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Fivi Minutes to Ourselves!

Always glad to hear from you, clhums, so drop me a lino to the following address :
The Editor, The '* Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgamoted Press, Lid., Fleetioay House,

Farringdon Street, London, B.C.4,

NE of my readers, W, Barker, who
doesn't give his address, asks a
very interesting quutinrn thia
week, He nska: " In entering

Now York, does one have to poy admission
tulgut- into the city T " _

t sounds amazing, but it is perfectly
trus that one has to pay to enter New
York! And, not oanly New York—but
every seaport i the world ! It ia true
that there ian't 8 man standing at s tum-
stilo taking the admission money, but
you've got to pay it all the same, and the
way you do so is that 1t is charged on your
steamer ticket |

You see, oll ports in the world have to
raise money for the upkesp of the harbour
services, and so on, and t do this in &
variety of ways. A cargo stoamer is
charged what are called

HARBOUR DUES,

and also light duss, for the upkeep of
lighthouses. Ordinary passengers pay o
“landing tax ™ which goes to the port
authorities. Ewvery time you go abroad,
the cost of this landiog tax is added to
our ticket, and paid out in due coursse
g}’ the shipping company. Furthermors,
if you go abroad, you have to pay to land
in England an—unless you are a
member of a ship's crew. .
Whon o cargo vessel goes into a foreign
port, all the members of the crew are
counted, and woe betide the captain of
the ship if onc of them descris and remaing
behind., He is heavily fined, which is the
reason why captaina don't take kindly to
stowaways who leave the ship when they
t to a forvign port. In Rmanm the
@ ia very heavy for allowing a stowaway
et away from the ship.
y thanks for your query, W. Barker.
That's the kind of question 1 like answer-
ing. It has reminded me, too, of the timo

WHENK I WAS IN AMERICA

before the War. I was on a ahif) which
went into dock at Bayonne, in New
Jersoy, and being carried on the ship's
beoks, I did not have to pay to get into
New York, because I was leaving again
with the same ghip. There is & wonderful
ferry system in New York, and there were
dozens of ways by which I could got from
Bayonne. 1 tried three difforent ways,
and found them all interesting.

The first way was to cross to Staten
Island by rowing boat, cstch a train
scroga the island, and then %t & magni-
ficent forry-boat to Battery Point. 1

to

was the longeat way round, but the viows
of the harbour, and especially of the

Statuo of Liberty were well worth it!

I could also get a train to Jersoy City,
and then cross by ferry to the wost side
of Now York. But, as I was only a boy

meoney, [ preforred to trave! by tramway,
or, a8 the Americans say, by * street’car,”
This went a long way round, and took a
long time—Dbut it only cost me five cents,
or twopence-halfpenny, to get to Jorsey
City, and then there was only another
five cents forry fare to lund me right in
Now York,

And, in those days, one could get a
whacking great pumpkim pie in New York
for five centa! Cosh! Wouldn't Billy
Bunter have onjoyed himself therol
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One of tho winners of our useful pen-
knivea ia B, Turner, 29, Bradfield Avenue,
Tootal Drive, Weaste, who has sent in
the following amusing joke.

Young Wile: ** If this Is
an all wool
shirt, why Is
it labelled
‘*Colton ' ?

Shopman :
*“To decelvs

the moths, madam "'
WAS talking to o * beak ™ the other

I day, and ho made me smile by telling
me sbout some of tho

** HOWLERS ”

which certain boys had made at his
school. Soma of them would do eredit
to Sammy Bunter and his pals of the
Second Form at Greyfriara. For instance,
one bright youth, in an essay on Venice,
said: * Poople go about Venice in
gorganzolas ! "

Another ‘' howler” which made me
laugh was that of u boy who said: " A
Red Indian's wife is colled hia squaw,
ond his ehildren are called squawkers |

FIVE FREE COUPONS,

By tho way, do you know that by
colleoting coupons from Nestle's chocolate

you con get some wonderful things, such
as Fountain Pens, Model Railway inea,
Cameras, scta of Ca tors’ ools,

Cricket Bata, Boxing CGloves, and a heap
of other articles which you are just
longing to possess ? It ia quite easy to
obtain any of these things. All you
have to do is to save the coupons or
coloured elipa, which have coupon value,
and which will be found in many packeta
of Nestle's Chocolate. You can start
your collection with five free coupons if
you £ll in the coupon which will be found
on another page in this iesue and addrosas
it to Nestle's (Gift Dept.), Silverthorne
Road, Battersea, London, 5.W.8. They
will also send you their Presentation Liat
from which you can choose the gifta you
would like to have. Be sure to mention

Most  sghoolboys are in-
terested in

SEORET SOOQIETIES,

and I remember that when
I was at school, we had
several ' scerel societies”
who engeged in friondly
rivaley with cach other. Bus,
of course, these were harm.
less nffairs, and were not to
be comparoed with such secrot
societies ng thoese abont which
Dan Torrell, of Whitstable,
asks ine. Do secrot societies
still Aourish '—he wants to
know. “They do—but not in
such countries as ours.

In quite recent years
evidenco has como to light
ok the terrorism practised by
sacret societies in such placos as Sicily,
Corsica, Italy, Spain, and nven the United
Statos. Perhaps the moat infamous
socret socicties were tho Mafia, and the
Camorra, which were deadly enemies,
and did not stop short at murder. Both
of thoso societies originated in Sicily,
but branches of thom were formed in
America, and the city of Now, Orleans
was terrorised by them for nearly five

cars. The chief of polico was assassinated

¥ them, explosions took place, and the

mob rom riot, while lynchings were a
frequent occurrence. ventually,: how-
over, the power of theso socicties was
broken, and they are uow inclined to
** hido their light under a bushel.”

Here 13

ANOTHER PUZZLER

for ™ Mr. X." to deal with. D. C. Keeping,
of Godalming, went to a y recently,
and o conjurer produced six handkerchiefs,
threc of which he left loosg, and placed ina
box. Throo others he tied, and placed
under the coat of n boy in the audience.
Then he opened the box and produced the
tied haudlkerchiefs, while from under the
boy's eoat he brought out the three loose
ones.

This trick can be done in o number of
ways, but there is only space to describo
ono of them. The coujurer probably had
what is known as a ‘" handkerchief
vanisher,” which can be purchased at any
magical stores. By mcans of that he
vanished the threo tiod handkerchiefs as
hie was putting them under the boy's coat,
and substituted in their place three moro
untied ones. 8o far as the box was
concerned, it probably had o fnlse section
in it, which allowed the loose hundkerchiefa
to be bidden, while threo tied ones—
which had previously been sccreted in the
box—were again substituted.

A " handkerchief vanishor " consists of
a grip which holds the handkerchiels on

a length of black elastic, which, whon ths
conjurer leta go, whisks the handkerchiofa
round to his k and up under his coat.

But, as I say, thero are dozens of ways of
doing this trick, and just to-give you an
idea of how simple it i to ** tie " handker-
chiefs, here is & simple trick that can be
done without any special apparatus. A
thin rubber band is gll that is roquired.
The conjurer slips this thin rubber band
over the thumb and forofingor of his right
hand, where it will nod be noticed. T
he takes two loose hondkerchiefs in hia
lefs hand, and takes hold of their comer
with the thumb and forofinger of the rizht
hand. He throws them in the air and

‘“HEY, PRESTO ! ™
they are ** tied " together | Wkat he does,

in those days, and hadn't much pocket | MiGNET. {Continued on page 27.)
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HERE’S YOUR FAVOURITE AUTHOR’S SNAPPIEST AND MOST LAUGHARLE YARN!

THE FIRST GHAPTER.
A Chanece for Bunfer !
NI for you, Bunter|”
g ilEh ?})
“ Foreign postmark I sald
Skinner.
ood 1"
untor fairly grabbed at the

" Oh,

Billy
letter that Bkinner handed down fremn
the rack.

His eyes danced behind his spectacles,

A dozen fellows had pgathered, in
break, to take their letters, Bunter,
of course, had turned up—Bunter never
missed. DBunter was expecting a postal-
order! He had had a considerable
number of disappointments; but hope
springs eternal in the human breast.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo |” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. *“Ia that the jolly old postal-
order ab last?”

“The one you were expecting last
term ¥ asked Nugent.

“Or the ono you were expecting the
term before?” grinned Johnny
Bull.

Buater sniffed.

“I rather fancy there’s a
decent tip in  this letter,” he
said. “I'm not going to lend
you fellows anything.”

Bunter turned the ﬁrettcr over
in his fat hands, blinking at it with
great satisfaction. It was a thin, foreign
envelope, and the postmark on it wasa
French one—Mentone, Alpes-Maritimes,

“This is from my Uncle George,” said
Buntor. “He's in the South of France,
ou know—he's been ill. I went to see

im at I'olkestone when he was going
abroad. You remember I took you with
me, Wharton.”

