gang have brought Frazer's
to the brink of ruin, and with grim determination
Peter sets out to smash .

Al first he finds even his own men hostile, but
when once he won them over the
and his followers are practically beaten.
while, business for the foundry gen'm {o improve,
but Peter, not content, interviews Sir James
Fossell, the mayor o‘{ Mazport, and secures huge
contracts that set Frazer's on the road to pros-

perily.

At length, when every one of the scarred man's
plots have failed, the gang, hunted and %
#tarved, grow desperate. Granger outlines a
el mnggo plan for "' gelting "' Peter Frazer, and
they decide to make their last effort within twenty-
Sour hours. The follmeing night Peter and Mr.
Dimmock are taking their ease before the fire at
Manston when the electric light suddenly enaps
out, and there comes a low, fierce command from
a masked figure in the mide the room :
*“ Up with "em ! " Then, while the ng iron-
master is kept helpless by the m ng revolver,
two other men jerk Mr. Dimmock into his own

study.
(Now read on.)

THE MAGNET

Tim took him by the arm and led
him out of the crush; and in a quiet
epot, spoke quickly and abruptly.

When he had finished, Sparrow stared
at him, and a tiny ray of hope began
to dawn in his eyes. He gripped Tim's
hand feverishly.

“We've got to find him!” he mut-
tered, from the bottom of his heart.
“We've just got to!”

Throughout the long heartbreaking
day that followed the mumbled words
left the {oungstur'a lips over and over
again, till they sounded like a prayer.

“We've got to find him—we've just
got to 1"

Many strange and ugly places they
slunk into during the day, in sordid
alleys and filthy, reeking cellars that
Sparrow knew. No one ventured to
question them—Tim, with his fierce,
level stare, and his right hand never far
from his coat pocket, and Sparrow,
who would have fought like a cornered
lynx anyone who tried to hinder their
sea

But, although they combed slumland
and the docks, above and below ground,
and Tim broke off every now and then
to phone Inspector Button, not a trace,
not a sign of Peter Frazer did they find.
t was as though the earth had
swallowed him.

Nor, thouEh they tried desperately,
did they pick up the trail of Granger’s
old gang.

Nearly exhausted, tired and hopeless
in mind and body, they drifted finally to
the dockside and dropped wearily to the
stones.

“We've got to find him!” droned
Sparrow mechanically; but presently
his tousled head dropped heavily, and
he sat limp and beaten.

No less tired, his thin face a mask out
of which two bright eyes shone restlessly,
Tim sat staring down the twisted alley-
way before them.

They had searched everywhere, the
long passage and the sunken cellar, out
of which he had rescued Peter from
drowning when he had first come to
Maxport, and even the deserted beer-
house, closed by police orders, that had
masked the entrance to the warren
below,

In his short career, Tim had sought
for men in strange places, in ghettoes and
the crowded cities of Canada and the
States; and he would not confess that
this ramshackle old English slum had
beaten him |

Peter was somewhere in slumland!
Inspector Button was positive of that.
But where?

Now he was tired and Sparrow was
whacked. A rest was of absolute
necessity ! They could still go on search-
ing afterwards.

At that moment, shuffling steps came
from a watchman's hut, and an old
man came towards them, peering belli-
gerently with short-sighted eyes. He
was a very ancient old man, indeed, and
his voice guavered as he ordered them
along.

“W'at be doin’ 'ere!” he shrilled.
“Goo on wi' ye, d'ye hear? None o' v
varmints can lark round while ole
Marks is 'ore!”

Tim looked up alertly at the pugna-
cious old chap.

“It's all right, dad,” he said sooth-
ingly. “We're only tired! So you're
old Marks!”

“I'm old Marks!” said the ancient
g.rm;giy. “What's wrong with the
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“Pired,” said Tim, his bright eyes on
he old man’s lined face. “We've been
searching for Peter Frazer!”

“Have 'ee, now ¥ shrilled old Marks,
relaxing a little. “Friends of his'n,
are ye! Ah, a fine lad—a fine lad!
He's gone, they tell me. Dolted, somo
'qu said—but [ shut his mouth, I tell
gt

“Friend of yours, too?” asked Tim.

