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Your Edifor ?

Who Says A Pow-wow With

Corme Jnlo $he
Chice, PO oyl

Always glad io hcar from gou, chums, so drop me a linc to the follmeing address @
The Editer, The ** Maguet ** Lilvary, The Amalgamated Presg, Lid., Flectwcay House,

Favrisgdon Streét, Lomdon, E.O.4.

ADIES lirst, this week, you fellows !

l I've had a long and intumt-inpf
lotter from arjoria L., o
Blackpool, and I'm going to

attend to it ore deing anything else.
Marjorie’s been i the MaorNeT
for mine years, and still inds our stories
evary bit as interesting sa when ahe first
began to take in the old paper. In [act,
she gays so many nice things about this
little journal of ours that I must ask you

to
'SCUSE MY BLUSHES !

She also bhas one or two suggestions
to make, and I may inform her that I
have made a note of them all. As you
know, 1 am aoalways pleased to receive

cationa from readers, for I cannot

ciently streas the point that I want
you all to consider the MagXET as your
very own paper. Marjoria haos some
queations to ask, too, so hero gocs.

} am sorry to tell her that many of
the back numbers she wirea to complete
her sot are ' 0. P.,” which, in journalistic
Ianguage, means * Out of print.”  Issues
of the MacygrT and tho * Schoolboys'
Own Library ** can generally be obtained
as far as three months back by applying
to cur Back Number Dept., Bear Alley,
Farringdon Btreet, Loodon, E.C.4. The
ordinary cost of the issues required should
be sent, together with sufficient stamps to
cover the postagoe.

In roply to her other querica: A
Quecn Anne shilling is worth about 2.
nowadays, if it 8 in good condition.
A QGeorgo IV shilling in just worth its
faco valus—ono shilling ! :

Don't hegitate to write to me agun,
Marjorio. I like hearing from all my
Or8.

J. L. Clifton, of Loundon, W.l.
Hoe wanta to know something
about

THE MOST PROLIFIC FICTION WRITER

THE next letter this week comea from

of o bygono cra. This was Aiexoandre
ramaa, who was something of a character
in  literature, In fact, no one knows

how many books he wrote, becauso he had | ¥

a habit of cmploying other writers to
writo hia books for him, and then he had
them published under his own name.
The result was that there are so mony
books ascrilycd to him that I can't E-oaaihij
give my roader tho list for which he
aska. It would toke up all my chat—
and then some !

But tho first of the books dealing with
“ The Throo Musketeera ' is the volume
of that name. Most editions of it give
a list of the soquels to it, and therefore,
if my chum wants to read Dumas, I
sugiest ho starts off with that hook firat.

it. W. Whittsker, of Rishton, Lancs.,
asks me a question concerTNng

CORIOUS WORDS.

Unfortunately, he wanta to lmow the
derivation of certain words which I find
it impossible to trace, They are not to be
found in dictionaries—not even in slang
dietionariea! I con only conclude that
they are slang words of Jocal circulation
only, and are possibly contractiona of

Before answering any moro quoeres,
lot'a have a chuckls at the following
varn which has beerr sent in by John
Farnan, of 1, Dryden Terraca, Ballin-
lough Road, Cork, Ireland. He's been
awarded ona of this week's penknives.

for it.
Teacher : " What B a
cannibal, Tommy? "
= Tommy : ** Doa't know,
teacher."
B Teacher : ** Well, I yom
Q' were to eat
your mother W
and lather what would you
h‘ﬂ ? (1]
Tommy + ‘' An orphan,
miss.'?

I expeet most of my readers have heard
of the

MUTINY OF THE BOUNTY.

It's intorcating hecauss it took place
141 years ago this Mondoy. Thoe Bounty
was an armed ship, and the mutineers
put their captain and nineteen men into
an open boat, and these twenty men
travelled nearly 4,000 miles before they
reached land in June, Soma of the
mutineers were rounded up and tried,
and threo of them were executed. A
number of them, however, wvanished
mysteriously, and it was not antil twenty-
five yoars later that

AN AMAZING SEQUEL

was brought to light. A ship nearing
Piteairn Island wos hailed by a swarthy
puth in the English Janguage—and
when investigations were made, it wus
discoversd that some of the mutineers
from tho DBounty had settled thors,
marricd oative wives, and established a
well-conducted community under the
rule of Adama, the principal mutineor.

Tho little community prospered, and
aftar a while the jsland was too small for
them. The British Government, thereforo,
took most of them to Norfolk Isiand, and
stocked the island with sheep, cattle,
horees, and stores. Bome of the inhabitanta
remamed on Pitcairn Island, and the
result of the mutiny of the Bounty was
to add two more imhabited islands to the
British Empire.

HIS week is also on in-

E tereating onédin English
history, for om ril

11th, 1713, Gibraltar

was ceded to us by the treaty
of Utrecht, and ever since wa
have guarded this important
gata to the Mediterransan.
April 12th g another glorioua
anniversary, for it was on
that day, in the year 1782
that Admiral Rodney achiewved
his greatest victory against the
French, He cmuﬁ;nﬁmd the
French Fleet off the West
Indies, captured five ships of
the line, and sent the French
admiral back to England as

a prisoner. He received a
peerage for this splendid
vietory.
Goah! I must be getting long-winded
in my old age! ve quite forgotten

to let you have the ususl prize-winnin
Imrerick this weak. YWell, hore it 18,
Eric C. Wn ol Gainsborough Lodge,
Bishop's Hill, Tpswich, geta a pocket
wallet forit.

The MAGNET gels sounder and sounder,
While Buater gets rounder and rounder.
Bui the fellow I've Iound
Smits me dewn ito the und,
F'm bound to admit is the ** Bonnder."

I ran across a fellow the other day
who weould have interceted my readers,
He had

ESCAPED FROM THE FOREIGN LEGION

and had lots of things to tell me about
life cut m Algeria. What he told mo
baore out the srath of the statemoents made
by Goorge E. Rochester in our fine serial.
life waa terrible, and the non-com-
miggioned officers in mmrthm Were
brutal. He managed to give the impression
that he waa perfectly contemt with life
in the Legion, however, and, after =
considerable time bhe found himself
drafted ta Oran. He waited his chance—
until a British ship entered the harbour,
ond then he cut for it.
Ho was pursued, and would have boeen
captured, had it not been for a couploe
of Australians, who hid him on the ship.

Thon, when the vesso! was safely out of
French watera, he emergoed, and worked
his passage back to England. He zays

wild horses wouldn't drag bim back to
Algoria—which is not surpriging, because,
when a deserter from the Legion i3
recapturod—well, the fat’s in the fire !

Space being rather shord now, chums,
I must make the scquaintance of the
Black Boolk.

Let me tell you Grst and foremost that
thers's a treat in store for you next weck.
Frank Richards has tumed out a yarn
that you'll simply revel in. It's entitled :

“*THE MYSTERY OF THE SILVER
BOX!"™

The Famous Five and their inimitablo
croator, Frank Richards, are at the top
of their form.

“* FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!"

-
will also hold you enthralled, whila
William Wibley's ** Talkie " deals with

** COLLEGE JAYS!"

and, as usual, will make you wish it was
twico az long.
QOur uuu:iguhnrl: features by the Grey.
friara rh and “0Old Ref " will
complota this bumper programme.
YOUR EDITOR.
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Sewed  alomg gour Joke or pgour Gregfriars Limerick
wallcts and Sheffield steel penkwives. AR efforis

to besent to @ cje
E.C.4 {Canp.),
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—ar both— and tein owr usgiul prizes of loather pocket
Y Magnet,” §, Carmelile Street, London,
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ENTHRALLING LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bunter, Too !
(1 E, he, he!"
H . Harr Wharton & Co,
Jumpad.
That unmusical cachinpa-

tion, suddenly lward in the silence and
darknoss of the Remove dormitory, was
rather atﬂ.rtlin?;

It was ten o'olock.

The Remave had been in bed half an
hour; at half-past ning Wingate of the
Sixth had seen the lights out, and left
them to slumber. By ten the whele of

the Lower Fourth should have heen
safe and sound in the arms of
klorpheus.

But in the Greyiriars
Remove things were not
always as they should have
beeon.

Most of the [ellows were

spectacles on ois

He jammed his big sp
Blinked sl

fat little nosze, an tho
shadowy [orms of the five.

“I say, yvou follows—"

“"8hut up, Bunter ™

“Hea, he, ha!"

“What are yvou cackling about, you
fat frog?'" hissed Jq:-hmh-,- ull.

“You're breakin orm  bounds !
said Bunter. “Think I don't know?
I haven't been asleep.”

“Why baven't youn, fathead?" de.

manded Nugent.

“He, ha, hel"

“Shall ¥ bolster him, you ment"
asked Bob Chorry.

Somehody has
HACKED HACKER’S SHIN

brutally—horribly — dreadfully — and vanishsd
without leaving a clue. Fisher T, Fish says he’s

By FRANK RICHARDS,

-
a o

I'm coming ! exclsimed Buater, * Hol-
son forgot to ask me, bat I'm sure he'll
be glad to see me along with you
fellows, EHe said you could bring your
fricnds, Wharton.”

:;il'law -Lé:;d you :illﬂ-\‘;”“hﬂt Habson
sawd, you ¥ wWorm

. Hli ha, hﬂg!"

* Hobby forgot there was a kevhola to
Study No. 1 when he asked us to his
spread,” remarked Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent! If you think
I'd listen ot a kevhole—"

“Get back to bed, von fat chump!"”
said Harry Wharton. “You're not in
this picture. Come on, you men!"

“1 sar, vou fellows—"

{e EEE—E IIJ

Thora was a sound of tun
Jdormitory door opening softly,
A few moments and it closed
again ns softly.

“1 sav, rxou

= PV

fallows !

asleop. But five mombers of not the culprit, and Bunter swears he knows squeaked Buster.

St ot bed nud deeseod that nothing abont it. But answor there came
selves—partly—in the dark. WHO DID IT, THEN ¢ none ! The Famous Five wers

Tho "'amous Five were very gonc.

niet—vory quict  indeed. - “Beasts ! hooted Dunter,
E'hﬂ}.' slipped on their trousers aver  “Oh, reslly, Cherry—" A sleepy voice came from  Peteg
their pyjamas, they donned rubler “8Bhut up, you fat chump! You'll Todd's bed : I

shoea, t-fll‘.‘-'j’ pulled on their jackets, wake tho whela Form [ said Harry  “ What's that thumping row? Siaw
almost without & sound. They Wharton. “What the thump did you wp, Bunter!" "

did not want to wake the other stay awake fori®" “Oh, really, Toddy——

fellowsa. Btill less did they desire o “I'm ecoming!" “Bhut up, you ass, aml lot & foilow

sound to reach the ears of any wary
refect or master who might bo making
Ein rounds.

Loast likely of all were they to wake
Billy Bunter FEven rising-boll did not
always wake Duntor. So thoy were
smrtfad and surprised to hear his fat
chuckle in the darkness,

“Fallo hallo, hallp! Duntor's
awake " murmured Dob Cherey.

The five juniors peered in tho gloomn
towards Bunter's bed

Bunter was sitting up.

“Go to sleep, as:!"

“Wait a minute while I find no

trucks !" Dunter rolled out of bod.

“Look hore, vou fat ass!" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “Get back te bed,
and doen't be a silly ass(”

“T won't Leop you n minunte,” an-
swered Bunter, unheeding, groping
the gloom for his clothes.

" ¥You won't ke? us at all, you fat
villain " growled Johnny Bull,

“I eny, vou [ellows, wait for .

sleop ! said Toddy.

Sovoral of the Remowvn fellaws Lad
awakened now. and ther prered round
in the ploom.

“Who's that up?”
Hmith.

*1 guess il's Bunter ! gruntgd Fislier
T. Fish. *Can't some guy chick n
pillow at him?"

“1 say, you fellpws—'

“"What's this game?” asked Skianer.

Tue Maguer Liszaeyv.—No. 1106,

asked Vernoan.
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sitting up. " What are
dorm for, you dummy {

“1 say, there's a spread in the Shell
dorm,” said Bunter. * Hobson asked
Wharton and his friends and they've

one. Hobson's got a cake—one of
those big cakes from Chunkley’s. The
beasts wouldn’t wait for me. I'll take
you with me, if you like, Bkinner.”

“Nid Hobson ask youl?™ pgrioned
Skinner.

“He forgot—"

“Ha, ha, hal” i

"But its all right,"” said Bunter.
“0Of course, he'll Ea lad to see me.
Besides, they can't kick wp a row; it
might bring Hacker to the dorm. I'm
zoing. Come with me, Toddy1”

“Fathead !

“Well, I don’t want to go along that
fdark passage alone,” said Bunter,
“"Not that I'm nervous, of coursej
but——

“Bhut up ! .

“Like to come, Smithy?"”

“I'd like to go to sleep,'” answered
the Bounder, * and if you don’t shut up
Tl ghy a pillow at you!”

“Oh, really, Bmithy—"

Whiz !

“Whhhhhoooop 1" howled Bunier, ns
the Bounder suited the action to the

word. : : : !
Smithy's aim was quite good, in aﬁnta
hjm
aud

jou waking the

]

of the gloom. The pillow caught
tor on his fat features, and hurled
noross his bed. There was a

a howl as ho landed there. o

e U-E !.H Yooopl Oh, you beast!
roare untar.

“You fat chump!” exclaimed Squiff.
“You'll have Quelehy or o Frafaut- up
here if you kick up that row.”

“Yow-ow-ow [

Bunter rolled off the bed. ;

“Give mo that pillow back!” grinned
the Bounder. ] :

“T'm jolly well going to!” oxeclaimed
tha fat junior vengefully. And

rasped the pillow in both hands, ond
wirlod 6. X quit :

Bunter's aim was not quile =0
as Smithy's in the gleom. The pﬁﬁw
missed the Bounder by a yard.

But every bullet has its Dhillet, and
the same rule applies to pillows. The
migsile swept on its way, and en-
spunteraed the sharp featurcs of Fisher
T. Fish, who was sitting up in bed.
The shock tock the Transatlantie junior
quite by surprise. ere was a fiendi
how! from I'isher Tarleton Fish as he
rolled over the side of his bed,

“Varooop! Wake snakes! Jerusalem
ericketa, what's that? Why, l'.I—I—I
guess I'll slaughter you! I'll sure
make potato-scrapings of yom! I=—I
_'_._I'I‘I _._._'_JI

“Hn, ha. hal™

Fisher T. Fizh ecrambled up. Hae
~rabbed the pillow, and started to look
or DBunter. DBunter started for the
tdoor. :

This time the Remove dormitory deor
did not open softly or closo eoftly, It
opened noisily, and closed with a slam,

Bunter was gone.

“Oh, my hat1* sjaculated Toddy. " If
thare's any Beak about, he will have
heard that ™

" Jumping snakes! I guess I'll spifli-
rate that slab-sided guy when he comes
hack ! prowled Fisher T. Fish.

“Cave !" muwmured Mark Linley.

There was o footstep in the corrider
without.

Fisher T. Fish balted back into bed.
Evory other fellow sottled down and
closed his eyes. If it was Mr. Quelch,
their rospected Form maoster., the He-
movg did not want to be found awoke.

"My hat!” murmurced the Bounder.

I'ne AMagxer Lisnany.—No. 1,156,

“If it's Quelchy, there'll be trouble—
Six fellows out of the dorm—"

1] Q“iﬂt IH ;

The Remove listened breathlessly.

The footsteps the dormitory
deor. Evidently they did not Eelqnﬁ
to Mr. Quelch, or be would have opene
the door and investiga A prefect,
Emhn.hly, would bave done the same.

parently it was the master of some

Form. Tho footsteps died away.

“All serena!” murmured Skinner.

“My hat! If it's Hecker—" mur-
mured Vernon-Smith.

“ Phow I :

The Remove fellows did not seitla
down to sleep now. They sat up and
listened for what was to follow.

S e—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

No Feast !
L ROT 1o, old beans!” said
I James Hobson. ;
He spoke in a soft whisper

a8 the door of the Bhell dor-
mitory opened, and Harry Wharton &
Co. appeared. -

The Famous Five entered quickly,
and Bob Cherry closed the door.

There was & glimmer of candlelight
in the Shell dormitory. All the Shell
wera out of bed.

A feast was toward. On Hobson's

was & large, cardboard box, and
in_the large box reposed a largo cake.

It was not only & large cake, it was
a luscious cake, a really attractive cake.
It wos o cake that was worth turning
out of bed for.

Evidently the Shell thought so, for
they were all out of bed. And the
Famous Five thought so, as they had
taken the riek of breaking dorm bounds
to come to the nocturnal feast.

They were not always on such
he friendly terma with the Shell. But
Hobby, in the bospitality of his heart,

had invited them, and they had come.
Dormitory spreads were not irequent
at Grajffriara; they were rather a sur-
vival of an ancient custom, chiefly at-
tractive bhecause thoy were forbidden.
It was considered rather daring and a
tromendous lark to hold a feast after
lights out. It was a case of lines =all
round, and perhaps lickings, if they
were discovered. The risk added to
the enjoyment.

“"Here wo are, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry chearfully.

“The ulness is terrific, my
esteemed ond absurd Hobzon,” re-
rearked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Hobson grinped.

he said. “We're

" All serenc !
mnd]{; Anybody got a pocket-knife?”
“Hera you are!” said Hoskins of the

Shell.
“Good [ said Hobson. “Spread a

blanket out, nt:gﬂ, and gpather round ™
The improvised tablecloth was hastily
supplied, and the cake placed in the
centre of it.
“My hat! Thot's some cake!” smid
Johnny Bull ndmirinﬁijr.
“MNot bad—whatt said Hobson

proudly. “That cake hasn't been seen,
ou koow. I fa Hacker wouldn't

ave passed it e smuggled it in.
?:F" end of trouble. But it was worth
1

“ What-ho 1” said Frank Nugent.
“The worthfulness waa preposterous,”

gaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

James Hobson opeoed the pocket-
knife. He was about to cut the cake,
when he gave a sudden jump.

The door of the Bhell dormitor
opened again. Every eye turned on it
in alarm. Mr. Hacker, the master of
the Shell, was wall known to be a wary

THE MAGNET

bird, That, of ecourse, added to Lho
%Inryl of the exploit in bringing off a
dormitory spread without discovery.
If it was Hackep——

“1 say, you fellows—"

Hobson gusped with relief.

It was not Hacker, the master of the
Bhell. It was Willlam George Bunter
of the Remove,

“"You fat frog " masped Hobson.
“"You made e jump”

“"Zet ogut, Bunter |” growled Stowart
of the Shell.

Bunter did not get out. He got in.

*1 thought I'd come, old beans,” he
sxid. ] koetw you'd be glad to seo me,
Hobby, old chap.”

L on earth put that idea into
your head?"” asked Hobson.

“Oh, really, old fellow—="*

“"You fat villain—" begon Bob
L"‘i:'ﬁ::i‘r:.r wrathiully.

say, Cherry, don't yell!” said
Bunter. “ You'll bring a master or a
prefect here. Remembeor you've got a

voice like a foghorn.”
Bob Uherry breathed hard.
"baL:;k hero, get out, Bunter!™ said
o

[y Ehﬂl]'t. IJI

“YWhat?”? sjaculated the captain of
the Shell. ¥

“Shan't!” repeated Bunter.

“Why, I'll jolly well scrag you!” ex-
ci;‘.imaclv Hobson, n astomishiment and
wrath.

Defiance from Billy Bunter was both
unexpected und exasperating.

In ordinary circumstapces the Owl of
the Remove certainly would not have
ventured to provoke the wrath of
Jameas Hobson. But the circumstances
werg not ordigary.,  Bubter held the
trump card.

“Berag away!”  said Bunter un-
dauntedly. “I don't mind mopping up
the dorm with you, Hobson,”

“Why., you—you—you—— J=1=T'll
——" gasped the astonished Hobson,
making & stride towards the Owl of the
Removao,

“Hold on!” sjaculated Hoskine hur.-
riedly. “Don’t malie a row, Hobby.
If there's & row—"

“Wo don't want Hacker here,” eaid
Carr, *“That fat villain knows that.”

“He, he, hol”

Hobson paused. He was disposed to
strew William George Bunter in small
picces all over the dormitory. But i
was evident that the process could not
have been carried out withouy consider-
able poise from Bunter, which would
have disastrous effects.

“Well, get on with it,” grinned
Bunter.

“My hat! JI—=I—I—" stuttered
Hobson. :

“Look here. Bunter, you fat rotter
=—" began Johnny Bul sulphurously,

“Bhut up, Bull !’

“Wha-a-ot 1"

“Shut up! You talk too much.”
“Why I—I—I—" gasped Johnny

Bull.
Iy esteemed and idiotic Bunter,

“You shut up, too, Inky! 1 don’t
‘rom o nigger,” said

want any che

Bunter. " Look here, Hobson, I've
comea here in a fr:qnd];v way, f you
don't want to be friendly—"

“ Look
Vrharton.

“Shut up, Wharton 1?

“What did vou silly asses let Bunter
know obout it for!” demanded Hébson,
“We didn't. The fat wvillain listoned
at tha kevholo—"

“Oh, eally, Wharton! 1 heppened
to stop near Btudy No. l1—to pick
up & mn, =nd 1 happened to hear—-*

" Mover mind what you happened to
hear, yon fat toad!” said Wharton.

here, Bunter—" hegan
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"Now you're hero 1 suppose wo shall
have to put up with you.  Another
word, mind, wnd I'lI—"

" Yeos, dry up. Bubnter,” said Hoskins.
*You'll rouss the whole House before
we've had a chance to cut the cake.”

Satisfied at being  allowed to take
part in the feast, the Owl o/ the Re-
movo Jid not say another word.

Hobson was about to eut the cake
thn ho was interrupted for the sccond
ime.

“Harlk !"  cjaculated Hosking  sud-
denly.

It was a foolstep.

“Oh  erikey !” roanced  Hobeon,

“That's Hacker! know hiz beetle-
erushera! Wo're done ™

“Oh, my hat [”

The heavy tread cume np the cor-
ridor to the dormitory deor. Somoe of
the 8Shell leaped back to their beds
But thers was little titue for that. The
door oponed.

All eyes turned ¢ the doorway.
This time thore was ground lor alarm.
The frowning fece of Mr, Hacker, the
master of the Shell, was revealed by
the glimmer of condle ends

Hobson, standing frozen. slinked at
hia Form master. The other [ellows
stored At him, dumb. There was a
moment of awful silence.

Mr. Hackor switched on the hght.

Sudden illumination flooded the dor-
mitory. It revesaled tho cake half the
Shell out of bed, and six members of
the Rcmove, to tho stern eves of
Horace Hacker.

He stepped in.

“Wkhkat doeca this inean, Hobzent" he
nzked.

It was an utterly superfluous question.
Mr. Hacker could not possibly fatl to
e aware whot it moant.

“Oh dear!” mumbled Billy Buntor,

Mr. Hacker's severe eyes fixed on the
Removiles

“What are you boys doing oul of
your dermitory " Le inguiced.

“H'm!”

“1 shall not deal with you, as you do
not belong to my Form ™ said the
master of the Shell. [ shall send you
hack to your dormitory, and repork your
conduct to Mr. Quelch ir the morning.”

0w groancd Billy Dunter,

* As for you, Hobson—"

“Oh dear!™ murabled Hobson dis-
piritedly.

“You were abouws, I presumo, to in-
dulre in a forbidden, o gluttonous, and
nocturnal feast!™ said Mr. Hacker.

“H'm ™

“To whoin does that eake belong ¥

Bob Cherry eame round the corner of Masters®
like & raclng-car and almost bumped info Loder.
“What's up?" demanded the angry BSixth-Former,

¢ iy
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* * Take fifty lines, Cherry [ **

“Mea, sir [” mumbled Hobson.
“Voery well. You wili come to my
etudy wfter preyers in the morning,

IHobson, a shall administer
punishment 1

“Oh crikey I

“Whatt What did you sary,
Halgon '

“I—I mean — ye3, wic!”  gasped

Haohson.,

“Every other boy here® said Mr.
Flacker, “will tnke n hundred lines of
Tirg}ill.[ Tho cake will be confiscated.”