“1 remember,” assented Wharton.

“He's frightfully fond of me, you
know.”

“I didn’t notieo that—-"

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“There's no accounting for tastes, ia
there " remarked Skinner.

“Beast

Dunter jammed e fat thumb into the
envelope, which was his elegant way of
opening a letter.

“I've been expecting this for some
fime,” he remarked, “I've written
TIncle George a lot of letters since he's
been abroad, inquiring after his

¢
¢
¢

t
4

health, you know, and telling him how
hard I'm workipg——"

“Oh, my hat!”

“And I've mentioned once or twice
that I conld do with some new books,”
said Bunier, “I mentioned I'd lost my
Latin dictionary

“Why, you fat bounder, you sold it
to IMishy for two bob!” cxelaimed
Nugent.

“Well, that was losing it, wasn't it?"
said Bunter. “I didn't tell him how
I’'d lost it—I simply said F'd lost it. I
think the least he could do would be
to weigh in with a quid for & new dick.
He's rather keen on my bagging prizes
and things. He offered mie a fiver last
term if I got away with the Latin
medal, But [ hadn't the time—"

“Not to mention the brains,”
remarked Skinner.

“Ma, ha, ha!”

“The absurd timcfulness is more
extensive than the estcemed brainful-

‘““ MAGNET » READERS BIG SURPRISE !

ness,”” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.

"%\"ali, I told him it covldn’t be done,
as I go in for games and things such
a lot—2""

*Oh, erumhs 1

“If he's standing me » quid for a
new dick,” eaid Bunter, “I can get the
old one back from Tishy for three bob
—and that will be seventeen bob to the
good. That meoans a spread in the
study. I may ask some of you fellows,
if you're civilL™

“The civility will be terrifie, my
esteemed Bunter.”

“Let's sec the quid first,” grinned

Boh Cherry.  “I'm not going o waste
a lot of civility for nothing.”
“Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter drew the letter from the enve-
lope and unfolded it. The satisfaction
faded ount of his fat face.

“Well 7" gaid Bob, with & chuckle.

“There—thore’s nothing in it—only
o letter |"”

R e TR - 3

A LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL !
STORY OF GREYFRIARS. ¢
By Frank Richards.

-
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“Then I'm jolly well not going to
be civil! Come on, you men—no good
stopping here being civil to Bunter !”

“Ha, ba, ho!”

Harry Wharion & Co walked away.
Billy Bunter stood blinking at the letter
in his fat hand.

He did not scem to be in a hurry to
read it. It scemed to have lost its
interest for him somehaoyw.

“Oh, crumbs !’ he said. "1 say, you
fellows, isn't this rotten? I've wasted
o lot of stamps writing to Uncle Georgo
—it costs twopence-ha'penny a time to
write to France, you know——"

“"How lucky they weren't your own
stamps !” remarked Skinner,

“Beast! ‘This is rather sickening,”
said Bunter, “I told him how I'd been
working with a borrowed dictionary,
you know—working so bhard that my
FForm master was getting alarmed about
my health——"

“Great pip 1”

“I guve him a description how I'd

sat up late, with a wet towel

b i indi
BILLY BUNTER SEEKING PRIZE 503, Dy, bead erinding
brings that you know, you’d think he

would weigh out something.”

“He mightn't have swallowed
it 1" chuckled Vernon-Smith,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Billy Bunter rolled dismally away
with the letter in his fat hand. It really
was, as he had said, sickening. If
Uncle George had taken tho trouble
to write at all, he really might have
put something in the lettor as well as
avuncular advice. If he fancied that
Bunter wanted good advice, without any
iam along with the pill, so0 to speak,
Uncle George was making a serious
mistake.

Bunter rolled out into the quad and
erumpled the letter in his hand. So
little did he valie the correspondence of
hia unecle, Mr. Grorge Bunter, that he
was tempted to toss the letter away un-
read. It did not scem very useful to
wade through a letter that was un-
accompanied by cash,

On second thoughts, however, the Owl
of the Remove decided to look ot it.
Thore was a possibility that it con.
tained some hint of a hope for the
future,

Tre Maexer Lisriry,—No. 1,159.
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“ Dear William I hove reoceived
several letters from you, and tn none
of them have I observed any improve
ment in your spetling.”

“Heast!” tnurmured DBunter, inter-
rupting his perusal to make that remavk
to his absent Uncle George.

“Il am glad to hear that you are
working so hard at your studies,
though il appears to me very singular
that the result is not reflected in your
Form master's reports of your pro-
gress.”

“Sare,” snorted Bunter—* just sarc!
Lot of good wasting twopence-ha’penny
% time to get a lot of sarc.”

“1 should be very glad to hear that
you had,’ for the first lime in your
sehool career, obtained some distine-
tion, however small, For this readon
I regow the offer I made you last
term.”

“Oh|” said Bunter.

“There is still time for you to enter
for the term's prize for Latin verse.”
“What rot!” grunted Bunter. *“It's

only o beastly book! Who the thump
wants a beastly book prize?™ .

“If you should gain this prize I will

send you the £5 note as soon as [

receive the official news.” ;

“Couldn’t take my word for it!”
snorted Bunter, “Couldo’t take his
own nephew’s word ! Beast 1”

“If your statement is correct that
you are working hard, this change in
your hobits should give you a fair
chance,

“ Pour affectionate uncle,
" Geonce BUNTER.”

Billy Bunter gave an emphatic snort.
Again he was tempted to toss away the
epistle from Mr. George Bunter. But
he changed his mind once more, and
crumpled it into his pocket. X

There vns a thoughtful expression on
his fat brow. Vgurk was work—a
nuisance and a beastly bore. But a
fiver was a fiver!

Tor the first time in his fat career,
Bunter seriously considered the possi-
bility of doing some workl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Astonishing the Natives !
=, UIET |”
“What”

o Quiet IJJ
Bunter.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
stared.

Really, it was
fellow etare.

Wharton and Nugent had come up to
their study—No. 1 in the Remove.
Naturally,  they expected to find it
vacant when they arrived.

But it was not vacant,

Billy Bunter was there, sitting at the
study table, a pen in his hand, ink on
his fat fingers, and an inky smudge on
his fat little nose.

He waved & fat hand to the chums of
the Remove as they presented them-
selves in the doorway. He requested
them to be quiet. Bunter, apparently,
did not want to be disturbed.

The two juniors gazed at him.

Had they left any tuck in the study,
they would not have been surprised to
een Dunter there, rooting in the cup-
board. They would not have been sur-
prised to see bim curled up in the arm-
chair before the fire, enjoying a frowst.
But_they were distinct g surprised to
see him seated at the table, surrounded
by books, pen in band, thoughtful end
laborious and inky.

Tue Maengr Lispany.—No, 1,159,

“

repeated  Billy

enough to make »

Punter had never been seen “swot-
ting * before. He seemed to be swotting
vow It was surprising; and perhaps,
to his Form master’s eye, it would have
been pleasing and gratifying. But the
fellows to whom- the study belonged
were neither pleased nor gratified.

“What the thump——” began Harry
Wharton.

_“Quiet " said Bunter, for the thixd
time,

“What the dickens—" asked Nugent.

“ Quiet |

“You silly ass!” ejaculated Wharton.
“What are you up to in our study?”

“Oh, really, Wharton—" o

“Mean fo say iou’ro swotting 1
exclaimed the astonished Nugent.

“Yes; shut up |”

o eichy been after you?t”

“No; shut up1”

“Look here, Bunter—"

“I say, you fellows, I wish you'd shut
up 1 said Bunter paevishl[y. “How’s &
fellow to work with two silly asses bray-
in;; at him all the time?"

‘Look here, you ass—"

“Don’t come into the study,” seid

Bunter., " You're interru%ting me! You
can go along to some other study, you
know.”

“\Wa happen to want- our own,” said
Wharton laughing. “8o the sooner you
travel the better. Why can’t you swot
in your own study?”

“Toddy's got some fellows therel
They wiﬁ keep jawing—just like you
fellows,” said Bunter. *Never saw such
a set of geese for cackling., Look here,
if you’re eoming into the study, just be
quiet! Sit down quietly and don’t move,
or say anything Seef?”

Having delivered this injunction,
William Ceorge Bunter gave his atten-
tion to his work again. He had Whar-
ton's Latin dictionary on one side of
him, Nugent's “Principia” on the
other, and an open volume of Virgil
before him. Tle was deep in Latin—
very deep.

“Well, my hat!” said Wharton.

He was more and more surprised.
Bunter was well known to entertain a
bitter hatred for the Latin tongue, and
a personal animosity against all the
clussical authors who had written in that
tongue. One sole quality Bunter allowed
to Latin; and that was, that putrid as
it was, it wasn't so putrid as Greek.