He was more tired than he thought,
and didn't want to shift yet.

The old watclinan swelled importantly.

“"Pwas I fished un out of that!” le
quavered, nodding at the swirling river.
“'An 'e thanked me—ay, like a gent
arterwards !”

Tim nodded. He remembered having
heard that it was old Marks the watch-
man who had found Peter after his
escape from Peterson's ship.

The old man, his fiarcencss forgotten,
shuffled ncarer still, glad of someone to
talk to. He became garrulous.

*His uncle was a man, too,” he went
on. “A proper gent! Kunew what he
wanted and got it, he did!”

Edging over to a bollard, he sat down
slowly, folding his gnarled hands over
his stick the while he stared at Tim
through the fading light.

“I1 mind when he first built yon
foundry !’ he mused. *“Came back to
Maxport from furrin’ parts. Masxport

wasn't in the iron trade, reclly—that’s
farther north—but he was full o’ notions
he'd picked up in Americy, and he ups
and builds this foundry!”

Tim had switched his thoughts back
to the day's fruitless search and was
barely listening to the old man. The
river lapped at the old dock, stars
began to appear, and the old watchman,
happy with an audience, rambled on.

“Iolks laughed at un—but 'ce didn't
care, look 'ee! He couldn’t find no
place to build his works, so at last, d'ye
know what he ups and does, lad "

“No!" mumbled Tim absently.

“He ups and builds out 'ere on the
marshes! *‘River's 'andy, land’s cheap,
fresh air for the men, says 'e, and so
'e buys the ole Abbey rooins!”

“What?”

Tim’s cxplosive question made the old
man jump.

“PDon’t 'ee shout, b’y! "I buys what's
left o' the poor ole Abbey. Folks cried
out, but 'e didn't care! ‘Foundry's
better'n rooins!’ says 'e. ‘Rooins don't
make work—foundry does! 'The foun-
dations’ll do for my foundry, the
gtream’ll come in handy for a dock, and
the lads can play on the green!’ So
‘e builds his foundry and t'old Abbey
zoes out like. A ‘eadstrong man 'e was!”

And old Marks chuckled and wheezed
again. But Tim was not amused. In-
stead, he sat bolt upright, and his eyes
never left the old man's face.

A flock of new ideas raced through
his head. 'I'lhis was the first time he had
ever heard of the old Abbey. So the
foundry stood in its place, its stream was
the cinder-grimed drain, and where the
monks had once paced devoutly, Frazer's
team played football !

Suddenly he bent forward and touched
the old watchman's hand.

“Most old Abbeys had cellars and
passages underground!” he hinted
rently. “Did you ever hear of passages
inder this Abbey, Mr., Marks?"

“'Ear of 'em!” shrilled the ancient,
o triumphantly that Tim sprang to his
cot. “Why, lad, I played in 'em when
. was a b’y! Why, all round yonder's
-t 'oneycombed with passages. Under
i+ marshes, lad! Just 'oneycombed !”
_ “What a fool I am!” cried Tim,
jumping to his feet excitedly.

He bent and thumped Sparrow’s tired
shoulders.

“8parrow, where did Granger's lot

THE
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disappear the night they tried to bust
the galvanising bath? Get up, for the
love of Mike!”

Heedless of the startled old watchman
rocking on his bollard, he bent down
and fairly yanked Sparrow to his fect.

3 ‘I'IGot to find him!” mumbled the lad
ully.

“We've done it—I bet we've done
it!” chortled Tim, and without another
word he was off ulong the dock towards
the foundry at top speed, Sparrow
followyng open-mouthed in his wake.

Found !
HE moment Tim reached the
E foundry he hurried to find
Moller. A few words jerked
over his shoulder sent Sparrew
off to colleet a trusty squad for
emergencics, and tho lirst men  he

bumped into were the Macdonalds,

To them he gasped out somo of the
day’'s adventures, and Tim Osborne's
slender hope, and without a word the
giant Scotsmen wheeled and vanished.

