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ONE IN THE NECK FOR BUNTER!

The-OWIl of the Remove thought it an easy matter to bolt from Mr. Quelch. But the Remove master’s too old a
bird to be caught nappina! R:rad this weck's ruverh school story, " THE GREYFRIARS CRACKSMAN 1 % inside.




Here We Are Again, Chums!.,

tways glad to hear from you. chums, so drop me a lne to the jollawing address :
The Editor. The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amaigamated Press. Lid., Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London. E.C.f.

NE of our authors has just popped
in to sce mo, and told mo of an
amusing thing which happened
to him last week. Ho wus staying

in a Yorkshiro town where cverybody
seemed to be connected with the elothing
industry. In fact, ho was the only person
at the local botel who hadn’t anything to
do with that business. Ho was chatting
with some commereial travellers who,
he discovered, were all cotton dealers, or
wool merchants, or something of that
description, Ho felt quito “out of it
when one of them asked him what his line
wna, Then he got & bram-wave !

“ Oh,” ho replied, “I'm a yarn mer-
chant 1™

\Which struck me as being quito a neat
mjoinder b

My diary notes some

INTERESTING ANRIVERSARIES

which take plece this weck. February
23¢cd, far instanco, waas the birthday of
Samucl Pepys, whose famoua diary tells
s 8o much about London in the time of
Charles the Second. He kept his diary for
about nine years, which I cansider ** somo "
job! Whenever I commenco keeping a
diary 1 generally pack it up in sbout
nine days! Two well-known novelists,
Grant Allen and Jamea Payn, were also
born during this week, aod so was the
famous actress, Ellen Terry.

But February 26th is the most notable
anniversary, for on that day, seventy-
cight yoars sgo, the wreck of the Birken-
head took place. The Birkenhead was an
old-fashioned paddle-wheeled troopship,
which struck a rock off Simon's Bay,
South Africa. There were 638 persons
aboard her, and of theso only 184 were
saved ; 454 of the crew and the soldicrs
perished. But the discipline of the soldicrs
was so marvellous that they lined up on
the deck and swaited their end without
the slightest panie. It is, perkaps, the finest
vxample the world has ever seen of perfect
diseipline !

DISCIPLINE !

Talking about discipline reminds me of
tho story of a former emperor of Haiti,
the negro state which is now a republic.
This emp rided himself on the iron
disciplino of hia troops, and to prove it,
he sct them marching towards o great
precipice. The men marched towards
the brink, expecting tho order to halt.
But the cmperor did not give the order,
and every man marched solemnly over
the precipice, and was dashed to picees
beneath |

HERE is another anniversary this
wook which will appeal to my

Woelsh readers, for this coming
Saturday is St. David's Day.
Tradition states that on 8t. David's
birthday in 540, a t victory was ob-
tained by the Wnﬂ:movar their Baxon
invaders, and that, by order of St. David,
tho Welsh soldiers were distinguished
by a lock in their caps. So now you know
why the Wolsh adopted the leck as their

« national emblem .
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It's a pity there isn't a limerick from a
Welsh reader this week, or I would have
printed it in honour of * gallant Wales.”
However, here.is one from ). T. Everctt,

of 14, Leawell Strecet, Kidderminster,
?'.'m:r:-.. who receives o pocket wallet
or at:

With railways not being content,
Fat Bunter by air-express went.
He fell by mistake
In Windermere Lake,
And they thought it was raining In
Kent !

Now let me dive into my postbag.and
oo what queries there are to answer.
Here's an interesting one ;

WHO INVENTED GUNPOWDER ?
The invention is gencrally ascribed
to o German monk in the year 1320, but
it is stated that the Chinese and Hindoos
knew of it ecenturies before that. The
Moors, too, when they invaded Spain, are
said to have used gunpowder. However,

—

SEND ALONG YOUR JOKE OR l
YOUR CREYFRIARS LIMERICK—
OR BOTH—AND WIN OUR USEFUL
PRMES OF LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS AND SHEFFIELD STEEL
PENKNIVES. ALL EFFORTS TO BE
SENT TO ¢/o * MAGNET." 6, CAR-
MELITE STREET, LONDON, E.C.4
(COMP.).

England was not behind in this respect,
for as far ago as 1202 an Englishman,
Roger-Bacon, had described the composi-
tion of gunpowder. Gunpowder is not used
much as o munition of war nowadays,
for it ia too dirty, and generates too much
smoke. High cxplosives, such as cordite
and T.N.T. havo replaced it. Ever seen
cordite 7 It looks rather like cat-gut,
and it can bo burned safely—except in a
confined area.

Next question, please ?

J. Jackson, of Penge, wanta to know
the measurcments of o full-sized football
ground. For Soccer the ground should be
130 by 100 yards. For Rugger the di-
mensions arc 110 by 75 yards. And J. J.
might as well make o note of other useful
measures : A cricket pitch should be 22
yards between the stumps ; o lnwn-tennis
court is 78 by 36 feot (double), and 78 by
27 fect (single). A full-sized croquet-lawn
ghould bo 1056 by 84 feet; n Badminton
court is 44 by 20 feet, with net 30 inches
deep, and five fect high at centre; and
& polo ground is 300 by 160 yards.

—_—— —

ARRY HARVEY, of Chislchuras,
H has been reading somo Par.
liamentary reports, and aaka:

WHAT IS A ** WHIP "' ?

A" \\"hip " ja tho namo given to the
man who has to " whip " the Members
of any particular party into Parliament.
Needless to say, he does not whip them in

literally. You see, Mcmbers
of Parliament don’t attend
every day, and when  their
resence is urgently required
tho ** Whip " sends them a
noto, wlﬁng them that
they must, on no account, be
absent on a certain day, or
at a cortain time. To
obtain the position of a
Parliamentary * Whip " is a
great honour, for it usually
means that the man who
obtains the position will
soon be promoted to a place
of responsibility under the
Governmment,

1 have not space for further questions
this week, as I want to publish this joko
which wins o pocket knifo for rt
Minister, 33, Sackville Road, Bexhill-
on-Sea, Buasex.

A BAD SPELL!

The other day a teacher turned to his
scholars and said : *‘ It Is lovely weather
we are enjoying now, isn't it ?

1 wonder il any boy here

=({ can spell the word * weather® 2"*

Alter a little delay one
& bright lad’s hand
Qv shot into the air. [
** Yes, sir! *’ cried

the little one exeitedly.
* W-E-F-F-E-R.” ** Well,”
said the teacher, . that is the
worst ‘spell® of weather we have had

this year 1"

Juat to wind up, let me give a uscful
tip to those of you who uso fountain
pens. Somctimes you will find that it is
dificult. to unserew tho nozzle. In tha
case, just wrop & rubber band around it
few times. It will givo you a good grip,
and won't damage the holder. A picer
of string, or even a damp piece of n“ﬂ
will do almost as good. You will I‘mxt is
tip is equally useful for removing a glass
stopper from a bottle or inkstand.

There’s a good number in store for you
noxt wook, chums! First and foremost
comes Frank Richards' fine Greyfriars
yamn :

* BILLY BUNTER’S COME-BACK ! ™

and it will hold you enthralled from the
beginning to the very end. I guess a lot
of my readers have been wondering whether
the fat Ow! of the Remove has shaken the
dust of Greyiriars from his feet for good.
Such, however, is not the caso. We don’t
want to lose our Billy, do we, chums ?
If you know of a finer writer of school
stories than Frank Richards—well, let
me know ! I can't find one! And I don’t
suppose you can, either !

hen there'll be another enthralling
long instalment of our serial :

““ FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE! "
By Geo. E. Rochester,

which, by this time, will have got you
firmly in its spell.

After reading that you can turn to our
middle pages, where you will find a new
complete school yarn, entitled :

* THE SECRET OF THE RING ! ™

Hero you will meet Hal Smiles, owner of a
magio ring, the paower of which will
nr.n_ﬁ:rr ou al.

»re’ll be another interesting * footer
article by "Old Rei.,” and another
breezy poem by our clever rhymester, and,
of course, my little chat.

8o long for the present |

YOUR EDITOR,



SCHOOL, MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE STORY!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Only Bunter |

LINK!
‘ “Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.

Five fellows in Study No. 1
in tho Greyfriars Removo, stared round
at the window.

The Famous Five, of the Remove,
wero at tea. Outside, the quadrangle
was dim with the early winter dark-
ness; and Greyfriars fellows were all in
tihebeHouso—or. at least, were supposed

o be.

80 the sound of a pebble clinking on
the study window was rather a|artfing‘

“What the dickens——" exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

Clink !

Crack !

Another pebble smote the window-

pane from outside, evidently

up from the quad be-

low. This time the smite was

moro emphatie, and the pano
cracked.

The chums of the Remove
jumped to their feel.

“Some silly ass buzzing
stones at the window!"”
cjaculated Frank Nugent. “The pane's
¢racked 1"

“The crackfulness is terrifie!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Johnny Bull, who was nearest the
window, ran to it and threw it open.
He stared out into the darkness below.

It was unfortunate that, at the same
moment, a third pebble came whizzing
up from the guad, aimed at the
window.

It did not hit the window. But every
bullet has its billet; and the same rule
applies to pebbles. Johnny Bull's nose
was directly in the line of fre; and it
was upon that feature that the pebble
landed—with considerable force.

There was a roar from Johnny Bull.

“Whoooop !"

“0Oh, my hat!"

Johnny Bull jnmped away from the
window, with l’:ia iand clasped to his
nosc.

H e

“Ow!
“By dose!
“What rhumpinﬁ idiot is playing the

Oh! B; dose!” he mumbled
Ow "

goat like that?" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. in amazement and wrath.

“Look out!"”

Another pebble came whizzing, and as
the window was open now it flew into
the study It landed on the milk-jug
on the tea-table, and there was a loud
crack. The jug immediately * went
west,” and tho milk spread in a flood
over the table

“My only bat! We'll
mop up the quad with
ass!" exclaimed the captain of
Remove.

Johnny Bull was still caressing his
injured nose, and mumbling. After
Johnny's experience, nobody felt inclined
to look down from the window, to
ascertain who was playing that extra-

o down and
that howling
the

The net is closing. .. Scotland Yard is ready to
pounce. Reward is in sight for the men in blue,
who have kept such a patient vigil on the mystery

cracksman !

ordinary trick. The Famous Five made
for the study door.

If some fellm\ thought it funny to
buzz stones at the study window the
chums of the Remove were prepared to
give bim their views on the subject
in a prompt, drastic, and efficacious
manner.

They went down the Remove stair-
casp, two or three steps at a time.

On the middle landing two Form
masters were standing in conversation
—Mr. Steele, the master of the Remove,
and Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,

The juniors discerned them just in
time to avoid cannoning into them.

Mr. Prout gave them a stern frown of
disapprobation. Lower boys were not
supposed to race about the passages and
the stairs; in fact, there was a very
strict rule against such proceedings. In
the excitement of the momen Harry
Wharton & Co. had forgotten that rule.

Read and enjoy this enthralling

long complete story featuring

Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greyfriars.

By Frank Richards.

T A T

Mr. Steele gave them a quict look from
his keen grey eyes.

“You scem to be somewhat in a
hurry ! he remarked.

“(Oh! Yes, sir!" gasped Wharton.

“The hurrifulness is terrific, honoured
sahib!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Mr Steele smiled.

“\Well, please prooceed
orderly manner!” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“QOh, cortainly "

And the Famous Five proceeded in o
more orderly manner, glad to escape so
cheaply.

They went down the lower staircase
quite sedately.

“Prout would have given out an
impot !"” chuckled Bob Cherry, w‘hun
they were out of hearing. “Steele's a
good sort !”

“One of the best!" said Harry. “ But
1 fancy he would cut up rusty if he
knew we wore going out of the House.
This way! Wo can get out by the
Fourth Form room—Capper
always forgets to lock it."”

They found the door of Mr.
Capper's Form-room  un-
locked, and groped into that
apartment.

There was a door from the
Fourth Form room on the
quad; but that was locked.
But a wﬁldow served tho purposo

ually well.
uql-[urfy Wharton opened a window, and
dropped out into the dusky quad. One
after another his comrades followed
him.

Then they hurried round the Euild-
ings to rcach the walls under the
windows of thoe Remove studies.

Who it was that had “buzzed " stones
at the study window they could not
imagine; but they hoped that, who-
ever he was, he was still there. They
were quite anxious to catch him in the

act.

Clink! Crack!

The sound from above groeted their
cars as they camo under the study win.
dows. Evidently the unknown practical

in a more

joker was still there, and still *buzz-
ing " stonea. Another panc had
cracked. As the owners of the study

Tue Macser Lipaey.—No, 1,150
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were liable for such damages, they were
naturally excited and wrathy.

“There he is!"” breathed Nugent.

In the dimness the juniors sighted a
fat figure, standing a little back from
the building, with face upturned to-
wards the study windows high above.

A hand was thrown back, evidently
to hurl another stone; the fellow was
still “at it.” -

“Collar him!" exclaimed Wharton.

The juniors rushed at the dim figure.
The stone flew, and there was another
erack from the window above. The
next moment five pairs of hands
grasped the dim figure, and it was up-
ended and came down on the ground
with a bump.

'There was a startled yell

“Yaroooooh !” y

“You cheeky rotter!" roared Whar-
ton. *What the thump——"

“Yooop! Yow-ow-ow! I say, you
fellows—"

“Great pip 1"

“Bunter "

“Pilly Bunter!" .

In cheer amazement the juniors
released the dim figure that sprawled
and spluttered on the ground. They
stared down at him blankly as he
wriggled and gasped and"gurg]ud.

‘Buuter! My only hat!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Woes of W. G. Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER struggled to a
B sitting position.
ITe set his big spectacles
straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked up at the Famous Five.

“Ow!” he gasped. “DBeasts! Ow!
Groogh ! \\'iarrnr you bump a fellow
over for? Ow! 1 say, you fellows—
Qooooch 1"

“Bunter | repeated Harry Wharton
blankly.

“The estecmed and ridiculous Bun-
ter!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh. .
* Bunter—here !"” exclaimed Nugent.
“Ow!” gas Bunter.
It was unter—William  George

Bunter, as large as life! And it was
amazing, for William George Bunter
was supposed to be anywhere but at
Greyfriars.  William George Bunter
had incurred the wrath of the powers
that were, aud had been sent home—
not pcrmancntl{, but temporarily, as a
warning and a lesson to him. )

If the Remove men had missed Dilly
Bunter during his absence, they had
shown no sign of mourning. It was

ssible to see too much of Bunter; but
ympossible to sce too little of him.

Fellows wondered if he would come
back. Indeed, it was probable that theo
fat existence of William George Dunter
would have been forgotten beforo very
leng, had he not turned up again.

Now he had turned up!

“You fat, flabby, frabjous ass!" said
Harry Wharton, in mcasured toncs,
“What's this idiotic game 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“You've not got leave to
back 7" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Nunno !"

“Then why are you here®" Jemanded
Johnny BulE

Bull !

come

“0Oh, really, I—1 was so
anxious to see my dear old pals.”

“0h, scat!”

“The Head doesn’t know you're
here?” asked Nugent.

“No fear!”

“Or Steele?”

“Of course not!" Billy Buuter had
risen to his feet now, and was splutter-
ing a little less emphatically. “I've

come back agmpalitiouulg:"
Tre Migxer LiBrary.—No. 1,150.

“Wha-a-at?"

“You see, thoso beasts sent me
liome,” said Bunter. “I cut class—
well, fellows have cut class before. It
was rank injustice! I've had a lot of
injustice since I've been at Greyfriars,
as you fellows know. You fellows have
generally been beasts—you can't deny
it The Head's rather a beast—Quelch
was a beast—and Steele is worse than
Quelch. I say, you fellows, do you know
when Quelch 1s coming back 1"

“ No mlll

kg Wa'll. Steele came here as a tem-
porary master,” said Bunter. “It's
time he went—high time. I—I hoped
he might have gone by now.”

“Well, he isn't.”

“You see, if our old Form master was
back he would see me riﬁhmd." said
Bunter. “Quelch couldn’t help being a
beast, being a schoolmaster, you know;
but he wasn't such a beast as Steele.”
Bunter blinked anxiously at the staring
juniors through the dimness, “I say,
you fellows, it was rather rotten of you
not to reply to my letters.”

“You've been writing?"  asked
Wharton.

“I've written to each of you. I
wasn't able to stamp the letters, being
ruther short of tin; but you could have
paid double on them. It was rather
mean of you if you didn"t—"

“You fat chump!” said Harry.
““The letters never got to us. You were
sent away, and, of course, you wouldn’t
be allowed to write.”

“That’s what the beasts said—no com-
munication with Greyfriars while I was
in disgrace,” said Bunter. “Of course,
I nover took any notice of that.”

“I ex Steele did,” chuckled Bob.
“Your letters must have been handed
back to the postman, as they had no
stamps on; Steele would know your
fist. You'll get them back from the
Dead Letter Office one of these days.”

“The awful rotter—interfering in o
fellow’s correspondence !” said Bunter
mdagnnnt]f. “So that's why you never
sent me a little loan, though I explained
in_every letter that I needed it for a
railway-fare.”

i ha, ha!”

_“Probably we shouldn’t have sent the

little loan, anyway!" grinned Johnny
Bull. “I know 1 shouldn't have, for
one !"”

“ Beast !"

“But what's the game?” demanded
Harry Wharton. “You'll be booted out
if you're seen here, Bunter. You'd
better cut before you're seen.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Well, what are you up to?" asked
the captain of the Remove. “ And what
were you buzzing stones at our study
window for?”

“That was to attract your attention,”
explained Bunter. “I knew you wero
there, as the window was lighted, and I
chucked up stones to let you know your
old pal was here and wanted you."”

“You've eracked a couple of panes.”

0 HO, he. he!"

“Is that anything to cackle at?" de-
manded Nugent indignantly. * Some-
body will have to pay for those panes.”

“That’s all right, old chap! I'll pay
for them! I'm expecting a postal-
order—""

“Oh, my hat!”

“Well, now you've attracted our
attention, fathead, and we're here, ass,
what , about it, dummy " asked the
captain of the Remove.

“1 say, you fellows, you've got to
stand by me,"” said Bunter. “Think of
all I've done for you—"

“That won’t take a second!
marked Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“After all I've done for you fellows
T expect a little return,” said Dunter.

re-

THE MAGNET

“I've had to come back. My father
was waxy about my being sent home.
thought, of course, that he would be
waxy with the Head and Stecle. In-
stead of that, he was waxy with me.”
“Go hon!" said Bob Cherry sar-
castically.
_ “He was really,” said Bunter, in an
injured tone. “I explained to him that
I was not in the least to blame; but he
intorrupted me rudo!{ a lot of times;
and, in fact, hardly listened to me at
all. He said it was bad enough having
me home in the holidays, and that
having me at home in term was too
thick. ‘Intolerable’ was the word he
used—meaning too thick. Fancy that!”
“I feel for him !” said Baob.
“The feelfulness is terrifio!”
“Oh, really, you fellows! 1
had any pocket-money, and the pater
actually got & man to give me in-
struction in book-keeping,” eaid Bun-
ter. “It was worse than being at
school—work, you know, and worse!
Ho said I was not to waste my time!
As if you could waste time worso than
E;r working !" said Bunter sorrowfully.
I stood it for & few days! Any fellow

never

ought to be able to stand his people for
a few days, in my opinion. But there's
a limit.”

The famous Five chuckled. Appar-

ently Billy Bunter had not enjoyed his
few days of rustication.

“So I've come back,” concluded
Bunter. “It was too thick, and I
chucked it. I hoped Steele might bo
{;ane by this time, and Quelch might be
mck. Fancy any fellow wanting Quelch
back ! But that’s what it's come to!”

“Well, he isn’t back,” said Harry,
“and you'd better clear before you lose
the last train home.”

“I'm not going home! T left m
pater a note to say it was all arranged.
I'm staying here. Do you think you
fellows could square it with tho Head ?
I mean, if you go to him and explain
that Stecle is a scoundrel, and a villain,
and a beast, and all that, he may see
that it is all Steele’s fault, and let me
como back at once—in fact, apologise
into the bargain. What do you fellows
think "

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“I can see myself going to the Beak
and saying that !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, I leave it to you fellows,” said
Punter. “Here I am, and it's up to you
to fix things somehow. What do youn
sugges!:?"

“If it's up to us,” said Johnny Bull,

“1 suggest drowning him in the
fountain !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast! Look here—"

“Cave!" ejaculated Bob Chorry sud-
denly, “'"Ware Beaks!”

But it was too late!

There was a rapid footstep; and an
athletic figure loomed up in the dusk.
A deep voice came—the voice of Richard
Steele.

“Boys! What—

There was a terrified squeak from
Billy Bunter.

- I Oh erikey "

The Owl of the Remove fled into the
darkness. In an instant Billy Bunter
had vanished like a ghost at cock-crow.

Harry Wharton & Co. were left
facing the stern eyes of the master of
the Remove.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
After Bunter !
R. STEELE fixed his eyes on
M the chums cof the Remove.
Dim as it was in the quad, he
evidently

five juniors.
“Wharton !”" he rapped out.

recognised the
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“ Whooop ! ** roared Johnny Bull, jum|

alarm, with a hand clasped to
The next moment
there was a loud crack as the milk-jug went “ west."”

“ 's chucking pebbles ? "

"On! Yes, sir!” stammered Harry.

“Who was that with you here a
moment ago 1"

“Oh! Who—who was it, sir!”

stuttered Wharton. “D-d-did vou say
who—who was it, sic?”

“I did! I think I recognised the
voice I heard,” said Mr. Stecle. “It
was Bunter, was it not?”

It was impossible to deny it,-even if
that had been of any use. Mr. Steclo
knew that Bunter had been there.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry at last,

Mr. Steele's brow became sterner.

“You boys are well aware that
Bunter was sent home as a pumshment
for a serious infraction of the rules of
the school,” he said “You are well
aware that you are not allowed to com-
municate with him during the period of
his punishment.”

e \"c_wh_,‘
Cherry.

“The communication is not terrific,
esteemed sahib!” said Hurree Jamset
tam Singh.

“ Bunter has returned without teave,”
said the Remove master. “Have you
seen him here before this evening 7

“0Oh, no, sir!"

“How did you know he was here at
all, then?"

“He buzzed stones at our study win-
dow, sir,” said Harry, “He wanted to
speak to us.”

“And you left the House after lock-
up-for that reason?”