Bunter’s “con ” was casily the worst
in the Remove. With difficulty, and
the aid of a cane, Mr. Quelch drove
Bunter through the Form work,
Bunter scraped through in class, some-
how, he was satisfied—more than eatis-
fied. Bo long ns he wasn't licked, or
detained, or given lines, Bunter felt
that that was rood enongh. There were
fellowa in  the Remove. like Mark
Linley, who swotted sometimes, on the
unusual theory that thov had come to
school to learn things. But Bunter had
never been in the ranks of those earnest
youths. Tn vain, so far as Bunter was
concerned, had Mr. Quelch pointed out
the beautics of Virgil. DBunter was
totally blind to those beauties; and his
only feeling towards Virgil was a desire
to punch his nose.

ot horn he was—swotting!

Here he was—grinding Latin!

Hern he was, digging into the
 Fneid ¥ as if it were o popular novel,
a “"best-soller ” written in the worst of
English instead of the best of Latin.

It was not only surprising. ¥t was
staggering. It raised doubts in the
minds of the chuma of the Remove as
to Bunter's sanity. .

His oheck in taking possession of their
study to “swot® in was quite a
secondary matter.  That, indeed, was
like Bunter. It was the swotting that
was unlike him.

THE MAGNET

Standing by the study table, Wharton
and Nugent regarded Bunter, with
astonishment, with interest, and with a
little alarm.

He heeded them not.

He murmured over some versez from
the Vergilian volume, as if he were
enj_o%mg them; and then he began to
seribble.

He was scribbling Latin.

He was not tramscribing Virgil! It
was not a case of “lines.” He was
apparently taking the great Mantuan as
o model, and endeavouring to write
Latin verse in a similar style.

It was doubtless a praiseworthy
endeavour; but the siyle, it had to be
confessed, was not very similar. Had
P. Vergilius Mare been present, he
would hardly have detected the remotest
resemblance.

Still, Bunter was doing his best. No
fellow could do more than his best.

"Well, my hat!” repeated Wharton.

“Do shut up 1” said Bunter.

“But what—-"

llQuiat IJJ

“Is this a lark?” asked the puzzled
Nugent.

“Eh! No! Shutupl!”

“Well,” said Wharton, “I'm glad to
see ﬁycn.l doing some work, Bunter, for
the first time in your life, But we want
the study, old bean.”

“Quiet 1**

“Hullo, hallo, hallo I” Bob Cherry’s
powerful voice boomed in the doorway,
and he came in, with a trend that shook
the table. Johnny Bull and. Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh followed him in.

Billy Bunter glared at the new arri-
vals. His spectacles gleamed with
wr‘ath and indignation.

‘: Can't you be quiet ?”” he hooted.

Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's up?®
asked Bob. “Lines, old fat man?”

“Nol Bhut upl”’

“Not working ?” ejaculated Johnny
Bull, in amazement.

‘:Yes; shut up1”?

“My ecteem Bunter!” exclaimed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “What is
the absurd matter? Have you gone off
your preposterous oniom 1"

“Oh, "’“"ﬁt you fellows—"

“He's working,” said Harry Wharton,
nlmost dazedly. *“He's mugging Virgil.
He’s grinding Latin! He's swotting !
He's sapping! I suppose it’s some sort
of a tremendous joke, though I don't
quite see it.”

“And he's selected our study to do

f it in,” grinned Nugent, “and we're all

to sit down quietlg and not talk.*

“Ha, ha, hal

Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five
an exasperated glare. |

“Can't you be quiet, when a fellow’s
wcrking? he howled. “Look here,
slear off, and go and jaw in some other
study.”

“Buot we can’t box in another study,”
grinned Bob Cherry, “and we've got a
Loxing-mateh on I*

“You can't box here, you silly ass!
How am I going to write Latin verse
with you men kicking up a shindy ?*

“Tcho anrers, how 1" said Wharton,
laughing.

“The howfulness ja terrifie, my
esteemed and absurd Bunter.”

“Here's the gloves!” said Nugent.
He sorted two pairs of boxing-gloves out
of the study tupboard. “ Now shift the
table!™

“7T say, you fellows—"

il tub?e was whirled away to the
wall. Billy Bunter was left sitting with
his pen in his hand, and wrath in his
fat countenance.

*Took here, you bepsts—"

' Bhift, old fat man!”

“Shan’t?? :

But Bunter did shift, quite suddenly,
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Wun Lung’s active hands fastened on Bunter, and the next moment the Owl of the Remove found himself bent In a very
uncomfortable atittude, unable fo move without danger of cracking a bone !

as tho legs of his chair were hooked
away from behind. His fat person was
transferred to the foor, with a bump.

“Yooop |” '

“Roll away, barrel 1™

“Look here, you beasts, you can go
and box in Bob’s study ! yelled Bunter.

“Can’t!” said Bob. “Marky's swot-
ting thera! Marky’s swotting for the
Latin prize; the papers bave to go in to
Quelch next week.”

“Roll away, Bunter!”

“I say, you beasts——"

“QOh, let him sit there, if he likes”
said Bob tolcrantly. “If he gets trodden
on, I dare say he will roll away.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beasts 1”

Billy Bunter
waiting 1o be trodden on.
out into the Remove passage.
grabbed up books as he went.

“Bring those books back before prep,”
called out Nugent.

“Yah!”

Buater rolled up the Eassage, laden
with books—books of a kind that bad
never been known to appeel to Bunter
before.

“What on earth’s tho matter with
him?” asked Nugent. “Is it some
mysterious sort of a jape. or has he
gone off his rocker ?”

“Off his rocker, I fancy,” said Bob.
“He hadn't far to go! Now then, you
men, we're wasting time; never mind
Bunter.”

A four-handed mill was soon goin
on in Study No. 1; lately the scene o
Billv  Bunter’s uneccustomed and
amazing devotion to the classica. And
Bunter was forgotten.

]

rolled away without
He rolled
He

THE THIRD CHAPTER.,
Cool !

113 SAY, Marky, old fellow!”
E Mark Liuley leoked up, in sur-
prise,

The scholarship junior was in
his study—No, 13—in the Remove, work-
ing at the table, when Billy Bunter
rolled im.

He was not pleased by the interrup-
tion; but Mark was always ecivil. Ile
laid down his pen.

“Want anything, Bunter?” he asked.

“Well, yes, old chap!”

Mark smiled faintly. “Old fellow ™
and “old chap” from Bunter were
rather new, so far os Mark was con-
cerned. Bunter generally reserved those
cndearing eoxpressions for fellowa from
whom he wanted to borrow something.
And Mark had nothing to lend.

“Busy ?” asked DBunter, blinking at
the Lancashire junior through his big
spectacles,

“Yes,” said Mark.

Bunter blinked at the papera on the
table, and his fat lip curled. In spite
of his own recent and remarkable out-
break of swotting, Bunter had not
lost his lofty scorn for a swot.

“You're always sapping, ain’t you?”
he sneered. *You scem to like it1"

“Well, I want to get on, you know,”
said Mark mildly. “I’m not quite eo
well fixed as most of the fellows here,
and I have to take work a little more
seriously. And this kind of work isn't
so hard as some I've done in my time,”

“I dare say!” grunted Bunter. “You
worked in a mill, or & factory, or some-
thing, before you came herei”

“1 did!" nssented Mark,

“Well, look here,” said Bunter, “Bob

Cherry says you're working for the
Latin verse prize this term.”

“That's so!”

“What the thump are you doing it
for?” demanded Bunter indignantly.
“I ean understand a fellow like you,
always hard-up, slogging after money
prizes. You need the money!”

“Quite 1" said Mark quietly.

“But this isn’t 2 money prize—it's a
prize that old Quelech stands out of his
own pocket,” sald Bunter. “A rotten
book—a blinking copy of a blinking elas-
sical author. What's the good of that?”

“Well, I should like a good edition of
Virgil,” said Mark smiling. “It's
generous of Quelch to offer it; it costs
him a guinea !

“You mean you could sell it second-
hand 7" asked Bunter. “You don't get
much for second-hand classics. They're
o drug in the market.” i

*I don't mean that,” said Mark. *I
shouldn't think of selling it—not that it
would fetch much.”

“Then what do you want it for?”

“Well, it’s a distinction, and I should
like the baok. Anihaw, what does it
matter to you?" asked Liunley in sur-
prise. “ You're not interested in it, are
youi"

“Y just am1” said Bunter,

“How 1" asked Mark.

“I'm ioing in for itl”

Mark Linley jumped.

‘lYou ?)l

“Why not mo?” demanded Bunfer
warmnly. *“I've generally lot prizes and
things go, because I've no time for such
rot. But as it happens, I'm going in
for this one.”

Mark stared at him. Then he smiled.
The idea of William Gaorga Bunter
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swotting for & Latin prize was enough
to make any fellow smile. :

“Well, what are gnu grinning at?”
demanded Bunter indignently.

