Read Geo. E. Rochester’s Brilliant “Foreign Legion” Story To-day!
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Your Editor’s in the Chair again, so . . .

Ahcays glad to hear [from gyou, chums, so drop meo a line to the following address :

in the world (New York
Central) ; but here are some
“largest "' records which
they don’t possess :
Largest Ship in the world ¢
Majestic (British).
Lurgest Island in  the
world : Greenland (Danish).
Longeat River in  the
world : Amazon (Brazil).
Longest Bridge in the
world: Tay Bridge (Scotland).
Longest Canal  in  the
world : Gota (Sweden).
Highest Mountain in the
world : Everest (Himalayas).
Largest City in the world :
London.

S0, you see, the United

H, Siat

The Editer, The ‘' Magnet ' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Fleet
Farringdon Sircel. Londom, E.CA.

HOOSH ! The first letter 1
have picked up this week
comes from a reader who has
been

SEEING STARS !

No, he hasn't been having an argumoent
with a fellow who was bipger than himself,
but he has certainly been star-gazing, and
he has noticed that some stars are coloured.
Is it possible, he asks, to recognise stars
by their colours? I wouldn't advise
anyone to try without a powerful telescope,
but it certainly is a fact that different
stars have different colours. Castor, for
instance, is yellowish-green, while other
stars—I won't worry you with their names
—are mixtures of pu;q:z. blue, green,
yellow, and white. planet Mars
sometimes looks quite red—even to the
naked cye. It might intercst my reader
to know that the speed of colourod stars
can be deduced by the slight changes in
their colours.

1 must confess that I had to take tho
next question to **Mr. X" to answer.
It comes from ono of those readers who
occasionally try to pull my log—and he
very nearly succeeded! This is his
question :

WHAT IS A VEDRO ?

At first I thought he was referring to the
famous bloodhound owned by Sexton
Blake, but, to make suro, I asked * Mr,
X.” He never even blinked ! ** A Vedro,"
he said “is ten Shtoffs, or one hundred
Tcharkas ! "' Naturally, I was as wise as
when I started, but, secing my bewilder-
ment, he oxplained.

Shtoffs and Techarkas, and so on, are,
apparently, Russian measures, and a

edro is just under three gallons! My
hat! Aren’t you glad you don’t go to school
in Russia * Fancy having to repeat such
things as : ** Sixteen vershoks, one arshin ;
three arshins, one sajen; five hundred
sajens, one verst ! If Billy Bunter had
that table to memorjse, he'd probably
finish up with : ** One burst 1

.

TALKING OF BILLY BUNTER,

here's a poser which Dicky Nugent pro-
Poundcd to me the last time I saw him.
* What is the difference,” he asked, ** bo-
tween a riddle, and Billy and Bammy
Buntersittingonabun 1" Idon’t bolieve
in encouraging Master Dicky, but I fell
for this one. * It's simple,” he said.
** A riddle's a conundrum, and the other
is a bun-under-'em!" Then he fled—
which was a gzood thing for him !

OWEVER. now that we are *in
lighter vein,” as the ts
say, wo'll have a chuckle at
this yarn which H. B. Orr, of

33, Ardenleo Avenue, Belfast, Ireland, haa
gent along—and which carns him a useful
MaGNET penknifv
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A 'DREAM THAT DIDN'T COME TRUE !
“* I dreamt last night, uncle,
that you gave me sixpence,’’
=( said little Willie artfu'ly, and
then stood waiting
expectantly.
“Well,”” replled L}
his uncle, chuck-
ling, ‘*as you have been a
good boy lately, I'll let you
keep it 1™

That diary of mine is really an interest-
ing little book, and gives me quite a lot
of usciul information. For instance—
but wait a bit! Have you ever been told

to
GO TO JERICHO?

Well, aceording to mf diary, a party of
British soldiers were told to go to Jericho
twelve years ago. They did, with the
result that Jericho was can:urod by our
troops twelve years sgo this Friday. I
daresay many old readers of the MagNET
were numbered amongst them, for this
little paper of ours was well in evidence
on cvery one of the fronts during the
War !

And here's a bit of information which
should be kept dark from Dicky Nugent.
This Saturday is a general holiday in the
United States, becasuss February 22nd
was Washington's birthday. If Dicky
heara that, he's got cheek enough to suggest
that he should have a holiday as wull !

NOTHER piece of information
A for those of you who aro Scouts.
It's the Chief Scout’s birthday

on Saturday, tool He'll be

73 yenrs of age, and he can certainly look
back upon

A LIFE OF ADVENTURE.

Lord Baden-Powell was a great figure
in the Boer War, and he was the man who
held Mafeking ogainst the Boers. After
that war he organised the South African
Constabulary, and later he returned to
England to organize and train territorials.
He was “ some " organiser, and when he
decided to found the Boy Scouts’ move-
ment, he left the Army to devote himself
to the Scouts. In those days he never
realised that it would grow to be such a tre-
mendous thing. Last year ho was made a
peer—and I think you'll agree that he
deserved it !

Question time, now! Let ‘'em all
comao ! .
Harry Derwent, of Cambridge, wants

to know something about
THE BIGGEST THINGS IN THE WORLD.

He says the Amoricans aro always
bragging about the size of thimgs in that
country, and wents to know whether they
hold all the records for bigness. Not by
a long cholk!  They have tho tallest
building in the world (Crane Building,
Chiecago) and the largest railway station

. wven't gotit all their
own way !

E'VE just got time for another

w laugh before I consult the black

book. This limerick has earncd

n pocket wallet for * MAaGNET

Reader "' of 14, Anderson Avenue, Gledhow
Road, Leeds, Yorks.

Sald Skinner to Snoopey one day :
““I'm having a ‘fiver ' each way."
He said : ** It's a ‘snip," "’
So Snoop backed the **tip,"’
And noulr there’s the *‘ bookle ** to
pay

— -

HERE’'S a treat in store for you
next week. Frank Richards,
as usual, is in fine fettle, and
when you'vo read :

‘““THE GREYFRIARS CRACKSMAN 1"

you'll put down your copy with regret—
regret that the story was not twice as
long! Don’t commence to read it unless
you've got plenty of time to do so, because
you'll annoyed if anyone interrupts
you in the middle of it, and spoils your
enjoyment of as fine a yarn as we have
ever published.

Then there's our brilliant new serial
‘**FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!"”

I knew this yarmm would prove to be
descrvedly popular with you, and I haven’t
boen disappointed.  Next weck’s instal-
mont will grip you—so don’t fail to read it.

Another treat in store for you next
woek, chums, is No. 1 in a series of MAGNET
* Talkies,” by William Wibley, of the
Remove, the first of which wil{ displace
the wusual ** Dicky Nugent™ shocker.
In theso * quick action" yarns you'll
meet Jack Hanloy, tho slickest cowboy
who ever rode the prairie. Jack's up

ainst the toughest gang of rustlers in

ansas City, and his many thrilling en-
counters will hold you spellbound. %ou‘ll
like this new featuro, chums, believe me.
Another int of interest about these
*“Talkies " is that they may be acted
by any MaaNeT réaders who are keen on
the dramatic art, go they will thus serve
o double purpose.

To wind up the programme, there'll
be another interesting ** footer ' article
by " Old Ref,” together with my usual
invitation to " Come into the Office;
Boys! "

1

YOUR EDITOR.

—

S8END ALONG YOUR JOKE OR
YOUR GREYFRIARS LIMERICK—
OR BOTH—AND WIN OUR USEFUL
PRIZES OF LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS AND SHEFFIELD STEEL
ALL EFFORTS TO BE

PENKNIVES.

SENT TO c/o ' MACNET.” 6, CAR-

MELITE STREET, LONDON, E.CA
(COMP.).

—eeee e




THIS WEEK'S SUPERB SCHOOL STORY.
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Featuring your old favourites, Harry Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.
FRANK RICHARDS.

By

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not a Success !

*B RS wm e
at the thum 4
“ Boo-hoo-hoo |”

“Bunter—*

“* Boo-hoo-hoo I"

Billy Bunter was blubbing !

He sat in the armchair in Study No. 1
in the Remove, witn his fat hands
before his fat face, blubbing !
tiﬁarry Wharton & Co. stared into the
study.

It was time for prep, and the Famous
Five had come up to the Remove pas-
sage. That sound of lamentation burst
upon them as Wharton threw open the
door of Study No. 1.

They  stared
sympathetically.

Remove men were not nuﬂ)owd to
blub. Even Bunier did not blub as a
rule. Neither did there seem any
reason why he should have chosen
Study No. 1 to blub in,
instead of his own study, if he
was bent on blubbing

at Bunter—not

But there he was—going

strong | L L
“You silly ass!” exclaimed
Wharton.

“ Boo-hoo 1"

“For oodness’ sake, dry upl”

snapped EFrank Nugent.

* Boo-hoa !"

Wharton and Nugent entered the
study. Bob Cherry snd Johnny Bull
and Hurree Singh, who had been about
to pass along to their own quarters,
ato!)pod to gaze at the intercsting sight.

“Wherefore the waterworks?” asked
Tob.

“ Boo-hoo !"’

“The water-workfulness is terrific,”
remarked Hurree Tamset Ram Singh.
“What is the absurd matterfulness, my
estecmed, idiotic Bunter?”

“Boo-hoo "

“When a fellow blubs,” said Johnny
Bull, “it's a good idea to give him
gomething to blub for! What about six
with a fives bat?”’

“0Oh, really, Bull—""

Bunter removed his fat hands from
his face.

“1 say, you fellows——
hoo!"

“My hat! There he goes again! Has
Steele licked you for not doing your
lines?"” demandad Wharton,

Boo-hoo-

::E?dt Bt::o»hool"_
cr_been ragging you!”

“Nol Boo-hoo!”

“Well, go and blub in your own
study, you fat chum{r "

_“That beast Toddy's so unsympathe-
tic!" said Bunter. -hoo !
expected sympathy here! Boo-hoo!”

‘Well, you won't get any, so you may
as well bunk I'" said the captain of the
Remove. ' Ain't gpu jolly well ashamed
of yourself, blubbing like & fag in the
Becond 1"’

‘ Boo-hoo I”

“Bump him!'"" said Johnny Bull.

“Beast! Boo-hoo!”

“Hold on!” said Harry. *“There may
ba something the matter—bad news
from home, or something. Is that it,
Bunter "

“That's it!” groaned Bunter., * Boo-
hoo-hoo I"*

Whereupon, the Famous Five, who
had been prepared to give William
George Bunter something to blub for,

They’re sending Billy Bunter home or a rest
And yet
Billy’s the biggest dunce at Greyfriars !

because he knows too much !

refrained. They were ready to bestow
sympathy where sympathy was due.
Billy Bunter had been in trouble that

daly.

t had becn a half-holiday for the Re.
move—excepting Bunter, Bunter had
spent it, till tea-time. n the Form-room,
writing lines.

Lines had accumulared on Bunter as
thick as leaves in Vallambrosa. Bunter's
excuses for not getting them done were
many and various.

Mr. Steele, the new master of the
Remove. had been very easy-going with
Bunter. But that aft-snoon he had put
his foot down.

Bunter had been sent to the Form-
room, to sit there till he had wiped off
his arrears of lines  As five hundred
had accumulated, it looked like being a
busy afterncon for Bunter.

A severe licking was 10 be his reward
if the lines were not handed in before

rep. Any other fellow would have

ucked up and got them done. But
Bunter’s objection o work was constitu
tional. By tea-time he had written hfty.
After tea he had not felt equal to

writing any more. And as it was now
time for prep the threatened licking
was suspended over Bunter's head like
the sword of Damocles.

The first impression of the Co. when
they found Bunter blubbing was that
he had had his licking and found 4t un-
comfortable. But that, apparently, was
not the case.

They gazed at Bunter

The fat junior blinked at them woe-
fully through his big spectacles,

£ na{. you fellows—""

“Well, give it a name!"” said Bob
Cherry. ‘" What's the matter?”

“ Boo-
“Somebody ill1" asked Harry.

“Yes| It—it's awfull My—my poor
old pater—" Bunter gave a deep
groan.

The juniors looked serious enough
now.

Family affection, so far as they had
obser\rm;, was not highly developed in
the Bunter tribe; so some-
thing very serious, appar-
ently, must have happened to
plunge the Owl of the Remove
into this state of griel.

“Tell us about it, old
chap,” said Harry Wharton,
quite sympathetic now.
“Blubbing won't do much good,
but——""

“You see, it's so awful!” groaned
Bunter. *“My p-p-pip-poor old pater!
C-c-cut off in the bloom of his youth,
you know! Boo-hoo!"”

“An accident?" asked Frank Nugent,

“That's it] A—a frightful accident!
R-r-run over by a motor-bus! Oh
dear!"”

*“Poor old chap!”

“When the—the ielegram came it
fairly knocked me over!" said Bunter.
“Boohoo! I'm not a fellow to blub, as
you know. Boo-hoo! But to think of
my poor old pater run over by a taxi-
ca Boo-hoo I”

‘‘ A taxicab?" ejaculated Johnny

“1 mean a motor-bus! Boo-
blubhed Bunter. “He was in a taxicab,
you know, when the accident happened.
They've taken him to hospital, and—
and——  Boo-hoo! He may recover.
But—but I can't help being overcomo
with grief! Boo-hoo!™

Bunter covered his face with his hands
again and gurgled with woe.
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Bul,
hoo ."

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



4

“ Awfully sorry, old chap!” said
Marry. “You must hope for the best,
you know. Was it a collision?”’

“That's it! The taxicab—I mean the
motor-bus rushed right into the pater's
le—"

Ro

“His Rolls?” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes; and smashed it to—to a thou-
sand fragments—" ) S

“But you said he was in a taxicab.”

“D.d-did 11 I—I meant he was in
the Rolls. My pater always goes up to
the City in his Rolls, you know. DBoo-
hoo! Now he's lying in the hospital,
and—"" . e

“While you're lying herel” said
Johnny Bull, with a grunt.

“QOh, really, yon beast—

“Dash it all. cheese it, Johnny old
chap!” said Bob Cherry uneasily. “This
isn't a joking matter !’ i’

“Ygn't it?" grunted Johnny Bull. "I
don't know why Bunter's gammoning,
but he is gammoning! His pater can't
have been in his Rolls and in a taxicab
at the same time I” . y

“IJ—I'm so overcome with grief that
I hardly know what I'm saying,

roaned Bunter. “I—I c-c-can’t help
thinking of my poor old pater under the
awful wheels of that lorry——"

“A lorry?" yelled Johnny Bull.

“Y mean the taxicab—that is, the
motor-bus!  It's rather unfeeling to
catch a fellow up iike that, Bull, when
he's heartbroken! Boo-hoo!" X

“Well, if it's true, I'm sorry,” said
Johnny Bull. “But—"

“Boo-hoo! I don't expect any sym-
athy from you, Bull. ou're a beast
ike Toddy. Boo-hoo! 1 say, Harry,
old chap, will you do something for
me? Boo-hoo!”

“Certainly !” said Harry.
it, old chap?”

“I've got to go to Stecle. Of course,
I can't bother about Stecle mow, now
I've had this awful news. Will you go
to Steele and tell him? Boo-hoo ¥

“Yes, of course,” said Wharton.

“Tell him I haven't been able to do
my lines, because—because I'm so cut
up about my pip-pip-poor old pater!”
sobbed Bunter. “He will understand
when he knows that a fellow's pater is
lying at dcntt;s door. DBoo-hoo! My
pip-pip-poor old pip-pip-pater—"

; ET hFa'tEs all rifht, Ir.?d." said Wharton
soothingly. “I’ll go and tell Steele at
once. Don't worry about that.”

And Harry Wharton left the study.
Bunter's lines were overdue, and it was
possible that Mr. Steele might bo look-
g for him at any moment, most likely
with a cane. Bunter had enough to
bear without that.

Wharton hurried down the passage
towards the Remove staircase. The
other fellows remained with Bunter;
three of them wvery sympathetic, but
Johnny Bull in a doubtful frame of
wmind.

“ Look here, is it straight, Buntegi"”
demanded Johnny.

“Boo-hoo! Just like you to doubt a
fellow's word,” said Bunter, “It's un-
feeling! 1t's c-c-cruel !”

“Well, 1f this is a dodge to get out
of a licking—"

“ Boo-hoo !”

“QOh, chuck it, Johnny !" said Nugent.

Johnny Dull grunted.

“I'm only giving Bunter a tip,” he
said. “If 1t's gummon, Steele’s bound
to find it out!”

Bunter started.

“Wharrer you mean?” he demanded.

“Why, you ass, next time your father
writes to the school, Steelo will know
{:o hasn't been killed under a motor-

us.”

* Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

e jumped up from the armchair
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“What is

and rushed to the door. The juniors
stared after him.

“I say, Wharton!"” yelled Bunter.

But Wharton was already down the
stairs.  With a gasp of alarm Billy
Bunter rushed down the Remove stair-
case.

“Wharton—I say, Wharton !” bawled
Bunter.

On tho lower staircase Harry Whar-
ton stopped, and looked round.

“Hold on!" gasped Bunter.

“ What—""

“It—it wasn't my pater,
my uncle!” gasped Bunter.

“ Wha-a-a-t 1"

M“Mum-my uncl?l E,!.emember that 1

-m-m; r uncle—

* Yon{- p;?}or uncle!” repeated the
captain of the Remove dazedly.

“Yes,” gasped Bunter. *“My—my

oor uncle was run over by a taxicab—
Ymonn an omnibus. Tell Stcele m
uncle, not my pater. Mind you don't
make a mistake—uncle, you know. My
Uncle Georgo.”

Harry Wgnrlon gazed at the Owl of
the Remove dumbfounded. Billy
Bunter blinked at him anxiously.

“You understand ? Aly uncle—not
my pater. Scc? I—I made a mistake
—being overcome with grief, you know.
I meant my uncle all along. Now {go
and tell Steele; he will be looking for
me soon. Mind you tell him my uncle.”

Harry Wharton did not descend the
stairs r{urther. Instead, he ascénded
them. Bunter blinked at him. X

“I—1 say, old chap, ain't you going
to Steele, to tell him about my poor
old pater—1 mcan my poor old uncle?
1 say— Yarooooooh "

Wharton grasped the fat junior by
the collar. All his sympathy had
evaporated. There was a heavy bump
as Billy Bunter sit down.

“QOw! Leggo, you beast! Yarooh!”
roarcd Bunter.

“You fat villain!" gasped Wharton.

“ Yow-ow-ow !" Leggo!"”

Bang !

Billy Bunter uttered a fiendish yell
as his bullet head was tapped on the
stairs. The cantain of the Remove
went back to the Remove passage and
left him yelling.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ariful Bunter !

I ODDY, old fellow 1"
i “Shut up!”
“Dear old Toddy!”
Bunter. i

Billy Bunter's tono was affectionate ;
but the look on Peter Todd's face
showed that this was a case of un-
reciprocated affection.

The look he gave William George
Bunter across the table in Study No. 7
was almost homicidal.

Peter was busy.

Before him lay a sheet of impot
paper. And Toddy's pen had been
travelling hard. Toddy, like Bunter,
had lines to do  Unlike Bunter, he was
getting them done.

That afternoon, a snowball hurled by
Toddy, had, perhaps by accident,
caught Loder ot the Sixth behind the
ear. Toddy had expected “six” after
that accident. Toddy was tough, and
considered it worth six from the ash.

lant to catch Loder so beautifully be-
Eind the car. But Loder, instead of
Fi\ring Toddy six, which he would not
iave minded very much, had given him
a heavy impot, which he minded very
much indeed. Four hundred lines was
the sum, and if they were not handed
in that evening, Toddy was booked for
tho six all the same—with the lines still
to be done. So Toddy was working at

it—it was

said

THE MAGNET

express spoed, perhaps wishing that hi
ssqo&bnll bad mi.n«l ’tbe bully oaf ﬂl:
ixth,

This state of nﬁain_i_ of course, did
not worry Bunter. oddy's troubles
were nothing to him. His own troubles
filled his fat mind. If Toddy got a
licking from Loder of the Sixth, it was,
of course, unfortunate. But what really
mattered was, whether Bunter got o
licking from Mr. Steele. That was a
matter of the very deepest concern.

Toddy, with the selfishness to which
Bunter was sadly accustomed, did not
scem to see it. He was thinking of his
own troubles, rassing Bunter's by like
tho idle wind which he regarded not.

He glared at Bunter—actually glared,
utterly unmoved by the fat Owl's
affectionate tones. Then he resumed
ecribbling.

Bunter, of course, was not to be de-
terred by a glare. Toddy did not
understand that Bunter's trouble was a
serious matter, while his own was a
trifle light as air. And the Owl of the
Remove had to make it clear to him.
He proceeded to do so.

“Dear old chap!” said Bunter.
“Hold on a minute, Toddy ["”

*Shut up 1”

“Oh, really, old fellow—"

Ll tl-iet !0.

“I've been up and down the Re-
move,” said Bunter, “but I've come
back to my old pal. After all, there's
nothing like a real old pal in time of
trouble, is there, Toddy? I've always
liked you, old chap, from the first day
you came to Greyfriars.”

«T have, Toddy, 1

“1 have, y. remember tellin
Wharton, the first day, that you wer%
the right sort and that looks weren't
everything.”

“You fat frump, how can I write
while you're wagging your fat chin at
me?” shrieked Peter. “Go and gabble
to somebody else.”

“It's about my uncle, Peter,” ex-
plained Bunter. "I want somcbody to
go to Steele and tell him that my poor
uncle has been run over by a taxi-bus—
1 mean a motor-taxi—that is, a motor-
bus. Being overcome with grief, I
haven’t been able to do my lines.”

“You fat villain!" .

“Steele may be after me any minute
now, old chap. You wouldn't like to
gee me licked, would you?” asked
Bunter.

“Yes, rather | Hard1” hissed Toddy.

“Bo“t "

Toddy's pen scratched on. He was
near the end of his long t.sk; and
there was no doubt that his temper had
suffered. If he was late with his im-
pot, Loder would be glad of the .auce
of giving him the licking in addition.
Peter was working against time now.

“Look here, Toddy—"

“Quiet !” howled Peter. “I've got to
got this impot to Loder, or take six
after doini' the lines. Understand,
fathead? Now shut upl”

Bunter sniffed.

“You're making a lot of fuss ahout
8 I%cking." he said. “ After all, what's
“I "

“If 1 had time to handle a fives bat,
I'd show you!” hooted Peter.

“1f you're going to be & beast, Toddy,

“Will you dry up?”

“But you don’t seem to understand,”
said Bunter. “I've done fifty lines out
of five hundred, and Steele may be after
me any minute. Wharton's refused to
go and tell him ebout the accident to
my poor father—I mean my poor uncle—

Peter Todd jumped up. He dived
towards the armchair and grabbed a
cushion. Bunter blinked at I{l:.u.n.
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“ 1'say, Toddy,"” said Bunter, *‘ I want somebody to tell Steele that my
uncle has been run over by a taxi-bus—I mean a motor-taxl—that

motor-bus, and that I’'m so overcome

do my lines.

“I~I say, Toddy, what are you going
to do with that cushion?” he asked.

There was no need for Toddy to
answer. Bunter knew the next moment.

Whiz |

Bump |

The cushion smote Bunter just under
the ohin, and helped him through the
doorwnReThem was a heavy concussion
in the Remove passage.

