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AN “ALARM?” IN THE NIGHT!
k! Ju onit! B 1" Th imi 3 %

al blessed cloc mp it!" «“Buryit!’ ese and similar ejaculations go to prova tha i
tarm-clock is not a great success in the Remove dormitory.—Sce the superd Greyfriars School Story insi



Are You Interested? Then .

Always glad to hear from you, chumns, so drop mc a line to
I'he Editor, The ** Magnet'' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flcetwcay House,

CHfice, PDorys!

the following address :

Farringdon Sircet, Londong E.C.4.

E'LL kick off our * pow-wow "
this weck with a winning
limerick, IHere it is:

Of fiabbiness Bunter’s the symbol,
8o it’s no surprise he’s not nimble.
But he'd win in a race
To one certain place
—The Tuckshop owned by Dame Mimble.

H. Derbyshire, of 1, Derby Road,
Waorcester, who sont in the abova winning
+ffort, is now tho happy recipient of one
of our useful leather pocket wallets.

HAVE DUMMY
LS ?

nsks a South Shields reader. In many
cascs they oare put thero for ventilation

ur but shipping companics who
rrnr';-&lt. East 'P‘;un-o uliao%n-cmd that
native ngers l-m—fur to travel on liners
which have sevoral f Is. C quently
a vessel which could quite well get along
with ono funmel, is sometimes fitted with
three—ono actual funncl and two dummies.
Natives soem to think they are safer on
such a vessol !

Ilero’s another question. A  South
l.ondon reader wants to know if sca water
can be made drinkable, Yes. An ounece
of citrate of silver will make half a pint
of sca water quite drinkable, and this will
keep a man alive for a day.

There's another fellow trying to pull
my leg this week. Ho tells me he has
bought a piceolo, and asks for somo advice
on how to leaom to play it. The only
ndvice I can give him is to pick-a-lo-nely
spot in which to practiec |

WHY DO SHIPS
FUNNE

LOOKING THROUGH MY DIARY
1 notice a date which many of my Scots
ders will b pecially if their
namo happens to be Maedonald1 It is a
wonder, as a matter of fact, that there are
any Macdonalds left, for two hundred and
thirty-cight ycars ago this Thursday, the
J2arl of Stair, who was the sworn enemy
of the clan, persuaded King William to
sign o decreo to extirpate the whole of
them! Every man under seventy yoars
of age was to be killed, and the massacre
took place on February 13th, 1692. What
made the business all the more treacherous
was that tho soldiers wlho carried out the
massacre aot Glencoe had previously beon
lospitably received by the Highlandors !
And this was in what they call * tho
good old days!” Anyway, the Mac-
donalds did survive, and 1 can number
many roaders of THE MaaNET amongst
thern. And (whisper it not in Gath !}
one of their descendants to-day is actually
an artist on our staff!

ERE'S 8 curious question which
one of my readers asks me to
answer -

HOW MucH IS A TON?
No, it's got nothing to do with hundred-

weighta, and things like that! e wanta
to know why ships aro meagured by
“ tons,” and if that is really the weight of
the cargo sho carrics. The anawer is
no! Thoe ton-mecasurement of cargo was
originally based on the spaco that would
bo occupied in the hold by four hogsheads
—otherwise known as o * tun.” Nowa-
days, however, spaco is measured
by the amount that would be neeessary
to carry the Lulk of four quarters of wheat
which is what is known as a ** ghort ton."”
You sce, differcnt cargoes weigh differently,
so a ship’s “t ge " is actually o
measurement, and not an ordinary weight !

—

*Scuse me, you chaps! I'm blushing !
You sce, another reader has just sent
along a few verses, which he dedicgtes to
yours truly | Here they are: =

It there’s anything you'd like fo know
About any old thing on the go,
You've only to write
To thu “ Magnet ** to-night
And the Editor won't answer “‘ No 1"

He’ll tell you what beans you must take
If five is the number you’d make,

And you even can come

With an Intrieate sum
And he never will make a mistake.

In worry, or trouble, or strile,

When all sorts of questions are rife,
Just drop him a line
And you’ll never repine,

For ke won’t let vou down—bet your life !

Thanks vory much! It's very nico to
know that my readers think so much of
me | I'mnotsosurcaboutthat * intricate
sum " business, but thank goodness I
always have *‘ Mr. X " to fall back on!
8o you can firo in your questions as fast as
fou like, and, as my chum says, 1 won't
ot you down—if I can help it !

ERE are
A FEW QUESTIONS

which have alrcady been fired :

How many times has Britain won the
Schneider Trophy * Four. Italy comes
next with three wins, then tho United
States with two, and France with one.
No other country has ever won the l.rophy.
Who or what is “Jellybelly 1™

I I'ﬂy corresp lent “ Jolli-
belli,* This is the name of a well-known

————————e
SEND ALONC YOUR JOKE OR
YOUR GCREYFRIARS LIMERICK—
OR BOTH—AND WIN OUR USEFUL
PRIZES OF LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS AND BHEFFIELD STEEL
PENKNIVES. ALL EFFORTS TO BE
SENT 7T0: c/e " MACNET,"” §, CAR-
MELITE STREET, LONDON, E.C.2

(COMP:),

tailoring firm on the Clina
roast.  Curious namo, isn’t
it? DBut it’s trie?

What was tho *“ Coeck
Lane Ghost 1" A certain
houso in Cock Lane, Lon-
don, was reputed to be
haunted, but after investi-
wation it was found out
that the ghostly noises were
caused by o girl ventrilo-
quist, whose fnther had hit
upon this way of deluding
peoplo and making monecy
vut of themn.

Hero is o longer reply to
a reader who wants to know

SOMETHING ABOUT
AIRSHIPS.

e asks whether R100 of
11101 is the larger ship?
They aro both of tho samo
cubic capacity, but R101 is twenty-three
foet longer. Against this, however, R100
has six engines of a higher horso power
than tho five possessod by R10L.

Germany is at present building o
Zepg:in which will bo larger than eithor
of t , and the United States, not to bo
outdone, is planning an even bigder one.
But at the present timo this country

s tho two largest airships in the

world, and the chances are that she will
not sllow herself to be outatripped by her
rivals |

By the way, would you liko to winn
Wembley Cu[:-liunl Tickot or o ** Moad”
Bicycle ? Everyono stands an ual
opportunity of winning ono of these
prizes in a simple 4-wock competition—{fall
particulars of which appear in mnext
Weodnesday's issue of tho ** GEM.” Order
a copy to-day |

Now let's have a laugh at this yarn
which has been sent in by Walter Ledaw,
of 17, Brighton Place, Abbey Streot,
Hockley, Birmingham. By this time he
will have reccived his pocket knifo for it.
Have you got yours yot 1

GENEROSITY!

‘““ Here's a tip for you,
laddie,"” said the dour-looking
Scois member, as he entered
the club-house after a round of

4"

O wind up this chat of mine, let’s
see what is in store for next week.
There's lots of exciting situations

for you in Frank Richards’ fine
yarn, which is entitled :

“ GOOD-BYE, BUNTER ! ™

It is hard to know what appreciativa
adjectives to apply to this yarn. I might
say it is ** excellent,” * superb,™ ** enthral-
ling,” and so on—Dbut you know perfectly
well that every ono of his yams are all
that! So I'l just say that it's Frank
Richards at his best—and you know what
that means!

As for our new serial :

“FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!”
By George E. Rochester

well, you've only got to get your teeth
into it to know how fine it ia. There'll be
another grand instalment noxt week, as
well as Dicky Nugent's contribution,
which is :

“THE STATUE OF ST. SAM'S1”

Need I mention the * footer " articlo
and my chat 7 Hardly |
heario, chums !
YOUR EDITOR.

=

goll.
Q"‘"’ “Thank you,
sir,”” said  the

caddy expectantly.
““ Go home at once.
big cloud means rain ? »*

Yon




YOUR FAVOURITE AUTHOR AT VERY BEST, BELOW |
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OTLAND

RD’

BY

FRANK
RICHARDS.

A Splendid New Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., at Greyfriars,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

[ UGENT, old chn? 1"
N “Cut it short !’
“Oh, really, Nugent——"
‘Prep, yoi- ass!
“Will you lend me—"
"No T

Frank Nugent dropped his eyes to his
books again. Harry Wharton had not
looked up.

The chums of Study No. 1 were at

rep, as Billy Bunter ought to have

cen.  But DBunter. apparently, had
something more important on hLand
than preparing his lessons.

“I say, you fellows— .

“Hook it !” said Harry Wharton, still
without looking up.

“You shut up, Wharton,” said Bunter,
“Fm speaking to my pal Franky.
say, Fll:nnky, old chap will you lend

me——

" No !"

“Look here, you beasti——"

“Talia perstabat—"

“What 1"

“Memorans fixusque—""

“You silly ass!”

“Manebat—""

“Chuck that rot, you silly ciiump!”
roared Bunter. ““Think I've come here
to help you construe Virgil, you fat-
head? I want you to lend me—"

“Rats!"” hooted Nugent. “Get out!
Go and do yoir prep' You'll have
Steele on your track i the morning!”

“Blow Steele! I'm not taking any
notico of Stecle! 1In fact, I despise
him! Bother Steele! I want you to
lend me——"

Frank Nugent stretched out his hand
to the inkpot. Harry Wharton picked
np & Latin grammar.

“Your alarm-clock !”

Bunter got it out with a jerk.

The inkrot and the Latin grammar,
raised in the air to be bazzed at William
Georgo Bunter, remained suspended
there, like Mahomet's coffin.

The two juniors, instead of buzzing

»

those missiles at the Owl of the Remove,
stared at him in astonishment.

“My alarm-clock ?" repeated Nugent.

“Yes, old chap! I suppose you
didn’t think I was going to borrow any
money !” said Bunter, with dignity.

Nugent grinned.

“No; I didn't think you were going
to; but I thought you were going to
try.” Nugent replaced the inkpot on
the study table. “What the thump do
you want my alarm-clock for ?”

“To wake me up, of course!" said
Bunter. ¢

“Afraid you won't hear the rising-
bell 7 asked Harry Wharton, with sar-
casm. *“And awfully afraid you will bo
late for prayers in the morning 1"
_“The fact is, I'm getting vp beforo
rising-bell,” said Billy Bunter, blinking
at the chums of the Remove through
his big spectacles. “I'm getling up

¢ Standing before the open safe was the Remove
Form master ! Harry Wharton started violently

as he recognised him.” . . ..

rnriy-—\'cr; early, in fact! He, he,
we !

“My hat!”

The chums of Study No. 1 forgot prep
for the moment. The news that Billy
Bunter was thinking of turning out
before yising-bell was enough to make
any fellow sit up and take notice.

Bunter never got up at rising-bell, if
lie could help it. Tt was his custom to
snatch every possible extra moment in
bed, end to turn out barely in time for
the rush down to prayers. Often he
cut it so fine that his morning wash had
to bo sacrificed—n sacrifice, however,
that did not cost Bun:er very dear. A
reckless use of soap and water was not
one of the fat junior's weaknesses.

If Bunter had started getting up at
rising-bell it would have been surpris-
ing enough. But Bunter getting up
before rising-bell was absolutely
astounding.

“What on earth’s the game?” asked
Frank Nugent blankly

“Well, the fact is, I'm—I'm going lo
set an examply to ths Form,” eaid
Bunter.  “Fellows like frowsting in
bed these cold February mornings. I
don't approve of that sort of thing—"

“Great pip!” .

“8o I'm turning out early,” said
Bunter. “Can I have th~ alarm-clock
to-night, Franky 1”

Nugent chuckled.

“What do you waat it for!"” e
asked.

“Eh? I've just told vou.”

Frank Nugent shook his head.

“You've told me what you don't want
it for,” he said. “Gammon, old fat
bean! You'ro not turning out before
rising-bell. Spoof!"

“0h, really, Nugent——"
_“Anyhow, you can have it, if you
like,” said Nugent. Take it and go.
If you damage it, I shall
damage you.”

“That's all right,” said
Bunter. “I only want to use
it just for to-might, you
know.” Bunter rolled acros»
the study, took the little clock
off the mantelpiece, and rolled back to
the door. “I say, vou fellows—"

“Hook it!”

“I'm going. But, I say, you needn't
mention to Smithy that you've lent me
this alarm-clock.”

“Smithy !” repeatec. the two juniors,
staring at Bunter again.

“Yes. You know what a suspicious
bonst the Bounder is. He might think
I knew he was breaking bounds lo-
night—""

“What ?”

“The fact is, I know notling about
it,”” said Buntor, blinking at the two.
“I never heard Smithy talking about it
to Skinner.”

“Oh crumbs !"

“ As for going with them, I wouldn't,®
said Bunter. “It's against all the rules
to go for a joy-ride in the middle of the
night. Steele goes prowling out at
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night, as you know; but he's a Beak,
and can 30 what ho jolly well likes.
But—"

“Is that fathend Smithy breaking
hounds after lights out?” exclaimed the
captain of the ﬁemova_ frownming.

“QOh, ‘really, Wharton! How should
I know? Smithy doesn't tell me what
he's going to do.”

“You frabjous idiot!” .

“I'm quite in the dark,” explained
Bunter. “I never told Smithy I'd go
with him, and he never kicked me—"

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“As for borrowing this alarm-clock to
wake up at ten-thirty, of course, I never
thought of such a thing. I never heard
ﬁmitfly arrango it with Skinner for ten-
thirty.” # i .

“You piffling, potty parpoise—"

“0Oh, II'::all_v,rs Wharton! As I said,
I'vo borrowed this alarm-clock to get
up early in the morning, to—to sct an
cxample to the Form. Still, you
needn’t . mention it to Smithy. o's
suspicious. He muihr. jump on this
clock, if ho knew—

“Here, you leave that clock here
exclaimed Nugent, jumping up.

“It's all right, old chap! If any-
thing happens to it, I'l pay for it. I'm
nxpoc‘!in a postal-orde. to-morrow.
But don't mention it to_Smnthy—or to
Skinner. They might think—"

Bunter did not finish. Nugent was
coming across the study, evidently to
reclaim his property and keep it out of
danger. Billy Bunter backed into the
Remove passage, and retired hurriedly.

“Come back!” roared Nugent, from
the doorway. .

Billy Bunter did not answer, and he
Jid not come back. Fe vanished in the
(istanco, with the alarm-clock under a
fat arm.

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“If that fathead Smithy is playing
the goat to-night, it will serve him rthlE
o have an suﬁience when he turns o.l;llv
le said. “Let Bunter rip, Franky.

Nugent laughed, too, and returned to
his prep, and William George Bunter
was allowed to “rip.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Black Sheep !
HERBER‘I‘ VERNON-SMITH, as

he sat at prep in Study No. 4,

raised lis eyes several times to

glance at Tom Redwing across
the table. . .

Redwing kept his eyes on his work.

But there was a clond on his usually
cheery face, which showed that his
thoughts were not all concentrated on
P. Vergilius Maro, and that they were
not wholly agrecable. .

T'he Bounder laid down his pen at
last, pushed his books away, and
grunted expressively.

“Thank goodness that's done.”

He roso from tho table, lounged
across to the fireplace, and took a packet
of cigerettes from his pocket.

“Alind if I sinoke, Reddy 7" lie asked,
with a note of mockery in his voice.

“*You can do as you like, Smithy,”
suswered Tom, without looking vp from
his work.

The Bounder did not smoke, howerer.
He dropped the packet of cigarettes into
his pocket again, with another grunt.

“ Still going on?” he asked.

“I'm not finished yet.”

“Skinner’s coming in after prep.”

Redwing made no answer to that, The
Bounder hiad scamped his prep, but Tom
was a careful worker, slower than the
Bounder, but a good deal surer.

Vernon-Smith moved uncosily about
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the study. while Tom continued to work
in silence. 'The Bounder had made up
his mind to kick over the traces that
night, und he did not intend to change
it; but he had tho grace to feel a little
ashamed of himself.

“ Look here, Reddy!” he exclaimed, at
last. “There's no need to look like a
boiled owl because a fellow's going to
sce a little life for once.”

Redwing smiled faiatly.

“1 wasn't aware that I was looking
like a boiled owl,” he answered.

“Where's  the harm?” said the
Bounder argumentatively. “Look here,
Reddgv,,you turn out to-night, too, and
come.”

Tom shook his head.

“It's no end of fun,” said Smithy
eagerly. “I've got a car waiting for me
to-night, and it will be & ripping run to
Lantham. You'd like it.”

“I'd liko it all right.”

“Well, why not come, then?"”

“1 can’t come, and you ought not to
go, Smithy. If it came out, the Head
w_oulgn't believe that it was only. a joy

e,

“Well, I'm going to sce a man at
Lantham,” admit Smithy. “But if
ou come, you can stay in the car while
'm secin’ him. I won't drag you into
nau%l;tg company.

“Some racing tout, I suppose?” said
Redwing, with a curl of the lip.

“Somethin’ of the sort! Dut I'm
really goin’ for the run more than any-
thin’ else. I wish you'd come.”

“I wish you'd chuck it,” said Tom.
“Sooner or later, your luck will fail
you, Smithy, and you'll get the chopper.
You can't say that you don't keep on
asking for it.”

“There's not a lot of risk. Besides,
a little risk makes it excitin'.” The
Bounder grinned. *“Our jolly old Form
master goes prowlin’ out at night, you
know, Reddy.”

“That's his business.”

“I've often wondered why,” said the
Bounder. “Some of the fellows still
think he's the Courtficld cracksman—
Skinner does. I believed so at first—but
I know now it's not that. But I've often
wondered why he prowls out at night;
he's got some reason.”

“It's not to see racing men and back
horses, anyhow,” said Tom.

1 Ng; I suppose not. But look here

The study door opened, interrupting
the Bounder, and Skinuner of the Re-
move came in. He gave Smithy a grin
and a nod, and grinned again as le
glanced at Redwing’s clouded face.

“Redwing givin' you a sermon?” he
asked. “I'm just in time! Get on with
it, Redwing ; don't mind me. It may do
me good,”

T'om compressed his lips. He was a
good-natured fellow, with litile bitter-
ness in him, but he disliked Skinner ns
much as it was in his nature to dislike
anvbody.

“Redwing thinks we're asking for the
sack,” said the Dounder.

“So we are!” answered Skinner cheer-
fully. “DBut we shan't get it. Who's
to know ?"”

Redwing looked up.

“Bunter knows,” he said: "' le's pro-
bably tattled it all over the Kemove
by this time.”

“Well, no Remove man would give
us away,” said Skinner. “Safe as
houses. We're not scared, are we,
Smithy "

“Hardly,”
lc'm})tuously.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“@Get ont!” roared Vernon-Smith, as
a [at face and a pair of big spectacles
were inserted in the study doorway.,

said the DBounder con-
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“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Kick him, Skinner.”

“Certainly.”

“1 say, you [ellows, no larks!” =uid
Bunter. * Wingate's in the passage, and
if you kick mo, you beast, I'll jolly
well yell,”

Skinner, with his foot lifted, dropped
it again. He did not want to bring &
prefect on the scene.

“Travel, you fat freak,” growled the
Bounder.

“The fact is,” said Bunler, blinking
at him, “I want to come to-night,
Smithy! TI'll tell you what! You've
hired & car from Courtfield garage,
haven't you 1”

“Find out.”

“Well, I heard you say so to Skinner,
g0 1've found out,” said the Owl of the
Remove cheerfully. “Well, I'm willing
to pay my whack in the car. That's
fair. I'm expecting a Poal.ll order——2

“Will you buzz off 1*

. “I baven't finished yet, old chap. I'm
jolly well coming,” said Bunter warnily.
“I'm surprised at you, Smithy, leaving
a pal out of & thing like this. I'm just
the fellow you want! I'm rather a rorty
dog, you know—"

*“Oh, m{‘ hat!”

“And the fact is, I'm coming,” said
Bunter positively. “I intend to wake
up to-night when you start—I'm making
a point of that. Relr on me to be ready,
old bean. I shan't fail you.”

The Bounder grinned. Once Buntor
was asleep, there was little likelihood of
his awakening when the breakers of
bounds started on their excursion. He
was not aware of the astute precautions
that William George Bunter had taken.

“We'll have a high old time, Smithy !
1 say, are you going to the night club
at Lantham "

“You aillf owll”

“We'll jolly well paint the town red,
what ?" said Bunter gleefully. “I can
tell you I'm a rnrt% dog when I ﬁet
Eoing. The only difficulty is, that I've

cen disappointed about a postal ordor,
and I'm rather short of mnoney. But
you can lend me a few quids, old chap.”

“I'll lend you my boot, if yvou don't
travel.”

“Ile, he, he! I say, Redwing, why
don't you come?” asked Bunter, blink-
ing at the sailorman's son. “We're
going to have a rorty time, ain't =2,
Srniﬁ:;? It will liven you up, Redwing.
Take it {[rom me. Look here, come!

a man, you know! Like me!”

“Oh crumbs1” said Redwing._

“You haven't got much spirit, you
know,” said Bunter. "“A fellow likes
to be rorty at times. You must bo &
silly ass to stick in while we're rolling
round the town—"

“What's that?” said a voice behind
Dunter.

“Oh crikey !”

Bunter jumped, and spun round to
blink at Wingate. The captain of Grey-
friars looked at him, and looked at the
fellows in the study. Vernon-Smith
bit his lip hard.

“Well, what does that mecan?” asked
Wingate.

“l(Jh, nothing1” gasped Bunter. “I—

“Only Bunter talking out of the back
of his head, Wingate,” said Skinner.
““Ho can’t help doing these things. Wo
were talking about a trip to-morrow
nft:l.-rnoon-in'a a half-holiday, you know,
un -_3]

“Is that all 7"

“Qh, yes, that’s all.”

“Yes, that's all, Wingate,” said
Bunter hastily. “I—1'm going to stand
a car to-morrow and take these fellows
for a run. in—the afternoon. I—I'm
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finstead of silencing the ticking,
Buszzzzzrrzzziy |

gﬁing to ask Stecle for leave. That's
sll.”

Wingate gave the occupants of Study
No. 4 a rather penctrating look, and
walked on along the Remove passage.

Bunter winked at the Bounder.

“All serene!” he said. “Wingate
never sees anything! He's rather a
dummy. Now it's arranged, old chap,
and at ten-thirty to-night we—
Yaroooooh 1"

Billy Bunter jumped out of the study
just in time to czcape Herbert Vernon-

mith's lunging boot. Smithy slammed
the door after him.

Redwing rose from the table. B8kin-
ner had come there to discuss plana
with the Bounder, and it was not much
use to think of more work while the dis.
cussion was going on.

“ Not leaving us?” asked Skinner.
“Well, we'll try to bear it.”

Redwing looked at the Bounder,
taking no beed of Harold Skinner.

“Look here, Smithy! 1 wish you'd
chuck it,” he said quietly. * You're
running & lot of risk, and disgracing
yourse But that isn’t all. Look at
the harm your rotten example is doing
to a fool like Bunter. If he lands into
trouble, you're responsible for it to a
large extent.”

“What rot!"

“] don't think it's rot! I think it's
selfish and b]nckﬁuurdly to do rotten
things that a silly fool like Bunter
thinks it clever to imitate!” eaid Red
wing hotly.

“f‘m not DBunter's keeper,” sneored
tho Bounder; “and if you're goin’ to
preach, Reddy, you can take your
scrmon to somebody who wants to hear
it. I don't!"

“Same hero!” agreed §kmnar.

“Bmithy, old cha
“Ohb, cheese it!" interrupted tho
Bounder. “I've asked you to come;

t the ¢ but
a grab a g:ok.