“We didn't kuow it was Bunter,”
said Ilﬁ.i'rf. “We came down to mop
up the fellow who was buzzing stones.
Then we found it was Bunter.”

“I see! And that is all 7*

“That is all, sir.”

“ Where has he gone now ?"

“I don't know. He just cleared off
when he heard you coming, sir."”

“The foolish, absurd boy! 1 must
find him! You will take fifty lines each
for leaving the House after lock-up.
Follow me[”

stammered Bob

back In
noss,

The Famous Five trailed after Mr.

Steele, as Lo led them back to the
House. He did not leave them till the
were safe indoors, and then went bucﬁ
into the quadrangle, obviously to search
for the vanished Owl.

The Famouse Five returned to the
Remove passage.

Fifty lines each did not worry them
very much. Lines fell, like the rain,
upon the just and the unjust alike; and
there were gencrally .ines to be done
from one cause or another. And they
had no doubt that Mr. Quelch, their old
Form master. would probably have
made it a hundred each. The tem-
porary master of the Remove was not
quite so heavy-handed us Quelchy.
They were thinking chiefly about Billy
Bunter and his extraordinary proceed-
ing in returning to the school without
leave And they wondered what would
happen to him when Steele found him.

Tea had been interrupted in Study
No. 1, and the chums of the Remove
resumed their interrupted meal.

“The howling ass!" said Bob Cherry.
“Steele will give him six, and pack him
into the next train. He's got to stay
at home till the Beaks lct bim come
back.”

“No wonde. his pater's waxy,”
chuckled Nugent. “Bunter isu't really
the fellow to make home merry and
bright.”

“It's queer, though,” said Johnny
Bull thoughtfully. *It's unusual to
send a fellow home like that; and, after
all, Bunter only played the fool, and he
was always doing that more or less.
Quelchy would have licked him, and
left it at that.”

Clink !

“Great pip!" gasped Wharton,

He #pun round to the window.

A pebble had clinked on the glass,
thrown up from the quad below. The
Famous Five jumped up from the
table.

“Bunter  again!”  ojaculated Bob
Cherry.

“’I'ne burbling idiot !"

“The frabjous ass!”

The juniors rushed to the window.
Evidently William George Bunter had
dodged Mr. Steele, and was trying once
more to get into touch with the Famous
Five.

Apparently Bunter was determined to
stay at the school by hook or by crook,
and depended on Harry Wharton & Co.
to seo Sum through somchow,

“You silly ass!” bawled Bob Cherry,
from the window. “Hook itl Do you
hear? Hook it!”

“1 say, you fellows—" floated plain-
tively up from below.

“Clear off I" roared Johnny Bull.

“ Beast !"

“Steele is after you!”

“1 know that! I've dodged him!"
howled back Bunter. *“I belicve the
brute is still looking for me. I say, you
fellows—"

*“ Bunk, you frabjous ass!" )

“l want you fellows to let mo in
somehow !"”  yelled Bunter. “Como
down and let me in, will you?”

* Fathcad I”

“1 can't stay out here—alone—"

“You'll have half tite school with you
goon, if you go on yelling on your top
note, you frightful chump.” .

“1 say, you fellows, I'm relying on

you, you know. I say, I'm hungry!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Will you come down and let me

in?" howled Dunter,
The Owl of the Remove had thrown

caution to the winds now that his pre-
sence had been discovered by Mr.
Steele. His emphatic squeak sounded

far and wide.

No doubt Bunter was hungry after
his journcy. And when Bunter was
hungry, all othor considerations faded
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into mere nothingness. A meal for
Bunter was the one matter of outstand-
ing importance in the universe just
then.

“Louok out!” roared Bob Cherry, as
ho detected a darker shadow among the
shadows in the quad below.

He guessed that it was Steele, and
that the Remove master had heard

Bunter shouting up to the study
window. . i
“1 say—— Oh erikey!"

“Bunter!” came a deep voice in

ENgry tones.
“0Oh lor'!” ’
There was a sound of hurrying foot-

steps.

“ Bunter, stop!
stop at once!
stupid  boy?

1 command you to
Do you hear me, you
Bunter, stop 1mme-

diately !”

Bunter, apparently, did not stop.
Flecing footeteps died away in the
distance,

“Oh crumbs™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“What » game!"

Tho dc:p voico of Richard Stecle
flonted up:

“Wharton 1"

“Hero, sir!”

“Close that window at once, und do
not open it again!”

“Very well, sir”

The study window was closed, and the
chums of the Remove turned away from
it, grinning. The extraordinary adven-
tures of the Owl of the Remove struck
them as comic, thongh undoubtedly the
situation was serious enough to William
George Bunter. )

They resumed lea once more, unin-
terrupted by stones clinking at  the
etudy window, :

Somewhere out of the hounse, in the
February gloom, Billy Bunter  was
dodging and doubling, with vengeance,

of Richard Steele, on his
the chums of the Remove
hilariously, how he was

in the sha
track. An
wondered,
getting on.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Barnes Is Not Taking Any !

ILLY BUNTER was not getting
B on at all well.
He was tired, breathless, and
hungry. .

Onco moro he had escaped pursuit,
thanks to the deep gloom, and now ho
was hugging the trunk of an clm-tree,
hidden in its black shadow, breathing
in great gasps, snd palpitating.

Twice ho heard the footsteps of Mr.
Steele, passi and repassing; many
times he heard the voice of tho Form
master, calling.

He clung closer to cover, and gave no

rign. )

The footsteps and the voice ceased to
be audible at last. Mr. Steele had ep-
parently gone farther aficld in his
search for the elusive Owl.

Buster breathed a little mora freely.

Ho was safo for the moment, at least.
Immediate booting out of the precincts
of Greyfriars was no longer to be

feared. .

But  his situation was precarious,
Bunter realised that. Above all, he was
hungry.

Returning to the school without
leave was a wheeze that would probably
not have occurred to any brain but
Bunter's. But to William George it had
<comed the only resource, as he found
things so uncomfortable at home. Some-
how or other he hoped to square
mattors—exactly how, he did not know.
But he knew that he wanted a square
meal, and that he wanted it quick; be

Yes, it's war this imeall right !
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know that, without a shadow of doub:.
If thoso beasts had got him into the
House somehow, it would have been all
right, and they ought, of ecoursd, to
have done it. A liickin_q- all round
would have been a light price to pay for
Bunter—Bunter's comfort being the only
thing that really mettered. But it was
clear, now, that he was not going to get
into the House, and where he was going
to get a meal and pass the night, was
a preblera,  Bunter had to solve that
wroblem while dodging Mr. Steele, and
e felt that it wnqmrd.

_Bunter’s intelloct had not been de-
signed by nature to deal with difficult
problems, But under pressure, it
worked. He had palpitated and cogi-
tated for half an hour under tho
shadowy elm, when s glimmer of light
dawned on his fat brain.

He left his cover at last, and trod
cautiously awav. This time he did not
approach the House.

It was useless to buzz stones at a
study window and yell up to the fcllows;
that would only bring Stecle down on
htm again. But Bunter had thought of
another resource.

He headed for the garage.

Probably Stecle would not think of
looking for him there. He would not
suspect Bunter of taking refige with
Barnes—at least, Bunter hoped that
he wouldn’t. The Head's chaulfeur,
it was true, was certain to be extremely
unwilling to .helter a fellow who was
forbidden to be within the precincts of
Greyfriars at all. But Bunter had an
idea he could wangle that.

In the garage yard, the fat junior
blinked up at the windows of the rooms
that the Ifead’s chauffeur occupied cver
the garage.

One of the windows, that of Barnes'
sitting-room, was lighted. The man was
there, which was satisfactory as far as
it went

Bunter rolled to the door beside the
garage which gave access to Barnes’
staircase  The door was fastened, and
Bunter knocked loudly on it.

There were footsteps within.
was coming down from his room.
light was switched on. and
opened.

Barnes, the Head's chauffeur, stood
there in the light, staring at Bunter.
Barnes’ nsually impassive faco registered
astonishment,

*“1 say, Barnes —' gasped Bunter.

“Mr. Bunter .” said Barnes quietly.
“What do you want here, sir? The
voung gentlemen are not allowed here !”

“T'hat's all right, Barnes,” said
Bunter. “1 waut you to let me in!"”

Barnes binckoed the doorway.

“1 am afraid that is impossible, sir,”
he answered * Please go away at once.”

“Look here, Barnes—"

“I shall be obliged, sir, if you will
go away at once,” said the chauffeur
firmly. * You should be in the House
at this hour. You will get me into
trouble with my cmployer. Dr. Locke
would be annoyed—"

“Let me in, I tell you.”

" Nonsense,” said Barnes, He peered
at Bunter. *'1 had heard that you were
sent away from the school, sir. Is not
that the case?”

“I've como back——

“Without leave?” ejaculated Barnes.

“That's it! I'm going to work it
somehow " expiained Bunter. “But that
beast, Steele, is after me. I've got to
keep elear of him and I've got to have
some supper. That’s important!”

Barnes smiled faintly.

“You cannot enter my quarters, sir!
You know that perfectly well. If you
do not go away at once, I shall have to
take you to the House and hand you
over to your Form master.”

Barnes

A
the door
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Bunter's little round eyes gleamed
behind his big spectacles.

“You'd baiter not |” ho grunted.

“Indeed !" said Barnes quietly.

“Look here Barnes, one good turn
deserves another. See? I know a lot
about you that 1 could tell the Head if
I liked,” said Bunter desperately. "I
dare say it would get you the sack.
You've got 2 good job here. Seef”

Barnes compressed his lips. His keon
eyes Darr almost to pin-points, as
he fixed them searchingly on tho fat face
before him.

“Will you explain what you mean,
sir 7" asked Bacnes, vare quietly.

“You ioll wel: know!” growled
Bunter. “The Head thinks you're no
end ot & quict chap, and a model
chauffeur, and all that. I could tell
him seme things, if 1 liked.”

“What could you tell him, sir?” asked
Barnes, still very quietly, though thero
was a glint in his eyes that might have
alarmed any fellow less short-sighted
and obtuse than William George Bunter.

Bunter sneered

_“What about your goings on, lots of
times?"” he said. * You remember when
[ was with Wharte for tho Christmas
Lolidays at Wkarton Lodge, and you
drove the Head thcre to visit Colonel
Wharton. [ found that you were out
at g‘i‘sht, when you wero supposed to be
n . It was tho night of the burglary
ut Sankey Hall knew you were
baving your master’s car out for a joy-
ride—in fact, you owned up to it and
asked me to keep it dark.”

indefinable

Thero was e strange,
expression on Barnes' calm face for a
moment.

“1 remember, sir,” he said evenly.

“*And that nigﬁt last term, when
Wharton and I got back late from
Folkestone, and couldn't get in,” added
Bunter. “We camo round to the
garago for you to let us in, and you were
out—at two in the morning. 1'm jolly
sure the Head never konew that.”

“Indeed, sir!”

“I remember it all right, it was tho
night of the burglary at Hogben Grange,
near Courtficld, said Bunter.

Barnes' lips wero compressed again.

“I'm not gomlg to give you away,”
said Bunter. “1 don’t care e rap if
you take the Fead's car out for joy-
vides; in fact, I expect I should do the
samo if 1 wer+ a chauffeur. Bui one
good turn deserves another. You know
jolly well that I could get you the sack.”

Barnes did not answer that.

“I've got to have a sliclter for the
night, end somo supper,” went on
Bunter. "I expect you to sce me
through. Barnes *

“Dr. Locke would be displeased—"

“*Oh, cut that out,” said Bunter. " Of
vourse, I shail an you, and pay you
handsomely. That’s understood. ot
immediately, peiba as I'm rather
short of money at the present moment.
But I'm o:pocun’g a postal-order, and it
will be all right *

“Really, sir—="

“One good turn deserves another,”
said Bunter. “I'm not going to keep
your rascally conduct dark if you don't
lielp a fellow out. Now——"

Bunter hroke off suddenly.

There was 1 footstep in the garage

yard.
" The fat junior spun round with a gasp
of wslarm. The athletic figure
Itichard Steelo was approaching with
long strides.

“Bunter !” hoomed the deep voice.

“Oh lor" I"

Billy Bunter dodged from
jarnes’ doorway and ran.

“Stop!” shouted the Remove master.
Bunter did not lto;;;o

Mr. Steele was about to rush in

away

purstit, but he paused, and came over
o Barnes, who was still standing in the
lighted doorway looking out, his face
calm and expressionless.

“What doos this mean, Barnes?” asked
the Remoro master. *What was Bunter
do:rﬁ here?”

“He was asking mo to take him in
for the night, sir,” answered [Barues.
“I rofused, ot course "

“The absurd boy!" oxclaimed Mr.
Stegle.

And he strode away in pursuit of
Bunter. Barnes glanced after him as he
disappeared in the gloom, and then shut
and locked his door.

- — —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Butts Inl
o REP " yawned Bob Cherry.
P Foothall jaw ceased round
the fire in the Rag. It was

time for prep, and the fellows
in the Rag made a move for the studies.

n H
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I'VE SMILED—
NOW IT'S YOUR TURN

to laugh at the following storyette,
which earned for H. E. Evans,
of 14, Grange Street, St, Albansi
Herts, one of this week's usefu
penknives :

Bobby's mother had just
bought a new clock, and the
youngster was standing ad-
miring It.

“ Now, look what a nice
clean face the clock hasl
Wouldn't you like always to
have a nioe clean Tace like
that 7 ' asked his mother.

“ Yeos, mother,' said Bobbr.
Y But fl.l hands are black,
aren't they 7"

Look lively with your efforts,
chums! You raise the laugh, I'll
supply the prize!

Some of the fellows were looking from
the windows, in the dusky dimness of
the quad.

By this time, the unexpected and un-
bidden return of William George
Bunter was known to all the Form, and
there had been many chuckles and
chortles on that subject. Now that the
moon was rising, there was a silvery

limmer of light in tho quad, and
ﬂzllom looked out, hoping to see some-
thing of Bunter. DBut if the Owl of
the Remove was still within the pre-

of cincts of Greyfriars, he was not on

view.

Stecle, it was known, had come in
and gone to his study. Whether he
had given up the search as a failure, or
whether he had found DBunter and
packed him off, nobody knew. The
Bounder suggested some fellow going to
Steele and asking him; but he did not
seem disposed to be the fellow who was

7

to go and ask. But everyone was
rather curious on the subject, and
wondered whether the fat Owl would
turn up again.

The Famous Five went up the Removo
staircase together. went  into
Study No. 1, where there was toffee.
Thoe toffco was to be disposed of beforo
prep; it was, in fact, a more interest-
u:iimatter than prep.

arry Wharton turned on tho light,
and orossed to the study cupboarcr to
get out the toffce. He did not seem to
sco it thero at first glance, and ho
looked through the cupboard with a
puzzled expression on his face.

“You shifted tho tottee, Franky?" ho
asked.

“No!" answered Nugent.

“Well, somebody has!” said Harry.

“It was there when we went down
after tea,” answered Frank, and he
joined Wharton at the cupboard.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Somebody raided the toffec?
I thought Bunter was the only grub-
raider 1n the Remove.”

“Well, there’s somebody following in
Bunter's footsteps,” said Harry. “The
toffee's gone."

“Rotten!” said Bob. “Well, if the
toffec’s gone, we may as well go, too.
Coma” on, Inky; prep, old black

“But who the thump has lifted that
toffce "’ exclaimod the mptnin of tho

Remove indignantly, “There hasn't
been any grub-raiding in this passage
sinco Bunter was booted out. If somo

other outsidor is taking it up, we'll jolly
well lynch him!”

“1 say, you fellows!"

“Whe-a-t?"”

“BUNTER!"

A fat face, adorned by a large pair
of spectacles, peered out from under the
study table.

The Famous Five stared at it blankly.

“Bunter!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Oh crumbs!”

“I say, you fellows, don't make n
row!” gasped Bunter. “I've come in
syrupstitiously—""

“You fat chump, do you mean
surreptitiously 1 asked Wharton.

“I mean what I say!” snapped
Bunter. “I've como in syrupstitiously,
and nobody knows I'm here. Don't give
me away.”

“Well, my hat!" said Bob, staring at
the fat Owl. “We needn't inquire
further for the toffco!”

“The inquirefulness would be pre-
posterously superfluous!” grinned Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, you fellows! I suppose
you don’t grudge a fellow a snack w hen
he's practically starving to death! I
think it was jolly lucky I found tho
toffee in the cupboard,” said Dunter
warmly.

“You born chump,” said Wharton.
“ [ suppose you've got outside the toffce.
Now get outside the study.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“How did you gut into the Housc?"
demanded Nugent,

Bunter grinned.

= Syrupstitiously,” he answered. “I
sy, you fellows, I went to the garage,
and that beast Barnes refused to take
me in—ho was quite heartless. While
1 was arguing with him, that rotter
Steele came on me again, and I had to
cut and run. I've been dodging about
the place in the dark, and I can tell
you I got fcd up. Then I thought of
gotting in at a window."”’

“Oh!" said Harry. He understood.

“I found a window in the Fourth
Form room unfastened,” said Bunter.
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“Some silly ass had left it unfastened.
Luck, wasn't it?” X

“We left it unfastened,” said Bob.
“That's the way we got out when we
found you in the quad. Steele marched
us in at the door, and I forgot all about
the window.” By

“Well, I got in that way, said
Bunter, “and here 1 am. It's up to

ou fellows now."”

e What's up to us, fathead?"

“To stand by me unii sco m;
through,” said Bunter. * “I suppose
oan’:.ls go to dorm to-night; I should be
spotted. You can hide me in this
stud —:'5

“Get some blankets for mo, you know,
and & pillow. Anything will do so long
as I'm made comfortable.”

“Oh crumbs!” b

«And grub,” said Bunter, “That's
important. 1 want some grub. lot,
in fact. The tuckshop's closed; but you
can manage it. Go along the studies
and ask all the fellows. 1'm sure all the
Remove will rally round, in the circum-
stances.” g

“I wouldn’t bank on that!” grinned
Johnny Bull. i

“You can't let a fellow down,” said
Bunter. “Did I ever let a fellow down
myself? I ask you!” -

He blinked severely at the staring
juniors through his big spectacles.

“You benighted chump!” said Harry.
“You can't stop here. You'd be
spotted; and the maids would find you
in the morning—"

“I'll get up early and dodge them.
That's settled,” said Bunter. * To-morrow
it will be all right. I want you to go
to the Head, Wharton. You're captain
of the Form, you know, and it's up to
you. You've got to seo fair play. You
don't know why I was sent home—""

“For cutting class,” said Harry.

Bunter snorted.

“That was the excuse!'"” ho sneered.
“That beast Steele sent me home so that
1 couldn't tell the fellows what I'd
found out.”

Harry Wharton started.

Wharton was the only fellow at Grey-
friars who knew Mr. Stecle’s secret;
that the new master of the Remove was,
in reality, Inspector Irons of. Scotland
Yard; and that his chief business was
to track down the " Courtfield cracks-
man,” the notorious crook who had a
dozen robberies to his credit in the
neighbourhood.

“What have you found out, you fat-
head?” asked Bob Cherry. * Nothing
very important, I imagine.”

harton was silent.

If Bunter had found out the Form
master's sccret, it was not likely to
remain & secret now. He waited
anxiously for what the fat Owl of the
Remove had to say.

“That’s all you know, Cherry,”
sneered Bunter. “The fact is, that that
day I cut class I got into Barnes'
quarters over the garage, to keep away
from Loder of the Sixth. You remem-
ber that Steele was supposed to be away
that morning, and Loder was taking the
Remove in his ])Iacc. Well, Steele
wasn’t away at all.”

“What rot!” said Bob.

“I tell you he wasn't! I saw him in
Barnes' room over the garage, and he
was searching the ?]uc‘.hgoodnm
knows why! Picking locks, opening
drawers and boxes and things, and
going through everything. I thought at
first he was pinching things—""

“Oh, my hat!”

“But it wasn't that,” said Bunter. "I
watched him a long time through the
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keyhole, and he was not taking any-
thing—only searching and examinin

everything in the room. The Head ha

sent Barnes away to Folkestono in the
car that morning. I heard Steclo ask
him to. He had it all cut and dricd to
root through Burnes’ quarters while he
was away.'

The juniors stared at Bunter in
amazement, almost in stupefaction.
They could see that he was telling the
truth, though his statements appeared
incredible.

“Well, afterwards,” said Bunter, “I
put it to Steele.

ood turn deserved another, and that

'd keep it dark about spying in
Barnes' room, if he'd say nothing about
my cutting class and keep er off,
I thought that a fair offer,”

“Oh scissors "

“And what do you think?" said
Bunter indignantly. “He took me to
the Head, and persuaded the old
donkey, somehow, to send me home.
And the Head refused to listen to me.
Steele's got bim under his thumb some-
how. They made out that 1 was sent
home for cutting class, and all that.
Gammon! Steelo didn’t want me to
give him away! That's why I was
scooted out of the school! Scei?”

“Great pip !” said Bob Cherry.

“Well, 1f the Head really knew how
it was, he wouldn't let Steelo get away
with it like this,” argued Bunter. “The
Head's a beast, of course—all masters
are beasts; but he's not such a beast as
all that. I want you to go to him
to-morrow, Wharton, and explain that
I'm the victim of a designing scoundrel.
See 1"

“l can see myself doing it!" re-
marked Wharton.

“I think it's up to you! Otherwise,
ou may lose me again!” said Bunter
wmpressively. “If I'm sent back home
you may not see me again for wecks.”

Bunter apparently regarded that as
a clincher. But the Famous Five did
not seem frightfully dismayed at the
prospect of losing DBunter again,

rhaps for weeks! It was, in fact, a
oss that they were prepared to bear
with fortitude.

“You see, I've thought it all out,”
said Bunter. *I've got to lie low till
you can make the Head understand
that I'm a victim, Wharton.
Now, what about some grub?”

There was a step in the Remove
passage.

Bunter gasped. .

He forgot even “grub.” His head
popped back under the table, like that
of a tortoise disappearing into its shell.

“1 say, you fellows!” he gasped.
“Stand round the table—keep me
dark! D-d-don’t give a fellow away!”

That appeal was not to be resisted.
The Famous Five gathercd round the
study table, to conceal William Goorge
Bunter as well as they could, as the
door opened, and Wingate of the Sixth
looked in.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Poor Old Bunter |

INGATE glanced sharply at
w the five juniors in the study.
Perhaps there was a rather
startled and flustered
about the chums of the Remove. The
fatuous Owl of Greyfriars had placed
them in an extremely awkward
position. They felt that they could not
give the Owl away; but it was un.
doubtedly o serious matter to conceal
the presence of a fellow who was there
without leave.
And they guessed, that the

look

too,

1 told him that one B
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captain of Greyfriars had come to the
study on Bunter's account.