Thus, when a few minutes later Tim
and Moller appeared in the dark yard
with powerful torches in their hands,
practically the whole of Frazer's foot-
ball team stood in a quict, ominous
group in the black shadow of the wall!

Those who were not on the night shilt
the Scotsmen had found in the gym-
nasium. Silent, tense with hope and
excitement, and every man armed with
some sort of weapon, they were as tongh
a crowd of fighting nien as could have
been found in Maxport!

But there was no trace of excitement
about Moller or Tim. They set about
their programme quietly and method-
ically, as though scarching in the dark
for a hidden trap in a great muddy
foundry yard was everyday work.

Everything in the yard was in dark-
ness; only away across the football ficld
gleamed a solitary light from Manston,
telling them that Mr. Dimmock was
indoors.

Moller turned to the silent group of
ironmen.

“Mullins, Haggerty, Hammond! QOut
on the field, Keep quiet, stand still,
and warn me if anyone comes! Any-
one, mind!”

The three went off, and the search was
on.

'I'o the men watching it was a difficult
task to keep themselves in hand as they
saw two pools of light quarter tho
ground foot by foot, and heard the tap,
tap of Tim's hammer as he sounded tho
path for the passage beneath.

Gradually they worked along the wall.
Now they were at tho corner—no
resvlt! Baker's huge fist tightencd on
his bar of iron and he fumed with im-
paticnce, but neither of the patient
searchers turned a hair.

Then came the open yard and the
dumps, with the marsh brecze blowing
stiffl; into their faces. Tim flicked his
light ronnd eautiously. Only the great
long mound of coal gleamed in the ray,
crouched like a great beast against the
foundry wall!

“Rats!" His light snapped out. It
was his first sign of disappointment.

“Wait!”

Moller’s voice clectrified them. [IHis

hght began suddenly to waver over tho
coal-mound. Tim's followed.

The ironmen held  their  breath,
then—

“Look, Tim!”

Detween the wall and the slope of the
mound was a space just big enough for
a man to walk. It was onec of the
strictest foundry regulations that a big
dump must never be allowed to lean
flush against a wall in case the wall
collapsed.

Doth lights shene down the tiny black
alley.

“There!” growled Moller sottly.

Tim whistled.

“Someone’s  been  behind thero
recently 1"
“Ay! Just what caught my eye!"

“One of the kids larking about?”

Moller shook his head.

“No one in a foundry is ever faol
enough to lark about between a big
dump and a wall!”

There was a signifieant silcneo.

“I'm going inl1”
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CCarelal " geanted Moller, #nd cast
uppehensive upwaned., 10 1hat
it was started and shad am towards
Lo warll -

o was already in,
the coud rostle wdes fos cantions steps,
and s dos Dight gooin Bother aatal ot
stopped sweldenty.  Flattened against the
wall, Moller watelusd b,

Tl bt deep down an the ol
rwarved aoont, on the gromd, up the
wall, on the ;;l'uullll u;.:,li'u, up on the
petnl.

Phweres cane a0 stiflled exelamation from
fhae hittle allex, then the somud of hoots

i v

HIL They heard

clambering  recklessly up  the shiding
coal! The httle group out=ide  held
therr baeaths with fear, and Moller's

month opened in a wirning. but hefore
B conlid say a word “Tim came out.,

* Bullseve ! e glaated,

The mwen swarmed yound him. Tim
held something in his left hand, and he
turned his toreh on to'it.

There woas a trivmphent ery from
Baker as he saw what Tim was holding.

For in the light, dirty with coal and
bedrageled, Tan held a silken searf,
green, black, and gold—the Old Clay-
to 1 culonrs !

Footsteps sounded. Tt was Haggerty.
“Phonght 1 heard some excitement.”
said  the outside-deft. " Found  any-
things"'
*his"" whispered
seen anything "
“Not a=soul! diclared Tlageerty,
“Mre. Dinmock’s Light's just gone out,
Init” he's gone into Maxport,”
“We're wasting time,"” =aid
denly,
ext instant
m, eronching low,

Moller, “You

Tim sl

lie was down the alley
his light Mooding

Y
v el of the grooml. Within a
matter of seconds he came upon the
tr and granted with satisfaction o=
he saw  bootmarks  vonnd it. Moller
jained  hn, and  they  whispered

tozether.