“Oh! Ow! Beast!”

“Now blow away!” roared Toddy.
* Another word, and I'll come out to
you, and mop up the passage with you!”

“Yarooogh !”

Peter settled down again, and his pen
raced over the paper, transcribing Virgil
at the speed limit. Bunter picked him-
self up in the passage, breathing fury.

He grabbed up the cushion

It is stated proverbially that the worm
will turn. Bunter was a worm; and he
turned.

The cushion came whizzing back into
Study No. 7. It landed on the top of
the head that bent over the imposition,
catching the inkpot as it flew.

There was a crash and a roar. The
inkpot went flying, spilling its contents
far and wide. The sheet that Peter had
nearly finished was drenched with ink.
Ink splashed over the countenance of
Peter Todd, over his collar and jacket.

*"He, he, he!” gasped Bunter, bl]inking
in at the door.

Toddy leapt up.

He was inky, Eut worse than that, his
impot was inkf, too. Loder was not a
neat or careful person himself, but he
insisted upon neatness and carefulness
from others. Taking that spoiled impot
to Loder was simply asking for an order
to write it out over again.

here was only one solace left to
Toddy—to take it out of Bunter. He
glared wildly round for a fives bat.

ks

with ’gml. I haven’t been ab’s to

‘“He, he, he "

Bunter did not linger after delivering
that cachinnation. Shortsighted as the
Owl of the Remove was, hue could see
that Toddy looked dangerous. He re-
tired along the Remove passuge at ex-
press speed, opened the dooi of the next
stlgdi dodged into it, and shut the door
quic fy.

Toddy was not long finding the fives
bat, and rushing in pursuit. But the
Owl of the Remove was out of sight.

Inside Wibley's study, Bunter pal-
pitated as he heard pursuing feet pass
the door, but he grinned when they were
past. Toddy, not seeing him in the
passage, had rushed on to the Remove
staircase, under the impression that he

had gone down.

Wibley, Morgan, and Desmond were
in No. g beginning prep. They stared
at Bunter,

* What's this game, you fat bounder 7"
asked Wibley. “Playing hide and seek,
or what?”

“He, he, he! That's it,” explained
Bunter., * ft‘s a little game with Toddy!
He, he, he!”

Todcfy's footsteps had died away.
Bunter opened the door a few inches
and peered out. The passage was
empty.

The fat junior tiptoed back to No. 7.

On the table lay Peter Todd's impo-
sition, half of it spoiled by the overflow
uié:k. )

nter nal.lay

blotted it, gathered it
up[._lnnd hurne

out of the study.
e did not venture towards the
Remove staircase. Peter Todd was
somewhere in that direction. Bunter
was not anxious to meet Peter Todd at
present.

He scuttled away towards the Fourth
Form quarters, where another staircase
gave him a chance of getting down

without meeting Peter, Luck
friended him, and he reached
corner of Master's passage, on
ground floor, without encountering
enraged ‘T'oddy.

At that corner he ran into Mr. Steele.

“ Bunter I" rapped out the new master
of the Remove.
_ "Oh!" gasped Bunter. “I—I was
just coming to your studr. sir.”

“Have you done your lines, Bunter?”

*"I—I've got them here, sir!"

“Indeed! You may take them to my
study, and wait for me there,” said
Mr. Steele.

“Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

And he rolled on to Mr, Steele's
study.

be-
the
the
the

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mysterlous Disappearance |
Yes, Loder!”

N TUL)D!"
Peter Todd had not found

“Oh dear!

Bunter. Peter's luck was out.
Looking for Bunter with a fives bat in
his hand ready to administer justice,
he had found Loder of the Sixth.
Loder, in fact, was looking for him.
Time was up, and a fellow who had to
hand an impot to Loder had to he
punctual,

“1 was expecting you in my study,
Todd ! said Eodor agreeably. “I've no
doubt you're on your way there with
your lines.”

As Peter had nothing in his hand but
a fives bat, Loder's remark was appar-
ently intended to be playful, the play-
fulness of a cat dealing with a mouse.

“I've done them, Loder,” said Peter.
“All but half-a-dozen—only—"

“QOnly1!" grinned Loder.

Tue Magner Liorary.—No. 1,149,
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“Only the inkpot was upset over
them—"

“Dear mel* said Loder., “I fancy
I've heard that one before, Todd | About
a thousand times, in fact.”

“It’s true 1" snorted Peter.

“Jt's always true,” smiled Loder.
“8till, a bri{t lad like gpu ought to be
able to think of something fresh."”

“I'd nearly finished, when a silly ass
bunged a cushion at me and upset the
inkpot—""

“Very sad!” said Loder. “Awlully
sad, for it's going to get you a licking.
Why not tell the truth, and admit that
you haven't written & single line?”

“I've writen nearly four hundred—"'

“Don’t give me that over again, Todd !
Luckily, I've got my ashplant with me.
Bend over.”

Peter Todd backed away.

“Look here, Loder, I've really done
my lines! They're all mucked up with
ink—but if you will step up to my study
you can see them—""

“ Rubbish !" grunted Loder.

“Well, wait a minute, and I'll fetch
them down !
“I don't
fags,” said Loder.
bend over, Todd!"
* Look here—""
“Last time of askingl” said Loder,

swishing his cane.

“One moment !"” said a quiet voice.

Loder looked round sourly. He had
to be respectful to a Form master, but
his look showed how little ho relished
the intervention of Mr. Richard Steele.

Mr. Stecle did not scem to observe
his sour look, however. He gave Loder
a lplm:umni. smile.

“It's true, sir,” said Peter, who, for
his part, was cxtremely glsd to see Mr.
Steelo on the scene. “I've done my

cnerally wait about for
“I've told you to

lines, only they’'re spoiled by the inkpot
being upset!"”

“ Rubbish I'"" grunted Loder.

“Come, come,” said Mr, Steele, in his
pleasant way. “I am sure Todd would
not tell an untruth, Loder. At all
events, let us look into the matter. You
say your lines are in your study, Todd?"”

' Yes, sir!”

“It is worth while, Loder, to take the
trouble of stepping up to the study,
rather than risk an injustice,” said Mr.
Steele, in his most agreeable tone.

Loder, evidently, was not of the same
opinion. He did not like taking trouble,
and he was not deeply concerned about
observing strict justice. Still, as it was
impossible to set up in open opposition
to Peter's Form master, he had to
assent.

“1 don't believe s word of it,” he
said. “ But if you think it best, sir, of
course we will fmk into the matter.”

“I assure you, sir—"' said Peter.

“Quito so,’” said Mr. Steele. “1 will
socompany you to your study, Todd,
and we will see.”

Loder of the Sixth followed the Form
master, scowling as soon as Mr. Steele’s
back was turned. Peter followed Loder,
grinning. The bully of the Sixth was
going to be disappointed this time—at
least, so it seemed to Toddy. =

Most of the Remove fellows wero in
their studies, at prep, by this time.
Only Vernon-Smith was to be seen in
the passage, standing in_tho doorway of
No. 4 talking to Redwing who was in
the study. The Bounder's rather loud
voice was audible, as the Form master,
tho prefect, and Toddy came up the
passage from the stairs,

“You're an ass, Reddy! I wish you'd
come! It will be no end of a lark!”

“Rot!” came Redwing's reply from
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the study. “ For goodness’ sake, Smithy,
chuck it, and come in and get on with
your prep.”

“Blow prep!"” answercd Vernon-smith.
“Prep doesn't matter.”

Then Le glanced round at the sound
of footsteps, and coloured a little at the
slght of his Form master. He went
rather quickly into No. 4, Loder glanced
at Mr. Stecle, expectifg the Remove
master to stop at No. 4 and address
someo caustic remarks to & junior who
declared that prep did not matter. But
Richard Steele apparently had heard
nothing, and he walked on to No. T.

Tom Dutton had just arrived in No.
7 for prep. He rose to his feet as tho
Remove master came in.

Loder glanced quickly at the table as
ho followed Mr. Bteele. He smiled
sourly as he failed to discern any lines

there.

“Well, Todd, where is the im-
position 1" asked Mr. Steele kindly.

“On the table, sir, said Peter.

“1 do not see it.”

Petor hurried in.

As he had left the inky impot on the
study table when he sallied forth in

search of Bunter, he naturally expected
to find it there when he returned. But
it was not there. Several ink spots
and smears remained to tell of the spilt
ink, but the impot had vanished.

“1 suppose Dutton’s moved it, sir,”
said Peter.

Loder gave an audiblo eniff.

Gerald Loder was not very particular
about the truth himself, and it is well
said that a liar's punishment is not that
he is not believed, but that he finds it
impossible to believe others. Loder had
no scruple about lying when he was in a
difficulty, and he had no doubt that
Toddy was lying.

Mr, Steele turned to Tom Dutton.

‘““Have you moved Todd's lines from
the table?” he asked.

“Dutton’s deaf, sir I’ murmured Peter.

Mr, Steelo repeated his question in &
louder voice.

“Yes, sir,” answered Dutton,

“Pleaso hand them to me, then.”

“Eh?l’

“Please hand me Todd's lines,” said
Mr. Steele, crescendo.

Dutton blinked at him.

“] haven't scen any lines, sir,” ke
answered.

“What? You eaid you have moved
them from the table.”

“Ehi"

“Did you not say you
Todd's lines from the table?”
Steele almost shouted.

“0h, no, sir! 1 thought you asked mo
whether I was going to use the table,”
said Dutton cheerfully, "I haven't seen
any lines,”

“Dear me!"” said Mr. Stecle. “Yon
do not know what has become of the
imposition, Dutton "

“Oh, ves, sir, I know what a pre-
position 18,” said Dutton. “It is one of
the parts of speech. A preposition »»

“Not  preposition, Dutton—imposi-
tion!"” said Mr, Steele patiently. “I1 am
speaking of an imposition.”

“Oh, sir! I don’t sce why you should
give me an imposition,” said Duttgn, in
dismay. “1 ean tell you what a pre-
positjon is, sir—any kid in the Second
could. A preposition—-"

“Listen to me, Dutton! Todd left
some lines on thia table, according to
his statement to me. Haveo you scen
any lines?"”

“Lots, sir! There are a lot in Lan-
tham Chase—=—"

“Whar 7"

“ A lot of pines, sir. Firs, too."”

“Lines, Dutton, lines!” hooted Mr.
Stecle. I am speaking of Todd's im-
position.”

had mowve:l
Mr.
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“Oh, T thought you said preposition,
sir. Todd’s dispositica is all right. He's
very good-tempered.”

“You have to yell, sir!” hinted Peter.

“Have you seen Todd's imposition
here 1" roared Mr. Steele, in a voice that
even Dutton heard plainly. X

“Oh, no, sir! 1 haven't seen any im-
position.”

“I am quite sure that there was none
here, sir,” said Loder. “Dutton must
have seen it if it was here.”

“Dutton wasn't in the study when 1
left it,” said Peter.

“Were you in the study, Dutton?”
asked Loder, taking no heu& of Peter's
statement

“Yes. It's been raining,” said Dutton.

“What has that to do with it 1" hooted
Loder.

“I mean, that is why it was muddy.”

“] think we need question Dutton no
further,” said Mr. Steele, with a faint
smile. “Todd, if you had written your
lines, whero are they?”

“I--1 don't know, sir,” stammered
Peter. “1 left them lying on the table,
all inky.”

Another sniff from Loder. X

“Well, look round the study,” said
Mr. Steelo patiently. “It is very odd
that the lincs should not be here.”

The unhappy Peter rooted through
the study. But nothing was to be seen
of the inky impot. )

Mr. Steele waited patiently: Loder
waited impatiently, with a sncer on his

face.
“Well, Todd?" eaid Mr. Stecle, at
ast.

“1 can’t find them, sir,” said Peter.
“I—1 suppose nomnbody'a moved them.
Blessed if 1 know why."

“Rubbish!" said Loder.

“1 wrote them,” said Peter, “three
hundred and ninety at least. [ had
nearly finished—"

“You can hardly expect Mr. Stecle
to believe that, Todd!” said Leder.

“Mr. Steele knows that he can take a
fellow's word,” nanswered Peter,

“Tt is certainly very odd,” said Mr.
Steole. ‘I think, Loder, that it would
be better to give Todd time to find this
imposition. am very unwilling to be-
lieve that ho would tell an untruth. I
am sure you agree with me.”

Loder's look showed how much he
agreed with the Form master. But he
had to assent.

“QOh, certainly, sir, if you think ro,”
he answered. i

“T am glad vou agree, Loder,” zaid
Mr. Stecle urbanely. “Todd. you wil
be allowed a quarter of an hour to find
the lines you heve written, and take
them to er.”

“1'll ind them sooner than that, sir,”
said Poter confidently.

“Very well, then.”

Mr. Steele left the study, followed by

or. Peter was left to hunt for the
missing lines. He was not likely to
discover them in the Remove passage.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Hard Lines !

UZZZZ7.2227.271
Billy Bunter blinked at the
telophone in Mr. Steele’s study.
He was waiting there for his
Form master, when the telephone bell
rang. Ho strolled across to the instru-
ment, and lifted the receiver. A fellow
mifht have done that, to tell the caller
to hang on while Mr. Steele was fetched.
But that was not Bunter's idea In.
quisitiveness wes Bunter's besetting
weakness. Moreover, he was very ciirious
about Mr. Steele, many of whose ways
were not the usual ways of Form
wasters. Bunter wanted to know!

“Hallo!” came a deep voice that vas

rather familiar to Bunter's ears.
“Grimes speaking.”
Bunter started. It was Inspector

Grimes speaking from the police station
at Courtfield

“They're after him!” was the thought
that Aashed through Bunter's fat brain.

Bunter was a firm believer in the
strange story that was rumoured about
the new master of the Remove. He had
no doubt that Richard Steele was a
man with a guilty secret; in tact, that he
wus no other than the notorious Court-
field cracksman. Why the police did
not “get after ” Richard Stecle was a
mystery to Bunter Now he concluded
that they were getting after him!

“Hallo!” he uanswered into the
transmitter, speaking in as deep a voice
as ho could assume.

His 1dea was to encourage Mr. Grimes

to go on. He wanted to know all
sbout it.
“Sorry 1 couldn’t ring you up

earlier,” went on the inspector’s voice.
“I've just got back from the spot.”
Bunter wondered what the ‘‘‘spot”
might be that the officer had just got
back from. But he answered promptﬁ':
“That's all right."
. “That Irons speaking?” asked the
inspector,
The telephone was buzzing after the

]
WHO WANTS A POCKET
WALLET

like that of Eric Jo. es, 13, Princess
Road. L venshulme Manchester?
He got his tor sending in the
tollowing Greylriars Limsnick
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He's many a shot in his * locker."
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‘! shocker."

~ You surely can think out one on
similar lines Anyway, have a shot
at it to-day

manner of telephones, and the voice did
not come through clearly.

Bunter wondered again who and what
Irons might be. Bur when he was after
information Bunter was quick on the
uptake. If Mr, Grimes fancied that he
was speaking to a man named Irons he
could ge on faneying so.

“Yes," answered Bunter.

“The thing's buzzing s0 1 can
hart{}y hear you. That's Ironaf”
L1 e!Jl

*“I've left two of my best men there,
Irons. You and will relieve them
at eleven o'clock if agreeable to you.
What

“Certainly,” answered Bunter.

Obvionsly—to  Bunter—Mr. Grimes
had been given the wrong number by
the exhangc He could hardly have
intended to utng up a Form master
named Steele, to speak to a man named
Irons. Apparently the police were not
“gotting after " Steele after all.
Bunter was butting into a talk intended
for another policn officer. Still, he
found it quite interesting. As it did not
concern him in the very least, it was
bound to interest Dunter.

“That's settled, then,” said the in-
spector in uniform. “There's been
nothing so far. We're dealing with a
wary bird.”

“Qh!" said Bunter.

“But I needn’t toll you that—1 laney
he's the first man who's kept you busy
for so long a tune, Irons.”

7

“Yes, that's s0,” said Dunter cheer-
fully. “The very first.”
“I thought so' But
business this time, sir.”

“Oh, quite!” said Bunter.

“I'm only uneary lest the boy Whar-
ton may have chattered. But he is a
sensible lad. and vou feel sure about
b, 1 think.”

Bunter jumped,

The boy Whaiton, evidently, was
Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Greyfriars Remove. What on earth had
Wharton to do witn it?

“Can you hear me. Irons?”

“Oh yes—quite 1"

“You're sure about Wharton?”

- Abmlutaliy I" gasped Bunter,

“That's all right, then.  Well, if
agreeable to you. sir, I'll be at the
spot at eleven, and you will join me
there. Does that suit?”

“Certainly,” said Bunter,

“The man’s hardly likely to turn up
before then; but there are two good

it looks like

men rmrév for him if he does. Eleven,
then ! ood-bye !"

“Good-bye !" said Bunter,

Inspector Grimes rang off, DBunter

replacec the reeoiver on the telephone,
and stood blinking. He was utterly
mystifie] by what Ee had heard. The
Courtfield inspecto: must have been
speaking to the wrong number—there
was nobody at Greyfriars, so far as
Bunter knew bearing the uncommen
name of Irons Bui what on carth had
the “boy Wharton ” to do with it?
Greyfriars was nixed up in the matter
somchow What was it all about? And
what had Wharton to do with it? Never
had Billy Bunter been so consumed with
curiosity,

. The sound ot 2 well-known footstep
in the passage caused Bunter to jump
away from the telephone.

Whether that call bad been intended
for Mr. Stecle or not, Bunter realised
that it would not do to lot Mr, Steelo
know ttat bhe had answered it on his
own responsibility

Fortunatels for Buanter, Mr. Steclo
was not aware that his telephone-bell
had rung. He came into the study quito
unsuspiciously The delay in Study No.
7 in the Remove had kept him eclear
till the talk was over

“Ah. Bunter|” said Mr.
glancing ac the fat junior. *You have
your lines?”

*“Nearly all. s'r,” suid Bunter. *I1—1
hadn’t quite time to finish them, sir—
I—I've done nearly five hundred, sir.”

“If wyou buve done necarly five
hundred, Bunter, 1 will excuse you the
rest,” said Mr. Steele. “Hand them
to me.”

Bunter picked up the imposition,
which he had laid on the table. His
own fifty lines lay on top of Peter
Todd’s industrious work.  Fifty linos
from Bunter, and nearly four hundred
from Peter Todd ought to give satisfac-
tion, with luck. [If only the beast didn't
examine the beastly trﬁng too closely !
Some Form maaters wouldn't; but this
man Steele was a beast who expected
follows to work, so you never could tell,

Mr. 2teele glanced at the top shect,
and frowned.

“Your writing is shocking, Bunter,”
ha said.

“Tt—it's better further on, sir," said
Bunter., witk a brilliant inspirnliauj

Steele,

“I've been trying to make my han
like Todd's, sir—he writes such a goo
hand.”

* Indeed.”

Mr. Steele turncd over the sheets, am
Bunter had feared that he would.

Thero wa. no lonbt that the greater
part of that lenethy impot was in a
bhand remarkably like Peter Todd's,
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That really was not surprising, as it was
Toddy who had written it.

Mr. Steelo stared at it, and stared at
Bunter.

“You wrote this, Bunter?"

" Oh, yes, sirl”

“It is in Todd's hand.”

“Yes, sir; I—I mado it like Todd's
because—because he writes so much
better than 1 do, sir.”

“And how did you come to spill so
much ink over it, Bunter?” ]

“I—I knocked over the inkpot, sir,
just as I finished. 1 was tired, sir,”
said Bunter, pathetically “ Sticking
in the Form-rcom all the afternoon,
writing nearly five hundred lines,
sip—""

But for that vist to Peter Todd's
study Mr. Steele might have swallowed
Bunter's statcnents whole. Now_ that
he was aware that Todd's imposition,
with ink spilled on it, was mis.eing. he
was not at all likely to swallow it.”

* Bunter 1”

“Yes, sirl"” groaned Dunter; he
could tell by that deep tone that Steele
was going to be a beast|

“You did not write
Bunter,”

“Oh, yes, sir|l In the Form-room—"

" An imposition has been missed from
Todd's study, Bunter. Ink had been
spilled on it. ‘This, obviously, is the
imposition."

unter quaked.

“You have taken another boy's lines,
to palm off on your Form master as
yeur own!” said Mr Steelo sternly.

“Oh dear! Oh no sir!
wouldn't | 1f—if Toddy says he's missed
the lines, sir, he—he's mistaken! De-
sides, he nover had any lines to do.
Loder never gave him linea for buzzing
a snowball at him, sir.”

“I think, Bunter, that you are the
most untruthful boy in iy experience,”
said Mr. Steele.

“Oh., really, sir! Mr. Quelch used to
hold me up_as an example to the Form,
sir, because I was so truthful,” said
Bunter, “Ho used to—to compliment
me on it, sir.”

“You have taken these lines [rom
Todd's study.”

“It's my study as well as Todd’s,
Bir.

“You utterly obtuse boy! Is that a
roason whydyou should take Todd's lines
and pretend that they are your own?”

“ But—but they're mine sir|” gasped
Bunter., “I—I wrote every word there,
sir—every syllable.  Besides, he was
after me with a fives bat.”

“What 1"

“J—I mean—'

“You will write out the whole five
hundred lines, Bunter, and bring them
to me by Saturday!”

“Oh lor’ 1"

“And in_the meantime I shall cane
you for laziness and untruthfulness.”

“Oh crikey 1"

Mr. Steele picked up a cane.

“You will bend over that chair,
Dunter.”

“But, sir,” gasped Bunter, “the lines
weren't any use to Todd, sir. That
beast Loder would have made him
write them over again, as there was
ink spilled on them.”

“That is no excuse for your pretenco
that you wrote them, Bunter.”

“But—but I did write them, sir.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Every line, sirl I—1 hope you be-
licve me1”

“Upon my word!” stuttered Mr.
Stecle. “Bunter, bend over that chair
st onece !”

“Oh dear!®

Whack, whack, whask |

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

Tge Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,149,
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“You may go, Bunter, and remember
to bring me your imposition by
Saturday !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow "

“Leave my study [

__Bunter groaned his way to the door.
That surreptitious use of Peter's impot
had been really a brain-wave, but it
had turned out a delusion and a snare.
Billy Bunter felt that it was very hard
lines. Few fellows wou!d have had the
gumption to think of such a wheeze,
and DBunter bad received no reward
whatever for his uncommon gumptiop.

“Dy the way, Bunter—" added Mr.
Steele, as the Owl cf the Remove
opened the door.

“Ow! Wowl”

“Has the telephone-bell rung while
you have been in the study?”

“Oh! No, sir! Not a sound!”

“Very well. You may go!”

And Bunter went.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Plays the Goat |

““ ET out "
G “ Buzz off 1"
Harry Wharton and Frank

Nugent spoke almost sim-
ultaneously,

They were at prep in Study No. 1
when Billy Bunter entered suddenly,
and closed the door behind him.

Instead of getting out, Bunter put his
finger to his lips as a sign of silence.

“Hush !” he breathed.

Wharton and Nugent stared at him.

“What the thump—" began the
captain of the Remove,

lfIYIush l'l h

“You fat chump—"

“Hush ! Loder's after me!" breathed
Bunter.