= s

and if you won't come, there's an end.
Le!:\rg a fellow :}iml?'"l' ;

cdwing o is lips for an angry
reply. B%t ﬁzncloued them again, and
left the study without another word.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Sudden Alarm !

u“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!"
H Bob Cherry, coming along
to the Rag after _prep,

spotted Billy Bunter in the

passage—busy.

unter had a small alarm-clock in
his fat hands, and he was holding it to
a fat ear, listening for the tick.
_He had been winding it, perhaps a
little too thoroughly. Anyhow, the tick
was not in evidence.

“Tho beast’s stopped !" said Bunter.
“It was going all right a minute ago;
I nu“msc I'd better shake it!"

“What the thump are you doing with
Nugent's alarm-clock " asked Bob.

“He's lent it to me,” explained
Bunter. “I'm going to sct an example
of early rising to the Form—"

“Gammon !”

“It's rather ungentlemanly to doubt
a fellow's word, Cherry. There, it's
going at last!” Bunter had shaken the
clock vigorously, and it started to tick.
“ _III that ’I_:mnstly thing lets me down to-
night—

“Tonight?” said Bob, with a stare.

“J—1 menn to-morrow morning, of
course. I—I wonder what made me say
to-night !” said Bunter. “But 1 sup-
pose it's all right now! I'vo wound
it up, and wound up the alarm, and
now I've only got to set it for ten-
thirty—"

“Ten-thirty 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Arc you thinking of gattinF up at
half-past ten in the morning?"

"E.'ﬁ Yes! No! You see—"

“Blessed if I do!" said DBob,
"Tha—tllg fact is—"'

“Bunter !
“Oh lor"l Yes, sirl” asped
Bunter, shoving the alarm-olock hastily

into his pocket at the sound of Mr.
Stecle’s voice.

The new master of the Remove camo
up the passage. Buater blinked at
him uneasily.

“Have gyou
Bunter 1" .
“Nunno, sir! I—=I've been rather
bm "

“Too busy to write out your
positions?"” asked Mr. Steele.

“Ye-o-c3, sir! Exactly!”

“Your lines have been doubled twice,
Bunter,” said Mr. Steele severely. I
shall not double them again.”

“T-t-thank you, sir!"” gasped Bunter.

“1 shall cane you, Bunter, instead.”

“Oh crikey 1"

“Go to my study at once!" .

Mr. Richard Steele walked on. Billy
Bunter bestowed s [erocious glare cu
hia broad back.

“Beast |” he groaned.

“You'ro for it, old fat bean," said
Bob sympathetically, “Why the thumyp
don't you get Jyour lines done, like any
other fellow?"

“'Tain't my fault!” groaned Bunter,
“I've asked Toddy to do them—a lot of
times. He refused every time. I asked
Wharton and Nugent to whack them
out. They refused. I'm getting pretty
eick of thoe solfishness of fellows in the
Remove, I can tell you!"”

Bob Cherry chuckled, and went on to
the Rag. Billy Bunter, in the lowest
possible spirits, rolled away to Mr.
Richard Steele's study. .

Billy Bunter was a firm beliover in
the strange story that was told about
Richard Steele in the Remove. But if
ho had doubted it before, he would have
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done your lines,

im-



been convinced of it now. A man who
not only gave him lines, but asked for
them r.osba roduced, and caned a
fellow when they wers not produced,
was cvidently capablo of anything.

Mr. Steele, standing by his study
table, turned his keen grey eyes on
Bunter as the fat junior entered. There
was a cane lying on the table, and
Bunter's eyes fell on it at once
spymhomiuely.

I—-I say,

Bunter.

“Well, Bunter?” asked Mr. Stecle
“] am very sbrry to have to

unish you, but you must learn not to

a idlo and dilatory. We are not hera
to waste our time, Bunter.”

“ Ain't we, sir?"” asked Bunter.

His own impression was quite dily
ferent from r. Steele’s on that
subject.

“Certainly not. You are at school
to work, Bunter.”

“0Oh1” said Bunter, as if this was
quite a novel idea to him.

“You are expected to learn, Bunter.
How do you expect to pass examina-
tions, if you learn nothing?"

“J—I ain’t keen on passing exams,
sir,” said DBunter.

“You should try to be keen, Bun-
ter. Talking to you seems of little use,
and I am afraid I have no resource but
lo cane you.” .

“If—if you don’t mind, sir, I—=I'd
rather you talked to me,” said Bunter
cagerly. “I—I feel that it will do me
a lot of good, sir! You—you've got
such a nice voice, sir!”

“Bunter I”

“J—I1 like listening to yom, sir,” said
Bunter. *“It—it's a real pleasure, sir!
I don’t think that Beaks always talk
silly rot, like some of the fellows, sir.
I wish you'd talk to me instead of

Bir—"  stammered

1]

caning me, sir! I think it would do
mo a more good.”

Mr. Steela smiled.

. "“Well, I will try the effect of speak-
ing to you once more, Bunter. I should
likv to make you understand that it is
unprofitable to waste your time. Why
bave you not done your lines?”

“Y haven't had time. sir! You—jyou
see, the—the fellows take up a lot of r_n?;
time. I'm always helping them wit
their work. They always come to me
when they get stuck on a knotty point
in Latin, sir. I always help them out.”

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Bteele.
“Y am afraid that you are an extra-
ordinarily untruthful boy., Bunter!”

“Qh, no, sir! Mr. Quelch used to say
I was the most truthful chap
Form, sir. He used to compliment me
on it, and—and hold me ug as an
example to the Remove, sir. believe
I'm the only fellow in the Remove
who really never tells fibs, sir.”

o y,» Bunter—"

“C-c-can I go now, sirt”
Mr. Steele’s attention seemed to
wander from Bunter for the moment.
He glanced round the study.

“Dear me, where does that ticking
come from?” he asked.

It was coming from Buntor's pocket,
as a matter of fact. The American
clock, which did not always go when it
was wanted to go, was going strong
now.

“T.t.ticking, sir 7" stammered Bunter.

“Yes. Cannot you hear it?”

“N-.n-no, sir!"” stammered Bunter.

Mr. Steele, very much puzzled, glanced
round the room again. There was a
sound of steady, persistent ticking.

Alr. Quelch’s clock, on the mantel-
picce, had & soft and subdued tick,
which was barely audible. But from
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somewhere came s loud and raucous
ticking.

Tick, tick, tick!

“This is really very curious,” said
the Remove master. “Someone must
have placed a clock in the room—I
cannot imagine why."”

Bunter blinked round the
through his big spectacles.

“J can't sce it, sir,” he remarked.

room

“But you can hear it, surcly!”
exclaimed Mr. Steele.

“No, sir. Not a sound. Perhaps
it's imagination, sir!” suggested

Bunter brightly.
“ What 1"
_"Pe?.plo imagine all sorts of things,

r—

“Don't be absurd, Bunter!”

Mr. Stcelo looked round the siudy,
puzzled and a little irritated.

Bunter backed farther away.

He did not want that alarm-clock to
be discovered.

Stecle was well known in the
Remove to be a downy bird. He
might have wanted to know what
Bunter was doing with an alarm-clock.
Certainly, he was not likely to suspect
Bunter of early rising. Nothing tut a
firc or an earthquake woulg have
dragged Bunter out of bed belfore
rising-bell. If he discovered that
alarm clock in Bunter's possession he
might tumble!

“Really, this is extraordinary!”
exclaimed Mr. Stecle, after walking
round the study, in & vain search for
the mysterious ticker.

“Yes, isn't it, sir?” stammered
Bunter. “P-p-perhaps it's a cricket,
sir—a cricket on the hearth.”

“It is nothing of the kind, Bunter.
It is the ticking of a clock. I sup-
pose you have not brought a clock
into_the study?”

“0Oh, no, sir!”

“The sound scems to come from
your direction, Bunter,” said Mr.
Steele, staring at him.

“D.d-does it? I—I can't hear it,
sir!” gasped Bunter.

“Are you deaf?” snapped the Form
master.

“ Nunno, sir! C-c.cccan I go now?”

“Bunter! Have you a clock in your
pocket?"”  exclaimed Mr.  Stecle,
realising that that must be the expla-
nation, unlikely as it seemed.

“0Oh, no, sir! I—I haven't a_clock.
sir! P-p-perhaps it's my watch you
can hear, sir,” said Bunter, in alarm.

“It is a clock,” said Mr. Steele. “I
cannot imagine why you should be
carrying a - clock in  your pocket,
but— ="

“N-n-nothing of the kind, sir! I—
1—1 shouldn't dream of such a thing,
sir ! gasped Bunter.

He shoved his fat hand into his
pocket, in the hope of stilling the
ticking of the clock. The next moment
a loud, raucous, ecchoing whir filled
tho room with deafening noise.

Buzzzzzzzzzzzzaz !

“Oh ecrikey!” gasped Bunter.

It was a most unreliable clock. A
mere touch was enough to stop it,
sometimes. But on this occasion
Bunter's grab at it in his pocket, in-
stead of stopping it, had started the
alarm.

Buzzzzzzzz !
Buzzzzzzzzzz !

Mr. Steelo jumped.

Gerrreer]l Whirrrerre !

“ Why—what—what—what—"  he
cjaculated.

Buzzzzzzzzzzz !

“Stop that noise!” roared Mr.
Steele. “Do you hear me? Upon my

word! Stop that at once!”
“Oh crumbs I
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“You have a clock in your pocket!"”
exclaimed Mr. Steele. “You do not
deny it now, I presume!?"

“Oh lor'!"” groaned Bunter.

It was not much use denying it
further, with the alarm clook raging
in his pocket, filling the atudg with
din, and sending its raucous whir far
along Masters' passage.

“Stop it at once!”

Billy Bunter jerked the clock out of
his pocket. The raucous roar was
stilled at last, and a blessed silence
desconded upon the Remove master’s

study.
Richard Steele glared at Bunter.
He had been disposed to give the

Owl of the Remove a heart-to-hearl
talk, instead of the caning that was
his dus. Now, evidently, his thoughts
were roverting to the caning.
“Bunter! You had that clock in

your pocket all the time! he ex-
claimed.

“0Oh! No, sir!”

a8 }Vhlatr"

“I-I mean, yes, sir!” gasped
Bunter, “I—I forgot it was tharg. e

“You forgot it was there, when you
heard it tic mgll How dare you tell
me such untruths?”

“I—~1 mean, I didn’t forget it
there, sir! That's what Igme;ntw:;
say !” stuttered Bunter.
th: ‘:;hykd.id you not iell me you had

ock in you t, ¥
o nek b your pocket, you absurd,
“Woll " rapped
oll " rapped out Steele.

“Oh dear! You see, sir, I—]—"
Bunter floundered helplessly. “I—I
was afraid you mightn't beliovo I bor-
rowed this alarm-clock to wake me
gp“e:rly in the morning before rising-

ell.

“Certainly, I
that,” said Steele.
i assure you, sir, that I'm not
going to set it on for to-night,” said
Bunter anxiously. “I wouldn't—"
Stecle stared at him,

“For to-night?” he ejaculated.
“Not at all, sir! Nothing of the
kind.”
“You aro a very extraordinary boy,
Bunter,” said Mr. Steele, “and a very
stupid one. Also a very untruthful

should not believe

Ono!’i
“0Oh, really, sir—"
“You cannot help being stupid,

Bunter—"

“Oh, T say—"

“But you can help bteing untruth-
ful. It is my duty to punish you for
untruthfulness, Bunter.”

“Oh dear! I—I say, sir, I've told
rou the exact truth!"™ groaned Bunter.
*“1 couldn’t do anything else if I tried.
Quelchy would tell you how truthful
I em, if you asked him. Tho Head
knows! Any fellow in the Form,
sir—

“Bend over that chair, Bunter.”

“Oh lor'!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !"

“You may go now, Bunter! I
your lines are mnot handed in to-
morrow, I shall detain you for the

hali-holiday to write them.”

“Ow! Wow! Wow!"

Billy Bunter left the study, and
yow-wow-wowed his wa{‘ back to the
Rag. Ho groaned as he rolled into
that apartment.

“Licked ?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Owl Wow! Wow!"
“Is the lickfulpess terrific, iny
estecmed howling Bunter?" asked

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Ow! Wow! That beast is always
picking on me!" groaned DBunter.

“It's all his fault that I don’t do my
lnge

How do you make that
asked Johnny Bull.

“Well, the beast gives me the lines,
doesn’t ho?” said Bunter. “1I don't
want him to. wish the bobbies
would come and nab him! I say, you
fellows, it's pretty sickening having o
burglar for a Form master—"

“You fat duffer!”

“It's time he was run in,"” said
Bunter. *“That man’s no gentleman,
you fellows! He doubts a fellow's
word "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at.  Practically called mo a

out?"
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liar!” said DBunter indi[..mnntly. *1
told him Le was a cad!”

“You told Steele?" ejaculated Dob
Cherry. . !

“Yes—and so he is! Doubting a
fellow's word—making a fellow out to
bo a liar!" said DBunter warmly.
“(Caddish, if you like! [ said * You
beastly cad!" Just like that!"

‘"I!‘Yo %teelc?" yelled Johnny Bull.

a“" es.

“And what did he do?"

“Nothing. I—1 didn't say it till I
was outside the study,” explained
Dunter. “1 thought I'd better not let
himn hear.”

“You fat idiot!"

“QOh, really, Cherry! Ho thinks he's
jolly sharp, too!” added Bunter do-
risively. “But he never guessed what
I've got this alarm-clock for."”

“What have you got it for, fathead ?"

“That's telling. Stecle doesn’t know.
I've pulled the wool over his eyes a
treat!" said Bunter complacently.
“He's quite in the dark.”

7

Bunter bad no doubt that he had
pulled the wool over Mr. Steele's keen.
groy eyes. He was to learn later that
Mr. Steele was not quite so much in
the dark as he supposed.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Breakers o Bounds |

INGATE of the Sixth saw
w lights out for the Remove
that night.

It seemed to Tom Redwing
that the prefect's eyes dwelt, once or
twice, sharply on the Bounder, though
he made no remark to him.

Owing to the length and activity of
Billy Bunter's tongue, most of the Re-
move knew of the Bounder's intentions
that night. But Smithy's look told of
nothing unusual,

Lights were turned out, and the
Greyfriars captain shut the door and
left the Remove to slumber,

“Smithy 1"

It whs Harry Wharton who spoke.

“Hallo!” yawned the Bounder.

“1 hear that you're thinking of
Blaying the giddy ox to-night, and

reaking bounds.”

“What's put that

v haks put “into your head?”
‘Well, isn't it so?’

“You mnever can tell,” lruwer_ed
Smithy. “No nced for you to butt in,
anyhow.”

“] don't want to butt in,” answered
Whkharton quietly. “But it seemed to
me that Wingate had hLis eye on you."

“What rot!”

“If you're ecaught out, you know
what it means,” said the captain of the
Remove. “If you can't be decent for
decency's sake, you ought to have sense
enough not to run risks.”

Thoe Bounder laughed. .

“Wingate's all right. He won't
come rooting into this dormitory, once
he gets back to his study. Desides, he
goes to bed early.” ] 3

“He might mention it to Steele, il
he thinks there's somotluinf u‘)."

“Well, Stesle will most likely be out
himself. You know he goes on the
prowl.” =

“Well, T thought I'd give you the
tip,” said Harry. “You're a fool to
run such risks.” .

“Thank you for nothing."

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Whar-
ton; andghn laid his head on the pillow,
and dismissed Smithy and his affairs
from his mind A i

“I thought the same, Smithy,” said
Tom Redwing, in a low voice.
wish vou'd chuck it, old man.”

“Ra*s!ll
“Qive us a rest, Eric!” yawned
Slinner. “Steele won't be bothering

about this dormitory. Two nights out
of three he clears out of the school
himself; and we jolly well know what
for. Some day the police will eatch
hitn at it, and we shall loze our dear
Fort master.”

“Smithy, old man—" urged Red:
wing. -
"5I|. shut up, Reddy!” said the
Bounder.

Redwing  shut up, and there was
silence in the Remove dormitory. The
fellows settled down to sleep, with two
exceptions. Skinner and the Bounder
did not intend to sleep.

And if they had had any doubts
about Billy Bunter, they would soon
have been reassured. A sound like the
rumbling of distant thunder whirred in
the dormitory. Tt was the snore of the
Owl of the Remove.

Bunter was fast asleep.

But the Owl of the Remove had
scttlod down to slumber with an easy
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mind. Under his bed was Nugent's
alorm-clock. hen the voices died
away, the ticking of that alarm-clock
wight have been noticed, but for the
Gargantuan snoring that was going an
in the bed above. Billy Bunter's snore
was calculaied to drown ail lesser
sounds.

Bunter had sct the alarm; and he
was satisfied. Had he had a closer
acquaintance with the manners and
customs of some American glsrm-clocku,
he might not have felt so satisfied. There
was no doubt that the alarm, being
wound up, would go off. But thero
was _some doubt when it would g8 off,
if Bunter had only known it. 8till,
as he did not know it, he settled down
happily to slumber, assured that he
wou?d be awakened at half-past ten,
the time fixed for Smithy and Skinner
to start. And when that timoe came
Bunter was gowng to join in the excur-
sion, or know the reason why.

Half-past ten was announced, at last,
by a ciume from the clock tower. As
the chime died away, Vernon-Smith
slipped out of bed.

* You awake, Skinner 1"

“Yes, rather!”

“B up, then!”

“You bet!”

Skinner chuckled softly as he groped
for his clothes in the dark.

“Listen to the band,” he mulrmurcd.
.He was referring to Bunter's snore.
It was still going strong. Under
Bunter’s bed the alarm-clock was still
ticking away cheerily, though its tick
was diowned by Bunter’s nasal cfiorts.
But the alarm had not gone off. No
doubt it would go off some time. But
that time was not yet. That alarm-
clock had a will of its own, and was
not to bo hurried.

“The fat idiot!” muttered the
Bounder, “Thank goodness he's
asleep! The potty porpoise would

have kicked up a row—

“That was his jolly old game!”
agreed Shinner. “But he's safe till
rising-bell, 1 fancy.”

The two young rascals dressed
uickly, and creps towurds the door of
?he dormitory.

Not a
awakened.

Suitny opened the door softly, and
they crept out, and the door tvas noise-
lessly closed. The deep snore of Wil-
liam George Dunter died away behind

ellow in the Remove

them as they stole down the dark
passage.
A few minutes more, and they

dropped from the box-room window to
the leads underneath, and scrambled to
the ground. )

“Hook it!” whispered Smithy.

They cut off in the direction of the
Cloisters. There was a certain spot in
the old wall there, well known to most
of the fellows, where it was casy to
ncigotinte. 3

The two black sheep lost no time.

Smithy clambercd over the wall and
dropped into the road, and Skinner fol-
lowed him.

They stood back in the deep shadow

of the wall to watch the road and
listen for passers-by before going
further.

“All serene!”  whispered  Smithy.

“Nobody ahout.”

“Hold on a minute!”

“Qh, come on!”

“Hold on, T tell you!" said Skinner,
in a fierce whisper. “I can hcar some-
body.”

“Nerves!"  grunted the Dounder.

The Bounder had a nerve of iron;
but Skinner was not nearly so easy in
his mind. The consequences of heing
discovered out of bounds at that hour
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of the night were rather painfully
present in Skinner's thoughts,

He grusped Vernon-Smith’s arm, and
dmpi‘gud him back into the decp shadow

of the wall.
“Quict!” he breathed. “It may be
that old fool Tozer coming by!

Precious asses we should look if the
village bobby marched us in, and rang

“Oh, rot!”
“Quict !” hissed Skinner, X
The Bounder yiclded impatiently.

But he was glad the next moment that
he had given in. Through the silence
of the night came the sound of a soft
footfall on the road. .

I'he Bounder listened quictly; Skin-
ner with his heart throbbing. The
footfalls were comdng along the road,
from the direction of the Greyfriars
garage. A dark figure, wrap in
coat and muffler, with a cap pulled low
down over the forehead, came quietly,
but swiftly by, passing within a few
fect of the two juniors without observy-
ing them.

The figure passed on, and disappeared
in the night.

Skinner's heart thumped.

*“T'hat was a narrow shave,” he mut-
tered. “It was somebody belonging to
the sc_h.ool. I feel certain he came out

of—
“I know he did,” the Bounder
grinned. “I know who it was, too.”

“Not Steele. Not tall enough 2

“It was Barnes.”

“Barnes!” rel)eated Bkinner.

“The Head's -chauffeur,” said
Smithy. “Just as well he didn't sce
us; he might have given us away,
though it's no bizney of his. Can't be
too careful.”

“Barnes!  Where the thump 1s ho
going at this time of night?”

“Well, he can go where he likes when
he's off éuty. No business of ours,” said
Vernon-Smith.  *““Come on.”

“Give him time to get clear.”

*“Oh, rot! Come on—he's gone now.”

Vernon-Smith left the shadow of the
wall, and Skinner, still uneasy, followed
him. They hurried away in the direc-
tion of Courtfield Common.

In a narrow, shadowy lane, on the
edge of the common, a cuar was waiting.
A man in a peaked cap touched the cap
to Vernon-Smith as he came up.

“Ready, sir?"”

“Right-ho!"  said the DBounder
cheerily. “Get in, Skinner! Let her
out, Powser, when you get going.”

“T'Il let her out all right, sir,” said
Powser.

The two juniors sat in the car, and
Powser started the engine. They rolled
away up the dark lane for the Lantham

road.

The Bounder produced a packet of
cigarcttes and lighted one. Skinner
lizhted one also.

“This is somethin’ like,” remarked
Skinner, as he leaned back in lis corner
and smoked.

“What-ho !" said the Bounder, blow-
ing out a clovd of smoke. “I wonder
what the Head would say if he could
sce us now.'

Skinner shuddered.

“Tor pgoodness’ sake chuck that,
Smithy,” he grunted. “It wonld be the
sack for both of us. What's the good of
thinkin® of it, yon ass?”

The Bounder langhed. He had the
courage of his blackguardism, and the
sense of danger only exhilarated him.
It was far from having that cffcet on
Skinner.

“T wondor if Wingate suspected any-
thin"."” he drawled.

“Why should he?” snarled Skinner.

“Well, he heard what Bunter was
cackling in the study—"
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“Nothin' in that—we stuffed him all

right,”

“I wonder !” yawned the Bounder.

Skinner gave him a very unpleasant
ook.

_“Look here, Smithy, if theres
risk—"

“Of course there's risk, old bean.”
It seemed to afford the Bounder a sort
of gnomish amusement to play on the
fears of his companion. “You can't
break bounds after lights out without

risk. That's where the fun comes in
mostly.”

“Well, T don’t see it,” growled
Skinner. “That isn’t the sort of fun

I'm after, anyhow. If you think there's

risk »
“Bags of

cheerily.
“Then we'd jolly well better go back.”
“Think so?” grinned the Bounder.
“Yes, I do,” growled Skinner.
:‘\S{hal,!‘ I speak to the chaufieur?”
'Yes

“Right 1"

Vernon-Smith spoke through the tube.
. “Let her ont, Powser! You're crawl-
ing, old bean.”

The car leaped into dizzy speed, The
Bounder sat k again and laughed.

kinner scowlod, and threw away his
cigarette, which seemed to have lost its
savour,

Through the dark winter night the ear
rushed on, cating up the miles to Lan-
tham. The Bounder's eyes were shin-
ing with excitement and enjoyment.
Skinner’s enjoyment was more doubt-
ful. But he was ““for it” now, and
there was no help for it.

it!” said the DBounder

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Alarming |

UZZZZZZ2Z1
B In the Remove dormitory, for

a long time, there had been

no sound but the quiet breath-
ing of sleepers and the snore of Billy
Bunter.