LE] 1 TE

That wna the unkindest cut of sli.
Lines and lickings the Bhell fellows
could have tolorated more easily than
that. Mr. Hacker was a severs gontle-
man, and had o tart temper, and his
Form wera not unused to iines and
lickings. But that gorgeous cake, once
gone, was gone for over.

With dispirited eyes, the Shell
watched DMr, Hocker c¢lose the card-
Lioard box and lift it frem EHobson's
Lexel,

Their gazn followed it niournfully as
lio carricd it to the door. At the door
he stopped.

“You Remove bovs will go back to
vour dormitory I he said.

Tur Macser Lisrapr.—NMNo, 1,156,
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Harry Wharton & Co., with glum
faces, filed out, under ito glinting eye
of Horaco Hacke:. Billy Buuter rolled
dismally after them. :

The Shell fellows turnea in gloomily.
Mr. Hacker cxtinguished the light and
closed the deoor—leavu.g his Form to
such repose as they felt in & mood for.
Then he departed—with the cake !

Harry Wharton & Co. trasled home
to their doritory. A dosen volces
greeted them as they came in,

“Spotted ¥

“Coughtt”

“Was it Ilackert®

“1t was Hacker, and we're spoited
and ecaught ! said Harry \Wharton dis-
mally, ~Blessed if | know why he
hutted in! 1 suppose he heard some-
ihing——" .

“}1 faney be heard Bunter!™ grinned
Vernon-Smith.  * Bunte. was making
1'nwﬂinﬂughlm Eu[grhthﬂ l:!:;l-uﬂﬂl

“Oh, really, Smthy—-" :

“That fm:!villain. of course!” hissed
Johouny Bull. “We're al. up for a lick-
ing in the morning " _

“] say, yon fellows-—

“Serap him " said Bub Cherry.

“1 say, vou fellows, I'm jolly v_:::—]l not
going to be licked fo:, this,” smd
Bunter, “It was all sour fault! I
pxpect you to own up ¥ Quelchy that
it was all your faulti You're bound to
fell Que;!ch that you led me into this,
and—

“Wait till I got = belster ! breathed
Bob Cherry.

“F®h? What do you want a bolster
fori"

“You'll sco in & minute.”

“1 say, if you're q;uu;; to be o beast
Cherry—  Yooop! Yaroocop! Eﬂlpi
Firo! Yooooooop !”

Five fellows had grabbed bolsters or

illows. With those wespous they pro-
gceded to deal faithlully with the _EWI
of the Remove. They swiped im ﬂﬁ'hh
and th&ﬁ_ swiped bun left, snd they
swiped him all over. A breathless
Bunter rolled and gaspud end gurgled
on the foor of the Remove dormitory.
Not till they were breathless themselves
did the exasperated juniors ccase.

Then they went to bed, feeling a little
comiorted.

But Bunter was not feeling comforted.
For quite o long time he sprawled and
gurgled and gasped, and when he
crawled into bed at last, ho was still
gasping and gurghng For tm.: first
time in his fat corger, William George
Bunter repented him that he had butted
in at a spread.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Bunter As-ks for It 1

i LEASE, =ir!® gasped Billy
P Bunter. _
Bunter was in o hurry to

speak. -
Six juniuru stood i & row in Mr.
Quelch’'s  study, with th  Remove
master’s storn ayea fized on them.

It was morning. Not a bhappy morn-
ing for sompo of the 3Shell and the
Remove at Greyfriars. How Hobson
was getting oo with Mr Hacker, the
Famous Five did not know. They were
not really bothering about that. They
wera chiefly concerned about how they
were to get on with Quelch. Quelch’s
look was not promisin

He was annoyed. No master liked to
receive complaints of his Form from
apother master, And Hacker, in all
probability, had put  rather un-
pleasantly. Hoacker was a tart gentle-
man. He had & sharp eye, a sharp nose,
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and 2 sharp temper. He was sharp all
over. Probaoly he had irritated
Queleh. Quelch looked irritated. He
looked, indecd, as if he were under-
studyiog Rederick Dhu on the occasion
when dark lightnings flashed from
Roderick’s eye.
“Please sir——"'
5 Silence, Bunter !
‘Oh! Yes, sir! I wos going to say
that—="
" Bilence I"

Bunter restrained his eloguenco.
There was a cane on Mr. Quclch's table,
and Bunter did not like the logk in
Queleh’s eye. He was in a hurry to ex?
culpate hunself. It was important for
Queleh to be made t« understand that
Bunter was oot to blame in any way
before he started in with the cane. But
Bunter had to wait.

= ?hurmull" Lt

“Yes, sir!" saj arry resignedly.

“Mr Hacker informs me r,h%t :,'nfl Bix
boys were in the Bheli dormitory after
lights out last night, It appears that

you went thers to share in & surrepti-
tious feast.”

SH'm! Yes, sir,”

'Have you any excuse to offer for this
serious infraction of the rules of the
House, Wharton 1"

“No, sirl”

It wes futile to explain to Mr. Quelch
that & dormitory feed was rather fun.

He would not have regarded that as an
GX0uEs. ;

But Hurrce Jamset Hum Sipgh ven-
turad to speak.

'Ferhn!!:nfullj* sir, it wos due to the
absurd thoughtlessness of youth,” tho
Nabob of Bhanipur suggested. “Thero
12 an esteemed proverb, sir, that the
boyfulness will be boyfuloess.”

YThe ruies of the House must be
observed,” said Mr. Quelch., “As you
have no excuse to offer——=>"

“ Please, sip——""

“If you have any excuse, Dunter, you

E&Sped Bunter,

may speak But be brief ™
“The—the fact iz sir,” pgasped
Bunter, “I'm perfectly innocent, sir!

I—1 only wanted to explain that I'm
perfectly innocent, sir. That's all.”

“You were thero, Bunter!” enapped
Mr. Quelch. “Mr. Hacker has given
me the names of all the Remove boys
he found in the Shell dormitory.”

“ But—but the fact s, sir—Wharton
will bear me out, sir--won't you old
chap '—I wasn't asked to the feed, sir.”

Q“ Eﬂ were  prescot boomed Mr.
e .

“I—1 went after thoso fellows, sir, to
—to remonstrate with them,” exploined
Bunter. “I was going to point out the
—the error of their waye. 1 -I begged
them, with tears in my eyes, sir, not to
break the rules of the House, Didn't I,
you chapsi”

”] {p, you didnt|" grunted Johnny
Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“Ts that all, Bunteor?"
Quelch, glaring. ; :

“Nunne, sir! The fact is, sir, I
Jidn't know there was a feed on in the
Shell dorm, sir! [ nover heard Hobby
ask Wharton, and I never stayed awako
ta go along with them. I—] was quito
surprised when I saw the cake there,

[ course, 1 :houldn't have touched it}
N-n-nothing would induce me to join in
a syrupstitious feast, sir! I—I—1"m too
rezspectful. If Hobson had offered meo
that cake, sir. I should have refused it
with-—with scorn 1™

“Oh, mv hat!” mourmared Bob
Cherry.

“You peed zay no more,
said Mr. Quelch,

asirod Mr.

Bunter I
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“Thank you, sirl
now "'

“You may oot l”

‘Ifﬂh i]‘]

“Wharton, Nugent, Bull, Cherry, and
Hurree Singh, you will take two
hundred lines each, for leaving your
dormitory after lighte out,” eatd the
Bemove master. * ¥You will take two
hundred lines, Bunter—but I shall cane
you in addition [*

“Oh erikey I -
. “Do not utter ridiculous ejaculations
in mi etudy, Bunter. You may go,
said Mr. Quelch, with s wave of the
hand to the Famous Five. “You,
Bunter, will bend over that chair."

M-m-ney I go

Mr. Quelch picked up the cane.
Buntor blinked st him in  great
dismay.

“B-{»-hut, sie,™ he stuttered,

“wha-a-at am [ going to be cuned for,
sir, when I'm perfectly innocenti”

“You are going to be caned for tell-
ing untruths, Bunter."

0L )

“ Bend over that chaic, Bunter!”

“ But=—but, say, sir—" gasped
Bunter.

Mr. Quolch swished the caune.

“BEND OVER " ’

Mr. Quelch uttered the command in &
voico resembling that of the Creat
Huge Bear.

Bunter jumped. :

“ But—but you ain't caning the other
fellows, sic "' gasped Bunter,

“They did not tell untruths, Dunter.
I am waiting I”* rumbled Mr. Quelch.

“Oh dearl” 5

Billy Bunter bent over the chair. The
Famous Five grinned as they filed out
of the study., They had expeeted a
licking all round; but Bunter, happily,
had drawn upon himself the keen cdge
of tho Form master’s wrath.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

The eounds of whacking and tho

soundas of woe followed the chums of
tho Remove from the Form master's
study.

W{..m::l.:, whacl:, whack!

* Whoooooop [
“You may go, Bunter!”
“Yow-ow-ow-ow [

Billy Bunter rolled dismally out of .

the iahld;r. Five grinning faccs met him
in tho passage.

“ Hallo, hfﬁn. hallo! Enjoring lifet™
asked Bob Cherry cheerily.

0w, owl”

Evidently William George Bunter was
not enjoying life. He was fnding it a
Lurden just then. :

“ Hare's Hobby I muormured Nugent,

James Hobson came down the pas-
sage from Mr. Hacker's study, wrig:
gling. He seemed to be pgetting into
practice a3 o contortionist, .

“Had it i badi'" asked Wharton
aympathetically. .
it ad®'" rep;a;teﬁ Haobson in a Liollow

volice. h erumhbs! Oh seiesorsl
never knew Ilacker had 9 much
gpsclel Ow (™

“ [Hard chocsal" said Nugeit. :

“I—I'm not having any more dermi-
tory fecds !’ moaned Hobeon, "It ain't
pond enough! Owl Wow!™

“The sympathisa iz terrific, my
ostoomned Ilobson.” .

Hobby wriggled paiufuliy, )

“And he's got the cake!” he said.
“Just as 1f he wanted to tantalizo a
fellow, sou know! There it was in tho
Lot on his table!”

“I dare say he's going to scoll it
Limself 1" groancd RBunter. “1 sn?".
vou fellows, what aboul gelting hold
of that calic after Harcket's gono out "’

“Not me!” said Hobson, “T'vo had
cnongit!  I've had top mweh?! Ol

You can bac it if you like!”

“I was tl!:in’.cing that oue of these
fellows might—"

“It's rather n
cale,” gaid Bobl.
in his study——'

HTao jolly risky I" said Nupgent,

Hobson grinnod dismally,

“I'll give that cake to any fellow
that can bag it," he said, “I'd like
somebody to bag it. Not e, thoughl
Hacker's too ferociouat™

And Hobzon of the Bhell wriggled on
his dismal way.

"1 say, you fellows—""

“Go and eat coke !

“Beast! I say, after getting me into
a tow like this end getting mo & Iicl-:.:
ing, I think it's up to you fellows,
said Bunter. **Look here, Hacker will
go out goon, and then you can nip into
the study and bag the cake. I'll keep
cave in tha passage. I say, you fellows,
don't walk sway while a fallow's talk-
ing to you. I say—— DBeasts!”

Billy Bunter was left to wasta his
sweetness—or otherwise—on tho desert
air.

shamoa to lose  the
“1f Hackor loaves it
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THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
No Luck !
H ORACE LIACKER [cowned.

He was coming out of his
study, after class that after-
ooon, when he sighted the (st

face and glimmering spectacles of Billy
Bunter in Masters’ passage. i

The sight of "Bunter's frscinating
fentures seemed to ivritate the moster
of the Shell :

As o rule, ke did not see much of
Bunter—naturally, as the fat junior
was not in his Form. But that day he
had seen much of him.

In morning break Hacker had gone
to his study and found Bunter just out-
pide tho door. Bunter had faded away
rapidly as he approached.

That was tho BGret mecting, But
shortly after third school acker had
again found the Owl of the Hemove
baunting {ko neighbourhood of his
study. Again Bunter had venished at
the sight of him, like a ghost at cock-
Crow.

Yot ngain after dinner he had hap-
pened on Bunter thero, and yet once
mord the Owl «f the Homove had
promptly disappeared,

MNow, [or the fourth time, as Hacker
came out of his study to go along to
Masters' Common-room to tca, ho
found Bunter in the passage.

Possibly Mr. [Tacker wna able to put
two and two togother, and connected
the faselnatizn bis efudy eocned to

7

liave for Bunier with the <onfiscated
cake thet was still on his table,

(1o called to tho fat junior sharply:

“ Bunter!”

Bunter heard, but he heeded nok
Ile vanizshed round the nearest cornes.

Mr. Hacler gruntod.

The master of the Bheil was a stern
dizciplinarian. Ho eould hardly believe
that uny junior would have the unex-
ampled impudence to attempt to annex
a coke that had been confiscated. Duk
Billy DBunter’s proceedings were uns
doubtedly suspicious.

He walked down the passage. At the
end he glanced bhack.

A fat face and a large pair of spce-
tacles glimmered rouwmd the corner
whers Bunter had disappesrecd.

Then Mr., Hacker felt quite cortain.

e walked on  towards Common-
room; but he walked slowly. He
allowed a fow minutes to elapse, and
then he turned and walked quietly bub
swiftly back to his study.

Tho door of that study was now open.
Mr. Hacker had left it shut,

He pushed it wider open.

As ho fully expected, Billy Bunter waa
in the study. Obviously he had been
watching to see the master of the Shell
safe off to tea. WNow he fancied that
tho coast was clear, and, liko the eagle,
be had mado his swoop.

"Hia [at hands weore on the hig card-
board box mntaininf_ Hobson's cake.!
Ho was in the get of [ifting it from the
tnblo ps Mr. Hacker looked in at the
doorway.

“ Bunter [

Crashl

The box dropped from Buntep's
startled hands. [Ele spun round towards
the door in utter diamav. His Little
round cyes elmost bulged through hia
big round spectacles at the sight of the
sharp-featured face of the masier of the
E]m!t

“0Oh!1" gaspod Bunter.

“What are vou doing here, Dunter?™
asked Hacker grimly,

“N-n-nothing, sir.”’

“You were, I think, about to abstrach
that oako!"

“0Oh, no, eir!” gasped Bunter, " Nod
at all, sirt I—I wouldn't " .

“Then what are you doing ip my
study "

Cl—=I—1—""

S Well 1" rumbled Facker.

U [ —I——"" stuttered Bunter.

For once, the Owl of the Remove was
hopelesaly et & loss.  Generslly, =
fabricntion was ready to leap to Bum
tor's lips. Ho was seldom—vory seldom
—ot & losa for onn. But now his ine
ventive powers failed him. He simply
could not think of a whopper with any
probability about it. Ile could only
1dink in dismay at the mozter of the
Shell and stutter. ] ;

“Come with me!” said Hacker grimly.

He dropped his hand on Dunter's fat
=haulder,

# Jem]—I—"" stuttered Dunter.

ir Cﬂ'lﬂﬁlu

Mr. Hacker walked Bunter out of the
voomn and along the passago to Mr.
Queleh’s study. The Hemore master
wus just coming out, heading for the
Common-room. Ho looked in surprize
at Dunter and the master of the Shell.

“What—"" bhogan Mr. Qucleh.

“1 caught this Remove boy, sir, in the
act of attempting 1o purloin & confis-
cated eako [{-nm my study, sir,” said
Hacker, in & deep voice. “I have
brought him to you, sir, to be deald
witle,. [ leave him in your hands, sir.”

Hacker reloasced Bunter's fat shoulder
pnd deparicd,

Mr. Queleh frowned porlentopsly.

T Macxrr Jasusiey.—No. 1,150
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This was the gecond complaint he had
received from Hacker in ona day, and
Lo disliked complaints from Hacher.

“Huntelrl Stap into my study.”

-II'I___"I_ _"__FI

“ Btap into my study.”

Mr. Pquelch followed the bopless OQwl
of the Wemove into the room. He
picked up his cano. .

Bunter had been through it once that
.aorning. Now history repeated itself,
and the last state of William George
Bunter was worae than his first,

“Let that be n warning to
Bunter ' said the Remove master,
g down his cane,

“Owl Ow! Wow!

“If you should mako any [urther
attempt, Bunter, of the same kind, 1
shall report you to your headmaster for
o flogging.”

“OUw' wowl

n E‘ﬂ' [:*

Bunter went. .

Mr. Quelch went to tea in the Com-
mon-room feeling that he had dome his
duty. Billy Bunter rolled away fecling
that he bhad overdone it. He met
Fishor T. Fish at the corner of the
passage, The American junior stared
at him as he came groaning round the
corner. It did not occur to Bunter to
wonder what Fishy was doing there. His
fat mind was too much occupled with his
own sulferings.

“Zay, bo, you look as if you've had a»
high old time,” remarked Fisher T.
Fish. “What's the rumpus?”’

“Ow | That beast Quelch—" groaned
Bunter. “Ow!l That beast Hacker!
Ow'! The beast made out that I swas
after Hobson's cake, and the other beast
walloped me! Ow! ow!l”

“ Okt ls Hacher on the watch?” asked
Tisher 'T'. Fish.

“The beast pretended he was gone,
and came back Quiatlil" groancd
Bunter. “ Dirty trick, r»ou know! QOwl"

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

"8ay, you were somo gink, to be
gaught like that!" he remarked.

T UWI WOW I:I:

Bunter groaned on his way.

Fisher T. Fish looked round the corner
and survayed the Masters' passage with
his keen cyes. The passage was
deserted. )

But Fishy shook hiz soge head. Fishy
had designs on the confiscated cale, but
Bunter's fate discouraged him. Hacker
might come back quietly a second time,
he reflected, and he decided that it was
not good encugh. Slowly and reluctantly,
Fisher T. Fish departed from the spot.

ou,
ay-

wow "

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
1 E'D ask Hobby!" eaid Bob
W Churry.
* And it's a ripping cakel”
~ And Hacker’s & beast!"
“And we had a measly tea, and wo
want some supper] It's a topping cake.”
The Famous Five wera gathered in
Btudy No. 1. Funds were low in that
obtained in Bob's study and in Johnoy
Bull's study. The Famous Five bad
resource of the hard up. There was no
doubt that a study supper would have
was no doubt that Hobby's cake would
have come ip oxtremely useful. Butee—

The Famous Five Take a Hand ]
“H'm!"

“Hear, hear!™

“Um!”
study, and the same financial stato
teu’d n Hall that afternoom, the last
been gratefu! and comforting. There

Tre MacNer LiBesrY.~No. 1,156,

There had beer much discussion on
the subject of that luscious cake.

Hobson of the Bhell, no longer its
happy possessor, had generously offered
it to any fellow that could bag it. It
waa, so to speak, poing begging.

Probably Mr Hacker intended to send
it to the house dame to be disposed of
but he had not done su as yet. Shell
fellows who had been to the study during
the day to see Hacker announced that
it was still there on Hacker's table.
Some of tham declared that Hacker was
purp:mai;s' keeping it oa view there, just
to tantalize them. But it was more
probable that a busy Form master had
not yet had tima to deal with zo trivial
8 matter Trivia! as it was to Hacker,
it was oot trivial o the juniors. Hacker
had long passed the age when a luscious
cake had a strong appeal. The juniors
hadn't.

Thet gorgeous cake was still there, a
[reo gift from Hobson to any [ellow who
could get hold of it. Bunter had made
nn attompt, and failed ignominiocusly.
Fisher T Fish was turning the matter
aver in his ~ute, spry mind, but he had
not yet made the plunge. Other fellows,
probubly were considering what miEht
be done. Bob Cherry’s idea, was that
tﬁh?iﬁ'amnua Five should be first in the

i}

But four membérs of the Co. felt
dubicua. ]

“Huocker's such n downy bird,” said
Frank Nugent, shaking his head. " Look
how he nabbed Bunter—"

“But he can't sit on that cake per-
manently, like a {gll:,r old hen hatghing
chicks." said Hob argumentatively.
“And isn't it a shame to waste that
lovely cakei

“That's s0," agreed Harry Wharton.
“ But—""

“The butfulness is terrifie,” murmurcd
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“We'd bett.r ask Hobby," said Bol.
“There's not one man 1o the Sheli
dores to bag that cake from Hacker.
It will be one up for the Remove if we
bag it, and ask Hobby to supper on his
own cake."

“Yes, but—"

“It would be taking a rise oubt of
Hacker, und Hacker's 2 beast!”

* Yes, but—""

“Look here, it's up to us!" said Bob.
“Lot’s chanco it,"

“Uml"

Thoe Co. were keen encugh on the
eake. There was no doubt about that.
It was their cake, if they could bag it.

But—

“0f course, we should have to be
careful,” said Bob. “Two of us could
go—no need for a crowd. You'd bettez
keep out of it, Wharton, as you'ro the
bead of the Form—"

“Rot!” said Wharton promptly, “If
anybody goes, 1 go."”

“Well, two of us,” said Bob, “and
we'll take out the lamp frow the electrio
light so that if Hacker comes in sud-
denly, he won't bo able to turn on the
light.”

“ Good EEEI" .

“We'll get away by the window,"”
pursued Bob, evidently greatly taken
with his idea. “ You stand uvnclor the
window, Wharton, and Ill pass the
cake out to you, and then nip alter it,”

“That's all right!"” agreed the capiain
of the Hemove.

“Wa'll get in again by the Remove
box-room. [ tell you. it's all right,
There's a Masters’ meeting in Common-
rooen this evening, and Hacker will be
wagging his chin  He won't be thinking
about that cake Why should he "

The Co. exchanged glances, PBob

THE MAGNET

Cherry's confidence was producing ifs
effect on his comrades

“Well, it sounds all right!"” admitted
Johnoy Bull. " But——'"

“It's all right!” saic Bob. * Nobody
will be about—all the fellows at pm&l,
the beaks jawing in Common-room! It
will be as easy as falling off 2 form.”

“I1t's o go!"’ said Wharton, at last.

“The gofulness ias terrific,” agrecd
Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh.

. “Then let’s strike the jolly iron while
it's hot 1" said Bob,

‘FLEt'?ﬂ !Tl

Thera was still some lingering dubiely
among the Co. But they had agreed
that it was a “go,”” and they did not
hesitate. Tho chums of the Remave left
Study No. 1.

Bob Cherry went down the Remove
staircase. The other fellows went along
in the opposite direction, to the Re-
mova box-room. Wharton elipped out
of the window on the leads, and the
other throe waited there for his return.

Huarry Wharton dropped from the
leads to the ground, and scudded very
cautiously round the echool buildings.
Not o window in the masters’ studies
was lighted; all the members of the
stalf who were not otherwise engaged,
were at the DMasters’ meeting in
Common-room. Certainly the moment
bad been well chosen for the raid.

The captain of the Remove reached
the window of Mr, Hacker's study. It
was quite dark, like the rest; and be
walted under the sill for the window
to open, and for Bob Cherry te hand
out the plunder. All, so [ar as Wharton
waa concerned, had gane wall.

Meanwhile, Bob Cherry, within the
House, Lad arrived in Masters’ passage.
That passage was deserted. Swiftly
he traversed it as far i1¢ the door of
Hackor's studsl']._ Ho opened the door
Tunki_f and whipped inside, closing tha

oor after him.

In the darkness of the study, Bob
chuckled softly.

It was, as hoe had enid, a3 casy as
falling off a form. At least, it zeemed
g0, a8 yet.

It was very dark in the study, the
c¢urtains being drawn across the win-
dow. Bob proped for o chair, mounted
on it, and Eatm:hnd the bulb from the
electric _light suspended froin the ceil-
ing. He laid the bulb very carefully
on the table. If, Ly any unfortunate
chance, Hacker L "ted in now, he
would not be able to turn on a light,
and the raider would escape detection.
Hacker had very sharp ayes; but he
could not see, lilljiru a cat, mn the dark.

Having taken that precaution, Bob
Cherry groped over the table for tho
box contaiming the cake. “Io very soci
found it

Lifting it from the table, he carried
it across to the window, and laid it on
a chair there, while he took hold of
the curtains to draw them aside.