I!Oh [,’

Prep was prep; but if the bully of
the Sixth was after Bunter, the fat Owl
was welcome to such shelter as Study
No. 1 could afford him

Bunter turned to the door and
listened for a momen*. Then he turned
to the chums of the Remove again.

“Don’t you felow: give me away!”
he whispered. “That beast, Loder, is

after me. He's gut his cane.”

“What have you done, yon fat
fraud 1”

“Nothing.”

“As usual 1" grinned Nugent.

“Yes, old chap. Tt was all Toddy's
fault,” explained Bunter “T1 took his
lines to Steele, and it would have been
all right, only the fathead had told
Steele he'd missed his lines. 8o the
beast jum to it that T was showing
up Toddy's lines as my own, yon know.
Just because they wero ir Toddy's fist.
Couldn’t take a fellow's word !

“Oh, my hat!”

“ And er made out that Toddy
hadn't done the imper for him, you
know, and was going to lick Teddy,
and Steele butted in—that beast is
always butting in where he isn't
wanted—and told him how it was, so
Loder had to let Toddy off.”

'led !ll

“Good?” repeated Bunter. *Why,
fou silly ass, you know what Loder is
ike if he has to let a fellow off! Ile
takes it out of another fellow. Now he
wants to take it out of me. Just as if
1 was to blame, you know.”

“And you weren't to blame?” asked
Nugent sarcastically

“Not at all, old chap! Stecle says
I've got to take him the whole impot
on Saturday Just as it [ hadn’t shown
up my lines this evening! Talk about
injustice! And Loder makes out that
I nearly got Toddy a licking for
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nothing, so I ought to bave a licking.
angg that 1" ; :

o you jo weli
Wharton. g
."Oh, really. Wharton' I've had one
licking from Stesi> f[or nothing. He
would have let mo aloue if you'd gono
to him as I wante and told him about
my pater—I mean, my unclo—being
run over by a taxi-bus—I mean, a
taxi—"

“Why didn't you tell him that your-
self 1

“Well, he mightu't have believed
me,"” said Bunter, shaking his head sor-
rowfully. “The man's no gentleman,
}'ou know; he doubts a fellow's word.

say, you fellows, I dodged away from
Loder. I'm not going to be licked twice
in the same place. The beast's after
me. I say, if ho come- to this study,
will y'nu fellows collar him while I get
away 1"

ought!” said

“Collar n  prefect!” ejaculated
Nugent.
“Yes. He's a beast and a bully, and

he only‘wnnls to lick somebody, as he's
disappointed about having to let Toddy
off. That beast Steele made him let
Toddy off. He's alwayas butting in. 1f
Loder had taken it our of Toddy, he
would be satisfied. Now he's after me.
I'd much rather he was after you
fellows.”

“CGo hon!”

“Collar him if he comes here—"
Bunter broke off, and listened with
painful intentness at the door to a
sound of footsteps. “Oh crumbs! He's
coming! T say you fellows, will you
collar him if he butts in here?”

“1 don'lt think !” grinned Nugent.

o ﬁ“l Ll

The footstepa passed the door of
Study No. 1. Loder ot the Sixth, ap-
parently, had gone on to Study No. 7
to look for Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove turned an
anguished countenance towards the two
juniors.

“1 say, you fellows, that beast will
root all along the passage for me.
]l‘!o'a hcn':nd to come here. If you collar

im '

‘ Fathead I

“Well, I'm ing to hide,” said
Bunter.  “Mind you don't give mo
away. Mum's the word, you know.”

There was a rather tattered screen in
the corner of Study No. 1 Billy
Bunter insinuated his fat person hchind
it. and disappeared from sight.

Wharton and Nugen: exchanged &
grin, and resumed prep.

“J eay, you fellows!” came a hoarse
whisper from behind the screen,

“8hut up!”,

“I say, mind yon don't give me
away! Not a word, you know! If
Loder comes here, tell him you think
I've run away from school.”

“Hea. ha, ha!

“Rlessed if T can ree anything to

cackle at. This is a jolly serious
matter!” howled Bunter. “I've had
one licking! Tt was all your fault,
Wharton, as you know. k hero!

Do vou think Loder would believe that
I'd run away from school 1"

“Tla, ha, ha! Hardly!"

“Well. tell him I've fallen downstairs
and broken my neck. Say I've been
taken to sanny with a broken neck.”

“Oh ecrumbs!” gasped Wharton.
“It's just barely possible that ho
mightn't believe .hat either.”

“Well, make it o leg A leg will do.
Tell him T've broken the spinal column
of my left ieg—*

“Ha. ha, ha !”

“Look here, you beasts—>"

“Cheese it! Somebody’s coming
said Nugent.

“Oh crikey I"
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“ Why the thump are you hiding under that

bed, Bunter?' asked Wingate. **I—I—I
thought it was Loder | ** gasped the terrified
Removite.

/

1\
/ A

The door of

Bunter became silent.
Study No. 1 opened, and Loder of the

Sixth looked in.

His look was not amnable. \Whether
it was because Bunter deserved it, or
because Loder wanted to lick some-
body, cerlainly the bully of the Sixth
was yearning to use his ashplant. He
gave an angry stare round tho study.

“Has [Bunter been here?” he
demanded.

“Buntor of the Removel!” asked
Harry.

“Yes, you young ass! What Bunter
do you supposo I mean?” snapped
Loder.

“Well, there's another Bunter in the
Sccond Form—"

“Has ho been here?" enorted Loder.

“Bunter of tho Second?” asked
Wharton innocently.

“No!"” roared [oder. “Bunter of
the Remove! Tell mo at once whether
ho has beon here!” ;

“He's been here, bui ho vanizhed
five minutes ago,” answered the captain
of the Remove. .

“Has he gone downstairs again?”

“Weo can't see the stairs from hero.”

“The young scoundrol's hiding some-
where,” growled Loder. *I'll give him
tho licking of his life when I find him !”

Loder turned back to the doorway;
und, withowt leaving the study. looked
up and down the Remove passage. Two
or threo fellows wore looking out of
thoir doorways; but William Georgo
Jiunter was not to be scen. lLoder
reemed rather uncertain what step nest
to take; and he remsined where te
was, scowling up and down the passage.

“] say, you fellows, has ho gonei”
came a voice from behind the screen in
the corner. ped

er jumped.

“QOh, my hat!" gasped Wharton.

Il

L
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“8o he's hero " roared Loder, glaring
at the chums of the Remove., * You
knew it! You will take & hundred
lines each! Bunter, come out at once!"

“Oh crikey !

“Do you hear mo?"

“I—I'm not here!” gasped Bunter.

“Will you come out?”

“QOh crumbs!”

Loder strode across the study towards
the screen. Heo grabbed it by the
corner, and hurled 1t asido.

Billy Bunter was revealed.

‘““Now, you young rascal—

How Bunter came to do it he never
knew afterwards. But the sight of
Loder's angry face, tho swishing ash-
plant in his hand, were too much for
the Owl of tho Remove. As Loder ex-
tended a hand to grasp him, Bunter
lowered his head and butted.

Crash !

Bunter's bullet head landed on
Loder's waistcoat with a fearful con-
cussion. Loder sat down.

In an instant Bunter had flown past
him and vanished from tho study.
Loder sat where he waz, gasping and
gurgling.

“Groogh! Gerrooogh! Ooooonoooh !

Loder pressed both hands to his waist-
coat, with an expression on his face
that might have moved a heart of
stone. Bunter had driven every ounce
of breath out of him; and Loder was
making extraordinary noisea as ho
struggled to get it back.

“Qooooch ! Oooooo-er !
gug 1"

“Oh erumbs !" murmured Nugent.

“ Moooooooooh !" camo from Loder
of thn Sixth. * Moooooooooh!" It was
a strange noiso, liko tho mooing of an
asthmatic cow. “QOocoooooh! Wooooh!
Moooooooooh !"

1lo staggered to his fect at Inat.

Gug-gug-

He was no longer thinking of Bunter,
Even vengoance did not appeal to
Gerald Loder now. With a ghastly face,
and both hands pressed tightly to his
waistcoat, tho prefect tottered {rom tha
study.

Wharton and Nugent manfully sup-
pressed their feclings: and it was not
till Lodor was gone that they ventured
to chortlo. Then they chortled loud
and long.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
To Go or Not to Gol

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH was
H loafing outside Study No. 1
when Harry Wharton and
Nugent came out after prep.
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Hurrco Singh were coming along the
passage, and they joined their chums;
and the five of them wero proceeding
towards the stairs together, when the
Bounder called out:
“Hold on, Wharton "
Harry glanced back.
“Coming down, Smithy?" he asked.
“Not yet! 1 want to speek to you!”
“Oh, all right!” A
Wharton turned back, while bhis
friends went on down the Remove stair-
case. Smithy lounged into Study No. 1,
and Wharton followed him in, and
turned on the light again. Apparently,
what the Bounder had to say could
not bo said in the passage.
Vernon-Smith kicked the door shut.
“Well, give it a name, old scout!"
said Wharton, rather mystified by these
preliminaries.
“1t's nbout to-night,” said Smithy.
“Well, what about it?"
“I'm going|"
Tae Macyer Lisnany.—No, 1,140
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“You've not breaking bounds again,
Smithy, alter lights-out—same as you
did last night®" exclaimed Wharton,
frowning. “ Look here, there’s a limit,
and | jolly well think—"" ;

“Keep your wool on!” said the
Bounder icily, “Last night 1 broke
bounds for a joy-ride to Lantham, to
sce a man there; this is nothing of the
kind. 1 suppose you haven't forgotten
that while f was out of bounds last
night T saw a man hiding something in
the drain tunnel under the river bank;
and that you went there, and found the
bonds that had been stolen from Top-
ham Croft by the Courtfield cracks-
man "

“I'm not likely to have forgotten that
already,” answered Harry. “But I
don't sce—"

“They'll be watching the place to-
night—the police, I mean. That deteo-
tiva man you saw at Topham Croft—
what was his name 1"

“Irons,” answered Wharton, after &
moment’s pause.

He coloured faintly as he made the
apswer,

Harry Wharton was the only Grey
friars man who knew that Richard
Steele, Form master of the Remove. was
Inspector Trons, of the Criminal Investi-
gation Depariment, at Seotland Yard.

He had made the discovery by sheer
chance, in taking the stolen gonds bark
to Topham Croft, where the man from
Scotland Yard was investigating the
latest exploit of the Courtficld cracks-
man.

Ilo had promised Steele to keep the
sceret ; an he was keeping it, fully
realising how important the matter
was. For had it become known that a
Scotland Yard detective was at Grey-
frinrs, in the role of a Form master, it
was fairly certain that Inspector Trons
would have had little chance of success.

Wharton had no choice but to keep
the seerct; but he was feeling uncom-
fortable.

His answer was the exact truth; the
detective he had seen at Topham Croft
was named Irons. But the man was
also Richard Steele; a fact that the
Bounder was far from suspecting. 8o,
although Wharton's answer was 'per-
feetly truthful, he could not help feel
ing that it showod more of the wisdom
of the serpent than of the innocence of
the dove.

“lrons! A queer name!" said the
Bounder. “Well, you know what he's
certain to do—he or Grimes! The thief
doesn't know the bonds have been taken
from their hiding-place, and he will
come back for them—to-night or some
other night. They'll watch the place
if they've got any sense.”

“Pretty certain to, I think," said
Harry.

“Well, T want to be on the scene,”
eaid Smithy.

“Rot !" said Wharton, at once. * You
ean’t be there without breaking bounds
lato at night, for one thing!”

“Dear me!" said the Bounder
watirically.
“0Oh, T know that's nothiog to you!"

snapped Wharton. “ But you may do a
1ot of harm. You may get in the way—
perhaps give the alarm to the man if he
cemes there—=""

“I"m not a fool !"

“You will be a fool if you meddle in
u matter that belongs to the police!”
said Harry.

“Might be able to help!” said
Smithy. “The police haven't had such
a lot of luck in dealing with that thief.
He's been raiding places all over this
neighbourhood. this term and last, and
thev haven't put salt on his tail vet.
Thev've got nothing back that he's
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lifted, except old Topham's bonds; and
that was through me.”

“Yes, that's true,”
“Sull—"

“1f they're watching the place ot all,
they're at it through information given
by me,"” said Smithy. “It's my game
more than theirs, 1f you como to that!
I've a right to take a hand!"

“Wharton made no reply to that.
There was, to a certain extent, some-
thing in what the Bounder said; and,
anyhow, 1t was easy to see that Herbert
Vernon-Sunth had made up his mind,
and that a wilful fellow would have
his way. I'ho thrill of the adventure,
and the element of risk attached to 1t,
had an irresistible appeal for the
Bounder.

“Well, will you come with mel”
asked Smithy abruptly.

“11" exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes, you! Skinner's too funky, and
Redwing's too fatheaded; he won't
come, anyhow. I want somebody.”

“You'll have to look a little farther,
then,” said Harry. *I'm certainly not
going to break school bounds st night.”

“I'm not asking you to join in a run
to the Three Kishers, or the Cross
Keys,” said the Bounder sarcastically.
“There's no harm in this, I suppose.”

“ No, but—"

Wharton paused, with a worried look.

Ho bad no doubt that the police
would be watching the place that night,
for the cracksman to return for his
hidden plunder. And he could bave
little doubt that Inspector lrons would
be there—that is to say, Mr. Steele, the
master of the Remove.

The Bounder, 1if he was on the scene,
was not likely to be of any use in deal-
ing with the cracksman; but it was
quite possible that he might discover
the Forw waster's secret.

Wharton knew that secret already,
and he could rely on his own discretion.
He wus fur from relying on Smithy's.

Vernon-Smith's eyes were curiously

on his face.
‘But what?” he asked. “What are

said Harry.

you thnking of 7 .
“You'd better keep clear,” said
Harry.

“lm not gowng to keep clear. I'm
going to be on the spot,” answered the
Bounder coolly. “1 wouldn't miss it
for worlds.”

“You were nearly nabbed out of
bounds last might. Steele suspects you
alreudy. In fact, knows—"

“] don't care whuat he suspects or
knows, so long as Le can't land it on
me,” said Smithy. “ .nd he can't.”

“Look here. Smithy—*

“I'm gong. I'd rather have a pal
with me; but I'in quite prspnrcd to go
glone. I'm going, anyhow.’

Whartwn paused again.

“The fact 1s, you'd like to come,”
gaid the Bounder, with a grin, “ You'd
jolly well like it as much as I should.”

T{ml was true enough. Thr excite-
ment of the adventure had un a-peal
for Wharton. But he shook his head.

“1'd like it all right,” Lo admitted.
llBu‘__-ll

“Well, come, then!”

“You may be doing a lot of lLarm
that you don’t understand by butting
in, Smithy. 1 wish you'd ~ive it a
miss.”

*1 may be doing a lot of rood. The
police have let that cracksanan slip
through their fingers for months, and
they wmay let him slip again. We may
be able to belQ.“

“1 mean —"

“Well. what do you mcan?” asked
the Bounder sharply.

Wharton opened his lips, Lut closed
them again. He could not explain .hat
what he feared was, that Smithv might
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discover the Form master's secret by
butting nto the affair.

“Wuut are you keeping back 1" asked
the Buunaer. 1 can sce you've got.
sometiun on your mund. What is it 72

1 thuk you ought not to go.”

“Well, lm gowg. Will v.u come,
or shall | get sowe other Remove man
to go uloug with me? Uolsover major
wourd cowe, 1f 1 usked him.”

Whurton drew a deep breath.

“1 1l come,” he smid.

“Good wan!"” suid the Bounder. But
he ey.d the Taptuin of the Kemovo very
intently and curiously. He could see
clearly enough that tlarry bad some
reasou, which he had not stated, for
consenting to join in the adventure.
“L'll cull you at ten-thirty.”

“1t's a go!” said Harry.

“Raght 1"
t'I;iha Bounder lounged out of the
study.

Hurry Wharton remained in deep
thought for sowne minutes after Verngn-
Smity had lett bun, He Lad ronsented
to accowpany the Bounder, for a good
reuson. oSteele was certain to ¢ there.
The Uounder and his companion wero
very likely to see him with tho police,
after which the Form muster’s secret
would not be & secret much longer.
Smithy, if he discovered it, might bo
induced to keep 1t dark; but "lolsover
major was certain to talk it all over
the school 1f he lound it out.

Certainly Mr. steele would & have
been likely to approve of the head boy
of his Form bresking bounds at night,
for any reason whatsoever. But it was
for Stecle’s sake thut Wharton had
made up his mund to join the Bourder
in his reckless adventure.

———

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

After Lights Out |
INGATE of the Sixth saw
w lights out that night for the
Remove.

lu ithe Remove dormitory,
when the prefect arrived there with tho
Form, there was one member of the
Remove nussing.

It was Williain George DBunter.

Bunter had been missing ost of tho
evening, as u wmatter of fuct.

He biad ot turned up in Study No. ¥
for prep Peter Todd !:ad kept the
fives but ready for !im; .ut Bunter
had not wmade a close acquaintance with
that fives bat.

Before prep was over DPeter's wrath
had evaporated, and Bunter could have
returned to Study No. 7 in security.
But Bunter had other reasons for avoid-
ing the publie eye.

der of the Sixth was anxious to
eee him,

Twice or thrice Loder had come up
to thé Remove passage looking for

Bunter. Loder was still pale, and
gppuremllv bad not recovered [rom the
impact of Bunter's bullet head upon

his waistcoat.

But Loder did not find the Owl of
the Remove, und he gave it up at ]
no doubr thinking tﬁnt Bunter --oul
keep uill the morning.

I'his game of hide and scek L..ween
William George Bunter and the bully
of the Sixth made the Removites
chortle, and they wondered hrw lon:
it would continue. Apparently it was
still going ou, as Bunter had 1ot put
in an appearance at hed-time.

Wingate glanced ound the doimi-
tory.

“There's one fellow not liere,” he
said. *“ Where's Bunter?”

(Continued on page 12.)



“Old Ref” Calling All “Footer” Fans!
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What « Old Ref *’ doesn’t know about the laws of “soccer » isn’t worth knowing.

|~
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By
The “OLD
REF.”

If in doubt over

any footer problem, write and get his expert opinion. He’s always ready to assist *“ Magnet ** readers,

bility of the South Shields club, now in the Northern
Third Division, moving its home to the east end of
N tle. A der from the Newcastlo district
wants to know whether South Shields could s0 move without
the consent of the football authorities, and what would New-
castle United folk have to say about it, anyway 1

In the first place the answer to the direct question is that
Bouth Shields could not move from South Shields to Newcastle
~—or anywhore else—and keop their status without the consent
of the rulers of football. The point was raised some years ago
ond a woak spot in tho rules was discovered, and a change made
in the regulations concerning the movement of a club from one
headquarters to another.

Perhaps you will remember that in the old days there was a
club called Woolwich Arsenal, the name being given to them
becauso they played at Woolwich, of course, and because the
Arsenal was quite near to their ground. Indeed, the club had
originally boen started by the workors at tho arsenal.

the course of the years, howwever, it was found difficult, if
not impossible, to carry on a first-class club at Woolwich,

so the directors decided on a to another
part of London.

They chose a spot at Highbury, which is about equal distance
from the grounds of Tottenham Hotspur and Clapton Orient.

These two clubs of North London lodged an objection to the
proposed move by the Arsenal. They said that their gates
would be affected, and they appealed to tho rulers of football
to stop Woolwich Arsenal coming to Highbury. It was then
discovered, however, that the authorities had no power, accord-
ing to their rules, to stop such a move being made, and, though
they might have listened sympathetically to the protests of the
two clubs I have named, they could do nothing. But, of course,
once the difficulty had been brought to light, an a 1 b

THERE is talk in the North of England about the possi-

The rules say that a player, being off the fleld,
must nol come on o it without the permissi
of the referee. But the rules don’t say what shall
be the punishment for a breach of this regulation.

I doubt if the referee could have justified his action by
reference to the rules, but, on the other hand, I think his aotion
was justified by common sense. To wam such a player that be

was guilty of ungentl y conduot Id have tho same
as inflicting no punish tatall, b he wasn't likely to do
the samo thing again in tho same match, was ho ?

interesting questi ning t in & recont
“ Dorby Day " game botween Everton and Liverpool.
In the course of the game a passing mov t bet
the Liverpool forwards was ended by Smith, the Live 1
contre, shooting the ball into the net. The refereo immediatoly
awarded a goal, or, at any rate, pointed to the centre of the
field to suggest that o legitimate goal had been scored.

Tho Everton players raised a protest, and the referee was
persuaded to consult a linesman. After the consultation the
decision was changod and Evorton were given a free kick on the
Eroundu that long bofore Smith scored the goal the linesman

ad waved another player offside.

The question at 1ssuo is this:

Can the referee chang
awarding a goal 7

The answer is cortainly, so long as the chango of decision
is made before the game is restarted. I cannot express any
opinion as to whother the eventual decision was right or
wrong in this case. but if the linesman persuaded the referee
that there had been an offside infringement, then the referce
f?r his part was quite justified, and even correct, to change his

ONE of my readers from Walton, Liverpool, asks an
MZ )

his decisi

after

was immediately made in the rules, and now

no club in membership of the League can change
ils headguarters without the consent of the
authorities.

So if South Shields want to move to Newcastle thoy will
liave to got permission to do so. Whether such permission
would be given is a question which I t v b
1 don't know whether any real objection would be lodged against
such a move by the present Newcastle club.

AM reminded of another weak spot in the rules by a query

E which comes {rom a reader at Gosport. His team, play-

ing in a recent match, arrived one man short. ’I)'hoy

started the game with ten men, and it was agreed that if

tho eleventh ‘)Iu.yer turned up he should take his place in the

fiold. Tho player did turn up when tho match was in progress,

but doshed on to the field later on just in time to ropoll an
aitack by the other side.

The reforee stopped the game, however, and awarded a froe
kick to the attackers, because the late arrival had come on to the
fiold without his permission. At tho same time, the refereo,
awarding the free kick, said that a goal could be scored dircct
therefrom. 1 am asked as to whethor the referee was right
in both these decisions—that is, in giving o free Lick and saying
that a goal could be scored direct from it.

This is one of the things which, so far as 1 can gather, is not
dealt with in the rule-books.

which deserves the attention of the rule-makers. It

is laid down in the rules that the players of football

must not, cither by word or action, express dissont
over any docision given by tho referce. Yet it ia perfectly
obvious that if the Everton players had carried out this rule
in the case quoted, they would have had a goal chalked up
against them. To put the matter in another way, the rule-
makers, on this point, have set an idoal standard of conduot
which, if carried out, would lead to injustice.

SHORT REPLIES.

W. T. P., of Wandsworth.—If a full-back, taking & goal-kick,
passes the ball back to his goalkeeper, and tho latter misses it
and it rolls into the net, the award should be a corner-kick.
But if, in the same circumstances, the ball just touched the goal-
keopor—that is, the second player—and then went into the net,
it would be a goal.

@G. H. P., of Elstree.—No, the referce would not extend tho
time of a match to enable a corner-kick to be taken after tho
goa.lkeo had saved a penalty kick for which over-time had

eon allowed

THI.S sort of incident raises another interesting point

C. W. E. B., of Gosport.—Soee reply to W. T. P, above. Tho
decision should have been a free kick for playing tho ball twice.
Thero is no rule now which says that tho feot of the player
throwing in the ball should bo together, and it is corroct to bring
the ball over the head in both hands.
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GOOD-BYE, BUNTER!