Now there was a sudden sound—a
raucous, rumbling, grinding, grating,
buzzing sound—the sound of a cheap
American alarm-clock doing its worst |

Bunter's snore had drowned the tick-
ing of the clock. But the roar of the
rancous alarm drowned Bunter's snore.

Even Bunter awal d at that sudd
burst of revelry by night

Every fellow in the dormitory
awakened; the furthest sleeper started
out of slumber with a jump.

Five or six voices cgaculuted at once.
Fellows sat up, rubbed their eyes,
stared, and exclaimed:

“ What's that row?”

“What'q up?n

“Stop it!"”

“Turn it off 1"

“What the thunder—"

Buzzzzzzz |

Under Bunter's bed the alarm-clock
rang on merrily. There are alarm-clocks
and alarm-clocks! This one, preduced
at a low price by mass-production in
the great United States, did not keep
time—that was not to be expected—but
its volume of sound left nothing to bo
desired. It was crammed with energy
when the alarm did start. and if it
started at unexpected and unlooked-for
times it made up for that drawback by
the terrific noise it made when it was
on the go. It fairly roared.

Bunter zat up in bed.

He yawned, il:mtod, and rubbed his
eyes. He had been sleeping soundly—
and Bunter was a hefty sleeper—but that
alarm-clock would have awakencd Rip
Van Winkle and the Seven Slecpers of
Ephesus.
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I say, you fellows, it's all right,”
said Bunter. “It's only my aﬁlrm-
clock—"’

“Shut it off I"” roared Bob Cherry.

“Stop it, you fat idiot! You'll have
the Beaks up here with that frightful
row |" shouted Johnny Bull.

“Qh crumbs!” gasped Bunter.

He rolled out of bed.

The deafening noise of the alarm-
clock not only rang through the dormi-
tory, but far beyond. Bunter had not
calculated on that, and on the distance
to which sound would travel in the
silence of the night. For the first time
it occured to his powerful intellect that
the alarm might awaken others—outside
the Remove dormitory.

Masters sometimes walked through the
dormitory passages at night—in fact,
some master was supposcd to make the
round at least once. Any muster within
range of the Remove dormitory could
hnrgly have failed to heed that terrific
uproar,

Buzzzzzzzz |

Bunter groped wildly under the bed
for the clock.

“Will you stop it, you fat freak?!"
velled Peter Todd.

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Stop it, you villain!”
Wharton.

“I'm just going to

“Buck up, you fat ass! We shall have
the masters or the prefects up here!"
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.

*“Chuck something at it !" bawled Bob
Cherry, and, suiting the action to his
words, le let fly with a boot!

Other fellows followed Bob's lead, and
soon the air was thick with ﬁying
missiles—boots, pillows, bolsters—any-
thing and everything which was near
at hand.

“0Oh!

shouted

Yow !” wailed Bunter, as a

_ /',7/.;
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and Skinner without observing them.

bolster caught him a hefty swipe on his
fat mosc! “Stop it, you beasts!”

Tom Redwing jumped out of bed and
[ighted a candle-end. He did not need
telling why Bunter had set his alarm-
clock that night. Bunter bad set it—
or intended to set it—for half-past ten,
as Redwing guessed at once. But, with-
out looking at his watch, he knew that
it was much later than that now, Hold-
ing up the candle, Tom glanced at the
Bounder's bed. It was empty; and
another glance showed that Skinner's
bed was also empty. The two black

sheep were gone, and had long been
gone,

Buzzzzzzzz |

“PBunter! Stop that!” exclaimed

Redwing anxiously. “You fat idiot!
If anybody comes {lcrc, it's all up with
Smithy.”

“Is he gone " asked Frank Nugent.

“Yee—and Skinner.”

DBunter had grabbed the alarm-clock
now. But as he heard Tom's words e
ceased to grope for the catch to shut
off t.|m alarm and blinked at the sailor-
man's son.

“Gone !"” he ejaculated.

“Yes; shut that off—"

“T'he beasts!”

“You fut dummy, stop that row—"

“The rotters! They've got off carly
to leave me out!" howled Bunter in-

dignantly. ‘“The sneaks!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You fat ass, it's a quarter to

twelve !” said Redwing, looking at his
wateh in the candle-light

“Wha-a-at "

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
“You sct the alarm wrong, Dunter.”

“I didn't!” howled Bunter. “Tho
beastly thing don’t keep time! You
were swindled over this elock, Nugent.”

“TI know that!” chuckled Nugent. “I
bought it fromn Fishy.”

A dark figure, wrapped in coat and muffler, with a cap pulled down over the forchead, passed within a few feet of Vernon-Smith

“] guess that's @ good clock,” said
Fisher T. Fish warmly. “You can't say
it wouldn’t wake a galoot right up.”

“It will wake the whole House if
that fat chump doesn’'t stop it,” eaid
Hazeldene. “If anybody comes here
and—"

“Oh, that's all right,” said Bunter.
“I'm trying to stop it, but the beastly
thing won't stop! They won't take any
notice of an alarm-clock going offi—"

Buzzzzzzz |

“Stop it, you chump!”

“I'm trying to,” gasped Bunter. “ But
the brute won't stop! I keep on turn-
ing the thing every way, but it makes
no difference! It will have to run
down !"

Buzzzz! Whircrrrrrer! o

“It will wake all Greyfriars, if it
doesn't wake Courtfield and Friardale,
too!" said Squifl.

“My hat! If
said Wharton.

“After all, if anybody hears it, it's
only an alarm-clock,” said Bob Cherry.
“They'll guess it's gone off at the wrong
time, you know. No reason for the
beaks to take any notice.”

Buzzzzz! 1

tedwing's face was tense with anxicty.
He had opposed the Bounder's reckless
outbreak:; he had almost quarrelled
with him on the subject. But now that
his chum was in danger of discovery, hoe
forgot all that, and tﬁnught only of help-
ing him. !

While the other fellows were talking,
Tom Redwing was busy. He gathered
coats, bolsters, rugs—anything that came
to hand. and stuffed themn into the
Bounder's bed, arranging the bedclothes
over them in the form of a sleeper.

“Good wheezo!” exclaimed DBob
Cherry, as he noted what Redwing was
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anybody comes—"
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doing, in the glimmer of the candle-
light. And Bog jumped out and pro-
cceded to follow Redwing’s example,
takinr, Skinner's bed.

For Skinner himself Bob did not care
two straws; but the fellow was in
danger of the “eack,” or at least a
flogging, if anyone came to the
dormitory, and that was enough for
Bob.

“Grrreeerer 1 came in a last groaning
whir from that terrible American clock.
1t had run down at last; and there was
blessed silence.

Through the silence came the sound of
a footstep.

“Ware beaks !"” gasped Hazeldene.

“Look out, Reddy!”

Redwing gave a last touch to the
Bounder's bed, and bo!ted back into his
own.

Footsteps approached the door of the
dormitory. It wasa well-known tread—
the tread of Richard Steele, the master
of the Remove. Redwing blew out the
candlo.

“Beast |” gasped Bunter. “Give a
fellow light to get back to bed!”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Look here, you beast—"

Bunter groped back to bed in a burry.
Tho door was opened, and the light
switched on. Mr. Richard Steele, stand-
ing in the doorway, looked into the
dormitory at faces staring in the sudden
light and at a siit of striped, well-filled
Eyénmas just vanishing into Bunter's

ed.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter!

M R. STEELE stoed silent, leok-
ing in.
edwing hardly breathed.
He knew that the Remove
master, for some reason, had his sus-
picions aroused.

The din of the alarm-clock, hefty as
it was, could scarcely have reached his
study. Apparently he had Leen within
hearing of it. The sound of an alarm-
clock going off at the wrong hour was
not in itself a suspicious matter. DBut it
was obvious that the Form master was
w;&wicious now.

ad the beds of Smithy and Skinner
remained as they had been left, the {act
that they were unoccupied would have
caught the master's eye immediately.

Now they looked as if they contained
sleepers. Only a close investigation
would have revealed the dummies. Red-
wing wondered, with beating heart,
whaether that investigation would be
made. He had done his best to save
Smithy from the result of his reckless-
ness, and he could do no more.

It was with deep relief that he found
that Mr. Stecle fixed liis attention upon
William George Bunter.

Apparently it was Bunter of whom
the Form master was suspicious. Why,
Redwing could not gucss; but the fact,
fortunately, was clear.

“Bunter |" said Steele.

Bunter plunged into bed and dragged
the blankets over him.

“ Bunter |”

“Oh dear! Yes, sir?” gasped Bunter.

“You wera out of bed, Bunter.”

“Oh! No, sirl”?
“What! saw you getting into bed,
Buntoer 1*

* Did—did you, sir? Tt was Redwing's
fault! If he hadn't blown out the
vandle—="

“You were out of bed.”

“Yes, sirl” gasped Bunter. “I-—I
got up to stop the alarm-clock, eir. It
—it went off at the wrong time.”

“You did not intend to leave the
Jormitory 1"
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“Qh! No, sir.”

“You had better tell me the truth,
Bunter,” said Mr. Steele quietly. " This
matter is serious. A prefect reported to
ma_that he had heard you use words
which gave him the impression that you
intended to break bounds to-night.”

“That beast Wingate—"

“Wingate very properly regizarled the
matter to me, Bunter. d syou
arranged to lcave this dormitory in
company with other boys?”

Steele’s eyes turned to the Bounder's
bed as he spoke.

From that bed came no sign.

The form of a sleeper—apparently, at
least—could be secn, and there was
nothing to indicate that Vernon-8mith
was not there.

“Oht No, sir!” gasped Bunter,
“ Nothing of the kind 1"

“Then why did you set the alarm-
clock for this hour, Bunter t”

“J1—I didn't, sir.”

“When 1 saw the alarm-clock in your
possession in my study, Bunter, I had no
doubt what you intended it for, taken
in conjunction with what an};ate had
reported to ine,” said Mr. Steele.

“QOh crumbs!”

It dawned on Bunter's fat brain that
the wool had not, after all, been pulled
over Richard Steele’s oyes.

“1 fully expected,” continued Mr.
Steele, “ that the alarm-olock would be
heard in this dormitory to-night, and I
intended to remain up in case it should
be heard.”

“D.d-did you, sir?*

“What 1 expected has now occurred,”
said Steele, “and 1 require to know
what it means, Bunter,”

“N-n-nothing, sir.”

“You have spoken of a candle lighted
by Redwing.” Mr. Steele turned to the
sailorman’s son. ““Redwing, you have
been out of bed 1"

“ Yes, sir."”

“You lighted a candle?”

“Wa were all woke up by the alarm-
clock, sir,” said Harry Wharton before
Redwing  could s=peak. “That ass
Bunter—I mecan, Bunter had it under
his bed sir, and couldn’t get hold of it
in the dark.” : .

“1 do not suspect you of intending to
break bounds, Redwing—I know your
character too woll,” said Mr. Steelo
kindly.

“Tﬁank you, sir,” said Tom. “I cer-
La_il:ily never intended anything of the
ind.”

“1 am surc of that. T wish I were as
sure of other boys—who do not add to
my trust in them by affecting to_be
asleep at the present moment,” said Mr.
Steele, with another glance towards the
Bounde-'s bed.

Redwing caught his breath.

But the master’s glance retirned to

_Bunter. Evidently he had no sucpicion
that the Dounder was not present.

“ Bunter !"”

Snore!

“Bunter 1” )

“J—1’m asleep, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha i” .

“You ahsurd boy!” exclaimed Mr.
Stecle. “Bunter, tell me at once why
you set that alarm-clock on to-night.”

# J—]—I—"" stuttered Bunter. -

“It is nearly twelve o'clock,” said
Mr. Steele. “For what reason,
Bunter, did you set the alarm at sucl
an hour1"

“I—I didn’t sir! The beastly clock
went off at the wrong time, sir!”
groaned Bunter. “I—I set it for the
morning, eir!"”

“It’'s a rotten clock, sir,” said
Nugent. “It goes off at all ¢orts of
times+ it's an American clock, sir.”

Mr Steele came towards Bunter's
bed. The Owl of the Remove had left
the clock on a chair by his bedside.

EVERY SATURDAY

He watched the Form master uncasily
as gtteele picked up the clock and looked
at it.

“The alarm is set for half-past ten!”
eaid Mr. Steele, “Apparently it
sounded at the wrong hour. Do you
mean to tell me, Bunter, that you sct
glnn,a’larm for half-past ten in the morn-
g 1"

EY&G, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I
mean, no, sir! Of—of course not, sir!”

“You set it for half-past ten this
night,” said Mr. Steele. “It was
obviously your intention to get up at
half-past ten. For what reason, Bun—
ter, did you intend to get up at Lalf-
past ten?”

“The—the fact is, sir—""

“1 am_waiting, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at him hope-
Jessly. Even his wonderful powers of
prevarication seemed to fail him now.

“Have you nothing to eay, Bunter?™

“QOh, yes, sirl” gesped Bunter.
“Lots!"”

“1 am waiting to hear it.”

“Tho—the fact ig—"

“Are you trying to think of some

revarication, DBunter?” asked the
lemove master, sternly,

. “Yes—I mean, no, sir! The fact is—

i§——

“Well 1"

“N-n-nothing, sir!” groaned Bunter.

“Very well, Bunter,” said Mr. Stecele.
“1 take it for granted that it was your
intention to break dormitory bounds,
as you have no explanation to offer me.
1 shall deal with you in the morning.”

“Oh crikey !"” i

“Good-night, my boys!” said Ar.
Steele, and he went to the door.

“Good-night, sir 1"

The Remove master left the dormi-
tory, and the light was turned off; the
door closed. Mr. Steele's footsteps died
away down the passage.

“Y say, you fellows—" groancd the
Owl of the Remove.

“You fat idiot "

“I—I sa B

"You burbling bandersnatch !*

“And he never spotted Skinner or

Smithy !" said Snoop. “My hat! If
he'd spotted that they were ont——"
“Serve them right if he hadl”

growled Johnny Bull,

“Jollﬁ lucky for them he didn't!”
chuckled Snoop. “He's only spotted
Bunter. Ha, ha, ha! Bunter’s for it!”

“Bix of the t in the morning!"”
grinned Peter Todd. “8erve the fat
chump right for waking us all up with
that putrid alarm-clock!”

“Qh, really, Toddy—""

“Go to cleep, you fat dummy, and
dream of hcndinF over in Stecle's study
in the morning."

o Bc“t l”

The Remove settled down to sleep
again, but William George Bunter, for
once, found it difficult to compose him-
self to slumber. It was nearly a minute
before his deep snore once more awoke
the echoes of the Remove dormitory.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night Out!

RASH!
C It came suddenly.
h At the very time when Mr.

Steele was investigating in the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, the
Bounder's car was whizzing along the
dark road back from Lantham,

They sat in the car, covering the
ground at a great rate, fittle dreaming
of what was huppening in thoso very
moments and of the narrow escape they
had had of detection. Both of them
were silent—Skinner tired and irritable,

(Continued on page 12,
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rounds are worked off excitement grows. I have somo

questions to answer this week on Cup topics. Tho

trophy which is the most coveted possession open
to a football team, is almost invariably mf‘ejrmd to as the
English Cup, but one of my readers wants to know what is the
exact and official title. oro is the answer :

The title which appeavs on the Cup itself is : The
Football Association Challenge Cup.

THE struggle for the Cup goes on, and as the various

On at least one occasion, of course, the absurdity of calling
the trophy the English Cup was brought home in no uncertain
fashion—when it was won ly Cardiff City, a team with its homo
in Wales. As a mattor of fact the officials of the Football
Association are always very careful not to use the words
English Cup in their official references to the draw, ete., but they
themselves once stumbled over this matter.

As you know. medals are presented to every player who
appoars in & Cup Final, those which are given to the losers being
leghtly different from thoso presonted to the winners. The
men who played in the successful Burnley side of 1914 have
medals which are uniquo, for they bear the words : winners of
the English Cup. I don't know how it came to pass that such
words were allowed to bo engraved on the medals given to the
Burnley players in that year, because all tho other Cup-winners’
medals which I have scen adorning the watch-chains of the
lucky lads who have won them bear the official title of F.A.
Challenge Cup.

has just reached me is in respect of the rules regarding

tho colours of the shirts worn by the players in the

event of two toams being drawn togother whose
usual colours clash. In regard to this there is a new rule in
operation this season. In the past, whon two clubs with similar
colours were drawn together in any round prior to the semi-
final, tho side playing at home had the right to *‘ dress™ as
usual, while the visitors had to change. An old semi-final rule
left the decision as to which club should wear its own colours
to the luck of the toss, but in finals when colours clashed each
played in strangoe ones.

q NOTHER query regarding the Cup competition which

This year, however, the new rule for all rounds of the
Cup lays it dowon that in the t of the colours of
the competing clubs clashing both shall change.

It was the strange experience of Chelsea last season which
dr?w special attention to the nocessity for such a change in the
rules.

In three ive T ls—against Everton, Birmingham,
and Portsmouth, Chelsea, who wear blue shirts, were Ern.wn
at home, and each of their three ive Cup opp te, who
also had blue as their regular colour, had to change. BSome
gzﬂplo may suggest that this question of colour is a trivial one,

t it is possible that o change may have an adverse effoct on a
eide, and the only fair way is tho present one—when the colours
clash both clubs change. A follow who has been accustomed to
passing the ball to a colleague in a blue shirt, say, might, in the
excitement of a big Cup contest, pass to sn opponent if that
opponent happened to be wearing a blue shirt.
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in tho specially big Cup-ties, and that is ono reason
why particular attention is paid to the training of teams
which are “in " for the Cup. As my readers are aware,
the players of many teams aro, at this period of the season,
taken away for special training either to the seaside or some
inland resort which is noted for the sort of air which braces.
Actually, that is about all special training means : a change
of air with a view to giving the fellows a new lease of energy
when thoy may be getting niif. tired and stale. Spocial training
doos not consist, as many people appear to beliove, in a groater
amount of sprinting and gymnasium exercises, and extra time
spent in practising with the ball on the pitch.

EVERY little dotail is considered of gomo imporlance

There is another advantage, however, in having
players gathered together under one roof during their
preparation for a specially important match, and this
is the fact that the food which they eat can be specially
watched. The diet of a footballer is considered very
important by some trainers.

You will recall that in 1921 Wolverhampton Wanderers, a
Second Division toam, surprised the footlm]lpwurld by reaching
the Cup Final. I had some talk with their trainer when they
were proporing for the last round, and he was very confident
that tho men had been helped in their progress to the Final
because a special watch had been kept on their food.

to the highest possible degree of physical fitnoss during
the Cup-tio part of the season. They may, in any
round, be called upon to play, not merely for ninety
minutes, but for two hours. And that extra hali-hour, on &
difficult pitch, calls for real stamina.
At no stage of the Cup competition is extra time played at
the first moeeting between any two clubs save in the final tic.

In the Final, if the score is level at the end of ninely
minutes, an extra half-hour must be played at the
first meetling.

This rule was put on tho books just before the War, but
it has only been necessary to put it into operation on one
occasion since—in 1020 when Aston Villa and Huddersfield
Town met in the Final at Stamford Bridge. There was no
gcore at the end of ninety minutes, and the players, who had
forgotten about the new rule, were trooping off the field when
Refereo Howeroft told them that they would have to go on
for another half-hour.

SHORT REPLIES.

“ A Brioaroxy Reaper.”—If the full-back taking a goal-
kick, and in passing back to his goalkeeper sent the ball straight
into the net without the goalkeepor or any other player touching
it, the decision should be a corner-kick, not a goal.

E. H. (Hull) puts the following casé: Taylor, of Hull City,
sent in a shot which was caught by the Cardiff City goalkeeper.
As the goalkesper was about to clear, Mills, the Hull centre-
forward, charged him into the net. Who should bo credited
with the goal—Taylor or Mills, or should tho goalkeeper be said
to have put the ball through his own goal t As I have explained
previously, these are merely matters of opinion, but I should say
that Mills was the scorer.

THERE is another reason why players have to be trainod
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THE MAN FROM SCOTLAND
YAuD!

(Continued from page 10.)

the Bounder morose. Both were feel-
ing the effects of late hours, and per-
haps realising that they would bave
t:::;:d more wisely if they bad stayed in
“Nearly twelve!” said Skinner,
breaking the silence, with a grunt.
““Weo ehall be in soon after twelve,”
said tll’le Bounder. ‘' Powser's putting

it on.

“I'm jolly sleepy 1” :

“You could have stayed in bed, if
you'd liked.”

“QOb, rats!” )

Skinner relapsed into sulky silenco
again.

Then the crash came!

Thero was snow on tho road, frozen
Lard. Vernon-Smith had told Powser
to put it on; and no doubt Powser was
anxious to get to bed himself, Perhaps
ha put it on not wisely, but too well.
. E‘x‘uctly what bappened the two
juniors hardly knew. One moment they
were whizzing along the road at a
spced that blurred the wayside trecs
into one another. The next, the car
was hammering into a frosty hedge
and Powser was frantically jamming on
his brakes.

Skinner let out a terrified yell.

The shock flung him into the bottom
of the car, end the Bounder sprawled
over him. 3

Vernon-Smith ecrambled up. Skinuer
continued to yell: but the Bounder was
not frightened, only enraged.

“The clumsy fool!” he panted.

The car came io a standstill in the
hedge.  Vernon-Smith tore open tho
door and scrambled out, leaving Skin.
ner still ;clling.

“What's up? What—="

“8kid, sir!” gasped Powser.

“You silly dummy "

Poweer 1ade no reply to that. He
was trying to back the car out of the
hedge, but it refused to move. He got
ot of the seat and proceeded to make
an examination.

“Shut up that row, Skinner!”
snapped the Bounder. “You're not
hurt, you fool! What are you cater-
wauling ebout 1

Skinner scrambled ont, [e was quite
eurprised to find that he was not hurt,
only shaken and breathless.

“We were going too fastl”
enarled.

“Lot of good saying that now!"
encered tho Bounder. "1 dare say
Powser will fix it all right. He's a
mood mechanie,”

“My hat! What time are we going
to get back?” grozned Skinner.

“Along with the milk in the morn-
ing, perhaps,” answered the DBounder
lippantly.

"?’m afraid it's no go, sir,” said
Pow:eer. “Can’t be 'elped, sir! T shall
have to leave the car here, and get a
tow to the garage in the morning."”

“Oh crumbs!”

“This means walking to Courtfield !"
said Powser dismally.

Apparently Powser
chiefly about himself.

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

“Tt means walking to Greyfriars for

he

was thinking

us!]” he snapped. "My Lat! What a
sutten sell 1"

Skinner contrihuted a groan.

“No pood pgronsing, you fool!”
growled Vernon-Smith,  * Accidents

will happen! Lucky wo're only a few
miles from the school.”

“Only o few miles!" groaned
Skinner.

“Well, it might have happened miles
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back. Anyhow, grousing and groaning
won't mend matters |” said the Bounder
navn‘?ely. “We've got to walk it!”

“You silly idiot, Smithy! This is
what comes of your dashed joy-rides in
the middle of the night!” said Skinner
viciously.

“Oh, shut up!”

The Bounder was in a savage temper,
and not disposed to be patient with a
complaining companion. He turned his
back on Skinner, and started to walk;
Skinner followed him, ;

Powser was left with the car to his
own devices.  Neither of the juniors
was worrying about Powser. They had
worry enough on their own account.