“Well?” said Wingate, rather grimly.

“Yes, Wingate!” said Wharton
meekly.

“Have
Bunter?”

‘" Bunter?” repeated Wharton.

“Yes. I'm looking for him.”
Looking for him, are you?”
repeated Wharton,

“A Form-room window has been
found open, and Steele thinks he may
hl.:: got into the House,” said Win-
ate,

“Think he'd have the nerve?” asked
Bob Cherry blandly.

Lod He’ would have the idiocy, at
least,” answered the prefect. * If he's
got into the House, he's pretty certain
to make for this p e—he might be
ass enough to think that fellows here
would hide him."”

‘“He—he mi?ht 1" said Nugent.

“The mightiulness is terrific.”

“He's got to be found, and
home, before it's too late,” said

you seen anything of

sent

Win-
gar.e “Steelr. has telephoned to his
ather to expect him home; and he's
got to go by the next train. I'm going
to search all the Remove studies for
h;ﬁbh¥9u kids can help."”

“There's no time to be lost!” said
Wingate. “I'll be‘fm with this study.”

“Leave this study to us,” suggested
Nugent. *We—we'll search it while
you're looking along the passage, if
you like, Wingate.”

Wingate laughed.

“Thanks!” he answered.
need much more than that.
here, 1 suppose.”

Tho chums of the Remove made no
AnSWer, Wingate stepped into the
study.

“Where is he?” he asked.

“I—I can't see him!” gaid Bob,
staring round the study.

“What are you kids backing up
round the table for?" asked the Grey-
friars captain sarcastically. “ Nothing
to hide, 1 suppose?”

llHum l"

“Stand aside!”

There was no help for it. The gaine,
evidently, was up. Harry Wharton &
Co. moved away from the study table.

From under that table came a

“1 don't
Bunter's

7 startled gasp.

“Come out!” said Wingate.

“Dh lor'1”

“Como out, you young ass!"

“Oh crumbs! I—I'm not here!”
“Will you come out, you young

idiot1”
“I—1 say, Wingate!” groaned
Bunter. “I say, keep it dark!”

“What?” ejaculated Wingate.

“I—I want you to go to the Head!”
gosped Bunter.  “Tell him I'm a
victim—""

“Come outl”

“Tell him that Stcele is a designing
villain—"

“Great Scott! Will you come out?”

T . say—

Wingate grasped the study table, and

shifted it aside. Billy Bunter was
revealed, squatting on the well-worn
carpet.

There was a chortle from the Remove
passage. Half the Remove had gathered
outeide Study No. 1 by that time, and
were staring in. The hunting of
Bunter seemed to entertain the Form
of which he had been an ornament.

“There he is!" yelled Skinner, as
Bunter was revealed.

arge as life, and twice ns

natural I" chuckled the Bounder.
Bunter scrambled to his feet.
Wingate stretched out a hand to
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take him by the shoulder; but
the Owl of the Remove dodged
away.

Bunter’s movements were not,
a3 a rule, rapid. But he was
desperate now. He whipped
round the table, placing that
article of furniture between
himn and the prefect.

“I—I say, Wingate!” he
gasped.

“Yoh young ass, come herg
at once!" roared Wingate.

“Lemme  alone!” gasped
DBunter. “I  keep on telling

you I'm a victim—
“Ha, ha, ha!" camo in a
roar from the crowded passage.
“1 say, you fellows, collar
him!" exclaimed Bunter
desperately. “Collar him and
hold him while T bunk!""

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob
Cherry, quite overcome by the
idea of collaring the captain

of tho school and holding him while
Lunter “ bunked.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fat duffer!” said Peter Todd,
from the doorway. “ Chuck it!"”

“1 say, Peter, hold that beast while
1 bunk !

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Wingate started round the table
afler Bunter. Bunter flew for the
doorway.

The doorway was crowded with

grinning fellows.

But they ceased to grin the next
moment!  Bunter charged them like
a battering-ram.

A charge with Billy Bunter's weight
behind it was no light matter. Fellows
went  spinning  right and left under
that hefty charge.

“Owl Oh! Yaroogh!"

“0Oh, my hat!"”

Peter Todd staggered to the right,
Smithy to the left; Skinner sprawled
on the floor, and Snoop sprawled over
him. Bunter charged on blindly.
Hazcldene was knocked over, Squilf
staggered against the opposite wall,
Fisher T. Fish went down with a howl,
Bunter was through, and he went up
the Remove passage ot a speed that
was really remarkable, considering
the weight he had to carry. He left o
]m}sp[ng and wrathful ecrowd behind
m.

“Stop!"” roared Wingate

He shoved through the Remorvites,
and raced up the passage after Bunter.

Bunter few.

Tt was unfortunate that Lord Maule-
verer came out of Study No. 12 just

as Bunter was passing the door at top

speed.
There was a terrific crash.

Lord Mauleverer spun over and
landed on his back, with a yell. Billy
Bunter sprawled across him.

“Ow, ow, ow! Ooooch!" came from
the hapless Mauly.

“Groooogh! QOoooh !" gasped Bunter.

He scrambled breathlessly to his feet.
He had hardly reaclhed them when the

grasp of the pursuer fell on his fat
shoulder.

“Now, you young swecp—" gasped
Wingate.

“Ow! Leggo! Wow "

“Come along.”

“Owl Shan't! Wow! 1 say, you
fellows, rescue " velled Bunter
desperately.

But there was no reecue for the Owl
of the Remove.

With Wingate's grasp like a steel vica
on his shoulder he was maiched down
the Remova passage to the stairs.

A roar of laughter followed him.

“Exit Bunter!” said Skinner.

" Poor old Bunter "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A crowd of fellows followed down the
Remove staircase, interested to see
the last of Bunter.

For it obviously was the last of that
interesting youth ; now that he had been
captured he was not likely to get loose
again,

Mr. Steelo was waiting al the bottom
of the stairs, Wingate handed the cap-
tured Owl over to the Remove master.

‘‘Here he is, sir.”

“Thauk you, Wingate !"

There was a terrific erash,
and Lord Mauleverer landed
on his back, with Billy
Bunter sprawling across
him. “Ow, ow, ow!
Qooooch ! ** came from the
hapless Mauly.

A still more stecl-like grip was on
Bunter's fat shoulder now. He blinked
dismally at the master of the Remove.

“ Bunter !"

l‘ow lil

“But for your well-known stupidity 1
should punish you very severely for this
absurd freak,” sanid Mr. Steele, sternly.
“If you should repeat this performance,
Bunter, you will be flogged and eent
home again. Do you understand me?™

Ll \"o‘v [‘l

“Now I shall take you to the station
and sce you into your train,” said Mr.
Steele.  He glanced up the crowded
staircase, with a frown. “Go back to
your studies at once, boys.”

The Removites vanished up the stairs.

Ten minutes later a taxi-cab bore Mr.
Steele and the Owl of the Remove to
Courtfield Station. The fat Owl was
gone once more, and he left the Remove
chortling.

“Poor old Bunter,” said Peter Todd.
“1 wonder how long it will be before
we sec him again.”

“It can't be too long," remarked
Skinner.
“Home, sweet home, for Dunter,’

“ Bunter senior will be kill-

said Snoop. ]
for Lim—1 don’t

ing the fatted calt
think !”

“Well, he's gone
“TPoor old Dunter !
The Removites went back for prep.

After prep the Famous Five gathered
in Study No. 1 again, and Dob Cherry
spoke on the subject that was in all their
minds.
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' said Bob Cherry.

"
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“That's a queer yarn Bunter was tell-
ing us about, Steclo!” he said.

“‘I'ne queerfulness is terrific,” assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.

“Not like Steele to do s thing like
that,” said Johnny Bull. “ But—1I think
Bunter was telling the truth, for once.
What do you think, Wharton?”

Wiaiion did not reply immediately.

Bunter's story had startled him more
than the others. Knowing that the new
master of the Remove was in reality o
Scotland Yard detective Wharton would
not have been surprised to hear that ha
had been engaged as Bunter had seen
him engaged over the gacrage; but he
was intensely surprised to learn that
“Inspector lrons " had been scarching
Barnes' rooms. For it was obviously as
Inspector Irons, not as Richard Steele
that the man with tho square jaw had
been making that search.

It could «mean, so far as Wharton
could see, only one thing—that Arthur
Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, was under
the detective's suspicion.

That was a nt.nrtring thought.

But it was not a thought that Wharton
could communicate to his friends. Irk-
some as it was to him to keep a sccret
from his chums, he had no choice in the
matter. The identity of Inspector Irons
had to be kept from all knowledge; and
that was all the more important if Mr.
Irons suspected a man who was actually
at Greyfriars.

Wharton had no doubt that Bunter
had been sent home not o much as a
Eunishmcnt for cutting classes as to keep

im from tattling what he had dis
covered in the school. Mr. Irons could
not afford to take risks in such a matter.
and the Head, evidently, was giving him
his full support.

The captain of the Remove was silent.
Johnn ull looked at him curiously.

“What do you think 7" he repeated.

“I—I think Bunter was telling the
truth,” said Harry. ‘' But—we'd better
say nothing about it.”

‘Bunter ought not to have been pry-
ing," said Nugent. “But it's rather
hard on him, all the same. Steele had
no business in Barnes' quarters.”

“1 wonder what he wanted there?”
said Bob. *“And what the thump would
Barnes think if he knew?"”

“For gnodness' suke, not a wgrd "
exclaimed Wharton, “It's uot a utatter
to be talked about.”

“That's s0,"” agreed Bob. “ But—"

“The stillfulness of the wise tongue
saved a bird in the bush from going
longest to the well, ns the English pro-
verb savse,” remarked Hurree Jameet
Ram Singh.

*“Good old English proverb 1" chuckled

Bob.

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Say nothing about it, you fellows,”
said Wharton. “A etill tongue shows
a wise head—and it's no hizney of ours.”

“Not a word!"” agreed Bob.

And not a word on the subject was
said by the Famous Five outside their
own aelect circle. And not a word was
likely to come from Willinm {‘-eorﬁc
Bunter—now enjoying once more Lho
delights of home, swect home |

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspielon !

“ EARD?" asked the Bounder.
H It was a few days later, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were
punting a footer about in
break, when Vernon-Smith eame up—
with news.
“Which and what!"” inquired Bob
Cherry.
“Quelchy's coming back.”
Tae Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,150
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The Famous Five took notice at once.

It was intercsting news, if well
founded.
Mr. Quelch, the master of the

Romove, had not been scen at Gre{-
friars since the Christmas vacation. It
was understood that he was prolonging
his holiday for reasons best known to
himself &nd tho Head, Richard Steele
taking his placo as a temporary master.

If Quelch was now coming back, so
late in the term, it meant that 8teels
was going.

The news was rather a shock to the

juniors. ‘They had got used to Steele
as Form master, and they liked him.
Still, it had been known from the first

that ho would
manently.

It was more startling to Harry Whar-
ton than to his friends, He knew who
Richard Btecle was, and why he was
realty at Groyfriars. If ho was leav-
ing 1t indicated that his ‘' case™ was
campleted, or near completion—that he
had rucceeded in tracing out the Court-
field cracksman.

On the other hand, it might mean that
he had failed, and was giving up the
hunt. But that Wharton did not believe
for a moment. The man with the square
jaw was not the man to admit failure,

Of the Courtfield cracksman, whose
robberies had caused excitement and
aslarm in the neighbourhood for months
post, nothing had been heard of late.

Since the burglary at Topham Croft
the eracksmun had lain low; and many
surmised that he bhad, at long last, left
tho district to seek fresh fields and
pastures new. Others opined that he
was simply lying low till the excitement
calmed down and the search for him
slackened.

It was known that his confederate had
been taken into custody; but it scemed
clear that the arrested man had said
nothing concerning his chicf, for there
was no news of the arrest of the
eracksman himself. But it was very
probable that he had taken the alarm,
and was now playing a very cautious
and -wary gamo,

" How do you know, Smithy?” asked
Bob Cherry, unconscious of the thoughts
that were passing through Wharton’s
mind.  Only Wharton knew that there
was any connection between Steele and
the police.

“It's on the board,” answered the
Bounder.  * Quelchy will be here to-
morrow.”

“Then Steele will be clearing,” said
Nugent.

T suppnse so.”

“Rather sorry he's going.” said Bob.
““He's o good sort! But I suppose he
will go when Quelchy butts in again.”

Bv the time the Remove went in to
third school, all the Form had heard the
news. Mr. Steelo came in to take the
Form, nnd was the object of some un-
usual interest.

Most of the fellows, by this time, liked
Steele, and anly a few, like Skinner and
Snoop, professed to be glad that he was
going. DBut their gladness was rather
dimmed by the knowledge that Mr.
Quelch was coming back. Skinner con-
fessad that really there wasn’t a pin
{o choose between them; they hoth ex-

not be staying per-

ceted a fellow to work, nnd saw that
o did o
When the Remove were dismissed

after third school, Mr. Steele beckoned
to the captain of the Form to remain
behind. when the juniors went out.

Wharton -topped at his desk.

The Remove master began to speak on
matters connected with the Form until
the others were out of hearing. But
Wharton gucssed that it was not upon
Form matters that he desired to speak.

“I am leaving to-morrow, Wharton,”

EVERY SATURDAY

said Steelo, as soon as the Remove were
gone.

“1 am sorry, air,” answered Harry.

Stecle smiled.

“My appointment here was, of course,
of a temporary nature,” he said. “It
comes to an end now that vour Form
master is returning to the school.”

He paused a moment.

“I need not ask you, Wharton.
whether ydu have spoken op the subject
I desired ypu to keep secret. I am Fure
that you can be trusted not to betray
what came to your knowledge by
accident.”

“I have said nothing, of course, sir,”
answered the captein of the Remove.
“Bl.lt L]

“But what1” asked Steele,
sharply.

“It's rather swkward [or me, sit,”
said Harry. “I don't like keeping
secrets from my friends. I'm sorry
you're going, sir, but I shall be glad
when there's no necessity for me to keer:
secrets any longer.”

“I1 quite understand. That i« why 1
am speaking to you on the subject now.
Wharton. fter T am gone, it will be
more necessary than ever for you to
keeg silent concerning what you know.,”

“I shall eay nothing until you give me
permission, sir.”

“Not a word—not a whisper—even to
vour closest friends,” said Steele quiet!
“It may do incaloulable harm. Indced,
it is not too much to say that a single
incautious word may spoil the whole
case on which I have been at work for
months, and cause the ends of justice to
be defeated.”

“I understand, sir.”

Wharton understood better than the
schoolmaster detective guessed. Now
that it had come to him that Steele sus.
pected Barnes, the Head's chauffeur, it
was very clear that an incautious word
might ruin the plans of the man from
Scotland Yard. Anv talk among the
schoolboys on the subject would have
been certain, sooner or later, to reach
the ears of the suspected man.

“In the case of a boy of a less firm
and honourable character than yourself,
I should take drastic measures to ensure
silence,” said Steele. “But I have
observed you, Wharton, and know that
you are to be relied on. I am simply
%iving you a word of warning that my

{3
di

rather

rture from the school makes no
ifference to the strict necessity for
silence.”

“I shall not say a word, sir.”

“Probably in the near futuro, it will
be no longer necessary for you to keep
the secret, or any other secret, concern-
ing me,” said Steele. “But until that
time comes, the silence of the grave!
You understand 1*

“Quite, sir.”

Harry Wharton left the Form-room in
a thoughtful mood.

Knowing what he did of the school-
master detective and his business at
Greyfriars., ho naturally took a deep
intereat in the matter. But the zecret
was irksome, all the same

His chums were punting about a footer
at a distance, and Wharton did not join
them. He walked away, and uncon-
soiously his footateps took him in the
direction of the garage.

What could Steele’s secret search of
Barnes' quarters mean. excepting that
ho suspected the chauffeur?

But Wharton could hardly get used to
the idea that the Head's chauffeur was
an object of suspicion.

He had never given much leed to
PBarnes. naturally, but he had come intn
contact with him a good many times.
especially at the time the Head was
staying as o guest at Wharton Lodge,

(Oontinued cn page 12.)



*0ld Ref” Wags His Chin Again, Chums !

-

By
The “OLD
REF.”

Don’t forget our *“ Wise Man of the Whistle *’ is at the disposal of all MAGNETITES, When in
doubt over any Soccer problem write for his expert opinion.

HE question of the most effective way of controlling a
football mateh is being raised continually. Tho ideal
to be aimed at is that tho three officials—the referee
and his two linesmen—should so work together that

the minimum number of wrong docisions are made during
the game.

In this connection a reader at Dorby has evidently been
keeping his eyes wide open, and has noticed that one referce—
Mr. Tom Crew, of Leicestor—has ideas of his own in this con-
nection. He makes use of his linesmen in a way different from
that of most of the referoes.

Before T explain and chat about Mr. Crew’s method, let mo
ana:\'er the first point raised by my correspondent. He wants
to know

if referees can nake use of their linesmen, to help
them to control a game, in any way they please.

The roply is that a referee has the power to do this. There is
nothing in the rules which says that the linesmen should take
ug \mrl.iou]nr positions ; that thoy should patrol up and down
tho lines on each side of the field, for instance.

But, of course, it follows that a refcree, in making use of his
linesmen to help him in other than the orthodox way runs a
risk. If his original ideas are not sound, and if experience shows
that they do not work well—if, for instance, the referce gets
into repeated trouble through some original notion of how to
use his linesmen—then he runs the risk of * getting the sack ™
—of losing his job as a referce.

He doesn't ask them merely to patrol up and down the
line and be content to say whose ** throw-in" it is when
the ball
corner-kick, Mr.
of the field to a

NOW to turn to Referee Crew’s way of using his linesmen.

es out of play. When one side is taking a
‘rew brings up the linesman from that sde
gition on the goal-line a few yards away from
the goalpost. The referee himself then takes up his position
near the other goalpost. Thus, when n scmmhﬁa takes place
following o corner-kick—and these kicks often result in a
scrimmage near the goal-line, there aro teo people—the referee
and one lineeman—right on the spot, and one or the other is
pretty sure to have a clear view of what happens.

To state the case in another way, Mr. Crew virtually turns the
linesmen into goal-judges on particular occasions. There are
a lot of peoplo who think that goal-judges, ns well as linesmen,
should be employed in cli the really important matches, but my
own view is that

the three officials, if working in unison, can do
all the things effectively which could be done if
goal-judges were added.

We don’t want too many people having a say in the manasgement
of o football match, becouse this is not one of the things about
which it can be said that in o multitude of counsellors there
is wisdom.

The natura! question which ariees out of my explanation of
Mr. Crew’s method of using the linesmen is this : \\Jlmt happens
in the case of a sudden breaknway by the side which has been
on the defensive ¥ Woll, to covor this eventuality the lincaman
who is not closo up to goal—who is on the other side of the ficld
from that on whicﬂ the corner-kick is being taken—is sent somo
distance up the other line. He is thon in o position to advise
tho referee in the case of a sudden breakawsy such as 1 have
sugeested.

R. FOGG, a referes who comes from Bolton, Lins rather
different views on the use of his linesmen. Hoe allota
to each of them a different half of the fiold, keepin,
ono on each touch-line, of course. By this moth

Mr. Fogg is assured that there is always one of his helpers up
with tho play no matter how quickly it swings from one end of
tho field to the other.

My readers who think about this will probably jump in with
8 question, 8o I will answer it in advance. It 1s obvious that
with such a distribution of the linesmen the ball may go out of
play where thers is no linesman operating, and too far away for
the linesman to see who was the last to play the ball

Mr. Fogg tries to get over this diffieulty by himzelf veering
over to the side of the field where there is no linesman, and thus
being in a posilit)n to say whose throw-in it is. However, it
will be realised that there are much more important decisions in
football than the matter of whose throw-in itis. A mistake over
a throw-in is not likely to have such serious consequences, for
instance, a8 o mistake over offside, or an error as to whother
the ball has, or has not, gons just over the touch-line.

T is incvitable that during the Cup-tie part of tho senson
many League fixtures have to be put back because one or
other—or perhaps both—of the teams which should have
played in & Leaguo gamo are concérned in & Cup-tie—and

the Cup-tie has preference. When a League fixture has to be
postponed because of Cup engagements, the question of com-
pensation arises, and it may be of goneral interest to answer the
question of a reader as to how this compensation is arranged.
So here I give, as precisely as possible, the ruling in respeat of
this compensation business :

If the home club is not engaged in the F.A, Cup
competition, but the visiting club is (or if both
clubs are engaged in the Cup-ties), the visiting
club shall be liable to pay compensation to the
home club. If both clubs are in the competition,
the compensation to be paid by the visiting club
shall be half of the amount which would be payuble
if the wvisiting ctub only had been in the Cup
competition.

If the home club only is engaged in the F.A. Cup competition
no compensation shall be payable by the visiting club. The
basis of the twenty per cent pool and the percentage to tho
League shall be the average for the three League games (** derby,”
holiday, and games of special interest excopted) before, and,
where possible, the throe after the original date of the postponed
game. If the postponed pame be in itsell o ' derby "' game,
thon the compensation average to be taken from tho threo
previous season’s games between the same clubs on the homs
elub's ground.

In asseseing the amount of compensation due to a ciub for

loss of ** gate ¥ owing to postponement, the proceeds of another
match played on that dete must not be taken into account.
Now a point about replays, when it becomes necessary (o
choost a neutral ground. The elubs thomselves agree, and thon
ask the Association if their chosen venue will suit.  But consent
is not piven if the interosts of any other club are affuctod—aoa
witness the changing of the Charlton-Middlesbrough Cup-tie from
London because Fulham had a League game at home.
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THE CREYFRIARS CRACKSMAN !

(Continued from page 10.)

and his car and chauffour remained
there during the stay.