“Sorry, old bean! %ut—-—"

* But what, blow youi"” .

“Well, T wish you luck,” said Mark
“If you don’t get the prize, you'll
improve your Latin, and it will help
you in class.”

“] ean write Latin verses,” saud
Bunter. “I don’t say I can turn them
out like you; I'm no swot. T've got
other things to do beside grmdm%
filthy Latin. But I can make verses,
suppose.”

*Of course,” said Mark.

“There you go again!
haven’'t a chance against you
Quelchy’s rotten prize?” .

“Well, really, I don't think you've
much,” osdmitted ark. “I've b'fe“
working for whole terms, while you've
been slacking. It’s bound to make a
difforence, you know. 1 don’t think
yow've got much chance against the
other fellows who are entered. if you
come to that.”

“You're the dark horse,” said Bunter
ghrewdly. *Every man in the Remove
thinks that you will pull it off.”

“That’'s enconraging,” said Marl,
with a smile.

“Wall, lock here, I want you to stand
out,” said Bunter.

“ Wha-a-at 7"

“Btand outl
you know,”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ 1 wouldn’t ask you, if it was a money
prize,” said Bunter, with a fat snecr.
#1 know you’re hard up for money! But
it's only o rotten book, so you can
afford to stand out. Seel”

“My dear ass—" .

«“I'm going in for it, and ¥'.n working
jolly hard,” said Bunter. "I was swot-
ting this afternoon, but I've been inter
rupted by a lot of beasts. T've got a
lot of leeway to make up.”

“You have|” grinned Mark.

“Well, is it a go?” asked Bunter
«Stand out, old chap, and give a fellow
a chance. Don’t be selfish 1

Mark Linley shook his head.

“¥You don’t want a rotten silly book 1”
urged Bunter.

“Well, if it’s a rotten silly book, you
don’t want it either,” said Mark,
laughing.

“That's different. You see, my Uncle
George has offered to stand me five quid
if 1 pull it off 1" :zplained Bunter.

“Oh !” ejaculated Mark. .

“Now, I"h do the fair thing,” said the
Ow!l of the Remove. “That book that
Quelchy gives away costs & guinea. If
you seﬁ it to the second-hand book-shop
In Conrtfield, they may give you five
hob—not more! Well, I'll stand you
the five bob out of my uncle’s fiver, if
I pet the prize. That's a foir offer.
what 7

“My dear idiot—"

“Js it a go?” asked Bunter.

“No fear 1”

“Look here, you beast—I mean, lock
here, old chap—"

“For goodness' sake, don’t be such an
ass1” exclaimed Mark. “I've done a
lot of work for my paper. I've written
my verses. They've only got to be
polished a bit. Do you think I'm geing
to chuck them away1”

“Yes; that's the
Dunter,

“Well, my hat 1”

“Don’t be selfish, you know,” urged
Bunter. “I never could stand selfizh-
ness. Look here, Linley, I want that
fiver—sea1”

“Fathead! Every other man that’s in
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" But—"
You think |
for

Give a fellow a chance,

idea I aszented

for it will beat you, even if I stand
out §”

“That's rot I said Bunter. “You're
the dark horse—I can beat the others!
I may be sble to get some of them to
stand out, tco, Wharton’s a beast, but
he may comsent. And Todd—I may be
able to manage Toddy. Now, old
fellow, stand out to oblige me.”

** Fathead 1"

“Or I'll tell you what,” said Bunter,
as if struck by a sudden new, brilliant
dea “You say you've done your verscs
for the prize?”

o Yes L]

“Well, give ‘o to me—"

* What

“I'll copy 'em out, sce, and bag the
prize with them ?” said Bunter eagerly.
“Then T shall get the fiver from my
Unel: George. You don't lose anything,
and I get the cash—see? T'll give you
the prize book.”

“Oh crumbs I

“ That's rather a nobby idea—what 1"
asked Bunter, ‘ Lots of fellows wouldn't
have thought of it. Brains, you know.’

“1f you think I'm going to help you
swunrﬁigt;, your uncle—"

“Run away and play!” said Mark.
“I've got some work to do!t”

“Look here——"?

“T really can't waste time,” said
Mark. “Wingate of the Sixth has lent
me his Horace to copy out an ode, and
I've got to return the book. 8o do clear
off. there’s a good chap 1”?

Bunter sniffed.

“You can’t afford to buy a Horace for
yourself 17 he sneered.

“No, I can’t! Buzz off I”

“You're the only man in the Remove
that can tackle Horace!” sneered
Bunter. *“Nobody elsa in the Form
could read him! Nobody else wanis tol
Making out that you can consirue
Hornce! VYaht”

Mark Linley rose from the table,

“Will you clear off "’ he asked.

“1 say, old chap, I'll tell you what,”
said Bunter. “You keep out of it, and
I'll stand you a quid out of the fiver
over and a{ove.”

“There's the door ™

“ My dear old chap—"

“For goodness’ sake,
claimed Mark impatiently.

“ Beast 1”

 Buzz off I”

Billy Bunter blinked at the scholar-
ship junior Evidently it was useless to
opply endearing terms to this follow—
useless to make him pgenerous offers,
Here, as elsewhere, Bunter was fated
to meet with the selfishness to which he
was so sadly accustomned, Naturally,
he was wrathy.

“Well, you rotter,” he said, "1 might
have known that a rank outsider like
you wouldn't do the decent thing ! Why,
a fellow like you—a lew rotter—ought
to jump at the chance of cbliging a
gentleman |”

“(Oh, my hat”

“You've been hore long cnough to
learn to be decent!” said Bunter
warmly. “You're a low roiter from
some beastly slum, but yau've seen me
every day for whole terms—you’ve had
a chance to model yourself on me if
you'd liked! You've let it slide. You
could have taken me as a model, and
cecome like me—as near as a low fellow
could become like a fellow of good
f;utnilyl But vou've never even wanted
to ar

“ Right on the wicket1” said Mark.
“Now travel 1"

“1If it wasn’t for woiling my hands on
an inferior,” maid Bunter, with great
wrath, *I'd jolly well mop up the study

bunk I  ex-
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with you! But I won't soil my hands
an you, Linley 1"

“They’re really eoiled enough
already |” remarked Linley. “A wash
would do them good 1"

“Why, you—you—you cheeky rotter 1
gasped Bunter. “ For two pins I'd take
you by tha seruff of the meck and bung
your checky face into the coal-locker }”

“Done!” said Mark, chuckling.
“Here you are!”

He picked two pins from the mantel-
ﬁ!m and held them out in the palm of

i3 hand.

Bunter blinked at them.

“Eh—what do you mean?”

“Here’s the two pins! Now bung my
face into the coal-locker I”

“On second thoughts, I'd rather not
touch you! A fellow must draw a line
somewhere, and I draw it at touching a
scallywag from a slum 1" said Bunter,
with withering scorn.

“Well. I'm not so jolly paiticular,”
remarked Linley. “I don’t mind
touching u checky, fat porpoise—and
I'm going to touch him—like that 1"

“Yaroooh | roared Bunter, as the
Lancashire junior grasped him by the
collar “Leggo ! You rotter ! Yooooop "

Billy Bunter spun round in Linley’s
athletio grasp. IEB whirled towards the
door.

“Leggo!” yelled Bunter. “T'll jolly
well lick you! I'll— Whooop 1”

There was o thud as a boot landed on
Bunter's tight trousers. He flew
through the doorway

Mark Linley closed the door of Study
No. 13. Bunter sat in the Remove
passage and spluttered. He scrambled
to his feet at lost.

“ Beast I” he roared through the key-
hole of Study No. 13 “VYahl BSwot!
Buxf Prize hunter! Vah!”

nd then Bunter hastily retired from
the scene without pausing for a roply.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Is Pleased !

" IVE pounds I”
F “«What 1
Mr. Quelch stared. So did

oll the Remove.

It was tho following morning, and the
Lower Fourth were in class, It was
third lesson, and Henry Bamuel Quelch
was taking his class through rly
English history.

Billy Bunter sat in his place, with an
vnusually thoughtful expression on his
fat brow

Anyone who did not know Bunter
might have supposcd that he was devot-
ing earnest attention to Mr. Quelch’s
valuable instructions.

Runter, us a matter of fact, was think-
ing. but pot of Early English history.
His fat thoughts were running on the
munificent reward offered by his Uncle
George should he succeed in bagging
the prize for Latin verse.

He had sei himself a difficult task.
He knew that But the thought of the
fiver spurced him on, and he had deter-
mined that somehow, by nook or by
crook, he was going to land that prize.

After all, why shouldn’t Bunter bag
a prize for Latin verses? Fellows like
Wharton and Linley, and even Smithy,
conld write respectable Latin  verse,
Bunter had more brains than the lot of
them put together—at least, such was his
fixed belief.