“It's about four miles by the road,’
said Vernon-Smith, as Skinner burried
on and joined him; “but it’s less than
three by the lanes. We can cut through
the lanes and save time. Come onl”

“The lanes are beastly lonely at this
time of night—"

“Are you afraid of tramps?” asked
the Bounder mockingly. “If you are
you can go by *he road. I'm going by
the lanes.” =

And the Bounder turned off the high
road; and Skinner, after a moment cr
two of hesitation, followed him.

The country lanes were dark, misty,
and ridged with snow. It was not a

leasant walk, even had the juniors not

en tired, and the hour not so late,
and their minds not zo anxious. But
the Bounder tramped on with dogged
indifference. If matters went wrong,
Smithy found no comfort in oqn}plm?t:
and he had only savage derision for
complaints from others. Skinner
tramped a little belund him, hard put
to it to keep up with the Bounder's
rapid pace, soon out of breath, and
wishing from the bottom of his hecart
that he had consumed fewer cigarettes
during that mg}tat‘ out. Those cigarettes
were taking their revenge now, and
Skinner puffed and panted dismally as
he trudged wearily on.

What breath hec could spare he ex-
pended in grumblings and reproaches.
The Bounder hardly troubled to answer
him; only now and then snapping out
some contemptuous gibe.

But they soon fell into complete
silence, fceling that they needed all
their breath for the weary tramp
through the winter night,

The few scattered buildings they
passed were dark and silent, and not a
singlo wayfarer appeared in the lancs.
That was rather a relief than otherwise
though the silence and solitude ha
their effect on Skinner's shaky nerves,

But about a mile from the Lantham
road, in a broad lane lined by tall oak-
trecs, thero was a sudden change.
Throuzh the leafless branches of the
frecs ﬂu.‘y caught a Rashing of lights.
They came from a mansion standing
back from the lane, with big bronze
gates on the roadside

The Bounder paused a moment and
looked in the direction of the lights,

“That's Topham Croft,” he said

“1 don't care what it is!"” mumbled
Skinner wearily. “Let's get on.”

“Somethin's up there,” eaid the
Bounder. “Look! FEvery window is
lighted—and it's getting on for one
o'clock."”

“1 don't care.”

* My father knows old Topham,' said
Vernon-Smith, “ile's on tho Stock
Exchange. No end of money. 1
wonder—""

“0h, come onl”

The Bounder movaed on, Skinner limp-
ing after him. But he stopped szgain
as he came up to the big bronze gates
that looked on the 10ad.

The mansion lay a considerable dis-
tance back; but looking through the
Lars of the gates Smithy could sce that
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the great door was open, and light blaz.
ing -out into the night, and a distant
confused sound of voices reached his
ears, He was koenly interested, and
beedless of Skinner's 1mpatience to get
on.

“Somethin’s up!" he repeated. “Hs
hat! 1 wonder 1if it's the jolly ol
Courtfield cracksman been at work

againi"

“Ob!" said Skinner. Tired and
dismal as be was, he was faintly inter-
csted at that sug?mtian‘ It was obvious
that something of a very exoitim!' nature

was going on in the mansion. “Steele,

do you mean?’

“No, 1 don't! Don't be an asa|”

“Oh, 1 forgot!” eneered Skinner.
“You make out now that you don’t
believe that Steele is the Courtfield
cracksman,"

“1 make out that he isn’t because I
know he isn't! Don’t be a fool, Skinner!
But this looks to me as if there's been
burglars found in the house. Listen!"

There were footsteps on the gravel
drive leading down to the bronze gates.
Bhouting voices were heard.

“0Oh, come onl!” caid Skinner, in

gl"“?i “We don't want to be seen
ere.

“My hat] Nol" The Bounder
laughed.  “'It would make a ripping

item for the newspapers—two Greyfriars
men epotted on the scene of a burglary
in the middle of the night—""

“Is it a Iaut.;hing matter!” hissed
Skinner. *1It's the sack for both of us,
and you know it!
you fool?”

From the shadow of the wall near thd

ate a voice shouted. For the first time,
the juniors realised that the alarm at
Topham Croft—whatever was its cause—
was not confined to the house. A man
leaped out of the shadows and ran to-

Will you come on,

wards the juniors, ahouun? as he came,
“This way! This way! Here's two
of them "

Bkinner burst into terrific fight.

*Oh gad "' gasped the Bounder.

The man who was running towards
him looked like s footman—a big, fat,
powerful looking man,

The Bounder darted after Skinner,

Shouting voices sounded in all direc-
tions. The footman pounded heavily
after the two schoolboys, who ran as if
for their lives.

“This way! I've got them I’ he yelled.
“This way! I've got the burglars—two
of them!

Skinner groaned in terror as he raced
on. The Bounder grinned breathlessly.

Obviously there had becn a burﬁlary
at 'I‘orhnm Croft and an alarm, and the
household had turned out and were
scarching for the thiet in the night.

The footman's mistake was a natural
one, in the gloom of the winter's night
he saw only two dim forms hanging
about the road, and they fled instantly
as he sighted them wnd tried to run them
down.

The man had no doubt that he was
close behind thieves who had escaped
from the mansion when the alarm was

iven. He ran his hardest after the

ceing juniors, shouting as ho ran; and
other voices answerad, other footsteps
rang on the frosty road

Had the juniors been captured, they
were, of course, in no danger of being
accused of concern in the burglary once
they were recognised as schoolboys; but
the tact that they were out of school
bounds after midnight would inevitably
have become known to their headmaster.
That was what frightened Skinner
almost out of his wits as he heard the
footman’s heavy tread pounding bebind
him.

“ All gerene, old man!” the Bounder
panted in his car. *“That fat ass will
pever run us down, too well-fed 1"

Skinner did not epeak; he tore om.
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But it was a case of more haste and less
nlEeed. His fying feet slllr_:pi:d on a sheet
o e

frozen snow and went over
lmndlo:g. j
The Bounder passed him, running too

immediately. Skinner
road—breathless, spent,
The footman

ward to sto
sprawled in lﬁe
overcome with terror,
came racing up.

Vernon-Smith spun round.

It did not even cross his mind to make
ood his escape and leave Bkinner to his
ate. The Bounder was not the man to

desert a comrade in extremity.

He whirled round and came charging
bacl.

The Topham Croft footman had
reached Skinner, and was bending down
to grasp him, when the Bounder rushed
at him recklessly and crashed.

There was a breathless gasp from the
fat man as he reeled under the charge
and went spinning over.

One moment the car was whizzing along
the road at an alarming speed, the next
it was crashing into a frosty hedge.
Skinner let out a terrified howl as the
Bounder sprawled over him !

Smithy grabbed Skinner by the arm.

“Quick!"" he panted.

He fairly dragged the cxhausted
junior to his feet and dragged him on
along the road. The footman sat up
dazedly. Ho shouted; and running
footsteps rapidly approncimd the spot.

Skinner ran on breathlessly, desper-
ately, with the Bounder's grasp on his
arm dragging him onward. A few
minutes and the Bounder plunged into
a gap between tha trees by the roadside
dragging Skinner after him, an
stopped, crouching low in the darkness.

"lSuiut 1" he breathed.

Bkinner, at the end of his strength,
collapsed in the damp grass, gasping
spasmodically. Running footsteps passed
on along the road—past the spot where
the schoolboys lay in darkness.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
What a Night!
ERBERT VERNON SMITH
H laughed softly.
The pursuers had raced past,
ignorant that the two fugitives
had dodged off the road into the
adjacent ficld.
‘The running tootstens died away along
the road.

“Wo win!” murmured the Bounder.
Ilis eyes were shining with excitcment.

—o,ﬁv.—m”/é_.W

This wnexpeclted adventure was a hap-
ening after the Bounder's own heart.
rlc was enjoying himself.

Skinner was gar from enjoyment. He
g:;sﬁcd fecbly for breath, and quaked
with terror.

“QOh, oh, oh!l OQooh, oooh!" was all
that Skinner could say.

‘“All serene ! said Smithy. *“They've
missed us! We'd better not get back
on the road, though, They'll be root-
ing through Oak Lanc from end to end;
and I imagine that they've telephonec
for the police before thisl We don’t
want to run into a bobby—what?"*

Skinner shudderod ut the idea.

“What a lark !" chuckled the Bounder.

“A—a—a lark?” gurgled Skinner.
“You call it a lark, yon madman?”

“What do you call it? That fat
flunkey thought he had the burglar; it
would have surprised him if he'dggot ua
and marched us into the houso and

—

found out that we were Lower Fourth
fellows of Greyfriars.” Smithy
chuckled. “0Old Tophamn knows me;
I've scen him lots of times at home at
my pater's. What a giddy surprise for
him if his flunkey hﬂ.(f walked us in!”

“Let's get going,” groaned Skinner.
“Oh crikey! If T ever break bounds
azain after lights out—oh dear!”

“Don't you think this is a tremendous
lavk *" chuckled the Bounder.

“ You blinking idiot!”

“Well, come on, if you've got wind
enough to move, you scedy, weedy,
waster,” said the Bounder con-
temptuously. *“We've got to cut across
the fields, and the sooner the better;
they may scarch the ficlde—"

“We shall lose our way in the dark,”
groaned Skinner.

“1f we dn, we'll find it again. We
can get on to a footpath here, that leads
to the Sark, then we can get over tho
bridge, come on!"”

Skinner staggered up dizmally, and
too exhausted to move: but lLe dared
not remain by himsclf. e tottered
after the Dounder.

“*Not so fast!” he groancd

“0h, put it en!”

“You rotier! T can't go =o fast.”

The Bounder laughed scornfully, aud
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slackened hLis pace. He had run the
risk of capture, to save Skinner, and Le
had no ideca of deserting him, howso-
ever troublesome he was, but he could
not be called an agreeable companion
to a fellow who was unable to keep up
to the mark. Skinner was & burden now,
and he bore the burden uncomplain-
ingly, but with a contemptuous derision
that made Skinner feel that he hated
Smithy more than anyone else in the
wide world. The Bounder, quite in
different to his feelings, gibed him

mercilessly.
“Get on! Do you want me to carry
you? My hat! At this rate we shan't

be home before morning! Still, take it

easy! Look here, what about going on
all fours and crawling the rest?”
Skinner gritted his teeth.
“You rotler!
you!” he gasped.

I-I wish I could lick

“Well, vou couldn't lick half of me,”
chuckled the Bounder. “Make the pace
old bean! If you're out for a gentle
stroll, I don't mind.”

Skinner limped on drearily.

The lights and the uproar at Topham
Croft died away in the night.

Smizthy, who scemed to be able to sco
like a cat in the dark, struck a cart-
track that led them into a  by-lane,
which he announced would lead them to
the tow-path on the Sark. That was
good nows, so far as it went, though
Skinner groaned at the prospect of the
distance that had to be covered. By
leaving Oak Lane, they were forced to
take a roundabout course which added
more than a mile to their way.

“Might as well have stuck to the main
road, after all!” groaned Skinner.
“But, of course, you knew Lest, you
clever Licast.™

“You silly owl, how was T to know
a burglary was going on st Topham
Croft?” said the Bounder. “Don't be
an idiot! And [ wouldn't have missed
the fun for anything.”

*“Oh, shut up ahout the fun!” groaned
Skinner.

It was a relief, at least, to hear no

(Continued on page 16.)
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oacher —byt I don't believe it's either!
Enn't mako it out! Quiet.” .
Tho Bounder watched. On the opposite

"W Lank, the woodland lay back from the

water, and there was an open space of

B grass. The figure was moving along the

(Continued jrom page 13.)

sounds of pursuit. They came out on
the tow-path at last, with the Sark
glimmering in the pale gleam of the
stars. Skinner sank down helplessly on
a bank under the trces. The Bounder
stared at him. =

“Going to sleep there?” he inquired
sarcastically.

“I can't keep on.” §

“QOh, pull yourself together.” The
Bounder’s iron frame secmed imper-
vious to fatigue, and he had no consider-
ution for a weaker fellow. *You'll
catch cold there.”

“I don't care.”

“Well, I'm not staying out all night,
you weedy nss! I'm going on.”

“Go, and be hanged,” groaned
Skinner.
“You'll soon follow, I [ancy,”

chuckled Vernon-Smith, and he tramped
on down the tow-path.

But Skinner did not follow. He was
cxhausted, and could not. And the
Bounder, finding that he did not stir,
turned back and rejoined him.

“Precious sort of ass you are, to take
for a night out !” he sneered. “My hat!
Might as well have been Dunter! How-
long are you going to stick there?”

“Find out!”

The Bounder laughed scoflingly, and
leaned on a tree to wait. Skinner,
sprawling in the grass, gredually re-
covered his breath, and his gasping grew
less spasmodie.

The spot was utterly solitary and
silent. Only a faint murmur came from
the Sark, rustling through the frozen
rushes.

The Bounder waited with indifferent
patience for Skinner to recover. There
was no danger in halting, Topham Croft
lay a mile behind them, and there had
been no pursuit across the fields. And
no waylarer was likely to pass along
the lonely tow-path at that hour of the
winter's night. Probably the Bounder
himself was glad of a rest, though he
would not have stopped on his own
account, From where he stood, hidden
in the dark shadow of the tree against
which he was leaning, Vernon-Smith
could sce across the starlit river, to the
grassy bank and dim woodlands on
the other side. And to his surprise, he
became suddenly aware of a figure mov-
ing on the other side of the Sark.

e watched it curiously.

The river was wide at that point, and
the starlight was dim. All the Bounder
could sce was a dark figure, but it was
evidently the figure of a man, moving
slowly along the bank. One of Sir
Hilton Popper’s keepers looking for
poachers, or perhaps a poacher, the
Bounder considercd.  Skinner stirred in
;Igt‘ grass, and the Bounde: whispered to
m.

“Keep close! There's somebody acvoss
the river, on the other bank!”

Skinner gaszped.

“He can't sce—"

“Of course he can't, idiot, under thete
trees. DBut he will see you if you move
out on the tow-path.”

Skinner did not move.

“Who—who can it be?” he breathed.

“DBlessed if I know! A keeper or a
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very edge of the bank, peering down at
the river, as if looking for something
there.

The bank was high and steep, drop-
ping four or five feet to the water. Sud-
denly the man slid over the bank, and
the Bounder, in wonder, expected to
hear him splash in the Sark.

But thero was no splash. :

“My hat!” murmured Vernon-Smith.

In the dark bank above the level of
the water, was & blacker patch, and the
Bounder knew what it was, a small
bricked arched opening of a drain. The
Bounder had seen it often enough from
a boat, in tho summer. When the rains
were heavy, the water came pouring out
of the bricked opening into the Sark.
In the present hard [rost, it was .dry
enough. For some reason—mysterious
cnough to the Bounder—the man he
was watching had swung himself down
the stecp bank to the bricked opening.
There he seemed to have vanished.

As the opening was only two fect
high, or less, the man must have crawled
into it. The Bounder almost doubted
the ovidence of his eyes. But there
could be no doubt—the- man had van-
ished, and could only have disappeared
into the tunnel under the bank.

A poacher hiding his plunder, with
the kecpers looking for him? It was not
that. DBut what it was—

The figure suddenly emerged
sight again.

It clambered actively up the bank,
and hurried away, taking a path that
led through the trees.

In a fow moments, it was gone.

“Well, my only summer bonnet!"”
murmured the Bounder blankly.

“Is he gone?” whispered Skinner.

“ch-il

“What was lie up to?”

“Hiding something in that old drain
under the bank—or elso fetching away
something he had hidden there. Good-
ness knows!”

“Can’t be a poacher now—"

“Hardly.”

“Well, whoever he was, thank good-
ness he never spotted us,” breathed
Skinner. “ What a night we're haviog!”

The Bounder laughed.

“I don’t suppose that chap would have
talked much, if he'd spotted us. He was
up to something. I wonder—— Great
Scott !

Skinner starcd up at him.

“What's got you now?” he muttered
sourly.

“That fellow was hiding something in

into

that old woodland drain,” said the
Bounder, lis voice tense with excite-
ment.  “Ile couldn’t have gone nosing

into it for anythin' else. And—there's
just been a burglary at Topham Croft,
less than a mile away.

Skinner started.

“You don't think—"

“I think it's jolly likely—just the
place where the giddy cracksman might
stick the loot, till it was safe to come
back for it.”

“Qh. rot!” muttered Skinner. *Look
here, Smithy, it's no biznev of ours.
We're not giving it away that we were
out at this time of night—"

“No fear!" grinned the Dounder.
*“All the same——"

“Oh, let it drop! Let's get on now,”
said Skinner.

“Sure you're up to another crawl®”
asked the Bounder sativically.

“Shut up, and let's start!”

Skinner dragged himself wearily from
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the grass, They started down the tow
path again.

Skinner was thinking only of Iis
woariness and his intense desire to find
himself safe in bed. But the Bounder's
thoughts were running on what he had
seen by the river. .

They reached the bridgo at last, and
tramped across it, and took the footpath
towards I'riardale Lane.

. In spite of his rest, Skinner was [eel-
ing as if his weary limbs would drop off
by the time they reached tho school.

'he Bounder had to drag him over
the wall into the Cloisters. He had to
drag him up to the leads under the box-
room window, and drag him again into
the window,

“Now crawl the rest onyour hands and
knees,” he sneered.

‘““Hang youl!"”

Softly the two truants crept back to
the Remove dormitory. From the clock-

tower came two booming strokes. It
was two o'clock in the mrniui!
The Remove dormitory was buried in

slumber when the two juniors crept in.
Steady breathing from many beds, and
a deep snore from one bed, greeted them
as they stole in,

“Js that you, Smithy "

It was Redwing's voice, in o low
whisper.  Skinner started with alarm
at the sound.

“Yes,” answered the Bounder coolly.
“You awake, Reddy?”

“There's dummies in your beds,”
whispered Redwing.  “Steele’s been
here.”

“Steele 1"

I(ch‘!l

Skinner almost whimpered.

“Does he know—'

“No. We fixed up the dummies
before he got here, and he never
noticed.”

Skinner gasped with relicl. )

“You're a good chap. Reddy!” said
the Bounder gratefully. ‘“‘We've not
been spotted 7

“NO."

“Good egg!
to tell us so "

"YQS.“

“Good man! You've
bacon!"” said the Bounder.
I can do with a snooze!
you, Skinner?”

Skinner did not answer. He dragged
the dummy from his bed, and plunged
thankfully in. It was likely to be a
long time before Harold Skinner joined
the reckless Bounder again on a “night

And you stayed awake

saved our
“My hat!
What about

out.”
““Good-night, Reddy!” said the
Bounder, as he turned in. “You're &

brick!"
“(Good-night, Smithy—you're an ass!”
The Bounder chuckled slecpily and
closed his cyes. No one else in the
dormitory had awakened, and in a very
few minutes all were sleeping.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Danger Ahead !

“" SAY, you fellows! What's going
to be done
“You are!" answered Peter
Todd.
“ Beast 1"

Bunter seemed worried. i

“‘Something’s got to be done,” he said,
blinking round at the other fellows in
the dormitory, in the grey light of the
winter morning. “Steele’s going to havo
ine on the carpet! I say, Smithy.”

“(io and oat coke!™ j

“It was all your fault,” said Dunter.
“You know that. If you hadn't left me
out, like a mean rotter, I shouldn't have
sot the alurm-clock to wake me at half-
past ten, and it wouldn't have gone off
at a quarter to twelve——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!™
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“‘And if the alarm-clock hadn't gone
off, Steelo wouldn't have come here, and
if Steele hadn’t come here—""

“What e lot of ‘ifs,’” said Bob
Cherry. *If ‘ifs’ and ‘ans’' were pots
m pans, there'd be no work for

8.

er,

“Oh, really, Cherr » . .

“It's all r:qht, unter,” said Squiff
consolingly. ‘'‘'Steele won't give you
more than six.” ;

_“Why, you beast, do you think I want
8ix?” roared Bunter, *‘It’s all Smithy's
fault, and I think he ought to own up.
If ho hadn't gone out of bounds last
mﬁht, and if—" :

My absurd Bunter,” said Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singb, “as the excellent
Cherry remarked, if *ifs’ and ‘ans’
were worthy pots and esteemed pans,
the ludicrous tinker would be genuinely
seeking work, in vain, So give us &
rest.”

*“Yes; but if—" i
“Oh, cheese it, old fat menl” said
Peter Todd.

“Something's got to be done,” hootoed
Bunter. “I'm not going to f)e licke
just because Smithy was bhzﬁf\f last
night. If Steele knew that he been
out on the ran-dan all night he would
let me alone and take it out of Smithy.
Smithy ought to own up."”

“Own up to what?” asked Vernon-
Smith. .

‘‘Breaking bounds last night—"

“Who broke bounds last night "

““You did, you beast!”

“What rot!” drawled the Bounder.
“ Bteele came here last night, end he
knows I never broke bounds.”

Bunter blinked at him. ;

“That was because Redwing put a
dummy in your bed. You were out of
the dorm all the time.”

“What rot! Not much good tellin
Steele that, when he has tho evidence o
his own eyes that I was in the dorm all
the time,” said the Bounder coolly.

“I'm not going to tell him. DBut if
you own up, he will let me off. A Form
master only wants to lick somebody, and
it stands to reason that he doesn’t mind
who it is much.”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, he's mot goin' to lick me,"”
chuckled the Bounder. “I can't own up
to breaking bounds, Bunter, because I
cannot tetl a lie.”

“Whatt" yelled Bunter.

“] was fast asleep all night,” drawled
the Bounder. *Weren't you, Skinner?"”

*‘Never opened my eyes once,” said
Bkinner.

“But you were out when I woke up!”
bowled Bunter.

“You dreamed it, ¢ld fat man,”

“Well, you beast—""

. The Bounder laughed, end left the
dormitory. In spite of faticue and loss
of sleep, Smithy had turned out in high
spirits that morning. Skinner was.look-
ing rather pale and tired, and he was
not feeling easy in hiz mmind. He followed
the Bounder down

““I'hat fat idiot may let something out
when Steele jaws him, Smithy,” Le said,
on the stairs.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“We're all right. Stecle was there,
and saw us in bed, or thinks he did.
Redwing saved our bacon, bless his little
heart. Dunter can say what he likes.
We've only got to stick it out.”

““Steele isn't a man you can tell lies
to,” muttered Skinner.

“Isn't het” yawned the Bounder.
“Well, if he asks e guestions, I'll do
my littlo best|”

I wish 1 had your nervel”

“0Oh, rot] Stick it out] It's Steele's
E;mu to catch us, and ourdgumo to stop

im. All's fair in love and war!*

But Skinner was etill {celing uncasy
when the Remove went to their Form-

room that morning. He had very little
conscientious scruple about lying, but Le
felt very uncertain of getting away "
with it. And his uneasiness increascd
when Steele called Bunter out.

“Now, Bunter,” said the Remove
master not unkindly, “I desire to know
the truth regarding the occurrence in
your dormitory last night. It is not &
matter I can pass over, as you very well
know.”

“1 wasn't Ening to break bounds, sir,”
groaned the hapless Owl of the Remove.
‘I—I wouldn’t have gone with them 4if
they'd asked me.”

“With whom?” asked Mr. Steele, very
quietly.

The Bounder's face hardened, and
Skinner shivered, The rest of the
Ellcmovn_ listened with kecen interest.
“8necaking * was severcly barred in the
Form, and Bunter certainly was no
sncak; but there never was any telling
what Bunter might say when his Jengthy
tosgue once commenced operations.

‘‘Oh, nobody, sir|” gasped Bunter.

“I think the matter is fairly clear,”
said Mr. Steele. *“Some boys in the
Remove wero planning to break bounds,
and you intended to accompany them,
Bunter. And you set the alarm-clock
for that purpose.”