Many unheeded incidents had crowded
into Wharton's mind since his attention
had been turned to Barnes by Bunter's
strange story of what he had seen at
the garage. e

Itgwass during the Head's visit to
Wharton Lodge, that the burglary had

d at Sankey Hall, near the
olf;:;é;e And later, when the Head had
driven to Cherry Place during the

Christmas vacation, 1t was while he was
dining there with Major Cherry that an
attempted burglary had occurred. The
Head's chsuﬁ'eut:) hhnd. of course, been
the spot, on both occasions. .

onOlher pin::idontl came Lo \Vinri::-:‘a
rocollection, all pointing the same way.
Ho remembered that tﬁe Bounder had
geen Barnes making a sccret -.-eu_lrch one
night in Stecle’s room dunqt the
master's absence. That looked like the
fear inepired by an uneasy conscience.
He remembered how he had seen Barnes
leaving the school recretly by way of
the Cloisters one night, instead of going
out by the garage gate as naturally he
should have done, He remembered, with
a start. that Barnes' cheek had been
bruised, the day after the hur{z!nr at
Hogben Grange had received a rlow in
the face when making his escape. Many
other little incidents, nnhn_:\odm_l at the
time, crowded back into his mind.

And vet, romehow, tho thing seemed
impossible.  Barnes. who was said in
the schoo! to bo an ex-officer. had seemed
such a quiet, well.canducted voung man
—a model chauffeur; reserved, well-
mannered, respectiul; to all appearance
bove suspicion.
n“‘]?arlog found himself at the gate
in the garage vard, and !:m saw Darnes
there, cleaning the Head's car. .

He at tho chauffeur with
sn interest he had never felt Liefore.

Barnes was quietly and sedulously at
work, He was smoking as he worked ;
if he had a vice, it was cigarette-smok-
ing. and a cigaretto was ecldom out of
liis mouth when ho was off duty.
fragrant whiff of the cigarcite came fo
Wharton, and he remembered that some
follow had remarked that Barnes smoked
«Turkish Glory,” one of the most x-
pensive cigarcties on the market, a very
Juxury for a chauffeur who

oxpensive ]
smoked so manyv. Too expensive for a
man on a chauffeur’s wages, perhaps,
but cheap enough to the Courtficld
cracksman.

The Courtficld eracksman!

Looking at the quiet, industrions

chauffeur, it scemed more impossible
than ever.

Rarnes' faco was turned away from
Wharton, but he scemed to become
aware, somehow, that he was being
observed.  He  straightened up  and
glanced round. and touched his cap
respectfully to the junior.

“(ood-morning. sir.” said Barnes, in
his quiet, well.enltivated voice.

Wharton colonred.

“(Cood-morning, Darnes!”

“Thoe voung gentlemen are not allowed
here. von know, sir ! hinted Barnes.

And Wharton, with a nod, turned and
walked awawv, lis mind more puzzled
than ever.

Surely it waa impossible!  Yet what
eonld Tnepector Trans' seeret search of
PBarnes' guarters mean, if it did not
mean that?  1f Parnes was snspected,
diek he wuesa?  Had he oheerved the
Removo master's hahit of leaving the
echool auictiv at nieht. and had it awak-
ened somn uneasiness in his mind lead-
ine him to peneteate into the master's
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room that night when the Bounder had
scen him there?

More and more puzzled, Wharton
thought the matter over, till Bob
Cherry's voice hailed him, and he was
glad to dismiss the puzzle from his mind,
and join his chums in a punt-about.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeting !

R. HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH
M stepped from the train at
Courtfield Junction.
. It was the following morn-
ing, aud the express landed Mr. Quelch
at the Courtfield station, while the Re-
move were at third school at Greyfriars;
the last class they were taking with
Richard Steele.

Mr. Quelch’s somewhat crusty face had
a very bright expression.

He had enjoyed an unusually long
holiday; but the Remove master had
reached a period of life when prolonged
holidays did not appeal to ?nim very
much.

His life was wrapped up in his work
at the school; and, like many schoal-
masters he had aather o lost feeling
outside the school walls.

Undoubtedly Mr. Quelch was glad to
be getting back into harness again.

He had entered quite amicably into
the arrangement the headmaster had
made with the authorities, to allow
“Richard Stecle ” to take his place
temporarily at Greyfriars. Mr. Quelch
was very keen to hear of the arrest of
the cracksman who had attempted, last
term, to carry off the famous school
silvor; and the schoolmaster-detective
bhad had his very best wishes. Never-
theless, Henry Samuel Quelch was very
glad that that arrangement had now
come to an end, and that he was going
back to his old study, his old Form, and
his old work.

Mr. Quelch was not always in a good
humour; but he was in a remarkably
good humour this frosty morning.

So he looked surprised. but not dis-
pleased, when, glancing along the train
with an eye for his luggage, he observed
a familiar fat figure alight from a car-
riage a little distance away.

“Bunter " murmured Mr. Quelch.

Ho was surprised; for he was not
gware that Bunter had been sent home ;
still less aware that the fat and fatuous
Owl would have the unexampled nerve
to return to school without leave after
being sent home. Bunter! he supposed,
would now be in the Remove.room
with his Form: and it was a surprise
to see him alight from the same train
that had brought Mr. Quelch himself
to Courtfield.

He stared at Bunter, who stond blink-
ing about the platform after getting out
of the train.

Bunter had no luggage to tronble
about; but perhaps he was troubled by
the possibility that a Greyfriars master
or prefect might by some chance be in
the offing.

After a few days at home Dunter was
coming hack again,

In *home, sweet home." so far as
Rilly Bunter was concerned, the
“eweet " had most decidedly been left
out.

Bunter's presence  was enough to
make any home a happy one: in the
opinion of the Owl of the TRemove.
Unfortunately, Mr. Bunter’s opinion did
not coineide with that of his hopeful
gon.

Mr. Bunter was, as W,.G.B. deseribed
it,  waxy. His waxiness, instead of
waning, waxed!

THE MAGNET

Bunter, sent away from school in dis-
grace, was prepared to stand his
people with as much fortitude as he
could muster. It was utterly rotten to
find that his ]Iw.oplo had no such forti-
tude, and could not stand him.

But so it was!

_Remote, unfriended, solitary, slow:
like Goldsmith's traveller, Billy Bunter
found that his lines were not cast in
pleasant places. Hence his appcarance
at Courtfield Junction that frosty morn-
ing. Bunter was going to try his luck
again.

“BUNTER!”

The fat junior jumped.

That old, familiar ]:?iice, which tho

Remove fellows likened to a cross
between a foghorn and a file, was
enough to make any fellow jump.

Bunter spun - round.

“Oh!" he gasped.

His little round eyes and his big

round spectacles were glued Hen
Samuel Quelch. 5 o =

His spectacles almost fell off in
astonishment.

Bunter had changed trains at Lant-
ham, getting into Mr. Quelch's train
without the remotest suspicion that his
old Form master was on board. Now
he saw him for the first time since
Greyfriars had broken up for the Christ-
mas holidays.

“Oh!" he repeated.

“ Bunter I"

The Owl of the Remove cast a wild
blink round, as Mr. Quelch walked
towards him. He was thinking of
escape; but there was no escape. Mr.
Quelch’s  long  legs  would  have
registered ot least a yard to every foot
of Bunter's short, fat ones.

“Oh, sir!” gasped Bunter.

He raised his cap mechanically. It
was putrid luck to be bagged like this
the minute he got out of the train.

“What are you doing here, Bunter?"”

To the fat junior’s surprise, Mr.
Quelch's tone was kindly.

The fact was that Mr. Quelch was
glad to see Bunter. Dunter, in him-
self, was hardly worth seeing, perhaps.
I'Eut Bunter belonged to Mr. Quclcfl"a
Form; he was part of Greyfiriars; he
stood for the scholastic life %rmn which
Mr. Queleh had been so long excluded,
and to whic&l he was so anxious to
return. Mr. Quelch, seeing a Greyfriars
fellow, felt like the war-horse snuffing
the battle from afar. It was like the
sinell of the barracks to an old soldier.

For the first time in history, pro-
hably, somebody was glad to sece
Bunter.

“You should be in class, Bunter,”
said Mr. Queleh, still kindly; and there
was actually something like a frosty
sifle on his face. “Are you out of
school on leave, my boy 1"

“0Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.

“1 am glad to see vou, Bunter ! said
Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh crikey !”

“Eh?"

“[—1 mean. I—I'm glad to see you,
sir!" gasped Bunter.

[e felt like a fellow in a dreamn when
Mr. Quoeleh shook hands with him.

his

Hope returned to Bunter's podgy
breast. He no longer felt & desire to
escape.  He realised that this  was,

periiups, not bad Inck, but good luck.
Possibly his good angel had directed him
into the irain by which Henry Samucl
Queleh was returning to Greyfriars.

Obviously, Queleh did not know that
he was in disgrace. Quelch would sce
justice  done! Bunter  longed  for
justice, not realising that he had had
it! llis fat face hrightencd.

“Jt—it's a pleasure to sce you agiin,
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Vernon-Smith’s startled face showed in the beam of light from the forch.

“You ! Vernon-Smith | The Greyfriars junior gasped.

sir!” he stuttered. “I—I say, sir, are
you going back to Greyfriars, sir?”

“Yes, Bunter.”

“I'm so glad, sir!”

Mr. Quelch peered at him a little
suspiciously.

He had always been respected by his
Form, and popular with them, 1n a
way. But affectionate regard had been
a little lacking. Mr. Quelch was
deeply pleased to be returning to his
Form; but it had not occurred to him
that his Form would be overjoyed. Had
he thought about that, he would have
doubted.

But there was no doubting the heart-
felt  satisfaction with which Billy
Bunter spoke. His whole face expressed

it

Mr. Quelch became more and more
genial,

This was pleasant !

Bunter had been his very worst pupil;
obtuse, lazy, obstinate. And Mr. Quelch
iiad had occasion to punish him more
times than he could remember. Yet, in
spite of all this, Bunter was glad to sce
him back; openly and obviously glad.

A warm fecling came inio Mr.
Quelch’s heart. His Form had missed
him, then! If Bunter was glad to see
him, the others, surely, would be still
gladder. Never for & moment had he
dreamed that Billy Bunter was capable
of affectionate attachment to his Form
master—or, indted, to anybody at all
excepting W. G. Bunter. This really
was a pleasant surprise.

“You are glad, Bunter?” said Mr.
Quelch, smiling.

“Yes, rather,
emphatically.

am, sir!

"

sir!” said Bunter
“1 can't say how pleased

, It seems too good to be
true !”

Mr. Quelch’s emile expanded. At
first he had suspccied an attempt to

But it was im-

pull his majestic leg. ]
the sincerity of

possible to doubt
Bunter's satisfaction.

“Well, well,” said Mr. Quelch,
smiling quite brightly. “I am very
pleased, %unter, to see that my return
is agreeable to my boys. T presume that
you are returning to the school now?”

“Yes, sir. I—I've been home."

“On leave from the headmaster, I
trust 7" said Mr. Quelch, with & sudden
return of frost.

“Oh, yes, sir! The
me to go home for—

“Very good! As you are now return-
ing, Bunter, I will give you a lift in
my taxi, if vou wish.”

“Qh, thank you, sir! That will be
prime !" ejaculated Bunier.

“You must not use that expression,
Bunter."”

“I—I mean ripping, sir.”

“ Neither is that a word of which I
can approve, Bunter, in speaking of
your Form master.”

“I—1 meant to say corking,
gasped Buntor,

“Well, well, let us go!” said Mr.
Quelch, giving it up.

Bunter rolled after the Rcmove
master, grinning. He was going back
to Greyfriars in Mr. Quelch’s taxi, in
Mr. uelch's company; under r.
Quelch’s wing, as it were. All he had
to do was to explain to Quelsh, on the
way to the school, what an injured
fellow he was—a victim, in fact—and it
would be all right! Quelch had come
back just in the mnick of time to seo
Bunter righted !

A fat smile adorned Billy Bunter's fat
visage as he sat in tho taxi with his
Form master and glided away down
Courtfield High Street. And Mr.
Quelch, sceing that smile of happy satis-
faction, smiled, too. For the Eut time

.I‘Iead himself told

sir!"

“A boy!” ejaculated the unseen man,
It was the volce of Richard Steele !

since Billy Bunter bad Lonoured Mr.
Quelch’s Form by belonging to it, Mr.
Quelch felt that Le really liked Dunter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Quelchy !

ILLY BUNTER esat silent as the
B taxi whizzed along the road over

Courtfield common.

thinking how to tackle Quelch.
e had to get the matter settled before
the taxi reached Greyfriars, but he
realised that it was a delicate matter.
Quelch knew nothing of what had hap-
pened, and he would hear Bunter's
version first. That would be an advan-
tage. Quelch, Bunter considered, would
be bound to shy a little at the temporary
master who had taken his place; no
schoolmaster could possibly believe that
his place could be satisfactorily filled.
It was in the nature of things that
Quelch would be rather up against
Steele. That was another advantnfn.
Altogether, things looked rosy lor
Bunter. But he realised that tact was
required.

It was Mr. Quelch who broke the
silence before the Owl of the Remouc
had quite thought out an opening.

“] presume that my Form know that
I am returning to-day, Bunter,” he re-
marked genially. “ But perhaps {on had
not heard when you went home?"

“Oh! No! Yes!” said Bunter. “1
mean, yes, sir! They—they're wild with
joy, sir."” i

“You must not exaggerate, Bunter!
said Mr. Quelch, but he delivered that
in!iunction very gently. :

“Not at all, sir! You see, sir, that
beast—""

(Continued on page 16.)
Tae Magxer Lmrary.—No. 1,150.
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(Continued from page 13.)

L El]?l’

“That beast Steele, sir—"

“ Aro you speaking of Mr. Steels, who
as taken the Remove during my
absence, asked Mr. Quelch
to!d‘lg.

“Yes, sir! You see—""

“Kindly refrain from using such ex-
pressions,”” said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“Oh! Yes, sir!" said Bunter, con-
siderably damped.

Mr. auelch eat silent for = few
minutes. Certainly he could not allow a
Remove boy to speak in such a manner
of a member of the staff, even a tem-
porary member. But pcrhaia he was
not wholly dissatisfied. He had fallen
in with the Head’s views, but he had
the natural feeling that no man but
himself was able to_deal really efficiently
with his Form, Probably Steele had
failed to handle the Remove eatisfac-
torily. Very probably indeed |

iy trust that the Remove have pra-
sorved their reputation for order, obedi-
ence, and general good conduct during
my absence, Bunter,” said Mr, Quelch,
Leginning again.

“0Oh!" gasped Bunter, He was un-
aware until Mr. Quelch mentioned it
that the Remove had ever enjoyed an
euch reputation. “Oh! Yes, sirl I—
think so, sirl” <

“I am glad of that,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Only, sir—"

“Only what, Bunter?"”

“The fact is, sir—"" mumbled
Bunter. Greyfriars was drawing near,
and there was no time to waste. Only,
gir, n man like Steele—""

“You must not discuss Mr. Stecle
with me, Bunter.”

“Oh, no, sir! But he's got a down
on me, sir,"’ gasped Bunter. “It was
through Steelo that I was scnt home,

BIT.

Mr. Quelch started.

“You did not tell me that you were
sent home, Bunter. 1 understood you
fo say that you had gone home on
leave.”

“1 was chucked out, sir!” gasped
Bunter. “I bad done nothing, sir; only
I knew something that Stecle wanted to
keep dark. It was a frightful injustice,

sir. 1—I thought you'd see me righted,

Bunter?”

BIT.

Mr. Quelch gazed at him. He was no
longer smiling. The real meaning of
Bunter's gladness to see him was dawn-
ing now upon Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch,

“You were sent home by the Head,
Bunter?”

*Yes, sir.”

“For what reason?”

“That beast—I mean that rotter—that
is, Steele—""

“For what reason?” repeated Mr.
Quelch in an awful voice, just as if
Bunter had not spoken.

“For cutting classes, sir!" gasped
Bunter, “I mean that was the excuse!
The real reason—"

“Have you leave from the Head to
return®

“ Nunno, sir! You see—

“Is it possible, Bunter, that you are
returning to the school, after being sent

Tue Magner Lisrary.—No, 1,150.
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’ Quelcll;'a awful look.

home by your headmaster, without
permission?’

“You—you see,
Bunter's voice

.ir_._ll‘
died away under Mr.

ch was the old Quelch now—only
rather more so. Geniality had drapg:d
from him like a _cloak,” Never had
Quelch been so Quelchy, as it were.
Never had his eyes looked so much like
imlets.  They scemed to be boring
goiu in Bunter. Pl

“Bunter |’  All_the kindliness had
gone out of the voice, which was once
more a cross between a foghorn and a
filo. ‘“Bunter! How dare you act in
this manner ! How dare you, I repeat!

“Oh lor'!" groaned Bunter.

His hopes in Mr. Quelch sank to zero.
It did not look now as if Quelch was
going to sce him righted. g beast
was, after all, os beastly & beast as the
other beast. Bunter felt that he might
have known it, knowing Quelch as he
did of old. : |

“You have the sudacity,” said Mr.
Quelch—*you have tho impudence to
contravene your headmaster’s commands
—and to utilise the vehicle in which 1
am returning to the school for that pur-
pose! Bunter! This passes all bounds!”

“Oh dear! You eee, sir, 1 thought if
I explained to you——" stammered
Buntar. “Steele being a beast, eir,

“Silence I"” ’

“ And the Head being taken in by that
beast, sir—""

““Silence, I say!” -

Mr. Quelch's voice was so formidable
that Bunter quaked and rclapsed into
silence.

The taxi ran on across Courtfield
common. Mr. Quelch sat staring before
him with a frowning brow.

Obviously, he was angry.

Why he was angry Bunter's powerful
intellect could not comprehend.  But
thero was no doubt about the fact.

Bunter could see that.

The fat Owl regretted now that he
had accepted that lift in Mr. Quelch's
taxi. Instead of taking him to Grey-
friars and secing him righted, Quelchy
was plainly going to be a beast.
Bunter had, in fact, handed himself
over to the Philistines.

The grey old tower of Greyfriars was
in sight now, against a steely sky, across
the trees. Bunter waited dismally for
Quelch to speak.

When Quelch spoke, it was not to
Buntar; it was to the taxi-driver. He
rnpﬁed out a request to the man to drive
back to Courtfield station.

“T—I say, sir—"" gasped Bunter,

“8ilence !" .

“Wha-a-at are we going back to
Courtfield for, sir?"’ asked she dismayed
Owl of the Remove. ’

“] am going to put you in a train
for your home, Bunter."

“ B-b-but, sir——"

S Enough !”

“J—1'd rather walk back, sir!l"”
asped Bunter. “I—I'm afraid I—I'm
gelnylng ou, sir! If—if you'll stop the
cab, sir, I=T'll get out.” )

“No doubt 1" said Mr. Quelch grimly,

And he did not stop the cab.

Billy Bunter could have groaned aloud
as the taxi rushed back to Courtfield.
With Quelch in this beastly mood, he
would bo as badly off at Greyfriars ns
with the other beast, Steele. Still, he
would have got there if he could, and
chanced his luck. But it was clear that
he was not going to get there. Mr.
Cfuolch was going to sce to that, now
that he knew how matters stood.

The taxi stopped at the station.

Mr. Quelch stepped out.

“ Bunter !"

Bunter alighted after him.

“Look here, sir—"" gasped Bunter.

THE MAGNET

= 1f we wero at the school, Bunier, I
should capme you with the na'rutelt
severity | said Mr. Quelch sternly.

Bunter felt rather consoled for mnot

having arrived at the school, after all,
with ch,

“But, sitr—" he stuttered.

“%ilemo i 1 3

“I'm not going home, sir!” gasped
Bunter desperately. “I—I thought
you'd sce fair play, sir, and—and
justice, and—and—"

“Bilence 1" .

But Bunter was not silent. Silence
was not really in his line. And he was
desperate now.

“I can't go home, sir! The pater

ls___.l

Mr. Quelch took a grip on his
umbrella, as if it were a cane. Per-
haps ho remembered in time that it was
not & cane, or that the chastisement of
a junior could not prog:rly take place
in the High Strect of Courtfield, under
the eyes of porters, passengers, station
loafers, and & taxi rank. Ho unloosed
the grip.

“Follow me, Bunter!”

“Oh dear!”

Mr. Quelch strode towards the station
entrance.

Bunter followed & few paces. Then
he stopped. He was not going home!
Quelch chud failed him! Greyfriars was
still close to him, and there was nobody
to see him righted! But he was not
going héme. There was no sweetness
at home for Buuter—only sourness, that

row sourer and sourer every day,

here was nothing for it but bolting—
and relying on Greyfriars fellows to
help bim in his extreme need. After
all, they were bound to play up, after
all he had done for them. sing to
follow Mr. Quelch towards the station,
Billy Bunter turned in another direc-
tion, and started at a run.

Mr. Quelch spun round.

“Bunter ! top !"

Bunter accelerated !

With an exclamation of annoyance,
Mr. Quelch strode after him. He took
long strides, and reached after Bunter

with the crooked handle of his
umbrella.
“Groooooogh ! gurgled Bunter sud-

denly, as the crook of the umbrella-
handle caught in the back of his coat-
collar, and jerked him back.

* Bunter !

“Ow! Leggo, you begst!” yelled

unter.

“What! Bunter—"

Mr. Quelch hooked Bunter back to
him, and grasped him with his left
hand. Bunter struggled to escape! He
was quite reckless now!

B

“Bunter!" gasped Mr. Quelch.
“How dare you! Bunter!”

“Ow! Leggo!”

“ Bunter !"

Mr. Quelch was acutely conscious of
a widening interest in his pr ings
on the part of a number of the inhabi-
tants of Courtfield. Taximen, porters
errand-boys, passing citizens, gather
round, gazing at the Greyfriars master
and the Greyfriars boy. Bo far from
understanding that the matter was a
serious one, these spectators were all
grinning, as if they saw the affair only
in a comioc light.

“'Ook it, sonny!” called out a
merchant with a barrow encouragingly.
“You old covey, you 'it one your own
size !"

Mr. Quelch wae crimson.

He gripped Bunter's collar in a grip
of iron, and "]Lerked him, wriggling, into
the station. Laughter, and some hoots
and icers, followed them in.

ow, Bunter—" gasped Mr,
Quelch.
“Ow! Leggo!"
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Smack, smack!

** Yaroocoop ¥

Mr. Quelch boxed Bunter's {at ears,
right end left. Boxing th. ears was a
E‘ructim never permitted at Greyfriars.

ut the case was extreme.  Quelch
had to deal with Bunter somehow.
Besides, it produccd the desired eflect.
Bunter's wriggles ceased jmmediately,
and he roared instead of wriggling.

“Now come with me, DBunterl”
gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Ow! Wow! Owl”

“ 8ilence |

“Yow-ow-ow |"

Still holding Bunter by the collar,
Mr. Quelch took a tioket for him, and
walked him back to the platform.