And in Latin verse you didnt have
to make the beastly stuff rhyme—that
was an udvantage. You just had to
eling the ro* together somchow and
make it scan, more or less—in Buntcr's
case, probably, it would be rather less
than ore.



EVERY SATURDAY

A fver was o fiver! Bunter did ned
want a rotten book prize, and he was
not keen on a scholastie distinetion; bub
he did want his unele’s fiver, and he
wanted it bad.

If that brute Linley had only stood
out, and let Bunter use his verses, it
would hove been all right. Why he
wouldn't was a mystery to Bunter—he
would have got the rotten book, all the
same, and Bunter would have got the
fiver. That would have been satisfac-
tory all round. But Linley had jibbed,
and Bunter had had to make up his fat
mind to work at the fhing and beat
Linley. Fortunatcly, it was only a
matter of putting time into it; about
the ability [l)xa had no doubt. .

Bunter was rather given to counting
his chickens before hatching-time. As
ho sat in cluss that morning he was
spending the fiver—in his thoughts, A
foed in the study—rather a big feed—
that was the first item on the pro-
gramme. And another feed to follow it
~—and then, perhaps, another | Bunter
had plenty 0? food for thought, and he
was not bothering about English history.

And so he did not heed the voico of
hiz Form master when it was speeially
addressed to him. In the mental con-
templation of the fiver and the expendi-
ture thercof Bunter forgot time and
space.

He was not in the least interested in
Hengist and Horsa, and in the British
King Vortigern who had, so unfortu-
pnately for himself, called in the aid of
those ancient Saxon rovers!

“And what,” asked Mr. Queleh,
“what did the British King offer Hen-
gist and Horsa as the reward of their
sorvices, Buntert”

“Fige pounds!” answered DBunter,
without stnppjém(tg to think, as his atten-

e

tion was suddenly called. He was
following his own train of thought, not
Henvy Samuel Quelch’s,

“What? Bunter! What—what did
you say "

Thera was a chuckle in the Remove.

“I—I—I mean—" gasped Bunter,

“What do you mean?” hooted Mr.
Quelch. “How dare you make such a
ridiculous answer, Bunter? IHave you
already forgotten that Hengist and
Horsa were rewarded with the Isle of
Thanet 7"

“W-w-were
Bunter.

“You are paying no attention to the
lesson, Bunter,”

"Oh! Yes, sir] Lots! 1—I heard
everything you  wore saying, sir!”
asped Bunter.  “I—I was thinking all
the time about Uncle Hengist—"

“Whatt”

#“J—1 mean Uncle Ceorge—that is to
say, Hengist and George—I mean,
Horsa!” stammered Bunter. “Kin
Thanet offered them the Island o
Horsa—I—1 mean—->" Bunter was
getting a little mixed.

“You will write out the whole of this
section after classes to-day, Bunter.”

“Dh erikey 1"

“Silence " said Mr. Quelch, in a for-
midable voice.

After that incident, Bunter tried to
distniss Uncle George’s fiver from his
mind, and to bestow his attention on
Early English history.

It was hard lines on a {ellow, who was
now devoted to classical studies, to have
to give his attention to such rot. Bun-
ter wislied that Hengist and Horsa had
stayed at home—if there ever were any
such persons, which he doubted.

When third school was over, and the
Remove dismissed, DBunter lingered
behind the rest of the I'orm.

Mr. Quelch remained at his desk, and
he glanced in surprise at the fat junior,

they, sir?” gasped

13

“If—if you pleace, sic—" stam-
mered Bunter.

“Be brief t”

“I—I want you to put my name
down, sir, for the Latin verse Erim.f’

Mr. Quelch almost fell off his high

stool.

“What?” he cjaculated.

“J—I—I'"m going in for it, sir!”

“Bless my soull” soid the Remove
master,

“The—the fuct is, sir, I—I find T've
got rather a gift for writing Latin
verses,” suid Bunter. “I—U'm fond of
it! Tve heen giving o lot of attention
to Virgil lutely, sir, and—and I thin

I could write much the same stuff if I
tried.” .

“Goodiess gracious me!” said Mr.
Quelch.

il

“If it's not too late, sir——"

“Are you serious, Bunter?”

“Oh, yes, sirl Pm—I'm rather keen
on the prize, siv., If it were a money

\\I:/

Circus Manager (after haar-
ing loud scraams followad by
deep groans) : ‘' Qood gad!
What was that T Has the lien
escaped and pounced on
someons 7 "

Clrcus Hand : ¢ No, sir;
it’s only the man who walks
on swords barefooted. He'’s
just been and trod on a tin-
tack! "™

T. Russ, of 123, Walevan

Buildings, Old Kent Road, Lon-
don, 5.E.1, wins one of this week's
useful penknives for- supplying
MAGNET readers with the above
laugh.
. You know a joke, chum? Put
it on paper and send it along. A
pocket-knife will be your reward
if it makes the bell ring!

| o

prize, I shouldn’t bother about it; but
being a book, I feel that 1 should like

to have it.”
my repeated Mr.
Quelch.

He gazed at Bunter,

His gaze was astonished, but not un-
kindly. Bunter had about as much
chance of winning a Latin prize, as of
winning the school mile. But the desire

soul }”

to make the a.ttcm(ll\fl was, at least,
creditable, so far as Mr. Quelch could
It meant work; and never,

={af: N

hitherto, had Bunter displayed any feel-
{pkg towards work except a strong dis-
ike.
“Tf—if you think I've got a chanece,
gir—* said Bunter modestly.

“1 cannot flatter you with any—any
groat hope, Bunter,” said the Remove
master, “Nevertheless, I am pleased to
hear that you desire to enter for the
prize. Your name should have been
given in before; however, that is
immaterizl. You may certainly enter,
and I will put down your pamo with
pleasure.”

*“Thank you, sir!”

“The papers, however, must be

%k shall

7

hended in in a week's Hmse,” said Mw.
Quelch, eyeing Bunter very curiowdly.
“Vou have not left yourself much thme
for work, Punter.”

“I've been rather swotting lately,
sir,” snid Bunter. “The fact is, sir, I'm
rather keen on Latin, sir.”

“You have shown mno sign of this
hitherto, Bunter,”

“Ohl I-T'm going to work jolly
ha‘Ed, sir—"

I commend your resolution, Bunter!
Certainly I wish you every success. I
om glad to see that you desire to obtain
some slight distinction, Your name
be put down.” Mr. Quelch
paused.  “In the circumstances, you
need not write out the imposition I gave
you this morning.  You will need all
your time for study.”

“Oh! Thank you, sirt”

Bunter's fat face was bright as he
rolled out of the Form-room, His new
departure had already been rewarded—
he had got off a beastly imposition. That
was so much to the good, even if he
did not land the book prize and Unele
George's fiver,

Mr. Quelch gazod after him as he
went, puzzled, but pleased. This
change in Bunter was very grafifying.

If the most backward and obtuse
member of his Form was going to take
o keen intorest in the classics, it was a
change very much for the better, and
was likely to make Mr. Queleh’s task
less laborious in dealing with that
backward pupil.

Had Bunter wanted to eunter for a
money prize, Mr. Quelch could have
understood that in & contest between
greed and laziness, greed had got the
upper hand.

But tliere was no money in this! The
term's prize for Latin verse, in_ the
Remove, was o volume of Virgil. Only
o really studious fellow ecould have
wanted to obtain such a prize. There
were plenty of fellows in the Remove
who would not willingly have taken it
as a gift,

Mr. Quelch’s opinion of Bunter rose
considerably.

He was not aware of that letter from
Mr. George Bunter, or of TUncle
George's connection with the matter.
Had Mr. Quelch boen aware of that, his
opinion of William George Bunter
would not perhaps have risen so much.

n'the Remove, they know.

MHarry Wharton & Co. had been
astounded, the previous day, to find
Bunter swotting Latin, But the secret

was out now; though the fellows had
hardly believed that Bunter would have
the "“neck * to enter for a Latin prize,
When it came out that Bunter's name
was down, there was a roar from one
end of the Remove to the other.

“Bunter's in for the Latin prize!”

“ Bunter's going to do a paper Tor
Quelchy’s blinking book !”

“ Bunter, you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Bunter! Ila, ha, ha!”

T!';u.t was how the Remove commented
on if.

That evening, in Study No: 7, Bunter,
instead of scamping his prep as usual,
worked at it with a wrinﬁled fnt brow.
After prep, instead of rolling down to
the Rag, Bunter remained in the study,

“1 wanut your Latin dick, Toddy,” he
told Peter Todd, “and your Latin
grammar[”

Peter Todd grinned.

“You can have them, old [at bean!
Don’t smother them with ink, or stick
the papges together with jam.”

“0l, really, Todd ? .

‘*How long are you going to keep thia
up, PBunter?” asked Toddy, with
friendly interest.
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“Eh? Until I bag the prize——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blossed if 1 see anything .o cackle
et. 1 eay, Toddy, I'd like you to stand
out of it. Be a pal, you know.”