_“Oh crikey! How_ did you know,
sir P gaspﬂd Bunter, in dismay. This
secmed something like magiec to Bunter.

“It was not difficult to guess, Bunter.
I will not ask you the names of tho
boys in question.” Mr. Steele's glance
travelled to the Bounder and Skinner.
‘“As you did not carry out your pur-
pose, Bunter, I shall not cane you—"

““Oh, good!” gasped Bunter.

“You will take a lhundred lines for
having made a disturbance in the dor-
mitory. Go to your place.”
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Bunter rolled back to his place in
reat relief. He had not expected to get
off so cheaply as this.

*Vernon-8mith 1" saia the Remove
master.

“ Here, sir.”

“I have to ask you whether you left
the Ipmmcta of the school last night.”

“1, sir 1" exclaimed the Bounder, with
a look of astonishment.

“You, Vernon-Smith |”

“But you know 1 didn’t, sir,” said the
Bounder calmly. “You came to the
dormitory when Bunter's clock kicked
up that row, sir, and you saw me in
bed.”

“You did not leave the dormitory after
that?”

“After that? Certainly not, sir.”

“Did you leave the dormitory after
that, Skinner?”

“1, sir? On, no, sir] I was fast asleep
all night; in fact, sir, I never woke when
you came—]I never heard about it tiil
the fellows told me this morning.”

“You do not look as if you had elept
soundly all night, Skinner.”

“I—I've had a—a bit of a headache,
sir,” stammeored Skinner; the glass that
morning had told him how pale and
pasty and seedﬁ by looked. i

Steele gave him a very penetratirg
glanco.

“'This matter is serious,” he said. “I
am here in the place of Mr. Quelch, who,
when ho returns, will not expect to find
that his Form has been allowed to fall
into lawless and disorderly habits.
have the strongest reason to believe that

ou two juniors had planned to break
Eoundn at a late hour last night. though
I cannot say at present whether you
carried out your intention. I am bound
to probe the matter—it cannot end here.

(Continued on next page.)

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Our Greyiriars Rhymester Is In tip-top
fettle as usual. This week his pen
engages the “‘fighting” .man of

Greylrlars : Horace James Coker.
I

1118 week we'll take a Fifth Form
I man
And hold Eim in *'5 lime-

light;
A fcllow always in the van
(Perhaps the “cart " iz more bright !).
A hefty sort with weird ideas,
A really hopeless joker.
A duffer big and bold appears;
His name is Horace Coker!

1lis rugged face and burly frame,
His big lists ever ready,
And strange ideas of any game,
His “top-piece ” most unsteady—
All ?Iay their part to raise each week
A laugh when you are moody.
Then there's,
freak—
His doting Auntic Judy!

of couwse, that other

But though he cannot spell or play
An average game of cricket,
Coker's detractors cannot say
Of pluck there's a deficit.
For Horace never stops to see
The odds when there's a scrap on.
1le just wades in right lustily—
Ask Bull or Todd or Wharton !

These cheery fellows all combine
When Coker’s out for vengeance.
Shoulder to shoulder, all in line,
They lead him such a rare dance!
Yot still our Horace tries to land
His scheme of reformation.
He thinks the “fags ™ aro out of hand,
And need «tern castigation |

But castigation, strange to oy,
Comes mostly to poor Coker.
1le barges in prepared to flay,
And comes out chased by poker!
A tattered wreck, all bruised and sore,
Creops up the Fifth Form pas:age,
And leans against a study door
And groans and tries self-massage!

\With all his inults, and they are great,
His fame will ne'er diminizh;
Although bis japes are out of date,
He'll work them to a finish.
Despite tho fact that Potter says:
“My dear cld chump, you're doity!
To rag Removites never pays.”
Will Colier heed? No, not hel

Yet facts are facts, and we muzt hand
The palm for generosity

To Horace Jumes, you undersiand,
The Fifth Form curioeity;

Whose spelling makes old ﬁ'mufy weep
And tear his hair in anguish.

Poor Coker, though true as steel,
Is certamnly a queer fish!
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1f you Lave anything to confess I will
hear you now, and in view of your con-
fession will deal as leniently with the
matter ag possible.”

Mr. Stecle paused for a reply.

There was no reply. .

He sct his lips, and his square jaw
seemed to grow squarer.

“Very well,” he said. “If it should
transpire that you were out of bounds
last night the matter will go before the
Head, and I can hold out no hope that
you will escape c:ruision from the
school. That is all I have to say for
tho present.”

And with that the subject dropped
and lessons began.

When the Remove were dismissed for
break Skinner joined the Bounder in
the quad

“We're for it if it comes out, Smithy,"”
he breathed.

“Us for the long jump!” agreed the
Bounder. “Keep a stiff upper lip, you
ass—it won't come out. We've been as
near it before, and the chopper's never
come down.”

“Steele may nose something out—"

“Rot 1”

“*I—I wish we hadn't gone—"

“Fat lot of good wishing that now,
isn't it?"” said the Bounder contemptu-
ously. “I'm glad we went—I wouldn't
have missed it for anythin’. Keep your
mouth shut and try io dig up a little
pluck from somewhere, and you're all

nqlnt.' .

‘1 don't feel all right!” grunted
Skinner.

“You can't expect to when you're a
rotten funk,” sncered the Bounder.

“You rotter !"” said Skinner.

“You worm !” retorted the Bounder.

And he walked away whistling, leav-
ing Skinner scowling.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Up to Wharton !
ILLY BUNTER, for once, missed
B the news.
That afternoon was a half-

holiday, and a huge accumula-
tion of lines kept Billy Bunter busy in
the l'orm-room.

Bunter had left his lines again and
again, and they had becn doubled and
added to until the fat Owl hardly knew
Low many were to his debit.

He was quite preparcd to leave them
again; in fact, he did not mind how
often they were doubled and re-doubled
so long as he was not called on to pro-
duce them.

Now Mr. Steele had called a halt, as
it were. After dinner he called on
Buster, led him to the Form-room,
placed him at his desk, and ordercd him
not to move till his lines were written.

It was awful for Bunter. In those
dreary hours, while he laboured dis-
mally through long arrcars of lines,
Buuter felt that of all the beasts in a
beastly world, that beast Steclo was the
beastliest. He felt it very hard that
a man whom Dunter, at least, knew
to bo a cracksman, should be left at
large when he had nothing better to do
than to give a fellow lines, and make
him write them. But therc was no help
for it; and the Owl of the Remove
groaned and scribbled and scribbled and
groaned, inky and desolate.

And so he missed the news.

It sproad all over the school early in
the afternoon. Pelice-constable Tozer
had dropped in to tell Goshing; a friend
from Courtfield had told Mr. Prout;
somebody else had told a Fourth Form
man. Once more the Courtficld
cracksman was the great topic.

Tne Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,148,

That mysterious and unknown depre-
dator had been at work again.

Topham Crott, the mngnigcont country
residence of Mr, Jabez Topham, stock-
broker, had beon broken into tho pre-
vious night; but the cracksman had not
carried through his ‘ job,” as usual, with-
out giving the alarm.

The butler, it appeared, had awakened
and gonc down, and almost caught the
man in the act. He deseribed a man in
dark clothes, with his face hidden by a
muffler, who had knocked him down
and escaped by a window—unfortunately
taking with lim a large bundle of bonds
from Mr, Topham's safe—bearer bonds
of a face value of twelve thousand
pounds. It was one of the biggest ¢oups
of the mysterious cracksman,

But that was not all.

The alarm having been given, the
whole household had turned out to
search for the burglar or burglars. Two
persons had been seen in the lane out-
side the gates, chased by a footman, and
almost captured, That they were cen-
cerned in the buri!ary scemed to admit
of no doubt, for they had fled instantly,
and assaulted the footman who had
chased them, afterwards making good
their escape.

The Bounder chuckled over that part
of the story.

Skinner did not chuckle; he
deeply scared.

“If it comes out that it was us!" he
muttered to Smithy.

“How could it, you ass?”

_ “Well, I'm not u_yins: anything about
it—mind you don’t!"” said Skinner.
“Let the silly idiots think it was a
couple of burglars, if they like.”

“What-ho!” chuckled Smithy. Let
them rip.”

“They say there's a Scotland Yard
man on the job,” said Skinner, “He
will want to know who those two per-
sons were."”

“He will want for a long time before
he finds out,” said Vernon-Smith,
]aughinf.

“Well, he's very likely a good deal
sharper than old Grimes at Courtfield.”

“Much of a muchness, I dare say.
They've been talking about a Scotland
Yard man on the jok ever since the
burglaries started—and tbat was last
term. He hasn't done anythin' so far.
The cracksman's rifled a dozen places
within a few miles of here, and tho
Scotland Yard man hasn't found a lot
of clucs, to judge by results.”

“Well, T hope he won't find us—never
mind the eracksman,” said Skinner, “8o
long as we ain’t found out—""

“Keep your pecker up, fathead. Tt's
all richt.”

“There goes Steele!” muttered
Skinner, as the master of the Remove
came out of the House and walked
away to the garage. “He's got his eye
on us.”

“Let  him!” Bounder
indifferently.

Skinner glanced uncasily. and at the

was

said  the

came time curiously, after the new
master of the Remove.
“T say, Smithy, it's queer! If that

thief last night at Topham Croft was
the Courtfield cracksman—and I sup-
pose he was—"

“No doubt about that! There's not
two first-class johnnics in that line of
business working this  district, I
imagine."

“Well, from what the fellows told
us, Steele camo to the dorm here, at
the time the burglary was taking place
at Topham's house.”

“What about it?"

“Well, he couldn't be
said Skinner.

The Bounder laughed.

“I told you long ago he wasn't the

the man!"”

THE MAGNET

man! I don't know what his game
is—hc's not an ordinary schoolmaster,
and he's up to somethin'; but he's no
more & cracksman than you are.
believed it at first; but there was
vothin’ in it, though I can’t make him
out. Not that I care what he's up to
—so long as he doesn't find out what
I'm up to,” added the Bounder, with
a chuckle,

Harry Wharton eame out into the
quad, glancing round. He was appar-
ently looking for Smithy, for he came
over towards him at once; and Skinner
lounged away.

“Lookin' for me?" asked Vernon-
Smith,

IIYES‘II

“Coincidence—I was just goin' to
look for you.”

“Then we'so found one another,”
gaid the captain of the Remove, with
a smile. “Have you forgotten the
footer 1"

“No. But—"

“It's all right if you want t
out; it's only a Form matc
Temple's lot,” said Harry.
want to know."

“I was thinkin' of
stand out.”

The captain of the Remove stared
at him.

“Is that a joke?" he asked.

“8ober earnest.”

“Woell, I don't see what you mean,”
said Wharton. “If you mean any-
thing, you may as well explain. I've
got to get to the changing-room.”

The Bounder gave & glance round,
as if to ascertain that no one was in
hearing. Wharton waited rathér im-
patientlv. He had no desire to hear
secrets from the Bounder. The less he
knew of Smithy's personal affairs the
better he liked it.

“It's rather a

stand
with
“But I
to

askin' you

curious position,”
said the Bounder. “You know how I
stand about last night? T can't let it
come out now, at any price, that I was
out of bounds.”

Wharton did not reply to that.

“I'vo got the sack ahead, if it comes
out,” went on Smithy. “Stecle gave
me a last chance in the Form-room
this mornin'—""

“You were a fool not to take it,”
said Wharton bluntly.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm not keen on a floggin’, thanks;
I'd rather risk the sack. But the sack
won't be a risk—it will be a dead cert,
if it comes out that I was out of
bounds last night.”

“Well, what about it?"” asked Harry
restively. “The fact is, Smithy, I
don't want to hear about your blag-
ging, if you don't mind.”

“I'm not going to poison your young
mind!” sneered the Bounder. “I've
got something to tell you, if you care
to hear it. 1 can't tell the beaks with-
out giving myself away—and
wouldn't do that, to save all the man-
sions in Kent from the Courtfield
cracksman. But my father knows old
Topham, and I'd like to do him a

turn.”

Wharton looked at him blankly.

“What the merrg dickens are you
driving at, Smithy? You don’t know
anything about the burglary at Top-
ham Croft, I suppose?”

“TLots!"” said the Bounder coolly.

“My hat! What—"

“Listen!” said Vernon - Smith
quictly; and in a few succinct words
he toid of what had happened during
that “night out ” after the accident
to Powser's car on the road home from
Lantham. .

The captain of the Remove listenca
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in amazed silence. He did
not speak till the Bounder
had finished,

“Great pip!"’ he said, with
a deep breath at last. *Then
you and Skinner were the
two ‘persons’ that footman
nearly collared 1"

“Littlo us!l” agreed the
Bounder.

“You awful ass!" said
Harry., “If the man had
bagged you—"

“He mearly did bag

Skinner; but I butted him
over, and wo got away.”
The Bounder chuckled.
“Tremendous lark, wasn't
ikt

“It will be in the papers,”
said Wharton, aghast. * The
reporters will get that foot-
man's story—""

“Funny, ain't
chuckled Smithy.

“Well, it may be funny, in
a way; but i

“1 shall be quite keen to
read the report. But that
isn't what 1 wanted to speak
about. That man I'vo told
you I saw by the river—"

“You think he was tho
cracksman hiding his loot "
said Harry doubtfully.

“I think it's jolly likely.
What was he deing there at
one in the morning, an hour
after the burglary? It looks
like it."

“It’s possible, at least,”
said Harry. “You cer-
tainly ought to give informa-
tion of what you saw, so
that it can be looked into.
Or you could run across and
look there yourself this
afternoon.”

“Neither, thanks !"
yawned the Bounder. “I'm
not going to get mixed up
in it. If I give information,
or if I find something thero
that has to be taken to the
police, it comes out at once
that I saw the man hiding it—and the
Beak would want to know how I saw
him when I was fast asleep—or ought
to have been—in the Remove dormitory
at the time.”

“DBut, dash it all, Smithy, you can't
keep it dark, and let Mr. Topham lose
a large sum of money, to save your
own skin, if it's really as you think!”
cxclaimed Wharton warmly.

“Can’t 17" smiled the Bounder. “I
jolly well can, and shall. That's what
I'm comin' to. There may be nothin’
in it, or there may be a lot. I'm
puttin’ it up to ou.”

“To me?” exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes You can buzz out on your
bike, as well as I can; you can nose
into the place and sece if old Tophan's
bonds are there—just as easily es I
could.”

i Bub-"-""

“And you won't be suspected of
breaking bounds, and naughty things
like that!” grinned the Bounder.
“You're well known to bo a model
youth and a shinin® example, incapable
of naughty actions——""

*“Oh, cheese it!"”

“Though you did break out once, I
remember!” added the DBounder
mockingly.

Wharton coloured angrily.

“It's queer the way you make fel-
lows want to punch your nose,
Smithy !” ho said. “Look here, you
know jolly well that you ought—"

“I1f I did all that I ought, old

iten

- I‘

—_—
=
—
—

Harry Wharton’s eyes gleamed with excitement as the flickering flame from the match showed

up a wallet lying on the flocr of the tunnel !

scout, T should never have time tn
do the things I want to!” drawled
Smithy. “You can do as you jolly

well like; I've put it up to you, and
you can take it or leave it. You can
andle the matter without danger—I
can't. 1'd sece old Topham's bonds, and
old Topham himself, at the bottom of
the Sark before I'd risk getting bunked
from Greyfriars on his account. I'm
right out of it. What I've told you is
in confidence, and you're not to men-
tion my name.”

Wharton stood silent.

“1f you like to look into it, T'll
captain the side, if you like, and
knock the Fourth into a cocked hat
while you're gone,” said the Bounder.
“You can leave Temple to me, and
rely on scein' him look like a deflated
gasbag when you come back.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Somebody ought to look into it,"”
he said. “If you won't—"

“1 jolly well won't !" said the Bounder
emphatically.

“Then I must.

“And the soouer the quicker,” said
Vernon-Smith. “If it's as I fancy,
that thief hid the stuff there not to
run the risk of bein’ found with the
goods on him. But he won't leave the
loot long in a place like that. It may
be removed after dark to-day.”

_“T'll go,” said Harry. “There's very
likely nothing in it; but if there's a
chance in a hundred of recovering Mr.
Topham's property before the thief

can get rid of it, it's worth trying.
You tell the fellows I'm standing out
of the footer.”

“Right-ho !"

The Bounder went to the changing-
room, with a look of satisfaction on
his face.

With all his assumed indifference to
considerations of right and wrong,
Smithy had been feeling far from
easy in his mind on the matter.

His own f[ate depended on his keep-
ing eilent; and he was quite resolved
not to utter a word that would betray
himself. But it was a relief to him
that he could keep silent now with the
knowledge that what he ought to have
done immediately would be done by
another before it was too late.

Redwing gave him & cheery smile as
he came into the changing-room. He
was glad to ece the Bounder there,

“You're playing, Smithy 7" he asked.

“You bet, old bean.” said the
Dounder. “In fact, Wharton's left it to
me to captain the side, bein' otherwize
engaged this afternoon.”

“Wharton cutting the match " asked
Johnny Bull,

“Yes; he thinks we ean beat the
Fourth without him. He's got :some
pressin’ engagement or other,” said
Smithy. “The matter is left in my un-
worthy hands.”

The Bounder led the Remove team
into the field that afternoon. Some of
the fellows wondered where Harry
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Wharton was, and what lis pressing

engagement might be. Bu* no one—not

even Smithy—was likely to guess what
n strange jiwovrr)‘ the captain gf lh_c
Remo e was destined to make while his

Lrimm.u were beating the Fourth at foot-
all.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Surprise of His Life !

ARRY WHARTON wheeled out

his bicycle. From the garage

gates, at a little distance, a

emall, dark blue two-scater

lided out. into the road, with Mr.

teele driving. Harry Wharton

shmccd at the Remove master as he

rove away, and he noticed that Barnes,

the Head's chauffeur, was standing in

the gateway looking after Richard

Stecle. There was a singular ox;f)res-

sion on Barnee' quiet, impassive face,

which struck the junior. The mext

moment Barnes saw him, touched his

cap in his respectful way, and went
back into the garage yard.

Wharton wheeled his machine down
to the bank of the Sark, and mounted
there.  Fellows were not supposed to
cﬁcle on the %ath by the river; but in
the winter, when there were very few
pedestrians there, a fellow could stretch
a point, And it was more than a mile
to thie spot where the woodland drain
opencd under the bank, and Wharton
was in a hurry to get his task done.

If, us the Bounder surmised, it was
the Courtfield eracksman he had seen
the previous night, concealing his
plunder. the sooner the spot was visited
the better. Wharton had very strong
doubts as te the correctness of the
Bounder’s surmise: but it was obvious
that an investigation ought to be made.

On the river-path he passed only a
wood-cutter, and there was no one in
sight when he reached the spot he avas
secking. He did not need to search for
it, the place was well known to him.

alted, and jumoed o s
machine, leaning it against a (ree a little
back from the river. Then he approached
the steep bank, and looked over it.

Below him was the little, bricked
archway, a black opening in the river-
bank. The Sark had been rccc:\tli
frozen, and ice still clung to the ban
and tho frosty rushes. The tunnelled
drain had been built to carry away the
overflow from the lake in the Popper
Court woods, which was fed by a spring.
But that lake was frozen now, and the
tunnel quite dry.

Wharton lowercd himseli down the
steep bank cautiously. for helow the
bricked drain flowed the Sark. He got
his feet into the openingz, lowered him-
solf further with great care to his
knees, and got his head and shoulders
into the brick tunnel.

Within  all was blackness. He
crawled in a couple of feet, felt for his
matchbox, and struck a match. )

The fickering flame showed the dim
tunnel disappearing into deep blackness
farther on.

He slruck
another.

Nothing but muddy brickwork met
his eves, and he crawled, unwillingly
enough, farther up the tunnel under the
bank.

“My hat!” he cjaculated suddenly.

His groping hand came in contact
with somethinz that moved. Ie
stopped, and struck another match.

“My hat!” he repeated )

His eyes gleamed with excitement.
On tho floor of the tunnecl, seven or
eight feet from the opening, lay @
leather wallet.

It was a common article enough, with
no mark on it to give a clue to the
owner. Dut its presence there was
enough to excite the jumior. Tt was
easy to sce that it could not have been
there long, and there conld be no doubt
that it had been placed there by the
unknown man the Bounder had watched
the previous night.

Wharton caught it up at once, and
crawled back to the opening of the brick
{unnel.

Thers in the light, ha opened the
wallet. It was fastened by a common
catch, and there was no difficulty in
opening it.

anothe~ match, and
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THREE RIPPING
FREE GIFTS!

This Week—

A ‘““ Swallow-Flight”
BOOMERANG THROWER

Just like the real article, this splendid boom-
erang, when propelled from the thrower, will
fly through the air and return to you.
week it will be a ** shoot-straight " INDOOR
CATAPULT—just the thing tor the keen-
eyed boy—and the third week, a “ Home-
Jazz" KAZOO HUMMER. Make sure of
every one of these splendid gifts.

NELSON LEE

NOW ON SALE - - -
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It was crammed with something that
¢rackled.and rustled as it was cpened.

Wharton gasped.

The wallet was crammed, almost to
bursting, with thick folded papers,
covered with small print with head-
ings in larger letters, and figures
paper beaning the figure “£1,000.”

Wharton knew a bond when he saw
one. There were twelve of them, each
marked “£1,000.” The thick, cracklin
papers he beld in his hand represen
the sum of twelve thousand pounds.

. “My only hat!” murmured the
junior.

Twelve thousand pounds! He held in
his hands the bonds that had been
taken from Topham Croft the previous
night. The Bounder had been right,
after all. It was the cracksman whom
he had seen concealing his loot in the
woodland drain. There was no doubt
on that point now—when Harry Whar-
ton was holding the loot in his hands!

For many long minutes Wharton re-
mained where Lhe was, crouched in the
confined space of «the bricked tunnel,
staring at the bonds that crackled in
his fingers,

The discovery had almost taken his
breath away. There was something
dazzling to the schoolboy's mind in that
enormous sum of money.

But he stirred at last.

. He closed the wallet, put it under his
jacket, buttoning the jacket over it, and
clambered up the bank.

His heart was thumping with excite-

ment, )
The ro]:ce were hunting for the
Courtfield cracksman—a special detec-

tive from Scotland Yard, it was said,
was somewhere on the scene, helping
the local police. And the Bounder of
Greyfriars had actually seen the man
hiding his loot after the robbery, and
Harry Wharton had the loot in his
possession! It was an exciting thought
—and it was rather a disturbing onc.
The sooner the schoolboy got that sum
of money out of his hands, the better.

Wharton looked quickly round him as
he stood on the bank again, in the
wintry sunshihe,

It was most likely, as the Bounder
had said, that the thief would come
back for his plunder after dark, when
the time came to remove it from its
kiding-place. But it was not certain—
and the bare possibility of a desperate
man coming on the scene, made Whar-
ton anxious to get clear without losing
an instant.

He started, and caught his breath, at
the sight of a man in the: distance. But
a second glance showed that it was a

kecper, one of Sir Hilton Popper's
many keepers. There was no one else
to be seen; but Wharton's glance

turned rather
woods that lay
from the river.

He hurried to his bieycle, and wheeled
it away, the wallet bulging under his
jacket. He was undecided, for the
moment, whether to head for Court-
field, and hand the wallet over to
Inspector Grimes at the police station
there, or to take it direct to Topham
Croft. There was no doubt that Mr.
Jabez Tophan would be glad to see his
property again at the carliest possible
moment, and his houss was nearer
than Courtficld, and il was certain, too,
that a police-constable would be there—
probably Inspector Grimes himself. He
decided to head for Topham Croft, and
mounted his bieyele, and rode away
swiltly.