Hia hand was on the curtain, when
he stopped suddenly, his heart thump-
ing.

The study door opened.

Baobh stood quite still.

The door had opened softly; snd a
footstep was heard in the doorway.
Someone, unseen in the darkuness
entered the study.

Bob stood like a statue. From the
bottom of his heart, ha was thankful
that he had disconnected she electrio
light. Heo was not thinking of opening
the window now, and gem;:gi_nwu,g
with the cake. He was thmn an§ of
getting away himsell, somehow. Sup-
pressing  his  breathing—and  rather
wishing that he bad mnot, alter ally
choten  that seemingly  propitious
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moment for recapturing
Hobby's cake, Bob stood in the
darkness, wondering what was
going to happen.

L

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
iwo in the Dark |
1SHER T. FISH guessed
F that it was O.K.
He calculated that it
Was just pie.

He reckonsd that he was
sure going to got by with 1t.

Beally, it looked as if Fish
war not out, in his guessos, cal.
culations, and reckonings.

Fishor ‘T. Fish had thought
the matter cut very :.rofully.
Hobson of the 8hbell had freely
offered that cake to any guy |
who oguld anoex it from
Hacker's «tudy. The cake had
cost Hobson fifteen shillings,
Fisher 1. Fish was not the man
to run cisks, as a rule. But
fitteen  shillings was mnearly
four dollars. in what Fhy
callet real money,  If there
was anything in the wide uni-
verss for which Fishy would
have beon .repared to take
risks, i1t was, of course, dollars.
Honour and glory could have
been: offergd to Fishy in gener-
Ous measurc. without stirring

him to action. But dollars
were dollars; the beginning
and end of all things.

Fishy had oo intention of de-
vouring that coke, 1f he cap-
tured 1t. Btill lesa did he in-
tend swhacking it out in a
%Eread with  other fellows.

iehy would have “smiled
soma " at auch an idea as that.

Fishy regarded that cake
purely from its ecash wvalue
point of view. There was a
ready sale for such com-
modities in ihe Remove, at o
small reduction  below  sbop

rice. Three dollars, et least

iah{ caleulated that he could
got tor that cake, onee it was
safe 1 his Trepsatlantic hands.
Or by dividing it into sections,
and disposing of it piecemeal,
he might cinch even four dol-

lars; perhaps & little more.
.fm,?imw. whatever he got for
it was sheer profit; and profit
was 8 word that made Fishy
thrill

Like Bob Cherry, he had
chosen bhis moment well—
though just a little later.

The followe ot prep:. the masters ehow-
ing the rag, as [Fishy expressed it;
nothing to stop Fishy from whipping
into the study and anoexing the cake,
and getting away with it. Fisher T.
Fish gues=ed that it waz QK.

He arrived at the door of Hacker's
study, in a deserted pnssago, entered
the study gquickly, and closed the door.

All was dark within.

Obviously, it was O.K.

Fisher T. Fish knew that Hacker was
in Common-room. There was a chance,
but not a probability, that he would
come back to his study. Anyhow, Fich
wa- not going to be there long. Half
s minute to get hold of tha cake—an-
other half-minute to got away with it
—that was all that Fisher T. Fish
required. 4

rtainly it did not occur to him that
anyone wag n the stud{; Only Mr.
Hacker had a right to be there; and
he certainly wae not thero, ‘That &

gl 1 L i
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Instead of dmpﬂlng to the ground as he expected, Fisher T. Fish came into contact
with a fellow who was standlng under the window.

“Ow! Youclumsy ass, Bob——""

it was Wharton®s volea !

Hemove follow was standing pressed
ngainst the dark curtains at the win
dow, hardly venturing to breathe was
quite unknown to Fishy,

It was cqually unknown to Bob
Cherry that the npewcomer was &
Remove junior.

Bob ansturelly suppo:ed that Hacker
had como back.

He was not surprieed that the light
was not turpned on. The light could
not be turned on.

He stood quite  still, and lstened,
trjlr_i]ng not to breatlic. :
e could eee nothing in tho denso

darkness: but he could hear a sound
of ﬁrﬂniﬂié-

Fisher 'f. Fish was zroping over the
study table in the dark

Tho cake was there—sizx or scven
follows had ecen it there, during tho
day: F[isher T. Fizsh knew whera to
find it. Only—it wasn't thore!

Fishy breathed hard.

That gink IHacker had moved it ho

uessed. It was not on the table.
fishy had knocked over scveral books
and an inkpot in the dark. There was
a dripping sound of ink. That eould
not bo helped; Fishy did not bother
ahout thatl It did not matter. What
mattered was, that ho could not find
the enke.

It was an unoxpected obstacle.

It was irritating and disturbing.
Ficher T. Fish was in a hurry to go.
lEvery minute that hoe lingered in tho
study added to his danger

Where was thut pesky cake?

Fishy dared not think of turning on
the light. He thought of striking a
match: but he did not vonture. A

limmer of light under the deor would
Eﬂray him, if any beak came along
the passape. Where the thunder was
that pesky cake? It had been moved
off the tablo—but where? [In the dense

Tre Mucrxer Lisnany.—INo. 1,156,
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datkness it waa hopeless to think of
finding it. Fishy moved across fowards
the window, to draw the curtains back.
Thero was a clear spring starhght in
the guad, sod be calculated that that
wnulﬁ bo cﬁm-?h for hia purpose.

Bob Cherry felt & thrill.

He bad been trying to visuslise the
unseen form that Erulp:d_nhnut the
study, consideripg whether it would be
feasible to make a dash for the door
and bolt. DBut it did not seem feasible;
ond he waited.  His impression was
that Hacker had found that he couldn't
turn on the light, and was groping
about for a matchbox. He hoped fer-
vently that he wouldn't find one.

Apparently he dide’'t; for Bob
heard him coming across towards tho
window.

Either he was going to draw the cur-
tains back to let in the starlight, or
clse he knew that Bob was there a
was going to collar him. :

In cither ease, it was all up with
Bob; unless he acted promptly.

Bobk acted pramptly. ]

An outstretched hand, reaching to
the curtaine, touched him; ond at the
seme motoent, Bob made a break.

Ho bounded ncrosa towards the door.

Crashl

Bum

Bch
the unscen Hacker.
couldn’t bo helped.

He crashed right into the wunseen
form, sand that unscen form went
sprawling.

It bumped on the floor, and thore was
another crash as a chair went flying.
Bob- heard a startled gnsg. .
Even in that thrilling and horrifying
moment, Beb was struck 'b,; the sur-
prising ease with which Hacker had

EONS OVET. )

Hacker was a fairly heavy man:
and even a sudden rush in the dark
should not have up-ended him like thet.

But Bob, of course, had no time to
think about that surprising ciream-
stonce. Eacker—he still supposed that
it was Hacker—waa up-ended, ond
sprawling on the Reor in company with
un overturned chair. A flath of light
was hardly quicker in its movements
than Bob as he bounded to the door,
whipped it i:gwn, shut it after him. and
tore away down Masters' passage.

He hod reasom for haste. Tho
attempt to bag a confiscated coke was
sorious enough. But tho up-ending of a
Form master was much more torribly
sorious,

He fairly raced away. He came
round the corner of Masters' passage
like o racing-car.

“Cherey !

“Oh " gasped Bob.

He had almost run inte Loder of tho
Sixth. _ j

“What are vou racing about like that
for?" demanded Loder

“[—]—-" gasped Beob, “I-T—"

“I suppose vou know that juniors
are not allowed to race aobout the
Houze 1" zsked the prefect.

“Voaes, Loder! You—you sco—"

“Take fifty linea!" said Loder.

“Ohl Yea" .

Bob Cherry continued on his way at
& more leaurely pace,

|
En.d. no intention of running into
But in the dark, it

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Desperate MeasuTes }

* QO00O00000H 1"
O Fisher T. Fish sat up in

the darkness of Mr. Hacker's
study, and gasped and aplut-
tored. Ho was bumped, he was breath-
Jess, he was decidedly jumpy. Never
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bhad Fishy lLeen sa Eulg‘:iﬂﬂ in his life
a8 he was by that sudden up-ending in
Hacker’s study. ;

Bomething, or somebody—TIishy could
imrdlf guc3s whﬂl.'r--hmir* rushed him
aver in the derkness, and scudded out
of the study, leaving him sprawliog.

Somebody, evidently, had beon there!
It wasn't Hacker—Hacker couldn't
have beep hiding in his own study, and
assuredly Hackar would not have
bumped Fishy over and bolled.

“Uoooooh I” gasped Fishy.

He picked himself up painfully. He
bad had o shock. He was fecling ex-
tremely upset. His head had come into
contact with the fHoor; his elbow with
a chair. And he was fecling wot—as
if he had sprawled in a puddle. 2

Certainly there was no puddle in
Mr. Hacker's study, but Fishy remem-
bered the inkpot he had upset over the
!aﬁlm He had rolled over in a ‘pool of
ink.

“Oh, Jerusalem crickets!” groancd
Fisher T. Fish.

He felt very shaken. Who it was
that had rushed him over and vanished
Ia had not tho faintest idea.

“"Great enakes!” muttered Fishy
breathlessly. “It was some other guy
aftor the cake—that’s the pesky how
of it, I guesal”

Ho realised that it could have been
nothing elee.  And, breathless and
damaged as was, Fisher T. Fish
grinned. Heo realised that the -other
follow must have taken him for Hacker
in the dark.

Boma Egnimt had got shead of Fis%,
and had been taken by surprise y
Fighy's arrival. That was the "how
of it, as Fighor T. Fich expresacd it.

Anvhow, whoever ha was he was

gone now.

Fisher T. Fish pulled himself to-
gether. He had had & lot of delay:
snd dolays were dangerous.

Tho Mastors’ meeting might break u
any time; and if Hacker came bac
while he was still there—and. _he
realised that he hed been a ‘![und ten
minutes in the study. instead of the
single minute he had calculated on.

He reached out to the curtains to %ﬂl
them aside, to let in the starlight. His
hand eame in contact with a large card-
board box standing on & chair close lo
the window.

“1 swow !"' ajaculated Fisher T. Fish.

It was the box of which he was
gearch.

Thero was no doubt of it; as he bent
over it A luscious aroma of the cake
within tickled his nostrils. There was no
need to pull back the curtains now.
The prize was in his hands! Probably
the puy whom he had surprised in the
gtudy had placed it there, perhaps
intending to scoot by the window.

Anvhow, Fisher T. Fish had it now,

His grasp closed on the box. He
mada a step towerds the door. Then
5:4: suddenly stopped, his heart thump-
n L]

F}‘hﬁra was & footstcp without, and
tho door handla turned.

Fisher T. Fish stood irozen fo the
ﬂn’f‘f{ door opened

a door o s

If it was Hacker——

Thore was a light in the passage ot a
distance. Only a dinm glimmer came
in at the opened doorway. ]

For an instant Fishy hoped that it
might be only another [cllow after the
cake.

The
wazn't.

Click | :

A hend had prassed the clectrie switch
just within the dmrwggi :

Fishy shuddered with apprehension

next instant be Enew that it
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of & sndden Bood of light that would
have rovealed him standing there with
tha cake in his hande. .

To his amazement, the light did pot
COme on. -

Ho was sure ho heard the awitch
click, but there was no response from
the electric light overhead.

Darknesa m’%! reigned.

There wos an ejoculation of znnoy-
ance.

“ Pish |

It was Hacker's voice.

The electrie switch elicked again,
more loudly, twice. EBtill the light did
pot come on. That surprised both Fishy
and Mr. Hacker; but it really was not
surprising, as the bulb had been
removed and was lying on the table,
Buill, Fishy and Hacker were unaware
of that,

“Pish!” repeated Hacker.

H:ig voice did pot sound good-lem-
pered.

As & matter of fact, Mr. Hacker was
not good-tempered. He Lad left the
Masters’ meeting in Common-room
earlicr than he had intended, owing lu
the fact that Prout, the master of the
Fifth, had taken the bit between his
teeth, so to speak, and insisted upon
doing all the talking.

Hacker had had several thoughtful
and well-considered observations to
make, but Prout did pot give him =
chance to get a single one of them off.
Prout was, so to speak, first in and not
out. Hacker, fed-up with the prosy
Prout, vetired indignantly from the
meeting.,

S0 he was not in the best of tempers

when e got back to hls etudy., And
his irritation was pot soothed by the
unaccountable failure of his light lo

come and go as it should have done.
“Pish 1" said Hacker, for the third

time.
Fieher T. Fish was still standing
frozen., He was deeply thankful for

tha failure of the light. But what was
ho going to do? Why this guy couldn’t
have gone on chewing the rag with the
other galoots was an exasperating
mystery to Fisher T. Fish. It got
Fishy's goat. If Hacker would pgo
along tho passago to borrow & match
ar—

Hacker did not go along the pg_seasie,
glanknteppad right nto the study in th
rk.

Paorhaps he had heard a sound of
Fishy's suppressed breathing. Perhaps
ha gucs&qs that eome trick had been
played with his light, and suspected
that the trickster wus still there. Per-
haps he wus enxious for a vietim upon
whom to wroak hia irritation, Any-
how, ho came gro ing into the etudy,
and Fishor T. iag backed awaw
hurriedly towards the window. Then
Mr. Hacker unmistakably heard him.

“Ha!" It was a sharp ejaculation
from Hacker. “Who is thera?
Speak 1" : g

Fisher T. Tith was not likely to
speak.

“1 am aware,"” went on Mr. Hacker's
cold, cutting tones, '“that someene is in
this study. Bpeak ™

Fishy suppressed a groan.

Thers woas a sound of rustling and
fumbling. He guessed that Hacker
wag feeling for & match-box in his
pockets.

Fisher T. Fish's heart
within him. It was impossible to rush
past the master to the door. Hacker
would have grabbed him at once. Fishy
turned desperately to the window.

He dragged aside tho cortain
grabbed the lower sash, and wrenched

" (Continued on page 12.)

almost died
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Are there any ways and means by which the game of Scecer ean be improved ¥
Read what he's goi to say on the matier, chums.

seems to think there are,

WEEK or two ago wo apent most of the time of our

A weokly chat talking about the rules of football which

are brokon quite a lot. As we are now getting near

the end of the season, it may be of advantags if wo

have o look round to discover if there are not certain ways sand
means by which the game could be improved.

There haa been much chalter during tho season as to how the
duties of the referee could be lightened. Some people would
have a reform which would provide a roferce for each half of
the field. Others would introduce goal judges to help the
referee to come to correct conclusions when it is a matter of
inghes whether or not & goal has been scored.

There are plonty of objections which can be raised to both
thess proposed reforms, and in my opinion we could ense the
work of the referees a bit in one or two directions withoutb bej
ot all revolutionary. Lot us take, for instance, the matter
timekesping. We have talked about this during the season,
and of course it is important that the time should be kept
properly.

Dut why showld we ask the referee to do this 7

Cowuldn’t it be done by somebody clase T

Mr. Robort Moreeon, who is a Member of Parlinment, and a
raan I have often seen at the Tottenham und, has an idea
that the time should be kept by somebody sitting up in the
stand, whe would keop s good watch handy and sound a gong
at the interval, and also at the finish of the match.

The germ of Mr. Morrison’s idea is a good ono, but he has
nwrlu-niad ono or two important detaile.  In the first place it
would be & waste of money to pay some specially to
attend a matoh with the sole purpose of keeping the time, And
it would be wery necessary to have a neutral timekeepor,
otherwise, by way of example, if ono of the home directors
kept the time he might whislle & second or two in advance of
the full ninoty minutes if his own side, in possession of tho lead,
Wag I:lralim'iI hard pressad.

The other objoction to having o timokeeoper up aloft is that
the roferee would have to signal to him to knock off time for

ocortain stoppages—injuries and that sort of thing. My idea
8 that the
timekeeping should be lefl to the Nnesmen who

officiate al cach big wmalch. Decawse e referee often
has quite enough to do without looking ot his watch
during closing moments when the play may be at o
very exciting siage

Imagine, by way of example, that the last few seeonda have
been entered upon. There is a Berce attack being wagod at one
¢nd of the fBeld, touch and go as to whether a goal will be
zeored. The referse must keep looking at his watch, and he
can't do that ond watoh the whole of the play at the eams
timme. When he takos his eyes off the gnmoe to look nt his watlch
he might miss a foul for which the proper punishmont would bo
a penalty kick.

HEN there is a reform which 1 have emupggested before,
and which 1 ehall continus o suggost until it iv adopted,
becauss I frel that watchers of football in-goneral would
welcoms the vhpanpe. Thie = the pumbering of the

rlayers, B g football 8 a public ontortainmont ; the big oabs
all issue programmos whiclh contain the names of the playors

1
o By
The “OLD
G A REE.”
B
.

*“ 0ld Ref ™

under certain numbers. But the players themselves don's
earry those numbers, and consequently the programme loses
some of its value,

It can be said—and this ia certainly troe—that tho playors
of the home team are known to the vast majority of the
spectators. Dut -

it certainly connol be said thet the visiling players
are known, fadivideally, fo the majovity of ithe
epecialors,

and I refuse to belisve that watchors at any maich aroe only
interested in what is done Egothair own favourite men. They
?F_’Eﬂt- to know and to recog tho beat players of the opposing
Bioid.

I know one sot of tﬂ«:ﬂfﬂa who would be very pleased if the
idea of numbering ootball players—as is dono in most
Rugby games—were put into effect. They are the people whoso
job it is to write about football matches—the rters. In
spite of the fact that these worthy gentlemen are continually
attending football matches they often got mixed up concerning
tho idontity of this or that player.

Weall du§ recall in this connection & Cup Final at Wembley
some years back between Newcnstle United and Aston Villa,
In the course of the game s Newcastle man scored, bunt it is
litorally true to say that not o single member of the Bundred or
80 pressmen proseént was quite certain as to which player had
scored. Bome thought un:{}uaynr roeponsible, othars gave the
credit to another player, and the only way t0 make cortain wasg
to wait for the end of the game and then ask.

HERE iz one ment against the numbering of foothall

I playera which I have heard put forward, and it sounda
all right from the realistic standpoint. It iz to the

effect that football is a team game snyway, and that
consequently it doesn't matter who doeas the work in &
mateh, or who gets the credit for rloing that geod work. But [
don't think there is much in this srgument. It cuts both ways.

Many a piayer hag been held responsibie, by the
crincd ond coen by the roferce, for sonie unreorihy
action which has been committed by a different player
altagaether
1 have hoard a player booed for a big portion of a match be-
couse the le thought he had Leoon responsaible for a bad foul.

Consider the confusion which sometimes arises. A plnyerofa
side gets hurt, possibly haa to leave the Held, or at sny rate
change from his origina' position. Buch an affair may mnean
soveral playors changing their positions. and the spcctators,
who don't know the playors well. got all mixed up a8 to whioh
ia which., ‘This numEarmg of the p!niyorﬂ iz one of tho=o little
reforms which would be apprecieted. in my opinion, and which
could not do any harm. ;

Lu reply to * Intercstod,” the refores was wrong if the frug
fapts nre as atated
A player who has been receiving atlenlion Jor
injuries Legond the goel-Hie cannof suddendy rusl
on the ficld and score o gond.
The rules sny that ho must not return without notifyinye thy

reforen.
Tir Magser Lippapy.-->o, 1,150
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WHO HACKED HACKER?

(Comttnucd frosn: prge 1))

it up. He seted ewiftly, but not gwiftly
wnough.

“Loooh 1" e guspod, as o hand fell
on his collar belund.

Hao was in MHacker's grasp.

Ilo wmrled round.

A second mwore and he would have
jumped out,  That second weoa oot
grauted him, )

o “Now—" ¢gaid Iucker ir a grind
iNg volce. -

Perhaps it was not surprimng that
Fisher Tarleton Fish completely lost his
bead at that fearful moment.

He kicked. .

At that terrifying moment Fisher T,
Fish was copable ol anyuhing to get his
collar out ol that grasp, and to czcape
from the study undetected.

Ho kicked suddenly and wildly and
frautically. _

Thero was a howl—a howl of anguish
—from Hacker, Fishy; bhad kicked
wildly in the dark, and his hich landed
on Hacker'a slun.

It landed like the kick ot o mule.

The grosp on Fishy's collar reluxed,
iIa weas [ree. Hacker, grosming, stag-
gered backh 1o the darkness.  Possibly,
mn the days of his youtn, Horace kacker
might have had his sian hacked on the
football field. Il so, he had forgoticn
whot it wes like, The renunder was
cicruciating.

Hacker, tairly daubled up with pamn,

roancd horribly. For the moment he
had no attention to give the fellow who
Lbad haoked him.

Neither hud Fishy any attention to
wastg on Hacker. 'The momeut he was
free, he swung headlong out of the
etudy window. _ :

But a further startling surprize waes
in store for Fisher T Fish. lnstcad of
dropping to tho ground as he expected,
he cume into contact witn a fellow who
wias standing unde. the etudy window,

What on eurth a fellow was doing
there, after lock-up, in the dark, Fisher
. Fish had not the remotest idea.

Dut thera ho was, and Fwisher T. Fish
¢rashed on him, secnding him spisning.
Heo heard a fall and a startled exeiama-
tion:

“Ow! You clumsy sss, Bob!"”

It was Wharton's vouce, and his words
implied that he had been expecting Bob
to descend from the window, though not
procisely in that manner !

Put Fiehy did not staz to listen.

Hea had rolled over. He picked him-
self up and fled into tho derkness of the
quad, leaving Wharton sprawhng.

On the fAcor in Mr. Hachker's study
ley the famous cake, unheeded, where
Figher T. Fish had dropped it. Near it
sat Hacker, clasping his damaged shin
with both bands, rocking himself to and
fro and groaping. And the groans of
Haraco Hacker were both loud and
doep.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fishy in Luck !

ILLY BUNTELR jumped.
B Tapl

Buntcr waos paturelly startled.

The fat junior was 1n the Hug.
That apartment, after prep, would be
crowded with fellows; but it was still
the hour of prep. and Bunier was alone
ihera.

Bunter, af course, ought to have been
st prep, too. But the Owl of the
Remove was in no mood for prep. He
was still feeling the offects of Mr,
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Quelch’s cane, and Lad & streng die-
inchoation to sit down. And his fat
thoughts were running on Hobson's
calie. He had come down to tho Rag
debating in his mind whether he 5hnuté
venture to Hacker's study, while the
Muasters’ meeting was on.

Huod the effects of Ins licking worn
off, Bunter would probably have made
the venture, and would have been
mixed up in the strange and startling
happenings in Hacker's study that even-
img. Bu the hicliing was etill paimnful,
und Bunter besitated  He bad been
iurzing the matter over in his mind for
half an hourl

The thought of the cszke drew Lim
Hiko s pagnet. But the thought of
Hacker and Quelah drove him back.
Ho was in a state of unhappy uncer-
tuinty when the tap at the window of
the Hag drew his attention in that
direction.

He blinked in sstopnizhment at tho
wendow.

It wus long past lock-up and the fel-
lows wero all in the House—or, at louast,
wobe supvosed to be in the House,

A face wus HBettemed agwinet a win-
dow-pane. Bunter recognised the sharp
teatures of Fisher L. bush,

Ho rolled over to the window, grin-
mung. Fiisny, evidently, was out oif the
House atter lock-up, and desired to get
in susreptitigusly,  Bunter bliked at
hum through the glass,

Fisher 1. Fish dured not call out.
He made Bunter [rantio signs to open
tiwe window. .

In plunging headlong out of Hacker’s
study window, Hisher I. Fish had
thought only of immediate escape.
‘'hat had been the pressing matter, at
tho moment.

He had escaped, but he was faced
with the problem of getting back into
the House undetected, The fellow who
had jumped from Hacker's window was
eertain to bo scarched for, and if Fishy
was found out of the House, the gumie
waa up. ;

Ho knew now that Harry Wharlon
was out of the Houso also—bhe had left
him eprawling ana gasping under
Hacker's window. Yharton must have
left o door or window unfastencd for his
return. But which—of the innumerable
doors and windows 1

Tha sight of the lighted window of
the Rag solved the problem for Fishy.
He could see Bunter there, aud he saw
that the fat junior was alone.