“1t wouldn’t do ?ou any good, fat-
head! Quelchy will have o fit when
he sves your paper! May bring on
apoplexy.”

* Beast 1"

Toddy departed from the study chuck-
ling. {Ia ?aft Billy Bunter at work;
covering sheets of paper with experl
mental Latin verses, which undoubtedly
would have made Quintilian stare and

asp. Buntor was tired and inky when

e went to the Remove dormitory that
night. He dreamed of Uncle George's
fiver; and of the glorious feeds it was
going to bring, ang smiled in hia sleep.

—

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
“Ii’s an Il Wind—*'

L ALLO, hallo, hallo! Enjoy-
ing life?”’” boomed ob
Cherry.

Mark Linley did not look

a8 if he was enjoying lfe. <
He was loitering under the chns in
tho quad, in morning break, a few days
later. There was o letter erumpled 1n
his hand and a sombre shadow on bis

ace. .
Ho_smiled faintly at Bob's boisterous

greeting. .
“N-no; not exactly!” he replicd.
“Been overdoing the jolly old

classics?’ asked Bob. * You swot too
much, old bean. And you've got simply
no chanee for Quelchy’s prize, now
you've got Bunter against you. What?
" But Mark did not laugh. )

“ Anything up 7"’ asked Bob, becoming

ve. "1 say, what's the trouble? Give

it a name,"

«1 sghall have to leave for a weck or
two, I think,’" sasid Mark. “TI've had
rather rotten news from home.”

& S:?rr'y 1" said Bob. “Is it anything

“My father’s ill,”’ said Mark. *I
don’t think it’s serious—nothing to be
alarmed about. But—it means a lot
of trouble at home. And—and I'm
wanted there.”

“Hard lines!"” said Bob sympathetic-
ally. “I suppose you can got leave
from the Head to gof”

“Qh, yes; 1 think so0.”

“You can shove in your paper for
Quelchy's prize before you go,” kasid

. “You needn't miss that.”

Mark shook his head.

1 haven't finished it, I've done it,
vou know, but it wants a lot of polish-
ing before I can hand it in. 1 wouldn't
like Quelch to see any but the best I
can do.”

“Bosh "' said Bob. *‘ Your worst will
be beticr than some fellows' best, I
can jolly well tell you that, Marky !I”

“ All the same, I shall eut it out,”” snid
Mark. *1 wouldn't let Quelch see it
unfinished.”

“Rot! You're too jolly therough,”
waid Bob. *You overdo 1it, old bean.
I gam say if's quite good enough as it

Mark shook his head again.
“Anyvhow, I'm not thinking much
about that,”” he said, “I've got to see
Quelch and esk leave to go home, J—
Pm rather anxious to see the dad "
Rolr walked with his chum to the
House, and Mark went to his Form
master's study. He came out in o few
minutes and rejoined Bob.
“It's oll right,”” he said. " Quelchy
is o brick. Me’s looked me out & train,
Tne Maexer Lisnary.—No. 1,169

too! I'vo got o cut off inside ten
minutes,”

“I'll help you get your things to-
gother.”’

It did not take Mark Linley long to
goet his things together. Within ten
minutes he was hurrying out at the
;éaics with a bog in his hand, and Bob

herry waved him good-bye from the
gateway and cut bucE to the House just
in time for third school.

Mark’s absence was noticed in class
and most of the fellows wondered
where ho was. Bob Cherry told his
chums, when they came out after school,

“Poor old Marky!” he said. “He’s
had to go home. His pater’s knocked
up. We shall miss him for a week or
two.'’

“Hard cheese ! said Wharton,

“The hardfulness of the estecmed
cheese i3 terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Sinfh.

“I say, you fellows—'"

*“Oh, buzz off, Bunter!”

“ Bonst ! say, has Linley gono
bome?” demanded Bunter.

"YEB. ass i

“What about the Latin prize "' asked
Bunter eagerly. “I suppose he's
cutting that?"”

“Yes, fathcad!”

“QOh, good!”

“Br-r-r-r-r- 1"

“I say, you fellows, it's jolly lucky
Linley's pater getting ill just now, isn’t
it?"" said Bunter bright]y. “Couldn't
have Happened better.”

“Why, you fat villain—"

“QOh, really, Cherry! The [act is,
I was rather afraid of Linley's pnper,"
said Bunter. “I don’t mind admitting
tha.tl. Linley had & chance of beating
me."’

“0Oh, erumbs! Just s bare chanee,
I suppose?’ asked Johnny Bull, with
deen sarcasm.

“That’s it,” assented Bunter. “Just
a bare chanee. You sce, I took the

thing up rather late, Given time, I
could beat Linley at Latin, or anything
else. But he had o long start, and he

might have pulled it off. So this really
is a stroke of luck.”

Bunter beamed at the Famous Five,
apparently expecting them to share his
satisfaction.

“You're sure he's cutting the Latin
prize, Bob?” he esked.

“He said so,”” grunted Bob.

“Of course, ho could have left his
paper with Queleh—"

“Well, be hasn’t!”"

“Y cdare say it didn't amount to
much,” remarked Bunter. *“He told
me he'd written if, but it wanted £nish-
ing, or something. Most likely it was
no goc-d. Swo*ting ie all very well; but
brains are wanted, too. That's where
I come in.”’

“Oh, erumbs1”

“8till, T'm glad he's out of it,”’ said
Bunter thoughtfully. ‘It really couldn’s
have happened better, could it ?"”

“ Fatheard I

“0Oh really, Cherry! If you're not
civit you needn’t expect to be asked to
the spread when 1 get my uncle’s fiver.”

“When !I”” grinned Johnny Bull

“Theé whenfulness ia terrific!”

“ywell, T fancy T shall get it now
Iinlev's gone,” said Bunter com-
placently. “He waa tae dark horee,
you know. I ehall beat you all right,
Wharton."

“VYou're welcome, old fat man!” said
th» captain of the Remove, laughing.

“And you've got very little chance
againet me. Nugent-—"

“ Poor me!"" sighed Nugent,

“Toddy's got a chance; but I'm
hoping that he will do the decent thing,
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and stand out. I've offered him the
baok, if I get the fiver."

“Oh ray hat1”

" Russell’s got a bit of a chance, but
he's rather a decent chap, and I think
I can get him to stand out. I shall
offer him the book, if I get it, and
that will save him baving to swot."

“Ha, ha, oal”

“ Blessed if I ree anything to cackle
at, 1 think you might stand out, as
well , Wharton, after all I've done for
you.

“Are {on going to offer me the book,
too?" asked Harry Wharton.

“Yes, old chap. I don't want the
prize, I want the fiver. You stand out
and you shall have the book.”

“ As well as Teddy and Russell 1"

“0Oh! I—I moan—""

“That’s three fellows who are goin
to_have the bgok, if Bunter bags it,”
said Frank Nugent. “Won't you offer
it to me, too, Bunter??

“Ha, ha, 5y

“Marky was an ass not ‘o hand the
paper in to Quelch before he went,”
said Bob. “He's never satisfied unless
Le’s done a thing thoroughly. But I'll
bet his paper 13 good ‘enough as it
stands. I've e jolly good mind to look
for it and hand it in for him.”

“Why, you beast " ejaculated Bunter.
“Don’t you jolly well do anything of
the kind. You mind your own business,
blow you!"

“It is my business, to look after m
pal's interast while he's away. I've
a jolly good mind to. He must have
left it in the study,” said Bob.

“Good ecgg!” said Harry Wharton.
*Quelchy would take it with the rest,
and it would buck Linley to bog the
prize—"

*“1 gay, you fellows—""

“8hut up, Bunter "

“Shan't!"” roared Bunter, in great
indignation. *“You leave Linley's paper
alone! Leave him out of it! What's
the good of his father being ill at all
if he's going in for the prize just the
same 7"

“Oh, my hat! You fat frump——""

“You mind your own bizney,”” said
Bunter. **Look here, you fellows, I'll
tell you what. If you can find that
pager of Linley’s, you hand it to mo
un _l,

“Wha-a-at "

“I'll copy it out and use it, sea?
That will save me all the trouble of
swotting.””

“Why, you—you—you—"
Bob.

“No good working for nothing,"” said
Bunter. “You see that? Of course,
T'll treat you fairly. T'll ask you all
to the spread when I get the fiver from

wasped

Unecla George. Beef’
“ Why, vou—you fat swindler—"’
“"Oh, really, Wharton! I sup

there's no harm in using Linley’s Latin
paper, if he doesn't want it himself.
Look here TI'll stand you fellows a feed
all round, out of mv uncle’s fiver, if
you'll find that paper and hand it over
io me. Now, what sbout it?”