There was twenty minutes to wait for
the train, and during that period Mr.
Quelch's grasp on Bunter never relaxed.

The train came in at last,

Bunter was gssisted—not gently—into
s carriage. Ho collapsed into a corner
seat, blinking dolefully and dismally at
the Remove master.

“ Now, Bunter,” eaid Mr, Quelch, in a
grinding voice, ‘‘you arc going home,
to remain there till Dr. Locke gives you
eave to return. The cost of your ticket
will be charged to your father. Should
you return to ech before leave to do
80 is given, 1 ehall immediately ad-
minister so severe a caning that it will,
I think, be & salutary lesson to you.”

“I—1 say, sir—"

“Silence I”

Mr. Quekh closed the carriage doar
and stepped back. The train moved
out of lym station.

Billy Buuter wap homeward bound
once more. And with Mr. Quelch's
grim threat ringing in his ears, it was
probable that lﬁa Owl of the Remove
would remasin there—for a time,
least.

Mr. Quelch returned to his taxicab
end drove to Greyfriars—alone! The
next day Mr. Quelch was taking the
Remove in the old Form-room—but
Bunter was not in his place in the Forin.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Cracksman Agaln |

ICHARD STEELE was gone.
R The temporary master of the

Remove had Ierf,t Greyfriars on

the day of Mr. Quelch's return,
and was seen no more at the old school.

Many of the fellows had said good-
bye to kim with real regret. They had
greeted thoir old Form master with
rather mixed feelings.

Under Steelo’s rule, some of them
had wished Quelchy back. Under
Quelch’s rule, they rather changed their
opinion, and wished Steele back. But
the die was cast, and Henry Samuel
q:mlé'h reigned in his old domain, and
the Remove eettled down under his
gimlet ¢ye, as of old. i

Steele, with his baggage packed in
his littlo Austin car, bhad driven away
from the scliool, and nobody expected
to sce him at Greyfriars again, unless
it was Harry Wharton.

Wharton wendered about him a good
deal.

He had taken it for granted at first
that “Inspector Irons ™ must have com
pleted his case, or he would not have
gone. Now he began to wonder
whether, after all, the keen-eyed man
from: Scotland Yard had failed, where
the local police had failed.

Certainly there was no news of the
discovery or arrest of the Courtfield

at

cracksmaa. !
And if, as Wharton had surmised,
Barnes was an object of suspicion.

rothing appeared to have come of that
suspicion.

Barnes was still in his old place,
going about his duties as usual—quiet,

AREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES

This week our special rhymester selects
tor his target Mark Linley, the lad fra’
Lancashire, and scores a bullseye at the
first time of asking.

HOUGH deafened by the noisy
loom
With its continual whirring,

A lad worked in the spinniug
room,
In whom great hopes were stirring.
I'n make his mark in other spheres
Was his determination;
Ho longed to have, in later yoars,
A higher education.

His diligence and lofty aim
To noble things aspire
And, with a aciolurnh_ip. he came
A student to Greyfriars.
His was, at Grst, a bitter lot;
He faced all kinds of jeering
From chaps like Skinner, Snoop,
Btott,
Those master-hands at encering.

and

Mark Linley, born of sturdy stock,
Whose courage is untiring,

Was quite unmoved, like granite rock,
Despite their verbal firing.

The: chums he made were staunch and

true,

0Old Hurree Bingh and Cherry,

And flowery-speaking Wun Lung, too,
Contrived to make tlings merry.

The mill-hand schoolboy proved that he
Was quite a light at cricket;
At footer, too, the chaps could see
He knew just how to stick it.
In centle Art of Fisticuff
He proved he’s no beeinner,
For any chap he's match enough,
And mostly is the winner.

But when he's off the field of sport,
Mark Tinley takes to working;
He's quite a swaot, and just the sort
Who never dreams of shirking.

At Tatin and at Croek he's hot,
Hiz knowledee is tremendons,
The way he spouts out all the lot—
Well, really, it's stupendour!

Sn let us tonst this brainv chap
Who's won onr admiration;

He auite deserves 2 hearty elap,
A regnlar ovation!

With wealth or lineage. it appears
That “hirth” can make vou clover:

Rt he dezsorves anr loudest cheers,
Wha's need hia awn endeavanre !
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reserved, respeetful; the model chauf-
feur he hod always n, and obviously
as trusted und highly velued by the
Head, as of old,

If Steele suspected him, clearly he
had said wothing to Dr. Locke on the
subject. i he was watching the map,
It secmed strango that he should have
left Greyiriars, whero it was casiest of
all 1o keep watch on him unnoticed,

But us the days pussed, the matter
passed u good deal out of Harry Whar-
ton's mind -which there were plenty of
other matters, of nearer personal in-
terest, lo occupy.

In a few days Steele was hardly men-
twned i the Remove.  'The Form
settled down again with Mr. Quelch,
and almost forgot thut there had been
4 temporary master in his place for half
a term.

Billy Bunter, still revelling in the
pleasures—such aa they were—of home,
sweet home, was also in danger of
being forgotten.

Indecd, he would probably have been

uite forgotten, but for the possibility
that he might butt in mexpectedly some
time—when the Remove wondered how

Queleh would deal with him. Not so
gently as Steele, was the general
opinion. They also wondered when the

fat Owl would be allowed by the Head
to return. Nothing was known on that
au:uoct, so far.

t was a few days after the departure
ot Richard Steele that the Hounder
came into the Rag one evening, with a
puper i his hand, and some excitement
in his face,

“At it again!”  Vernon-Smith
announced, holding up t{he evening
paper,

“Who's at what?" inquired Bob
Cherry.

“'The jolly old Courtfield cracksman,”

** Another burglary ** exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

““Just that|”

Thero was a rush
paper

t was two or three weeks since the
last exploit of the Courtfield cracksman,
and the general opinion was that tho
wysterioun marauder had left the
viimty

It was obvious now that he was still in
his old haunts and still at his old game.

The report in the paper was brief, but
it announced a rnEilery ot Redelyffo
Manor House, a few iniles from Grey-
friars School. And there was no doubt
that it was the work of the sceret cracks-
man who had more than a dozen other
daring robberies to his credit,

to look at the

“8o he's still around!” said Dol
Cherry.
“Looka like it.,” eaid the Bounder.

“We may se¢ him here again. He had

a try at Greyfriars last term.” )
* Not much good his trying namn."
said Peter Tadd. *“FEverybody knows

that th.. school silver has been taken
to the bank at LCourtfield.

“Wall, it's bound to come back sooner
or later—mav have come back already,
for anvtnin' ae know. Greylriars is a
crib worth crackin' when the stuff is at
hame," said the Bounder.

Harrv  Wharton wns silent, with
atrange thouglita passing in his mind.

Evidently the cracksmman was not
gone, and Pa-pes was still in his old
nlace.

Yet what could it mean? If Inspector
Trons anspected Barnes, why had he
gone and left the field clear for the
socret thief?

That was inexplicahle,

Ihat seeret sonrch of Barnes’ quarteis,
which Bunter had witnessed, could have
led to wothing tangible. The arrest of
the eracksman's  confederate  had

Tne Maover LiBrany.—No, 1,150,
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evidently led to no discovery concerning
the cracksman bimself.

It looked to Wharton as if the man
from Scotland Yard had failed where so
wany others had failed, and that he had
left “Greyfriars defeated. And vet he
could not imagine Richard Steclo as
a man to admit defeat,

At ull events, it was clear that the
man of mystery, after lying low for a
culn:iiduruhfo titne, was now at his old
game again—and apparently with im-
punity.  Whatever inspcctor Irons sus-
pected or knew, the Courtfield cracks-
mun scemed to be able to bid defiance
to him,

“They'll get him sooner or later,”
said Bob Cherry. “He will put his
foot in it one of these times."

“They haven't had much luck so far,”
said the Bounder. *“There's a Scotland
Yard man on the case, but he doesn't
scem to have had any more luck than
old Grimes at Courtficld, You saw him
that day at Topham Croft, Wharton?"

Wharton started.

“Yes, I—I saw him,” ho admitted.

“You thought he looked like a man
who was up to his job?” said Vernon-
Smith,

“I thought so,” said Wharton. with a
smile; ho wondered what the Bounder
would have thought had he known that
it was Richard Stecle whom he was dis-
cussing.

“Well, you were off-side—he’s no
more good than Grimes. They'll never
get the man,” said the Bounder. “I'll
give any man thiee to one that they
don’t get him.”

“No takers!” said Skinner.

Wharton said nothing. As a matter
of fact, he was beginning to incline to
ihie Bounder's opinion, nd yet, as he
remembered the steady grey eyes and
firm square jaw of the man from Scot-
land Yard, he had a feeling that the
end was not yet, and that when the
end came it would witness the triumph
of the man who had been known at
Greeyiriars as Richard Steele.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Surprising !

4 BSURD " said Mr. Prout.

A The master of the Fifth

Form expressed that opinion
in Masters’ Common-room.

He expressed it at the tea-table, where
most of the staff were gathered, in a
booming voice that drowned the remarks
of lesser mortals,

My, Prout was emphatic.

“Absurd!”  he repcated, looking
round as if in search of contradiction.
But nobody contradicted Mr. Prout.
Contradicted, Mr. Prout would go on
to prove his point; uncontradicted,
there was a hope, at least, that he would
leave off talking.

In the present case the hope proved
delusive.

Mr. P'rout went on talking. Prout had
a deep affection for the sound of his
own voice—it was music to his ears if
to no others.

“1 am surprised,” said Prout—"'very
much  surprised. It is asking for
trouble—what 7

“1 daresay the Head knows hest,”
murmured mild Mr. Capper, the master
of the Fourth.

Snort from Prout.

In the privacy of Masters' Common-
room the staff somctimes ventured to
eriticise even that majestic being, the
headmaster ! Prout, indeed, sometimes
eriticised him freely. Prout knew best,
and knew that he did, so why should he
not criticise? i

“After all—" remarked Mr. Wig-

ins,
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Another snort from Prout.

“Last term,” said Prout, ‘“the
notorious law breaker who has haunted
this vicinity for months made an
attempt on i‘-m:friars. He was put to
the rout by mere chance—a boy happen-
ing to go down from his dormitory—a
boy in your Form, I think, Quelch.”

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“A boy named Bunter,” he said.

“A boy named Bunter,” resumed
Prout. ‘“A mere chance! But for that
mere chance the burglar might—in fact
would—have cleared out all the
valuables—a considerable sum, I believe.
The alarm was given, and the burglar
put to flight,  But the Head, very
sensibly, transferred.all articles of value
to the vaults of the bank at Courtfield.
I say very sensibly.”

“ Suitc." said i!r. Hacker, of the

Shell.
“Dut now,” said Prout, ““although
that extraordinary and succassful

criminal is still at large, defying the
fmliee of the locality—and even, as 1
wave heard, a special  detective sent
down from Scotland Yard—now, sir,
the Head has decided that the valuables
shall be brought back to the school! 1
say it is absurd! 1 say it is asking for
trouble! I repeat it!"”

“Really 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“ Absurd !” insisted Prout firmly.
“The famous school plate, at least,
should remain in the safety of the bank's
vaults, until the lurking marauder has
been taken into custody—or at least
until there is reason to sup) that he
has left the neighbourhood. I cannot
imagine why the Head should run such
unnecessary risks with valuables that
can never replaced—plate of historic
value—far above its 1ntrinsic value,
which is, however, very great.”

“It does appear risky,” remarked
Cnpﬁcr.

“Really I” said Quelch.

“There is no doubt about it?” asked
Wiggins.

“None,” said Prout. “Tt is not even
kept a secret—all the school and all the
neighbourhood, apparently, is allowed
ta know that after to-day there will be
a rich prize available for the Courtfield
cracksman in this building. And I sa
it is absurd. Do you not agree wit
me, Quelch?"

“T rely antirelf upon the Head's judg-
ment,” said Quelch.

Prout could only snort.

As a matter of fact, Prout’s opinion
was shared, not only in Common-room
but outside Common-room.

The Head's decision was known to
everyone, though exactly how it had
become public property was not clear.

Dr. Locke had told Quelch in the first
place, and Quelch had referred to the
matter in Common-room. That was not
much like Quelech, who was a man of
few words and little given to idle talk.
However, there it was, and it was doubt-
less due to Mr. Quelch having mentioned
the matter in Common-room that it had
spread over the school.

Prout, portly and ponderous and self-
satisfied, was gencrally regarded in
Greyfriars as an old donkey. But for
once Prout’s opinion was the opinion of
most of the sclool.

The prefects discussed the matter
and took Prout's view. ‘The Fifth
discussed it in the games study, and for
once the Fifth Form men found them-
selves in accord with their Form master.
The juniors discussed it, and found it a
very interesting  topic.  There was
hardly a fellow in the school who did
not express an opinion on the matter,
m-nemﬁy in criticism of the head-
master's action.

The exploits of the mysterious Court-
field r:r;tr:[:lsumn had gone on =o long and
so successfully that he and his doings

THE MAGNET

were a standing topic for many miles
round Greyfriars,

Such matters seldom had any interest
for Greyiriars men; but the Courtfield
cracksman had become so notorious that
they could not help taking an interest
in  him—especially as he had, the
previous term, made an attempt on the
school itself.

Who the rascal was, and where he
hid himself, and how long he would
succeed in evadidg the police, were
questions keéenly discussed and debated
in the school, as in every other place
within the wide cirele of t.{m mysterious
crook's activities,

The man was still at large—still con-
tinuing his deprecations. In the ecir-
cumstances the Head's decision that the
school valuables should be brought back
from their safe resting-place in the
bank's vaults, caused surprise—and still
more surprise was caused by the fact
that the decision was not kept a secret.

“Chance for the jolly old cracksman
now !"” said Vernon-8mith, in the Rag.
“The Head's asking for it !"

“He may never hear,” said Bob

Cherry. “The blighter can't be in touch
;:ith?tha school, Smithy—how's he to
car "

“Rot!" answered the Bounder. “He
gets to hear anything he wants to know
in the way of business. The Beak ought
to have kept it dark, at least.”

“That's so,"” remarked Nugent. “The
man’s supposed to worm what he wants
to know out of the servants in the places
where he cracks cribs—at least, he
always seems to know when a place is
worth his while. Look at that robbery
at Higheliffie a few weeks ago, for
instance.”

“He will hear of this,” said the
Bounder positively. *“The Head will
wake up some mornin’ and find that the
stuff’s gone.'

“Queer that it should have been let
out all over the school like this,” said

Harry Wharton.

"Tzo queerfulness is terrific!"

“It's asking for it!" said the
Bounder. “Nobody knows who the

cracksman is; but it's jolly plain that
ho's a fellow who can walk around and
ask questions without being suspected.”

“He won't get anything from a Grey-
friars man,” said

“He may be talking to Gosling, or
old Mimble, or Barnes at this very
minute,” answered Smithy.

Wharton started a little at the men-
tion of Barnes. He wondered once
more whether Barnes really was the
object—and justly the ohi'ect.—-ol In-
spector Irons’ suspicion. If so, there
was no doubt that the Courtfield cracks-
man would know immediately that
Greyfriars School was once more a crib
worth cracking. i

Certainly there was no secretiveness
or reticence about the matter at all
The Head went in person in his car to
bring back the box from the Courtfield
bank. It was during break, in the
morning, that he went; and a crowd of
fellows saw Barnes and the car waiting
outside the Head's house till Dr. Locke
came out, entered the car, and drove

awny.

Hirry Wharton was among them, and
he could not help glancing curiously at
the chauffeur. -

But the quict, impassive face of
Darnes expressed nothing.

1t was after third school that tho
Head returned from the bank, and
arain & crowd of fellows saw the car
stop, and saw DBarnes and Gozling
carrying the box into the Ilouse.

“That does it!" said the Bounder,
with & grin. “No dcception, gentle-
men! There's anything from five to ten
thousand pounds waitin' here for the
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eracksman to pick up when he's got
an cvenin' to spare.”

And the matter was an interesting
topic for the rest of that day.

ato that evening, when Henry
Samue! Quelch dropped into the Head's
study for his usunrchat, it was aleo &
topic there.

Dr. Locke was standing before the
safe in his study when the Remove
master came 1n.

He turned, with a thoughtful frown
on his brow.

“1 am quite in the dark, Quelch,” hLe
remarked. “T felt bound to carry out
thP instructions of Mr. Irons; but——"

‘But—"" said Quelch.
“1 do not profess to understand what
purpose Mr, Irons hopes to serve by this

measure."”

“ Neither do I, sir,” said Quelch.

“It is very perplexing!” said the
Head.

“Very !” agreed Quelch.

“Doubtless there will be further com-
munication from Mr. Irons,” eaid the
Head. *“Perhape that will make it
clear ”

“Doubtless,” said the Remove master.

And it was left at that.

o

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Smithy’s Big ldea !

“" 0U fellows game?”
Y Herbert Vernon-Smith asked
that questiopn in Study No. 1
in the Remove.

Prep was over, and the Famous Five
had gathered there before going down
to the Rag, when the Bounder came in.

“Game?"” repeated Wharton.

“The gamefulness is terrific, my
estecemed Smithy !" remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ But what—"

“Brenkinf bounds again?” grunted
Johnny Bull.

The Bounder laughed.

“Only dorm bounds this time,” he
answered,

“What's up, then?" asked Wharton.

“Us—to-night, if you fellows are
game,” answered Smithy. *“We've had
a hand alrcady in dealing with the
Courtfield eracksman. It was through
us that they got hold of his confederate.
Well, I'm goin' to take a hand again.”

“What rot!” said Wharton uneasily.

““Get on with it, Smithy,” said Bob
Cherry. “Have you got s wheeze for
putting salt on his tail 1"

“You know what the Head's done,”
said Vernon-Smith. *You know that
the cracksman tried his luck here last
term, and would have got away with
it. but for that ass Bunter going down
after Coker's cake, and butting into
him Now the stuff’s here again ﬁe will
try his luck again; that's an absolute
dead cert 1™

“] dare say the Head knows best!™
remarked Nugent.

“What the Head knows outside school
bizney could be put into a thimble,
leaving plenty of room for a finger!"
retorted the Bounder,

“Well, what's the big idea, anyhow 1

“The man will come,” said the
Bounder. “There isn't the shadow cf
o doubt that he will hear what's hap-
pened—in fact, that he's got on to it
already. He may come to-night, or an
night: but that he will come is o dea

cert. Tsn't that so?”
B""Liltcly enough !” agreed Johnny
u

"‘;‘Fell. that's where we come in,”
said the Bounder. “It would be rather
a lark to bag hin when he comes.”

hat 1"
on't mean to go down from
the dorm at night, and watch for him?"”
exclaimed the captain of the Remove.

“] mean exactly that!” paid the
Bounder coolly.

“Give it a miss, then.
matter for us to butt into.”
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“That means thm:o&ou're not game,
Isn 7" he sneered.

) 6 , rot! We're Jame enough; but
it’s not our business.’

“It would mean a flogging,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “The Head wouldn't be
at all irnteful to a Lower Fourth man
for taking care of him. You know
these headmasters! They think they
knew hetter than the Lower Fourth.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's where thoy're off-side; they
don't,” said the Bounder coolly. “Look
here, if you fellows join up, we can take
it in turns. The man may come any
night: and he mayn't come for weeks.
Sooner or later he's bound to come.
We want to spot him when he does.”

“And to lose our beauty sleep every
night till he happens in!" grinned Bob
Cherry.

“We can take it turn and turn about
if you join up. It would be no end of
kudos for the Remove if we bagged tho
man."”

The Co. looked at Wharton. Wharton
shook his head decidedly.

“Rot, old man!" he said .

“The rotfulness is terrific,” agroed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
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¢teemed and ridiculous Head would be
infuriated.” X

“Blow the Head!" retorted Vernon-
Sunith.,

“Well, you can’'t blow your head-
master, you sce,” remarked Nugent.
“Give it a miss, Smithy."' _

The Bounder looked angry and dis-
appointed.

It Then you're not taking u hand *" Le
detanded.

“No fear! Detter kgep clear of what
docsn't concern ms,” said the captain of
' Reinove. " You may do o lot of
harm butting in."

“How do you mean?”

“1 mean—" 3

Wharton paused.

He cou!dpuob explain. Indeed, tho
iden that he had at the back of his mind
was vogue even to himsell. He was,
perhaps, losing his faith in Inspector
Irons of Scotlend Yard; snd yet the
belief lingered thut * Richard Steele,”’
though absent, was still to be reckoned
with. And if the “case” was still in
Stecle’s hands—if Inspector lrons was
still at work on it, it was obvious that
interference from outside might have
the effect of marring the detective's
plans, whatever they might be.

But it was impossible to explain that
to the Bounder; Wharton had still bis
sceret to keep.

“What do you mean?’ repeated the
Dounder.

“Well, I mean that you'd better leave
the matter alone,” said Harry. “If the
Head chooses to take risks, it's his own
bizuey ; it's not up to us to meddle.”
“That's your opinion?”

“That's 1t."”

“Go and boil it, then!” snapped the
Dounder.

And he swung angrily out of the
study.

* Now Smithy's got his back up
geinned Bob Cherry. “As a malter of
fact, it's rather a wheeze, you know. It
would be a tremendous lark to bag that
jolly old eracksman!” -

“A fellow can't do better than mind

[iLl

his own business,” remarked Johnny
Bull sapiently.
“True, O King!" said Bob. “Any-

how, I can’t quite sec myself missing

my balmy slumbers o' nights and walch-
ing for ecnterprising burglars, Too
much of a good thing—unless the dear
man sends us the tip the night he's
coming; and 1 don't suppose he would
bo polite enough to do that. These
burglars have no manners.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

So far as the Famous Five wero con-
cerned, the Bounder had no support to
expect. But anything in the natore of
a reckless adventure sppealed to the
Bounder; and opposition only made himl
more obstinate. .

It was not likely that he would give
up his idea ; in fact, it was fuirly certain
that he would stick to it all the moro
because tho other fellows turncd it
down,

That night, when the Remove went
to their dormitory, Wharton had his
eyes on the Bounder, and noticed that
ho slipped a pair of rubber shocs out of
sight under his pillow.

That was a clear indication of the
Bounder's intentions.

But it was uscless to argue with him,
and - Wharton said nothing. If the
Bounder went down, it was probable
that he would have nothing but a weary
and lonely vigil to reward him, which
might make him tired of his stunt. In
any case, opposition was all the
Bounder needed to spur him on.

The Remove were fast asleep when
the hour of midnight chimed out from
the clock tower.