It was a godsend to Fishy. He cut
aerozs breathlessly to the Rag, clam-
bered on the sill, and tapped. :

Ho signed wildly to the startled Owl
of tho %{umnvu to let him n. Bunter
did not seem to bo in & hurry. His fat
brain did not work swiftly. Fish
made wild gesturcs, He dared pot call
out, neither dared he hnger whero he
was, He was in {ull view against: the
lighted window if anybody came along.

CUrouching on the broad sill, Fisher
T. Fish gesticulated franhimlfy, "This
was o stroke of luck for Fishy. Bunter,
of course, ought to bave been in his
study 1o the Removwe, at prep. But
there he was, slone ip the Rag, and for
the lirst time since ho bhad beon &t Grey-
friars, Fishy was glad to seo Willinm
George Bunter.

The fat jumor, with maddening slow-
negs, unfnstened the window. and raised
tha lower sash,

Fisher X, Fish grabbed it, jerked it
ep. and bundled hewdlong inlo the
TN,

He landed in a heap, splaitering.

*“He, he, hal1” caclinnnted Bunter,

“"Ow! EBhut the windew, you gink !

THE MAGNET

gasped Fisher T, Fish. “Shut if
quick, you pie-faced mugwup,™

"Eil:l really, Fish e

“"Shut 1 ou peaky clam!'" hizzed
Fisher T. in{g. ke &

Bunter closed the window. He

grinned at the gasping Eishy, es be et
on the foor pumping in breath.

“"He, ho, hal ﬁ'ﬂu‘vﬂ becn oui after
lock-up, Fishy! What hava you been
up 1o " asked Bunter inguisitivel

" Oh, great snakes !” gasped Fia{mn'i".
Fish, mopping his perspiring  brow.
“Oh, Jerusalom erickata! Ow ™

“You're all amothered with ink!”
chuckled Bunter. “1 say. Fishy, where
have you mopped up all that 10k 7"

was only too well aware that
he was inky. Ink daubed his face and
hands, and his jacket was soaked in it,
f{ﬂldﬂ rolling in the poo! in Hacker's
study.

He struggled to his fect. If he was
seen in that inky state, it would not
take long for the powers to guess who
had been in Hacker's study. %ii‘!'ﬁj’ had
no time to lose.

“1 say,, Bunter! Keep thia dark ! he
glallﬁp-ed. “Don't you let on to anybod
that 1 was out of tho House! ©
crikay IV

“ He, ho, he!”

*“ Keoep it dark!” gasped Fizshy. T
means & licking! K it dark, Bunter,
You'll got into & row for letting me in,
if it comes out.”

“Eh?"

“Not a word you know!™

Fisher T. Fish hurried acroza to ihe
deor of the Rag. Billy Bunter blinked
after him through his big spectacles.

“1 say Fishy—" he ejaculated.

But Fisher T. Fiah did not heed. Ha
had no time to waste on Bunter. He
tore out of the Rag.

From the direction of Masters’ pas-
sage he could hear the sound of many
volces. He could guess that Hacker
was making a shindy. Fortunately, at-
tention seemed to be concentrated in
that direction, and Fishor T. Fish found
the coast clear.

In about ten seconds Fisher T. Fish
wis in a bath-reom wvashing off the ink,

In a newly-sewept and garnished
state, he made his way to tha Hemave
dormitory. It was against the rules
for fallows to g‘ﬁcfup to the dormitory
without, leave ore bed-time. Bul
Fisher T. Fieh had no time to think of
rules. He had to get rid of that inky
jacket,

The jacket was shoved out of sight
at the bottom of Fishy's box, nndﬂhﬂ
donncd another in ita place.

tha dor-

Then he descended from
mitory, breathing more freely.

It was all rerene now-—at loast, Fisher
T. Fish boped that it was. Thera was
nothing visible to conneet him with o
happenings in Hacker’s study.

t gavo Fishy a cold chill to re-
member what he had dono to ofect Lis
cscape. Hacking a Form master's  Lin
was an awful offence. It meant a flog-

ing, ot least, if ho was discovered.

t might mean the sack. 5till, so lon
as he was not discovered it was &
right. Indeed, so long as he was safe,
there was some satisfaction in reflecting
that he had made Horace Hucker sit
up for giving him such a fright.

He lounged into the Removo passage
with quite a carcless air. Some sort
of a row was ?ﬂmq nn downstairs, aut
Fishy did not fec]l inelined to o0 down
and join the gathering ecrowd there,
Fishy wus not, as a rule, a wodest or
retiring youth; but just at rresent Le
lyss he appeared in the pablie eye, the
battor ho was pleased. It was Sishy's
eue {0 understudy Brer Hablit, and
ia lie low and say nufBn'
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Glaring fhrough the window of the Rag, Fisher T. Fish signed wildiy to William George Bunter to let him In. But
the Ow! of the Remove did not seem to be in a hurry,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Soma Person Unknown !

ROANI :
G That horrid sound, oft re-
peated, echeoed in the darkness

of Hacker's study.

Croan !

Fishy, in desperate recklessness, had
kicked not wisely, but too well. CUer-
tainly he had not meant to burt Hacker
—he had not meant to lame that
gentleman, or to cripple him. “Ie had
only meant to make the pesky gink
let go so that he could absguatulute.

He had done it—in fact, ho had over-
done it. Horace Hacker was fairly
doubled up. The shin is o tender place
to receive & kick like the kick of n
mule. Hacker had forgotten every-
thing but the pain in his injured chin.
He rocked himself and groaned.

For whole minutea he did npothing
but groan, forgetful of timie and space.
Then ho staggered up; but the move-
ment gave ﬁll‘l‘l such o fearful twinge
that he howled aloud.

“My dear fellow,
matter ?'

Mr. Quelch peered into the shadowy
interior of Hacker's study.

The Remove master had also had
enoupgh of Mr. Prout’s eloguence In
Common-room, and he was on his way
back to his study when he heard the
gounds of wor and lamentation pro-
ﬂtre:;inﬁ from the doorway of Hacker's
gfudy. '

1-15 was quite alarmed.

“My dear Hacker!
Hackor "

Ciroan |

what 13 the

Is that you,

“My dear fellow, what—— Why era
vou in the dark? Has there been an
necident 1 :

Mr. Quelech groped for the switeh,
and switched it, but the electrie light

did not respond. He blinked into the
darkncszs of the study.
Groan!

“ Hacker, what—"

“1 have been attacked!™ tegmpud
Hacker. “1 have been assaulted! 1
am hurt—injured! I have been kicked
—hacked! Ow, ow, wow!”

i :I'H it.
with the light?"

“Somo trick has been played with it!
Someonc was here in tho darknoess! 1
bave been kicked! Ow, owl"

2 n my word I

Mr. Quelch groped for a matchbox,
angd struck a match. The fickerin
light glimmered on Hacker's pale an
suffering countenance. He was lcamn
on the back of a chair, groaning, an
elasping his damaged shin.

* This—is—is—is unhecard of !I" cjacu-
lated Mr. Quelch. * Ah, here is your
lamp; it has been removed from the
holder !’

He spotted the bulli on thoe table, by
the light of the mateh, and reached up
and replaced it. and turned on the
electrie light. Hacker blinked in the
sudden illumination like an owl.

“ You are hurt, my dear fellow " sx-
claimed Queleh, in great concern,

Huacker groaned Sismaﬂjr.

Queleh stared round the study. A
chair was overturned; an wpset Ink-
pot lay on the table, the ink swamping
over papers and books, and forming a
pool on tho floor. The window was

sible¥ What is the matter I

wide open, the curtsins futtering in the
brecze from the quad. Evidently
something had been happening 1n
Hacker's study. On the HAoor lay the
big cardboard box, with tho cake hall
out of it.

“Hacker, who—what—"
“Bomeone—I did aot see him in tle
dark—was hero. He kicked mo, brut
ally, horribly, dreadfully, and jumped
from the window. I think jumped
from the window—I am not sure.
was so—s0 occupicd with my injury
PR T

" Goodness gracioua!™

Hacker turnod back his trouser-log.
and displayed a |:|i§IF blue br ise.
Quelch gazed at it in horror.
“You—vyou had better bathe it im-
modiately, Hackor—tho soonor the
hetter. o Elliman’s. bless mg soul !
If the wretch, the dastard, the—the
ruffian, is out of tho House, hiz detec-
tion will be casy. You ars sure you
did not recopnise him "

“1 did not even sce him. It wes a
junmior—1 am sure of that, DBut I baveo
oo idea——"

Quelch’s eves dwelt lor & moment oo
tho cake.

“Ahl B8Bome boy in your Form,
Hacker, who come here to make an
attempt to remove thut—that comestible
from——" i

“I think not. No boy in my Form
would commit such a dastardly action.
A Remove boy, perbaps—"

“What

“This aftornoon o Remove boy at.
tempted to purloin the cake from this

{Continued on page 16.)
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16

(Continued from page 13.)

study, as you know, Ho may have
meadoe another attempt—="*

Queleh's faca froze.

“1 am abfolutely assured that no Ee-
move boy would commit such an act
ns assaulting & master, Hacker. I am
surprisod ab the suggestion.”™

“Really, Quoleh—"
“Reully, Hacker—"
Groan

“Wao are wasting time," sald Queleh.
“If the boy, as you suppose, jumpesl

om the window, he must be out of
the House. Search shall bo made at
once for any boy out of the House, [
will see to it."

He hurried from the study.

uelch was a man of action. Ho

did not waste time, and the alarm was
quickly spread. Swiitly the prefects
were apprised of tho startling and
alarming stato of affairs. The news
spread; it reached the Masters' meet.
ing in Common-room, and afforded an
excuse for the staff to break up nnd
escape the eloquence of Mr. Prout.

The junior Forms wera at prep in
l'urm-mnméahm: a.tt:'dim:;! h?t tl-hcru was
soon a gathering in Maaters’ passagn
of Eenil:ﬁ'a an&ngmaatem Hackor had
nite o roception in his study. Mein-

rza of the staff gazed with horrified
eyes ut his bruise, and offered sugges-
tions, condolences, and indignant cjacu-
lations. Mr. Prout inquired of spaco
—what was Greyfriars coming to?
Monsicur Charpentier sjaculated, again
and again; pauvre Hacker! Lo

uvre Hacker!” as his contribution.

apper, the master of the Fourth,
rather more practically fetched a bottla
of embrocation, which was more useful,
in the painful eircumstances, thao
sither sympathy or indignation,

Meanwhile, excitemont was spread-

ing wildly.
i‘it’th orm men left their prep, and
came wlong o see what was u|p, Bome
of the juniors ventured to follow their
n‘.tumjllﬂ, the l:ht:l]iu,g. ciroumstances
offoring en exouse for Lamglrd of the
vules. Shell fellows an Fourth.
Formers and some Removites ventured
to peer into Hacker's study till they
were sternly shooed off by Prout,
“Somcbody’s hacked Hacker!™
That was the astomishing news that
gpread through the House.
The prafects wera busy. Quelch
issued orders for every man to assemble
in his orm-room, and the Sixth Form
refects saw those orders carrvied ouk
he Sccond and Thivrd werse already in
their Form-rooms, as those inconsider-
abla Forms did prep with their Form
masters. But the Remove. the Fourth,
and the Shell were called on to assem-
ble. Thias moeasure waas intended to
aseertcin whether any man was out of
the Flouse. o
Hacker's open window, and his im-
pression that the eulprit had jumped
therefrom, indicated the guilty perty—
if anv fcllow was found to out of
the House, ‘That woa taken as u
cortoninty.
Tuc Macxser Lisrant.—No 1,155

Fellows who had aleeady come down
wora hoerded inte the T[Form-rooms.
Prefects hureied off to call the others.

Some fellow—somo “ porson” unknown
hiad hacked Hacker! The Greyiriars
men dobated breathlessly who it was
and what was going to Lappen to him

when found.

Meanwhile, Hacker tenderly and
pently caressed his big bloe bruiso
Even the discovery of the culprit was a
secondary matter, with Hacker, for
the present.  His attention was concen-
trated upon his damages, while up and
down Ureyiriare the gqueshion was
breathlessly asked:

“Who hacked Hacker:”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

A Mystepy I
OB CHERRY opened tho door of
B the Remorve x.room ot the

ond of the peasage, and three
startled faces turned on him.
Nuzent, Johnny Bull, and Hurres Jam-
st Ham Singh were waiting there,
expocting Wharton snd Dol at the
window—with the famous cake. They
spun round as the door opened.
“Who—" e¢jaculated Nugent.
“ What——" exclaimed Johnny Bull.
“Only me!” said Bob.
“Phe estcomed and ridiculous Bob!®
cxclaimed Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh,
in astonishment.

“What the dickens—=" began
Johnny Ball.
“Game's up!” said Bob, " No good

“Wharton waiting under Hacker's win-
dew any longer—" £

“What's happened 7 asked Nugent.

“Hacker I” answered Bob.

% Snotted 1

Lis ?%H

“0Oh, my hatt”

“JIt'a all right, I thick,” eaid Dob,
reassuringly. “Hacker came back to
the study while I was there—"

“Phﬂ‘“ IIJ

“But he didn't see me in the dark.
I pushed him over and bunked.”

“Oh crikey! You pushed Hacker
over

“Well, I dido't mean to—but he
went over like a ninepin,” said Bob.
“1 seem to have butied into him in the
dark. and he scemed to want to spread
Liomeelf over the floor. He dida't sce
me, Im'l-:ﬂ;r.”

“You didn't bag the cakei”

Bob chuckled.

“1 wasn't worrying abont tho cake
when Hecher was grabbing at me.
Blow the cake” i

“There’ll be & row!™ zaid Nugent.

“That's no news,” said Bob cheor-
fully. *¥You can't push a Form-master
over, even by accident, without a row.
But he doesn't know who it was, and
I'm not going to mcntion it.”

“Bure ho didn't seo you?™ asked
Bull.
“Quite! I didn’t seo him. It was aa

i]arE in his study ns the inside of a
i1 el

“YWell, it’s a rotten frost,” remarked
Nugent. " As a matter of fact, it was
a votten 1dea—"* o

“Tt would have been all right if it
had come of ™ eaid DBob. * Hacker
oughin't to have come back—1 thought
Iie was safe wagging hia chin with
the other beaks. Hacker always was
rather a beast” ]

“Wail, it's done now." said -?ﬁ!mn
Bull, “If he didn't sges you, it's all
right. Wao can't leave Wharton waiting
under his window, though. One of us
liad botter cut out and fell him.'

THE MAGNET

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, that's somebody
coming up tho passagec—"

“The fellows ara all at prep—"

“Hacker after Bob, perhaps,” said
Johnny Bull,

Bolb Cherry reopencd the box-room
door, A short flight of staira led down
to the Remove passage. The passage
was lighted, and Bob could sce most ol
il

“ All serene—only Fishy ! he said.

Fisher T. Fiai. came along the
Remove pazsape, and went into Study
No. 14, Theore was nothing about
Fisher T. Tizsh te give & hint of hia
recent wild adventures.

Bob gave him a careless glance, and
turned back to his friends.

“Only Fish," he sabd. *“It's all
right— er's not after me. He can't
have the faintest idea who butted bam
ovor in his study. But we'd bettor let
Wharton know; we can't leave him
waiting under Hacker's window.”

“Hallo, here he is!"

A Fgure darkened the starlight on the
window of the box.room. The four
jumiors turned quickljv towards it.

“That you, Harry 1" breathed Nugent.

“Yeos—has Bob ,Elﬂ-t- in*

“Hero he is—

Wharton clambered in at the window.

“¥ou here, Bob—"

“"Hare 1 am—"

“You clumey fathead !

i Eh?ﬂ

“¥You benighted idiot—"
"Wha—a—at?"

“You footling ass!”

“What on earth——" gasped Bob,

“1 pot & crick in the neck when you
walloped on to me,” hissed the captain
of the Remove. “You %ull_r.r nearly
broke my neck, you burbling jabber-
wock! You silly fathead—'

Wharton scemed rather excited. Dob
Cherry peered at him, in the gloom, in
utter amazement.

“What the dickens do you meant
ho demanded. “Who wallopad on
vou "

“You did, you chump."”

“T did " stuttered Bob.

“Yea, you, you gabblin
got a ecrick in the neck! m
head on the ground—you fathead! FF
you hadn’t cleared off so quick I'd
jolly well have punched your silly head!
What the thump did you do it for?"

“My only hat! What did 1 dot®”
gasped Bob, “Have you gone off your
rocker, or what "

“You crashed on ma from Hacker's
window, you benighted burbler! You
nearly smashed me. and then cleared
off and left me sprawling thera. What
the thump did you do it fori"

“I-1 didn't—"

“"Don't be a silly ass! Do you think
I fancied it, and that I'm imagining the
this erick in my neck?" hooted the
captain of the Homove.

“But—I—]1--1 didn't] I—I never got
out of the window."

“Who did then "

“ Blessed if ‘1 know, if anvbody did!
I jolly well didn't!

“Tt wasn't DBob,” said Trank, in
amazemoent. ' Bob came back here by
the passage—ho never got 1n at the
window—->="

“He didn't get 1n at this window "
ropeated Wharton, blankly.

“NMao foar!l” snid Dob. “I tell vou I
floared Hacker and bolted out of his
ghud y—"

Wharton stared at him in the cloom.

“1 thought it was you who jumped on
me! Somebody wnﬁnncd on me from
Hacker's window and sent me spraw-
ling—-—"

"My only hatl"

ags! T'we
banged
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“I was knocked breathless, If it
wasn't you, who wos it? There wam't
anothoer fﬂilmv with you in Hacker's

lt-'l-lli T‘ll

“.{‘ul Blessad if I con make 1t out,"
gaid Bob, “It's a jolly mjﬂ-te?."

' The mysteryfulness is terrihc."

UWWell, if 1t wasn't you, old chap,
all right:" said Harry., “Of course, I
thought it was you, though I couldn't
understand you clearing off like that
'ﬁfﬁr knocking me over. But who was
it

“Goodness knows.™

*] thought it was vou, and that you'd
got in, so I came in” suid Iarry.
*“But if it wasn't you—-"

“Wall it wasn't!™ zaid Boh., "1 can't
meke it out, unless there was another
fellow in Hacker's study after the cake.
Blow that caka! Look lere, as you're
in, let’s got back to prep—if there's
going to be a row, we'd botter be found
in our studiea”™

“Yes, vather 1" said Jolinny Bull.

The mystery was a very perplexing
ono: but that wes evidently not the
time to solve it. The ¥amous Tive,
having closed and fastencd the window,
left tga box-reom, end went to their
studies. The raid on Hobson's cake had
been o ghastly failure, thero waz no
doubt sbout that. It was quite prob-
able that there would be trouble to
{ollow. 2

The chums of the Remove dispersed
o their studies and starled on prep.
1t dawned on them that they weunld
have been wiser, in point of fect, to
have devoted their attention that even-
ing to prep, instead of to Hohson's
caﬁe. But that reflection came rather
too late to be of any use.

They started prep, but they were not
destined to progress very far with it
Only a few minutes later, the voice of
Wingate of the Sixth was heard in the
Remove passage, calling the Lower
Fourth to assemble in their Ferm-room.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Loder Knew !

ENIRLY BAMUKL QUELCH
locked over his Form in the
room with a nod of satisfac
tion. Thers wae no need for

him to call the roll; no absentea would
have escaped the gimleteye of Mr.
Quelch, Every man in the Remove
was thoere, as the Form-master had
u.unﬁd-:mtl_;.r expected. _ .

Hacker's suggestion that his assailant
might huve been a Remove man, on the
grounds that a Remove man had
attempted to raid the unfortunate cake
in the afternoon, had appeared utterly
ridiculous to Mr. Quelch. 1'-_[rr was quite,
quite sure that mo mean in his Form
would have hocked the shin of o master
—ho was gquite sure that no Bemove
man was eapable of such an ection, and
Jeast of all, Bunter, the baflled raider
of the efternoon Hacker's suggeation
had onnoyed Queleh, and he was glad
to see, from the gathering of his whole
Forin without a single exception, that
there woere grounds for it.

No doubt it hed heen some member
of the Shell: prohably Hobson. to whom
the cake bolonged. Or rhaps a
Fourth Form fellow. Mr. Quelch was
not satisfied with the discipline of the

Fourth, under Caper. Hacker's oug
gestion of & Removite was really
offensive.

To makoe assurance doubly sure, how-
ever, Mr. Quelch questioned Bunter.
He had to remember that he had, him-
self, caned Bunter thot afterncon for s
falluniuuu attempt on tho confiscated
calio,

“Bunter ™ . ;
“Oh, no, sir! I wasn't!” ejaculated
Bunter. “I—1 didn't, sir ™

“Whet! What1” enapped Mr. Quelch.
“Tt wasn't me, sir."
There was a grin along the ranka

of the Remove. Bunter. as usual, was
in & hurry to assert his innocence.

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

This week our clever rthymester has had

a shot at Mr, Prout. But before doing so

he had to lock himself up in the top atilc

in case the pompous master of the Filth
got in his shot first.

I'TH booming voice and heavy
W tread,
That echoes Jong ana
loudl ,,
Whe's this, with firm, uplifted head,
That stallis along so proudly?
It's Mr. Prout, the master who
Conducts the Fifth Foriu [ellows,

And tells them what they've got to do,
With pompous roars and bollows,

The scund that's music to his ear,
A flow of tones majestic,

His own swect voice he loves to hear,
Though others get—uyspeptic !

Ho loves to hear his lordly notes
Flow on, a rhythmic rrver—

Upon their endless stream he gloats,
g’f“hila others groan and guiver.

But lot me quickly haste to state,
In some things Prout 12 wondrous—

In fairness, T must say he's *groat ™ ;
In fact, he's really pond’rousl

But mightT voice, and mightier frame,
Arc not his only featuros—

He's won his just emount of fame
Among the lesser reachors.

It is bis wont to make display
Of q:qixlmtm truly I'rh:rllhﬂlg‘:b
“In_eighteen eighty, ' oft he'll say,
“1 did = lot of kulling
Not fellow-men, of eourse,” he'll add,
“But grizzlies, wild and mighty 1"
His list'ners think they're just as bad—
They hear that tale twice nightly!

Ile used to ha a deadly shot,
Fe says, with sporting rifle—
The masters do not epre a ﬁzt-
. To hear this thrilling tri
He starta to show thom how, with gun;
But they don't like the notiom,
And leave bim to it, one by one,
For fear of an explosion.

Bat, still, there'a lots of good in Prout,
There's none that can deny it.

e thinks his plan's the h::uﬂ:teﬁt out,
And counsels all to try it

Though Ehng:a can sooof him left and

right,

[le's not a bad old party.

Bo let ua roise, with all our might,
A cheer that's long and hearty !
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“Kindly listen to me, Bunter! Have
you visited Mr, Hacker's study since B
caned you for going there this after-
noon "

“"No, sir! Haven't been cear 141

"“Are you sure, Bunter?"”

“0Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter, ™ 1]
wouldno't, eir! I—I haven't got over
that lmkiugz yet, wir!”

r. Quelch stared, and then emiled.
He h no doubt that Bunter was
telling the truth, for onco. Bo long as
the effect of the licking lasted, Bunter
was unlikely to transgress; ond tho
hicking hed been sevors.

“You will remain in your pleces for
the present, my boys,” esaid Mr. Quelch,
“It is necessary to ascertain whether
any boy is out of the House. I am
glad, versy glad, that all the Remove
are here”

The Remove, especially certain mem-
bers of the Form, shared Mr. Quelch's
gladness on that point Thero was
obviously gomg to be serious trouble
for any man found out of the House.

Wharton exchanged an eloguent
glance with his chums. It was clear
that he had got back to the House only
in time. Mr. Quelch, leaving his Form
Essemhled. stepped out into the corn-
or.

There he met Mr. Capper.

“My boys ore all present,” zaid
Capper, with evident relicf. "1 am
glad to say that the culprit cannot
possibly be & member of my Form. I
wag, of coursc, certain of that.”

Quoieh had not been so certuin of
that as Capper. But he nodded.