(Continued from page 10.)

“Echo answers—where!” 1aurnnured
Bob Cherry. .

“The wherefulness is tecific,”
grinned Hurree Jumset Ram Singh.

“Wharton, do you know where
Bunter 181"

*No, Wingate,” answered Herry.

“Why is he not here?” exclaimed the
Greyfriars captain “npatiently. He
lan round ot & crowd of grinning
aces. “What's up? You youne
sweeps seem to have some jokce on.
Whaut does 1t mean 1" )

“I think Bunter's dodging Loder,”
answered Harry.

“The young ass!”

“The esteemed Loder is terrifically
infuriated,” explained Hurree Jamset
Ram S8ingh. “The ecxcellent and
rioiculous Bunter butted him cn his
worthy bread-basket, and -aused him
infernal pains.” _

“Caused him what?” roared Win-
gate. N

“Inky wmneans internal _ains,” said
Wharton hastily.

“Ha, ba, ba!” .

“He went downstairs doubled up like
a  pocket knife,” rrinned Skinner.
“ Bunter doesn't want to s.o him any
more."”

“Well, the young rss .oust turn up
for dorm,” said sWirlg'ate. laugking.
“Where on earth cun ho be1”

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry, staring at a fat face anl
a pair of large spectacles that emerged
i':rotp underneath Bunter's bed. * Here
o is.”

“ Bunter,” exclaimed Wingate, “ what
the thump are you under that bed for,
you young ass?”

“]—1 say, 1—1 thought it might be

Loder seeing lights out!” gasped
Bunter. “1—I thought I'd zeep oat of
sight. I—1 don't wvant to see Loder,

pleuase,- Wingate.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Loder won't bother you after
li!;ht.a-out." said Wingate, with a laugh.
“Turn in, you young sweeps."”

Wingate left the dormito.y, and the
Removites proceeded to turn in. Billy
Bunter blinked dismally at a grinning
Form.

“1 say, you fellows, 1i-d-d-do you
think Loder is still -vaxy?” he asked.

“Mad as & hatter,” said Skinner
with a chuckle. * You -vinded him, old
fat bean, and he's thirsting for your
blood.”

“0Oh dear!”

“You're all right till morning,” said
Peter Todd comjortingly. *Loder will
slay ﬁau in the morning.”

*“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“If you have tears, prepare to shed
_them after prayers to-morrow,” said
Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1—I say, you fellows, do you think
Loder will come here after me " acked
Bunter anxiously.

“Of course he won't, fathead!” said
Wharton, “Even prefects are not
-allowed to kick up a shindy after
lights out.”

“He may fecl better in the morning,”
said Bunter hopefully. “Hc—he may
be in a good temper by then.”

“He may,” grinned Skinner. “But
the odds are that he mayn't.”

“The oddfulness is terrific.”

Dilly Bunter turned in dismally. He
had escaped so far; but the prospects
for the morrow were gloomy.

Wingate came back and turned the
lights out, and the Remove scttled down
to slumber

But it was a whole minute before
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Billy Bunter was able to forget his
woes in slecp, After which, his deep
snore awoke the echoes of the dormitory.

Harry Wharton did not fall asleep so
easily as usual. He was thinking of the
night's adventure, in a rather troubled
frame of mind. But he slept at last,
and did not wake till a light touch in
the darkness caused him to start from
slumber. ;
bezllp blinked at a dim figure beside his

“Timel'" whispered the Bounder.

Wharton sat up and shivered a little.
The night was cold. He rubbed his
eyes.

“ You're going, then?” he asked.

“Of course I'm going. Do you think
I'm & fellow to chop and change?”
grunted Smithy. “You're coming?"

“1 supposo so."”

“Buck up, then.”

Wharton turned out of bed and
dressed in the dark. The Bounder was
already dressed.

No other fellow in the dormitory was
awake.

Silent as ghosts the two juniors crept
out, leaving the rest of the Remove
eleeping.

Five minutes later they were stealing
quietly away from the House in the
winter gloom.

The Bounder touched Wharton's arm
as they were making their way towards
the Cloisters.

“Steele's still up!" he whispered.

Wharton started and looked round.
A light was showing in Mr. Steele's
study window across the dusky quad.

“If he knew——" grinned the
Bounder.

It was not likel
wu . thinking mucﬂ

that Richard Stecle
of possible broikers
of bounds that night, Whartrn eon-
sidered. Inspector Irons was, no doubt,
thinking of the chance that had come,
at long last, of getting hold of the
Courtfield eracksman.

But Wharton was surprised that he
was still in the school. He had fully
expected that the schoolmaster detective
would be with the police, watching on
the bank of the Sark.

“You think he's there "’ he asked.

It occurred to him that Mr. Steele
might have left his study light burning
during his absence, to conceal the fact
that he was absent.

“Well, his hght's on,” said Smithy.
Then he chuckled softly, the same
thought entering his mind that had
entered Wharton's, “It may be
gammon, though; he may be ocut on
one of his prowls. You know ho goes
out prowling at night.”

Wharton was well aware of that.

“I'm blessed if I know why,” said
Smithy. “1I thought at first that he was
up to no good; but I know now that
he's a straight man. Whut he goes
prowling for is a giddy mystery."”

1t was no longer a mystery to Harry
Wharton, but he said nothing.

“He's there all right!" added the
Bounder suddenly. * Look!"

Upon the window-blind of the Form
master’'s study a shadow appeared. It
was the well-defined shadow of a man
standing at the telephone, lifting the
roceiver.

“ Phoning to somchody ! said Smithy.
“Well, I hope it will keep him busy—
too busy to noso into our dormitory.
Come on.”

They hurried on in the darkness.

Certainly Mr. Steele, at that
mowment, was not giving much thought
to his Form. He was a dutiful Form
master, though his mastership at Grey-
friars was only a cover for his real
business in that part of the country.

THE MAGNET

But just then Mr. Steele had almost for-
gotten that he was master of the
Remove, and remembered only that he
was Inspector Irons of the C.I.LD. The
Bounder would have been interested,
and extremely surprised, could he have
heard the talk on the telephone in Mr.
Quelch’s old study. It was to the polico
station at Courtfield that the Remove
master was speaking.

“1 did not get the call,” Mr. Steele
was saying. “You are sure that
Inspector Grimes rang me up this
evening 7"

“Quite sure, sir.”

“Mr. Grimes is not in now?"”’

“No, sir. He left half an hour ago.”

“1 will wait till eleven. Ask Mr,
Grimes to ring me if he comes in before
then. If he comes in later, tell him
th:ﬁt 1 am gone to the place he knows

“Very well, sir,”

Mr. Steele paced his study with a
wrinkle in his brow. How he had
missed the call from Courtfield he did
not know; and he certainly was not
aware that Inspector Grimes was ex-
pecting to see him on the bank of the
Sark at eleven o'clock. There was one
fellow who could have explained; but
that fellow was snoring soundly in the
Remove dormitory.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Surprising Meeting |

” USHI"
H T Wba 2
The Bounder gripped
Wharton’s arm, in the dark-

ness of the Cloisters almost fiercely,
“Hush!" he breathed.

Harry Wharton stopped, silent; his

heart beating rather fast. In the
gloomy silence of the deserted old
Cloisters the Bounder’s keen ear had

detected someo sound that had escaped
Wharton.

Tho possibility of discovery by a
master or a prefect was a rather painful
one to Wharton. He was head boy of
the Remove, and captain of the Form,
and as such was supposed to set a good
example, not a bad one, to his Form-
fellows. It was true that his motive on
the present occasion for being out of
bounds was good; but that would count
for nothing if he was caught out of his
dormitory a such an hour

He listened intently, but could hear
only the moan of the wind from the sea,
and the Bounder’s suppressed breathing
at his side. It was intensely dark under
the old stone arches, and he could see
nothing, save here and there the dim
shape of a pillar.

The Bounder’s whisper camo at last,
barely audible, his mouth close to
Wharton's ear.

“There's somebody.”

“1 heard nothing !"" breathed Wharton.

“1 did.”

“But what—""

“I'm sure of it. There's someone
here as well as ourselves. Going the
same way, too."

“A fellow breaking bounds?”

“ Must be.”

“Well, that won't hurt us; he's run-
ning the same risk as ourselves,”” mut-
tered Wharton. *“We've nothing to fear
from him.”

He could not see Vernon-Smith's faco
in the darkness, but he knew that there
was 4 sneering grin on it.

“Mayn't be u junior like us. Sixth
Form men break bounds sometimes—
even prefects, You know Loder and
Carne—"

“That's so. But—2
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“We can't afford to meet a prefeet
here, even if he's goin’ out on the
razzle.”

“But,” said Harry, “Loder or Carne
would use the gate; all the prefects
havo keys to the masters’ gate.”

“Yes—I'd forgotten that! If it's not
a prefect, we needn't worry—unless it's
a master. It's not Steele—he's in his
study. It's not Prout—we should hear
him grunting. Might be Cepper, or
Twigg—or anybody. Come on, but for
goodness' sake, keap quiet.”

The Bounder stepped on as he spoke,
and Wharton followed him. They
moved on tiptoe, without a sound, or
with scarce a sound.

Faintly from the darkness ahead
came a soft and stealthy footfall,
Someone, shead of them in the dark-
ness, was retreating as they advanced.

Wharton caught his companion’s arm.

“Smithyl It mayn't be anybody
belonging to the school. There was a
burglary here last term—""

“The Courtfield cracksmani” grinned
Smithy.

“It's possible.”

“We'll soon see,”

“Careful I"" muttered Wharton.

“You bet!”

They moved on slowly, almost noise-
lessly, listening intently as they went.

Again and again came that soft,
stoalthy sound from the darkness ahead
—the sound of someone who moved with
as much caution as themselves. Whether
it was some fellow brexking bounds
who had heard them and taken the
alarm, or some intruder who had no
right within the walls of Greyfriars,
they could not guess. But whoever he
was, he was retreating towards the spot
where the old cloister wall was
practicable to & climber—a spot well
known to most Greyfriars fellows.

The rustlo of ivy and the noise of a
slipping fragment of stone reached
them, and they knew that the unseen
one had reached the wall and was
clambering it.

Vernon-Smith made a sudden dive
forward.

A beam of brilliant light, dazzling as
it came suddenly in the darkness, shot
from his hand. The Bounder had
turned the light of an electric torch on
the figure that climbed the wall. Behind
ihe light the two juniors were in dense
darkness, unscen themselves.

Wharton ran  quickly the
Bounder.

The heam of light fell on a figure that
was clambering the wall—the figure of
a wan in dark clothes, obviously not a
boy. 'That was all the juniors wanted to
know. They had no doubt now that it
was an intruder, who had been socared
off by the sound of their approach—
perl:aps the notorious Courtfield cracks-
man himself.

Vernon-Smith leaped at the figure,
grasped an ankle that was whisking up
the wall. and dragged with all his force.

There was a muffled exclamalion, and
the climber came slithering down the
wall, to land in a gasping ﬁenp on the
stone flags.

“Collar him!” hissed the Dounder.

He |Eznaﬂ.pm\:l the man as he sprawled,
and Wharton’s hands were on the gasp-
.inF fizure a sceond later.

‘Got bim "

Herkert Vernon-Smith’s knee was on
the fallen man, pinning him down, and
both the juniors had him tightly
grasped. Thoe sprawling figure heaved
under them as the man made an effort
to free himself.

A moment more, end the Dounder's
eleetrio torch was fashing into the up-
turned face.

Then Smithy uttered a gasp of sur-
prise.

after

Vernon-Smith leaped

at the figure, grasped

an ankle that was

whisking up the wall,

and dragged with all
his foree !

“My hat! It's Barnes!”

“Barnes!” repeated Wharton.

He relcased the man at once.

“Barres " he repeated blankly. “The
Head's chauffeur! What on earth are
you up to here, Barnes?”

The Bounder released the man at the
same moment, and Barnes rose, gasping,
to his fect.

Vernon-Smith shut off the torch.
Barnes was only a shadow to their eyes
then, but they knew him now.

“Wbhat's this game, DBarnes?” asked
the Bounder. “We took yon for a Eiddg
burglar, ereeping about in the dark like
that.”

“Qh, sir!” gasped Darnes.

“What the dickens aro you goin® out
this way for, like a s-vfmn%laoy breakin’
bounds?” demanded Smithy. “Your
way out is by the garage gate.”

“I—]l—  The fact 1s—" gasped
Barnes

“0Off wvyour rocker?” asked the
mystified Bounder. “Playing at being

s naughty schoolboy again?”

“No, sir!” gasped Barnes. *“You—
you young gentlemen startled me. I
think I know vour wvoice, sir. You are
Mr. Vernon-Smith.”

“Oh, no! I'm John James Brown.”
answered the Bounder, “and this fellow
with me is Theophilus Thaddens
Tompkins.”

L}

“Wha-a-at 1"
“'I‘Imso_are the names for you to re-
member, if you want to remember any,

Barnes,” said Vernon-Smith. “Catch
on?”

“1f you mean that you do not wish me
to mention this, sir—"

“1 mean exactly that.”

“It doesn't concern you, Barnes, you
know,” said Ilarry Wharton quietly.
“And you can take my word for it that
we're not out on mischief.”

“QOh, quite, sir,” said Barnes. “If
you young gentlemen return to the
House at once, you may rely upon it
that I shall say nothing.’

“We're not returning to the House,”
answered Smithy coolly.  “We're goin'
out on business of our own—which isn't
your bizney, Barnes.”

“I am afraid, sir, that unless you go
back to the House I shall be compelled
to mention the matter to your Form
master,” said Darnes respectfully. *I
think my employer, Dr. Locke, would
expect as much from any servant in his
emplovment.”

The Bounder's tyes glinted.

“Possibly,” he assented. “And your
employer would also expect you to
explain what you were up to, ecreeping

(Continu=d on page 16.)
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nbout in the Cloisters in the middle of
the night.”

“That is easily explained, sir.” Barnes
was quite calm again now, and his voice
was smooth and soft as usual, “I heard
some of the young gentlemen speaking
of this place where the wall oould be
olimbed, and having nothing to do, I
was curious to soe it for myself. It is
very simple, sir. I could not, of course,
take the liberty in the daytime.”

Tho explanation sounded lame enough
to the two juniors, but it was impossible
to imagine any other motive (hat
Barnes could have had.

“So that's it, is it?"” said Harry.

“That is it, sir.”

“Well, I don't care the toss of n
coin what you were up to,” said the
Bounder. *“But I want you to keep
vour head shut about seeing us out of
the House, Barnes.”

“If you return to the house, sir—"'

“I've told you we're goin' out.”

“Then [ am afraid it will be my
duty—"

“Think twice before you worry about
vour duty, my man,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I'm a whale on duty myself,
and 1 may have something to tell Steele
at the same time.”

“1 don't quite understand, sir—"

“I'll put it in words of one syllable
if I can. I was in Stcele’s room, on a
jape, the night you got in and scarched
ihe room.”

DParncs gave a violent start.

“What? I—=I—— Nonsense! I never
did anvthing of the kind! You are
dreaming, sir.”

“I'vo never mentioned it, said the
Boundee coolly, “1 supposo that having
heard the yarn about Steele you were
curious to find out somethin’ about him,
I was hidden under his bed while you
were searchin' his room that night, It's
no bizmoy of mine, but if yon ecackle
about us, Barnea, look out for cackle
from me! Catch on?”

Wharton listéned in amazement, This
was the first he had heard of the
chauffeur's surreptitious visit to Mr.
Steele's room during the Form master's
absence.

There was a long silence. Barnes
broke it at last, speaking in a low voice.

“] was doing no harm on that
occasion, sir, as vou must have seen, if
you were there as you say. DBut my
action might be misunderstood, and
should be grateful to you if you would
not mention it.”

“One good turn deserves another,”
said the Dounder.

“Quite so, sir! 1 shall say nothing.”

“Good! And now the sooner you get
back to the garage the better. And
vou'd better stick to the part of the
school that belongs ta vou after this.”

“Very good, sir,” said Barnes.

He disappeared in the darkness the
next moment.

“Come on !" said Vernon-Smith.

A couple of minutes more and the
two juniors were ontside the wall. They
stood closa in the shadow for some
moments, watching the road.

“Smithy! What on carth was that
fellow up to?” asked Wharton. "I
can't quite believe what he told us.”

“It was sheer gammon,” answered the
Pounder.
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“But why should he want to go out
seoretly this way, instead of len'nt_? by
the garage gate, a3 he ooquld i he
liked 1" ]

“(Goodness knows; but that was his
game. Skinner and I saw him last night
whon wo wero out of bounds” said
Vernon-Smith. “He scems to prowl
around at night like Steele, and he may
want to keep it darker than Steele does.
He seems a quiot chap; but still waters
run deep, and he may go out to paint
the town red for all we know. Any-
how, it needn't worry us. Come on, or
we shall be late for the merry meetin’,

And the two juniors hurried away in
the night in the direction of the river.

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !

“ TOP herc!” whispored the
S Bounder.
It was dim and gloomy on the

tow-path by the murmuring
waters of the Sark. o

On the loft of the two juniors was the
river, glimmering faintly in & gleam of
starlight. On their right were deep
woods, dark and silent. Some distance
ahead of them was the spot where the
bricked tunuel under the bank opencd
on the river, draining the lake in the
Popper Court Woods when the rains
were heavy.

In the present hard frosty weather the
woodiand drain was dry, and it was as
safe a hiding-place for the cracksman’s
plunder as the Courtfield eracksman
could have found, but for the accident
that Vernon-Smith had been out of
bounds the night of the burglary at
Topham Croft and had secn him hide
the stolen bonds there. )

The fact that the hiding-place bad
been discovercd and the bonds removed
was still a secret known only to the

lice and to two schoolboys of

reyfriars.

It was certain that thoe cracksman, or
his confederates, would scarcely venture
to visit the place in the daylight; and
since the early winter dusk the place
had been closely watched—as the juniors
eusily guessed, thaugh they did not
know it for a fact. X

Anyono who came for the hidden
bonds in-the woodland drain was hardly
likely to escape, and 1t was more likely
than not that he would come that night.
Safe as the hiding-place was, it was un-
likely that so valuable a plunder would
be left there longer than was absolutely
casential.

“We're not near the place yet,
Smithy,” said Harry, stopping, as the
Bnumi‘er drow him to a halt.

“T know that; it's a good hundred
ards. But it stands to roason that tho
wbbies are watchin' the place, and wo
don't want to run into them."

“Rather not!"' agreed Wharton,
“They might take us for the jolly old
criminals, and collar us by mistake!"
chuckled the Bounder. *“‘Anyhow, we
don't want to advertize the fact that
we're out of bounds.”

“Quite! Tt I don't see what we're
oing to do here,” said Harry. He was
eaving the lead in the Bounder's hands,
but he was glad enoigh to keep Smithy

off the scene if he could. :

“If he comes, and they nab him, we
shall hear the shindy from here,” eaid
Vernon-Smith. *“Then we can chip in
if we like. I know 1 jolly well shall if
he slips through their fingersi"

“Of course! But—""

“In the jolly old meantime, we lie
low and say nuffin, like Brer Rabbit.
Policemen aren’t likely to be frightfully
keen on help from schoolboys—in fact,

they'd be more likely to be ratty if they
knew we were here.'

THE MAGNET

~1've no doubt at all about that,”
said Wharton dryly. *And, in fact, the
best thing we could do would be to clear
off and mind our own business.'

' ¥ou can olear off if you like,”

Ol, rot! I shall stay if you do!”

“Well, I'm staying.”

The Bounder stared up the path along
the glimmering river. Nothing was to
be secn in the darkness, nothing heard
save the sough of tho wind in leaficss
branches in the 3.

The river-bank eeemed utterly de-
serted and lifeless, yet the juniors kncw
that at a short distance from them there
must be keen-eyed, wakeful men vigil-
antly on the watch,

“They'll be in the trees back from the
path,” said the Bounder. *“Whoever
comes for those bonds will come by the
path; he can't know they've been lifted,
or anything. They'll see him ato% on
the bank over the drain, and bag hi
It's just pie! If the man comes up tho
river ho will pass this spot, so we'd
better lie doggo."

Wharton nodded, and the two juniors
moved off the path into the bushes that
bordered it.

_Thero they wera completely out of
sight of anyone coming up the path,
but it was easy to watch through the
openings in the brambles.

The Bounder leaned on a tree and
took out his cigarette-case,

“You silly ass!” breathed Wharton.
“Put that muck away! Do you want
to tell anyone who passes that we're
here?"’

“Right on the wicket!” agrecd
Smithy, and he slid the case into his
mnlt.-;mckcl. again. ‘“Keep your wool
on

The juniors waited.  Eleven o'clock
had chimed through the night, and it
was now more than a quarter-past tho
hour.

llad the juniors known it, Inspector
Grimes and his men were hidden i the
trees near the woodland drain, watch-
ing the spot: and Mr. Grimes was won-
dering sorely why the man from
Scotland Yard was not there, too—
never dreaming that the appointment
had been made, not with Inspector
Irons, but with a fat and fatuous junior
in Mr. Steele's study.

The minutes pass:d slowly.

Wharton waited patiently enough.
IHe was there unwillingly; but he had
come to wait and watch, and it was
useless to grouse about what was only
to be expected. Put the Bounder had
pot a patient naturc, and the minutes
seemed very long indeed to him. He
stirred and shifted incessantly, and
muttered under his breath.

“Might as well have stopped in the
;iormitory. at this rate!"” he grunted at
ast.

Wharton smiled faintly.

“Like to chuck it?" he asked.

“No!" grunted the Bounder

= Ilc‘” may mnot come to-night at
aAll——

“Aro you startin’ in business as o
Job's comforter?'" growled the Bounder.
“Try 1o think of somethin’ more
cheery "' i

“Well, we're for it,”" snid Harry, “if
he doesn’t come——"

“Heo's bound to come! Those bonds
were worth twelve thousand pounds;
and they wouldn't ‘cave them longer
than they could help, They can’t know
that anything's been found out. Some-
body will come to-night."

“Tt's most likely,” agreed Wharton.

“And not ;’ol{y late, either,” said
Vernon-Smith shrewdly. “The mon
who fetches them will want to hop out
of this locality as fust as he can; anil
very likely he will time it to catch the
last up train from Courtfield. If that's
80, he won't be long now."

“That means tﬁat it won't be the
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eracksman himself,"” said Harry. * He
could have got away with them last
nig!‘:t.,”insten of hiding them in the

rain.

“I've been thinkin’ that out. The
Courtfield cracksman lives in this neigh-
bourhood somewhere—that's a cert.
Might be in emrlo}ment somewhere to
cover up his real job; and in that case,
ha couldn’t bunk off any old time with-
out opening people’s cyes, and wouldn't
care to risk taking the loot home with
him, My idea is that after makin’ a
haul the fellow sticks his plunder in
some place for a confederate to fetch
away, and so never runs the risk of
havin’ it found on him."

“That would account for his hiding
the bonds in old Popper’'s drain last
night." assented Wharton.

‘1 think it's the only way of account-
in' for it. If they Fet one man they'll
get the other; th‘ai'l make him squeal,”
said Vernon-Smith. “But I'll bet you
that it won't be the iully old cracksman
himself who comes for the bonds. I
think—— Hush

I’l

The Bounder broke off suddenly.