But there was one who was wakeful.
As the last chime died away, the
Bounder slipped quietly from his bed
and dressed in the darkness.

Harry Wharton was deep in the land
of dreams when a hand on his shoulder
awakened him. He opened his eycs,
blinking.

“Coming?" whispered a voice.

“Smithy "

“Yes. Coming?”

“No, nss!”

“Funky 7" jeered the Dounder.

“Go and cat coke!”

The shadow beside Harry's bed dis-

appeared. But he heard u whispering
of voices, and recognised Redwing's
tones,

“It's rot, Smithy! The Head would
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be in a frightful wax if he knew! Go
back to bed!”

“You funky, too,
the Bounder.

“QOh, don't bo an ass!"”

“Look here, are you coming "

“No. It's all rot! Go back to bed,
and don't play the giddy ox! We can't
break the rules like that.'"

“Blow the rules!”

“It's all rot, Smithy—""

" Oh rats!"

The whispering ceased. In  the
silence, the sonnd of a door was heard
softly closing.

The Bounder was gone.

Reddy *" sneered

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !

ERBER'T VERNON-SMITH
H shut his teeth hard.
His heart beat fast.
For hali an hour the
Bounder had  been out of his
doriitory, downstairs, in the darkness
and silence of a sleeping House.

Without a sound, without a quiver of
the nerves, the Bounder had crept down
in the silence and darkness, and reached
tho corridor on which the Head's study
opened.,

In that study was the safe, and in the
safe was a plunder suflicient to make
the fortune of the Courtficld eravksman
—if he could get at it. The combination
lock on the Head's safe was not likely to
defy his thievish fingers for long, it he

came. And the Dounder was convineed
that he would come if not sooner, then
later.

But as he stood in the darkness of tho
corridor, closo to the door of the Head’s
study, leaning on the wall, silent, listen-
ing, watchful, the Bounder began to
have his doubts. e was as certain as
ever that the secret cracksman would
make an attempt on the school. But
when he would make it was another
matter. With one or two other fellows
keeping him company, that vigil in the
darkness would not have been so bad.
But alone, the Bounder was tinding it
a bore.

It was, in fact, more obstinacy than
anything else that had led him to carry
on with the scheme. And obstinacy was
a poor companion in the dismal dark-
ness and silence of a winter night,

Liut the Bounder resolved to stick it
out. And then, suddenly, from the deep
silence there came a faint [ootfall,

It sent the blood rushing to
Bounder’s heart,

He had hstened =0 long and so in-
tently that he doubted whether his cars

tho

might not have deceived him.  But
there was no mistake—the soft and
stealthy footfull came again. It was

coming along the corridor—so soft, so
stealthy, that it made the Bounder think
of some beast of prey stealing along
stealthily in the darkness.

His heart beat almost to suffoeation.

Tho stealthy footfulls were approach-
ping the study door. They would be
passing the DBounder us he crouched
against the wall, in a few moments,

He crouclied eloser, stilling his breath-
ing. But he could not still the wild
throbbing of his heart.

That the cracksman would como
sooner or later, he had felt absolutely
certain. But he had hardly expected
that the man would come so soon as
this—the vory first night alter the box
had been brought home from the bank.

But it could scarcely be anyone else.
Who else was likely to be creeping so
stealthi'y nlong in the darkness at ﬁn][-
past midnight?
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The faint footfalls drew closer and
closer.

Yhe windows of the corridor were
curtained; there was no gleam of light.
The Bounder was thankful for the prd-
found darkness, Whoever it was would
pass within a few feet of him, and the
blackneds was the Bounder's only

fence. i

Closer and closer—till Vernon-Smith
oould hear a soft sound of breathing;
and he tried to still his own breath.

The footfalls ceased.

Smithy's heart gave a great leap.

The unseen man was close to him now
—just abreast of the spot where he
stood crouching against the wall; and
be had stopped. Vernon-Smith knew
what that meant. He was discovered.
His breathing, perhaps, had been
audible; or some second sense had
warned the unseen man of his presence.

The man knew he was there !

Even as that knowledge came to the
Bounder, there was a sudden flash of
blinding light.

It came from a tiny electric torch,
turned on so suddenly that it dazzled
and blinded the Bounder.

The llﬂ’ht glared into his face.

Behind it, the man who held the torch

was utterly invisible. Only the Boun-
der's startled face showed in the beam
of light.

But the sight of that face scemed to
startle the unseen man as much as
Vernon-Smith himself was startled.

“A boy!” He heard the sharp
ejaculation. “You! Vernon-Smith!”

That voice almost stunned the Boun-
der with amazement,

For he knew it!

It was tho voice of Richard Steele,
the temporary master of the Remove,
last heard on the day Mr. Quelch had
returned, and which the Bounder had
never expected to hear sgain,

He gasped.

“ Steele !

The Bounder heard a sharp breath in
the darkness,

* Silence 1" g

Steele almost hissed the word. The
light was instantly shut off.

ernon-Smith was silent from sheer,
stupified astonishment. Stecle! What
was Steele doing at Greyfriars, ereering-
about the House in the darkness like a
thief in tho night?

“Silence!” repeated the well-known
voice in a hissing whisper. “Boyl
Come with mel”

A hand grasped the Bounder's arm.

He was led away, and he went like a
fellow in a dream. What did it mean?
What could it mean?

Steele—at Greyfriars! Who was he,
what was he? The Bounder remembered
the strange story that had once been a
topic in the Remove, concerning the
new master. Was the man, after all,
a cracksman himself? But he knew it
was not that, though what it all meant,
was a mystery to him.

In silence, the unseen hand led him
away, and the Bounder went unresist-
ingly. It was to Masters' passage that
he was led, the door of Mr. %ue]ch'n
study was opened, and the Bounder was
led in.

“Stand there!”

““Yes, sir!” breathed the Bounder.
“I1—I don’t understand—"

“ Bilence I”

The Bounder stood silent. He heard
Steele cross to the window and draw
the thick blinds care(ul[r. When it
was certain that not a gleam of light
would escape from the window, Steoje
turned the switch The study was sud-

der ked in 1t. ith startled eyes
he stared at Richard Steele.
The man was dressed differently

denl{”ﬂmdad with light, and the Boun- d
inl

now, dressed entirely in black, with
rubber shoes. But it was Steele. The
light gleamed on the keen grey eyes, the
well-known square jaw. The expression
on the strongly-marked face was stern,
almost menacing.

The grey eyes fixed on the Bounder.

“What are you doing out of your
dormitory 1" asked Steele.

“I might as well ask what you are
doing here, Mr. Steele?” retorted the
Bounder. He_ was recovering his

nerves now. “Everybody believes that
you've left Greyfriars.”

“Answer my question,” snapped
Steele,

“1 came down—"

“For what1"”

The Bounder explained coolly enough.
Stecle listened to him in silence.

*You would have done better to mind
your own affairs, my boy,” he said,
when Smithy had concluded. * Remain
here till T return.”

“1 don't see—""

“Be silent.”

Stecle left the study.

My only hat!” murmured the Boun-
der, as Steele turned the key in the
outside of the lock. He was taking
no chance of the Bounder being gone
before he returned. “‘Great pip! Has
he gone to fetch Quelchy—or what?
What on carth does it all mean?”

HOW'S THIS FOR A CLEVER
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK,
CHUMS?

Billy Bunter liked trying to
skate

In circles and figures of eight,
But he didn't succeed
And was sorely in need
Of a little less fatness and
weight.

A pocket wallet has been for-
warded to: Kenneth Norman
Hatton, of 73, Haybridge Avenue,
Streatham, S.W.16, for the above
winning effort.

That was a question to which the
Bounder could find no answer,

He waited.

He had not to wait long. The study
door was unlocked again, and Mr.
Quelch entered in slippers and a flowing
dressing-gown, followed by Steele. The
expression on Mr, Quelch’s face was not
reassuring  His gimlet-eyes glinted at
Herbert Vernon-Smith.

“Vernon-Smith! You have left your
dormitory, at this hour of the night—"'

“I've told Mr. Steele, sir—"

“Mr. Steele has told me. You have
acted in a tho.ughtless, reckless, foolish
way, Vernon-Smith, and migiﬂ. have
done harm of which you mnever
dreamed.”

“I know I'm goin' to be licked, sir,”
said the Bounder recklessly. “I'm
ready.”

Mr. Quelch's face set more grimly.

“You will not be caned, Vernon-
Smith! You will be confined to the
punishment-room. You will follow me
there at once, and you will take care
to be silent and wake no one.”

The Bounder stared. Fellows at
Greyfriars were hardly ever confined to
the punishment-room, which was more a
survival of ancient times than anything
else. Quelchy was coming down unex-
pectedly heavy.

**But, sir—" stammered the Boun-
er.

“You have brought this on yourself,
Vernon-Smith! You need say nothing.
Follow me "

21

In silence, the Bounder followed the

cmove master frony the study. Steclo
shut off the light, and followed behind
the Bounder,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Hard on Smithy !

" HERE'S Smithy 1"
w “Goodness knows !”
“The wherefulness is ter-

rific 1"

The rising-bell clanged out over
Greyfriars, and the Remove turned out
in the frosty morning. And the fact
that the Bounder was no longer in the
dormitory was at once apparent to the
rest of the Remove.

“My hat!" said Skinner. “Hée'
making a pight of it! Smithy never
told me he was goin’ out of bounds.”

Harry Wharton stared blankly at the
Bounder’s empty bed.

He had fallen asleep after the Bounder
had gone in the mﬁht.. and had not
awakened again till the rising-bell
sounded in_the February morning.
Ev:;lently, Vernon-Smith had not come

ac

“What on carth can have happened
to him?" exclaimed Redwing.
“Grabbed by the Beaks for being out

of dorm !” said Bob Cherry. “‘But I'm
blessed it [ can guess ‘:f\ he hasn't
come back! Quelchy would round him

up and walk him home.”

The Remove men lost no time in
getting downstairs that morning. Every
man in the Form was early for prayers.

Vernon-Smith was not present at that
function. Where he was, what had
become of him, was a mystery.

Had he gone on one of his excursions
out of school bounds, it might have
been supposed that some accident had
occurred. But it was known that he
had not gone out, he had gone down to
watch for the cracksman. Had anything
happened to him in the House, it would
have been heard of before this. Yet
he had vanished.

The Remove fellows were intensely
curious. At breakfast, which Mr. Quelch
took with his Form, the Remove
master’s face was seen to bo very grim.
But grim as he looked, Harry Wharton
ventured to speak. That the Form
master knew what had become of the
Bounder, was plain, for he had made no
remark on his absence from prayers,
or his absence from the breakfast-
table. The Remove also wanted to
know, and they considered that it was
up to Wharton, as captain of the Form,
to ssonk. So he e.

“ Vernon-Smith is not here, sir,” said
Harry.

The gimlet-eyes turned on him.

“] am aware of it, Wharton,”

“May I ask where he is, sir?” said
the captain of the Remove diffidently.

“Certainly ! Vernon-Smith is confined
to the punishment-room!"” said Mr.
Quelch. “He was found out of dormi-
tor'f bounds at a late hour last night,
and taken to the punishment-room by
:‘nn. ”Ha will remain there for some

ays.

“Some days, sir?"” repeated Wharton.
*“ Precisely.” ] ;
“Smithy meant no harm, sir,” said
Tom Redwing, epeaking up for his
friend. “He only had an idea of
looking for burglars, sir.”
Mr. Quelch smiled faintly. .
“lI am aware of that, Redwing:
Vernon-Smitn explaned his foolish
conduct. But I have reason to be
severe in this instance; and for the
resent, Vernon-Smith will remain
ocked in the punishment-room. He
will take his meals there, and will not
Tee Macyer Lmeary.—No. 1,150
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be allowed to communicate with the
Form. Any boy attempting to com-
municate with him will bo reported to
the headmaster for a flogging.”

“Qh!" murmaured the Roemove,

«] may add,” continued Mr. Quclch

rimly, “that any boy following
%’arnon Smith's example, and leaying
his dormitory after lights cut at night,
will be punished in tho eame way as
Vernon-Smith. The period of Vernon:
Smith’s detention is not yet decided,
but it will probably be a lengthy one.
1 advise the boys of my Form not to
follow his example.”

After which there was no more to be
said—in the prescnco of the Form
master, at least. y

In break that morning, many fellows
tgailed round the House, to stare up
at the high window of the punishment-
room; & window crossed by iron bars,
high up in an ivied wall.

b Cherry, whose eyes were very
keen, declared that he could make out
the face of tho Bounder against the
glass behind the bars. .

“Poor old Smithy!” said Bob. *“I
wender what sort of temper ho's inf"”

“Raity, I expect,” said Nugent.

“Tho  rattifulness is  probably
torrific,” remarked Turreo Jamsot
Ram Singh. “It is preposterously

hard on the esteemed Smithy.”

“Lot's chuck somethin' up to the
show him we're here,” said
“Show him we sympathize,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated
Bob Cherry. *“'Ware prefects!”

But it was too lato to “'warc " pre-
focts. Round the building, from one
dircction, camo Wingate of the Sixth,
nnd Gwynne; from the other, Loder,
Carno and Walker. Skinner bastily
dm%’pcd the pebble ho had picked up.

“You're out of bounds here, you
kids!" said Wingato gruffly. “ Every
man here will take a hundred lines."

“0Oh, my hat! Just for Iooi:in% up
at a window I"" ejaculated Johnny Bull,

“Just for that! uelchy’s orders!
And any of you fo here_again will
got six of the best! Cut offI'

The juniors departed. Evidently un.
usual precautions wero being taken to
prevent communication with the incar-
corated Bounder.

Thero was no more gathering under
{lia window of tho punishment-room.

After third school that dav, Mr.
Quelch was seen to turn his footsteps

into the passages that led to the
remoto  punishment-room. Apparently
Lo was going to visit the prisoner. No

doubt he had some nico little exercise
in Latin verbs for the Dounder, to
keep him from wasting his time during
his impriconment. And some of the
fcllows surmised that Smithy would
cheek him when he got there; they
could not imagine ‘he Bounder toking
this sott of punishment Paticnlly.

As a matter of fact, howevor,
Terbert Vernon-Smith wus it & very
subdued mood when the Remove
master entered the punishmeni-room
and closed the door behind him.

“1 trust %’ou have not wasted your
morning, ernon-Smith,”  said  Mr.
Quelch, not unkirdly

“I've done some of the exercises,
sir!" onswered the Bounder.

“Very good.”

“I'm tired of this, sirl” added
Smithy.

¥.

Mr. Quelch amiled faintiy.

“No doubt! But you have brought
it on yourself, Vernon-Smith, and you
Lave no.right to complain.”

“I'm aware of that. sir."" answered
the Bounder. *“What I mean is, that
I can bo trusted to hold my tongue.”
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Mr. Quelch looked at him.

“I'm sha* up hore, because I saw
Mr. Stoele in the Houss last niiht.
and nobody knows he's here, and I'm
not wanted to spread it all over tho
school,” said Vernon-Smith coolly.
“I'm no foul, sir; and I know per-
fectly well that that is the reason.’

“Indced 1" said Mr. Quelch

“Isn't it so, sir?”

“You arv punished for a serious in-
fraction of the rules of the House,
Vornon-Smith. You have no just cause
of complaint.”

“I'm not complaining, sir! But I'm
willing to give my word to lﬂﬁ nothic
of what I found out last night, and
think you might trust me, sir. I'm
not a babbling ass, like Bunter.”

The

Mr. Quelch stared slightly.
‘ve been shut up here, sir,

Bounder grinned.

“Bince
for soving Mr. Steele last might, I've
done some thinking,” he said. “I
suppose Bunter found something out,
and that's why he was sent home.”

The Remove master frowned.

“Tho less you think about matters
that do not concern you, Vernon-
Smith, the better,”’ he said dryls.

“I think you might trust me to keep
my word, sir, if I promiso to keep my
mouth shut.”

The Remove master looked at him
steadily.

“The matter is not wholly in my
bands, Vernon - Smith,” he said,
“peither do 1 feel satisfied that I could
trust your discretion. You must re-
main here—and you have, as you must
admit, only yourself to thank.”

And the Bounder remained. That
day, and the next day, his place was
vacant in the Remove; and the fellows
Iwo;:dered bow long it was going to
ast.

The Bounder—with plunty of time
for thinking on his hands now—won-
dered, too: and wondered still moro
what Richsrd Steele’s sccret presence
in the House might mean, and why the
powers considered it so important to
keep that presence a secrct. A word
from Harry Wharton might have en-
lightened him; but ne word came to
the Bounder—and in all his surmiscs
he came nowhere near the truth.

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught in (he Act !

IST from the sca rolled heavily
M over the quadrangle of Grey-
friars, deepening tho darkness

of the Fobruar¥ night

One had boomed out from the clock-
tower, echoing  dully the
shrouding mist.

The House was silent, buried in
darkness and slumber. Not a light
gleamed from a single window. If
anyone in the great building was
awake, he was as silont as those who
slept.

In the dim mist of the quadrangle a
silent figure Mitted. It moved like o
spectre — swift, flitting, noiseless.
Hardly s sound mingled with the
moaning of the wind, as a window
opened under u skilled hand.

Within the House, the window
closed but unfastened behind him, the
dark figure stood motionless for many

minutes, listening, intently, with bent

ear.

Then it flitted on.

In the darkness, it was invisible, had
there been any eye to watch; but had
it been wvisible, only a dark-clothed,
active figure, a face hidden by a
pulled down cap and a thick mufiler
drawn ncross, would have been scen.

Eyoholes were cut in the dark
muffler bound across the hidden face,

through
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from which two searching eyes glinted,
watchful as a_cat's.

The man with the hidden face mus®
have been well acquainted with the in-
terior of the House, for his swift
movements never paused till he
rteaghed the door of the headmaster’'s
study.

. His hand groped over that door, and
it opened under his touch. Within the
study, he closed the door softly.

Again he stood still listening. But
now it was only for moments. There
was no hint of alarm in the sleeping
House. And, like a man who knew the
way well even in the clinging gloom,
the dark figure crossed to the safe in
the corner of the study.

A brilliant beam of light shot out of
the blackness. It was concentrated on
the door of tho safe from an electrio
torch in the hand cof the midnight
prowler.

Round him the blackness was all the
more intense from the bnilliancy of that
single narrow beam of light.

A black-gloved hand wandered over
the lock of the safe. There was a soft,
almost inaudible chuckle from the man
with the hidden face. The combination
lock presented little difficulty to the
Courtfield cracksman.

Quietly the man drew a little table
towards the safo and set the flash-lamp
on it, its bright beam concentrated on
the lock.

The black-gloved hand felt over the
lock nﬁm. No fingerprints would be
left to betray the midnight thief,

The dark figure, partly revealed
where it intercepted the light, hardly
gtirred. Only the hand on the knob of
the safe was active. There was a whir-
ring sound.

The hidden faco was bent as the
cracksman listened intently to the click
and whir of the tumblors, as if by
listening ho could divine the secret of
the combination—as, no doubt, he could.

Onece or twice he used, as if in
mental calculation; then the whirring
went on again,

Soundlessly tho heavy iron door rolled
open.

The Head's safe was at tho mercy of
the thief in the night.

He picked the fiash-lamp from the
table and turned its light into the in.
terior of the safe.

From the interior he lifted out a
heavy, iron-bound box, so htgmr¥ that it
cost him an effort to lift it from its
resting-place.

It was the box that Dr. Locke had
brought from the bank at Courtfield a
few days before; and from its weight,
it had plainly not been unpacked; what-
ever had been brought away from tho
bank was still within it.

Setting the box on the floor and plae-
ing the ?amp to gleam on it, the crac
man bent over it. The box was locked;
but that was not likely to delay lon
the man to whom the combination loc
of the safe had given little trouble.

In o minute, or less, the lid was
E:'iscd. Thievish fingers groped in the

X,

Then there was a muffled, startled
exclamation. The glinting eyes through
the eye-holes in the muffler stared into
the box amazedly, unbelievingly.

“Lead 1"

Not the famous Gmi;frinn plate, gold
and silver; not the bundles of bonds
that he had expected to see. Blocks of
lead were packed in the iron-bound box
—packed within it to give it weight.

For & long second the ecracksman
stared at the worthless mass of metal
in the box.

His lips were drawn back from his
teeth in a snarl; his eyes burned. It
was not only surprise, disappointment,



EVERY SATURDAY

that stirred him. He knew that he had
been tricked., The valuables were still
at the bank; there was nothing in the
safe that was worth his while. But the
trick that had been played told that his
visit had been looked for; that it was
watched for; that he had fallen into a
trap.

And even as that bitter knowledge
flashed into_the mind of the thicf in the
night a grlJ: of iron was laid on him
from behind and he was borne to the
ficor; and a sharp click followed as his
hands were dragged together and the
handcuffs snapped on his wrists,

The next instant the man was strug-

gling wildly, savagely, intensely, with
the ferocity of a caged tiger. But his
struggles were futile with the strong
sloc;: fustening his wrists together;
neither was he a match physically for
the tall, athletic man whose grasp was
upon him.

For a full minute it lasted, the silence
broken only by panting breath and
shuffling fect. Then it ceased, and *he
man with the hidden face lay gasping
on the floor.

The other man stepped to the electric
light switch and turned it on.

The room was flooded with light.

It shone on the gasping, panting,
manacled man sprawling on the Hoor,
his eyes burning like fire through the
holes in the muffler. It shone on the
grey eyes and square jaw of Richard
Steele, standing  over the captured
eracksman, gazing down at him.

“You!" breathed the man with the
hidden face,

Steele nodded.

“You! Who ara you?”

“ Inspector Irons, of Scotland Yard—
at your serviee!”

THE SIXTEBNTH CHAPTER.
At Last !

“ » LIESS my soul!”
B Dr.  Locke uttered that
ejaculation as he stepped into

the stody, followed by Mr.
Quelch.

As the schoolmaster detective drew the muffler
from the hidden face, the Head of Greylriars uttered
acry. ‘‘ Barnes—my chauffeur | ** he gasped.
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The man with the hidden face was
seated in a chair now. Iis legs were
tied to the legs of the chair; his hand-
culffed hands lay helpless on his knees;
the schoolmaster detective had mado
sure of him before leaving the study
to call the two masters.

They gazed at the gaptured eracks-
min,

He was quiet and calm. On the well-
cut lips below the masking mulfler that
still hid his face a cynical smile could
lie seen, The game was up; the Court-
lield cracksman had come to the end of
his long run at last; but he was gamo
at the finish,

“You—you have taken
Mr. Quelch.