“I'he twine, Sparrow ! breathod the
ensincerst

“Here it is!"* Sparrow answerved. and
pnshing down the allev, passed o hoze
hall of twine over Moller’s shonlder into
Tim's hands,

Bending  together, they opened
frap. A gust of colld, dump ¢
up, and thev hstened intent!y, for the
trapdoor had ereaked a bit as it eanme
up  There was no alivm, however,

im toak the shing and looped an
end tonnd  his wieist, Then e pasasd
thie ball to hie father. testod his light,
patied Dis vieht pocket, and. withont

e

Tilew
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Strvig piny instalwent,

another word, lowered him=clf into the
dark trap.

Moller watehed him go. his face
as Tim Osborne disappeared into
carth for all the world like a ferret
a rabbit warren,

And as far as Granger's gang
concerned he was as dangerons,

His feet hit the stone fags with the
faintest of thuds, and then e wias on
lis way below ground into  darkness
blacker than night.  Ie daved not u-e
his toreh, for hie had no idea yet where
the encmy might be, but there was a
sixth sense that Tim O=borne possessel.
u_ developed sense of touch that ~toad
him in good stead; and silent as a
shadow he felt his way onwards,

He was in o Jong passage. At
e could hear o muflled  drmmming
coming through the carth  from  the
fowndry ulm\(‘. Lut soon he torned an
angle and the noise stopped as though a
door had been closwl.

wt,
thae
mto

Wirs

Left  hand forwand, rvight land in
pocket, he edged along.  Still not a
sound.  ITe had cofinbed his paces. and

go far had turnd two eorners,  His ont-
stratelicd left daind came sharply on to
anether eotner, amd at that he stopped
deal.

Somewhere, only o pace or sa romnd
that corner, a man was leaning idly
against the wall, Tim could hear the
soft sound of his regulur breathing.

How far off was he? Tim knew the
man was alf his guard,-for o man on
the aicrt breathes havd and <hort,

Titm's wrist jevked twice. . Up abaye.
eronched and cramped against the coal-
dump, Moller canght the signal, =-=»

Down helow, Tim took a hold chanee,
He conld nat nse his light: pot-shots in
the darvk with himself ae the iHumimated
tavget did not appeal 1o his sense of
Imonr,

So he bunched himself. drew his gon,
anil \\}np]nll rord the corner and into
his man in atwinkling of a sceond.

I'he wnfortunate sentry was the Irvish-
man, Muwrphy,  Waiting there in the
dark, his thonghts had been Tar away,
Bt they came back with a yush as Thin
|--.r1|l at b, theast an s across his

bodv, and nendS poshed a0 gon bavrel
vight  down the  foghtened  wan’s
thioat !

(Yawny Tiw's detevmined ta riseue
Poter Foacoer ab all eosts, chwms, amd

o'W tade o tal of stopping., helie re wme !
Theve wee thaills galore in nert woek’s
Dot miss a line

af it. wheterer yon det)

EVERY SATURDAY

JUSTLY REWARDED !

(Ceatinued from puge 15.)

Now what do you think ]m- tran-pired
as a result of Ilv.li Illl‘t-tmg ”

“Live it up, sir!” grinped Durleigh

*You may well do so, for you W never
guess in a month of Sunduy=!" said S
Frederick:  **Let me releeve your hurn
ing curiosity  at once!  Dreelly, ne
esteenied colicag, Colonel Fiery Spinkes
has been  in communication with the
War” Office, and they have instroeted
him to purchase the patent rights of
Clevereove's invention for ten thow ~unt'|
pounds !”

For a minnit, the Skool conld Imuih
grasp the meaning of Rir Fredevick's
words. When they did so, clicer after
cheer rang out, while Clevercove himself
stood staring at the Chairman, almost
unuble to beleeve his good fortune.