“Home Bhell boy—" he remarked,

* Undowbtedly 1 agroed Capper.
“That is. if the Remove—" ;

*“The Remove ara all present!™ said
Mr. Qucleh acidly.

“Then the culprit 13 undoubtedly ons
of the Bhell,” said Capper. “As 8
matter of fact, Quelch, [ am not wholly
surpriced ' He lowered his voice con-
fidentially " Between ourselves, the
way Hacker manages his Form—"

“T agree!" said Quelch. " Between
oursclves, of course—="

“Quita ! said Capper.

" Parfectly sol!" said Quelch.

And the +wo masters nodded. They
did not wholly approve Hacker's man-
agement of the Shell any more than

acker whally approved their manage-
ment of the Fourth and the Remove.
Schoolmeasters have these little waysl

Wingate, who had been counting
heads in the Shell Form-roow, camo
out and appreachied the two mesters.
Capper and Quelch regarded him in-
quitingly g
"Nobody missing in the Shell, sir !
anid the Greyfriara captain.

Capper and Quelch started.

“The Bhell ave all presemt?” es-
slnimed Copper.

* Quite, sir.” ;

“You are surc, Wingatot” caclonncd
Mr. Quelch. :

“T'vi called the Form roll, sir, and
thay all answered. ™ _

“Inon my word !" said Capper.

“Thia is very strange!” rewmarked
Quelch. There was a pawse.

“1t. apprars, then, that no junior is
aut of the Howse at all!” eaid tho
Romove master. at last.

“gurely it could not have keen omne
of the Fifth!” murmured Mr. Copper.

“What? Whoat?" Prout’s hooming
voiee came in a8 the P-nrt!y master of
the Fifth rolled vp. “"What? An ex-
tracrdinary suggestion, sir! A mosb
sxtranrdinary «mvl ungrounded sugges-
tion, eir "

Capprer colourcd.
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“I did not mean to suggest, lr.
Prput—~ :

“1 trust not, siel’ boomod Me Proub.
“I truse not! T trust mnot, indeed!
The suggestion that o Fifth Forn bay
could possibly ——*

“Weo may exclude that hypothesis,”
said Mr. Quelch coldly. * Hacker is cor-
tain that 1t was & jundor ip his study.
Although he did not sce the person, he
took hold of him, and he could not,
in consequence, be mistaken. It was
tnhat a scnior boy—Illacker is assured of

at."”

“It goes without saying, sir!”
boomed Prout. “ A scnicr boy! Tpon
my word! The suggestiom 13 un-

pacalleled in—-7=" :

_ “Hacker may bo mistaken in suppos-
ing that the boy ium;md from his win-
dow," sald mild My, Capper. "It was
quite dark in his study, and he was in
a—a disturbed state, owing to the kick
he had received.

“It is possible,” agreed the Remove
master. “I fail to sce how any boy who
jumped from the windew cay have re-
entered the House undetected. But if
he left Hacker's study by thg door, he
may have been seen. Lot us apl:en.!': to
Hacker.™

The three masters repaired to M.
Hacker's study. That gentleman was
seated in his armchair now, with his

damaged leg resting on another chair.
The damage was still very painiul.
But the agony had abated, to borrow

the cxpression of ;r.-'c:uthiuf Macauley.
Mr. Hacker was still suffering, but
more in his temper than io his leg.
His countenance exhibited signs of woe,
but moro signs of fury—suppressed, but
deadly.

He locked up eagerly oz his colleagucs
presented themsclves,

*You have found the young rascal #"
he asked.

“Not yet!” said Quelch.

“Surely you have ascertained which
bov was out of the House—"

“No juninr 13 out of the House.™

“Oh!” zaid Hacker.

“Are you assured, sir, that the boy
in gquestion left this study by the win-
dow ?" asked Capper.

Haclker reflected. .

“I had that impression,” ho eaid
slowly. “1I had taken him by the collar,
after he had thrown open the window,
evidently intending to escape that way,
when he unexpectedly kicked me. 1
guite madvertently lat him go when I
received the kick. I amn not at all clear
as to what followed. The pain was
intense. ‘I mmay say, excrudtating.
large bruise—"

“¥You did not sce him leave hy the
window ' asked Queleh,

“1 am not a cat, sir!™ esaid Hacker.
Hi: temper evidently scemed very sour.
“I cafnot see in the dark 1™

Quelen  compressed his lipa  He
sympathised with Hacker, and he was
anxitons to  see  justice done.  But

Hacker's manner was really hard for
his colleagnes to bear patiently.

“If no junior iz out of the House, it
is obvions that he did not leave by thoe
window " boomed Prout “It was dark
—Hacker was disgsbled—no doubt the

oung rascal dodged out of the study
¥ the door——" ]

“It 1a possible,” said Hacker. *1I
eannot say one way or the other. The
bor must be found !

“If he left by the door it 13 very
probabla that he was seop,” said
Prout. “Let us inguire, gentlemen; lot
us inguirae !

Hacker waa left to himeclf and his
damaged leg once more. Prout,
Queleh. and Capper procecded on the
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.the dews reachoed

new ling of inquiry. Information wons
speedily fortheoming from Lodoer of the
Sixth. Loder of the Bixth had seen a
junior racing, in fact, tearing. from
the dircction of Masters’ passage a
ghort time—a very short time—before
i that ITacker had
been hacked.

“A Remove boyi" asked Capper.

“& TFourth Form boy?" asked
Quelch.

“A Remove boy, sic,” said Loder.

Mr. Quoleh shut his  lips  hard.
Cappar and Prout exchanged a glance,
implying that they weren't surprised.

“His name?” snapped Quelch.

“Cherry, sir!” said Loder.

“You are sure of this, Loder?”

“He almost ran into me, sir, and 1

ave him fifty lines for racing about
the passages. I did not know then, of
course, that—""

“That makes it clear!” said Prout.

“Quite clear!” said Capper. “I am
SOTTY, liueluh, that it proves to have
been a boy of your Form—"

“I am obliged to you, sir,” said
Quelch acidly. “But I do not in the
loast take it as proved that a boy in
my Form gssaulted Hacker. ave
very little doubt—I may say, no doubt
at all—that Cherry had been nowhere
near Hacker’s study.” :

“H'm!” said Capper.

“H'm ! said Prout.

And they cxchanged another glance.

“Loder, kindly go to the Remdve-
room and bring Cherry to my study,”
sald the Remnove master,

"‘E‘ertainlfv, sir.™

Mr. Quelch whisked away to his
study, very much disturbed. Capper
and Prout walked away together.

“1t is unfortunate for Quelch I' mur-
mured Capper. “In point of fact,
Prout, I had no doubt that it would
prove to be a Remove boy—" '

“An unruly Form, sir!"” said Prout.

“Yery!” said Capper. “Very! 1
respect Quelch wory highly; but his
methods—"  And Prout shook his
head,

And the two gentlemon ropaired to
Hacker's study, with tho comforting
news that tho cuolprit had been dis-
covared.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
For Ii!

L1 IHERRY I ;
@ “Hallo, hallo, halle! T
mean, yes, Loder.™

“You're  wanted, ™
Lader. * Follow me.™

“Right-ho !

Loder looked rather curiously at Bob.
Ho did not like that cheery and
oxuberant youth, having had a lot of
trouble at various times with the
Famous Five. But he was rather sur-
prized that it had turned out to bo Bob
who had hacked Hacker's shin. Such
an act was not in kecping with Bob's
character. DBut Loder had no doubt
about it; it scomed certain enough to

i

“Well, come on!" he said: ond Bob
followed him from the Remove-room.
Bob's fare was serious enough.

As he had come direct [rom his study
to the assemnbly in the Form-room, Bolb
had not vet heard of the " hacking ¥ of
Hacker. Ho was still under the im-
yrossign that it was Hacker whom he
wmd pushed over in the study; and
that was a scrious enough matter, if he
was found out. And it looked na if ho
wis.

So hiz usually cheery and sunny faco

gaid
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was rather clouded as he followed
Loder to his Form mastor’s sindy.  The
czpression on Mr. guelnh‘s {faco, when
he arrived there, did not raiso his
spirits,. Never had Mr. Quelch loghed
so much like a gargovle.

“Here is Cherry, sir——"

“Thank you, Loder! Chercy!”

“Yes, sir!” gaid Bob. with o sinking
heart.

“It appears that Loder mei you,
some short time ago, racing about tho
passages, as he deseribed it, and gave
you an imposition.”

" Yes, sir.”

“Loder has the impression that you
were coming from Masters' passage—
this passage.”

“Yo-p-8, sir,”

“Had you been to Mr. Hacker's
study 1"

Bob was silent.

It was not rauch use denying it, even
had Bob been disposed to deny the

truth; which he was not. That un-
lu_-:l-:ﬁ encounter with Loder of the
Sixth had given him away, and the

game was up.

“3peak freely, my bor,” said Mr.
Quelch, his face relaxing, and his tone
kindly. *“I am assured that you will
tell me the exaet truth, and I only
desire to know where you had been
when Loder met you.”

Had Bob thought of prevaricating
that would have settled it.

“I'm sorry, sir—""he faltorod.

Mr. Queleh’s face hardencd at once.

“What—what do you mean, Chorey 17

“I'd been to Mr, Hacker's study,”
confessed Bob,

“Upon my word!” ejacnlated the
Remove master.

Bob stood crimson and dismayed.

“Then it was you—" breathed Mr.
Quelch.

“I—I'm sorry—'

“You went to Mr. Hacker's study, I
presume, to abstract the cake that had
been confiscated in tho Shell 7

“Yes, sir.™

“And. being caught in the act, you
had the audacity, the wickedness, the
ruffianism, to assault a Form master 3"
gaﬁpﬂd Mr. Quelch.

¥

: Eﬂ, sir! ‘;—I-—”” ]
: you deny it?" snapped Mr.
Quelch. “Upon my word! I am

ashamed of my Form! I would never
have believed that any Remove boy was
capable of so ruffianly, so brutal, an
action! I am appalled !”

“It—it was an accident, siz!"” stam-
mered the dismayed Bob., “I never
meant to push him over, sir."

“Push him over?" repoated Mr.
Qualch.

“1 just bolted in the dark, sir,” said
Bob cagerly. ™I assure you, sir, that
wouldn't have butted into Mr.
Hacker if T could have helped it. But
I couldn’t see him in the dark, and he
—he Fell over, sir—m"

Mr. Quelch gazed at him.

“Cherry ! Jad wou accidental
collided with Mr. Hacker, and pushe
him opver, while engaged upon a
nefarious errand in his stady, the
matter would be serious cnough, Dut
it would have been a trifle, in com-
parison with your act of rufianism—
of brotality—or hosoliganism-—"

Boh almost stapgered.

“Wha-n-at have I done, sir?” he
gasped. “I—=I'm sorry—awfully sorry
—that 1 pushed Mr. Hocker over. Tiul
he can't have been much hurt, sir.”

“Wretched boy! You kicked BMr,
Hacker on tho shin—"

“Wha-n-at?" stutiered Dob.
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The filckering light from the match glimmered on

“Cauzing him great pain and & large
bruise—a scvere injury—"

“I didn't!™
Mr.  Oueleh almost

Y What 1"
roared.

“1 didn't!" shouled Beb. MII
Hacker says I kicked lis shins, he's
not telling the truth! I didn’t™

“Boy, how dare youi” gasped the
Remove master.

“1 didn't do it! I wouldn't do such
e rotten thing!"” exclaimed Bob, his
oyes flashing. “I'd rather he'd caught
me and licked me than hacked his
shina. I never did anything of tho
sart. It's mot true.”

Mr. Quelch stared at DBob, as if his
hreath were taken :r.wu.{? IIe was
quite at a lozs for words,

“[t's not true, sir,” said Dob more
calmly. “I never touched his ships.
I'm not the fellow to hack & man's
shina! I bumped ianto him, and he fell
over. That's all.”

~ Boy " articulated Mr. Queleh.

“If I'd hacked his shine, thero would
ha & mark,” said DBob. " Well, then,
Iet Mr. Hacker show the mark.”

“Are Iyv::u.n in your senges?™ gasped
Mr, Qualch. * Mr. Hacker is now rest-
ing in his study, elmost erippled by
his injury, and with a large uru:]l} dread-

ful bruise on his left shin™
Bob stared blankly.

“Qhl If—if you've seen it, sir—"
"1 have seen it." .
Ul--1 can't ..derstand it! He—lhe

must have kneocked his shin in falling
down, then!"™ eaid DBob, in bowilder-
ment. " But—but I thought La foll on
his back when T bumped into him—""

“Mr. [acker dietinctly states that
when he took you by the collar yon
turned on him and kicked his shins——"

“T didn’t! And he never ook me by

the coller, eir."

g

-

"What '

* Ha just touched mo in the dark, and
1 ran for it,” said Bob. “He certainly
never took me by the collar. And 1
never kicked him.” )

“Da you daro to impugn Mr,
FHacker's vﬂrm.-il?', Cherryi” asked Mr.
Queleh in an awinl voieo.

“ I suppose he's mistaken, sir ! Though
I can’t understand how—""

""Enough!"” The glance of tcorn and
indignation that the Remove master
bestowed on the unfortunate junior
made Bob wince. * Do not add prevari-
eation—futile prevarication—to  your
other offences, Cherry! 1 have always
regarded you as a trulhful boy—as an
honourablo boy. I have been terribl
mistaken in you. Buch a wicked, crue
assault—"

“1—1I never did—"

“Bilence!l I shall take wou to your
keadmaster; this matler must be placed
in the hamds of Dr. Locke. IF heo
chould decide to expel you from the
echool 1 cannot raise any objection.
Follow me!™

Bolb Cherry, overwhelmed with dis-
may. and in almost a dazed frame of
wind, followed tho Forin measter. And
in a very few minutes the news was all
aver the Houso that it was Bob who Lad
“hacked Hacker,” and that he had been
token to the Ilead to be sacked.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.

Opinions Differ !

( OTTER ! guid Hobzon cf the
Shall.
“Frightful ouisider " said
Hoskins.
‘Quite the limit!' remarked Temple
cf the Fourth,
“Pless that cake!"” remarked Fry of

Hacker's pale and suffering countenance.
kicked me—brutally—horribly—dreadiuly—and jumped from the window ! he groaned dismally.

19

* Bomeone was here—he

the Fourth. *“"That blessed cake's
vaused a lot of trouble. 1 was thinking
of having a for it myeelf, Jolly
glad now I didn't 1"

“0h, rather!” said Dabney.

“If Hocker had left that cake alone
and-—"" paid Btewart of the Shell.

“That's all very well,’”" said James
Hobson, ““But it was rotten to hack
hia shine; and 1 jolly well think that
Cherry'e a beastly cad, and ought to be
sacked 1" 1

Hobson of the Shell delivered that
opinion in the Rag, where most of the
juniors had gathered after being dis-
missed from their Form-rooms. Ha
had scarcely delivered it when four
members of the Remove collared him,
as if moved by the same spring, and he
smote the floor of tho Rag with a bump
und a roar.

B"iifnu checky ass!” snorted Johnny

Wil

“You burbling idiot " said Nugent.

“You ecsteemed and ludicrous jack-

I*,‘?;E‘S]JL hooted Murree Jamset Ram
L 1“ L]

“¥ou eilly fathead!™ said Harry
Wharton. “Get up and have some
more |

Hobeon, sprawling on the (foor,

blinked ot them.

“Why, you uhee'l-:i; fags!" he gasped.
“1'Il skin you!l I'll gmash youl I say
Cherry was a cad to hack Hacker—"'

““Ha never did, you dummy 1" snapped
Wharton.

“Why, his own Form master's taken
himy t0 the Beak for itl"” exclaimed
1loskina. “He did it all rightl
Yarooooh!" added Claude Hoekins in-
voluntarily, as he joined Hobeon sud-
denly on the floor. L ]

ilobson was rizing os Hoskins joined
him with =« cmqh. Hobby sprawled
again and yelled,
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“[Look hLore—" exclaimed Lalf &
dozen Shell follows at once.
“Go and ent cokel”
Wharton, his ayes fashing. “1I tell you
Bob nover hacked Hacker! He told us
be pushed him over, and that's good
cnough for us! We know be wouldn't "

i WImMon 1"

“ Rot I

“Mop ‘em up roared Haobson,
struggling to_ his feet. *“‘Bmash 'eml
Th{itt rotter Chercy did hack Hacker,
and-—

Wharton made a jump at the captain
of the Shell as he repeated his state-
ment. Chorry was in the Head's
study, in disgrace; but his chums, at
least, were ready to stand up for him.

Thero was & wild meles in the :
Wharton and Hobson whirled roun
wnching one another vigorously, &

obby's friends rushed to the rescue,
and Wharton'’s friends promptly joined
in. In a few minutes nesrly all the
Shell and the Remove were going strong
amid a terrific trampling and gasping
and yelling and hﬂ-ntingi? Only the
night before the Famous Five had been
Hobson's guests st that unfortunate
nocturnal tgeaat in the Shell dormitory,
and all had been calm and bright. But
that was forgotten now.

Thers was, as a matter of fact, no
great love lost between James Hobson
and his Form master But Hacker was
his Form master, after all; and Rack-
ing & man's shins was considered by all
Qreyfriars men aa quite outside. It was
the kind of thing that wasn't done,
Hobby was indignant, and his indigna-
tion was sherced by other Shell men.
They were aware, too, that Hacker with
a8 gammy leg would be a sharper-tem-
i:_om-'.l ackoer than  ever. which was
ikely to have painful results in the
Shell. And by all but Bob's own
Eriends the matter was taken as proved
and concluded now *hat he had been
marched off to the Head Even the
Removites mostly shared that opinion,
though they rallied willingly to back up
their captain against the gﬁe!l.

Tramp, tramp, tramp |

It was o terrific shindy—a record even
for the Rap, where rhindicz were not
UnCOMmInon.

In the midst of it the door was
hurled open, and Wingate of the Sixth
strode in, with a cane in his hand and
a frown on his face.

“HBtop that!" roared Wingate.

But the combatants were too pxeited
to heed. Wharton had Hobson's head
in chancery and was reducing his
featurcs fo a deplorable state, end the
rest were all hotly engaged.

“You hear mei" roared the Grey-
friavs captain. "

They heard him. but they heeded not.
_ George Wingate wasted no more time
in words. He sailed inte the combat
vigorously, whacking right ond left
with his ashplant.

The whacks fell impartially on all the
followsz within reach. and they fell with
force.

By that drastic means the riot was

exclaimed

1Il

stopped  The juniors separated and
scattered right and left.
“Now, what’s all this about? de-

manded Wingate. when the combat
ccased, the late enemies glaring at one

another breathlessly.

“Only 2 silly fool said that Bob
hacked  Hacker!™  said  Wharton,
gﬂsgirng.

“¥You young ass! Cherry did hack
:[1'4.‘11311:13rl”:'r

“[He did not!” roared Wharton.

"You'd better punch Wingate, hadn't
youi" jeered Carr of the Shell.

“Bhut up, Carr'™ said Wingate,
“Now, then, Wharton, what do you
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mean? If vou know anything avoub this
affair, cough it upt™

“1I know that Bob never hacked
Hacker !" said Harry stubbernly. * Ho
was cornered in bis study, and he told
us he pushed hun over snd bunked—
that was all. He's not the man to hack
& man's ghins.”

“"Who did, then®™

“1 don't know. There was somebod
else in the study,’’ said Harry. “ An
I'mo jolly well going to tell the Head sot
So there I

“You can toll me so, and if there's
anvthing in it 'l take you to the
Heoad.” said the prefect. " Keop cool,
¥ou young 855! How do you know there
was somebody else in Hacker's study?

“ Bocause he got out of the window
and fell on my head when I was waiting
under the window," retorted Wharton.

Wingate jumnped.

“You've boen out of the Houso since
lock-up?™

IITE‘:."

“You young sweop !
got back before the
to the Form-room."
“About five minutes before,” answered

You must have
move were called

LI R L T T TP P T P T PO T LT

A READY RETOQRT,.

Irritable Traveller : * What

is the use of your time-tablea it
your trains are always late 7 *'

Stationmaster : " Well; slr;
what would be the uss of our
whalting=coome if our traines
were always early T "

5. Shaw; ol 33, St. Asaph Road,
Brockley, 5.E.4, who sent in the
above clever eflort, 13 now the
happy recipient of one of our use-
ful pocket knives. Who's next,
pleasze ?

asanEsEadaeannd snanfewnes s B FE ERE PR U SN EEEEEE IR ERERE lmn“l‘-l'.
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Wharton coolly.
Hacker's wincfrnw
thet putrid cake

“Oh!" ejaculated Wingato,
was the game, was it1"”

“¥Yes, it was! And I'm ready to be
licked for breaking House bounda: T
don't care a straw about that! Some
body jumped out of Hacker's window
and walloped right en my head. I
thought it was DBob till found that
he'd left Hacker's study by the door.
Somebody was in the study after Bob.”

Wingate gave the captain of the He
move o very scarching look. The other
follows listened intently Hobson, rub
bing his damaged features in anguish,
cjaculated “ Rot ' But that ejaculation
was probably the outrome, not of
Hobby's considered opinion, but of rhe
fearful pain in hiz nose

“You're not making this up to get
vour pal out of a row, Wharton?'" asked
the Greyfriars captain slowly.

Wharton fushed erimson,

“"T'm not the fellaw to tell lics to ~et
a pal out of a row Three fallows here
know T was out of the House; they were
waiting in tho Remove box-room for me
to como in."

“I was waiting under
for Bob to hand out

“That

II‘!‘
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:Timt:s 50! szid Johnny Bull,
"Thut 8 true!"” said Frank Nugent.
The trucfulness is terrifie,” declared
Hr:::rrr:u- Jamset Ram Singh.
"All four of you come with me,"” said
E}uﬁam. “The Head hud better hear
12

“We're ready ! said Wharton.

The four juniors followed Wingato
from the Rag. T'hey left the crowd in
excited discussion behind them. Ono
fellow, who was not taking part in the
discussion, bad o worried look on his
thin sharp [ace.

_"Jﬁrusa.lgm orickets I murmured
Fisher T. Fish, in disway. “If only that
fat clam Bunter hadn't seen me como

1In—

Fisher T. Fish left the Rag to look for

Bunter. It wa: vory important—to
Fishy—that William G&urlf Bunter
should not let in any light on this

mysterious affair,

el e ey

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wisdom of the Beak !

R. Locke had a sters, and, at
the sumo tuue, & troubled look.

Ho was angiy; sod he was
deeply partﬂrhud{

bob Cherry stood belore mm, palo and
worried and barsssed, but resolute. Mr.
Wueleh had & grim lece. Mi. Hacker
who bad lhimped to the study, was ut.llI
imm a pamntul state and though hia
reapect tor the headmusster kept his
temper i check, his vyes were glinting
under his knitted brows,

Lbose ghoting oyes tixed on Bob Yery
unpleassntly. fo Hacker, the case was
proved beyond the shadow of a doubt,
and Bob's denials only moved his scorn
and wrath.

But tho Head, ungry and perturbed as
he was, preserved his cool judgment,
Fellows who departed from the strait
and narrow path of veracity, when thuy
were up betore the Beak. seldom * got
awey " with it. ‘The Head had a way
of detecting the most plausible prevari.
cation, and on the other hund, his ear
was kcen to the ring of truth even in an
improbubly statement. And he bhad a
strong improssion that Bob had told him
the truth, unlikely as 1t secmed.

~He had listened to Quoleh, he had
listoned to Hacker, and be had listened
to Bob., Now there was silence, while
the puzaled headmunster considered the
matter,

Tap !

The door opened to admit Wingatoe.

" Excuse me, sir,” said the Greyfriars
captain, “1 have brought some juniors
who state that they know something
about the matter. Tf you wish to hear
them, sir—"

“Thank you, Wingate!
at once,™

Wingato turned to tho four juniors
behind hum.

“"Trot in!"" he said.

Admit thom

Harry Wharton & Co. entered. Win-
ate closed the door on them and
cparted.

Bob glanced at his chums. Dr. Locke

fixed un inquiring gaze upor them.