There was a soft aporoaching footfall
on the path by the river. .

ith beating hearts, the two juniors
peered through the bushes.

In the dim winter starlight they had
a glimpse of a man in a dark coat, with
a cap pulled low over his forehead, and
a thick beard that covered almost the
lower half of his face. .

He passed on with stealthy but ewift
footsteps and vanished in the gloom up
the river-bank.

The Bounder’s eyes danced ; he caught
Wharton's arm.

“That's the johnny I” he breathed,

“1 wonder—"

“Of course it's the man! Who else
would be sneaking along here at half-
past eleven at night‘l’ I'll bet he's not
@ real beaver, either; that beard would
come off if a fellow tugged it. You
bet!” The Bounder was almost gaspm%
with excitement. “ What did I tell you
He came down by the last train to
Friardale; that's given him time to get
here by this, and he's goin' back by the
last up from Courtfield. All cut and
dried. My hat! I ought to be a de-
tag.ge myssli! Come on!”

ut—
“I'm goin', anyhow!"”
The Bounder stepped out of the
bushes and followed up the path.
Wharton followed him. The bearded

man had disappeared from sight in the
gloom, and the juniors were careful to
makoe no sound as they followed in his
track.

At the spot where the woodland drain
opened into the river under the high
bank the space was more open, the trees
lying farther back from the Sark. There
:IYm starlight fell more clearly, and they
had a full view of a dark ﬁgure that
halted on the edge of the grassy bank
over the bricked tunnal. It stood there,
shadowy in the starlight for some
moments, and then suddenly vanished
down the steep bank, and there was a
light splash as a displaced stone fell into
the water.

“What did I tell you?"’ grinned the
Bounder. “That's the man! He's
swung himself down to the tunnel—for
the bonds that aren't therel  Look!
Look!”

Across the starlit towpath, from the
trees, three burly figures moved cauti-
ously—Inspector Grimes and two
stalwart constables of Courtfield.

“They've got him now !" hreathed the
Dounder. * He's cornered—he can't get
away now!”

Wharton watched breathlessly.

The man had swung down t{m bank
to the bricked arch of the tunnel that
oraned just above the water. He had

crawled into it; and now the three
police_were on the bank over the open-
ing. The man was fairly trapped; it
seemed as if his escape was impossible
now.

In the stillness a faint sound of
Inspector Grimes' whispering voice
reached the juniors.

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Our special Rhymester has had a “ stab *’

at Wun Lung, the Chinese junior, and the

result is as entertaining as little Wun
Lung himself.

is West,
And one can’'t join the other.
At Greyfriare, among the rest,
There's one, to each a brother.
Wun Lung, with enigmatio smile,
And almond eyes, remember,
Though full of Oriental guile,
Is quite a well-known member.

A conjurer, this yellow boy,
Is really quite amusing,

And brings to eyes the lears of joy,
Though not of their own choosing.

He's very small, yet holds his own
In most amazing manner;

And he and Hop Hi bear alone
Th' Orient's flowery banner.

At cooking he’s a re?‘lar knut,
With mice, and frogs, and fishes;

The others all admire it, but
Decline to taste his dishes.

His “lats "’ and “ micee”’ may be good,
Yet fellows fear to swallow

Wun Lung's amazing Eastern food;
They say it beats them hollow!

In British sports he doesn't share,
Though brilliant at jiu-jitsu;

And, chappies, if you don't take care,
The beggar ups and hits you.

When Wun Lung doesn't want to know
The English for * vous avez,"”

A very injured air he'll show,
And murmur: ‘Mo no savvy."”

THOUGH East is East, and West

Of all the fellows everywhere,
Ho thinks there’s none so merry,
So pleasant, kindly, free from care,
As our old chum, Bob Cherry.
Wun Lung is pofu‘ur all round,
Though full of jokes and funning;
And underneath he's really sound,
In spite of Eastern cunning.

So lift your glasses, filled right up
With tuckshop brew—non-heady,
And let us drink a toasting cup
With spirit gay end ready. o
“Wun Lung's’ the toast, so swig it
down
To this right worthy fellow;
He's always white, won't do you brown,
Despite the fact he's yellow!

1

The two constables dropped over the
bank. splashing ankle-deep in shallow
water, truncheons in hand. The splash-
ing, evidently, gave the unseen man the
alarm; for there was a startled cry
from the bricked tunnel, and a head
and shoulders emerged.

The bearded man glared, in startled
terror, at the two constables who cut
off é'i’ as]::ape. i

“8eize him !" rapped out the inspector
from the bank abg\?a. o

A second more, and the grasp of the
police would have been on the man at
the opening of the tunnel. But in that
second came a flash, a report, and a
cry, and one of the constables toppled
back into the river.

“Good heavens!” stuttered Wharton.

The desperate man fired a
revolver. A wounded man splashed
back headlong into the river, and his
companion grasped him just in time to
prevent him from being swept away.

For the moment the way was open to
the cornered crook.

He plunged headlong out of the
tunnel into shallow water. Mr. Grimes,
with a shout, leaped down at him: but
the man eluded his grasp, and tore
along the bank, knece-deep in water,
leaving the portly inspector flounder-
ing.

The two juniors, a dozen yards dis-
tant, stood spell-bound.

The desperate man came scrambling
along under the bank, till ho was almost
abreast of the spot where Wharton and
the Bounder stood. Then he clambered
up the bank, to run along the tow-
path.

Mr. Grimes was still foundering, and
his two men were fully occupied; and
the way of escape was open for the
desperate rascal—but for the presence
of the two Greyfriars juniors.

But as the man started to run down
the tow-path, the Bounder leaped at
him with the spring of a tiger.

The aftack was wholly unexpected;
and the man went down like a nine-
pin.

“Come on!" shricked the Bounder.

But Wharton did not need calling.

He was on the man in an instant,
grasping him fiercely; the revolver was
torn away and tossed aside, and the
desperado rolled in the grass, struggling
frantically in the hands of the two
juniors.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Capture !

O Harry Wharton the next few
moments seemed like pande-
monium.

The man was fighting like a
wild cat; and sturdy as the two juniors
:‘cro, they had their hands full with

im.

Once he got loose, tossed them off,
and len.peg up; but the Bounder
grasped his ankle and up-ended him as
he ran, and he came down again, and
Wharton fastened on him instantly.

Had the juniors been left unaided
the struggle would have gone against
them. ut it was only for a few
moments that they wore left to deal
with the ruffian.

Inspector Grimes floundered out of the
watcr, and came clambering up the
steep blank, snorting like a grampus
and dripping with water. He fairly
hurled himself on the struggling man as
he reached the spot.

Who the juniors were, and how they
came there, Mr. Grimes did not know,
and did not care. He knew they were
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holding the man he wanted, and that
was enough for him.

In three pairs of hands the desperate
rascal was soon reduced to helplessness.
There was a click as the handcuffs
snapped on his wrlists.

Then the Courtlield inspector rose,
papting, to his feet.

By that time the wounded constable
had been drawn safely on the bank by
his comrade, and laid in the grass. The
inspector grasped the handeufled man by
the collar and jerked him to his feet.
Wharton and Vernon-Smith  stood
gasping for breath, dizzy from the des-
perate struggle. DBoth of them were
torn and dishevelled and hurt. Mr.
Grimes, now that he had time to give
them attention, blinked at them in the
starlight.

“Greyfriars boys!” he ejaculated.

“Yes!" gasped Wharton.

“What are you doing hero?”

“Helping you bag your
answered the Bounder coolly.

The inspector gave & grunt.

He turned to his prisoner again, and
flashed a light on his face. The beard
had come off in the struggle, as well as
the cap, and the man's face was fully
rovealed. The two juniors looked at it
curiously It was a hard, cynical face,
and totally unknown to them. The man
was quiet enough now. With the hand-
cuffs on his wrists he knew that the
game was up, and he gave no further
trouble.

“Weo've got you, my man!” said the
inspector grimly.

“Looks like it!” answered the
prisoner, with a shrug of the shoul-
ders. “What do you want me for?”

“What were you doing in that tunnecl
under the bank?”

“Looking for water-rats!” said the
man coolly. “What do you fancy I
was looking for?"

“You'll hoear about that later,” said
Mr. Grimes. He turned to one of the
constables who came along the bank.
“How's Jackson? Is ho badly hurt?”

“In tho shoulder, sir. We shall have
to get a stretcher.”

“Bring this man along.”

The constable took charge of the
prisoner, and walked him along the
bank. Mr. Grimes turned to the school-
boys again.

“Yon boys have helped me,” he said.
“I'm glad of your help; but you ought
not to have been here.”

“We know that, sir,” said Iarry.
“8till, it's rather lucky that we were
here, as it's turned out.”

“You're out of school without leave,
of course?”

CCYES.I!

The inspector peercd at Wharton.

“1t was you who brought the bonds
back to Topham Croft. You guessed, T
suppose, that this place would
watched, and wanted to be on in the
scene, Is that it?"”

Wharton coloured.

“Put it down to little me,” said
the Bounder. ** Wharton came because
I came—that's all. Tt was my doing."”

S“Well, the sooner you get back to
your school, the better,” said the
inapector grufily.

“Can’t we help—you've had a man
hurt,” said Harry.

“Thanks—] can manage!" said Mr.
Grimes dryly.

“T.ook here,” said the DBounder,
“we've helped you. Mr. Grimes, and
you can't deny that we came in jolly
useful. We don’t want you to mention
at Greyfriars that we've been here.”

“ Probably not!" said Mr. Grimes.

“You've no need to tell our Form
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man,”

master if you should happen to see
him,” said Vernon-Smith.

Mr. Grimes smiled, & smile that
Wharton understood.

. “Your Form master?” repeated the
inspector.

“Yes—Mr. Steele.”

“] am afraid I cannot make any
promises,” said Mr. Grimes. “I must
use my own judgment in the matter.
Now you had better go.”

He moved away up the bank, lenving
the juniors to themsclves. They looke
at one another.

“Well, we're done here,” said
Vernon-Smith.

“Let's cut,” said Harry.

He was surprised and relieved to find
that Mr. Stcele had not been on the
scene at all. Had the schoolmaster
detective been there he could not have
failed to take a hand in the matter,
and the Bounder could hardly have
failed to penetrate his secret. He did
not guess that it was owing to the Owl
of the Remove that Steele was not
there.

“Come on!"” said Wharton. He
wag anxious to be away from the spot,
with the Bounder, before Steele arrived,
if he was coming.

“I fancy it will be all right,” said
Vernon-Smith, as they walked away
down the path. *Grimes won't want to
shout out that a couple of schoolboys
bagged his man for him, what? 1
don't see why Steecle should ever hear
of it.”

Wharton made no reply to that.
Thers was no reason why Mr. Steele,
the master of the Remove, should hear
of the escapade; but it was certain that
Inspector Irons of Scotland Yard would
hear the whole story from Mr. Grimes.

And that, in the circumstances, came
to tho same thing.

But he could not explain that to
Smithy. The two juniors hurried away.
They were tired, and considerably
bruised by the struggle with the cap-
tured man, but the Bounder, at least,
was in a satisied mood. The reckless
adventure had been justified by its
results, and Smithy was not thinking
much of the possible consequences.

They reached Greyfriars at last, and
clambered in over the wall into the
Cloisters. All was dark and silent there.

“1 wonder whethor Barnes went out
this way, after all, after we wore gone,”
remarked the Bounder, glancing about
him in the shadows.

“0Oh, blow Barnes,” said Harry, “I'm
slecpy ! Come on.”

“Same here " chuckled Smithy. * But
it was worth while, old bean. You're
not sorry you went?”

“Well, no; not as it's turned out.
All the same, I fancy we're booked for
a row."”

“Steele's not likely to hear of it.”

“Woeil, let's get to bed, anyhow.”

TFive minutes later, they were stealing
silently into a slecping dormitory, und
Harry Wharton was glad enough to lay
his head upon his pillow and close his
eyes.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.,
Dcdging Loder !

1] SAY, you fellows!”
I Billy Bunter's voice was plain-
tive.

There was a wrinkle of deep
trouble in his fat brow.

The Famous Five smiled.

They knew the cause of the trouble.
Lodor of the Sixth had probably re-
covered fully by this time, from the
effects of the butting of Bunter's bullet
head on his waistcoat. But Gerald
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Loder’s nature was not a forgiving one.
The Owl of the Remove was ked for
trouble, when he could no longer dodge
Loder, and obviously he could not
dodge a Sixth-Form prefect for ever.

“1 say, you fellows| It'sawfull” said
Bunter.

“The awfulness is terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” said Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. ““The sympathiso

is great and pre ous,”
%::E:::;?‘ and get it over,”

“Take your
suggested Johnny Bull. Johnny was a
practical fellow. But practical sug-

estions of this sort were of no use to

unter. He did not want a licking.

“Oh, really, Bulll I say, it's simply
awful!” said Bunter, “Loder's taking
the Remove this morning.”

“What 7" ejaculated the five together.

“Btecle’'s going out somewhere, I
suppose,” said Bunter, “ Anyhow, there’s
a notice on the board that the Removo
will be taken for the morning by a
prefect—and it's Loder.”

“ Rotten!” said Bob Cherry.

“The rottenfulness is exoruciating.”

“And—and he will have me in the
Form-room to rag!” said Bunter. “I've
dodged him up to now. But I can't
dodge him in the Form-room. I say,
you fellows, what's to be done?”

Bunter blinked anxiously and seriously
at the chums of the Remove as he pro-
pounded that problem.

But the Famous Five had no solution

to offer,

"I:I.a]lo. halle, hallo! There's Loder!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the bully of
the Sixth came into sight in the quad.

Loder had his ashplant under his arm,
and was looking about him. Billy
Bunter blinked in alarm. He did not
need to be told whom Loder was look-

i.ng for.

*Oh crikey 1"

Bunter bolted for the House.

“Bunter! Here!” called out Loder.
“Bunter | StoF!"

“The stopfulpess will not be terrifio,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter did not stop.

He vanished into the House at express

epeed.

Loder, with frowning brow, strode
after him. The dignity of the Sixth for-
bade Loder to run; but he walked very
fast. He disappeared into the House
after Bunter.

“Poor old Bunter!” chuckled Bob.

ar's on the giddy war-path.,”
“The buttfulness on the esteemed
bread-basket has made him terrifically
waxy,” remarked Hurree Singh.

The chums of the Remove resumed
their stroll in the quad. Mr. Steele,
going towards the House, passed them,
and gave them a pleasant smile and a

&“

nod.

Wharton coloured a little, but tho
Form master's glance was not specially
directed towards him.

That Mr. Grimes must have reported
the events of the night to the man from
Scotland Yard, was certain, and Whar-
ton had no doubt that Richard Stcele
knew all about his escapade.

But Richard Steele was a sportsman.
There was a carefully observed dividing
line between his duty as a Greyfriars
master, and his business as a detective.
What he learned as Inspector Irons, he
did not use as Remove master.

It was a relief to Wharton, but it was,
after all, what he would have expected
of Steele, now that he had come to know
him well.

As a detective-inspector, Mr. Irons
must have been pleased that the school-
boys had been on the spot that event-
lufynight, gince it had led to the capture
of a dangerous crook. a Form
master, he would have been bound to
view their performanco with a grave
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eye, and to take them before the head-
master for condign punishment. For-
tunately, it was in his former character
that he had learned of the escapade.

Apparently nothing was to be said
about tho matter, and Harry Wharton
was only too glad to hear no more of
it.

“1 say, you fellows!” .

The juniyors jumped. Their walk took
them past the windows of the head-
master's study, and a casement was
open, and from the opcn casement, a
fat face and & large pair of spectacles
glimmered at them.

They stared up at Buntor.

“You benighted ass!” gasped Whar-
ton. *‘“What are you doing in there?”
“Dodging Loder!” gasped Bunter.
“You frightful chumpl” ~exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “In the Head's study—

suppose he comes in—" X

“ia expect he's gone to the Sixth bi
this time. He's not here, anyhow.
gay, you fellows, I'm going to drop out
of the window. Stand under it, will
you for me to fall on7”

“QOh, my hat!”

“Do you think we want to be turned
into pancakes?” demanded Johnny Bull.

“0Oh. really, Bull—* -

“Get away, you fat dummy—here's
Prout coming ealong!”  whispered
Nugent.

“Oh dear!”

Bunter vanished from the window, as
the ponderous figure of the Fifth Form
master rolled along the path. The
casement shut suddenly.

“The frabjous ass!” said Bob., “If
the Head catches him hiding in his
study, he’ll be for it.”

Wiliiam George Bunter was only too
well aware of that. He stood in the
Head's study gasping with affright.
He had venlured into that sacred and
dreaded apartment to dodge Loder, but
if the Hend came in, it would prove a
case of jumping out of the frying-pan
into the fire. And as ho turned from the
window, Bunter heard footsteps in the
passage.

Oh crikey!” groaned the Owl of
the Remove. .

There was a hand on the door outside,
when Buuter slithered out of sight be-
hind & revolving bookcase. Kneeling on
the floor behind it, the fat junior was
invisible from the door.

The door opened.

“Come in!" said the Head's voice.

Bunter suppressed a groan. Evidentlz
{he Head had not yet gone to the Sixt
Form room. He was asking one of the
masters into the study. This was worse

an er.

“T shall not delay you long, sir.”
Bunter, to his horror, recognised his
own [Form master's voice. It was that
unutterable beast, Steele.

“1 am quite at your service,” was the
Head's courteous reply. “What can I
do for you?” .

“You are not rociuirmg Barnes' ser-
vices this morning?

“Not in the least.”

“It would be of materal assistance
to me, sir, if Barnes cjuld be sent in

the car to Folkestone.”
“ Certainly.’
“If you desire me to explain, sir—"
“My dear sir,” said the Head,

“please make no explanation. You are
here to carry out a certain duty, in
which I desire to render every assis-
tance in my wer. You have ean
absolutely free hand.”

“I can onl1y thank you, sir,” said Mr.
Steele. ‘“*May I take it, then, that
Barnes will be sent to a certain address

in Folkestone, to bring back a packet,
and that my name will not
wxentioned in the matter?”

“Quite.”

“Here is the address, sir, and the
packet is to be collected by Barnes per-
sonally, and brought to you by him."”

‘; l}clg upon your wishes being carried
out.”

“Thank you once more, sir.”

‘““Not at all.”

Bunter heard Mr. Steele's footsteps
recede into the passage. The eard
turned to his writing-table, and the fat
junior quaked. But Dr. Locke remained
only for a few minutes, gathering up
papers that wero required for the edifi-
cation of the Sixth, and then left the
study.

Bunter gasped with relief.

He crept to the door and opened it a
few inches and blinked into the passage.
The coast was clear.

The Owl of the Rcmove crept out and
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apparently, had business clsewhero.
And as the prefect in question wa3
Gerald Loder, the Remove did not an-
ticipate a happy morning.

Loder, certainly, was not likely to
make them work hard, He was too
much of a slacker himself to take kis
temporary duties seriously,  But he was

certain to bully and brag, for that was,
s0 to speak, the nature of the beast,

But of all the Remove men, DBunter
had the blackest anticipations. The

other fellows only had Loder’s usual un-
pleasantness to dread. But Bunter was
Hfor” it.

With wonderful luck, he had dodged
Loder so far. Dodging him in the
Form-room was impossible, artful dodger
as DBunter was,

The prospect was really awful.

A second more, and the man at the tunnel would have been a prisoner. Eut in
that second came a flash, a report, and a cry, and one of the constables toppled
back Into the river !

tiptoed elong the corridor. At the cor-
ner, he almost ran into a Sixth-Form
man coming round from the opposite
direction.

“ Bunter 1" rappad out Loder.

“Oh crumbs!”

“ Swp L

But Bunter was already in flight.

“ Bunter 1" roared Loder of the Sixth.

Billy Bunter heard, but he heeded not.
Once more the Owl of the Remove
vanished into space. William George
Bunter really wasn't having tLe time of
his life that morning.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Any Port (p a Storm !

o 0ODDY, old fellow "
i Peter Todd grinned.
The bell was ringing for
class. and the Remove wore

beading for their Form room

All the Lower Fourth knew by that
time that the Form was to be teken by
a prcfect that morning, se Mr. Stecle,

“Toddy, old chap, what's going to be
done?"” asked DBunter, almost tearfully.
“1 can't g0 into Form with that beast,
you know."”

“Loder won't kill you, old fat man,”
said Peter cousolingly. ‘ Not more tham
half, or so”

“0h, really, Toddy——"

“You can't butt a prefect on his
third waistcoat button, without some-
thmg happemng, you know,” said
Toddy. *Take it smiling."”

“What awful luck!" groaned Bunter.
“Fancy that beast, Steele. sneaking
away on this particular morning and
leaving us to Loder! Any other morn-
ing wouldn't have mattered. Like his
cheek, you know!"”

“Tell him not to go,” suggested Peter
sarcastically. *“ Tell him it's not con-
vnn'i'enr for him to have this morning

| say, Peter, don't be a beast! I
say, suppogo you go to Loder and tell
him about my poor uncle—"

Toe Macxer Lisnanvy.~No, 1,149
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“What!” howled Peter.

“Do ?'ou think it might soften his
hoart if he knew my poor pater—I
whean my poor uncle—had been run over
By & taxi-car—] mean a motor-bus?”’
asked Bunter anxiously.

“] wouldn’t bank on it,” chuckled
Toddy. *Tell him yourself and see how
it works.”

“Wha-a-at do you think he would do,
Toddy "

“I think he would give you something
oxtra for telling lies, old fat man, and
I think you'd deserve it!”

“Beast | «

Peter Todd grinned, and went on his
way, after the rest of the Remove.

Bunter followed a few steps, and then
stopped. .

His fat legs refused to carry him to
the Form-room.

Onco inside that apartment, with
Gereld Loder in charge, Bunter would
be in the same state as Daniel in the
lion’s den. And Billy Bunter did not
dare to be a Daniel.

it was a serious matter for a fellow to
cut classes, an awfully serious matter.
Bunter knew that But it was a till
more serious matter, in Bunter's opinion,
to got the licking that Loder of the
Sixth had in store for him.

Desperate discases require desperate
remedies. er of the Sixth was &
disease, and the desperate remedy was
to cut class,

“] say, Bob,” howled Bunter, as Bob
Cherry came rushing by, his books
under his arm, a httle late.

“Can't stop—""

“I say, old fellpw—-"

“Buck up and get in, you ass!”

Bob rushed by, and Bunter caught at
his arm and hung on. Bob spun round,
and his books descended in & shower
round him.

“You fat idiot!” roared Bob.

“1 say, old chap—"" gasped Bunter.

“If 1 had time, I'd burst you!”
howled Bob. "I shall be late now,
with that cad Loder waiting for a
chance. Shut up.”

Bob gathered up his books in hot

'.ha..’te.
I say,” gasped Bunter. “I want
you to mention to Loder that I'm ill—

taken suddenly ill—and gone into sanny.
Then he won't look for me.”

* Fathead !"

“I'm cutting class, you see—""

“ A”II,

“Mind you tell him ['m in sanny—
say the Head took me there personally—
and that thu; think it's & case of scarlet
pneumonia !”

“Oh crumbs "

“Qr double
gasped Bunter.
double pneumonia.
serious,”

“Does it1” gasped Bob. “Why not
make it triple pneumonia?! Or quad-
ruple? Or blue funk? That would be
truel”

“Look here, you beast——"

“Rats ™

Bob packed his books under his arm
and raced for the Form-room.