As for the Head, he almost coll: ||m-t|
when he vealised that hie had been going
to flog a junior worth ten, thou=and
pounds. Ile went up to Clevercove with
a fawni

ing, grovelling Jdook in.his face,
appologized profuscly ang ~hook Junibs
with him before anyone “conld =ay him

neigh.
Little Fenmins to be fold.  On siguing
a form, Clevercove recceved from

Colonel Fiery Sparkes the sum of .ten
thousand ]’lﬂllll(h in notes, silver, mintd
copper.  This sum he placed to the
ereddit of his accoimt at the tucks-hop,
o that there was no danjer that Clever-
cove wounld go short of grub for some
time Lo come.

T'o sellybrate Clevercove's suxxes<, Sir
Frederick « Funguss - urranked; with , the
Head for the Skool to,be given 'a duyls
holliday. ‘I'liswwasn’t so good-as Jutk
Jolly & Co. hud hoped for; but still,
dav-wasn't tobe. sneezed at, and lhu
Fourth axxepted it withgratfitude.

Nateherally, sthe Mead wade a grato
fuss of Clevercove for a time. Dut the
voung inventor was wise to the Ilead’s
little trix by now, so that the grewly,
cunning old’ I‘ogm' didn't get <0 mnch
as a doenutt out of the deal.

As for Clevercove's great invention,
that is now the property of the War
Office, who will donbiless phial it away
in the arkives at Whitehall,

TIE EXD.
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R. ALFRED BIRCHEMALL,

U the headmaster of St. Sam's,

tramped into the Fourth Form

room, wearing a scowl upon his
skollerly dile. =

That scowl was not visible to the
Fourth. As a matter of fact, his ekol-
lerly dile wasn’t visible either. ~The
only thing belonging to the Head that
was 113? at present was a birch-rod
which appeared to be suspended in mid-
air, but was really being grasped in the
Head's invisible hand !

An amazing state of affairs eggsisted
at St. Sam’s. Clevercove of the Fourth,
the inventor of St. Sam’'s, had hidden
away his apparatus for making people
invisible, just at the very time when
the Head was in an invisible state. The
result was that Dr. Birchemall was still
wandering about without the means of
making himself into a visible object.

B is time he was in a state of blue
funk. He realised that unless Clever-
cove's braney invention was recovered,
he mite never be scen any more, and the
mnau ct was not a plezzant one. Dr.

irchemall was tho kind of jentleman
who liked to be seen about now and again.
Apart from that, he knew that he could
never keep his job if he remained invis-
ible. How could ho strike terror into
the harts of his pupils with his majestick
scowls and sinnical grins when those
eggspressions couldn't be seen? It was
impossibul, and the Head knew 1t.
Henco his state of blue funk.

n-moqﬂuu—

It was Dr. Birchemall's voice. Mr.
Lickham, the Fourth Form master,
stopped lecturing on the fourthcomin
round of the English Cup-tie, and nodde
to the birch-rod.

“@ood-moruing, sir! You're looking
well this morning,” he remarked
humerously.

The Head glared an invisible glare.

“] wish you wouldn't joke about
serious subjects, Lickham!” he growled.
““Blessed if I can sce anything to be
funny about!”

“Ha, ha! Ican'tactually see anything
funny myself, sir,” admitted Mr. Lick-
ham, with a grin. ‘“'But I eggspect
you're just as big a clown as ever, if
only we could see you!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fourth.

_ Tho Head obtained silence by rush-
ing at the hilarious juniors and hitting
out right and left mcﬁ a few scconds.
When this manoover had quelled the
outbreak of larfter, he addressed the
Fourth as follows:

“Boys, you see in me a man who can-
not be scen. By an unforchunit axxi-
dent which has not, at the moment, been
satisfactorily eggsplained, the gadget
which I use for nmking myself visible
has vanished. Consekwently, I am con-
demned at present to walk about in this
unhappy state.”