“Wharton | ou know something of
this matter?””

“¥Yes, sirl”

“State what you know bricfly ™

Mr. Queleh looked interested: Mr,
Hacker looked impatient But neither
of them made a remark.

Harry Wharton succinctly stated what
he had to say. He deseribed what had
happened at. Hacker's window. His com-
radcs wero thero to witness that he had
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been out of the House. The Heoad,
resting his chin in his hand, his brow
very thoughtful, listened without inter-

nl,rtmg.

*Thank you, Whartor ! 1 will not now
rafer to your offcnee in breaking House
bounds after lock-up. I thank you f[or
coming here te tell me this. I think it
may help us to nscertain the facts.™

}fackﬂr could eontrol his impatience no
longer.

“ Are not the facts ascertained already,
siri" he asked.

] fear not,” said the Head gently.

1 have been assaulted—injured —most
painfully—""

“You may be assured, sir, that tho
most condigh punjshment will be meted
out to the offender,” said Dr. Loche.
“But we must leave no stone unturned
to ascertain the identity of the offender.”

Hacker breathed bard.  He had not
the shghtest doubt of the identity of the
dffender and miz private opihion was,
that the Hcad was maunderingﬁ Thn#{}

ever, was no' an opinion he coul
axpress in that majestic presence.

There was only one person n your
study when wyou arrived there, Mr.
Hucker ¥

“Only one, sir, the boy Cherry.”

“1 understand that it was guite dark,
and thoet you Jid oot see him "

“1 saw nothing. sir! But the boy has
admitted——"

“Let us proceed step by step,” said
the Head, with o calm that was intensoly
exasperating to the hacked and injured
Hacker. * Therv was only one boy in
your study, whom you did not see, and
cabnoat identify "’

“That is corvect; but—"

“ Your impression was that he jum
from T'h.ﬂ study window after assaulting
you—»>=

“That was my impression at the
moment, but I was in e:cruﬂiatmgégain,

nd not heeding, and =ince then erry

as admitted- ="

“Let us leave Cherry's admissions for
the maoment,”" said the Head, with the
samp exasperating calm. It appears
ﬁ:lr. more than enc boy is known to have

designs upon the—h'm—comestible
that had been confiscated after a sur-
reptitious feast ‘p the Shell dormitory
last might. That is the ease, Quelch "

" Certninly there was one other boy—
who was cared for making such an
atternpt thiag afterncon,”” said the Re-
move master

“Ther: may have been others,”” said
the Head.

“It ie possible, sir.”

“11 Wharton's statement 13 taken aa
correct, there must have been at least
one person besides Cherry in the study.”

“1 cannot take Wharton's statement
aa correel sir'" said Hacker. ' There
wes only ono person in the study.”

“At the moment you arrived, there,
certainly, sirv,”" said rthe Head with a
nod. " You found some person in the
dark whom yo took by the collar when
he had thrown open the window to
escupe '

" Yes; Cherry—"

“Cherry Jdentes that he was taken by
the collar.™

" A meaniogless untrach—"

“One mowentl” said the IHead.
“Cherry has a powerful motive for deny-
ing the assault, but no motive for deny-
ing that h+ was taken by the collar,
which 13 an imnmaterial detail.”

“He has told other untruths,” said
Hacker hitterly. " He has starod that he

ushed me over—a ridiculous statement.
an not & man to be pushed over casily
by a Lower Fourth boy!"

“But [ did, gir——" an Bob,

“*Do not speak now, Cherry !’ said
tha Head.

Bob was silent

The Head guve up the next minute or
two to reflecrion. Hacker, in & secthing
state inwardly, compressed his lips to
keep back what he was tnnginﬁ to zany.
Quelch, however. regarded the Head
with growing interest and attention. He
was far from suspecting his august chief
of " maundering.”” The juniors waited
breathlessly lor the outcome of the
FHead's majestic cogitations.

“Wharton !

“¥Yes, sir! said Harry, jumping to
1ttention.

“¥You do not know who it was fell
on you from Mr. Hacker's window"
- "No, zir Only it must have been a
1anior,” said Harry, “1 could tell that
much by the weight.,”

“¥ou have uo knowledge of
identity 1"

“None, sir| He was gone in a flash.”

“¥ou supposed at the time, that it
was Cherry '

hia
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“Yes, sir theugh I couldn't under-
stand his bunking—I1—1 mean, his runs
ning .:.}ﬂ'. as he l,f:i_,, after knocking nre
aver.

“When did you learn that it was not
Cherr.?l?"

“Yhen I pot back to the box-room,
sir and found Cherry there, and he told
me how he had left Mr. Hacker's study.”

The Head cogitated again. All eyes
wore fastencd on him, It was cvident
that somothing was working in that
august brain.

1] Chﬂrrﬁr I'l

“¥Yes, sir! murmured Bob.

“Youn weroe in complete darkness in
Mr. Hackor’s study Someone entered,
and you supposed that it was Mr,
Hﬂﬂk&l‘!"

Bob started.

“It wae Mr. Hacker, sir! At lcast, 1
suppose—">"

“You did not gec him "

"I couldn’t see anythingz at all, sir.”

“This unseen person touched vou, and

(Continued on next page.)

MY RACE!

BY THE

“BOAT.”

I shull be onc of the most important things on the whole

siretelh o) the River

Thames on Saturday Uhe 12th.
I kere'll be another, that ygou right bake to be my Lwin.

Bk

as he's my deadig rival e icss said abouwt him the better

AM the boet. 1 wihich mne men
I are gomng to win the Oxiord and
Cambridge Boat Race. Uh dear!
The prospect ot being shot througn
the water for four and a quarter horrid
miles, tills me with dread. Alrcady 1
know what it feels like to hove eight
hefty giantr aboard me, each turniug
the scales at 12 st., with the hght-weight
cox fddling about at the end of me with
two short bits of rope. .
Hardly had 1 got over my growing
peins—somi clever people named Bims
mado me 1ally lor this great event
next Haturday—before they had moe out
on the river, filling me with young
iants who had to be taught how to
gn!aur:e me. how to sit in their seats,
how to work the long ours without Gll-
ing me with water, how to—— But my
head's in a whirl wh all the excitement
and rough-and-tumble of what has been
and what is coming.

Wouldn't you eall it a downright
grievance if you had nine pairs of feet
planked dewn into you, and the owners
of eight of those pairs started like mad
trying to pull vou apart rib by nb?
The lot of them together weigh far
more thun I do—six times as much, in
fact. It’s s wonder I stand up to it!

‘M not the cart-horso breed, by any
I means. You might almost call me
long and skinny. 8o [ar as 1 have
been able to calenlate it I am
something over 62 it. long, but only
just wide enough for my masters to
tuck their great bodies into. And I'm
n]wa.rya afraid 1 am going to turn over,
for from top to bottom | am not more
than 134 ms. And as for my skin—
there's very little more than one-cighth
ol an inch between my inside and my
outsido !

They tell me I cost £120 to build, |
can well believe if, the fuss thoy are
making of me now 1 know [ shall
tremnble dreadinllv on Saturday when
I hear the yells and shouts of thousands
and thousanda of people, packed like
herrings on the Thames bank, all the
way [rom Putney and Mortlake. Sheer
nervonsnces, of course. But then I told
you I am very thinshinned.

1 dread to think of the condition I
shall bo in when 1 bave bean hurled as
far as Mortlake, 44 miles away! They
say they are going to drive mo thero
in something under twenty minutes, I
can foel my ribs straining now, Q-o0-ooh |
All sorts of nasty littlo jealous currents,
slapping little wav and vicious,
treacherous eddies will be trying to
push and drag me all sideways—and
that cox-man all the time will be tug-
ging this way and that at my strings to
kcep me straight,

HERE will be some very awkward
bends for me to negotinte, too.
The course ia more Liko a horse-
shoe in shape than & sensible
stretch of river has any right to be, and
the cox will be so afraid of losing an
inch of headway rounding the bends that
I sholl nearly break my back shimming
argund, Think of those oars all tuggi
at me—they weigh about nine poun
apicce. Heaven knows what 1 shall do
i a.niy one of them manages to catch a
crab
Oh! Anothoer dreadful pain shot right
through me just then. 1 could feel thoso
sliding seats all rasping my insides. [
wonder if I shall wobble much on Satur-
day? I might ship a lot of rough water,
?Erhﬂps—mlght oven sink | Oh, horrors |
know one of my predecessors did that
oncoe—that was in 1908—and the crew
had to be rescued from a watery grave
by a launch. He, he!

HERE'LL be lots of folk thinkin
about the panting men aboard
me, striving cvery single musclo
and nerve to break all world's

rowing recoirds. But whe'll think about
my panting and straining ribs? I hepo
you wll, E;:lr ooe !

Woll 1 know many other boats have
done all this before me, but that doesn's
make my ordeal any the casier. I'm
wondoring just now how it will end.
Pavhaps the nmpires will declare me to
be the fostest boat of my kind in all
tho world. [Towever that may ber 1
know thiz will be my first and lost
University Doat Race.

THE ﬁﬁﬁﬂ LIHMH?.—EEI. ];15&!
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you rushed to escape, collided witk Bim,
upd knocked him overt®

“Yea, sr.” _

“"Wers you not surprised BF an
athiletio and somewhat powerful gentle-
man like Mr, Hacker, falling over
undst vour rushi”

* T was, sir. I thought it very gueer,”
gaid DBob. “Ip fact, I wondered how

it happened, DBut—"

“ Let us suppose,” said the Head tran-

uilly, “that snother boy had come to
the same study, with eurreptitious de-
signs upon the—the comestible. You
might very well have taken him for
Mr. Hacker in the dark.”

Bob Cherry jumped, _

“Why I—I—of coursa!” he gaaped.
"Of course, that was il, sir! It—it
wasn't Mr., Hacker I charged over at
ni!-fit. w;:;d a kid—I mean--—" Bob
[air asped.

Mf. EQuaIc:h"l- rim face Erightened.
Posaibly, after nlﬁ it was not & member
of his Form who bad hacked Hacker !

* Following this hypothosis,” resumed
D¢, Locks, “we will sn o that Cherry
was gone, leaving in the study the boy
whom hoe had—had overturned, in the
belief that it was Mr. Hacker.”

There was & faint grunt from Mr.
Hacker. But Mrp. Quelch was all atten-
tion, and the juniors were breathless
with expectation.

“This boy in the study,” went on the
Head serenely, "“had no doubt gone
there for the—the comestible, {3
thore by Cherry's departurs, no doubt
he procecded to carry out his design of
ehstracting the conbiscated comestible,
but “was interrupted by the return of
Mr. Hacker to tho study.”

“Ah1"” said Mr. Quelch. g
h".ﬁ.llimitting "Eihﬁ hmrirlectémaa of Hn:

ypothesis,” said the Head *we mus
take it that this unknown boy kicked
Mr. Hacker when he was takon by the
collar, and cscaped by the window, a3
Mr, Haoker, at the time, supposed that
ho had depe. This is it accordance with
tho statement made by Wharton, that &
jumior fell on him from Mr, Hu{:hﬂg’a
window, who, undoubtedly, in the ecir-
cumstances, could not have been Robert
Cherry.” .

“Quite, sir |" said Quelch.

Another grupt from Hackor. Buf the
8hell master's expression showed that he
was yielding to the calm reasoning of
tho Head. The hypothesis propounded
by that learned gentleman, in fact, was
the only one that covercd all the strange
ha?punmga in Hacker's study.

“ Unless we accopt this view,” resumed
the Head, “we must cooclude that
Cherry is speaking untruthfully, and
that Wharton has como here m{{t A
made-up story unfounded in fact. That
is not your judgment of these boys of
your Form, my dear Quelch?"”

"“"Not in tho least, air,” said Mr.
Quelch promptly. “On the other hand,
I havoe always rogarded thom both as
scrupulously honourable”

“Wo may be driven to such a cooclu-
sion,” eaid the Head, “but certainly not
till every means of inquiry heaa been
exhausted. If it should transpire that
some other junmiot wis out of the House
at the time, Wharton's statement will
bo corroborated.™

The Removo
little.

“No junior was missi ;
Torms were assembled,” he zaid,

“uite so. Yet it proved that
Wharton had been out of House bounds
& few mioutes before; s it may very
well prove that some other junior waa
also out of House bounds. Some junior
certainly must have been, if we are to
believa Wharton's atateroens,”
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master’s face fell =

. eir, when the

“Thal 15 o0, &ir.".

“ Wharton, it appears, re-entered Ly
way of a box-room window. You three
boys wers waiting for him thero?”

“Yes, gir " snid tho threo.

“MNo other pcrson entered by that
window "

“No, sir "

“But niter you had left the box-
PO e i

“We shut and fastened the window
before we left, sie,” sald Nugent.

The Head pondered.

“The boy in question may have
é&inad admittance by some other means,

srtainly we must follow up this line
of inquiry. You have mentioned,
Quelch, that another boy was caned this
afterncon for making au attempt to pur-
loin the confiscated comestible from BIr.
Hacker's study.”

“That is the case, si:.”

%It is possible, at ledst, that he ma
have repeated the attempt after dark,”
eaid the Head, *Wea will question -the
hﬂl;r. His name "

“Very well. I will send for Bunter.'
And there was a pause in the pro-
ceedings while Mr. Quelch departed to
?“’h that valuable momber of his
oroi.

*

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.

Fierce for Fishy!
FIEHEE- T. FISH put a thin,

sharp, anzious face into Study
No, T in the Bemove. He was
looking for Bunter, and LBunter
had not been in the crowd of fellows in
the Rag--which was not like Bunter,
for he was not the fellow, as a rule, to
miss a comrootion. Prep, in the excit-
ing circumstances, secmea to be for-
otten; but it was extremely unlikely
that Bunter had remembered prep when
other fellows forgot it. | !

Why Bunter was missing the cxgite
ment was rather & mystery, which was,
however, solved when Fisher ‘L. Fish
stared into Study No. I. Billy Bunter
was there—and BilIf,' Bunter was busy !
He was scated at thoe study table, and
on the table before him was a huge
calie—or, rathe., the remains of o huge
cake. Bunter's mouth was full of cake,
and hiz fat countenance woas full of
satisfaction. While the rest of Grer
friars was in & perturbed and generally
upsct state, the Owl of the Remove waa
hayving the time of his life.

Ho jumped, as Fisher T, Fish looked
in, and naariy choked, as a chunk of
cake went down the wrong way.,

“(ireat enakeal" ejaculated Fishy.
“You've cinched the eake, after all, vou
fat olam ™

* Grocooooogh I :

Fishier T. Fish eamo in and clozed the
dogts 1  Dunter etruggled
“Gug-gug-gug i’ unter struge
for breath. 'g:j'fﬂu beast, you made me
jumap! Ooooooookkkh! This isn't Hob-

son's cake, yvou know 1"

“Isn't 161" grinned Fisher T. Fizh,

“Nothing of the kind! Groococogh!
I¥ you think I waiched old Facker
limping away to the Head's study, and
nipped in and bagged the cake, yvou're
jolly swell mistaken. I haven't been
near Hacker's etuds”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

Evidently the astute Owl had talken
advantage of the genern! commotion to
Lag the famou cake PBEuniter was the
fellow to keep a maotter of such mport-
ence in mind, while ather fellows wore
discussing such triflea ms the hacking of
Hacker, and the probable pumishment
of the follow who had done it. Nobody,
c¢f coares, had given a thought to the
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cake—except Bunier, DBunter had given
it his very special attention.

“I say, Fishy, have a slice ! said
EBunter anxziously “You needn't men-
tion that you've scen o cake here. Fel.
lows are so suspicious, you know. They
might fanoy this was Hobson s cake.”

“1 guess they mighti” said Fishy,
Lelping himself Liberaily.

“ Don't take the lot !’ 1grunl:ed Bunter,
“0Of course, ['m entitled to Hobby's
cake—he said any chap mighit have 1t
who could bag it from Hacker's study.
You know that.”

L Y{."fl l]‘l

“8tll, 1hia isn't that cake!"™ added
Bunter cautiously, “Hacker will make
a row when he finda the cake gone, and
I don't want it jowed about that I've
had a ecake here—it would look sua-
picious, As a matter of fact I had this
cake to-day from Bunter Courh
lﬂpmially made by our French chel, you
inow."”

“I guess I know !" agreed Fishy.

“Don't wolf the lot. I said o shce.
I'm going to leave some for Hobson, 1
thinlk he ought to have a whack In it
ot that this is Hobby¥'s cake, you
know,™

“1 guess I'll keep it dark that you've
cinched ths cake," said Fisher T. Fish
amicably. “Ono good turn deserves
another, I guess. You've got to keep
it dark about letting me in at t}y:
window of the Rag. I—I guess I don't
want it to come out that I was out of
thho House sfter lock-up.’

“I'm not the fellow to give a man
away,” said Bunter, with his mouth
full. “I say, I said a slice; don’t
the lot, Fis I say what were you
up to out of tho House?” Bunter
hﬁnku{l curfously at the American
junior.

“1—I puess I jest wert out for & walk
in the quad,” snid Fisher T. Fish.
“Jest that! Dut—but mind you don't
say anything, Bunter. It might get me
into & fearful row."

“What rot! It's only lines for going
out after lock-up 1™

Fisher T. Fish breathed hard.

Ho desired to impress upon Billy
DBunter tho importance of keeping 1t
dark, At tho same time he was diain-.
clincd to conflde the facts to Bunter,
Billv Bunter was not, perhaps, a par-
ticular youth; but even Bunter was
likely to “jib* at the idea of Eob
Chorry getting tho flogging that was
due to Fisher T'. Fish.

“Look hers, ¥you dark.
Bunter |” urged Fishg.

“All right! I'm not the fellow to
tattle, as you know,” szid DBunter,
o ‘ii'uu know hm*L I'm to be trusted to
hold my tongue.

Unfortunately, Fishy did. That was
what made him so unuslg-.

“J=—I say, Bunter "—Fishy made en
effort—" I—I say, you wanted to bor-

row five bob from e antqrdug-—-»"
“ Not exactly borrow,” said Bunter,

keep it

Minking at him. “I told you 1 was
expecting 8 postal-order, and uaslhed
vou to cash it in advance.”

“Bamo thing, I guess.™

“Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Well, look hero, you keep this dark,
ard T'll lend vou the five Lob to-mor.

row,” said Tisher T. Fi:

Fishy almost tvimed ]f‘uln a3 ke mada
that offer. It was worth it to keep tho
recret, to save him from a ﬂu,qmnq:.
Fishy was going to get his mouey's
worth. Dut ke hated handing wout
moncy for money's worlh, or anything
else.  Particg with fGvo shillings 10
Fishy was like parting with five teeth.

“Deonc!” said Bunter. “Of course,
I'll let vou have the postnl-ordsr ime-
mediately b comes, Fizhy"
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In the midst of {he melee Wingate entered the Rag, with & cane in his hand

Fisher T. Fish grunted. ‘

“Oh, can it he eaid. “'I—I—I
mean all right. It's a go, Bunter.”

1 say, Fishy, don't bag the whole
blessed ealte ! oxclaimed Bunter, #s
Fishy helped himself to a large chunk.
“I want to keep a bit for Hobson.”

“Mind you keep it dork about lﬂt.t.mg
me inta the House, that's all,” sol
Fisher 'T, Fish, turning to the door
with the chunk of cake in his hand.
“If wou lot it out, you don't get tho
ive bob."

“0Ob, really, Fishy—=" ]

“That's a cinch,” said Fisher 'I.
Fish. “Five bob if you keep it dark,
and nixes if you jaw.”

“1 hopa I'm neot the lellow to jaw,”™
said Bunter, with dignity. “You wean
rely on me, of course. I say, Fishy,
how did you get all that ink on you,
if ﬁau'd only been walking in ibo
quad 7" I

#1—I guess I—1 upzet my fountain-
pen,” muttered Fishy.

“0Qh crumbs!” eaid DBunter. " Must
ko a ripping fountain-pen to smother
you like that. Made in America, [
suppose t” ] .

“You fat joy—" began Fisher 1.
Fish wru!.hfu%fy.

Then ho checked hiinself, It was a0
timo to tell Bunter what ho thought
of him. He quitted the study, leaving

g 0wl of thoe Remove busy with the

ke

Fisher 'I. Fish went along to Study
™o, 14, his own study, fecling easier
in his mind.

Nobody, so far, had the slightest eus-
picion that he was connected in any
way with the outrage mn Hacker's
study. Nobody could possibly suspect,
ro long as it was not known thut ho
lad been out of the House. And he

he reared. “Do you hear me?*

had taken the most effectual means of
stilling Billy Buuter's tongue. Bunter
was the only fcllow who knew, and he
would be silent, in anticipation of a
loap. Nobody was likely, so far as
Fishy could see, to fancy that Buntcr
knew anything, or to question him.
And if DBunter held his tongue for
twenty-four hours, all would bo well.

Once a lellow had beenm flogged or
sacked for backing Hacher, the mattor
would be at an end. \

Fishy could not help reflecting now
fortunate it was that Loder of the
Sixth had caupht Bob Cherry scooting
away from Hacker's study. A

That settled the matter, so long as it
remained unknown that any other fel
low had been out after lock-up.

Fishy, porhaps, felt a slight twingo
of compunction on Bob’s account. Ee
roally would have saved Bob from an
unjust punishment, could he have dono
g without any rizsk to himsali.

But the idea of taking DBol's placo
as calprit, did not even occur to Fizher
Tarleton Fish. Ilad it occurred to
him, it would Lave made him smile,

Thera were fellows who, In such a
yosition, would have owned I.-l{l, regard-
eas of conzequences.  But Pisher ‘1.
Fish wus not owne of those fellows.
Fizsher T. Fizh wuas accustomed to think-
ing of Fisher 1. Fich and nobody elso.
He guessed that a galoot hnd to look
alter number ane. And he felt as
much contempt as compassion for a
guy who camoe out at the little end of
tho horn.

“1 guess it's O.K..” said Fisher T.
Fish to himsell, in his study. “1 surpe
allow it's (O.K.  That fat eclam will
keep his head shut. The whole thing
wil]p'hﬂ forgotien, when a fellow’s been
flogged or sacked for it. I guess it 13
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and a frown on his face.

9 s-lnp I 1 |

gll right for me. Ouly I guess it's
ficrce—it's suro ficrce.™

He greaned, feeling & bwinge much
more sharp than the twinge of con-
seienco at the thought of the live
shillings.

But that_could not be hlﬂﬁl‘ﬂ. and
Fisher T. Fish mustered all bis forhi-
tude to bear tho thought of it, “ficrce ™
na 1t was,

Meanwhile, Billv Bunter, in a very
pleasant framoe of mind, wns going
strong with Hobson's cake.

Why Fishy was eo anxious for his
speret to be kept, Bunter had no idea.
Hiz fut brain was not equal to the
zimple arithmotic of putting two and
two topothor. Fishy was going to cash
that colebrated postal-order which
Buntor had been expecting for a long,
long time, and which had not yot
arrived. That was n source of eatie-
faction in the near future: and Hab-
son's cake wuas o sowrce of satisfaction
in the present. So Bunter had reason
ta foal satisfied.

The cake, lnrge na it had been, was
rowing smaller by degrees and beaunti-
nlly less.

Bunter folt that it was only fair to
save somo for Hobson, whosoe cake it
had bheon.. And he meant to savo somne
for Toddy, hizs study-mate. T'wo large
chunks wore zot aside lor this gencrous
purpose. But when the rest was gone
Bunter eyed those chunks, and almost
unconsciously he started on Toddy's
share. Tt vanished, and then he ecyed
the sele remaimng sectiown.

“ After all, Hobson's a beast !™ mur-
mured Bunter,  “ e never asked me
to the fod in the dorm; and ho showed
rotten bhad manners when I twined up.
Elow Hobson !
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And the last eegment of the cake [ol-
lowed the coet.

A fow crumbs romeined, and those
Buntor carcfully Gmished; then he sat
breathing rather bard. It had becn &
nice cake, a lovely cake, a luscious cake
—in foct, & sorumptious cake. But

wnter had & feeling that he had over-

ne it, end ho almost wished that ho
left soma of it outsida,

However, it was too late to think of
that now, and he eat wnd rested aftor
his exertions

Tap |—the door opened.