At ‘a breathless speed he whizzed
along the river path and reached the
bridge over the Sark, crossed it, and
turned into the lane that led to Top-
ham Croft.

uncasily on the dark
at a little distance back
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The wind whistled about his cars as

he drove at the pedals.

big bronze gates stood open when
he reached Topham Crof:. He left his
machine in the gateway and walked
up the drive.

A car was standing on the drive oppo-
site the big doorway of the mansion—a
small, dark blue two-gseater. Wharton
started as he saw it. He knew Mr.
Steele's car.

He rang the bell, and the door was
opened by a tall, fat footman. Wharton
wondered for a moment whether it was
the same footman that the Bounder ha
charged over the previous night.

A police-constable was visible in the
hall as the footman opened the door.

“Is Mr. Topham at home?” asked
Harry.

““No, sir.
city.”

The footman eved him curiously;
probably wondering what a schoolboy
wanted with Mr. Topham.

“Oh!" said Harry. *“Is Inspector
Grimes here?” i

“He was here this morning, sir, but
he has gone back to Courtficld.”

“I've got some information to give
about tho burglary last night,” said
Harry. * About the things that were
taken, I mean.”

The footman jumped.

“Then you'd better speak to In-
spector Irons,” he said, *The officer
fiom Scotland Yard is here.”

“Oh, good!" said Harry, fecling
quite interested to sce the ollicer from
Scotland Yard. “That will be &l
1iqht." .

' Please come in, sir.”

Wharton entered, and the footman
closed the door. 'The police-constable
cume towards him, with a very curious
cxpression on his face.

“You've something to tell about what
Ilapeg:]cncd here last night, sir?"” he

asked.

“Yes. I've heard that bonds were
taken—twelve thousand l;u:umds in
bonds,” said Harry. “That’'s right,
isn't it?"”

“That's right,” assented the con-
stable. “If you've any information to
give, Mr. Irons will be glad to hear it,
I'm sure,” A

His tone scemed to imply a personal
doubt of the value of the information,
which was not lost on Wharton.

e junior smiled.

“71 can tell the inspector where to find
the bonds,” he said.

a“ Eh?ll

“8o the sooner I see him the better,”
said Harry cheerfully.

The constable stared at him hard.

“Come this way, please!” he said.

Harry Wharton followed him, leaving
the footman and several other servants
who had come into the hall staring.

The constable opened a door, and
Wharton had a glimpse of book-lined
walls. Inspector Irons, of Scotland
Yard, was in the library.

“What is it?” came a voice fromn
someone whom Wharton could not yet
see.

He knew the voice: it was that of hLis
Form master at Greyfriars. He con-
cluded that Mr. Steele was there with
the inspector from Scotland Yard,
though he could not imagine why.

“Excuse me. sir,” said the constable;
“a lad has called to say that he has
information to give about the bonds
that were taken last night.”

*“Send him in at once "

“He is here, sir!"

The constable made Wharton a sign
to enter, and the junior passed him and
went into the Dhbrary, the constable
drawing the door shut behind him,

A man who was standing by an open

He has gone up to the

safe in the opposite wall, had turned,
and was looking towards the door.

“What is it?” he asked. “I am In-
spector Irons— What—— Good gad !
Wharton! What are you doing here?"

Harry Wharton felt his head turn-
ing round.

There was only one man in the
library at Topham Croft. And that
man was Richard Steele, the master
of the Remove at Greyfriars.

The junior gasped.

“Mr. 8teele—— What—what- "

But he knew at once! In a flash the
strange mystery that had surrounded
Richard Steele, the Remove master at
Greyfriars was cleared up. He knew!

Richard Steele, the mysterious master
at Greyfriars, was Inspector Irons, of
Scotland Yard!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Schoolmaster and Detective !
“ R. STEELE!" stammered
M Wharton.
Steelo came towards him,

his face set, his eyes glint-
ing under his knitted brows. Never had
the captain of the Remove seen his
Form master looking so angry.

ONE OF THIS WEEK'S
LEATHER POCKET WALLETS

oes to E. C. Stoffell, Chaites
Eouage. Bolney, near Haywards
Heath, Sussex, who sent in the
following Greyfriars limerick :

Billy Bunter once needed a

res
In a hayfield. But, alas, on a
nest
Of wasps he reposed,
80, It must be suppased
To I'-:.tr:lt W. Q. B. did his
st.

Don’t wait for others to carry off
th!:{u useful prizes ; win one your-
sel
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“1 am not a tattler, sir.™

“I know! But—but—"

“You can trust me, sir,"” eaid Whar.
ton steadily. “I know now why you
camo to Greyfriars in Mr. Quelech's
lace, of course; 1 know what you have
jeen doing. It is all explained now.
And I know it would be awkward if
it camne out. Why should you think
that 1 would talk about it? It is no
business of mine, and, unless you give
meo permission, I shall not wention it
even to my friends.”

Stecle compressed his lips.

He was  obviously disconcerted—
utterly disconcerted—by the Greyfriars
junior's discovery that his Form master
was a Scotland Yard detective.

That sccret had been carefully kept;
and Stecle, cautious and wary as he
was, had been quite unable to foresce
the possibility of a Greyiriars junior
finding himn at Topham Croft that after-
noon, under his own name and in his
own charaeter. Wharton, he knew, was
to be trusted; but such a secret was one
that he did not desire to trust to any-
one outside the police force.

“You have not yet explained why you
are here,” he said, "& think T know
you too well, Wharton, to suspect you
of impertinent curiosity—of suspicions
spying—""

1 hopo so, sir,” =said Harry quietly.

“But why are you here, and what do
you mean by speaking of the bonds?
What can you possibly know about the
bonds 7"

For answer, Wharton drew the wallet
from under his jacket, and handed 1t
to _the schoolmaster detective.

Stecle started, staring at the wallet,
then at Wharton, then at the walles
again,

" What——"" he began.

“The bonds, I think, sir|”

“Impossible !"

“Look in the wallet, sir.”

In utter amazement, Stcele opened
the wallet. Like a man in a dream he
drew out the crackling bundle of bonds.

“ What—how——" he ejaculated.

But, without waiting for Wharton to
answer, the detective turned away, laid
the bonds on a table, and drew a paper
{mmL his pocket containing a list of

n |
'l‘ Wharton"! How dare you!"

“How dare you come here? What is
your business here!” exclaimed Mr.
Stecle. * How did you know—-"

“I—I didn't know!” gasped Wharton
dazedly. “l1—I can't quite believe it
now. 'The man said that Inspector
Irons was here——"

Steele bit his lip.

“You know now that I am Inspector
Irons,” he said curtly, “and unless youn
can explain your presence here——"

“1 had no idea you were here, sir,
till I saw your car on the drive out-
side. Then I never dreamed—"

“Why did you come "

“I told the constable why I came, I
expected to see Mr. Topham er
Inspector Grimes—"

“Why? Why?"” snapped Steele.

“The bonds—"

“Bonds? What do you know about
the bonds?”

“More than anyone clse, I think,"”
said Harry quietly, “If you are an
inspector from Scotland Yard, sir, as 1
suppose now, you arc the man I should
sce about them. DBut—but I'm sorry
I've found this out, sir, if—if—if you
can’t trust me not to talk about it.”

Steele's stern, angry face rclaxed a
little.

“I can trust you not to repeat what
i-nu have discovered here by accident ?”
1@ asked.

Harry Wharton coloured.

3.

These he compared with the numbers
on the bonds.
h_Harr}- Wharton stood silent, watching

im.

The junior was still feeling his brain
a whirf from his startling discovery,

The man from Scotland Yard! Many
times he had seen mention in the papers
of a detective from Scotland Yard who
was working with the local police in the
hunt for the Courtficld cracksman.
The name had never been given;
neither, apparently, had anyone seen
the man in the district. .'\mi, this war
the man! .

The man who had been suspected, in
the Remove, of being tle cracksman
himself, was the detective who was
liunting the cracksman! . .

Many stranso and mysterious things
were explained now.

Wharton recalled that night last
{crm, when he and Bunter had seen tho
man with the square jaw, climbing tho
park wall at Hogben Grange, on the
night of the burglary there—the man
who had afterwards come to Grey
friars as a Form master.

He understood that episodo now.

Obviously, Inspector Irons had been
in the neighbourhood privately, his
connection with the police a seccret.

He had been watching Hogben
Grange that night.  Wharton knew

now.
He recalled, too, how, during the holi-
days, his suspicions of the man with the
Tue Macyer Lisrany.—No. 1,148,
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uare juw had been strengthencd by
:going him in Surrey, hanging about
Bankey Hall, where a burglary had
taken place. He smiled now as be
thought of that. Obviously, tho Scot-
land” Yard man had como down to
Sankey Hall on account of the burglary
there. - .

And those mysterious night prowl-
ings, which had convinced the Remove
ﬁo\\-s, or many of them, that Richard

teclc was the cracksman? Wharton
knew now why Steelo left the school
at nights. In the daytime ho was a
Formn master, but in the night he was
a detective hunting for the mysterious
cracksman,

It was all clear now. And Wharton,
remembering his own carly suspicions
of the Form master, smiled. He re-
membered that Inspector Grimes had
told him that he knew Stecle, and
would answer for him; and he remem-
bered the smile with which Mr, Grimes
had given him that assurance.

Stecle turned from the table.

His eyes fixed on Wharton with a
very strange expression in them.

“These are the bonds that were
u]:&:n from this safe last night,” be
said.

“1 thought so, sir.”

“How did you find them?"”

Wharton paused.

To Inspector lrons, of Scotland Yard,
he was prepared to give a full explana-
tion. But to Mr. Steele, master of the
Remove, he could say nothing that
would cndanger the Bounder.

“Come—come, speak!” said Steecle
impatiently. “You appcar to lLave

rformed & most important eervice,

harton. You have saved Mr. Top-
ham from a heavy loss. These arc
bearer bonds, easily negotiable, and
once they. were taken out of the
country, the thief could have turned
them into money. You have saved Mr.
Topham from & loss of twelve thousand
pounds. Do you rcalise that?"

“I'm very glad of that, sir, though
the credit isn't due to me,” said Harry.
“I wus told where to find the bonds.”

“Where did you find them ?”

“In the woodland drain on the Sark.”

Wharton described the place, which
was unknown to Steele.

The astonishment in
master's face was intense. 7

““This is utterly amuzing, Wharton!
No doubt the thief hid the bonds there,
intending to remove them at e safo

the TForm

timo later. But how could you pos-
sibly have known that they were
there "

“1 did not know; but I was told that
somebody was seen to hide something
there,” said Harry. “He—the fellow
who told me—suspected that it might
be the burglar, and 1 went to investi-
gate. I dis not really expect to find
nn_\'lllin% But the bonds were there,
and I brought them at once to this
house.”

It was obviously the cracksman who
hid thein there. It must have becn
done after the burglary last night.
Who saw the man?”

Wharton did not answer. !

“Who gave you this information,
Wharton "

“1 can't tell you, sir.”

“You must tell me, boy!”

“I can't, sir!”

Steele gave him a penctrating look,

“1 gather, Wharton, that you must
have been told this by a Greyfriars boy.
You can scarcely have obtained infor-
mation from any other source., The
bonds must have been placed where
you found them, at a late hour of the
night. Some Greyfriars boy was out of
bounds last night, and saw the occur-
rence; and he told J'ou what he saw.”

Wharton crimsoned.

Tue Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,148

“Y can't tell you, sir. I came to this
room expecting to see a police in-
spector, not a Eorm master. This isn't
fair to me.”

“What 1" J

“It's mot fair play, sir,” said Whar-
ton stubbornly. * You're bound to take
what I've told you as Inspector Irons,
not as Mr. Stecle.”,

Steele’s brow knitted for a moment
or two, and then, to Wharton's sur-
prise and relief, he burst into a laugh.

“ My double character has placed you
in an awkward position, my boy,” he
said, good humouredly. *“But you
have, I think, found your Form master
a man of honour. ~And at Scotland
Yard, if you could ask them, they
would tell you that Richard Irons is a
sportsmman as well as a detective. You
may accept mf assurance that anything
you sny to Inspector Irons will
totally forgotten by Mr. Stecle.”

“T'hank you, “sir!” said Harry.

“You may speak freely. It was a
Greyfriars boy who told you where he
had seen a man hide this wallet?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I will not ask you his name—I know

it n'lrend,{l.“ said  Steele. “At all
cvents, I have a fairly clear idea.”
He paused.

“I was surprised, Wharton—and, I
admit it, very angry to see you here,”
ke went on. *You have discovered a
matter that 1 desired to keep very
secret. Now, my boy, I will spea
frankly to you. It must have surprised
you very much to find that your Form
master 15 a Scotland Yard officer ™

“Very much indecd, sir,” sai! Harry.

“But tho explanation is quite simple.
For months past an unknown thicf has
been committing robberies in this
noighbourhood—evidently a_man living
in the district, and ccvering up !ua
tracks carcfully and successiully. The
local police were 11able to deal with
the matter; and it would have been
futile for a London detective to come
down here openly  he would have been
known, while his adversary remained
unknown. As it happened, the cracks-
man had attempted to rob the school,
among other places he had victimised.
Dr. Locke was glad to lend hLis assist-
ance to the authoritics in the matter.”

“I understand, sir.”

“It was my object to take up my
residence in this neighbourhood, under
a name and character that the cracks-
man would never suspect, if he was on
the watch, as assuredly he was.
Nothing could have been moro un-
suspicious than the character of a Form
master in a school,” added Steele, with
a smile. “ Mr. Quelch, who knows me,
was very willing to prolong his holiday.
The Hcad gave his permission, and at
the beginning of the new term 1 came
to Greyfriars as Form master of tho
Demove—much to your surprise.”

Wharton smiled.

“There have been many rumours
about me in my Form,” added Steele,
with a glimmer of amusement in his
grey eyes.  “But the actual facts, I
think, have never been suspected.”

“Never, sir,” said Harry. *But—"

“But what?”

“You were ablo to act as a Form
master, sir. I shouldn't have :upposed
that a detective—""

Steelo laughed. . ;

“1 was not always a detective, Whar-
ton. I began life as a Form master in
a school.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton.

“]1 was a Form master for three
vears, before tasto and opportunity
turned mo in another direction,” said
Steele. “ My old work came back very
familiarly to me; and 1 think I have

iven satisfaction as  Form master at
ireyfriars.  And though my primary
object was to discover the Courtfield
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cracksman, I do not think that I have
neglected any of my duties to the
Remove,”

The schoolmaster detective paused.

“1 have now explained the matter to
you, Wharton. 1 think you are a boy
to be tristed. You will see for your-
self that altbough it matters little
whether some oolish boys in my Form
suspect mo of being n cracksman, it
would matter i. very great deal if any-
one at all suspected me of being a
detective.” I

“1 sce that, of course, sir.,”

“I must roly on you to keep this
sccret, Wharton, until the time comes
for mo to leave Greyfriars. By a
carcless word, it is in your power to
spoil everything.”

*1 shall not say a word, sir.”

“Not a word—not a syllable,” :aid
Stecle earnestly, "P;obngly it will not
be for long now. It bappens curiously
cnough that Greyfriars was the very
best spot I could have chosen for my
purpose. \Wharton, from tho .noment
you leave this house, vou must forget
nspector  Irons, and remcmber only
Richard Steele.”

“I1 will do so, sir.”

“I must trust ycu, and I think 1 can
trust you with safety,” said Steele.

And, with that, he shook hands with
Wharton, and dismissed him.

Harry Wharton left Topham Croft,
and went back to his bicycle. Ile was
still feeling like a fellow in a droam as
he rode back to Greylriars.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Late with the News !

M ALLO, hallo, hallo!"
“We've beaten them, old
bean!”

“The beatfulness was ter-
rific and preposterous!”

The football match was over when
Harry Wharton arrived at the school.
His strunge and startling experience that
afternoon had quite driven it from his
mind, as a matter of fact,

“I'hree goals to nil,"” said Bob Cherry.
“But where have you been, old scout?
Smithy told us you'd gone out and left
him to captain the side.”

“That's s0,” said Harry. “I've been
out on my bike.”

He coloured rather uncomfortably. It
was not agreeable to be keeping a secret
from’ his chums, but there was no help

or 1t.

“What about tea ?" he added. “I'm
hungry.”

““Same here,"” said Bob.

And they went into the House,

Tea was going on in Study No. 1 when
the Dounder looked in. Ho gave
Whiarton a rather curious glance.

“Trot in, Smithy,” said Nugent.
“Lots of grub!" .

“The lotfulness is terrific, my
estecmed Smithy,” said Hurrce Jamset
Ram Singh, “and the honour of your
ridiculous company will be & boonful
Llessing."

Smithy laughed and came in, Ho
shut the door after him and pulled a
chair to the table.

“Well, what's the news, Wharton?”
he asked.

“I'he news ?” repeated Harry.

“Yes, I suppose you've got some-
thing to say. No nced to keep it dark
from these fellows. They won't burble
it all over Greyfriars.” .

Wharton's chums looked at him.

“What's the giddy mystery?” asked
DBob.

"ua\nfthing up?”

utl. .
““Cough it up, Wharton,” said the
Doundor.. “I'm yearnin’ to kuow
whether you found anythin'.”

inquired Johnny
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“1 did,” said Harry.

“The goods?” exclaimed the Bounder,

“Yes.”

“Great Scott!”

“What the thump are you fellows
driving at?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
**What _have you been up to this alter-
noon, Harry?"

“It's rather a
secret,” said Smithy,
before the captain of
the Remove cauld
answer. “I believe
you fellows sort of
suspect that I was
of bounds last

night—"
_“Wo had a faint
idea !” said Johnny

Bull sarcastically.
“Well, on our way
back, I saw a man |||
hiding something in" .|
the old drain by the |fi
Sark” gaid the !
Bounder. “It's not ||
to ba jawed about, |
you know. If it gets
to Steele, I'm done

for.”

“Serve you right
if you are!” said
Johnny Bull.

“Thanks! What I
like about Bull”
said the Bounder, 1s
his nice, pleasant,
straightforward way
of  speaking  his
thoughts, not to
mention his agree-
able manners at a
party.”

“Well, I think—*

“Dear man, you needn't tell us what
you think—we know already. Your jolly
old thoughts always follow the same
lines, you know, and so the speech can
be taken as read.”

“Look here—"
Bull.

**Order!” said Frank Nugent. *Don't
rag. Get on with the washing, Smithy.
What's it all about "

“Wharton knows the rest,” said the
Bounder. “I told him what I'd seen,
and left it to him, desiring to remain
in the background personally, with my
accustomed modesty,”

“Smithy told me,” said Harry. *“I
went to look in the place, and found the
bonds that were stolen from Topham
Croft last night.”

“Great pipl"”

“You found them?"” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes. It must have been the cracks-
man that Smithy saw, when he was out
of bounds last mﬁht' Anyhow, the stuff
was there, and I bagged 1t.”

“And what did you do with the
plunder 7 asked Smithy.

“] took it direct to Topham Croft."”

“Twelve thousand pounds, according
to what we've heard!" said Frank
Nugent.

“That's right.”

“My hat! What a find!”

*“And what a surprise for the jolly old
burglar when he goes back to lift the
loot!” chuckled Bob Cherry. *“*When
he gets there, the cupboard will be
bare—"

“And so the esteemed dog will have
none !” remarked Hurree Singh.

“Well, I'm jolly glad” said the
Bounder. “Old Topham isn't a bad
sort, I believe; and my pater knows him
in the City. I'm glad he's got his bonds
back. You didn't mention my name "

Wharton shook his head.

“Can’t be too careful,” said Vernon-
Smith, “Steele meant what he said in
the Form-room this morning. It's me
for the long jump if it comes out that

growled Johnny

W harfon drew the wallet from under his jacket and han

= = !

ded it to the schoolmaster detective.

“ Th°

bonds, sir. I think they are In here ! ** he sald steadily.

the spot when the giddy
burglar was hiding his loot. I don't
want any thanks.” The Bounder
grinned. “I want to understudy the
flower that blushed unseen. You saw
old Topham "

““No; he was gone up to town.”

“But to whom did you hand the
plunder, then?”

Wharton paused a moment.
on rather delicate ground now.

“To a police-inspector who was there,”
he answered.

The answer was the truth, but
Wharton had an uncomfortable feeling
of being a little evasive. He would
have been glad to get off the subject;
but the Bounder wanted to know all
about it, which was natural enough.

“0ld Grimes?" asked Smithy.

““No; another man.”

“You had to tell him where the bonds
were found, and how wyou kunew they
were there ?” asked the Bounder.

“Yes, of course.”

““But surely he asked you who had put
you on to it?"” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Yes, he asked me. I couldn’t men-
tion Smithy's name, of course,” said
Harry slowly. * But—"

He paused uncomfortably. Owing to
the unexpected circumstance that tho
police-inspector had turned out to be
Mr. Stecle, Remove master of Grey-
friars, there was little doubt that he had
guessed the name of Wharton's in-
formant.

Certainly, Steele had promised not to
use, as a Greyfriars Form master, Lhe
information given him as a Scotland
Yard detective. Wharton knew that he
would keep his word. DBut he felt far
fromn comfortable.

“Put what?” asked the Bounder, eye-
ing him rather sharply.

“I wish you'd taken the matter in
hand )'oursef, Smithy,” said the captain
of the Remove. *“You ought to
done so really,”

I was on

He was

ave

“0h, rot! I suppose the police inspee-
tor you saw there is not likely to talk
to Steele?” )

Whautton smiled involuntarily.

“He's not likely to talk to him—cer-
tainly,” he agreed.

“8So long as you didn't let out my
name it's all right. By the way, who
was the man?”

“Who was he?” repealed Wharton.
“The—the inspector, do you mean?"

“0f course I mcan the inspector—the
man you im—c the bonds to. I suppose
vou know his name?"’

* His—his name?”

“Yes, his name!” said tho Bounder
impatiently. “I suppose you didn't hand
twelve thousand pounds’ worth of honds
to a man without knowing who he was."”

“N-no! His name was—was Irons.”

“Never heard it before, Not a loeal
man—a Courtfield man?"”’

“No, not a Courtfield man.” p

“Well, it's all right, I suppose,” said
Smithy. “ You'll very likely be asked
questions again, but you'll have to keep
it dark that yvou got it from me. 'I'hey
ought to be glad enough to get the bonds
back; it's the first time they've got beck
anything lifted by the Courtfield cracks-
man. He must have tons of loot stacked
away somewhere—unles: he gets rid of
it after every raid. They sr‘l{;,' there's a
special man from Scotland Yard on the
case; but he hasn't much to boast of so
far.” .

Wharton was silent.

“Why, the man you saw may have
Leen the Scotland Yard man, if he
wasn't a local bobby,"” added the
Bounder. ‘Do you know?"

“0Oh! Yes: I1—I think—I mean tho
constable said he was from Scotland
Yard,” stammered Wharton.

“What was ho like?"”

“Like?" -
“Yes. I suppose you looked at him?"
“Oh! Yes! I—I looked at him.”

“Did he look like a man who knew
his business?"”
(Continued on page 28.)
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Taking the Biame !

Ll CI1.0-0-L1”
S A deep-throated roar came
from the serricd ranks massed

on the touchline, as the black-
and-scarlet shirts of the Gre*stonea' for-
ward line swept up the field with the
precision of a _machine.

This was Greystones last effort to
snatch a victory against Parnborough,
their great rivals. And every fronzied
spectator knew it to be a last effort, for
already the referee was consulting his
watch, -

But not for nothing had Greystones
carned the reputation of being onc of the
best Public School teams in the county.
And now, in the final
seconds of this dour struggle
with mighty Parnborough,
each Greystones man was
singularly cool and unruffled.