Bunter blinked after him as he van-
ished. He did not fecl at all sure that
Bob would deliver the message, neither
could he feel sure that Loder would
credit it if delivered. Obviously, it wes
Bunter’s cue to make himself scarce,
before he was looked for.

He scuttled away.

After all, he could only be caned for
cutting class, and a caning from Stecle
was milder than one of Loder's lickinﬁs‘
But it was necesary to keep out of sight.
Loder was beast enough to scarch for
him if he did not turn up in the Form-
room.

Nowhere in the House would Bunter
be safe, and in the quad he was in sight
from dozens of windows. Like an in-
spiration, the thought of the garage
came into his mind He had seen
Parnes drive away in the Head's car,
and from what ho had heard in Dr.
Locke's study, he knew that Barnes was
gone to Folkestone, a very consider-
able distance, which made it impoesible
that he could be back for some hours.
The garage would be deserted, and it
was 8 deserted and solitary spot that
Bunter had wanted.

Had Billy Bunter been less worried
he might have wondered why Steele had
asked the Head to send Barnes away.
But Bunter was too worried now about

pneumonia will do,”
“Say scarlet fever and
‘Lhat sounds
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his own valuable person. even to be in-
quisitive. Barnes was gone, and that
was all that mattered.

While the Remove men gathered in
their Form-room, under the sour eye of
Gerald Loder, Billy Bunter scuttled
awuay to the garage.

He entcred the yard easily enough,
but the garage doors were locked, and
he found no admittance there. But at
the side of the garage was the private
door that led to Barnes' rooms above.
Bunter tried the door, and to his
immense relief, found that it opened.

In a moment, he was in the little
lobby within, and the door was closed
again.

There he was safe, from Loder at

east,

Wheresoever Gerald Loder looked for
him, he was not likely to think of the
chauffeur’s quarters.

_ A narrow staircase led up to the land-
ing outside the two rooms over the
garage, Dunter sat on the bottom step
to recover his breath.

_ But he had no intention of remaining
in that cold and uncomfortable spot.
As Barnes had left his outer door un-
locked, it was possikle that he had left
his raoms also unlocked—and Barnes’
sitting-room was very comfortable. An
armcha'r was there, and perhaps a fire;
and Bunter had no hesitation abont
making himself at home in the chauf-
feur's room Barres might object, if
he knew. But he would not know, so
that did not matter.

_Having reccvered his breath, Bunter
tiptoed up the stair. The door ef
Barnes' sitting-room faced the little
landing above. It was closed. Dunter
tiptoed across the landing towards it.
As Barnes was absent, a good many
miles on his way tc Folkestone by this
time, it was unhkely that anyone would
be in the building. But the Owl of
tho Remove was cautious.

“Oh crumbs!” breathed Bunter.

There was a sound from within the
room.

Bunter stopped dead.

Somevne was there!

It was not Darncs—that was certain!
But it was someone—for Dunter could
hear soft footsteps. And then a click-
ing sound, as though a lock had opcned.
The click was followed by a rustle, as
something in a drawer or desk was rum-
maged through. Somcone was in
Barnes’ sitting-room, searching [or
something. Buntor listened to the soft,
stealthy sounds ir utter amazement.
Who the dickens could be rummaging
through Barnes' room in the chauffeur's
absence?

Anyhow, somebody was there, and
obviously that roomn was no hiding-place
for Bunter. But curiosity was strong
in the Owl's fat mind now. He wanted
to know.

With great caution he crept closer to
the door, lowered his head, and blinked
through the keyhole.

Opposite tho door was a window that
looked over the front of the garage.
And between the door and the window,
full in Bunter's view in the light, was a
firure ho knew well.

Bunter hardly suppressed a gasp of
amazement.

The man in the chauffeur’s room was
Richard Steele, the master of the
Remove.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“ Hook It1”

BILLY BUNTER could scarcely

believe his  eyes, or his

spectacles. .
His Form master, in the
chaulfeur's room, rooting among

Barnes' things while Barnes was away |
It was incresiblel
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But there was no doubt about it.
The strong-featured tace, with its square
jaw and grey eyes, showed clearly in the
light from the window., The man was
Richard Steele.

Bunter, silent, motionless, overcome
with astonishment, blinked, his eye
glued to the keyhole.

Steele, obviously, had no suspicion
that anyono but himsclf was in the
building.

The expression on his face was stern
and intent. It was quite unlike any
expression Bunlcr hl;é ever seen on
his Form master's face before. It was
the samo face. yet it scemcd the faco
of a different man, There was some-
thing like the look of a hawk upon it—
the look of a bird of prey that was
pouncing on its quarry. Never would
Bunter have taken that face, as it now
looked, for the face of a schoolmaster.
In point of fact, the man with the
sgquare jaw, at that moment, was no
longer ichard Steele, but Inspector
Irons, pure and smmple.

Bunter’s curious eye noted his occu-
pation. He had taken a leather case
out of a drawer, and was examining it.
I'here was a lock on tho case, and it
was locked. Something glimmered in
Stecle’s hand, and the locked coso camoe

open.

He had picked the lock!

Bunter felt his fat brain almost
swimming | A Form master who picked
locks | this wasn't proof that Steeclo
was in reality a cracksman, Bunter did
not know what proof wasl Billy
Bunter had caught him fairly in the
act |

But it Stecle was a cracksman, his
proceedings were peculiar for a man
of that fraternity, for he did not remove
anything from the case he had opened.
Bunter saw him making a meticulous
examination of the contents; but every
article was replaced after being
examined Then somehow—Bunter did
not know how —the case was locked again
and put back into the drawer from which
it had been taken.

Steele moved, and passed out of
Bunter's line of vision.

The fat junior started to his feet.

If he was going—if he came to the
door——  DBunter's spine turned quite
cold at the bare idea of being caught
there by the man he hal spied upon.
Visions of a jemmy, wielded in a
murderous hand, danced before his eycs.
Loder was better than this!

The Owl of the Remove backed hastily
across the landing, and slithered down
the narrow stair.

There was a quick footstep above.

Bome noise made by the Owl of the
Remove, in his hurried flight, had
reached the man in the room.

Bunter heard a door open, and a step
on the landing. With a gasp of affright
he opened the lower door, whisked out,
end ran.

Rapid motion was not in Bunter's line
#s a rule. But op this occasion Bunter
fairly Aashed.

He did not pause till he was back in
the quadrangle, spluttering for breath.
There he stopped at last, and leaned on
o tree, gasping.

“QOh erikey !"” murmured Bunter.

He had forgotten even Loder now, and
the fact that he was out of class with-
out leave. His fat brain was quite in
a whirl.

What had Stcele been up to?

What did it all mean?

Bunter's first impression had been that
Steele’s secret presence in the chauf-

fcur’s quarters, rooting about and
icking locks, proved that he was
reyoud doubt a crack n, as Bunt

bad always believed.
But the fat junior, obtuse as he was,

was capable of seecing what was abso-
lutely obvious. Bunter could, so to
speak, sce a thing if it leaped to the
eye.

The Remove master had been scarch-
ini{; Barnes' room. He had not been
taking anything away—indeed, it was
difficult to imagine that there could be
anything worth a thicf’s while in the
room. DBarnes was paid good wages,
but his quarters wulv.r hardly be worth
burgling. It was not that—Billy Dunter
renlised that it was not that.

He knew, besides, that Steele had
arranged with the Head to send
Barnes away on a long drive that
morning.

Now that he had scen Stecle searching
Barnes' room Bunter could guess that
the fetching of a packet from Folkestone
was simply a device for getting Barnes

THINK A WHILE—RAISE
A SMILE

like S. Vince, of Skeggs Cottage,
Writtle, Chelmsford, Esscx, who
sent in the following joke. S.
Vince has been awatﬁc one of
this week's useful pocket-knives.

Pat was o new hand, so his
workmates, deciding to play a
joke on him, drew the features
of a donkey on the back ol his
coat which he had left hanging
up. In due course Pat camo
towards his workmates with
the coat In his hand. ‘‘What's
up, Pat 7 " asked one, trying
to look wunconcerned. ' No-
thing much,” replied Pat; quite
as unconcerned, ‘* only I'd like
to know which one of you wiped
his face on my coat | ™

It's not a hard task, is it, chums ?
Then get busy right away and let
me have your efforts |

out of the way while Steele was at work
over the garage.

'That was clear enough! It was clear,
too, why Steele had left the Remove to
Loder that morning, leaving himself
free to take advantage of DBarnes'
absence.

Obviously, he had great influence over
the Head, who trusted himn to do as heo
thought fit. What the thump was he
searching over the gurage for? He
was not there to pinch anything—thero
was nothing to pinch, il it came to
that. Had Barnes been up to some-
thing, and was Stecle trying to bowl
him out? Anyhow, whatever Steele’s
extraordinary proceedings might be, the
Head was backing him up, and was well
aware that some of his actions were not
in keeping with his character as a Form
master.

Bunter was burning with curiosity—
never had he wanted to know =0 much.

Deep in his refllections on this extra-

ordinary mysterf(. Bunter remained
leaning on the elm, forgetful of other
matters.

. It did not occur to hiiw that ho was
in sight from th« windows ¥."he Remove
Form-room till ne saw Loder of ths
Sixth emerge tiom the louse, with ¢
;_’L_illl] under s arm, and stride towards
m,

Then Bunter jumped.

. “Stop!” shouted Loder, as the fat
junior ran.

Bunter put on steam.

All Greylriars was in the Form-rooms
now, and the quad was deserted, So
Loder threw his Sixth Form dignity &=
tho winde. and started after Bunter at
& run.

The windows of the Remove-room wers
cranned with grinning faces. Loder
having left the Remove to themselves,
they were pot conlining their attention
strictly to work. Llhey were more in-
terested in the proceedings outside.

Bunter dodged among the trees, with
Loder after him, shouting to him to
stop.  Bunter did not stop. Every
shout from Loder of the Sixth spurred
him on to renewed efforts.

“Go it, Buater!” yelled Bob Cherry,
from the Form-room window.

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Put it on, Bunter!”

The chase wound away from the
trees, and Bunter dodged Loder roumd
the fountain, and came streaking to-
wards the House. Loder, close behind
bhim now, gained at every stride.

“Go it, Bunter!"” yelled the juniors.

“Loder will get him!" cjaculated
Peter ‘l'odd. * Peoor old Bunter.”

“He's got him—"

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

But Gerald Loder had not
Bunter. Close behind
gm.pmg Owl, Loder

and to grasp a fat shoulder.
finger-tips touched Bunter.

The Remove watched breathlessly.

Bunter, whether by design or acci-
dent, collapsed under that hight touch
and rolled on the earth, yelling.
Loder was going too fast to stop. He
plunged over Bunter and flew headlong.

There was a crash as Loder landed
on hands and kneces, his nose tapping
on the hard, unsympathetic quadrangle,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove.

“Hook it, Bunter!” shricked Bob

Cherry.
Bunter serambled up, dizzily. Loder,
for the moment, sprawled, quite
knocked out by thoe unexpected crash
on the earth.

The Owl of the Remove gave him a
blink, and started to run again. He
came towards the house, puiling and
blowing.

“Put it on!” roared Johnny Bull,

“Hoof it, Bunter!” yelled Squiff,
' Loder's after you!™

“(o it, Bunter!”

Loder staggered up, his hand to his
nose, which looked red and raw. Ho
glared round him, spotted Bunter
streaking for the House, and flew after
him, the cxpression on his face like
unto that of a demon 1n a pantemime,

“Put it on, Bunter!” yelled all the
Remove, from the windows of tho
Form-room, in wild excitement.

Bunter passed out of their view, and
a moment later Loder also. They list-
ecned for the sound of yellimf'tto ans
nounce that the fat junior had been run
down. DBut no yells reached their ears.

Bunter had not been run down.

Once in the House the fat junior did
not pause. Vengeance was behind him,
and he had not a second to lose.

He charged down masters’ passaze
like a scared sheep. Perhaps he had a
faint hope that even the enraged Loder
would not venture to pursue him in
that sacred quarter.

But if so, it was a delusive hope. All
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quite got
the panting,
stretched out a
His
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tho masters were away from their
studics at that hour. And, anyway,
Loder would not have cared, in his

present state of mind. He charged
after Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove blinked

round, half-way down the passage, and
saw Loder coming round the corner
after him in full career.

With & yelp of torror Billy Bunter
toro open the door of Mr. Steele’s
study, and pelted in.

Loder was still gix feet away when
tho study door slammed. He spurted
and reached the door just as Bunter
turned the key in the lock.

Click !

The next second Loder was hammer-
ing at the door.

Inside the study Bunter gasped and
palpitated.

“ Bunter !"

“Ow! Ow! Groogh!”

“Unlock this door!”

“Ow! Wowl!l Ow!”

“How dare you enter a master's

study? Unlock this door at once,
Bunter! Do you hear me?” raved
Loder.

“Groooogh! Oococopoch! Ow!”

“I'll smash you—"

“Qoooooooch !"

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

Loder's banging on the door was not
likely to make Bunter unmlock it. It
was only too certain that, if the door
was opened, the banging would be

transferred to Bunter.  Bunter pre-
ferred to let the door have it.
“Bunter, you young scoundrel! Let

mo in at onoce !”

“Grooogh 1"

“Will you open this door?” shrieked
Loder.

“Ow! Wow! QOooh!”

Obviously, Bunter was not goinf to
open the door.  Lodsr gave it up at last
In a frame of mind morc appropriate
to a tiger in the jungle, than to a pre-
fect of the Sixth, Gerald Loder stamped
away, leaving Billy Bunter to puff and
blow in Mr. Steele's study—safe, for
the prescnt, at least.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Knows How !
Hi\RRY WHARTON & Co. were

glad enough to get out in
break that morning.
They had not enjoyed class
with Loder.

Class work, certninly, had not been a
strain; Loder was too slack to care how
they did their work. But the amount
of “bending over” in the Korm-room
that morming had constituted a record.
Loder had come in after his unsuccess-
ful chase with o red and ruw nose, and
a temper still more red and raw.
Bunter being, for the time, out of his
reach, the bully of the Sixth had tuken
it out of the other fellows.

Break came only in time to prevent
a mutiny 1o the Remove. Had class
gone on & little longer, it was probable
that the Remove would have collared
Loder, Sixth Form prefect as he was,
and handled bhim severely. [Fortun-
ately, it had not come to that. The
Remove came out in break, and Loder
of the Sixth made his way to Mr.
Steele’s study, to talk to Bunter
through the door. But tho Owl of the

Remove was deaf to the voice of the
charmer, and the door remained
locked.

Billy Bunter, as a rule, did not fill a
prominent place in tho Form, and his
existence was hardly remembered when
he was out of sight. DBut on the
present occasion all the Lower Fourth
were interested in Bunter. They won-
dered where he was, and what bad
happened to him.

“Loder never got him,” rcmarked
Frank Nugent. “The fat idiot's hid-
ing somewhere. 1 wonder where?”

“Tho wonderfulness is torrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, you fellows!”

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!”

“There he is!”

Billy Bunter was blinking from the
window of Ilr. 1ue!ch'n old study, now
the study of Richard Steele. is fat

face was deeply perturbed.
The Famous Five approaced the
window with grinning faces. That

study, evidontly, was Bunter's place of
refuge.

THE MAGNET

I say, you fellows,” gasped Bunter,
“that swul beast is still aftor mo 1"

“You silly ass!” said Johnny Rull,
“You'll get it woree for giviic Loder
all this trouble.”

“The worsefulness will “e terrific, n
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“You'd better cut out of that study

"

before Steele comes in,” said Harry
Wharton.

“1 can’t!” gasped Bunter.

“Why can't you, ass?”

“Loder's outside the door.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“He's mmply raging,” roaned
Bunter. * Hissing through the krybole
like a snake. aging like o kger.
Oh dear!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I say, you fellows, las
Steelo come baok yet?”

“Haven't seen him. He's away for
the morning, 1 suppose,” said Harry.

“He jolly well 1sn’t,” said Bunter.
“ Look here, he can't stay much longer
at the garage, can he 7"

“ls he at the garage?”

“Yes. I say, you fellows, you cut
off to the garage, an. tell Sicele to
come here! Tell him Loder's after me,
and I want him.”

The juniors gazed at Bunter.

“Yes, we'ro likely to carry that mes-
sage to a Forin master—] don't think |
said Johnny Bull.

“The likeliness ig
chuckled Hurree Singh.

“You see, he will stop Loder,” said
Bunter,

“] don't see why he should. You've
done more than enough to get a pre-
fect's licking.”

:.l mean, I can make him.”

“What 1"

“What I mean is, one good turn de-
serves another,” explained Bunter.
“I've been thinking that out while I've
been stuck in this study. If 1 keep
mum, that's doing Steele a good turn,
isn't it? Well, then. he's bound to
keep Loder off. What 1"

not terrific!”

Bob Cherrﬁ tapped his forehead.
“Potty !" he remarked sadly. “ Poor
old Bunter! Has this been coming on

long, poor old chap?”

“"WHO SCORED THOSE GOALS?"

12 WEMBLEY CUP-FINAL TICKETS
d

SIX “MEAD” BICYCLES
MUST BE WON

in a
SIMPLE 4.-WEEK FOOTBALL COMPETITION 7 )

For full particulars of this fascinating contest

SEE THIS WEEK'S “GEM.”
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“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“What do you mean, you fat ass, if
you mean anything?” asked Harry
Wharton, with a startled look. If Billy
Bunter, by any chance, had discovered
the secret of the man from Scotland
Yard, that secret was uot likely to be
o secret much longer.

“1 know what I know!" said Bunter
mysteriously. “I may have secen Steele
up to something at the garage this

morning, and I may not. That's tell-
ing. But it stands to reason that he
will want to keep it dark. See?

That's where I come in."”
“Quite potty !” said Bob.
“The pottifulness is terrific!”
“Oh, really, you fellows——"
“Here comes Steele,” said Harry

Wharton. “ You'd better get out of
that study, Bunter. He's going into
the House !"”

“] can't, you ass!”

“He's gone in,” said Harry. “Look
here! Drop from the window, and we'll
help you down!”

Bpunter shook his head.

“Loder will be after me again, and
I can't keep on dodging him,” he said.
‘Stecle has got to stop Loder.”

“You fat chump——"

“Yah Ill

Billy Bunter turned from the window,
and the Famous Five walked on, won-
dering what was going to happen.
They lost sight of William George
Bunter—litile drcaming how long 1t
was to be before they would set eyes
again on that fat and fatuous youth.

Mr. Btecle had gone into the House,
and he camo down Masters’ passage to
his study, quite unsuspicious of what

a4

was going on there, Ile was surprised
to see a prefect of the Sixth bending at
the keyhole, apparently talking through
it to somecone in the study.

“You checky little beast! Will you
unlock this door?” came to Mr. Steele'’s
cars. “I'll take the skin off you—"

“Loder?" said Mr. Steele quictly.

Loder jumped, and spun round. He
coloured under the Remove master’s
severe gaze.

“May I inquire whart
Loder " asked Mr. Steele.

“ Bunter is in yowm study, sir,” said
Loder. “He cut class this morning,
and locked himsell in your study. IHe
refuses to open the door !

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Steele.

“I leave the matter in your hands,
sir!” said Loder—with a mental re-
servation, however.

Whatever Bunter got from Stecle, he
was going to get something still more
drastic from Loder later on. For the
present, however, Loder had to give it
up, and he walked away down the
corridor.

Mr. Steele knocked at the door.

“0Oh, go away, you beast!” came a
voice from within.

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Go away, you beast!”

“Bunter !"

“Oh! TIs—is that Mr. Steele? I—I
thought it was the other beast, sir.”

“Open this door at once, Bunter

“Qh, certainly, sir!” gasped Bunter.

The door was unlocked, and Richard
Stecle strode into the study.

this means,

1

b Cherry spun round as Bunter clulehed
his arm, and his books went scattering In

all directions !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Exit Bunter |
ILLY BUNTER blinked at the

B Remove master,
Steele's clear grey eyes were
fixed on the fat and fatucus
faco of the Owl of the Remove sternly.

There was an expression on Bunter's
face that the schoolmaster detective,
keen as he was, did not quite under-
stand.

Trepidation was there, but it was
mingled with a peculiar sort of cheeky
conhdence.

“Bunter,” said Mr. Stecle, “T must
deal with you severely. I have learned
that there was a phone eall for me whila
you were in this study yesterday, which
was answered—presumably by way of o
practical joke. You must have done this,

Bunter [

“Oh, mno, sir!” gasped Dunter.
“There wasn't a phono enll, sir! Be-
sides, as you were not here, sir, I
thought I ought to take the call. I
thought that would be only good-

natured, sir.”

Mr. Steelo gave him an expressive
look.

“Besides, tho ecall wasn't for you,
gir,” said Bunter. “Old Grimes—I—I
mean, Inspector Grimes—was asking
for a man named Trons, sir. I think he
must have given the wrong number.
Besides, it was only a joke, sir, And—
and to tell you the exa:t truth, sir, the
telephone-bell never rang at all while I
was in the study.”

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Steele,
“But that is not all, Bunter. This

THE Macyer Lisrary,—No. 1,149,
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morning you have absented yourself
without leave from the Form room, and
locked yourself in your master's study.
I am afraid I must report you to your
beadmaster.”

“Loder was after me, sir,” stam-
mered Bunter. “Like s tiger, sir. I
tbadn't done anything.”

“ Nonsense !" ] .

“It—it was a;.lit.e »n accident, sir,
putting him in the bresd-basket—"

“ Wha-a-at1" ejaculated Mr. Steele.

*]—I mean in the tummy, sir,” stam-
mered Bunter. “You see—"

“That will do, Bunter I*

“Yes, sir, I—I should like you to
toll Loder that I'm not to be licked,

sir.”

“I will speak to Lodar; but if I fnd
that you have deserved your punish-
ment, as I l'ullz expect. I shall certainly
not intervene !

“I—1I think you'd better, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

“What 7"

“You see, sir, one good turn deservds
another!” said Bunter, taking his
courage in both hands, as it were, and
meaking the plunge.

Mr. Steele stared at him blankly.

"What do you mean, Bunter? T do

not understand you.”
_“I—I mean, I'm keeping it dark,
sir—"

“You absurd boy! What are you
keeping dark, a8 you call it? Are you
referrini to the ridiculous story some

0

of the boys believe, or affect to be-
liove—"

“ Nunno, sir! But—"

“But what?” rapped out Bteele

lhn?:]y.
“I—-I say sir,” gasped Bunter des-
mﬂel:. <] ain't going to tell any-

y! But—but—but one good turn
deserves another! You tell Loder he
ain’t to lick me, and—and I'll keep it
dark, sir. I will really! The—the
Head wouldn't like you rooting over his
chauffeur's rooms, I'm sure, sir, if he
knew, and Barnes would very likely
give notice! D-d-don't you think so,
sir?”

t_‘:ﬁha schoolmaster detective stood very
still.

Bunter blinked at him uneasily.