“*1 say, Toddy Oh—" Buntor
jumped to his feet as bo recognised Mr.
Queleh in the doorway. * Bunter—"
bagﬂn tho Remove master,

“Yea, sir—I msan no, eirl"” gasped

Bunter. * It wasn't me, sir,”

“ Follow ma, Bunter.”

“Oh lpr" 1"

Billy Buntor followed his Form
master. He Eollowed him with trepida-
gion., If that beast, Hackor, had missed

s cake, how could the othor beast

uelch, have guessed that Bunter had
bad it? Certainly ho had seen no sign
of it in Bunter's study. X-rays wou
have beon required to dotect that cake
now. Bunter drew some consolation
from that roflection. But he followed
his Form master with trepidation, and
hia trepidation intensificd ns Mr. Queloh
fed him to the Hedd's study.

In that etudy Bunter blinked round
uneasily at Quelch, Hacker, the Head,
and tho Famous Five., Finally, his
little, round eyes, ond his big, round
apectacles, fastened on the headmaster's

grave face, with o gaze like thot of & P

scarcd owl.

—

THE BIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching Fish |

[ B[JHTER i* said the Head's doep
volog,
“I—I didn’t, sir,”
(13 Wh.-ﬂl.'u EH
“I—1 mecan, I
Burll.E{:n

2
“ Whatt
Bunter 7"

gasped

It wasn't

wasn't ¥
“1 wouldn't, sir,
Wheat

was not  you,

THE MAGNET

“Oh, I—I mean—anything, sic!" stut-
tered Bunter.

“1 deaire to question you, DBunter.
Calm yourself, my boy,” said the Head
kindly. * ¥ou have nothing to fear, if
ou were not guilty of the outrage in
irlr. Hacker's study.”

“Oht" pas Bunter, in bewilder-
ment and relief. “Ys that it, sir? I—I
never hacked Hacker, sir.”

“1 uwnderstand,” said the Head, “that
you worg punished this afternoon by
your Form master, for having made a
surrephitious attempt to purlasin a—a
comestible from Mr., Hacker's studyi”

Bunter wriggled, doubtless in remem-
brance of the punishment referred to.

“Yes, sir!" he mumbled. “Not that
I—1 really went there for the cake, sir!
I—1 don't care for cake. I—I rather
dislike it."

“You must tell me the truth, Bunter,”
said the Head soverely. "1 require to
know whether you rovisited Mr,
IH;::EI-:EI."B study with the same intention
ater,

“Dw] No, sir! My belief is, that
the cake's still in Hacker's study, sirl
I—1 feel sure of itl! I—I mssuro you,
sir, that I never ate it in my study, and
never gave Fish any. Fis?’rxjr will tell
you, gir, if you ask him. He was there,
in my study, at the time."

“At the time you ate the cakel"

gasped the Head.

“Nunno, sir! At the time I didn't
eat it, sirl” gasped Bunter,

“Upon my word (" said Mr. Quelch.
"It is clear that Bunter has recently
urlolned the cake, sir! That, however,
1s not the subject of the present
inquiry.” ]

Quite so!" said the Head. " That
matter I leave in your bands, Me.
Quelch, "Bunter, was it you whom Me,
Hacker found in his study, and took by
the collar$”

*“Oh, no, sir.”

“Did you esca hg jumping from
Mr, Hacker's window "
“"No fear! I—I1 mean, no, sirl”

ti'm Hecad, in &
I-I

"'_I"hi_} truth "' said
terrifying voice.

" crumbs !
gasped Bunter.

awcar, sirl"
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“I am afraid it is impossible to place
the slightest reliance on any statement
made this untruthful boy,” said the
Head, “I ehall require you, Bunter,
to produce evidence that you were not
in Mr. Hacker's study at that time™

“Oh loct ™

“Bunter should have been in his
atuﬂlyéh ot preparation, sir,” said Mr

elch.

“Yes, sir! I—I waa at prep, sici™
gasped Bunter. ' Being time for prep,
gir, J—I was hard at work. I'm elways
very careful about my prep, sir, as—as
my Form master will tell you, sirl”

“1 can tell your headmaster nothin
of the kind, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelc
soverely. “Dut if Bunter was at
preparation, sir, as he should have bee

twe boys who share his etudy wil
be awarp—-=»
. 8:11‘.-3 so!" aaid the Head
= crumbsa! I—I mean, I=I wasn't
st prep, sir!" groaned Bupter. “ Now
I come to think of it, sir—"

“You were not in your studyi”
boomed the Head.
I=—I had been

“Oh dear! No, sir!
—heen wnri:inﬁum hard, sir, I—I wenk
down to the E' sir, for a—a—restl
I—I wasn’t thinking of gettin slm:g
to Mr. Hacker's study, sir! No su
thought ever entered my , gir "

“Ate you referring to the Recreation
Room®” Thoe majestic Head could not
possibly speak of the S “"You
were in thit room, then, while the rest
of your Form were in their studieat"”

“Yes, sirl”

“Was anyvone elso there at the time "

“ Nunno, sir!” _

“Then you cen produce no witneesea
to your whereabouts at thoe time of the
nuu:‘ga in Mr. Hacker'a study!” de-
manded the Head. .

He was frowning blackly now, and
Mr. Quelch’s face was grim. cker's

linting eyes now glinted at Bunter
instead of Bob Cherry. It looked as if
the culprit had been discoversed at last:
and the Famous Five had that opinion
as well as the threce masterse. Only
Horry Wharton had a doubt. It did
not seem to him that the fellow who
had tumbled on him from Hacker's
window was nearly 80 weighty aa
William George Bunter.

Bunter's fat knees knocked together.

His eves nearly bulged threugh hia
spectacles.  The evidenco against him
was overwhelming.,. His attempt on
the cake in the afternoon—his recent
exploit in bagging it while the inquiry
was going on—his abgence from hia
study at the time of the outrago—all
?lqu ined to Gx the guilt on hia devoted

end.

Then, like a flash of illumination,
there came into Bunter's fat brain the
remembrance of Fisher T. Fish. Fish
was & witness—the witness ha wanted i

“Fish!” he gasped.

“What? What do you mein by
fish1" exclaimod the Head.

“Fish, sir—""

“Is the buy out of hia senses? I am
not speaking to you about Gsh, Bunter.
What do you mean by fish "

“Thers is a boy of that name in my
Form, sir!” muormured Mr. Quolch.

“0Oh, yea! Quite so—quite!"

“"Fish knows, sir!" gasped DBunter,
“Fishy will tell you, sir! He knows 1
was in the Rag when thoe row started.™

“You have already stated that no one
was in that apartment, Bunter.”

*No, sir—ves, sir!] He wasn't there,
but he came 1n," gasped Bunter. " You
gaa, sir, he had been ont for a walk in
tho quad—"

“What "

(Continucd on page 28.)



OUR VIVID STORY OF LIFE IN THE FOREIGN LEGION!

FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!

By Geo. E.. ROCHESTER.

{ Introduction on next page.)

Telama Gloats |
ESEATING himself in squatting
R posture, Telama, the Touareg
chief, went on:

“Dost know how Ali bu Sadi
hates all infidel dogs?" he said grat-
i:fly. “*Hast heard the tales which are

d of him 1"

“liss—all liea!” declared Lemarne
stoutly ; then, turning to Paul, cried:
“"Thesa are lies, mon enfant!™

But they were not lies—those tales of
Ali bu Sadi of which Telama was
spoaking. And Lemarne knew it. It
was to reassurs Paul Blake, to cloze his
ears to what might come that he bhad
so emphatically dubbed them as lies.

* Hast heard what he did to Bergeant
Mauser of the Fifth Company of the
First Regiment of the Legion?” purred
Telama. " He remcmbered that dog of
o sergoant who once had lodged him in
the bazoar prison of Sidi-bel-Abbes.
Well, dost know what his vengeance
was when that accursed fool of = ser-
geant fell into his hands ™

“No,” lied Lomarne. “Nor do I
wish to hear of it."

But Lemarne knew—there were fow

who did not—what had been the sicken-
ing and revolting fate of Sergeant
Mauser.
L l!ﬁrhu Sndi relieved him of his
nose,” went on Telama gtuntinﬁh.
*“Yea, he cut off his rose. And what
then 1"

“Hold your lying tongue. you wul-
ture " blazed Lemarne.

"“"Ho fried it,"” continued Telama,
rubbing his shinnv handa with glee.
“Yen, fried his nose, and made the
miserable dog of & sergeant eat 151"

“Ho tried to, you mean,” said
Lenarne hoarsely.

Death by In-
ches—a hol-
tible death
that would
daunt the
stoutestheart!
Soch seems o
be the [ate of
Blake and his

companion.

“ And
rof .
Schaum-

aseented Telama.

TFYE-H':‘J
stabbed himn dead when he
And then there was Corporal

vor
“ Eam you brought s here to tell us

this?” shouted Lemarne. -

“I have,” replied the other. "It 1s
so that thou shalt know what lies in
store for thee and thy companion when
thou art delivered eafely into the camp
of the Chosen One. It --as the ears of
Corporal Schoumvorge 'vhich were first
gliced off. He was then buried in sand
up to his neck. Eight hours of burn-
ing sun poursd down on his festering
wounds and unprotected head. But the
Chosen One was merciful. HRis hearing
was offended by the groans of the un:
happy wretch, and before the sun had
set Ea allewed him to find the oblivion
which liea in death.”

“ Merciful 7" sneered Lemarne. “ You
are happy in your choico of words.”

Telama ignored the interruption.
Undoubtedly he found o fiendish satis-
faction in gloatingly recounting the un-
speakable atrocities of which Ali bu
Sadi had been guilty.

“ A hundred mounted horsemen swept
down on Corporal Schaumvorge,” he
continued. *“And when they had
assed, the miserable one’s head had
E-can beaten into pulp by the thundering
hoofe of their mounts. Who dares gay
that it was not a swilt and merciful
death

Paul, sick with horror, could only
stare at the skinny, malavelent fgure
af the speaker, squatting in the yellow,
Qickering illumination of the oil lamp.

“Maybe the rat will bo used to
kill thee,” ecackled Telama., *Thou
knowest the procedure, dost thou not?
On the belly of a man is placed o rab

(O
e

which is covered by an iron pot. Ilok
embers from the camp-fire are then
;}hmed upon the pot. What happens?

‘he rat, atriving madly to escape from
the overpowering heat, scratches and
gnaws its way into the man's skin.”

“Will you shut your foul mouth, you
devil #" roared Lemarne.  “Nom d'um
nom, but if [ had my bands free, the
'i'.'-:!rlﬁl would be one yapping jackal the
088,

It seemed too much of an cffort for
Telama to Lring his ancient bones crect
again at this insolence. Moreover, he
was %EH}II.I:E & bit tired of baiting the
infidel dogs, so he contented himself
with leaning forward and snarling:

“'The world will be one long-tongued
Legionnaire the less before the dawn,
if thou dost not curb thy speech.”

Then, turning to the guard, he cried:

“To their tent with them! And if
thay escape yo will answer for it with

thy lives{"

Escape [
LOWLY the night hours passed for
S Paul, He could not sleep. The
agony af tight-drawn bonds cut-
ting into wrists and ankles was
sufficient to keep him awake, if the
rocollection of what he had heard Lhat

njﬁht was not,
v his side, still and motionless, lay
Lemarne. Whether or not his com-

panion slept Paul did not know. DBut
it scemed he did, for marne wos oan
old campaigner; & splendid typo of
adventurer, and hardened in the ways
of men.

Silhouetted against the grey back-
round of deseri and the slar-spangled
sky squattcd the two Arab guards al

the open Bap of the temt. They were
conversin in low tonca with an
occasional over-the-shoulder glanco at
the prisoners.

L1} H‘ﬂ}. !H‘

The word, scarce breathed, came Lo
Panl's ears.

“Yest"™ he whizporcd softly,

There was silenea for a fow long,
tense moments. Then opain camo the
hushed, low voice of Lemarne:

“Roll over on your side—your Dbuack
to me.”

Stealthily, and with the utmesi
caution, Panl oboved.  Silence again.
Lbroken sudidenly be a faint rustline o
Lemarno shifted hia position.

‘Thon Paul tenzed, for be counld [

Tur Macxry Linpany.--XNo, 1,186,
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tha strong teoth of Lemarne tugging at
the bonds which bound his wrists.

Wild hope surged madly in Paul's
heart in that moment. He realized to
tha fuil, then, what he had subcon-
sciously known all elong, and that was
that Lemurne would never say die until
death had coms.

One of the gunrds rosc suddenly to
his feet, and, entering the t.::u:m;,f nt
down to peer at the ceptives. It was
not the first time he and his companion
had taken this precaution during their
hours on duty. .

As before he s.w nothing now to
rouss  his suspicions, for Lemarne,
strotched out full 'ength in his bonds,
appeared to be lost 1a slumber,

iafiod that nothing was amiss, the
uard straightened up, and, rvetracing
Eis steps, rejoined his comrade. Long,
recious minut:s had passed belore
aul felt tho tugging at his bonds re-
DOMmMEnce,

Then camo torturing doubt. The
dawn counld not be long in breaking.
Would his hands be freed before then?
And if they wure, could bhe and
Lemarne over hope to csc?a? It
gsoomed impossible, for at the first false
step the lightly-sleeping camp would
be arouscd. )

There camoe a sudden essing of the
th about his wrists, nnd the scarce
sudible voice of Lemarne:

“ Work the stiffness out of your fingers
=then free your anklest"

It was risky work, plucking st the
thongs which bound his ankles, but Paul
managed it without discovery by the
murmuring guards, Then softly be In-

formed Lemame that ho was free.
“Now release ma!”  breathed the
Legionnaire.

Bearca daring to move, tensing with
bated breath ot every rustle, Paul
turned over. His fingers for,
and found, the bound wrista of Lemarne.

“Hurry, boy!" warned Lemarne,
“We have such hittle time!”

Yes, soon now it would be the dawn.
But it had been very neccssary to delay
in order to lull the guards into & sense
of security as far as the safe keeping
of their prisonors was concerned.

Lemarne’s wrists were freed. Softly
rubbing chafed skin to ease the egeny
of renewed circulation, he cautiously
loosencd the bonds about his ankles.

“Aro Fou ready i"" he whispered.
“Yes," breathed Paul, athrill with
this new chance of life,

*Then listen! Wa will overpower the
guerd and make for the camel enclosure.
Follow me—ana our lives depend on our
ewiftness of action!”

Blowly, inkth by inch, he and Paul
rose to & crouching ottitude. One step
forward they toolk, and then another,
towards the dimly seen figures of the
two guards seated nt the tent entrance.

“Now " breathed Lemarne, and with
the word he hurled himself forward
with the agility and deadly precizion
of a panther.

Hiz hands closed round the neck of
ono of the guards; hia savage fingers
pressing vice-like on the fellow’s wind-

pi

g?multanmualg. Paul hurled against
the othor guard, sending him gasping
and aspraw! face foremost to the sand.

The man's musket fell from his hand:
and before he could recover either his
wind or his scnses sufficiently to let out
a bellow ot alarm. Paul had pounced
on the weapon and brought it down with
s sickening thud on the Arab's skull.

The man grunted once, relaxed. and

went limp. Hi. companion, in the re-
morseless grip of Lemarne, was not
being dealt with so mercifully. For,
aﬁrnvding on his back on the sand with
the softly cursing Legionnaire a of
him, he was being strangled to death.

Frantically, desperately, he writhed
and equirmed, his terror-stricken eyes
abulge. But tighter and tighter pressed
thoso awful choking fingers, relentlessly
queezing his windpipe so that not one
breath of air could he draw to bring
pase to tortured lungs and pounding,
bursting heart.

Woaker grow his struggles, till at
last a ghastly rattle in his throat, and
he went ilimp and quicscent. Another
second Lomarne pressed, then releasing
his grip, staggered to his [eet.

“Doad as a doornail " ho muttered,
wiping his handa, *“ Allons—the camel
enclosure—quickly "'

Romomber, you whoe would moralise,
that Lomarns had a code which was
entirely his own. Deliberately, and with
his naked hands, ho had killed that
Arab: killad him when he neoded only
to have choked him into unconsciousness.

But if you had demanded of him why
he had gone so far, be would, astoundod
by your atupidity, have pnswercd
brusquely that the dog deserved it.
For only too well did Lemarne know
that the tales of torture and mutilation
which had been told that might 1o the
tent of Telamas were frue in overy
hideous detail,

Steoping, he retrieved the fallen mus-
ket of the dead Arab. Then, straighten-
ing up, he wrapped closer about himsolf
the Arab robe which he was wearing.

“A bold front, mon vieux," he said
softly. *There will be a guard—loave
him to me—""

He sot off, striding towards the camel
onclosure with Pﬂ.tﬁ by his side. As
they approached the rickety coclosure
Eﬁe white-rabed guard loomed up before

£,

“What seck ye—"" he began casually.

That was as {ar as he got beforo the
vicious fist of Lemarne, ¢lenched and na
hard as teak, took him full on the point
of the jaw

Evory atom of Lemarne's strenpgth was
behind the blow, and the man went

down as though poleaxed.
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FWFPW of Greyetones, lakes the blame -ﬂ:i-

Me oren shoulders by running away from school,
Fired bip ita promise of adventure, Paul foins
the Foreign iﬂpﬂf?ﬂﬂﬁuumhmmm
decert stalton of Sidi-bal- Abbes, in North Africa.
There ke forms friendshipe swith Lemarne, a
hard=bilten Legiconnaire, Esterharn, gw!ﬁ:ﬂmr
officer in the French Army, and Degmond, once
capirin of Greyslonas, When, a fow weeks later
Qe orce of the Lepion i+ aent inlo the desert
to an Arab rizing, fhegs four go ith 4f,

a hand-to-tond  fight with the
Fanatical tribesmen, the company wure the
desclats for! of Zukra, and from one of the Arab
Pritonets anf-Major Folke learn. sartli
netes. N ois thatl a parly of English fouriste
including Guy Warren, who has now succeeded
fo the title and fortune of Kie father. and Mis
sister June, have falien nto the honds of Al
by Sadi, the leader of the greal revoll.  Nothing
can be Aone Lo help thews, hotoever, until the
oreed,
Tonis 4 o oo af  Keshool:
pori oUTIeY garrigon 4 esh-cl-
Habar, teo kundred miles away. Fut Fale {2
against them, for scarcely are the fwo daring
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chief, tells prisoners to prepare for a horrible
mdc;f'lﬁ, m-:hwar#mb&ha oeer to Al
3
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“Take possession of his rifle, hﬂj’l”
counselled Lemarne coolly. " He will
give no trouble for o while ("

Paul pic up the musket whilss
Lemarne swiltly removed a portion of
the enclosure fencing.

“This is & gamble,"” grunted Paul's
companion, “this choosing of a camel.
Tuke the nearer and pray that le bon
Dieu will guide you to a swift one!”

Three minutes later both wera
mounted and, with prodigious grunts
and heavings, the brates they had
selected rose to their feet from kneeling

postures.

“Taisez wvousl” cursed Lemarne
beneath his breath. " Nom d'un nom,
must you toll the world of our goingi"*

On their soltly-padding camels, ho and
Paul moved guistly out of the enclosure
and headed away out into the darknesa
of the dosert.

bﬂ? [**

oloze to me,
Lemarne.

“¥es," answered Paul jubilantly.

How simple it had all been; how
absurdly -uaa]y with Lemarne to lead.
Yos, thorein lay the whole secret of their
succoss; in the cool and caleulating
lﬂu:denhip of the grim-faced Legion-
naire,

Never for an instant had Lemarne
hesitated as to his course of action;
inastant had he been
Burried. By sheer cold nerve he had
triumphed in what, from the very out-
set, had been but a forlorn hope.

Once clear of the encampment, ho and
Paul goaded their mounte into a swift
trot, taking their course by the stars
and making towards the north-cast,

But scarce had they ecovered half a
kilometre then from the encampment
thera ¢ame to their ears the distant
sounda of hubhub and commotion inter-
posed by the sharp, whip-like crack of

a rifle.

“That's the galarm!" commontad
Lemarne. “Mordieu, but how pleased
that vulture, Telams, will be to leamrn

the news that we have gone!™

said

iy —

The Sandstorm !

HAT pursuit wounld follow hard
on the heels of the discovery of
their fight, both Paul and
Lemarne knew full well.

“Eecp that brute of yours going,”
commented Lemarne, urging his camel
to further effort, “even if you break its
hoart!”

They must bs well away by dawn,
out of sight of their pursuers, even if it
meant dismounting then to rest theie
half-starved camels. Better that, thap
to be in view when the brightness of
dawn cawe Aooding across the desert.

S0, pressing their mounts to the
utmost, they rode on towards the north-
past, Lemarne turning every now and
again to pecr back into the darkness

ng  behind.

“The dawn is long in coming,” he
grunted once, “and the wind 18 rising "
Evervthing had been deathly stll
when ti'u: had left the robber ﬂlmT:
but now i'nul was conseious of a chill,

sty wind, which, rising intermittently,
g‘rluu ht with it stinging particles ol
whirﬁng sand.

Then it was that he beheld a sight
strapge to western eyes. For with &
sudden lightening of the sky which
seemed to herald & desert dewn, the sun
swung up above the distant horizom
like some great dull ball of copper.
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It gave no {lashing rays, but flooded the
degert with a sickly yellow illumination
through which, one could not see beyond
a kilometre. And with the rising of the
sun, the wind grew steadily in intensity.

“Therae is a sandstorm coming,’ sald
Lemarne. “ Any moment it will be on
us, but keep going until it swoops!”

The camels obviously knew what lay
ghead, for they prow more fidgety and
uneasy. The first sickly illunination of
the weird dawn was now passing, and
the sky was steadily darkening sgain.
Then, without warning, Paul’s mount
whirled and went down on bended
fore-knees with a violence which almost
ghot the boy over its head.

Lemarne's mount followed suit, cul-
ting short his yell of:

“It comes!™

A roar like that of distant incessant
thunder was accompanied by a sudden
blackening out of the now blood-red
sun. Next instant the roar had risen to
a deafening crescendo of sound, and tho
darkened world resolved itself into a
chaos of whirling, blinding, driving
sand.

Crouched in the lce of their camels
with heads covered, Faul and Lemarne
waited for the raging fury of the storm
to pass. Every moment !Jreathinﬁ be-
came more difficult, and Paul felt as
though & thousand red-hot needles were
pricking throat and lungs.

For twenty minutes the shricking,
sand-laden hurricane held the desert in
thrall, erasing dunes, levelling ridges,
and altering the whole topography of
that vast occan of swirling turbulent
sand.

Buddenly the storm passed; passing
as awiftly as it had come. Half suffo-
cated, Paul and Lemarne staggered to
their feet, The wind was dying away n
fitful gusts, and the sun had come imto
its own again, shining brilliantly in &
cloudless shy.

“Wa must push on!” said Lemarne
grimly, urging hia camel to its feet.

Then came tragedy, swift and sudden.
For Paul’s camel, on lurching unwill-
ingly to its fect, was [ound to be dead
lame.

“Nom d'un chien!” swora Lemarne,
in dizmay. “I knew they would not
carry us far, but T had hoped rhat it
would ba farther than thise—"

I1e hroke off, pecring out aoross the
desert the way they had come. .

“And here is Telamal” he said
harshly. *“Sangdicu, but the wvulture
has lost no time!”

Teopping a rise some distanca nway,
and heading towards them, -was 3 body
of hard-riding Arahs.

Lemarne gripped Paul by the arm.

“Boy,” he said sternly, “thiz iz the
parting of the wave for ws. Take my
camel and make Kesh-el-Eabar at any
cost

“No,” anawered Paul, determinedly.
Tt is vour who must go. Lemarne. You
know the desert far better than me, and
you will win through where I would

- farl I

Lemarne hesitated. He knew the
truth which lay in the hoy's words, and
there wore the lives of those at Zukra
to think of.