“Hard cheese, sirl”

“It is hard cheese, my boys, and no
mistake!” mermered the Head, with a
sad shake of his invisible napper. ‘‘ Now,
on thinking the matter over, I've come
to the conclusion that everything points
to somedne in this Form knowing some-
thing about the missing apparatus.
Taking it all round, you're a cheeky lot,
and, putting two and two together and
making them five, I should say that the
culprit is to be found in this here Form,
if anywhere.”

“Qh, sir!”

“8Bo I've como along 1o see you and
throw myself on your mersg,” went on
Dr. DBirchemall, his voice becoming
cringing and fawning all of a sudden.
“Unless I can bo scen soon, my
plite will be a desprit one. The
Guvvernors are coming to St. Sam's
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and they're
bound to kick up a
dust about it.  They
may even give me
what is vulgarly
termed the sack, but
which refined Wnow_a
like myself call the
bullet. Imagine that,
boys! St. Sam’s with-
out Alf Birchemall in
charge! Wouldn’t it
be simply too rotten
for words ?”

“Jolly good idea,
I think |"” said Frank
Fearless, in his usual
blunt way.

The Head snorted.

“If that's how you
think, Fearless, I suj-
jest you give your
think-box a rest! B8t
Sam’s without my
self is impossibul,
and I'm not going to allow it, any-
way! 8o I've simply got to change
back again somehow. Now, who'll tell
me where Clevercove's apparatus has
been hidden1”

Clevercove himself stood up and
glarnced grimly in the direction of the
Head's birch-rod.

“That's all wvery well, eir,” he
remarked. “But you've got to remem-
ber that when you could change about
as you liked, you led the Skool a pretty
danco then.”

‘‘Hear, hear!"” shouted the Fourth.

The invisible Head gulped.

“Possibly I did, my boys.
more than sorry now. promiss you
it won't occur again; and, just to prove
I mean to play the game, I'll chuck
away this instrument of torcher.”

8o saying, the Head flung away his
birch, which sailed gracefully across the
room, to collide violently with Mr, Lick-
ham's nose.

‘“Yarooooooo!” roared Mr. Lickham,
clasping his dammidged nose in
aggerny ; but the Head ignored him and
went on:

“There, boys! Now you've seen I
mecan what I say, and I hope you'll tell
me where Clevercove's invention is.
Who's going to be sporty enuff 7"

Clevercove eggschanged e wink with
Jack Jolly. This was the moment the
“_E.oou of the Fourth had been waiting
or.

“Well, sir—" began the young in-
ventor, turning towards the invisible
Head again,

“You know where your missing ap-
paratus may be found, Clevercove?”
asked the Head ecagerly. “If.so, my
dear boy, tell me, and I will be your
pal for life!”

“Matter of fact, sir,” he said, “I do
know where the apparatus is consealed
at the moment. n.ﬂoue,- only one thing

to-day,

With apologies .

But I am

Pound notes to right of __.:..?
Pound notes to left of him,
Pound notes around

There's not fo reason why—

Just meet the I
=§3 sides ia bultered /

Whose ** crust” of

im literally fluttered.

to be settled before I reveal the
secret to you——"'

What's that?” asked the Head.

“That's the question of com-
pensation for the Fourth!”

The Fourth herd the invisible
Head gave a violent start.

‘' C-compensation " he stuttered.
“What the merry dickens—"

“You see, sir,"” said Clevercove
calmly, “since you collared my
invention, and started making
yourself invisible, we've had to
endure even more trouble than we
usually get from you.”

“Hear, hear !|” came a harty yell
from the Fourth.

‘“You've got into the habit of eaves-
dropping in the Fourth passidge, and
wal oping chaps who happened to men-
tion you're a beastly rotter, or any
other obvious truth like that|”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And in many other ways you've been
an awful cadd, sir,” continued Clever-
cove. ? ““Now, I think, under the circum-
stances, that we'ro entitled to compensa-
tion. I'll tell you what I sujjest.”

“Well 1" barked the Head.

“] sujjest an extra week's holliday
and an enormous free feed for the whole
Form!”

For a minnit there was silence. Then
a wild roar of cheering broke out. And
while the boys cheered they could hear
their unseen hcadmaster pacing up and
down the front of the class, nashing his
teeth with bafled rage.