The Greystones’ inside-
right had posscssion of the
Lall. He rounded the Parn-
Lorough left-half, hung on
iju:-t long euough to lure the
«efty back, then shoved the
ball out to his winger; who
took it with racing [feet
which never faltered for an
instant in their stride.

“ Sch-o-o-11"

The prolonged roar from the crowded
touchlines was deafening,

The Parnborough ack slithered,
recovered himself, and pounded in pur-
suit of the fleeing wing-man.

“Get rid of it!" screamed a voice in
an agony of apprehcunsion.

The outside-right paid no heed to the
panicky injunction. It is doubtful even if
he heard. few more yards he raced;
then, steadying himself, swung the ball
high across into the Parnborough goal-
mouth. A lithe, blark-and scarlet-shirted
f.guro Icuﬁt upwards. His head just
touched the ball, deflecting it into &
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in a common cause.

OPENING INSTALMENT of the Most Thrilling Adventure Seri

corner of the net out of the goalie's
reach.

“Goal!” howled the delirious t;])ec-
tators, and mingling with the jubilant
vells came the long-drawn screech of the
referoe’s whistle.

Right on time Groystonos had scored
the only goal of the match.

“Rippinf game,” said the
borough skipper, as he walked slowly
from the ﬁe]I:i with Guy Warren, footer
captain of Grc!s'stonea.

Warren laughed modestly.

“T think we bad what luck was
going,” he replied, then broke off to
nod his nr‘.;nowlcdgmentu to the cries
of “Well played, Warren!” which came

u
o

Parn-

Unseen, unheard of by the rest of the world,
the French Foreign Legion patrols the vast
African desert, enduring privation and hardship,
keeping the warlike Arab tribes in subjcction !
Englishmen, Germans, Swedes—adventurers from
many climes rub shoulders together, fighting
Some find glory—others
a solitary grave in the sun-swept wastes of the

desert.

from the boys who still lingered about
the touchline.

Leaving the Parnborough skipper to
make his way to the dressing-room,
Warren cut across tho quad to the main
entrance of Routledge’s IHouse, and
clumped upstairs to his study.

Young Scrivencr, his fag, had laid tea,
and was now busily engaged in making
toast in front of a cheery fire.

“Thera's & note for you, please,
Warren,” he said, looking up as the
senior entered the study. *‘I've propped
it against the teapot.”

“Thanksi” grunted Warren.

al Ever Told!

Taking the note, he ripped open the
envelope and scanned the contents. As
he did so the colour drained from his
face, leaving him strangely pale. For
a long moment he stood immobile, star-
ing in front of him with unseeing eyes.
Then, with an obvious effort, he pulled
himself to%ether. and, placing the note
on the table, dropped into & chair and
commenced to unlace his boots.

The Parnborough skipper teaed with
him, and it is safe to say that that youth
never enjoyed a meal less. For Warren
was silent and preocoupied, either ignor-
ing his guest's observations altogether,
or answering them so entirely at random
that at length the latter excused himself
somewhat abruptly, and withdrew to
seek the more congenial eociety of his
companions. 3

Scrivener, entering the study in order
to clear away the tea, found Warren
seated alone at the table, hands plunged
in pockets.

“May I clear
asked timidly.

Warren pushed back his chair and
rose to his feet.

. “No, you ncedn’t bother
just now,” he said. *Tell
Blake I want to sce him1”

Secrivener departed on the
errand. A few minutes
later there came a knock at
the study door, and War-
ren's cousin, Paul Blake, of
the Upper I'ifth, entered the
room.

away, Warren?” he

“You want me?” Le asked
questioningly.
“Yes,” mncdded Warren.

“Shut ‘he door and take a
p&“’."

Pau! obeyed. There was something
about Warren which puzzled him. The
fellow sermed strung up, somehow.

“It's about the Gower Fund,” said
Warren.

Gower, the veteran echool ericket pro-
fessional, had announced his intention
of retiring at the end of the summer

term. And, in order that they might
show their appreciation of his long ser-
vice at the schooi, Greystones—old boys

and present boys—were contributing
towards a presentation.

Warren was assistant treasurer of the
fund, and dealt with all contributions
from present members of the school;
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whilst Mr. Routledge, the House-
master, was responsible for all those
which came from old boys.

“I've just had a noto from Rout
ledge,” went on Warren. ‘' He's coming
along after chapel to-night to check my
accounts.”

“Well #” said Paul,

Warren laughed forced[ly.

“It's anything but well,” he replied.
‘!‘T{u:rc's thirty pounds I can't sccount
or

Do yeu mean there's thirty rounds
you can't trace!"” demanded Paul.

Warren took & turn of the floor, then

swung on Paul.
“Oh, yes, I can trace it all right,” he
leplleci roughly, “‘Standish and com-

pany %at some, and Rosen got the rest!"

Paul leapt to his feet.

“Do you mean you've used the
money ?" he cried, his hands clenched.

_*You needn't shout it all over the cor-
ridor!"” snarled Warren. “Yes, I've
!.lae:} it. And I don't waunt any preach-
ing s

“*You needn't worry,” replied Paul
coldly. “I'm not going to preach.
know Standish and his pals are a ret of
card-playing bounders who ought to L»
turrred out of the school. But I don't
know Rosen. Who is he?”

“A bookmaker.”

“Phew "

“Oh, cut that out, will you?” said
Warren savai_ely. “I've been a fool end
L knnq it. The point is, what's to be
dong 1"

With hands in pockets and head bent,
he paced the study floor. Then sud-
denly he brought up in front of his
cousin,

* here, Blake,” he said quietly,
““do you mind if we have some plain
speaking ¥ :

“Go on,” replied Paul, eyeing him

steadily.

“We{l, it’s like this,"” went on Warren
hurriedly. *You owe everything to my
guv'nor.  You were only a kiﬁ when
your father was killed in France. He
died penniless. My guv'nor has looked
after you—given you a home—sent you
here to Greystonés—"

“What exactly are you getting at?”
cut in Paul, with dangerous calm.

“I'm getting at this,” retorted
Warren. *‘You owe my father a great
debt. You admit that 7"

' Ye! "

“;":l‘hcu are you man cnough to pay
i

“How 1"

“By leaving Greystones to-night !”

White to tgn lips, Paul Blake faced
his cousin.

“Are you suggesting——" he began
unsteadily.

“That you should take the blame,”
took up Warren quickly. “Yes, I am.
Wait a minute. t me speak. It is
not to save me; it is to save my
father. It will break his heart if 1 am
expelled for a thing like this. It is
for his sake I'm asking you to do it—
not mine. You've helped me with the
accounts.  You've h access to the
money. If you clear out the_-"ll think
you've had what’s missing—"

“You're mad!” cat in Paul coldly,
turning towards the door.

Warren grabbed him by the arm,
swinging him round.

“You won't do it?"” he demanded
gratingl

“No,
Paul.

For a moment the two. boys stood
facing cach other with blazing cyes.
Then Warren released his grip.

“Very well,” he snecered. “1 might
have known that gratitude would be
an unknown quantity in a charity cad.
But, ia future, I hope you'll have the

E‘ certainly will not!" retorted

decency to relrain from sponging on my
guv'nor !

3mack !

Paul’s clenched fist took Warren full
on the mouth, sending him rceling back
against the table. Then, turning on his
heel, Paul strode from tho study with-
out a backward glance.

He did not answer the chapel bell
that night, nor was he present at roll-
call which followed in Big School. But
when that function was over and juniors
had dispersed to their dormitories and
seniors to their studies, Warren found
a sealed envelope lying on his study
table.

It was addressed to him in Paul
Blake’s hand, and, ripping it open, he

withdrew the single sheet which it
contained.

“By the time you get this,"” he read,
“1 will have left Greystones. Your

remarks give me no other choice. You
are at liberty to say what you like
about the money which is missing.. I
shall not give you away, but I trust
that by iny thus sacrificing honour,
name, and career, the debt I owe your
family can be considered as paid. And
if you've got & spark of decency in
you, you'll go straight in future.
“PavL Brake.”

With a faint smile, Warren slowly
tcre the note into fragments and
dropped them into the fire.

Majuba Smith !
HREE miles from Greystones 'ay
T the Great North Road, and
tramping resolutely slong it,
his face set Londonwards, weut
Paul Blake.

The night was fine, with a cloud-
swathed moon bathing hedgerows and
ficlds in a cold, yellow radiance. Pavl
was bare-headed, for he had long since
discarded his school cap, knowing that
the hue and cry for him would be raised
tho moment it was definitely established
that he was missing from Greystones.

Eventually he halted, apd, perching
himself on top of a five- ed gate,
plraeeeded to cogitate upon his future

plans.

He had known, as had others in the
Fifth and_Sixth corridors, that Warren
was associating with Standish and his
set. Dut never until that evening had
he had the slightest suspicion of the
extent to which his cousin was involved.

Guy Warren—popular fellow—cap-
tain of football—and thief!
No, that was hardly fair. Un-

doubtedly Warren had intended to re-
pay the money, but Routledge had
dropped on him before he'd had time
to g so. 8till, such borrowing as
Warren had been guilty of was as bad
as stealing. .

Well, there was no use thinking about
all that now. What of the future?
Suspected of stealing money, where
could & runaway Upper Fifth fellow
go?  Unless the school governors
thought the matter one which had
better be hushed up for the sake of the
school, they were almost certain to sct
the police after him. Thirty pounds
was o lot of money—

‘“Hallo, mate!”

A voice cut in on Paul's thoughts,
and, turning his head, he saw that he
had been addressed by a lanky,
shabbily-dressed youth, who sported
neither collar nor tie. 8o silently had
the stranger apptoached him that, as
far as Paul was concerned, he might
have suddenly blossomed forth from the
ground.

“Mind if I sit here a bit?" went on
the youth, placing one hand on top of
the gate.
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“Not at all,” replied Paul affably.

The other swung himself up, and,
hitching the worn Tleﬂb of his gaping
boots wehind one of the lower bars, sat
with his hands clasped between his
knees.

“Hope I'm not buttin' in,” he re-
marked, “but it gets awful lonesome on
the road sometimes, and a feller gets
kind of sick of his own company.”

“Aro _you on the road, then?” in-
quired Paul, with interest,

His companion nodded.

" Been ou ever since I was a kid,” he
replied.

He sat awhile in silence, staring at
the dark shadow of the opposite hedge.

“Mind you,” he resumed, “I ain't
whining. I got nobody to thank but
meself that I'm on tho road. If I'd
liked to have swallowed all the thin
what she called me and stayed on wiﬁ:
her, I reckon I could have been carning
good“ money in & Tyneside shipyard to-

ay.
"YStaycd on with whom ?" asked Paul.
“My aunt—her what brought me up
after my father was killed in France.”
“My father was killed in France, as
well * said Paul quictl_ﬁ.
The other looked at him quickly.

1]

“Was he, mate?” he said s]ym‘
pathetically. “I reckon I know low
you feel about it.”

A moment he sat, shoulders hunched
and thin hands clasping and unclasp-
ing between his knees. And when next
he spoke his tones were halting.

“A rcal soldier he was, my father,”
ho said—“a reg'lar. Fought at
Majuba, in the Boer War, when he was
young. He named me after that there
fight. Majuba Smith’s my name—Jub,
for short. And when the big War come
he joined up again, and went to France
\vitfl| his old regiment. He was_kl}!ed
at Wipers; and they give me this.’

He fished in his shirt, and, on_ the
palm of his hand, held out somecthing
which was suspended round his neck by
a length of tape.

It was a Victorin Cross.

Revercntly Paul took that little bronze
svmbol of valour and cxamined it by the
light of the moon. L

“By Jove, man,” he said in a hushed
voice, “but you must be jolly proud of
him 1"

Majuba Smith nodded.

“VYes,” he said, slipping the Cross
back inside his frayed shirt; “I reckon
I am.” Then bitterly: “But I don't
think he's got any partic'lar call to be

roud of me! Still, I wasn't going to

called a charity brat by no one |”

“Did she eall you that?” demanded
Paul.

“Yes; that's why I cleared out and
took to the road.” Majuba Smith gave
a queer littlo laugh. “ But it ain’t fair.
I got no right to unload on you like this.
Miserable, complainin’ sort of cove, you
must think me.” . .

“1 think nothing of the kind,” replied
Paul quickly. “I'm jolly interested in
what you're telling me.” :

He “was interested—more intercsted
than ever his companion could have
guessed. For in this lonely soul, cast
by a strange whim of Fate across his
path, he glimpsed tragedy closcly allicd
ta his own.

And, for his part, Majuba Smith was
finding in this chance companion a sym-
E{:‘uhy which had never come his way

fore.

“You see,” he expluined, “aunt
brought me up, 'cos there wasn't any-
body clse to do it. But I couldn’t stick
the way she used to throw my poverty
in my face, so—like I told yca—I run
n“.ay.”

“I've had my poverty thrown in my
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face to-night,” said Paul quietly, “and
I've run away!"” A B

“Eh?" ejaculated Majuba Smith, in
astonishment.

“It's a fact 1” reiterated Paul. .

i aB“t you're not poor—not poor like
me?"

* Just as poor,” assorted Paul -mdil;_-.
“Poorer, I should imagine. I haven't
a ha’penny in the world.”

“But where have you run away- from
—home 7"

** No, school.” . .

“Well,” gasped Majuba Smith, “if
that don’t beat the band! And now
that vou've run away, what are you
going to do”

Paul gripped him by the arm.

“1'll tell you what I'm going to do1”
Le said fiercely. “I'm going to clear out
of England! I'm going to join the
Toreign Legion 1

Majuba 8mith scratched his head.

“The Ir‘or(viﬁn Legion " he repeated.
“T don't think I've ever heard of it.”
Then opologetically: “I'm an awful
izgnerant sgrt of bloke, you know!
Never had no schoolin’ to speak of."”

“It's the French I"orcign Legion, I
mean,” explained Paul—"a regiment
which serves in Africa," -

“ Oh, soldiering 1" said his companion.
“I wouldn't mind that, but I just
couldn’t stick the drillin’ and paradin’
without any fighting to make up for it.”

“The Legion gets plenty of fighting,
replied Paul. “They often have scraps
with the desert tribesmen."”

“Do they?"” exclaimed the other
eagerly.

aul nodded. :

“Yes; but it's & pretty rotten life,
really,” he said. “The discipline is ter-
rible, and the desert is worse.”

“T could stick that as _long as there
was Eghting 1" returned Majuba Smith
doggedly. X .

He terminated the silence which fell
thien by suddenly swinging his [eet to
the ground.

“Well, reckon I'll be getting along,”

“‘Let's (ry the Forelgn Leglon—together ! ” said Paul. ““I'm game ! " said Majuba
Smith, gripplng his new-found friend’s hand.

ha said. “Dleased to have met you!
And good luck, mate !”

“Where are you going 1" asked Paul.

Majuba shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, I dunno!” he answered.
“London, I reckon.”

‘‘And then "

“Well, then I s'pose I'll just kecp
goin'—trampin’.”

Paul slid off the gate and faced him.

“Jub,” he said, “will you join the
Legion with me?”

Majuba Smith shook his head.

“It's—it's decent of you to ask me!”
ho replied slowly. * But—no!"

“Why not?"

Majuba dug the ground with the
gaping toc of his boot. Then, raising
his eyes to Paul's, he =aid squarely :

“Because you don't want a bloke like
me with you, that's why. It wouldn't
be fair to you.”

“Don’t be such a prize ass, man 1" re-
sponded Paul. “We're both up against
it. Youn've got to quit the road, and
I've got to find a job. Let's try the
Ltﬁmn together 1”

e held out his hand. Iis companion
hesitated, then thrust out his own and
took Paul's in a firm grip.

“I'm game {” he said huskily.

And in his eyes was a wetness akin
to tears. For, following the weary,
lonely road. Majuba Smith had at last
found a friend!

The First Stage !

N a cortain mean street in Soho will
be found the small, evil-smelling
pawnshop of Isaac Rubenstein.

Paul and Jub found it towards
dusk of the day following their joining
forces.

“You wait here, Jub,” said Paul, ns
they stood gazing into the littered
window. ‘There's no need for us both
to interview him."”

Jub plucked him by the sleeve.

“I've got this,” he said. “I want you
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to take it in along with your watch.
Maybe it's worth something."

e thrust into Paul's hand the little
ronze Cross, in the winning of which
his father had laid down his life.

Paul stared at him.

“But you wouldn't sell this, man?”
he exclaimed, in astonishment.

It appeared, however, that
would.

“Yes,"” he said airily. “Reckon I've
got a bit tired of carryin’ it around,
that's all. Keeping it ain't ever done
me much good that I can see. Best try
what you can get for it.”

Paul thrust the medal back into his
companion's hand.

“Jolly sporting of you, old man!” he
said softly. “But you make an awful
rotten liar 1™

Abashed, Jub dropped his gaze.

“I just wanted to stand my share,”
he mumbled. “You say we've got to
have money to take us to France. Well,
it ain’t fair that you should pop your
watch and me keep my medal.”

“We'll get cnough on the watch to
see us through,” replied Paul. “And
don’t you ever talk about sclling that
medal again |”

“I wouldn't have sold it to have
helped anyone but you,” replied Jub
humbly, “I ain't never thought about
selling it before,”

Neither had he—not even when a few
coppers with which to Eurchnse food
would have been a voritable godsend to
nm.

Realising to the full the sacrifice which
his companion had been repared to
rt]:‘ako. Paul turned away andponlcrod the
shop.

Mr. Isaac Rubenstein was a gentleman
looked upon by his brethren as a credit
to tho rrofes‘uon which he graced. He
was tall and thin, with & large, hooked
nose and a straggling grey beard.
Beady little black cyes twinkled behind
heavily-rimmed glasses with a benignity
which his clients, to their gorrow, found
did not emanate from the Leart.

Jub

As Paul advanced toward
the counter Mr. Rubenstein
shufled  forward from the

shadows, bowing and grinning,
and rubbing hiﬁmnds as thoug
lie were washing them.

“How much will sou give
me for this?” asked the boy,
depositing on the counter the
gold  watch  which he had
inherited from his father.

Mr. Rubenstein picked it up.
It was a solid gold repeater,
and forty pounds would not
have bought it when it was new.

“You vant to sell this—yes®”
questioned the pawnbroker.

“Yes," replied Paul.

Ho hated seeing it in those
dirty, skinny fingers; hated
having to part with it. But
money he and Jub had to have.

“I gif you two pounds,”
announced Mr. Rubenstein.

“Thanks!”  replied Paul
curtly, stretching out his hand.
“You needn’t Lother—I'll havo
the watch.”

Mr. Rubenstein sighed ; albeit
lie retained possession.

“Two pounds five shillings 1
gif you,” he said. ““And if that
don’t suit you take your vatch
somewheres else.”

“I will,” replied Paul grimly.
“Come on—let's havo it !”

Reluctantly Mpe. Rubenstein
lin‘pil_od over the watch.

ell, how much do sou
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vant ;" e demanded, as, shipping it into
his pocket, 1"aul torned towards e
door.

“‘I'en pounds,” said the boy.

[n pious horror Mr. Rubenstein threw
his divty hands alaft.

Oy, oy ! he wailed, “Vy, vou are
mad ! It vill not feteh half that, Listen !
I gif you four ponnds—ilive pounds—and
then 1 [ose money P

*Ten ponnds”™ repeated Panl <lub-
hornly,

Me. Rulenstein wenng his Lhands in
despair,

“You will not get such a price no-
wheres !0 ke velped. * Listen now ! [
make my latolfer—ecight ponnds 1 vill
gif, anel I aun the fool. Eight pounds—
or take vour vateh avay.”

l'.-nll pla Im wateh on the counter,

105 vours " he <aid, heartily sick of
the hageling, and re alising that the Jew

ll:lll il his Lt

ad—yes,” moaned Mr, Rulien
stein, connting out cight greasy pound
notes. 1 ruin my self—""

“Thanks ! eut in Paul, picking up ihe
notes and -,lmlnu: them into his pocket.
“Liond-evening 1

Quitring the shop he rejoined Juh oan
the pavement out=ule, an<l the next half-
hoar was spent in scelecting for that
vinharrassed and protesting individoal a
secomd-hand suit and a more or less
respectable pair of boots,

That done, the two hoys found a
eafe where DPanl gave an order which
thoroughly aztomished the waitress. HBut
neither he nor Jub had had a bite sinea
the previons day, and twe plates of ham
apicee, crnmpets, scones, amed  eakes
vapishe'l with a rapidity which drew
aml held the faszinated gaze of the
wartress,

At lewgth, with a contented sigh, Juh
leaned back in his chair.

“I ain’t had a feed like
vears,” he said.  “It's made me feel
fine, What do we do now, Paul 27

“We're going to sce about cateliing
th~ night train from Victoria, old ehap,”
replied Paul, seraping back his chair.

“I'n-morrow we'll be in Paris!

that for

La Legion E.rangere !
ERCEANT-MAJOR FACQUIELR,
S of the BDureau de Recrntement, in
the Rue St. Dominique, sitnate
in the military quarter of Paris,
was a cynical individual, and possessed
a peculiar wit,

Anyone having business inside  the
gleomy, depressing building which was
the Burcau de Reerntement would first
perforee traverse a bare corrider until
he reached a sort of ticket-oflice window
let into the \\nl . And if his visit hap.
pened 1o coineide with Sergeant-Mujoe
Facquicer’s duty honrs, he would, on look-
ing through the ticket office window, be
afforded the privilege of gazing upon
the sergeant-major seated in the bleak
orderly-room which served him as a lair.

Which is precisely the spectaele which
greeted PPaul and Jub as they halted at
the ticket-window 1a the afternoon of
the day following their departure for
London.

Looking up from the blankei-covered
table at wlich he was scated writing,
Sergeant-Major Facquier surveyed the
two hoys rnf(ll;..

“What do you want?"” he demande:l.

“We wish to join the YForcign
Legion,™  veplied Paunl, in the Le:t
French he conld muster.

The sergeant mwajor's stare hecame a
trifle fixed,

“You will find it lnlplo‘lmllt to joke
with me. ines enfants,” he promised
grimly. ~ For T, also, amy a great joker,

take yoa by the back of the collar,

*“You'll find life in the Foreign Legion one of terrible hardship ! ' said the

captain.

marvch yon alang the corridor, and kick
voi out into the street. That will be
langhable—for me.”

“Oh, very,” assenled Paul.  “Dut we
don’t happen to b2 joking. We've come
here in orider to join the Legion.”

The sergeant-major laid down his pen.

“Youn have not,” he inquired politely,
1 |>-l<||l «l from a home for imbeciles "

“Ah” Sergeant-Major
veflectively siraked his chin, “ Strange !
Ml you offer yonrselves, you say, as
\lllll\l‘:ll'{‘l recrenits for the Lt‘;rmn’ »

" Yo,

“You are not French#”

“ No—LEnglish.”

The sergeant-major smiled mivthlessly.

“We like the Fnglish for the Legion, ™
h+ obzerved.  “They stand the life
better,  And—permit me to gnite wder-
=1.m|l—mn offer yourselves for enlist-
ment in the ranka of the Legiont”

“Yes, I've tald yon we do,” retorted
Paul impatiently.

. ""I'I's'r well,” [lIII‘I‘Nl the sergeant-
major; and Paul was somchow re
minded of a tigex licking its chaps.
“Very well, Nes garcons, I have unt
asked you to join. Please do remember
that when yon are training in the hot
desert and cursing this dayg, Wait over
there, hy that door,”

Tl  indicated a door en which was
painted “Commander of Reerniting.”