He hed unmasked his battery, so to
speak. Steele knew now what Bunter
could do if he liked. Surel{. as ono
good turn deserved another, he would

ave senso enough to bar Loder off,
rather than have his peculiar proceed-
ings at the gnmga tattled all over
Greyfriars, unter tried to feel con-
fident, but his apprehensions pre-
dominated. Steele realiy was not the
man to be cheeked liko this

“You must explain a little further,
Bunter,” said Mr. Steele at last very
tg.liutly. “Have you visited the garage
this morning 1"
 “I—=I went there to dodge Loder,
gir.”

“Y understand. I was not mistaken
in thinking that T heard a sound,
then,” said the Remove master. “You
had the impudence to enter Barnes'
quarters.”

“QOh, really, sir, as you were there
yourself—*"
imagine that you saw me
there?” asked the Form master, still
very quictly—so quietly that Bunter's
confidence grew stronger.

“Not much imagination about it,”
said the fat junior. “I jolly well saw
you in Barnes' room, sir—picking locks,
too. Of course, I'm not going to say
anything I wouldn't! I'm not a
fellow for talking—as you may have
noticed, sir! I nover tattle and chatter,
like some fellows I could name. But—
but onc good turn deserves another,
dpesn’t it, sir?”

THE MAGNET

Mr. Steele’s keen grey eyes seemed
almost to bore into Bunter; and his
square jaw jutted like a il

¥ ou are making terms with me,
Bunter " ho asked.

“Well, eir, it's only fair—"

“You sre an extraordinary boy,
Bunter,” said Richard Bteele. *'If you
were not so obtuse, I should cane you
severcly before taking you to the he
master. 1 must consider bhow to deal
with you.”

“You sece, sir—"

“Be silent!"” rapped out Steele.

Bunter was silent. From a distanco
came the ringingb;!’ a bell for third
school, and he rd the Greyfriars
fellows zroo?mg in from break. The
trampling of footsteps and the buzzing
of voices died away. Mr. Bteele was
still standing silent, with a thoughtful
expression on his brow.

e broke the silence at last.

“Follow me, Bunter!”

“I—I say, sir—""

“Follow me!" repeated Steele, in a
voioe that made Bunter jumr.

The Owl of the Remove followed him.
Mr. Steele led him to the Head's study.
Tl}e Head, as Bunter knew, would be
with the Sixth by that time, and not
in his study.

Steele waved Bunter into the empty
room.

“Remain here!” he said.

o I—I ”f—'—"

The Remove master walked away.

Billy Bunter remained alone in the
Head’s study, in a state of growing
apprehension. It looked as if Steelo
did not understand that one good turn
deserved another; or else he fancied
that a Form master oould not make
terms with a cheeky junior. Perhaps
he even supposed that, in any case,
Billy Bunter could not be trusted to
hold his wagging tongue,

Bunter waited, and with ever
ing minute his confidence ooze
and his uneasiness grew and grew.

There was a footstep at last, and Dr,
Locke entered. Mr. Steele was with

pass-
away

him, but ho remained outside the door.

Bunter blinked apprehensively at the
Head.

ad- zt?;ring at
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That beast Bteele must have gone tr
the Sixth Form room and spoken t
him, and brought him here to deal with
Bunter. It really scomed as if he did
care whether Bunter told the Head
what he had done that morning; though
it was pretty clear that he did not
desire Bunter to tell anyone else

“Ah! Bunter!"” eaid the Head,
the Owl of the Remove.

unter, am informed that you
absented yourself from class this mozp-
ing without permission. This is very
serious "

L) A S

“You need not speak, Bunter. Your
Form master is of opinion_that a flog-
ging should not be administered, in
your case—"'

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter. *Good!”

“Bilence! Mr. Steele is of opinion
that you should be sent away from
Greyfriars—""

“Wha-a-at1"”

“For a short time. This will be a
lesson to you. You are not expelled,
Bunter; you will be sent to your homo,
to remain there for a time, and I trust
you will return to school in & more
obedient and disciplined frame of
mind. I shall send your father a noto
in explanation.”

“Oh crikey !” gas Bunte..

“You willyluvo ﬁﬂwdiml,—-—"

“I—I say, sir—""

“Mr. Bteele, you will see that Bunter

catches the next train; I leave the
matter in your hands.”

“Quite so, sir!”

Dr. Locke rustled away. Billy Bun-

ter blinked after him, and blinked at
the impassive face of Richard Steele.

“Look here, sir!” ho gasped. “I—

“Bilenco, Bunter, and follow me.
You have your box to pack!”

“But, sir—"

L o "

“Qh lor’ I”

The Remove were still in Form when
a taxi rolled away from Greyiriars,
with Bunter's box on top, and Mr.
Steecle sitting by his side in the cab.
Tho Owl's fat face was the picture of
dismay. Of all the beasta
Bunter bad ever encountered
in a beastly world, populated
by beasts, the beast sitting at
his side was, Bunter thought,
the very last word in beasts.

But there was no help for
Bunter.

Mr. Steele took his ticket
at the station, handed it to
him; and, greatly to Bunter's
surprise, presented him with
a box of chocolates to eat in
the train. Then the train
rolled out of Courtfield with
William George Bunter.

When the Remove camo out
after third school some of
them looked for Bunter. They
looked for him. but they found

him not. For the prerent
Bunter’s place knew him no
more. And there were dry
eyes in the Removel
THE END.
(Events are destined {o

move with dramatic sudden-
ness at Greyfriars now that
Rilly Dunter is out of the
way. In “THE GREY-
FRIARS' CRACKESMAN!"
readers will find the ideal
story, combining humour, ex-
citement and mystery—next
week,)



START THIS STIRRING TALE OF THE FOREIGN LEGION

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

Pawl Blake, Fijth-Former of Greystones,
learns that Guy Warren, P caplain
of the school, is in serious trouble. Aid&pomm
of the funds placed in Warren's charge have been
yambled away, and rather than see the son of his
guardian exposed as a  *f, Paul decides lo take
the blame, This ke do... by running away from
Greystones. A few milex from the school he
meets Majuba Smith, an orphaned waif of the
roads. The two tell each other their stories, and
then Paul suggests thal they join the Foreign
Legion together. Majuba agrees, and by selling
kis gold watch, Paul manages to get sudicient
money to take him and his new-found friend to
Paris. There they offer ves as recruils
Jor the Legion.

(Now read on.)

——

Enlisted |
AVING breakfasted, Paul and
Jub set off for the Rue Bt.
Dominique. Arrived there,
they presented themselves at

the Bureau de Recrutement, where they-

were received by  Sergeant-Major
Facquier, who made no effort to con-
ceal his delight at their return.

“Ah,” he smiled, “so you have come
back, then, mes enfants! This is indeed
excellent 1"

“Yes, we rather Lhnught you'd be
pleased,”” remarked Paul dryly.

Sergeant-Major Facquier's smile was

replaced by a frown. Was it possible
that the cub was being insolent?
“You will learn, mes arcons,”

varned the sergeant-major grimly, * that
for the benefit of one's health one listens
in silence to the observations of a non-
commissioned officer in the Army of
Frunce.”

He swung on his heel and threw open
the door of a bleak, unfurnished room.

*Wait in there!" he ordered.

Paul and Jub obeyed. Half an hour
passed before the door opened again,

.-*‘
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and Sergeant-Major Facquier thrust his
head into the room.

“Come with mel” he said brusquely.

He escorted the boys to the presence
of the oflicer of cavalry who had inter-
viewed them the previous day.

“You still wish to join the Legion?”
asked the officer. *“You have wuot
changed your minds?”

“ No, sir,”” replied Paul.

The officer hesitated a moment; then,
turning to his desk, he picked up two
grey, printed forms. Handing one to
Paul and one to Jub, he said:

“These are the conditions of service
in the Legion. Make yourselves ac-
quainted with them; and remember that
once you append your signatures to the
forms you belong to France for a period
of five years. There is only one way in
which you can obtain release before the
end of that time—by death "

Paul nodded and dropped his gaze to
the paper, which, in bald and simple
form, set out the conditions of service.
Reading them through, he explained
the gist of them briefly to Jub, then
turned to the officer.

“We will sign, eir,” he said.

“You are quite sure? Remember,
you are taking an irrevocable step.”

“We fully realise that, sir,"" responded
Paul. “But we wish to join."”

With a shrug of his shoulders the
officer dipped a pen in ink and handed
it to Paul. Rapidly the boy wrote his
signature in the space indicated at the
foot of the form. Then, with a sudden

strange sense of unreality, he stood
watchin whilst Jub  laboriously
scrawled his.

Deliberately, and with his eyes open
to what he was doing, he—Paul Blake—
had signed away lLis freedom for five
years. What would they hold for him,
those years? Hardship, adventure,
companionship—death?

o, o

By Geo '_E:,Ebcb_g‘étef 2

The papers are signed.

Smith are sworn to serve France at the niggardly pay

of one halfpenny per day. But if the pay is small they

are, at least, assured of unlimited adventure 'neath
the blazing sun of the desert !

at

For flve years Paul and Majuba

Well, time would show. He had no
regrets, come what might. The old lifo
was definitely over now; the new life as
definitely begun.

Taking the signed forms, the officcr
glanced at the signatures, then ad-
dressed the two boys.

“You are now soldiers of France,” he
said sternly, “recruits in a corps which
for bravery and courage has a name
sccond to none. From now onwards
let your every act, your every thought,
be for the glory of France.”

He consulted a paper on his desk, then
resumed :

“You will proceed to Marseilles,
where you will be met by a non-com-
missioned officer, who will escort you to
the Fort 8t. Jean. Should you fail to
arrive at Marseilles, you will be treated
as deserters from the Legion, and
punished accordingly on your being
apprehended.”

He turned to the sergeant-major, who
barked:

* Recruits—left turn!”

The boys marched from the room,
and they waited while Sergeant-Major
Facquier made out their railway war-
rants for Marseilles.

“¥ou will catch the midday train
from the Gare de Lyon,"” he informod
them, handing them the warrants, “1f
you are wise you will not think to miss
it; eo be warned "

He smiled then and added:

“And if it happens that you are sent
to Sidi-bel-Abbes, be good enough lo
inform Sergeant-Major Bolke, whom yon
will meot there, that it was I, his good
friend, who ushered you into tho
Legion.”

He laughed unpleaszantly.

“What is it that they call lo bon
Bolke?’' he ruminated aloud for the
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%enenv of his hearers. ™Ah, yes, I have
it — Bergeant-Major _Lunatic-Maker |
Thav is tggnme they have given him,
oad ho has earned 1t well, He can drive

man insane. But maybe you will sce
?nr yourselves. You will if you are sent

to  Sidi-bel-Abbes. Well, ieu,
gecruin1” k

“B.t are we to proceed to Marseilles
wlone?” demanded g’nul.

f course ' vetorted the sergeant-
major. * Zoum can find your way to the
~a ¢ Lyon, and the rest is simple.
wa board the train and—voilal—you
sit there until you arrive at Marseilles.
But per*aps "—this with heavy sarcasm
—“you suggest that I should accompany
you, to look after your needs—to
amu il
“No, thanks!” cut in Paul. “We
should simply hate having you with us!
Adieu! And many thanks!” .
And before Sergeant-Major Facquier
could think of a sufficiently crushing re-
joinder the two boys had passed out into
the strect.

—_—

At Fort 8t, Jean !

HE long, sixteen hours' journeg to
I Marseilles passed uneventfull
enough for Paul and Jub, an
it was in the early hours of the
following morning that they descended
from the train at the terminus.

They were met by a sergeant of
French infantry, who examined their
pers, then curtly bade them follow
Em. He led them the water-

alonﬁ

front, where lay moored ships of every
nation, and brought them eventually to
the great iron gates of the grim pile
which was Fort St Jean.

“Two recruits for the Legion,” he
said, handing them over to the sergeant
of the guard.

The sergeant of the guard surveyed
them with interest.

“Poor fools!"" he remarked sympathe-
tically. as, taking charge of them, he led
the way along a narrow stone corridor.

“Enter and meet ,our future com-
rades,” he said, throwing open a door
at the end of the corridor.

Standing aside, he ushered Paul and
Jub into a large room, foul and reeking

with the mingled smells of tobacco-fumes
and unwashed humanity. Along the
whole length of one wall were iron
bunks in tiers. A few rough benches
stood here and there, and 1n the middle
of the floor was a rough, unvarnished
table.

The place was full of men. They were
obviously recruits, for all were in
civilian dress—a garb which ranged
from decently-cut lounge suits to filthy
rags and tatters. A few of the men
were lying sinoking on their bunks, but
the majority were either lounging on
the benches or playing cards ut the
table.

T'he sergeant of the guard havin
shut the door and departed, Paul an
Jub seated themselves on a bunk and
proceeded to take further stock of their
surroundings and of their future com-
pauions. .

“They’'re an awful tough-lookin’
crowd, Paul,” commented Jub from the
corner of his mouth.

Paul nodded. They were, indeed, o
tough-looking crowd. Stolid Germans
rubbed shoulders with dark-skinned
Frenchmen and fair-haired giants from
Northern Europe. Here and there sat
a swarthy Spaniard or Portuguese, with
cigarette drooping lazily from sullen lip.

‘rooks, rogues, vagabonds, adven-
turers! The Legion knows them all.
But the Legicn asks no questions of its
sons, nor seeks to probe the why or the
wherefore of a man’s enlistment. It
offers sanctuary to the oriminal; sus-
tenance and comradeship to the down-
and-out; a fresh chance to the waster;
and glorious adventure to those restless
souls to whom adventure is the breath
of life.

“ And how is Greystones, Blake?”

An amused, drawling voice spoke at
Paul’s elbow, breaking in on his thoughts.
Paul leapt to his feet to confront a tall,
good-looking young fellow whose level,
blue eyes were smiling pleasantly.

“You—Desmond |” he exclaimed in-
credulnusl{)

Charles Desmond nodded.

“The same,” he replied. “I thought
1 was not mistaken, although it must be
five years since last T saw you.”

Yes it was a full five vears since Paul

“ Look out, kid | " screamed a voice.

But it was too late. Passion flaming in
his eyes, Desmond’s assailant had kicked savagely upwards.

THE MAGNET

Blake had tagged for Charles Desmond,
Captain of Greystones. And now had
come this strange meeting 1n a French
barrack-room in Fort St. Jean.

“ But—but—"  stammered Paul,
taking Desmond’s outstretched hand.

“You're wondering what on earth I'm
doing here,” laughed Desmond. “If's a
simple story, easily told. The guv’nor
came an awful cropper in the City. It
was either an office stool or getting out
for me. I got out, and here | am.”

Paul dropped _his compamon’s Band.
It was up to him to reciprocate: to
explain how he came to be a recrnil for
the Legion. It was not necessary, of
course, but it was the decent thing to
do. Yet how could he explain?

“1 ran away from Greystones,” he said
awkwardly. “I—I'll tell you about it
some day.” Then turning, he indicated
Jub. “This is my chum, Smith! Jub,
this is Charles Desmond!”

Jub and Desmond shook hands, and as
they did so a big. burly fellow, three-
parts drunk, lurched up against them.

“Pretty, ain’'t it?” he sneered.
“Quite affectin’. Ol friends meetin’
again and all that, Get outa the way!"”

_He gave Desmond a shove which sont
him reeling against the bunk.

“You'd better keep your hLands to
yourself, my man!” advised Desmond
quietly.

The fellow halted, fists clenched and
unshaven jaw thrust forward menac-

ingly.

‘nﬂ' ﬁo, indeed 1" he said, his eyes taking
in Desmond’s neatly-clad and well-knit
figure. *“You say that again, you
tailor’'s dummy, and I'll smash your
face in1”

. As a promise, it left nothing to the
imagination, and the fellow was fully
capable of attempting to carry out his
words. He was in belligerent and ugly
mood, begotten by the liguor he had
consumed. Realising that, Desmond
turned away with a shrug of his
shoulders.

But the other, spoiling for a row, was
not to be balked.

Grip]i]i_ng Desmond by the arm, he
swung him round.

“Ho, so that's it 1" he snarled. “Turn
your back on me, eh? I ain't good
enough for such a pretty feller as you,
ain’'t I?7 Well, just hold that, chum 1"

His srant clenched fist drove savagely
upwards. Jerking his head aside,
Desmond wrenched himself loose. Then
he sent his own fist smashing against
the fellow's mouth.

With an oath, the unshaven ona
staggered back. Recovering himself, he
leapt in. Desmond was giving a ful
three stoncs away in weight, and more-
over his antagonist was by now
thoroughly roused.

Roused also, were the other inmates
of the room. Cards were temporarily
forgotten in this new attraction, and
shouting, jeering men jostled and
pushed in their efforts to met n better
view of the combatants,

Side-s' ‘~ping a vicious swing to tho
temple, Desmond got home a punch ‘o
the throat, following up with a straignt
left flush to the other's already hleeding
mouth.

“ ook out, kid !” screamed a voice.

But it was too late. Passion flamin
in his eves, Desmond’'s assailant ha
kicked savagely upwards. His heavy
boct took Desmond full in the stomach
and. with a masp of sheer agony, ho
fell backwards.

Before either Paul or Jub could leap
in to avenge that blackguardly kick. a
slimlv-built man. hronzed of face and
wearing an immaenlate grev lounge suit,
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slipped between Desmond and  the
drunken bully.

oy T'hut was very clever, my friend,” he
said coldly. * Perhaps now you will go
and put your head under the tap.”

“Get out of my way, curse youl"
roarcd the other.

With thar, he attempted to brush the
man aside mm an endeavour to get at
Desmond. Then things began to happen
with astonizhing swiltness.  Something
like the kick ot a mule took hum Husn
en his long-sutfering mouth, bringing »
fres=h gush from bruised and broken hps.
Something else smashed against his jaw,
sending Inm reeling backwards with eyes
agape and arms upthrown,

That he did not go down was
accounted for by the press of eager
spectators who received him into their
arms and thrust him forward again.
He was quite berserk by this time, and
rushed to his doom with arms failing
like windmills,

A smashing blow to the heart brought
him up short and gasping. Another,
flush to the face, rocked him dazedly on
his fect. The onlookers roared their
delight.  Who the slimly-built, grey-clad
man was they did not know. But he
could use his fists.

With eyes which never lost their quiet
smile, and feet which moved like those
of a fencing master, he proceeded to
give the mnﬁd--ncd, half-blinded bully a
much-needed lesson in the manly art of
fisticulls.

He took little punishment himself, and
at length, obviously realising that the
end was near, his assailant lunged again
with vicious boot. It was a clumsy
cffort, casily evaded. DBefore the bully
could recover his balance, a smash to
the jaw sent him down. He essayed to
rise, fell back, and rolling over on his
face, lay moaning like some great
wounded beast.

“Voila!” exclaimed the grey-clad
man, and, dusting his hands, turned
away with the air of a job well done.

“1 say, thanks awfully!” said Des-

mond weakly.

“Do not mention it, monsieur,”
replied the other. “It was a pleasure,
1 assure you.”

His tone was that of a cultured man,
Desmond stared at him curiously, then
blurted :

“My name's Desmond—Charles Des
mond.”

The other bowed.

“And mine,” he said, “is Esterharn.
I am happy to meet you, monsicur.”

He held out his hand. And thus was
born a friendship which was to endure
even down into the grey Valley of
Death,

Sergeant-Major Bolke !

HE remainder of that day passed

I uneventfully enough. These inen

with money to spend passed the

evening in the cantcen until the
bugle for “Lights Out” brought them
stumbling, cursing or singing to their
bunks. .

As though by mutual consent, Faul,
Jub, Desmond, and Esterharn took ad-
jacent bunks. But sleep was long in
coming to Paul that night. It had been
ripping mecting Desmond again; but
awkward in that Desmond would
naturally look for some explanation as
to why Paul had run away from Grey-
stones.

It was impossible for him to tell Des-
mond the truth, for that would mean
breaking his word to Warren. And he
certainly was not going to say, I stole
thirty quid and bolted.”

What, then, could he say?

There was one consolation, Desmond
would never ask, Dut he would wonder,
and there could never he complefe trust

=Y
Against the wall by Paul’s bed, Esterharn h?d a struggling man clutched by the
throat

between him and Paul until he knew why
Paul had cleared out. And the whole
basis of friendship is trust.

It was a rotten position, Paul con-
sidered, look at it any way he liked.

Paul's thoughts turned to Estcrharn.
Strange to meet a fellow like that in-the
Legion, for Esterharn had been a
captain of French artillery. That even-
ing he had mentioned it quite casually.

“But I was cashiered, mes amis,” he
had said, with a shrug. “It is bad to
have an enemy in one’s superior officer !”

He had left it at that, giving no
details. But Esterharn was straight.
Paul was preparzd to swear to that.

Sleep came at length, but it seemed
to Paul that he had scarce closed his
eyes before ‘‘Revcille” went. DBreak-
fast consisted of bread, soup, and coffee.
Then the recruits were assembled in the
courtyard and the roll was called by a
ron-commissioned officer.

“This morning you embark for Oran,”
he informed them, * where you will be
drafted to your various depots.”

Then came the order to form fours,
and the recruits were marched down to
the docks, where they went aboard a
small troopship which sailed an hour
later.

“Well, we're bound for Africa at
last, Jub,” said Paul, as he and Jub
stood by the rail watching the French
coast receding into the mists. **Any
regrets

“ None,” replied Jub stalidly. * Unless
we're sent to different depots.”

“By Jove, I hope we're not,” ex-
claimed Paul, in dismay. "We‘\-c'just
got to stick together now; you an 1,
and Desmond and Esterharn.”

“I don't suppose we'll ever be con-
sulted,” said Jub dismally.

“We won't!” laughed Desmond, who
had joined them. * But I've been speak-
ing to Esterharn about it. He knows
the ins and outs of the game and he's

retty confident that he can wangle our

eing sent to the same depot.”

“But how?” exclaimed Paul.

“He didn’t say,” replied Desmond.

But three days later, at the fort at
Oran, Esterharn sought out, and ob-
tained an interview with, the sergeant
in charge of drafts. It was a discreet
interview in which nothing very much
was said, but which terminated in the
sergeant pocketing one hundred france
and remarking :

“It will be as you wish, mon ami!
After all, what matters who goes here
and who goes there?”

So that afternoon, when the draft
which was to join the First Regiment of
the Foreign Legion at Sidi-bel-Abbes
was paraded in the sun-baked barrack-
square, Paul and his three companions
found themselves included in the com-
pany.

The draft marched through the wide
streets of the little African town of Oran,
i:pcd at by Arabs, street vendors, and
suropeans, who seemed however to have
hecome aware that this motley squad
was composed of future legionnaires.

“Hang-dog looking crowd, aren't

they?” remarked one obese tourist.
t3 his “better half.” * Ex-convicts,
most of 'em. Don't know why they

don't try to get a better class of fellow
in the Legion.”

With which learned observation, he
mopped  his perspiring brow, and,
rattling his loose change, waddled off in
search of a cooling drink.

Reachin the station, the draflt
boarded the train for Sidi-bel-Abbes;
Paul and his companions sharing o
compartment with two Germans, a thin,
timid-looking Italian named Valasque,
a massive Swede, and a couple of chat-
tering Spaniards.

It was not a fast train by any means,
and it jolted and rattled along with in-
termittent stops at wayside stations
where dark-skinned and semi-naked fruit
vendors offercd their goods—melons,
grapes, and figs—at every window.