“What about it, sir?” asked Jack
Jolly at last.

The Head's restless pacing stopped,
and the boys herd him scratching his
nose as though wondering what to do.

At last the Head emitted a faint
chuckle.

*“Right-ho, Clevercove! I agreel” he

said.

USTHY

Rrwanpen/ 7

Dicky NUGENT.

“You agree to
stand us all a
feed and give us
an cxtra week’s
holliday 7" asked
Clevercove.

“Delited!”
¥ came the Head's
voice. “Now tell
me where your
scllybrated elec-
tric chair may be
found, so that I can become visible
again before the Guvverners arrive !”

“Very well, sir. As a matter of fact,
(t's up in the topmost box-room,"”
answered Clevercove. ‘“‘Like me to
fetch it down for you, sir?”

“Thanks awfully, Clevercovel Don't
be long!”

Clevercove grinned, and quitted the
Form-room.

Within five minnits he was back again,
dragging behind him the famus electric-
chair. Immejately he came through the
doorway there was a clatter of hob-
nailed boots across the Form-room floor
as the invisible Head made a rush to get
into the chair.

With a crash, he landed in the seat,
and there was a click as he pressed the
control into its sockit.

Instantly Dr, Birchemall became visi-
ble again. The Fourth saw him appear
like a flash from nowhere, grinning all
over his dile, as though he was very
pleased to be a reckernisable object

again,
“My giddy aunt! It’s good to be
back again!” grinned the Head. “I'll

buy you a bottle of jin er-pop to selly-
brate this, later on, Lickham "

“Thanks very much, sir!” grinned the
master of the Fourth,

“ And as for you, Clevercove—"

“When do we get our feed and holli-
day, sir?” asked Clevercove.

Dr. Birchemall grinned

:W,&aol: was his surprising answer.

a ‘wuﬂau

“N.¢-v-v-e-r—never !"” said tho Head,
displaying his usual ignorance of spell-
ing.

* Rut—but you said—"

“Pooh! mﬁ:ﬁ. does that matter?”
asked the Head, with a careless snap of
his fingers. “I was in a bit of a
dilemma, and I had _to get out of it
somehow. Now that I am out of it, my
boy, the position is very different, as
you are soon going to learn.”

“What do you mean by that, sir?”
asked Clevercove nur_—:olnm;_.

Dr. Birchemall larfed gaily. i

“Simply this: Instead of getting holli-
days and feeds, the Fourth are going to

’
.

get half a duzzen detentions. And
instead of having the honner and glory
of having secured grate bencfits for your
colleags, you are going to be publicly
flogged for gross dispertinence!”

Y} Dﬂ'.%oﬂ.ll.-

“FEnuff " snapped the Head. *Sce
that this cheeky ladd is taken up to the
punishment-room, will you, Lickham?
And have the Skool assembulled for two-
thirty!| Cheerioskil” . g

And the Head stalked off with majes-
tick dignity,

—_—
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T 2.30 to the minnit, Dr. Birch-
> emall strode into the grate Hall

of St. Sam’s, Instantly the def-

fening buzz of talk that had
been going up from the ranks of the
assembulled Skool died n:ﬁw into
silence. A pin could have been herd to
drop. The fellows distinctly heard the
clatter of the Head’s hobnailed boots on
the floorboards. It was @& sollum
moment.

" Jentlemen, nwmns. and fellows
bawled the Head, when ho had mounted
the platform. *You are here to witness
the public-execution—beg pardon, Imean
public chastisement—of one of your
skoolfellows.”

“Shame!” camo a cry from & hundred
throats.

The Head reddened. :

*“ Anybody who thinks it's @ shame is
a silly ass!” he snorted. ‘' It's all tommy-
rot to say it’s a shame. Clevercove, has
been asking for trubble for a long time,
and now he's going to get it. Anyway,
shame or not, bring forth the giddy
viktim !" iy

At these words, Burleigh and Ha__rom
of the Sixth marched on the seen, wit
Clevercove walking betwecen them.