Bunter blinked inouiringly at the
Famous Five, Evidently William
George Bunter saw no more harm in
borrowin%: Latin paper to win a prize
than in borrowing a dictionary or a
half-crown

“Tt will save ma all tho trouble of
swotting for the prize, see?"” he urged.
“I'm gehting fod-up with it, you know.

Is it a2 go?'
“You burbling bandersnatech——""
“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You pifiing porpoise—"

“0Oh, really, Rull—"

“ Roll away !"” roared Bob Cherry.
“Look here, I'll stand you something
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out of the fiver,” said Buntor desper-
ately. 1 suppose that's what you'ro
after ! How much do you want?”

The Famous Five did not answer that
question.  Words were wasted on
William George Bunter.

They proceeded to actions.

Five pairs of hands collared Bunter,
and the fat Owl of the Remove sat down
in the Form-room passage, with a
mighty bump.

“Whooop "

“Give him another!”

Bump !

“Y arooooogh!”
roared Bunter.

And the TFamous
Tive walked away,
and left him roaring.

THE SIXTH P
CHAPTER. -
Nothing Doing ! j

ITTLE Wun
E Lung, the
Chinese

junior, sat up
in the armchair in
Study No. and
blinked with his
almond oyes at a fat
figure that hed )
stepped into the deor-
way, after opening
the door softly and
cautiously.

Wun Lung was
alone in the study,
Bob Cherry and
Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh being at tea
with their friends in
Study No. 1, and
Mark Linley, by that
time, at his home far
away in the North.
The little Chinee was
curled up in the arm-
chair, half-asleep, when Billy Bunter
pushed the door open and blinked into
the study. But he was not quite
asleep, and his almond eyes opened
vory wide at the sight of the Owl of
the Remove.

“What Buntee wantea?” asked Wun
Lung.

Bunter started. He had not, for the
moment, observed the diminutive figure
in the armchair.

“0Oh1” he ejaculated, *“Nothing!”

Wun Lung grinned.

“Buntee take um and go!” he sug-
gosted.

Buntor did not go He had watched
his opportunity, when Bob and Hurree
Singh were out of the study. He came
in and closed the door.

“] say, kid.” said Bunter. “ Quelchﬁ
wants to see you in his study. You’
better cut along.”

“Me no tinkee,” gaid Wun Lung.

“] came specially to tell you,”
Bunter

“Me tankee fat Buntee,” said Wun
Lung placidly. *“ No go sea Quelchy.”

“You'll get nto a row.”

“Allee light.”

Bunter breathed hard. He was there
to search Mark Linley’s study for the
Latin paper Mark had left brhind in
hiis hurried departure., It was rather
diffienlt to proceed in the presence of
n witness,

Bunter was very keen on that paper,

The dividing line between honesty and
dishonesty was far from being clearly
marked in Bunter's fat mind.

He was going to produce. by hard
work, o winning paper, and using
Mark's per instead would save him
the hard work.

That was how Bunter looked at it;

said

LW
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that was the way his powerful intellect
worked.

In point of fact, Bunter was already
fed-up with swotting.

The first day he had swotted hard;
he had even sat up late at night with
an ice block on his head to encourage
inspiration; the second day he swotted
hard ; the third day he had relaxed his
efforts a little; tho fourth day he had
relaxed his efforts a lot; the fifth day
he bad merely toyed with his olassio
studiea.

He was as keen as ever on Uncle
George's fiver. But his keenness for
classical studies had left him. His
powerful brain was trying to evolve
some easier method of accomplishing
the desired result.

The fortunate—the very fortunate
circumstance that Mark’s father was ill,
and that Mark had had to go home,
seemed to Bunter like & wonderful
stroke of luck just when it was wanted.

Mark did not want to hand in his
Latin paper without giving 1t the
finishing touches to make it the best he
could do. Mark was particular on such
points; Bunter wasn't He was pre-
pared to hand in Mark’s paper as it
stood—if he could get hold of it.

The question was, could he? Mark
bhad left it somewhere in his study, but
thers were lota of papers about the
study, and n search was required. That
meant eéxertion—and Bunter disliked
exertion. Still, it was less exertion to
search & study than to swot Latin. That
derided it for Bunter.

Wun Lung settlod down comfortably
in the armchair. hix almond eyes on
Bunter.

Bunter blinked at him morosely.
Although he wns satisfied with the

“ For two pins I’d bung your cheeky facein the coai locker ! ”’ said Bunter valiantly. Mark Linley,
with a grin, picked two pins from the mantelpiece and held them out invitingly to the fat junior.

honourableness of his intended procecd-
ings, Bunter realised that they had to
be kept dark. He had to get rid of
Wun Lung somehow, and the little
Chinee showed no sign of moving.

“Look here, Quelch will bo waxy if
you don't go, kid!” he eaid.

Wur Lung orly grinned, implying
that that chicken would not fght.

Bunter glared at him.

“ Look here. if you want a licking, you
pigtmled freak——"" be began.

' No wantee.”

“The fart is I've como here to do
some lines for Cherry1” said Buntor.

*“Allee light! Velly good of Bunteo
to do lines for Chelly I said Wun Lung
amiably.

"Well, 1 can’c do lines with you fool-
ing around.” said Bunter. ‘“You can
go out for o walk.”

“ No wantee walkee.”

Billy Bunter pushed back his culfs.

Bunter wos not a fighting-man, as a
rula, He disliked exertion, and he dis-
liked getting damaged. But the little
Chinee was not a dangerous adversary;
and Bunter could be quite warlike when
there was no danger to be encountered.

“Now I'm fed-up with your cheek,
you blessed heathen,” said Bunter.
‘Get out of this study!”

Wun Lung did not stir. It was per-
haps rather cool to turn a fellow out of
his own study, but that did not matter
to Bunter. He had no doubt that he
could do it, and that was all that
mattered.

“Are you going1” be demanded.

" No goey "

*Then I'l! jolly well make you I" said
Bunter determinedly; und he grasped

Tre Macner Lmnary.—No. 1,150,
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the back of the armchair, tilted it, and
pitched Wun Lung out oa the carpet.

“Bunter velly bad ietter,” said Wun
Lung, picking himself up. “Buntee fat
lotter! Me no goey I

“We'll jolly soon see about thatt”
prinned Bunter, and he rushed at the
littla Chinee and scized him with a
pair of fat hands,

Wun Lung returned grasp for grasp.

Billy Bunter, greatly to his surprise,
found that the diminutive Celestial was
not wax in his hands. There was more
than twice as much of Bunter ns there
was of Wun Lung, and if weight could
have done it Bunter would have been
an easy winner. But what Wun Lung
Jacked in weight he made up in cat-
like agility. His active hands fastened
on Bunter, his active limbs secmed eel-
like in their flexible activity.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

e found himself bent in a very un-
comsfortable attitude; unable to inove
without danger of cracking a bone. He
remembered—rather late—that Wun
Lung waas rather an adept in ju-jutsw.

“Ow!” gurgled Bunter. * Of,‘gD!
You'll break my arm! You little
beastly heathen, leggo! Qooooch I

Wun Lung grinned in his agonised

ace.

“Allee light! he said cheerfully,
“Me bleakee that bonee——"

“Yow-ow-ow |

“Buntes waitee one minute, he heal
that bonee go clack

“ Yarooogh I y

“Bonea pgoey clack-clack!” grinned
Wun Lung.

“Ow!” moaned Bunter. Bomehow or
other, Bunter did nobt even guess now,
Wun Lung had got his right arm fized
in an impossible position, and the Cwl
of the Remoye was ai his merey. “Owl
Leggo! I—I won't thrash you!”

“Buntee velly good!” chuckled Wun
Lung.

“I—1 won't kick you out, old chap!
Leggo!”

“Ronee goey clack, clack, velly soon.”

“Yaroocoh [

“Bonee  bleakee =oll to  small
piccee—"
“Whocop! Leggo! Help!”

“¥'posee no bleake Buntee honee, fat
Buntee goey 'way?” asked Wun Lung.

“Ow! Yes! Anything you like!”
wailed Bunter. “Leggo! Ow! Wow!
You little heathen beast—I mean, dear
old -chap, let go! I was enly larking,
you know—just larking.”

e lar{;ea, too!” grinned Wun
Tong. “Plenty larkee, bleakee bopee!
What you tinkeef®

“Nwl Tiret Help!”

Bump!

Billy Bunter was suddenly released,
and he sprawled on the floor of Study
No. 13. He =at up and gasped.

“Ow! You little beast! Wow!
Keep off. you heathen! I'm goingl
Oh orumhs!  T—T°1 lick wou another
time! Keep off ! howled Bunter, and
he squirmed to the door and vanished.

Wun Lung chuckled softly, and settled
down in the armechair again, Billy
RBunter did not return to Study No. 13.
The search for Mark Linley’s Latin
paper was unavoidably postponed.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner, Too !