Gradually, as the train progressed,
the scenery changed from pleasant
orchards and verdant ficlds to sandy
wastes of stunted shrubs which, in turn,
merged into dreary sand-hills of the
desert itsell

It was late in the evening when tho
train eventually clanked into tho station
of Sidi-bel-Abbes. Two sergeants and
a corporal were there to meet the draft,
which was formed into fours and
marched through the crowded streets to
the barracks.

Paul, looking about him, was amazed
at the medley of nationalities and
costumes which thronged the sidewalks.
There were tall, gaunt Arabs in their
flowing white robes, Jews in gaily-
coloured gabardines, officers of Spahis
and Zouaves, great, burly negrees,
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yaked to the waist, and drably-clad
Europeans,

Cuinels, ears, handearts, and omni-
buses moved in endless and ivregular

procession  olong ~every  street,  the
buildings of which were a enrious mix-
ture of Qricntal and Europecan archi-
teetnre,

‘Il barragks were situated away fiom
the main thoronghfares; an ugly, yellow
Loilding. three stories in height and
frontedd by a vast pavade groumd cn-
closed by high iron railings,

Yo o gods!"  muttered  Desmond.
“What a ghastly-looking place!"

“Stop  that talking ™ barked 2
sergeant.

The draft swung in throngh the open
gatez, past the goard-lonse uud prison,
and were halted in the centre of the
parade groumd.

And to them came Sergeant-Major
Bolke.

He was a thick-set, bLratish-looking

mun, with abnormally long  arms,
saquare, menacing  jaw, thinlipped
mouth, amd little dark eyes  which

seemed ever on the alert.

“What ral=!” he remarked express
ively, baving surveyed the double line
of recruits. * Nom d'un nom, but the
Dureau de Reerutement has been comb-
ing the gatters of Paris!”

He then proceeded to call the roll,
lifting his head to serutinise each man
sharply as hie answered his name. “That
done, accompanicd by one of the ser-
peants, he commenced to move slowly
wown the frout rank!

“Stand up, curse you!" he snarled,
halting  in front of Valasque, the
Italian. “ 1’1l steaighten that back of
vours, yon weevil, or break it for you !

Valiantly Valasque strove to squara
his shoulders, Sergeant-Major Dolke
aiding him with a rap wnder the chin
which bronght the poor fellow's teeth
together with a.elick which must have
jarred them to their rcols.

Continuing this pleasant. promenade,
Sergeant-Major Dolke halted next in
frout of E-terharn, who was standing
rigidly at atiention. 1e starved avhim
sirpiviously for a moment, then gave
tongue,

“You're no reeruit!” he barked.

Feterbarn  made no  reply, nor
ﬂi "l'('tl an ©y l"I (I.
“ Answer , vou dog!” roared

Dolke. Y  no reernit?”

“Yes,” answered Esterharn,

“You lie, yvou dog ! bellowed Bolke.
“This i=n't the first time you've seen
a parade ground.  You're a cursed
deserter from some regiment of the

line. What's vour name?”

“ Fstevbarn !

“Very good!™  promised  Bolke
grimly.  “TI'll make inquiries about
vou. It you're not a deserler 1'm a
tar 1"

He pansed  invilingly, Nothing

would lave pleased him betler than to

liar.  Ile would
hiave cause for drastic action then, wud
there wasn t an oflicer who could con-
scientionsly refuse to support him,

But Esterharn remained mute, and,
scowling, Dolke passed on.

“Whero did you get that face?"” he
demanded,  pansing  in front  of
Desmond, whose countenance still Lore
signs of the fight in the barrack-room

lave heen called a

at Fort St. Jean,

“My face?”  vepeated  Desmond
pleasantly. “ 1 was born with it. and:
—oer—sinee then it's grown on me ™

Glaring Bolke mentally digested this
remark for a moment, and found it of
an insolence almost ineredible,

“You answer mo like that again,
vou filthy hound!"” le roared. *and
I'll kick the stufling out of you! I'll
remember you! By thunder, but I'll
knock yon inlo shape before I'in done,
you dog!"”

He halted in
Giermans,

“Boche?"” he barked.

“Jawohl,” assented the man, survey-
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front of one of the

ing him with cyes about as intelligent
as a cow's,

“One step forward—mareh 1"

The German stepped obediently out

of the rank.
Polke *'1s illntl
il |

“Fury ! bellowed
animal ¥
. or hreak

liow you move, you
smarfen yvou up, vou, fot
your confounded knee-cap

e ordered the fimmoved CGerman
Lback into the line, then addressed the
draft,

“You've come here 1o be made inlo
soldiers, you miserable semn!™ he in-
formed them.  “Amd, by thunder, Tl
do it! 1 kumow what vou are. yon
police dodging sneak-thieves! I'll knock
diseipline into you and make you sweat
before 1'm through !

Having thus exprossed  himself  and
given the draft a hint as to what to
expect, he handed them over to the
sergeant, who marched them off to the
stare-room.  There each man was issned
with two uniforms, one fatigue uniform,

underclothing, and boots,
“What about sock:*" demandel
Desmond.

EVERY SATURLCAY

“There is none,” explained Fster-
harn.  *“The Legion does not  wear
them.”

There followed a brief inspection by
a commissioned officer, who gave the
impression of being Loved by the whole
proveeding. Then the sergeant took
charge of them again, allatiing parties
of twelve to various sleeping-ronms®in

the upper stories of the  barrack
bunilding.,
Pual. Jub. Desmond. and Esterharn

were directed to a large room. aronnd
the walls of which were ransed twenty-
five Leds. The place was seropulously
clean. cold, and bare.

Added Ly  Esterharn and  a  few
Legionnaires who were in the voom, the
vecruits learned how to fold their kirn
and blanketz, and were then instructed
in the eleaning of accoutrements,

“And il 1 were you,” growlel
Lemarne, one of the old hands, “ [
wonld turn in, for you will be carly
astic in the morning. DParades aro
manv just now."

“Why is that ?”" questioned Faterharn,
intrigued by the man's tone.

“1 will tell -von,” replied Lemarne.
“There is tronble brewing out there in
the desert.  The Arabs are hecotning
restless, and more than one battalion
will bhe needed to bring them to a
more docile frame of mind. Any day
now we may get the erder {o wmarch.
Rest assured it will be seon.™

Paul thrilled. Instead of stagnaling
at Sidi-bel-Abbes, there was, it scemed,
a chance of going on active scrvice
within the very near future.

“And -will Bolke accompany ust™
inquired Desmond softly.

Lemarne grinned.

“Why do von ask that?” he said.

*YVes, I think he will,”

Destiond nodded, and, torning away,
procecded 1o wmdress,  The  ather
reevuits followed his example, for all
were dog-tired.  One by one. amd in
gronps. the other inmates of the room
came drifting back from the ecanteer
amd by the time the “Lichts ont
Luzle sounded in  the barrack-square
Leiow all had turned in.

I'aul was asleep almost as soon as
hi= head touched the hard  pillow.
How long he had slept he i1 nob
kuow : but .\lllhl('lﬂ_\f a crash and raised,
exeited voices brought him to instant
wakefulness,

The light was on in the room, and
against the wall by Paul's bed Esterharn
had a struggling man clutched by the
thuoat.

{Ndvrntvre was what Paul and Jub
guined the Forciyn Leygion for, and it
loohs as if they wre going to get all they
wint ! Swift action and plenty of thrills
is what you'll gel in next week's power-
ful instulment of this great adrentore
seviel.  Doen’t wmiss reawding if, whalecer
you do)
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SENEAKY-LOOKING figger srept
} stelthily along the Fourth

Fovern pa<=idge in the Skonl Houss

at Bt. Sam's. There was Fune-
thing sinmster avoul that ligger—some
thing that made you feel there was dirty
work afoot.

Crash ! Bang:. Wallop!

Noisclessly, the figger came to a stop
outside the door of Jack Jolly's study.
And now it was obviouk that there was
indeed dirty work in the offing. For the
sinnister fAgger, instead of tapping on the
door and entering a5 any honnest eitizen
mite have been eggspected to do, pawsed
fur n second or two. then applied his ear to
the kevhole.

He was an Eve's dropper !

Eve's droppers wers not altogether
unknown at .ﬂ. Sam's. Tubby Barrell,
of the Fourth, and Toadey minor, of the
Third, had both acquired big Eﬁ._nmzanm
or their skill in the art of Eve's dropping
But this Eve's dropper resembled neither
Barrell nor Toadey. In appearance, he
was tall and bony, with a decidedly ugly
fizz and a long white beard.

Wasa it—could it be possibul that ths
wn= Dr.  Birchemall, the revered and
mujestick Head of St. Sam’s 1

(loser inspuection reveeled that 1t waa
indoed the Head. Dr. Birchemall had
evvidently set out on one of his periodical
Eve'n dropping eggspeditions.

He had by thie tune lost all tences of
his recent ordeal on the First Eleven
football field, St. Sam's was still chucklin
over the strange spectaclo the Head h
presented when he had become stuock
to the ground by the remarkably powerful

Ine invented by Bright of the Fourth.

ut Dr. Birchemall's memory waa short,
and he had almost [orgotten the incident
by now .

The Head looked a dignified and aw-
inspiring figger as he bent down to the
study kevhole, his ear twitching and a
ginnical grin on his dile.

Suddenly the grin vanmsbed. He _ﬂ”
closer to the deor and farely strained hi
hearing apparatus to catoh what was said
inside the study.

“That'll do, you chaps! We've got
enuff glue now to Inst us for weeka!l'

It was the voice of Dright of the Fourth.

“Who's the npext on the list of those to
be juped 1 " came Jack Jolly’s cheery voice.
“ Think we'd Letter give the Head another
dose 7'

There was a 1art from the others o the
study, then Frank Fearless said :

* Better leave him alone, perhaps, till
the zney of the footer field blowa over.
I sujjest the prefects for the next jape.”

“Good ege ' "

Dr. Birchemall had herd enuff.  With an
angry snort, he etraitened himsell uap
pgan and locked open the door of the study,
causing, oatcherslly, a bit of a sensation
among Lhe m.ﬂ:l?-m.nqnnunu.

* My hat | " gasped Jack Jolly.
—the Head 1 " ;

“ Right first guess, Jolly ! ™ said Dr.
Birchemall, a mocking smile playin
around his lips. * So 1 have discovere
the inventors of the glue in the very act !’

Jack Jolly threw a hopeless glarnse at a
big glue-pot standing in the middle of the
table. e _.,

* Not much good denying it, 1 suppose,
gir,” ho romarked. * 1 trussed, eir, that
you will take a lenient view of the matter."”

"Granted as soon as asked | " was the
Head's rather surprising reply. "1 do
not intend to flog you all, much as you
deserve it. lostead, 1 will mecrly give ten
thowsand lines each.”

*Obl, thank you sirl" corussed our
heroes, foeling grotely surprised to receive

“The

such lcment treatment from a brutal
bool .w. like Dr. Birchemall.
*1 make one stipulation, however."

“ What's that, sir ! " asked Jack Jolly
curiously.
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* That you hand
wver this put of glue
to me immeiately.
You may do that
or have it konfis-
eatod whichever
vou pleass, Make
up yvour mineis ' "

e rhumyg of
the Fourth sonldn't
av B ograte doal ol

il

differenes  between
the two optivns,
but thev realised {
that the Hoad
with  his stupendous nollidge, saw

wuttle distinktions whoere they saw none,
ro thoy gave him his head.

* We'll hand it over to you, sir, if it's
all the same to you." said Jack Jolly, with
B Erin

* Very wull, Jolly. Hnnd it over then,
and 1 will take it away with me now."

There and then the glue-pot changed
hands, and Dr. Birchemall walked off
with it, leaving Jack Jolly & Co. feeling
rather rewfui, but quite glad to think that
they had beon ot off so hghtly.

ow the Head was not altogether such
an idiot as most o the St. Bam's fellows
thought. Oecasionally he displayed the
cunning of a trained monkey, and, as a
matter of fact, he had not konfiscated
Jack Jolly's glue without a wvery deop
reason,

Even aa he entered Jaock Jolly & study, a
deop and original skeem had flashed
through his branebox. That braney
skeern he now proceeded to carry out.

After placing the glue safely in his
study, he canterod down to the Hall,
where a duzzen or so fellows were gathered
in front of a notis+ that read as follows :

*“* The Chairman o) the Guuverners
having presended a whacking grate
Gold Cup. worth at least half-a-crown,
to the besi runner over the distance of
half a mile, eniries are invited for the
race. Will competitors please wrile
their names under this here noliss /

“(Sined) B. BURLEIGH
" Kaptin of Games."

Then tollowed half-a-duzzen names,
ineluding that of Jack Jolly, who was
recckoned to be the best man over the
hali-mile m the Lower Skool.

The amazement of the fellows round the
notiss-board may bo better unajined than
described when Dr. Birchemall stalked
up to the board and ndded his signature !

Burleigh, the jenial kaptin of St. Sam's,
who happened to be passing at that
moment, ﬂﬁ_....,.i in sheer astonishment.

“ Grate pip'" he gasped. * Mean to
say you're entering, sir 1 '

“Why not 1" asked the Head, with a
grin. " Possibly | am not quite #o speedy
now as in the good old days when 1 walked
off with the half-mile event at Oxbridge,
but | think you will find that 1 nm quite
wﬁﬁwEa still of putting it across this dud
ot."”

*Well, my hat !'

" While you are here, Burleigh,” went
on the Head casually, ** you mite remember
to bring all the competitors’ running-shoes
to me lor nspection just before the race
is timed to begin.'"

" What ever for 1" egusclaimed Burleigh,
with a atare.

The Head larted gaily.

“ Ask no questions and you'll get no
fibs, my dear Burleigh. Mind you don’t
forgot 1

Mna the Heaa went on his way whissiing,
ilsaving Burleigh in & very puzzled frame

of mind.
the race for the Funguss Cup.

Sir Frederick Funguss, the

Chairman of the Board of Guvvernera,

11.

CRATE crowd ot specktators
turned Ew on m.m Side to watch
0

,

graced the
starting-post
with his maj-
estick  pres-
once, and a
good many
other looal
notabillities m
were there, { |
not to men-
Emﬂu Bocoreas
of parents,and
last, but by
no means
least, the
boys them-
selves.,

As a prelude to the grate
event of the day, there —

was a f[ootball matoh be-
tween BSt. Sam's
Eleven and 8t. Bill's. This
didn’t last long. Just
before half-time the ’ast
of the St. Bill's men was
carried off the field on a
rtrotcher, and 8St. Bam’s il
were declared the winners-
of an unfinished game by
25-nill.
Then, amid a buzz of —_—
Mmhnmiﬂmﬂr the
rged round the cinder- \
track that encircled the
football field, and waited for
the grate bhalf-mile race to -
begin, %
eanwhile, in the pawvil-
lion, Dr. Birchemall waa
not wasting his time. As
headmaster he had a small
room to himself, and hereo
he waited impatiently for
Burleigh to bring him the
running-shoea of hia rival
competitors.
Just before the time fixed
for the start of the race,
the kaptin of St. Bam's
entered, carrying in his arms
a pile of shoes of all shapes and sizes.
*Thank you, Burleigh," said the Head
gratefully. * Would you mind dumping
them on the floor and leaving me for a
cupple of minnita 1"

:b.._n_._impu ﬂ_u_mmu H.E,n:m_.:nn_:
grinned Burleigh, and he did as requested.
The Head's behaviour after his de-
parturc was a little strange. With a few
ropid movements he inverted the varous
shoes so that they were all souls upwnrds.
After that, he grasped n pot of glue that
was standing in the eorner. and carefully
pored the contents over the assorted
lootwoar.
It was the work o1 a moment to drop the
lue-pot and whisk the shoes over again.
hen the Head bawled out for Burleigh,
and the jenial kaptin piled them up agan
in his arms and took them back to their
owners.

Burleigh was surprised to find the shoes
gticky on his return to the changing-roomns
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v ever, he did not suspect
/ glue, Bright's wonderiul
_r invention not having had
time to set after the
recent boiling the Head
had given it. As for the
competitors, they woro all
in too grato a hurry to get
down to the starting-post
to notiss anything.

One minnit 'ater they
weore all lined up, roady to
start. The Head was the
lnst to take the field He
was attired in running-
shorts, over which he
wore his academmick
gown. while his mortar-
board, as usual, evns set
at & jawnty angle on his
massiv head.

S.r Frederick Funguss,
who was acting as starter,
jumped, as his _..___Wn_. fell
on Dr. Birchomall.

" Grato pip, Birchy !'"
he eggesclgimed. * Yon
going in for it 1"

‘What-ho 1" roplied
tho Head with dignity.
1 " Any objection 1 "

M "Ha, ha None what-
over!" cehuckled the
worthy barronet. ™ But
surely you're going to dis-
card your cap and gown?"

| Dr. Birchemal! smiled n

superior smile.

“Not at al' 1 think
you will find Sir Freder-
ick, that it will not be
necessary for mo to put

==l

I
\y

o myself out a lot to
s\ 1, whaols this lot.”
YTTTIT] My hbat! In that
__E ==: caso. | will start you.
All ready 7"
“ Yos, rather!' shouted the com-
petitors, in corus,
Bang *

There was n deffening eggsplosion as
Sir Froderick closed his eyes and fired a
pistol An instant later there was a yell
of angwish from Mr. Lickham, the master
of tho Fourth, as the bullet carried off a
pieco of his left ear. But nobody was
trubbling about Mr. Lickham just then
All oyes were glued to the running-track.

And then it was tound that their oyes
wero not tho only .,.Enﬂ.m that were glued
to the running-track. To the amazement
of the specktators, u..._uﬂw _one of the
runners eggsept tho Head lailed to start.

Bright's glue had once again done its
deadly i,n:._m .

Roars of rage and dismey burst trom
tho eager athlcets as they found them-
selves unable to start. Some of them, in
desperation, tried to rench themselves
away from their shoes with the idea of
running the race in their sox. Dut, alas |

.
&\ | ﬂ%@ __sﬁg B

Uicky Nugent, of the Greyfriars Second

Form, has written you a special ** glue **

story this week., But if you'’d seen his

original MSS you’d have thought It was
a special **ink * story.—Ed.

in every case tho
ue had oozed
round the =souls
and through the
canvas uppers, and
thoy ound it
quite  impossibul

Dr.

WIOAr-
thart

tirchemall,
e & grin
womed to cover
his skollerly dile
from oar to ear,
was jogring round
the course on his

own. Now and
again ho glarnsed
round to assure
himsell that no-
body had suxxee.
ded in breaking
sway, and each
time he did so0 he
mried toud and long.

The Head was no runner, in spite of his
boasta. But even he found it farcly easy
to win a half-mile race with no com-
WM:_E.m to oppose him. He rounded the

nd for the last hundre. yards evenchally,
and then slackened down to a leisurely
walk, boughing and rairing his mortar-
board to the cheering crowds as he strolled
on his way to the winning-post.

Loud and long was the applawse na he
at last passed the post. The specktators
didn't quite know what had happened to
the rest of the runners, but they realised
that the Head had won the grate race,
and they cheered him jennerously.

Bravvo, Birchemall !’ called out Sir
Frederick Funguss. | have seon a good
many fine performauces in my time,
but gad, sir, never betore have | witnessed
a half-mile raco in which the winner beat
tho rest by a clear halt-mile ! "

"It was nothing, Sir Frodorick ! "' said
the Head simply, fAushing slitely. " And
now, what about the doiogs 1"

" You mean the gold eup. my doar sir ¥
| sujjest that it shouwd be presented to
you publicly before this grate crowd at
the foot of the skool House steps.”

"GCood wheeze '" gpgrinned the Head,
who was always keen on getting into the
amolight. ™ What about a snack in the
ruckshop tirst *  As 1t happens, 1 haven't
iny munny on me, bhut—"

* 1 shall be delited to stand A bottle of
jinger-beer and a cupple of doenutts to a
grate athleet like you!" interposed the
chairman of the guvverners. Como ! ™

And ho linked arms with the Head and
ied him toward= the tuckshop, while the
erowd moved off to the scene of the
coming presentation.

By the tune the Head hod relceved tho
nawing pangs of huuger, the unforchunit
nou-starters had been released from their
uncomfortable positions.  Having got
away, they all returned to the pavillion.
That is to say, all with the eggseption of
Juck Jolly. Jack Jolly's keon brane had
soen through the Head'’s little manoover,
and, although it was too late now for

—
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not rest satisfied until he had been
avenged.

Followed by his faithfur chums, Joack
Jolly rushed into the Skooi House and
upstairs to the Fourth passidge.

In his study was a freah pot o. gluo
which had been made only that morning.
Seazing this, Joack eartod it out of the
atudy nnd took it to a passidge in the
front part of the building from which it
waa possibul to look down on the Skool
Houso steps.

A grato crowd hod assembulled in tront
of the stepa in readiness 1or the public
presentation of the Funguss Cup, and as
Jack Jolly & Co. erowded round the opon
winder, thc Head appeared through the
CONCOrse.

So that he ecouid bo wmeen better. tho
Hend mounted the balustrade that ran
down the side of the steps. From thia
lofty pedestal he surveyed the cheering
mob, with a condescending grin.

" Ladies and jontlemen'" he yolied.
“ With regard to my wonderful win on
tho cinder track this afternoon 1 should
iike to say—groooo '

Perhmps that wasn't quito what tho
Head had intended to say. [t reemed tho
most natchornl thing to eay, however,
when ho found a sticky and unplezzand
bath of glue descending on him {rom
above. The Head [arely choked.

"Groooo ! Yaroonooco! Heskew me,
someone, before 1 get stuck—groooo !

Dr. Birchemall's moans died away into
silence. Jack Jolly's gluo had ocovered
him from hoad to foot. And as the Head
dried up, the erowd roared:

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

They really couldn’t help t. There, at
the foot of the balustrade, was the head-
maoster of St. Sam’s, his hands held aloft
in an attitude of despair and 2 gorstly
ook on his fizz. unable to movo a lim!
It swwould have been a funny site at any
time, but with Dr. Birchemall togged up
in running shorts beneeth his gown 1t
looked dubbly funny. They shreeked.

“My hat!" gasped Bir Fredorick
Funguss as he came up. " I've often said
that a statue ust there would improve
the look of the quad. | nover antissipated
seeing o statue like this 1™

" Hao, he, ha "

Of corse, in tho cggstraordinary circum-
stances the presentation was impossibul.
Sir Frederick withdrew, taking his gold
cup with him, and on thinkinyg the matter
ovor carofully he decided not to presenk
it, after all.

For some hours aiter that u vast crowd
remained at the foot of the steps, wrling
historically at the moslL amazing sito that
had ever n seen at 8t. Sam’s. It was
nitefall beforo the Head was at last, with
the aid of blowpipes and chisels removed
fromm his pereh, and even after thau the
erowd remained to talk it over and chucklo
at the reckerlection of it

Needless to say Jack Jolly & Co. go!
into hot water over the affair. But they
considered it weli worth it, for they wero
always suro at any time after that of
raising o larf out of the story of the Statu
of 5t. Sam’s.

protests, the kaptin of the Fourth could TIE END.
= ]
LOOK OUT NEXT WEEK, CHUMS,
for No. 1 of a Series of
§4 b}
MAGNET “TALKIES
By William Wibley,
featuring Jack Hanley, the pride of the prairle, In a series
of breathless encounters, calculated to hold you spellbound.
| — |

Tue Macgxer Liprary.—No, 1,149,