“1 hate leaving wou,"” he muttered.
“1t is certain death for you—the enemy
will never let you out of their clutches
again—"

“Tion't you worry about me!™ res
ponded FPaul.

He held out his hand. ;

“ Zood-bye, Lemarnec,” he eaid husk-
ily, "and good luck!” :

Lemarne took the boy’s hand in his
own firm, brown fingers.

“Willingly would T stay—you know

that,” he muttered jerkily. “Le bon
Dieu keep you, boy. reu I

Next punute he was gone, riding bard
towards the north-cast, and Kesh-el-

abar. :

Paul, orouched behind his kneelin
camel, slid the long barrel of the Id-
fashioned musket across the animal's
quarters,

With butt cuddled inte hiz cheek, he
waited tensely for the arrival of the
Arabs who were sweeping down on him
with Telama in the lead.

It was when they were within twenty
metres of him that, sighting with cool-
ness and precision, he :imt Telama right
between the eyes with the one Eﬂrtriggﬁ
the musket took,

At the Camp of the Cko¢n One !

T was obviously the maention of the
Arabs to take Paul alive. Whilat
the majorily swept on in pursuit
of Lemarne, some half-a-dozen

swung themseclves from their camels
and made a concerted rush at the boy.

Paul strove desperately with clubbed
musket to keep them at bay. But the
end was inevitable. A huge Arab, with
eyes blazing, and eurved sword whirling
aloft, leapt in. The Hat of the b.ade
crashed sickeningly against Paul’s shull,
and he pitched face foremost to the
sand, engulfed in the blackness o
UNCOnSCHOUENess,

He came round to find that the party
in pursuit of Lemarne had given up the
chase as hopeless, and retuwened  Azbar,
brother of the dead Telama, was now
leader. At his harsh command the
boy's arms were pinioned, and he was
mounted on the back of a halter-led

baggage camel.
A few moments later the rest cf the
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things unpleaseot for the bﬂ{l. Thera
was no neéed. Tho chaling of his bonds,
the throbbirg agony of his wounded
head the pitiless scorching of the
blazing sun, made those two days a
hideous and .ever-to-be-forgotten might-
mara for Prul

It was when evening of the second
day had come, with the sun sinking, o
Haming ball of fir~ beyond the desert
rin, that the cavaicade reached the
aasis where Al bu Sadi was encamped.

Halting bis band so=e little distance
from the oasis, Azbar rode forward
alone tww seek audience with Ali bu
Sadi, the Chosen Une cf Aitah.

Whilst be wu: gone naked children,
staring, chattering women, and feree-
visaged men, clustered round Pauwl and

his captors, It wanted but eone harsh,

explanatory ward from one of the latter
wnd they might have pulled Paul from
hiz camel ang killed him there and then.

But Azbar returned before their hate
had overridden their discretion. Which
was just as well for them, for Al bu
Sadi would not lightiy hav>s tolerated
any such interference with on: whom he
had already ordered to be brought im-
mediately to hiz presence, ”

Azbar wis accompanied by six stal-
wart. mounl>d Arabs of fine physigue,
Takmg charge of Paul, and f[ollowed
by the swarm of men, women, and
c%;ldrpn they eecorted the boy
through & medley of tents to the great,
gaudily-coloured one of Ali bu Sadi.

At the entrance to the tent, four of
the guard turned to disperse the crowd.
The ather two, swinging themselves
from their horses, pulled Paul from his
came! and hust-lu-rji im into the tent.

(TPhere are scores of thrills in nexd
week's fine instalment, and the wise
reader will not mize one of them—ha'll
grder hix Magrer well 1Y ADVANCE!)

party had mounted,

and the cavaleade
moved off, head-
g westwards, and
making for the
camp of Ali bu
sadil,

Thera followed

for Paul two long
weary aching days
of utter wretched-
ness. It was nor
that he suffercd
any actual bru.
tality from his
captors. As a
matter of fact, in
his heart of hearts,
the gaunt Azbar
was not ungrateful
to the boy. For
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WHO HACKED HACKER?

(Ceontinued from page 24.)

“And I let him in at the window,

pir,”

The Fawmous Five jumped as if
moved by the snme spring. r. Quelch
started. Mr. Hacker drow a quick

breath. The Head compressed his li
Billy Bunter had not dreamed of the
sensation that sbatement 'nﬂuld make.

“I—I didn't mean to give Fishy
away, &ir,"” mumbled Bunter. “Hsa
told me he had only been out for a walk
in tho quad, sir, and I told him it was
only lines for going out after lock-up.
I let him in at the window, sir, just
before the row started; it was o few
minutes later that the fellows began
shouting out that somcbody had hac ed
Hacker. . Fish will prove that I was in
the Rag at the time, sir.

Thers was a deep mlenm

“If -this statefment 13 correct, Mr.
Queleh,” eaid the Head at last, **it
sppcars that the boy Fish was out of
the House at the titlm."

“It aifpeurs 5o, six.’

“In that case he iz undoubledly the
boy who jumped from Mr. Hacker's
windpw, after assaulting Mr. Hacker.™

“Oh, my hat!" -murmured Bob

Brry. ;

Billy Bunter jurmped.

“Oh, the beast!” the gjnculated. * He
told me he'd only been out for a walk
in the gquad! h, the awful rotter!
And I wundemd how he got smothered
with irk in the qu&d and he said it
wag his fountain-pen,” gasped Bunter;
“and now I jolly well know—"

“An inkpot was upset in myv study,
sir,” sald Hacker  “If this boy Fish
wus out of the House, and entem-:T. U=
re;:rtltmusiy in an inl-t:, stato—"

‘Fish must be questioned,” said the
Head, "I can p]um no rolidnes cn
Bunter's st-ri.tn?:nu'::'ﬂm

“{h; ﬂn aif--—"

i Sulf.-nm:: L‘kir Qudcl‘r L‘erhmn T
will summon the boy Fish

“ Certainly, s,

Mr. Quelch left !hc gtudy on a second

e MAGNET

expedition. While he was gone, the
Head questioned ﬂlﬂ Owl of the
Remove, and drew from him & {full
dc&cnphun of Fishy's state when he was
let in at the window of the Rag., Then
there was silence till the  Remove
E}_u%tﬂr returned, followed by Fishor T.
ish.

Fisher T. Fish was lacking in his
usual assurance as he entered tho
Head's study. His bony face was very
unquiet and ungasy, and he caught his
breath at tl:m Bi ht of Billy Bunter in
tha stud v s heart sank almost
into his Lmta as he realised that thero
was  danger in the air. He could
not: help guessing that the game was up,
anid that it was he, Fisher Tarleton
Figh, who was booked to come out at
tho little end of the horn.

“Fish!” paid the Head, fxing his .

stern eyes on the pallid, hﬂﬂ}" counten-

ance, “I require to know whether you

were out of the House after lock-up ¥
Y Nope—I mean, no, sir!” eaid Fisher

T, Fis ru.t-ei

*{h, r:‘mﬁe Fis 1.?—-

“Bilence, Bunter! Huad you been in
BMr. Hacker's study "

T Hﬂ o '!.u

“Did you jump from his window "

E1] Nﬂ 'y rli

“Did you re-enter by n window in
the ~recreation-room, w ith ' Bunter's
nsmsta.m:n fmm within?"

1] 'P~'.I Pﬂ

“Oh crumbs1® ga fﬂd Bunter, blink
ing at Fisher T. Fis through his spoc-

tacles in  amazement. “Of all the
blessed fibbers—" y '
- Bilenee, Bunter! Fish, have you

changed your jacket this evining "
Fisher T. Fish started.

“ According to Bunter's statement
vou came in with your jacket smothered
with ink. If you have chauged it, o
soarch will doubtless discover -the inky
garment, oflect bofore you answer
me, Fish !

Flah::r T. Fizh thought of the ink-
gsoaked jacket crammed oub of sight at
the bottom of his box in the Remove
dormitory. He trembled:

EVERY SATURDAY

There was o torrible silenco for someo
moments, Fisher T. Fish's face was
ashen,

“ Answer me!” said the Head at last,

An answer was scarcely necessary, for
the culprit’s ashy face teid its own ’

“J—I—I guess,” TFisher T. Fish
mumbled dismaly—"I—I guess, sir, I
never meant to kick r. Hacker's
shins, sir! I—I was scared stiff, sir—
ﬂust scarid: stiff, when he cinched me ia

ig study, sir, and—and—and 1 jost did
it, sir, without mcaning to. Ch dearl
Rt ) “Eﬂ-ﬂ_.’:

Fisg T. Fisl's
trailed away.

There was another silence.

“1 think,” said the Head,. “that tha
matter is now cleared-ap. It was Fish
who assgulted you, Mr. Hacher."

“That i= now clear, sfr," said Mr.
Hacker,

“You may go!" said the Head ‘ml.h
a glance at the juniors, " mﬁ
exception of Fish, Fish will mmm

Hurry Wharton & Co. left the .Ehl-djf,
Billy Bunter rolling after them. Fishoer
I. IFish remained—for the execution,

miserable voico

] L L] L ] * L

The mystery was & mystery no
longer. It was known to all Groyiridrs
who  had - hacked Hacker,” pnd. the

deep pgroans  that ]JI‘I}E*E:GdEﬂ from
Fishi's gtud fﬂl‘ the rémainder of tho
oy c-mng_; told that the culprit was sorey
for himsalf, hcnl-u-:ly alzo had. any
sorrow to waste on Fishy. All the
fellows agreed that the hacking of
Hacker was “outside,” and that it was
still more outside to keep. mum whan
another fellow was up betore the Beak
for the offéence. 8o there was o plon-
tiful lack of sympathy for Fisher P
Fizh, and he goaned unpitied.

THE EKD.

[inaﬂhr fine story of Harry Wiarton
& Co. in next weel’s* MagNer! Ahirms,
entitled : “THE MYSTERY OF THE'
SILVER BOX ! This is dne of Frank
Richards' extra-specials, so—"nufflerid !
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e AKE woay for the giddy Form
Proofect, ye wights, and ye'll
vweo the Arvchery Teame in
halt a nffy ™

Yo saying, Thomas Malpeuse of the

Remove at medieval Grey Friars,

barged nto the crowd round ye notice-

board to clear the way for Launcelot de

Dreke, who had just entered the Hall

carrying & slrip of parchment in his

rand,

Onily a few days had passed since
Tauncelot had displaved the unpopular
Walter Btrongiellow as Prefect of the
RRemove, but in that short period the
neweoiner had made his presence felt
in mora waya than one.

Under Btrongfellow, bullying had been
rife; but all that bad been changed
since Launcelot de Broke's appearance ;
sundry  thickened  earpieces  and
blackencd eves ﬂﬂqa a ghght indication
of yo means taken to sccomplish this
desirable end.

There was now greal curiosity to sce
what sort of a show the new Form Pre-
fect would make as Capitain of Games.
For some time past the Remove had
been going to ye dogs at games. At
archery one teawmn after another had
Yicked them to yo giddy frazzle. Launce.
lot do Broke had n heard to say that
he was going to change all this, aml
the choery youths of Grey Friara won
dered how. )

There wos & volley of questions as the
now Praefect edged through the crowd
towards yo notice-board.

“ Prithes tell me if wy name i3 on
w0 list, de DBroke!"

“Gadzooke, and there’ll be trouble
with = capital *T 7 if thon lecv'st me
out 1"

“Same herel In that case T'H emite
heo on the boko, 1 ween |

Leuncelot do Broke only smiled at
these eallies as he pinned up his list.
lhen e drew back to allow the Remove
‘ads to read the scleeted teame.

‘T'his is what they read :

“ARCHERY MATCH WITH YE
BOYS OF ROOKE wWoOI SCITOOLE
HERE FOLLOWETH YE SELECTED

TEAMI:

I.. de Broke (Capitain), Thos.
Malpense, Fatty on, Simon
Wagstafle.™
IThare was a shout of dissppointnrent
»w tho boys finished reading that list,

Tve Mugyrr Liprarvr.~No. 1,156

HERE'S ANOTHER SPARKLING YARN DEALING WITH YE GOOD OLDE DAYS AT GREYFRIARS—BY DICK PENFOLD.
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MEDIAEVAL GREYFRIARS

“(ds hodikins !’ What about me 1"
“Malapert] Where's my giddy
narme ¥

Launcelot de Broke grinned right
merrily at thae chorus,

“Half & w0, yo nombskulls | he said.
“As thero arc only four in the tcame
yc can't all be chosen, So why not give
this httle lot a run for ye monoy and
e how .".._..E___ fare 1™

“Well spoken, Launcelot | c¢hartled
tha chosen members of the teame.

Walter Strongfellow elbowed bis way
to the ?u..;w laring.

“8o0 I'm lett out, am I, follow?” he
roared.

“Looks like it," smiled Launcelot.
“Any ocomplaints?™

Strongfellow grunted.

“Rats, and many of same!” he
retbrted. “I'm going to turn out
nnﬂﬁmn Rooke Wood., anyway. You
)

And with that dark threat the ex-
prafect of the Remove burzzed off
breathing fire and slaughter,

During the days that followed Launce.
lot de Broke and his teame busied them-
selves at ye schoole arc ry butts and
got themselves well into trim until the
vouthful archery capitain was satisfied
that they were hot stuff.

Nobody heeded Walter Strongfellow’s
dark thrests. But unbeknown to most
of the lads that scurvy knave was hateh-
ing & deep plot against Launcelot and
his teame—a plat which was not
revegled until the wery time of the
match.

Tha great day dawoed at la=t, and
prompt at two-thirty by the sundial in
front of the Schoole House the HRooke

Wood teame. with many supporters,

fame m.n__...___.__..__.__ﬁ through the gateway of

Gre riars on their T..ﬁEm:w etoeds.
“Ho, chaps!” grinned Wili Doughty.

the capitain of the mﬁ__uuu__..i Wood teame
“Ready for another licking 1"

There waa hearty laughter from the
Rooko Wood supporters,

But this time the Grey Priars wights.
to0, Were grinoing. :

“¥o laugh will bo on ye other side of
va fizz thia ﬂEm._. 1 wean.” remarked one
of the lads, Ye'll ind one or two
changes in our teamo for this match, 1
wit !

“What-ho! Launcest and his merrie
man will give ye something to think
about 1™ chueklad anotlice, "Dy the
way, whers are chey t

“Ay! Where are the young varlets 1™
cchoed Dr Goodsmyte, the venerable
headmaster of Grey Friars, who was
referco. " Seout round, somobody, and
see if they're gorging themselves on
dougheakes in Ye Tuckzhop 1"

Fags, and even members of the senior
Forms joined in the search, but naught
rewarded their valiant efforta.

Dr. Goodsmyte's frown grew por-

tentous.
. "Gadzooks and by my halidoma 1 This
is the giddy limit]” be exclaimed at
last, are are our visitors from ye
ancicat foundation of Rooke Weod wait-
iug for the mateh to in, end our
teame is non est Chey shall be whipped
with many stripcs when I lay hands
on Lhe wights. Meanwhile. another
teame of archers must be found to
defend the hosour of Grey Friars.
_____.qw__w..._n ame 7™

“Little me ar!™ ke up Btrong-
fellow, who was —F...ﬂw:m rw _..E:F_wm
evilly to himself. "“I'm as fit as ye
proverbial fiddle, and [I've mﬂﬁmn_ﬂm
trained three of my fellows to shoot
with me."

"It is well," said tha Head, with a
nod.  “That is, of course, with vye
proviso that Rooke Wood are willing 7™

" Mora than willing, master 1 laughed
Will Doughty. “1f T mistake me not,
these are the very wights we licked to
a frazzle last tine. Carry on1”

And Will Doughty and the Rooks
Wood fellows joined tho crowd that
moved off towards the Grey Friars
archery bults.

Il.

a“ ND pow to get busy ! said the
} Head. "Lend me o _m._.u-_»m
somebody, and riva
~ capitains will toss for choice

of innings 1™

One of the wealthier scholars pro-
duced a groat, and the coin was tossed,
the winner being Strongiellow, who
elected to shoot frat.

Amid loud cheors the bully of the
Remaove drew his bow and took carciul
aim at ve targot.

Twang !

Ye arrow leflt ye bowstring right
smartly, and the watching acholars
strained their eyes to sen what part
of ve target it strock

But, strange to ralate, nothing secmed
to go near ye target. For a moment
it was quite a purzle to hnow what
lad boppened to that arrow,

L5
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Having bein licked
to & frasals by one

archery &um after (yxenford, and he
| annealot the pace.

ancther,

Then there was a sudden how!l from
Dr. Goodsmyte, who was standing at the
gide of the butts,

“Whooop! Gadzooks and Ods fish!
Yarooogh w“.

“"What yo merrie dickens!" gasped
Will Doughty. :

“My only doublet!” yelled Bailee
of the Nomove. * Ye arrow has smiticn
the Head on the nosa!”

“Ha. ba. ha!*

The Removites had spoken sooth,
Strongfellow's cerefully-aimed shaft had
alighted on Dr, Goodamnyte’s noble nose,
causing damage that was both severe
and painful, ‘The erowd roared right
loudly over yo merrie jest, whilo the
venerable hondmaster jumped about
lika ye cat on bot bricks.

Stronglellow’s face turned groen & he

gaw what he had achieved. He
dr d his bow in alerm. i
“T—1 crave your pardon, sir!” he

stuttered., " Of course, it was jusk ye
httle mistahe—"

“ Mistake be jiggercd!” roared the
Head. “DBy stripes! 1f 1 don’t give
thee what for after that, my name s
not Goodsmyte! Come hither, varlet!”

But Strongfellow was deaf to the
voice of ye charmer. One look at the
Head’s enraged expression wes enough
for him. He fed.

Dr. Goodsmyte reced alter him, and
the two disappeared round a corner

with great speed.
The remainder of the two teames, and

tho spectators, all laughing right
heartily, joined in the chase with a
gest. :1_..2.., followed a merrie old humt

round ye schoole.

m.n_dﬁw._.m:aﬁ was o lanky wight, and
&z runner withal, and on -._Hu
occasion fear lent him wings, enabling
him to run like ye bunny rabbit.

But Dr. Goodsmyte was no mean
sprinter, aither, ,__ﬁ..:.?ﬂ been & champion
on tha cinder-track in his carlier days at
managed to stick

de Brake. the new Ile drew level with the bully of the

Prefect, £

dater- Romove &t the portal of the Schoole

mined to W ag about House.

a change. But it’s

easier sall than
dom |

..G?Iﬂn..i_:nuhmnmnnﬂunmazﬂiinn
he felt & grip __um iron on his shoulder.
“Lemme alone, master! It was a mis-
take, [ tell thes!”

“Marry! Then there's going to be
another mistake made, 1 ween!” said
Dr. Goodsmyte, grimly. “Come hither.
knavae!”

“W—w—whither art going to take
me ! stammered Btronglellow.

“To yvo giddy dungeons [

Stronglellow uttered a loud groan.

“Ob crikey! Don’t take me there,
gir. Canst not put me in yo pillory
instead ¥

Dr. Goodsmyte paused in surprise,

“In ye pillory 1" he repeated, with a
stwe, " Moan to say thou preferest an
uncomiartahle pillory to a nice com-
fortable dungeon

“ Yoo, verilyl”

“Why, thou must be potty! Anvway,
I've no time to waste nnlocking ye
pillory., just now, so to0 ye dungeon
thou shalt go. Kim onl”

And Dr. Coodsmyte fixed his thomb
and forefinger on ye bully’s carpicce,
and led the way to the dungeons,
follawed by & wondering crowd.

All the echolars marvellad greatly at
Stronglellow’s strange preforence of ye
pillery to yo dungeons. for the former
waa verily the most uncomfortable spot
in Grey Friam. Yet Stronpfellow
scemed onxious to taste it, for wall the
way along to yo dungeons he struggled
and brgged to be allowed to enjoy ye
tn_:re_cm dalights of ye pillory,

Then, when the dungeons were
reachod at last, the reason for the
wight's strange behaviour was revealed
As the crowd foliowed Dr. Goodsmyte
down the stone steps leading below
Lirey Friars, o chorus of shouts fell on
their startled ears,

“Help! Help!™

“ Relcase us, sir!™

*Uadzooks! This is passing strange !
exclaimed the Head, with a frown. 1
kunew uot that prisoners were alread,
Lere."

"They're not, sir!™ gasped Sirong
fellow. * Methinks it is just thy imagin-
plion,

“Methinks th'art wanduering in thy
top storey " retorted the Heud, burry
ing down the steps. ‘Then, as he
reached the bettom, o ery cscaped him
“Ye mssing archery teame!"

“Ods fOsh and by my halidom!”
shouted one of tho crowd. *lt's
Launcelot de Broke and bis fellow
wrchers I

“¥o pods! And they're imprisoned
in one of ye dungoons ™

Dr. Goodsmyte dived his bhand into
his poke and brought out a bunch of
enormous keys, out of which he selected
one and proceeded to open the door of
yo dungeon.

As he did so, Stronglellow tugged at
his sleeve.

“Look here, sir, il these knaves tell
thee 'twas 1 who locked them up,
thou'lt not believe it, wilt?"™ he asked

The Head started,

“Marry! 8o that was ye _m.m.nE___.
wheoze, was it?" he cried. * Stand
back while I o va portal, cailiff.

In two ticks thou'lt be a prisoner in this
dungeon thyself,™

“PBut I tell thee T didn’t do it—"

Clang! 1

With a harsh, metallic sound, the door
of the dungeon &swu back, and
Launcelot de Broke and the three other
memberz of the selected Remove
Archery Teame trotted out.

“Marry! This iz a bit of luck and no
mistaka!” exclaimed Launcelot, acknow-
ledging the ﬂ__.__u_m:w-w: of the crowd with
a cheery grin. " Wo're still in time for
the mateh, if T mistake me not!"

“Verily, th'art only just im time.
though !" remarked Dr. ni.mu:.__w.z_.
“Tell me bow thou caiu'st to be locked

in this dungeon "
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“IP'm 1
Launcelot de Broke and lLis merrie

men hesitatod. These gallant you
scholars had no wish to n..n__iﬂri e-ﬂa H
such an arrant knave os Stronglellow.

Dr. Goodemyte pursed his lips and
turned to mngﬂmu—__ﬂui.

“Thou art the culprit, art nobt?
(onfess, wretched wvarlet!”

“Oh orikey! I meant no harm, sir!”
grosned the Remove bully. *1 morely
did it for ye lark—"

“Thou mean'st thou mercly did it so
as to be sble to shoot in the archery
match in place of the mwissing onesl
broke in Dr. Goodsmyte, sternly. * Ho
into ye dungeon, varlet! Hero shalb
thou remain for a week and a day, on
a diet of bread snd water!”

“ Yarooogh "

“No wonder ye wight preferred ye
pillory to ye dungeon!” remarked ﬂwu
Head, as the crowd asconded the steps
again. “How did the blighter get you
into ye dungeon, de Brokei”

Launcelot de Broke explained that
Strongfellow had taken the teame
exploring underground, and had locked
them in ye dungeon with s duplicate
key which he had borrowed from
Gosling, yo ancient porter of Grey
OBk thank good foul p!

“But than noss oul plot came
to neught " Anished nﬂm.__..“____ne_s.uu ot. “We
are in time for ye great srchery match
after all, and if 1 mistake me not, we
are going to give va llooke Wood
fallows the licking of their lives.”

Launcelot was right. Ie and his
merrmé men mado mincemeat of Hooke
Wood players, scoring “"bull” alter
“bull” with amazing repidity.

And when the Rooke Wood fellows
galloped away on their horses, licked to
¥a HE_E___ frazzle, evorybody had to
admit that no teame had ever been
more deserving of success than Ye
Girey Friars Archers!

THE EKD.

(Another of these guaint yarms will
aﬁﬁnﬂ.?ulﬁt..anhnﬂpnzﬂ..tnn?
E__-__mnm....an_matuﬂnun!in__u?waaa;:&

William Wibley's * Talkies" dealing
with “ College Joye!" "Il pligee you
no end/r)

Btron glellow'™s
carsfully  almesd
shaft alighted on
Dr., Goodemyts's
nobla nose, cauve=
ing damage that
was both sesvers
and painful
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