Obediently, Paul and Jub waited be-
cide the door. Dut more than an hour
dragged wearily by before it suddenly
apened, and the sergeant-major bade
fliem enter.

They stepped into 2 plain, sparsely-
furnished room in which a tall, good-
lnoking man in eavalry officer’s uniform
wis standing.

“Two ll"(_l.lllf'\ for the Legion, mon
Capitaine,” announced tha sergeant-
major, sliffly at attention,

The captain nodded, his eyes ranging
fram Panl to Jub, thea back nEain,

“So von wish to become soldicrs of
FFrance*” he asked, and his voice was
curt,

“Yos, sir,”

Facquier

anrwere 1 Pasi,

** Many Legionnaires fail to survive their five years of service ! "’

“\What is your nationality ?”

“We are both English, sir.”

“And your ages? You understand

that you must be cightcen years of agoe
hefore yon can enlist as soldiers in the
army of France?”
* Panl's heart sank. Althongh (all for
his age, he was just turned seventeen.
But m that moment ho found an un-
expected  ally.  For  Sergeant-Major
Facquicr, noting the hoy's hesitation,
spoke up malicionsly,

“They are both of the neeessary age,
mon  Capitaine,” he said  “1 azsured
myselfl on that poinl befare bringing
them before you.”

He had done nothing of the kind, hut
it woulld have hurt him sorely to see
them escape now. Ancl, satistied, the
captain addressed himzell to 'anl and

Jub,

“Now, listen  earefully,” he =aid.
“Your perviod of cnlistment in the
Legion will be for five years, The pay
is a halfpenny a day At the end of
five years yvoumay, if you wish, re-enlist,
You can also, at the end of that time,
claim to be naturalised as French sub-
jeets. Bot understand this. From the
woment vou cnlist, until your five years
of service have expired, you helong to
France—to the Legion. Do you realise
what that means??

“Yes, sir,” replied
aeant-Mejor IFacquic:
his hand.

“You will find Ilu- life one of terrible
lnrtI»mp at times,” continued the mptnln.

* Many Legionnaires fail to survive their
five years of service. T must ask yom
to consider seriously this step you are
contemplating.”

“Wo have considered it, sir,
Paul doggedly. ** We wish to join.

The eaptain lesitated. Pnot 1t was no
duly of his to dissuad intending re-
crnits from enlisting in the Legion, and,
with a shrug of his shoulders, he con-
tinmed

“Dy doing vour dnty as trne and
loyal caldicers of France yon will find
chances of promotion in thn Legion
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Paul, and Ser-
griuned behind

* said
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wiich mag lend te high obice and dis-
tinction in the milllary scevice of s
country.”

Under the e:coit of Lhe sergeant-
major, Paul end Jub were taken to
#uothe ¢ room, r.ore bleak and bare than
the cne which they had just gquitted.
"Whey  stripped, and  were  given
thorcugh overlaul by a bearded medies

Then, douninge ll‘c ‘v elothes again, fley
were taken Lk to the room in whicl:
ihcy  Lad Leen  interviewed by the
captain.

“You have Loth heen passed as ﬁf
and zecepted @- yeernits for the Legion,”

hie informcd  thaun,  “Your names,
ylease ¥V

Tney gave them.

“Very well. You can go now, If

veu are of the same mind to-morrow,
1ien come hael\ here.”

“But can’t we join now 7"
Paul, in dismay.

“No,” replicd the captain. “You ave
permiltted one night in which to con-
tider this step which you intend taking.
If vou do not relurn. wo will under.
stond.  You are both free still. We
Tave no claim npoa you unlil you have
appended your Engnalnrm to the fosm
of rervice., You can sign to-moivow, if
yuu wish, Now go!”

Paul and Jub \\m... And they spent
that nlght on a seat iu one of il
nublic gardens off the lum des Jardine.

exclaimed

for, with the cxception of the price of
n mehgrsd bréakfosk, their monoy was
done.

Iinddled azainst one

Jub slept casily,
Lut for lonz hows

cud of the scul,
Paul sateawnke.

Well, hé did nol regre: his course of
aclicn, From now onward he would
live his own life, dependent on no one.
And the fanily of Warren would never
see liim again.

He stirred wilh the dawn, and touched

the sloeping Jub.

“Wake up, old man,” Le saild. Then,
ug Jub stretched himself stifly . and
vaved, he nddur.l'. “We'll hiunlb soine
Incakfast, and we're going to Le outside
the Durean de Reerntement as soon s
il jolly well opens ™

(185 the first step towards joining th:
Furcign Legiva for Panl and Jub—ile
tival atep on the rond to adrentare!
Yol Le theilled whin you  read
whawt  the  startling  alventures that
befall thezr tiwe chums in next week's
arigping irchidlwcat of this powceful
aerial !
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THE MAN FROM SCOTLAND YARD'!

(Continued from page 23.)

“Ol! Yes, rather! Quitel”

“Well, if he knows his business he will
nab the Courtficld cracksman to-night,
most likely,”” gaid Vernon-Smith,

“Iow's that?” asked Bob.

“The thief will go back to where ho
Lid the bonds, to t.nﬁu them away, sooncr
or later. [IIB} ve only got to ic(‘p the
race watched.”

Wharton etarted.

“Oh, I never thought about that! 1
wonder—""

“Depend on it 1kat’s what they'll do,”
taid Vernon-fwnith.  “1f the man has
the sense of a bunny rabbit he'll keep
that spot by the river under observa-
tion after dusk, I shounldn’t wonder if
we sce in the morning papers that
'!!u__\".\;c nabked the Courtlield eracks-
man.

“My hat! 1 ]JU[IC‘- 0! said Rob
(‘]lmn “The rott-r's had a long run,
amd it's timme he got it in the neck !

1 =ay, you fclTbuz #

(et mll anl'

o

“&hut the docr after you !”

Billy Bunter shut ko door afier him,
but lic remained on flie inner side of
the door when he shut it,

He blinked dolzfully at the chuins of
tke Remove,

*1 say, you fellowe, I've had an awful
time! ‘That beast Stecle stuck me in
the Form-room to do my lines! I'vo
had to do the lot! I say, you fellows,
I wish the police would naly that Least i

Ilarry Wharton luughed.

“You can cackle ! said Bunter. * But
yon jelly well know what that man
Blecle is, as well as T do.”

“NPetter, perhaps!"  said Wharton,
Lwnghing.  The svspicion that Mr. Steele
\ a cracksman secmed rather enter-
iuining to 1ha eaptain of the Removo
now Ahat e kuew vwho Richard Stecle
ieally was.

“J cay, yvoue [ellaaz, 1 haven't had my
ke, & Buiter. ™ “Toddy's gone out
to tea, and leflt nothing in the study for
me. Selfish Teast, you know ! After all
I've done [or Ium. 1o0.”

“Take a pew, old ful man,” said
Ilovry. HMe voas rather glad of the in-
terruption to the disenission,

"

I didn't know

“Certainly, old chap!
of course.

you fellows were having tea,
and—"

“Of course not!” suid Nugenl, with
sarcasni.

“But as you're so pressing T'll stay.
Yon needn’t troub'lr- o make fresh tea,
Harry, old cha

“1 wasn't going ln

“So long as there's plenty in the pot.
I say, isn't there nmlru:g left Lut that
cake?”

“That’s all,”

“Well, I'll. have the cake, if you
fellowy don't want any,” said Dunter.
And, without waiting to ascertain
whether the fellows wanted any, William
(George Bunter annexed the cake.

That proceeding drew upon him the
concentrated stare of six pairs of eyes.
But Billy Bunter did not mind the stare.

“This isn't o bad cake,” snid Bunter,
after filling his mouth to-capacity, * l\'ot
like the cakes I get from Bunter Court,
of course; still, not a bad onc. I eay,
you fellous you're not goiug out, are
you? TI've gol some rews for you. I've
ust heard from a fellow that therc's

cen another burg]ary—-—'

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“It's a fact!” said Bunter. “That's
what I really came here to tell. you.
There was a burglary last night at
Topham Croft, and I hear that a lot cf
bonds were lifted, and a footman who
got after two of the gang was shot dead
thaxk Lane by onc of the miscreants
w

“Ha, ha, ha!"’ yelled tlhie Bounder.

“Blesscd if I sec on thing to cackle
at! I Il tell you l'eﬁo“s all about

But the fellows did not stay to hear
the lalest news from Bunmter.

THE END.

(Well, boys, and what's your ufumm
of this new scrics of Greyfriars yurns?
Have you solved the mystcry of the
Courtficld cracksman yet? No? Thea
wow'll be waiting on tcnter-hooks for
“YGOOD-BYE, BUNTER!" the ncxt
cathralling yarn by Frank Richurds,
As this 13 the tithit of the ascries, I
should advise all “* Magnetites™ to order
their copy in good time!)
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G EW 1 1 _
ml Frank Fearlees pawsed in the
doorway of Jack Jolly's study
at St. Sam's, with a look of
pawsca on his handsum fizz. .

Coming from the passidge, his nostrils
had been assailed by the sickliest oader
be had ever eniffed in his natcheral.
Frank Fearless locked almost green ne he
gniffed that oader. .

Jack Jolly's study was often making
things hum st St. Sam’s, but it was un-
usual for that sellybrated apartment to
be humming iteelf. In the ordinary way,
it smelt plezzantly of fried herrings or
onions or carbide. But Frank felt sure
that never hefore had it smelt like this.

“Few!"™ he repeeted, holding his
handkercheef to his nose.

Jack Jolly and Merry and Bright, the
famous chums of the St. Sam’s Fourth,
looked round from the fire with cheery

ring,

o Trot in, old scout ! " said Jack J9ly,

jenially. * Perhaps you'd like to help
us stir 1"

“Whad the berry dickens is id 1™
gosped Frank Fearless,

Jack Jolly larfed.

“ Don't be alarmed, old chap! You'll
get ueed to it in timo. It's glue!™

“Glue 1 "

like =

“ Eggsactly. And somethi
lue, too! wumm_..n invented it during the
‘hristmas holhdays,"

o .f..ﬂﬂw .H L1 ]

Bright grinned.

“1 meerly happened to be making a
rabbit-hutech and needed glue to finish it
off, o I made my own."

“ And beleeve me, he made it well—so
well that when things are stuck togother
with it, it's almost impossibul to get them
unstuck ' * =said Jack Jolly. ** We're
making this lot now for Mr. Lickham |

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Frank Fearless.

“ Like to join us in the good work 1"
asked Merry.

“* Yes, rather "

And Frank Fearlegs joined in with grate
good will. He was always gamo for a
lark, was Frank Fearless of the Fourth,
and the idea of japing his respected Form
master with the aid of Bright's glue made
s strong sppeal to his light-hoarted
nateher,

The chums of the Fourth took it in turns
to stir the evil-looking mixture on the
hob until evenchally Bright pronounced
it done ton a tum. After that, they sot
the pot on the winder.sill to cool down,
and linked arms to go down to dinner,
their p%ﬁm:nam etimulated by the thought
of tho fun they were going to get in class
that afternoon,

Jack Jolly & Co. were firat in the Form-
coom for afternoon [egsons that day.
During the five minnita between their
entry and the arrival of Mr. Lickham, they
bizzied themselves around that jentle.
wan's degk in a very misterious mannor.

Each of the quartette carried a bottle of
glue. Armed with these bottlea, they
mannidged to stick the Form master’s
stool aud the Form easle to the floor, and
nlso to sprinkle a libberal supply on the
geat of the stool end inside Mr. Lickham’s
morter-board, which happened to be
lying on his desk,

By the time they had acheeved these
resulte, the rest of the Form were cantering
into the yoom and the clatter of Mr.
Lickliam's hob-nailed boots could be herd
in the distance, So Jack Jolly & Co.

coniented themeelves with what they had

HERE'S ANOTHER SPARKLING CONTRIBUTION BY DICKY NUGENT, THE

done and slipped into V2 ¢
their places just = ¥
before Mr. Lickham O
trotted in, e ___ﬁ
Mr, Lickham winked at

the Fourth in his usual
cheory fashion and put on
his morter-board.

A moment later he
mﬂ.ﬂ.-..n.ﬂ&.r .
" Bless my sole! There appears to be

some likwid substance in my tile!"™ he
uﬂpﬂ_tﬁm. in surprise., ‘I wonder
what the dickens—yarooooo!"

The master of the Fourth had made o
sudden violent grab at tho ‘' doctored "
mortor-board. But instead of coming off
hia ==ﬁﬁ_u a8 he had konfidently eggs-
pected, . Lielkham’s morter-board had
refused to budge, with the result that he
nearly tore his hair off.,

The eggepression on Mr. Lickham’s {ac®
at that moment was eggstraordinary.
His jaw dropped and his eyes protruded
as though he was on the verge of an
apollogetick fit,

“Liko any help, sir 1" asked Jack
Jolly. ** Forchunitly, 1've brought my
scalping-nife along with me this after-
noon ! "

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr, Lickhiam frowned.

“ Pray rofrain from indulging in potty
joaks, Jolly 1" he eaid, with dignity.
“What has happened to my lid is a
puzzle to me at present. But whatever
it is, I shan't dreemn of allowing you to
scalp me. Lot us proseed wilh the lesson,™
And Mr. Lickham flopped into a sitting
position on his stool,

That little manoovor was fatal, hed he
but known it. For the present, however,
Mr. Lickham remained in blisaful ignor.
ance. What had lhappened was to he
revecled to him later in the aiternoon,

During the next half-hour the lesson
prosceded ns per usual. The Fourth sat
i o state of suspenso, eggepeecting every
minnit that their Form master would
attemopt to stand up. Dut he didn’t do so.

And then carme the sudden elimax, in the
ghapo of Dr. Birchemall, the revered and
respected headmaster of St. Sam’s. The
Head oceasionally had a prowl round the
Form-rooms to make sure that his sub-

L oE o m  e— e —

B —
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Old Dr. Birchemall always was *' stuck up,” and auy with two hundred horse power glue

DICKY NUGENT

knocking about, he's stuck up in mere ways than one!

ordinits were not asleep or lerking about
instead of spreading nollidge. By chance,
he happened to choose this particular
afternoon for one of those prowls.

Crosh !

It was the ciump of Lis hevvy boot
landing on the door of the Form-room.
An instant later the Head was in the
room, grinning all over his dile at the
thought that he mite catch Mr. Lickham
bending,

He didn't eggsactly do that, But he
did eateh him eitting, which was almost
as bad.

1i there was cne thing Dr. Birchemall
didd insist on it waa respect from the
masters. He had always made it a firm
rule that mastera should stand up and
doff their worter-boards whenover he
bappened to breezo in.

Mr. Lickham knew this, of corse, and
attempted to perform the little formality.

But the morter-board still obstinitly
refused to*budge. And to add to his
predicament, he found it impossibul to
stand up. He was stuck to the stool and
the stool was stuck to the floor. As he
wrenched in vain, he felt the Head’s eyea
glued to him., It was an awhkward
problem, and Mr, Lickham felt stuck for a
solution,

“DBy gum!" ke muttered.

* Lickham |

The Head's voice was deep end aw-
inspiring.

“Ye-es, gir!" pgaeped the unblappy
master of the Fourth,

““ How dare you ! ! roared the Head.

i _.IH.II Lh

“How dere you remain seated, with
your lid on, too, in my majestick
presence 1" thundered Dr, Dirchemall.

“You see, sir— o

“ Don't interrupt |
planation, sir | "

“ The fact jg—— 1

“Silenca! Tell me why
seated 1 "

“ Ag a matter of fact———"

I demend an egpe-

you are

“* I forbid you to speak ! Apswer me | "
" Oh erikey | groaned Mpr, Lickham.
Evvidently the Head was in one of his

unreasonable moods, and Mr. Lickhon

knew that at such times whatever he said

was bound to be wrong.

Dr. Birchemall waited for a fool minnit,
while his assistant blinked and gasped.
Then he forward into action. A
birch rod in the air, and a regular
rain of blows dessended on Mr. Lickham's
sholders, sending up grate clouds of-dust
that filled the room.

“Take that—and thet—and that!®
panted the Head, aa he weelded the merry
instrument of torcher with his usual

dmmm@...
eanwhile, Mr. Lickham was yelling at
the top of his voice :

“ Yarocooo! Yow-ow ! Lemme alone !
aﬂﬂﬂunﬁ@ il

** Perhops that’ll learn you! " grunted
the Head at last. * Enﬁ while you're
recovering, I'll take the class.”

So saying, the Head tramped across to
the blackboard and easle and gave the
Jatter & wrench with tho intention of
dragging it to the centre of tlie class,

But Bright's patent glue had done iis
deadly work to that nmnn_a. Instead oi
moving, it meerly shook on ita lega. The
Head gave it another wviolent wrench,
That did it! With a rattle and a crash,
the blackboard collapsed, and the Head
felt & sudden terrific wait on his pet corn.

Crazsh! Bang! Wallop )

" Yaroocooo ! ' shreeked the Head,

“Ha, ha, ha! "

The Fourth counldn't help it. They
larfed till the tears ran down their cheeks
in cascades.

Five minnits later the Head crawled
out of the Form-room loocking a fizzical
wreck. Scon after that, Mr. Lickham
diemissed the class end sent for Fossil
to saw him off his stool. And while that
operation was in progress, ‘he Fourth,
in the Common-room, continued to larf
historically till tea-time.

GREYFRIARS LAUGHTER MERCHANTI

IL.

" PARBE a minnit, u.....:m !
m Mr, Lickham agked that ques-

tion of Jack ._.ﬁ__w. efter morping
lessons on the following day.
“Two, if you like, sir!" grinned the
kaptin of the Fourth. *“\What's the
merry trubble 1 "
Mr, Lickham sank his voice to a whisper.
" You will reckerlect the incidents in the
Form.room yesterday afternoon 1"
“Ha, ha! I geem to remember some
E.u,n about them, sir!" chuckled Jack.
_“I have herd, Jolly, that the cawse
oi all the trubble was somo eggstremely
strong glue which has come into your
posseasion,”™
**Oh crikey ! I trussed, sir, that you
are not going to dish out lickings galore.”

Mr, Lickham made an elloquant jesture.

** Forget it, Jolly ! I realise that boys
will be boys, and I do not intend to punnish
you for it."

* Thanks awfully, sir! "

“But I am particularly anxious to
obtain a sample of this marvellous glue,"”
went on Mr., Lickham. " Between you
and me and the gatepost, Jolly, I want a
bit of own-back on ﬂﬂn Head for baghing
me yesterday, and 1 rother fansy I can
get it with the aid of this glue. Think
you ocan mannidge it for me, my boy 1"

" Plezzure, gir | "' answered Jack Jolly,

readily. And he very willingly toock the
master of the Fourth to his study and
presented him, free, ttis, and for

nothing, with a bottle of Bright's glue.

Mr. Lickham's actions after leaving
Jack Jolly were somewhat curious. He
proseeded to the footer pavilion, went
to one of the Ilockers marked A,
BIRCHEMALL," and sprinkled some of
the glue over the souls of a pair of football
boota he [found therein. M_..E_. that, he
eneaked back to the Skool House, wearing
m.__.ﬁrmu gilty eggspression on his skollerly

ile,

Jack Jolly & Co., who had followed up
the master of the]Fourth out of curiosity,
wondered what the giddy game was.
They soon learned.

That afternoon there was a prate {ooter
match between the First Eleven and St.
Alf's. Up to the time of the kick-off,
most people were not aware of the eye.
dentity of the referee. But when the
grate match started, the crowd observed
with intereet that the ref was none other
than the Head himself. And Jack Jolly &
Co. got an inkling of what Mr. Lickham
had been up to. |

“My hat!" eggecleimed Jack Jolly.
" The Head has just changed into _.aﬂwu

rig in the wﬁﬂizau. I do beleeve Lickham
went in there for the purpuss of gluing
his boots I ™

** Grate pip 1 "

The fellows could hardly beleeve it
possibul at first. But in a very ehort time,
wEE. was fourthcoming of tho truth of

ack Jolly's theory.

The effect of the glue wns not felt at
first, though it scerned by the way the
Head was ing his feet that comething
was wrong with them. It was only when
he blew his whistle for the start of the
game and stood in one spot for half-a-
minnit that he really became a fixture.

At tho end of that half-minnit, Dr.
Birchemall wanted to get to the other end
of the piteh. To his utter amazement,
he found himself unable to move !

The spectators were npatcherally
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& Co. and Mr, Lickbam, who roared with
larfter at the sight.

All at once the game came down o
mid-field again. Tallboy, on the St.
Sem's wing, sent across a low pass to
Burleigh in the centre.

Burleigh mode a dash at the ball. ITe
could sco the Head, but natcherally opp-
spected that jentleman, as the ref, to
et out of the way,

Unforchunitly, Dr. Birchemall was nn-
able to do so much as he mite have wizhed
it. The result was that the ball caught
bim in the hread-basket and Burl.izh
cannoned into him amidships at one and
the same moment.

Crash |

" Yaroooooo ! "' roared the Head.

At any other time he would have besn
bowled clean off his feet by that terrifick
charge. Dut there was no possil:il means
of bowling the Head off his foet n.w that
Bright's glue had done its deadiy work,
50 the Head meorly swung over on hLis
[oundations like a punchball, then shos
back into the perpendickular again.

By the time ho had done that, the gamae
l:nd surged past him.

The players, of corse, were suiprizesd
to find the ref sticking to the centre af the
ficld like gluo. After fivo minnits or so,
they begen to realize the reason, and the
pitch iarely ranz with their ioritor os
thoy piled into the game. There was io
question of the game being stopped. They
could earry on very well without a ref,
thank you, and they did so.

Of corse, it was inconvenient to have a
stationary figger stuck in the middle of the
field, but it was equally inconvenient to
both sides, 8o nobody worried much—
ammﬂ_:.. the Head.

As for the Head, he had plenty to worry
about during tho next ninety minnite.
At the end of five minnits, he had hecen
charged half-a-duzzen timea and hit at
_mnwhﬂ. ten times by the ball. As the pace
of the c%wEn grew foster, that record waa
dubbled and trebled, and his yells of rege
and aggerny went on without a stop.

" Wooooop! Yaroooooo! Stoppit, I
tell you—yow.ow ! Yoooooop!"

" On the bawl |  roared Jack Jolly.

““Ha, ha, ha! "

By the end of the first hali, Dr. Birche-
mall was bruised and sore all over, e
had been looking forward to hali-time
for a merciful release from hia penciul
position, but even that consolation was
denied him, for the two sides changed
straight over without taking a rest, and
the ordeal started again almost immejately.

Not till the fool ninety minnits had
elepsed was there eny escapo for him.
But release did come then, Foesil, the

porter, coming along with a karving-knife
and __u_.:“:u_nr e Hoad's feet free from his
boots inch _..WQFE.. After which dellicate
operation, Head was removed in an
ambulance.

That evening, Mr. Lickham ealled round
to Jack Jolly's study and presented the
chums with a tucl-homper which a
weoalthy aunt of his had sent him. And
ns they sampled the lushious faro that
bamper contained, Jack Jolly & Co. hadd
to wﬁ? that for an outstanding suckeess
in the way of japes, it would be e long timo
beforo they saw anything to beat the
Head’s Footer ** Fixturo ¥ !

THE END,
(There’ll be another wproarious long

laugh in next weck's amusing contribu-
tion by Dicky Nugent, entitied: “THE

astonished to sce his frantic etruggles,
with the possibul eggseption of Jack Jolly :

STATUE OF ST, SAM’SI" Don't miss
this treat, whatever you do, ¢hums!)
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