“As you
Steele.

* Bless my soul!" repeated the Head.

His glance wandered to the open door
of the safe; to the iron-bound ]lmx that
lay on the floor with its lid forced open.

Steele smiled.

“‘That precantion, after all, was not
necded, sir,” he said, with a nod to-
wards the lead packed in the box. " Dut
with so eute a customer it was as well
not to take risks. Had I failed T should
have been sorry to see the famous Groey-
friars plate go to the melting-pot.”

“But you have not failed.” said Mr.
Quelch, Ilis eyes were fixed on the
bound man in the chair. The face was
hidden, but there seemed  something
familiar to him in the chin and the

him!"" said

see, sir!" answered Mr,

mouth. “This, then, is the Courilielu
eracksman.”

‘It 18 the Courtficld eracksman.”

“You were right, Mr. Irons,” said
the Head. “1I suppose I may use vour
name freely now that your work is
done. Evidently this man learned that
the box had been brought from the bank,
as you believed he would. Yet how he
Il.'nl'nl_'ti &

“It was the talk of the school, sir,"”
said the Scotland Yard man, with a
smile. * You were good enough to carry
out my instructions implicitly.”

“True! But 4

“The man was not far away, sir.”

“You mean that his hiding-place was
close to this school?”

“Very close indeed, sir!
off, 1 think, than your own garage.

The Head started.

“Mr. Irons, impossible!”

“You must picpare yourself, sir, for
a shock,” said the man from Scotland
Yard quietly. “T have said nothing
hitherto—it was more advisable not—
but now you must know the truth, This
is a man you know and have trusted.”

; He drew the mufller from the hidden
ace,

The Head uttered a cry.

* Barnes!"”

It was upon the face of Barnes, the
Head's chauffenr, that the light shone
now that the disgnising mufller was

(Continwed an page 28.)
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BRILLIANT NEW SERIAL OF THE FOREIGN LECION

GLORY

“ 'l make you sorry you joined the Legion ! I’ll show you what we do with rats ke you !

TO-DAY,
CHLUMS !

before 1'm finished with you ! ** said the sergeant-major.

For Another’s Sake !

N an instant the room was in an

I uproar.  Shouting men tumbled

from their beds, and Lemarne, ons

of the old hands, his facu livid with

fury, leapt to the aid of Esterharn,
naked bayonct in his hand.

“What was the toad doing?" he
cried.

“He was after my money!"” panted
Esterharn, holding = his desperately-
struggling captive.  “1 woke to f(ind
him groping beneath my pillow »

The remainder of his words were

drowned in a howl of fury from the
legionnaires, and they hore down on
the wretched thief, murder blazing in
their eyes.

For had not this shrinking, white-
faced rat broken the Legion's most
sacred law in attempting to steal from
a comrade?

Savage hands gripped him, and tore
him from Esterharn's grasp.

“Merey!” he screamcd “1
doing nothing—it 15 & mistake!”

“Yes, and a mistake you'll never
make again, you rat'' roared T.e-
marne. “Hold him, comrades!”

“He's taken nothing!”" intervened
Esterharn. “Let him gol”

“Shut  your mouth!” suarled n
legionnaire.  “Thia is our affair.”

Realising the futility of argument,
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was

Esterharn  withdrew from the melee
and seated himself on  his
Corporal Andre, the non-commissioned
officer in charge of the room, was
leaning  against the wall, seemingly
taking but a bered interest in the pro-
ceedings.

“Let me go!" shrieked the terrified
prisoner. “I am no thief!”

“Bare his chest!"' commanded Le.
marne.

The man's shirt was ripped open, ex-
posing his chest.

“Now, sou dog, listen to me!”
snarled Lemarne. “I'm

oing to brand
what you are on your ﬁlgn' carcass "

With bayonet raised, he took a slow
step forwnrd, and then another. The
frantic prisoner, effectively gagged by
a strong elbow held tight across his
mouth, watched with dilated eyes. Inch
by inch, the glittering point of the
bayonet moved towards his bare chest.

Paul Blake turnea his head.

Then cameo o shriek, dreadful in its
stark agony and fear. Drawn in spite
of himself, Paul looked towards the
captive, on whose chest the blood-
siained bavonet had torn a ragged,
ghastly “V."”

Paul understood. The “V * was the

first letter in the French word
“voleur,”" which means “thicl.”
“Leave tho toad mnow!" spoko

“Here comes

Corporal Andre sharply.

the guard!"
The door of

violently open,

the rsom was. crashed
and a corporal of the
uvard strode in, followed by four
egionnaires in uniform.

“What is the matter hero?’ rapped
the corporal.

Heo glared at the group of half-
dressed legionnairea; then, as his eye
took in the mutilated, bleeding chest
of the whimpering captive, his expres-
sion changed.

“Ah!” he grunted, rubbing his chin
reflectively. * One who does not belgng
to this room, I sce. He appears 'to
have stumbled agsainst someone’s
bayonet in these guarters, which are
not his, Well, these things will
happen "

He wheeled to the guard clustered
behind him.

“Take the unfortunate one
hospital,” he eaid casually.

Waiting in silence until the guard
had supported the half-fainting wretch
from the room, he followed them out,
closing tho door behind him.

“1 say,’”" Paul spoke at Corporal
Andre's elbow, “1 suppos2 there'll bo
the dickens of a tow about this to-

to the

morrow 1"
Corporal Andre, watching Lemarne
fastidiously cleaning his  bayonet,
laughed.
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“YWe will hear no more about it,” he
promised. ‘It is Legion law which you
have seen carried out to-night. ur
officers know that there are certain
matters which are best lelt to us to
deal with.”

And he was correct when he said
that they would hear no more about
it, for in the ranks of the Legion there
were occasional enforcements of rough
justice, to which the officers, in their
wisdom, turned a blind eye.

Following that eventful night came
long, weary aching days, when from
five in the morning until five in_ the
evening the recruits were drilled,
marched, and generally hammered into
full-blown legionnaires.

The physical effort required on the
long routo marches and in the drills
on the parade ground was at first cruel
to the recruits. Dut the majority of
thein were tough, hard-bitten fellows,
who, at length, could do_their thirty
miles with full marching-kit and
finish as fresh as the old hands.

For Pau!, the days passed happily
énough, and the lean Majuba took to
life in the Legion like a duck to water.
He had good food and companionship,
and that was all that mattered to him.
In the evening he and Paul, in their
walking-out uniforms, would go for a
stroll through the streets of Sidi-bel-
Abbes, and at times expend some little
of their precious pay in a cup of thick,
oily coffee, taken at a table under the
awning of some open-air cafe.

Sometimes, in theso walks, they were
joined by Desmond and Esterharn, who
wera now firm friends. But always in
Deswond's company, Paul felt uncom-
fortable and embarrassed. Not once
had Desmond asked the boy why he
had run away from Greystones, but
until ho knew, there must always be an
invisible barrier between them.

But it was impossible for Paul to tell
him without either dubbing himself a
thisf or clearing himself at the expense
of Warren. And to tell the truth was
tantamount to betraying Warren.

So Paul kept his mouth shut, leaving
Desmond to think what ho liked. And
Desmond, in spite of himself, could not
help resenting the boy's silence.

After all, Paul had been his fag at
Greystones. And now Paul had run
away. Why? Surely he, Deamond,
was entitled to know. It was obvious
that either he was not worthy of Paul’s
confidence, or that the boy had done
something rotten, of which he was
ashamed to speak.

So slowly tho rift between tho one-
time captain of Greystones and his
fag widened, until at length he ceased
walking out with Paul altogether.

“I wonder why old Desmond and
Esterharn have given us the go-by,
lately ?" voiced Jub one evening, as he
and Paul sat in the public gardens,
listening to the magnificent band of
the Legion.

“It's my fault, I'm afraid, Jub,”
replied Paul miserably. “ He's naturally
wondering why I cleared out of Grey-
stones.”

“PBut why don't you tell him?®"
demanded Jub. “It was because a fellow
threw your poverty in your face, wasn't
it

“Yes," admitted Paul. *“But there
was something else. Something which I
haven’t even told you."

Jub was silent, obviously in laboured
thought. Then suddenly he turned his
humorous, good-natured face to Paul,
and for once, it was preternaturally
solemn.

“Well, T don't see that it matters

ought to know that it wasn't anything
low down.”

“Thanks, Jub!” said Paul quietly.

“ And, anyway,” went on Jub, “in the
Legion a fellow's affairs are his own.
There's more than one crook in our com-
pany, but nobody cares. Mind you,” he
went on in an agony of apprchension in
case he was being misunderstood, " when
I say that, T don’t mean that you—m
Oh, heck ;. I mean you—jyou're straight.
Anybody can see that—""

He Roundered helplessly. But Paul was
not listening. Ilis incredulous gaze was
on a girl of about filteen vears of age,
who, accompanied by an elderly lady,
had halted, staring at him, a few feet
away.

Next instant the girl had darted from
her companion, and Paul, crimson of
face, was on his feet, confronting her.

“Why, Paul DBlake?” she gasped.
“What on carth are you doing here?”

;Hnl.l,o. June!" gulped Paul. “I

“What are you doing here?” per-
sisted the girl. “ And in that uniform?”

“The—the Legion, you know,"” stam-
mered Paul.  “I—that is—I've joined
the Legion "

“You've not?" exclaimed the girl in
dismay.

“Yes," answered Paul steadily.

He had got a grip on himself now,
snd he turned to Jub who had
lumbered to his feet and was gaping
dumbly.

“Jub,” he said, “allow me to intro-
duce you to my cousin, Miss Warren.”

“Pleesed to meet you, miss,”
mumbled Jub; and, covered in confu-
sion, limply gripped the hand which the
girl thrust out to him.

“1 would like to speak to Paul a
moment, if you don’t mind,” said the
girl.

“Cert'nly " ejaculated Jub.

Resolutely June Warren drew Paul
aside and faced him with level blue

eyes.

“Look here, Paul Blake,” she =aid
determinedly, “why did you run away
from Greystones?”

“You know, don't you?" replied Paul
qmot]{.

_“1 know they told a rotten lot of
lies,” retorted the girl fiercely. * You
never took that money, Paul.”

Paul was silent. This girl was Guy
Warren's sister, and she and Paul had
always been the best of pals.

“You didn't take it, and I know you
didn’t !” she went on. “I jolly well told
Guy that, as well.”

INTRODUCTION.

Paul Blake, Fifth-Former of Greystones,
learns that Guy Warren, the bgopuhr caplain o
t?c gnd, iz in uﬂau? ln‘:g , ThTy ymia
o) funds placed in Warren's charge have
been gambled away, and rather than see the son
of his guardian exposed ns a thief, Paul decides
to take the blame. This he does by running
awgy from Greyslones. A few miles from ths
, however, meels Majuba Smith, an

haned waif of the roads. The two tell each
ol their &:o?u. and ul.:lm Paul mwa:;t th;‘:
they join ‘oreil ion er. Maju
agrees, and in Par'ﬁ“ the two chums lenlist in the
Legion for five years. At Marseilles they meet
Charles , once Caplain of Greystones,
who has joined the Legion in scarch of adventure,
and Esterharn, a former officer in the French
army. The four become ,ﬁrg‘rfiendt‘and manage

be sent Lo the deserl forl of Sidi-bel-Abbes

her. There they ter the tyrannical
Sergeant-major Bolke, and learn that it is not
likely to be long before they are send on active
gervice against the warlike Arabs. On the
night of the new recruits’ arrival, Paul iz suddenly
awakened by the sound of a crash. dgainst ths
wall by his bed Esterharn has a struggling man
clutehed by the throat,

(Neow read on.)
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what the other thing was,” he said. “He
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PAUL BLAKE, the horo of this
thrilling narrative.

“Oh, and what did he =say?” ques-
tioned Paul.

“¥eo said the evidence was pretty con-
clusive,”

Paul nodded.

“It was,” he agreed.

His cousin took him by the arm.

“ Paul,” she said in a low voice, *“ had
Guy anything to do with that money?"”

Paul started. Then for the first time
in his life he lied.

“No.,” he said thickly, “why do you
ask that?"”

“Because he's a rotter, that's why,"”
answered the girl scornfully. “Ever
since he came into father's money—"

“Into what?" exclaimed Paul sharply.

“ Father died just after youn left Grey-

stones,” explained the girl. *“My
brother is now Sir Guy Warren. 1lo
didn't stay on at Greystones, but

chucked it up at once and came home.
And since then I've seen him in his true
colours.”

“How do you mean?"

“Well, he plays cards and gambles,
Oh, you needn’t think because I'm his
sister I'm going to stick up for him.
When he suggested this African tour [
jumped at it, because it got him away
from the friends ho was making.”

“You are on a tour, then?"

“Yes; there's a small party of us, anid
we're going as far as Zadi to sce the
ruins there.”

“And then?"

“We're going to do Egypt and the
Nile,” replied the girl. * But you're
trying to head me off about that money.
Yes or no, Paul Blake, did vou take it ?”

Paul hesitated. Then again he lied.

“Yes," he said.

His cousin surveyed him calinly.

“I don't jolly well believe you!" she
retorted. “ You're shielding somcbody,
and some day we'll find out who it is!”

Guest Night at the Mess!

HE following evening Guy Warren
i dined at the Legion mess. Pass-
ing through France he had
picked up more than one letter
of introduction; a titled young English-
man of wealth never lacked friends.
It was Guest Night, and there were
present officers of Spahis and Chasscurs
d'Afrique. It was company which suited
Guy Warren down to the ground, and
he wined as splendidly as he dined, with
the result that he became talkative,
“Zadi!" he announced, during a Inll
in the general conversation. * That's
where we're making for, then we swing
castwards towards Tripoli.”
Tue Maoner Lispany.—No. 1,150.
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The veteran Captain Tanville, bronzed
and groy-haired, shook his head.

“Zadi lies well out in the desert,” he
enid.  “You will be ill-advised to
attempt it just now.”

g \\’ﬁy?" demanded Warren. ;

“The Arabs are restless, to put it
mildly,” replied Tanville. “Tt is unsafe
for any Europeans to venture into the
desert.”

Warren laughed confidently.
“1t is you Frenchmen they don’t like,
Lo remarked. “You police the desort
too cffectively for them. They'll think
twice about interfering with Dritish
subjects.” )
The grey-haired captain shrugged his
shoulders, and gave attention to his
cigar. It was the youthful Licutenant
Villiers who sroko up, addressing him-
seli to Tanville. .
“But they'v+ been quict of late, sir,
ho said. “vo. B Company returned
yesterday from a two hundred and fifty
miles’ penctration wmarch wlthnut.gul:er

casualty or encounter to rcport.

“Which signifies nothing,"” commented
the captain coldly.

“1 always think,” drawled Medicin-
Mejor Ferrau, *“that when the dogs are
quiet they're the most dangerous. The
Jull before the storm, as it were.”

“You are right,” took up General
Platte, scated at the head of the table.
“When an Arab is quict he is plotting
mischief. And there is n surging, rest-
less undercurrent out there in the desert.
We know it—and are prepared.”

A few nodded wisely.  Others
exchanged amused glances. For amongst
tho officers of the Legion were some who
looked upon the general as slightly old-
\\'omnnixﬁ and upon Captain Tanville as
a staid and sedate second edition of him.

Of these latter was the vouthful Lieu-
tenant Villiers, who. when dinner was
over, suggested that Guy should finish
his cigar in his company out on the
veranda.

to the weranda they repaired.
Warren walked none too steadily; but
then—as has been said—he had wined
well.

In front of the veranda, s fixed
bayonet gleaming 1w tne yellow illu-
mination which came from the lighted
windows of the mess, stood .a sentry
motionless, as though carved out o
stono,

Warren glanced st him idly, then
flung himself into a chair alongside the
licutenant. For a while they chatted in
dosultory manner; then, indicating the
rigid sentry, Warren said :

“You train these fellows well.”

MAJUBA SMITH, Paul's frlend.

“It is neccssary, monsicur,” roplicd
Yilliers.

“ Hard life, 1 suppose 1"

“Veory !” assented Villiers,

Warren was silent, and when next he
spoke, his voice, even to the untrained

car of Villiers, sounded oddly forced.
“I've heard,” he said, *that mauy of
these fellows never live to take their
discharge.”
“That is true, monsieur,” he
answered. “The desert can be very
cruel "

Warren laughed shortly.

“Not so cruel as some of your non-
commussioned officers,” he remarked,
*“if all one hears 1s true.”

Tho youthful Villiers drew himself up
in his chair.

“ Monsieur,” he said stifly, *‘will
perhips ex lain himself 1"

“Oh, chuck it, man! laughed
Warren. *'I know the Legion has some
of the fincst officers and men in the
world, but your non-coms are brutes.”

“] cannot agrce—"" began Villiers.

“Well, then, what about your precious
Bolke 7 eut in Warren.

“Bolke?" repeated the lieutenant.
“What do you 'kmow of him, mon-

sieur 7" :
“Only that they call him Sergeant-
Major Lunatic-Maker,” retorted Warren.

Villiers flushed.

“He is, maybe, more harsh than
some,” he admitted.  “But then it is
very necessary for him to be firm. He
has hard men with whom to deal.”

Warren leaned forward and laid his
hand lightly on his companion’s knee.

“Before leaving Sidi-bel-Abbes,” Lo
said, “I should rather like to mect this
Bolke.”

Then, before the other could voice his
surprise at the request, he went on in
oxplanation :

“1 am, as you kmow. travelling for
tho first time. I want to study cities
and peoples. But, also, I want to study
individual types. Now here, in this
Bolke, this man-killer, lunatic-maker,
call him what you like—is a type of man
which one could not mect outside the
French Army in Africa. I would wel-
come a chat with him."”

“There's not a soldier of the Legion
who would,” remarked Villiers, then
tittered at his own rare wit. “But
allow me to understand you, monsicur.
You wish, as on experience, to mect
Dolke?”

“ Exactly " assented Warren, *‘As an
esperience it would, I think, be
decidedly interesting.”

“It ought not to be difficult to
arrange,” said Villiers slowly. “When
do you leave Sidi-bel-Abbes, monsieur ?"

“The day after to-morrow,” returned
Warren promptly. *“Send the fellow
along to my hotel to-morrow evening,
ard I'll give @im a drink and have a
chiat with him."”

“He'll come if he knows there's o
drink to be had.” commented the licu-
tenant. “And if he opens out, he will
tell vou strange tales of the Legion.
PBelicve some of them, but not all.  Yes,
I seo your point. You ere a student o
hiuman nature, and you will find Dolke
vastly entertaining. I will send him to
yout, monsienr.”

“T am very much obliged to you,” said
Warren.

An hour later the sentry in front of
tho veranda was relieved. And in the
guard-room, as he unstrapped his ammu-
nigilrm-be!t, ho ULockoned Taul Dlake
asule,

“That eivvy bloke who was dining in
the mess to-night was Warren,” be said.
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“Yes, Jub?” said Paul questioningly.

“Woell,” went on Jub, 1 know he's
your cousin, and I thought you might
ike to know that he's been Bxing up to
meet Bolke at his hotel to-morrow.”

“But what's he want to meet Bolke
fort" asked Paul sharply,

“Dunno!” grunted Jub, *He's
kidded Lieutenant Villiers up that he's
dying to meet this famous Secrgeant-
Major Lunatic-Maker of ours, just out
of curiosity. But if you ask me, there's
aomelhm% in the wind."”

“But how do you know all this?”
asked Paul.

. “Standing there like n graven
umnﬁs." explained Jub, *'I heard every
word, and I just thought I'd mention

it to you. I can't say I like the com-
pany your cousin’s hankering after.”

. . . . =

True to his promise, Licutcnand
Villiers sent Sergoant-Major Bolke
along to the Hotel Taz the followi
evening. And within a short time Iﬁ
presenting himself there the sergeant-
major found himself closeted with tGuy
Warren.

“ Lieutenant Villiers said you wished
to see me, monsieur,” he aulidy brusquely.

For just half a minute Guy Warren
studied the man, and in that time he
had made up his mind as to his course
of action.

“Yes, I do,” he said. “How would
you like to carn a thousand pounds?™

It took a lot to rock Sergeant-Major
Rloliw. but he certainly received a jolt

en.

“A thousand pounds?” he repeated.
*1 do not understand, l:rmusiaur.ae

“Listen to me," said Warren quictly.
“I understand from my sister that you
have a certain English youth in Num{mr
Four Company. Is that correct?”

“1 have thrce Englishmen,” replied
Bolke. “There is Desmond, Blake, and
Smith.”

“Tt is Blako to whom I am referring,"”
said Warren. “‘Now, supposing he hap-
pened to be killed in ection before
recciving his discharge from the Legion,
and you wrote an told me so, the
information would be worth a thousand
pounds!"” o

Sergeant-Major Bolke breathed hard.

*You would Fa{ that sum to me,” he
said slowly. “if T wrote and told you
that Legionnaire Paul Blake had been
killed in action?”

“I would.” replied Guy Warren
quietly. “Killed m action by an enemy
builet, mind. You understand "

For a long moment they stared into
each other's eyes: then Bolke's thin lips
curled into a mirthless smile.

“Yes, I understand,” he said eoftly.

He did. He understood to the full
that Warren meant that Paul Blake was
to find a legionnaire s grave—that he was
to be killed—somehow.

“T think you will receive the nows,
monsieur.” he said and smiled again.

An unpleasant pair who thoroughly
understood each other.

Half an hour later Serzeant-Major
Polke took his departure. Rising to his
feot, Warren crossed to the window and
stood looking down into the street
below. His hands were clammy, and in
spito of the heat he shivered more than

once.

He had done the only thing possible,
he told himsell savagely. Now that he
was Sir Guy Warren, life stretched out
before him. a pleasant vista. But 8

lonsant vista only so long as Paul
F‘lnko kept hia mouth shut.

And snppose Blake weakened and told
tho tr th alout tho stolen money? The
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“ Belore leaving Sidi-bel-Abbes I
should like to meet Sergeant-
Major Bolke,” said Warren.

) It would
mean absolute ruin and exclusion from

scandal wounld be terrible!
Society for Warren. He would have to
clear out of England for good.

And he would be menaced by that as
long as Paul Blake hved. Blake must,
therefore, be silenced once and for all, at
any cost.

At any cost !