The Head rubbed his hands gleefully
at the sight of the condemned inventor.

““Well, Clevercove!” ho cried, bear-
ing his __gmu in a cruel smile. “Have

ou anything to say in your defence
wloS the sentence is carried out?”

Clevercove flung the Head a skornful

larnse, which caught him full in the
m:n. making him wince. .

“Yes, 1 jolly well have!” he replied
fearlessly. m.‘r.uu. and fourmost, I
haven't done anything—" .

“Kindl7 speak more grammatically,
Clevercove! What you mean, I pre-
sume, is that you ain't done nothing 1

“1 bough to your superior nollidge,
sir,” retorted Clevercove, with a shrug.
“ Anyway, apart from that, you've been
a beastly rotter over this bizziness from
the beginning—"

1”
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..mmo!..re:;: Mn:om nnnoamo—
Fourth-Formers, led by Jack Jolly & Co.

“ Everybody knows you've been out
tuck-raiding day efter day, when you've
made yourself invisible. Then, again
u___O_.-l.-

But Dr. Birchemall was not going to
listen to any more of this libellous talk.
He held up his hand in a majestick
gesture.

‘Stop!” he thundered. “I forbid the
banns—that is to say, I forbid you to
utter another syllable! Fossil! Where's
Foassil 1

** Which I'm ’ere, sir!” growled Fossil,
the porter, waking up, with a start.

“Kindly take Clevercove on your
sholders while I birch him black and
blue, will you? I shan’t be more than
an hour or sol” ) A

*Suttingly, sir]” said Fossil, touching
his fourlock, and hoisting Clevercove
into the required position.

Dr. Birchemall grasped his birch with
both hands and raised it over his head
like a sledge-hammer, ready to strike
the first blow,

But before he could do so there came
a sudden and dramattick interruption to
the proscedings.

The door at the side of the platform
was kicked open, and, amid terrifick
eggsitement from the assembulled Skool,
a percession entered consisting of the
principal Guvverners of St. Sam's!

Sir Frederick Funguss, the Chairman,
was the leader of the newcomers. He
secmed rather surprised at what was
going on.

*“Well, Birchemall!” he cried gruffly.
“Engaged in punishing this boy for
some dreadful crime?”

‘“'Hem | I—I—" stuttered the Head.

..bﬂ. ay! Well, boys will be boys,
you know!” remarked Sir TFrederick
sagely. ‘‘Anyway, you'd better post-
pone it for a moment. We've called on
important bizziness, haven't we, jentle-
men ?"”

“Oh, rather!” came a corus of dceep,
baso voices from the rest of the Guv-
verners.

“Thero is someone in the Skool by the
namo of Clevercove,” intimated Sir
Frederick, tugging at his mistoshes as
he spoke. "1 wonder if we mite have
a word with him?"

“ Plozzure, Sir Frederick!” said the
Head. “Clevercove is the very boy I
was just about to wallop when you
entered "

Sir Frederick Funguss recoiled as from
a blow,

“You were going to wallop the most
brilliant jeenius St. Sam's has ever per-
jooced?” he gasped, in amazement.
*“Why, you must be potty! Are you
not aware that this wonderful youth has
invented a machine for making men
invisible ?”

LU HIH.II-‘

You're daft!” sneered the
baronet. “‘Release him at once, and I
will address the Skool.” .

The Head hurriedly ordered Fossil to
lower the inventor of the Fourth to the
ground. When this had been done, the
Chairman of the Guvverners addressed
the Skool.

“Boys,” he bellowed, "you must all

have herd of the marvellous invention
created your braney skool-fellow,
Clarence Clevercove. hat I have to

say conserns that invention.”
A thrill of interest ran through the
serried ranks of the St. Sam’s boys.
“Some days ago,” continued Sir
Frederick, ‘““word of this wonderful
invention reached my ears. I was,
natcherally, delited to hear that St.
Sam’s sheltered such a jeenius as Clever-
cove, and I called & meeting of the Guv-
verners to akwaint them with the news.
(Continued on page 28.)
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