“1 said °*killed in
pered Warren to himsell. It might
hzppen to any one of them. 1 did not
mean anything else—did not mean that
Bolke——"

He broke off with a shudder. He
knew in his heart that he was a mur-
derer; knew that once No. 4 Company
of the Foreign Legion marched into the
desert Paul Blake would never return.
Bolke would sce to that.

Suddenty Warren straightened up and
swung on his heel from the window.

“It's worth it !" he snarled. *’'lLherc's
1o risk—no one will ever know!”

Meanwlule, Sergeant-Major - Dolke,
armed with a uttt of news, had
returncd to the barracks.

A few munutes betore lights out that
night he strode into the room occupicd
by Paul and his companions. Marching
up to Paul he surveyed lim grimly,

“80," he spat out, “you're a thief,
are vou, you toad? Robbed your
schoolmates, and then bolted.”

White to the lips, and with blazing
eyes, Panl faced him.

“Who told you that?” he asked, and
scarce recognised his own voice,

“ Never mind who told me!" roared

action,” " whis-

Bolke. " I'm telling you!” He swung
on the staring inmates of the room.
“Yes, and 'm telling all of you!” he

shouted. *“This rat's a thief! Under-
stand that! A dirty, snivelling, sneak-
ing thief, who robbed his comrades!”
“That's a lie!" shouted Jub.
Wheeling, Bolke glared at him,
animal passion flaming in his little eyes.
“Blood and fury ! he snarled. * But

I'il ttach you to answer me back, you
hound !

Striding to the door, he bellowed [or
the guard, who came literally at the
double.

“Put that dog under arrest!” he
snarled. ““To the guard-room with him!
By thunder, I'll make him sweat blood
for this!™

Jub was marched off in the midst of
his cscort, and Bolke turned a livid
face again to Paul.

“I'll make you sorry you joined the
Legion,” he promised gratingly. “1'l
show you what we do with rats like
?'nu: and you'll be whining for death
sefore I'm finished with you!"

The bugle for “ Lighta Out!" brought
a termination to his almost maniacal

tirade, and he took himscli off. But
for long that night Paul lay awake
staring up into the darkness. He

guessed—it was not difficult—the souree
of Bolke's information.

It was Warren who had told Bolke.
That much was obvious, for there was
no one else from whom Bolke could
have learned about the miserable affair
at Greystonoes.

Paul determined to sce Warren at the
earliest opportunity.  And if Warren
had indeed been guilty of such unspeak-
able eaddishness as to endeavour still
further to foist his crime on to Paul’s
shoulders, then Paul was through, He
would speak out; would write to tho
headmaster at Greystones and tell him
thoe whole unhappy story.

But the following evening, when lLe
inquired at the Ilotel Taz, he found
that the Warren party had left for
Zadi.

A weck dragged by, during which, in
his leisure hours, Paul was much alone,
for Jub had been awarded six daye
colls. Ono bright spot thero was for
Paul in that dnll week. Few, if any,
of the men in his companv paid hecd

to what Dolke had said. They knew
Paul by this time, and liked him, and
looked upon Bolke's outburst as the
".'L.lllrill outcome O[ l\l.'ul"ill. viclous
apite from which cach and every one of
them had sulfered before now.

It was only Desmond who appearcd
affected, and he became still more cold
and aloof than previously, Then, on
the day which saw the restoring of Jub
to the fold, there caine startling news.

The Arabs had risen. Caravans were
Ih-iug attacked, and forts and \'iliaj:t.'s
razed to the ground.

‘'hiis was serious; but there was worse
to come. No. 3 Company of the Legion
had been almost wiped out; a party of
British tourists had been captured and
the members of it were being held as
hostages, and the Arab «revolt was
spreading with the rapidity of a prairie
fire

A strong punitive draft of the Tegion
was at once put under orders for the

south—Paul, Jul, Esterharn, and Des-
mond being amongst  those selected.
The next morning, to the stirring

strains of tho Legion band playing the
“March of the Legion "—which is only
heard when the Legion goes on active

sorvice—the draft swung out of the
lmrrack gates. )
It was to be the real thing at last,

and, with full ammunitionpoiches,
heavy packs, and light hearts, the
Legionnaires  swung along the road

which led southwards into the desert,

And with them went Sergeant.Major
Polko. Onee, when his eyes scarched
and found the lithe figure of Paul, he
muttered to himself:

“You will never return this way !"

He might, however, have been con-
siderably intrigued to learn that there
wero several choico spirits in  the
company who were promising themselves
that Sergeant-Major Bolko himself
wonld never return that way.

(The desert—desperate finkting against
odds! What liex ahead for the gallant
band of adventurers? Whatever you do,
chums, don’t miss the thrilling follow-
up of this great serial which will appear
in.nert werk's MaGNET 1)

Tne Macyer Lisnany.—No. 1.150.
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THE CREYFRIARS CRACKSMAN !

(Continued from page 23.)

drawn from the face: of the Courlficld
cracksminn,

The Head gazed at him in horror.
Mr. Quelch in almost stupified amaze-
ment,

“Barnes!” repeated the Head.

“More correctly, Poynings,” said
Inspector Irons, * His past carcer has
been traced out, during the last few
weeks.  Arthur Poynings, cx-officer—
known to you as Arthur DBarnes,
chauffeur. There is no doubt that he
lind been following his lawless carcer
for ycars, -before he came into your
service, sir—every employment he has
lield previously has been traced, and in
every place there is a history of mysler-
ions robberies.”

De. Locke could only gaze at the
raseal in &'

“And 1 w.over guessed ! said Darnes,

his cyes turning to the man from
Scotland Yard. “You played your
came well, Irons! I zoon found out

that the new schoolmasier was a night
prowler, and I wondered what his game
was—even for a moment suspected what
it really was! But I scarched your
rooms, at night when you were prowl-
ing, and found nothing—and vou played
the echoolimaster well—oh, well indeed 1”

“I was once a Form master !” gaid the
man_ with the square jaw.

“If T had guessed——"" The cool face
worked for a moment, the eves burned.
Bue in an instant Barnes was ocalm
again. “How did you know?"”

“I did not know—and I came here
never dreaming that my man was with-

THE MAGNET

in the walls of the scheol,” said Inspector
Irons. ““It was partly through some of
the schoolboys, partly by chance, that
my attention first turned to you. And
oven after that, you were so wary that
I alinost despaired. You have given me
tho ‘hardest task of my carcer,
I'oynings.”

“That is not what I would have given
vou had I guessed !” said Barnes. “ You
took your life in your hands, sir.”
Ho shrugged his shoulders. “ You
played your game well! When you left.
any  uneasiness had was gone—and
all the time—all tho timo you were
watching—watching—" He %:rol:c off.
“Palt! I've had a long run, and a good
rn, and I'm ready to take my gruel!
You've done me, and I'm not whining!
And 1 faney that the prison is not yet
built that will hold me.”

“We shall see!” said the inspeelor,

And hLe stepped to the telephone.

Civevlriars heard the news vext duy.
It was more than a nine days' wonder.

Barnes- was gone before the fellows
came down; gone to the ccll *that
awaited him, there to remain till ke
stood his trial. The Courtfield eracks-
man was in custody at last, and the news
flashed far and wide by telegraph and
telephone.

But greater than the sensation of the
crack=man's arrcst, greater than the
sensation  that the eracksman  was
Barnes, the Head's chauffear, was the
sensation of the revelation that Richard
Siccle, pro-tem. master of the Greyfriars
Remove, was & Scotland Yard detective.
The sccret that had once been known
on!y to Harry Wharton, was a secrot
no longer, and was known to all.

EVERY SATURDAY

“So that was why !" said the Dounder,
understanding at Jast, and glad cnough
that the final suceess of the schoolmaster
detective had released him trom the
punishment-room.  “That was ‘whyll
Well, good luck to him—I'm glad he's
got his man!*

“The gladfulness is terrifie!” said
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh. “Dut the
surpriscfulness is preposterons.”

“All's well that ends well,” =aid Dob

Cherry. *“There's only one fly in the
ointment, my beloved ’carers.”

“And whal's that?” asked IHarry
Wharton.

“Bunter will be coming back!”

“ Bunter " :

“Yes, Bunter! It's jolly clear now
that he was scooted out to keep his
silly tongue from wagging—and it
doesn't matter now if it wags from

morning to uight, . S0 they'll let him

come back.’

“If you have tears, prepare to shed
them now !” grinned INugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But on the whole, the Fumous Five
wero not sorry {hat Buuter would be
coming back.. They had had, at least,
a long rest from Buuter, and when he
came back, they were prepared to bear
him with fortitude.

But Bunter was not back yet! Billy
Bunter's return to the school he adorngd
was destined to be made in remarkable
circumstances.

TIIE EXD.

(Look out for another masterpicee by
fumous Frank Richoards in next week’,
MaGNET, entitled : “ BILLY RUNTER'!
COME-BACK ! I's u treat not te b
wiisscd, chvingl)
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Here’s a change from Dicky Nugent’s usual
Wibley, of the Remove, based on the popularity of the

Ll.r-.l.hhlkl\l
This Week :

= )\

A QUICK-ACTION STORY IN DIALOGUE, SUITABLE FOR AMATEUR ACTORS, AND ENTERTAINING TO ALL!

L. Of0 M\ AGNIE-
LIKIES

THE BULLION HOLD-UP!

9

‘“ shocker '’—a novel feaiure by William
““Talkie * fillms, Wib, has certainly

brought a smile to the faces of the Editorial staff, so we confidently place his first ** Talkie »’

" Attaboy, Bony ! "

" TTABOY, Bony! Only another
} dred miles of the rolling

prairics and we'll hit Kansas
City!  Rido on, my fiery
mustang !

“'Bout time we had some execitement,
I guess. Done nothin’ lately, bar round
up & dozen cattlethieves and fight a
irihe of Redskins single-handed !

“Wonder if I ought to step in and see
tho bullion train through Dead Man's
Gorge? 1f Greaser Joe and his gang of
rustlers get wise to it they sure will try
a hold-up. Guess I'll hit the trail for
Dead Man, Attaboy, Bony 1"

“ Game for a hold-up, boys 7 "

.: Boys! Th a bullion train from
Kansas City hits Dead Man's Gorge
to-day. You boys all gume for u

2ure, Greaser Joe! We'ro game!”
“(Guesa I didn’t bear you answer,

Cross-eyed Pete!”

sure did not, chiefl Reckon 1

now if the cowboy, Jack Manley,

n' this trail first !

n hyer, Cross-eyed DPetel Jack

or no Jack Manley, 1 guess this

gang holds up the Kansas bullion train
ﬁo.._uw_. Get tha
“Um! I guess—"'

“Forget it! That dog-gone cowboy's
been buttin' in on us too often. If he
tries it this journey I guess he'll have
daylight drilled into kim  Got me?"”
Um! That's all right, chief; but I
seen suthin' of Jack Manley before.
Maybe he'll let daylight into us first!”

“'G-g-guess we'll have to ch-ch-chance
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effort before you.—ED.

that, Cross-eyed Pete! Come on, boys!
Mount your fiery mustangs, and we'll
hit the trail for Dead Man's Gorge "

' Sure, Greaser Joe!"

‘ So-long, bo! "

“Good-bye, Bank President Cashman !
I guess you and your daughter don't feel
scared of bein' held up by train
robbera?"

*You've said it, ho! I'm on this tramn
to look after the bullion, and the gang
that gets that bullion’s got to get over
me first. As for my beautiful daughter,
[larrict, she's just as plucky as her pop.
Ain't you, Harriet?”’

“8Sure 1 am, pop "

*Spoken like a true Cashman! And
ﬂw__’“" 1 guecss we'll get aboard. So-long,

“So-long, Bank President Cashman!"

‘* Hands up, everybody!"

“Ilands up, everybody, or we'll shoot
up the lot of you! Won't we, boys?"

“We eure will, Greaser Joo!”

“Say, Cross-eyed Pete, who's that
dame chuckin® fits over there?"

“Guess that's Harriet Cashman, the
bank president's daughter. Jest listen
to her!”

* Help, H:,_ﬁ_
bandits, pop!’

“(ecan it

Save me from the

they'll
sh-sh-shoot us!”

“Haw, haw, haw! Wa won't shoot
sident, if you’ll mamw hand over
ion. Whar is it?

“In the truck jest behind the loco,
kind sir. Take the lot—do q:._«:_h:. you
like, &5 long as you spare us!|”

“1 gucss that's real kind of youw, boss!
Help yourselves, boys |

Harriet, or

**Bure thing, Greaser Joe I"

“Qot it all loaded up now, boys?”

“Betcha life, chief !

“Guess I'd like 1o kidnap Harriet
Cashman while we're on the job—
Bay, who’s that on the horizon? Great
snakes! It's Cowboy Jack Manley 1"

“An’ the sheriff and his boys comin’
the other way, Greaser Joe! No time
for kidnappin’ ctunts! We're hittin’ the
trail 1"

“Sure! Gee-up, my fery mustang!”

Falsely Accused !

. AY, sheriff, I'm Bank President
Cashman. Those crooks have
mwade a get-away with a million
dollaral Tollow them I”

“Sure! Have they all got away?
Who's this guy hyer?"”

“I'm .uaanev_gﬁnw. a cowboy from the
rolling prairies. 1 arrived jest too late
to stop the hold-up."”

“Guff ! You can't pull that stuff over
on Silas Cashman! I'll say you're one
of the bandits yourself. ~ Arrest that
man, sheriff I

“Sure! You're my prisoner, Jack
Manley 1"

“Oh, pop! Don't let them arrest that
handsome cowboy! 1'm sure he's inno-
cent—he's g0 good-looking 1"

“Tut-tut, my childt The man is a
scoundrel | Obviously he got left behind
by the rest of the bandits. Take the
villain to the nearest gaol, sheriff, and
hit the trajl after his frieuds!"”

“Rure thing, pres!
Coma out. Manley!" o——n0-0w  _
L | guess I'm - -
coming. Gee! This
is what comes of
tryin’ to stop a held-

up! Thank wou for
| "' in me, Miss
So-long !

‘bye, cow-

! . _pop, to
think you've sont
that handsome
voung cowboy to
prison !”

“Aw, can it “ You're gullty !
Harriet |
The Triall

“ OW, vprisoner, what is it=—
2 Guilty, or Not Guilty1"
" Not Guilty, judge!”
“Waal, von't be too suro
about it! Thar's not many guys brought
up to this court that 1 find Not Guilty,
believe me 1"
“ Haw, haw, haw 1"
“8ilence in court! WNow, boys, get
busy! Who's the first witness?"’
“1 guess I am, judge. I'm Bank
Presidont Cashman. Have a cigar?”

“Why, I sure will! Glad to have you
know me, pres! Step on itl”

“You bet I willl Jest hear me
boller! 1 was right there when the
Kaneas bullion train was held up. That
guy, Jack Marley, was one of the gang.
He happened to get left, and the sherif
corralled him. N:. if you take my tip.
iudge, you'll give him suthing to make
him yawn. You hear me?"” 4

“I hear you, pres, and I sure will
take your tip!  Anybody else like to
have a shout?  Or is it necessary to
waste any miore time before I find him
Guilty 1"’

“Jest a minute, judge! I was thar
in the hold-up, and I guess I didn't sec
the prisoner among the bandits.”

“Say, who ara youf"

“I'm the driver cf the loco.””

“Waal, do you figure I'm goin’ to
take the word of a loco-driver against
the word of a bank president? Hear me
amile! Haw, haw, Ww:._:

“That's sll right, judge; but even
President Cashman didn't see Jack
Manley before the eheriff arrived.”

“Shucks! Who cares a_gosh-darnf
1 gotter sentence somcone, ain't 17"

*You sure have, judge.”

“Waal, then, why not Jack Manley?
Any other guy like to holler?"

“Yep. I know I'm only the prisoner,
but—"" .

“Jumpin' snakes! The priconer wants
to holler now! Jest imagine a prisoner
figurin’ he's goin’ to speak! Haw, haw,
haw 1"

“Say, judge, that’s not fair—""

“Who said it was? This iz an
Amurrican court of ,ustice, not a fair
play eshibition! I warn you, prisoner,
that your hollering will only have the
effect of adding to your eentence. Still,
if you wanna hollur. holler!” .

“Thank you, judge! All I gotta say 1s
that I'm as innocent as you are your-
self—""

“8ay, Jack Manley, don’t you be per-
sonal! Who said W was innocent? |
guess if I'd been in this 1i'l affair, it
wouldn't have been tha first time I'd
held up a bullion train!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Silenco in court! Go right ahead,
prisoner |*

“1 guess I'll tell you the truth—"

“What's that got to do with it?”

“The truth is that I moseyed along
to Dead Man’s Gorge jest for the pur-
pose of stoppin’ this hold-up—"

“Aw, don't make me tired! I guess
I rule your evidence out of order.
Without wasting any more time, I find
you guilty 1"

“ But, _.E_leI:

“But nothin’. Whether you were thar
or not doesn't matter a continenial red
cent. You're guiity! Get that?”

“1 get it, judgel”

“Waal, chew on to this. Your sen-
tence will be fifty years in gaol without
the option of a fine. Bo-long alll I
got some baked beans waitin' for me
round the cormer. Hallo! Wlho's this
hittin’ the court?”

“'Scuso my haste, judge! I'm a re-
porter from the * Kensas Shrick,” 1
est moseyed along to tell Old Man
.mnu_zsa: that his daughter Harriet has
jest been kidnapped by bandits.”

* What, EM aughter? Waal, if that
ain't too bad! Hear mo yawp!”

“Hey, you, Jack Manley, sit down!
1 guess _whamo sentenced you, and you
sin’t allowed to— Why, what's he
doin’ 7" .

“Guess I'll show you what 1'm doin',
judge! Is Jack Manley goin' to root
around in gaol while a dame is waitin’
to be reseued? No, sirce! Take that
—and that "

" s-nsuﬁ.-n —..—v :

“Yawp! I gucss that guy's making
his getaway !

“Hold him, yon boncheads! T jest
sentenced him, and— Wow !”

“And now, havin' given the knock-
out to everfone in court, I figure 1'll
hit the trail to the rescue of Harriet
Cashman! Bony! Ride your hardest!
We're hittin' the treil of the beauty—
and the booty 1"

In the Bandits’ Lalr !
i« AAL, boys, we sure did our-
selves proud over that hold
up. yer we've got a mil-

lion dollars to share out be.
tween us—and now the gal! Guess she

‘* Help me, Jack Manley!"

ought to be worth another million to
Old Man Cashman "

“You said it, Greaser Joo!”

“1 figure I'll get her to write the
pres. now. Hey, Harriet Cashman !

“Oh, gee! If this isn't too m
awful! Alone in the hands of these
crooks! If only pop were here! Detter
still, if only Jack Manley were here !”

“I guess I am hyer, lady! Don't
holler! I'm hidin' behind this boulder
where they can't geo me!”

“Waal, if you ain’t the cat's meeow !
This sure is a pleasant surprise! I
won't holler. Waal, Greaser Joe, what
are you yawping about?”

“] guess I want you to write a li'l
letter to pop to nsk him to send along a
million dollars for your release.”

“I calculate you'll have to want !

“I reckon I won't!”

“T'll allow you will 1”

“Shucks! 1 figure I ain't arguin
all night with you, Harriet Cashman.
Jest pass that red-ho* iron, Cross-eyed
Pete, and I'll brand her beautiful face
for her!”

“RBure, Greaser Joo!"

“Yawp! Rescue! Help a dame out
of a fix, someone! Help me, Jack
Manley "

“Haw, Yaw! It ain't no use yon
hollerin’ for Jack Manley, lady! He's
in front of the judge now—for our ho
up! Haw, haw! He won't help you

Roped In!

“Who said he
boys !”

“8nakes' It's Jack Ma

“Ow! I guess I'm off [

“] guess you ain't, Cross.aycd Pete!
I figure I'm takin' the whole bunch of
you back to Kansas with me! Shoot,
then, if you wanna do it! I guess I'll
bo first in!"

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!

won't? Howdy,

vy himself I

15

b ON'F be segred, Miss ITarrict!

@ 1 guess Yva put "em all out

of actian| Get me? And now,

if you don't mind a rough

cowboy from the rolling prairies cuttin'
you loose—"

“Oh, Mr. Manloy! 1t's jest too
mighty good of you to rescue me like
this! How can 1 thank youf"

“Why, you don't have to do that,
lady! Rescuin’' dames in distress is all
cowboys have to fill in their time with.
Now, if you'll jest wait hali a minute
while 1 rope up theso toughs, we'll hit
the trail for Kansas! Come on Greazer
Joe 1

“Curse youn, Jack Manley!"”

“Ignore him, lady. That's jest the
way he's been dragged up !”

“QOh, Mr. Zu...ﬂcw_ Pop sure will
give you the glad hand when he knows
you've got the missing million dollars.
I guess ho'll wanna give you a reward
—possibly a dollar, or even two !”

“Aw, forget it, ma'am! A cowhoy
like me wouldn't know what to do with
wealth like that if he got it! Guess I
sco Kansas ahead! Attaboy, Dony!”

. N . .

“Rah, rah, rah}*”

“HE'S bm.r RIGHT! WHO'S ALL
RIGHT®"”

“JACK MANLEY "

“Come to your old pop's arms, Ilar-
riet! Jest imaginel You've come
back, and you've brought tho million
dollars with you? This sure is great,
I'll tell the world P

“Yep, pop, it sure is| And Jack
Manley here worked the rifile through-
out! Didn't I tell you he was inno-

“You sure did, Harriet! Jack
Manley, I guess we done you an injus-
tice! 1 figure, judge, that you'll call
off that sentence now 1"

“Why, sure! Anythin' sou like, go
long as we got someone clse to ecn-
tence. Consider yourseli discharged,
without a stain on your character.
Manley ! And Kansas City is proud of
you, I'll say1”

““ Come to pop's arms! "

rah, rah!"

5 my sentiments!  Speakin'
it of the Cashman Hank, [
e to celebrate the recovoery
n dollars by making you o
+ rewnrd. Hyer's a dollar!”
Jumpin' snales!”

“Thar! 1 guessed you'd be ov
whelmed | But that's not the o
thing. There's suthing elso I'm goin’
to offer you, sir.”

“What's that, pres?”

“Why, the hand of my beautiful
danghter Harrict "

Thanks very much, pres. Dut don't
you think you can make it two dollars
mstead t7

THE END.
(The arcond of these MAGNET
“TALKIES" will appear shortly.

Meanwhile. laok out next week for:
“THE SECRET OF THE RING!" o
bright and snajpy short complete school
tale, featuring Hal Smiles and Dis
magie riny.)
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