AROLD SKINNER  strolled
H along the Remove passage,
with a casual, careless air—an

uir 2o casual and careless that

any observer who knew Skinner might

have guessed that he was up to some-
thing.

“That nighs
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Outside the door of Btudy No. 13,
Skinner stopped, and elaborately tied
his shoe-laee, with his ear very near the
door.

There was no sound from the stud%.

Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh, he
knew, were in Study Ne. 1, with
Wharton, Nugent, and Johnny Dull.
Mark Linley was away; and so only the
little Chinee was likely to be there.
Skinner could not hear him, as he
listened ; and he opened the study door,
ft_epped in quickly, and closed it alter
him,

Then he gave a start at the sight of
the diminutive figure curled up in the
chair before the fire.

Skinner eyed that diminutive Hgure
rather dvilly.

But he was relieved to sce that Wim
Lung did not stir or open his eyes, The
little heathen had o way of curling up
like a dormonse and going to sleep, and
Skinner was satisfied that he was asleep
now.

He tiptoed in the study.

The faint rustle of papers as he moved
them on the studv table, did not scem
to disturb Wun Lung.

Bkinner turned over the papers
quickly, as quietly as he could. But
what he sought was not there. Quietly
he opened the table drawer, and pro-
ceeded to examine its contents.

There was no eound or movement
from Wun Lung. Bkinner was unaware
that one of hLis slanting eyes had opened
a trifle,

It wes half an hour since Billy
Bunter's visit to the study. Wun Lung
had wondered what the Owl of the
Remove had wanted there, There was
no tuck in the study cupboard to tempt
him. Vet it was evident that he had
visited Study No. 13 for some surrep-
titious reason. The little Chince had
gone to sleep; but he slept like & cat
with an ecar open: and softly as Skinner
had opened the door. the slight sound
had been enough to awaken Wun Lung.
But he affected slumber, curious to sea
what Bunter wanted—supposing that ik
was the 0wl of the Remove back again.
He was n:{uit-e surprised when, peering
through slightly parted cyelids, he dis-
cerned Warold Skinner bending over
the tahle drawer wilh an ecger face
and searching eyes.

With great curiosity, Wun Lung
watched him, without & sound or a
motion. Tirst Bunter, and now

Skinner, had como surreptitiously to
Study No. 13, and the little Chinee was
curious to know what it meant.

Thero was mnothing in the table
drawer but impot paper, blotting-paper,
old exercises, and such things,  Yet
Harold Skinner was searching through
it with great eagcmess.

Pupers rustled as Bkinner moved
them, cautious as he was. He glanced
round guiltily at the ermchair; and
Wun Lung's almond eyes closed ngain,
Skinner. reassured, continued his quest.

Apain the eyelids of the iittle Chinee
parted a little, and he watched again,
greatly wondering.

“RBlow the follow!" muttered 8kinner.
half audibly. “Where the thump did
he leave i£t"

He gave up tho table drawer at last,
and looked round the study. There were
papers on the book-case, and Skinner
proceeded to oxamine them, .

He barely suppressed an ejeculation
of triumph as lLis eyes fell on a sheet
covered with Latin verse.

Skinner’s eyes danced. | .

There were about sixteen lines written
en the paper in Latin, in Mark Linley’s
hand.

Skinner had found what he wanted.
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With the Jpa,per in his hand, he
glanced round at the armchair again.
Wun Lung presented a picture of sleep
Ing INNOCEnCe.

““This must be it!"” breathed Skinner.

He read over the Latin verses
eagerly. Skinner was quite elever in
that line himself, and he was one of the
entrants for the term’s Latin prize.
Bcholarly  distinction appealed to
skinner no more than it did to Bunter;
and such a prize as a volume of virgii
had no value whatever in his eyes. But
it pave a fellow a leg-up, us it wers,
to enter for the prize; it made a good
impression on the Form master; and &
shady slacker like Skinner was careful
to make what good impressions he
could, so long as they cost him no
frouble.

Skinner, as a matter of fact, would
have hed a very good chance for the

rize, had he chosen to work for it,

ut he did not choose,

Ho was going to hand in a paper, for
appearances sake; but he was far too
idle to take the trouble to make it a
good paper.

8ti]l, if he could win the prize withont
trouble, it was worth while—in
Bkinner's opinion,

A fellow who won a Latin prize wns
less likely to be worried by a vigilant
Form master. It wonld make up Tor a
lot of slacking in other directinons. Mp.
Quelch was less likely to learn that
Skinner smoked and J)IH;-FEIL‘I cards in his
study, if he supposed that Skinner was
grinding Latin there And even the
prize, though only a rotten copy of a
rotten classic, was worth something.
Skinner would be ahle to sell it for five
shillings or so if he got it. It was not
worth an effort; but it was worth a
little casy trickery. Trickery was more
in the worthy Skinner's line than
effort.

Linley had gone and ieft his paper
behind The whole thing would be
over and done with, before Tinley came
back, There was, so far as Skinner
could see, no risk in the matter. As
for consctentious soruples, they did not
trouble Bkinner. He was as unscrupu-
lous &5 Bunter without the excusr of
Bunter’s obtuseness.

He read the paper over eagerly.

Undoubtedly it was the paper he
wanted Tt was a good paper Skinner
was judge enouneh to -ee that—a re-
markably wood naner for a Lower
Fourth fellow. There wers men in the
Fifth who could not have heaten that
paper.

“ What lvuck ! mnrmured Skinner

He folded the paper and slinped it
into his pocket and turned to the door.

All he had to do was to cony that
paper out in his own hand, burp the
original and wait eheerfully for the
prize. Although Mark wss not satizfied
with his paner and had intended to
polish and improve it Skinner had no
donbt that it wonld nrove to be the
best in the Remove.

He gave nme mora eglance at Wun
Lung.

Ha spemed sound nsleep.

Bkinner auitted the =tndy and elosed
the door softly hehind him,

The momont the dorr had alosed Win

Tung sat up. hiz almond eves wide
open. and a grin on his fur';ﬂ.
He knew now what Skinner had

And he puesaad
Tt was all

gearchead the study for.
what DBunter had wanted
eclenr now.

He moved ouictly ro the door and
onenrd it. Alone the passnee he heard
the daor of Stadevy Na 11 SQkinper's
strdv elose softly

Wun Lung chuckled, left Study No.
13, and glided down the Remove passage

Hea tiptoed as he passed Skinner's door,
In that etudy Bkinner was already
busy, copying out his plunder. Wun
Lung lost no time—he had no tuue to
waste. Mark's paper was oot likely to
survive long after Skinner had com-
pleted his copy. Wun Lung hurried on
to Btudy No. 1.

“Hallp, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry's
cheery voice greeted him ws he opened
the door of Study No. 1 and looked 1w,

“Trot in, kid ! said Harry Wharton.

Wun Lung trotted in

He blinked amicably at the Famous
Five, DMark Linley waa the little
heathen s best friend at Greyfriars; but
the Famous Five had always been kind
fo the little junior from the Flower
Land, and Wun Lung was very muc
attached to the cheery Co.

“No comey tea,” said Wun Lung.
“Comey tolkes.” ;

“Go nhead !” said the caprain of the
Remove, with a smile. “Talk as much
as you like, kid."”

“The talkfulpess of the prepostorous
Wun Lung will be a beonful blessing to
our absurd ears,” said Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh politely.

“Me gooy sleepee in studee,” ox-
plained Wun Lung. " Duntee comey 1n
studee, lookee findee something.”
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“My hat!"” ejoculated Bob Cherry.
“Is that fat bounder after Mark's Latin
paper 1"

“Me makee Buntee hop,
Lung " Buntee goey "way.
comeeg.”

“wkinner ' exclairned Nugent.

Wun Lune nodded and grinned,

“Me slecpee,” he said " Skinnee
lookee findee Markee papel.

*“How the thump do you know what
liv found, if you wore asleep?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“Bleeper one eye opee!” explained
Wun Lung,

Harry Wharton rose from the table.

“Mean to eay that Skinner's found
Linley's Latin papor, and bagged it ?"
be exelaimned.

“Me savvee !

“The awful rotter!” said Wharton,
knitting his brows, “I'm not surprised
at Bunter, he a ton big a fonl to know
better PBPut Skinner—--"

““The estecmed Skinper's knowlulness
bettar is terrific,” remoarked Hurreo
Jamset Bam Bingh. “He is an excel-
lent end ridiculous raseal.’

“You're siire of it Wun
asked “ugent.

“Plenty sure! Me makeoe Buntes
hop. No can makee Skinnee hop! Me
tinkes ole Bob Chellee makee Bkinnee
h::Eu!" gaid Wun Lung.

By Jovel Tll make him hop fast

said Wun
Skinnee

Lung "

11

enough, if he's stolen Marky's papor I®
exclaimed DBob Cherry  wralhiudiy,
“Come on, you menl Let's go and =6l
Bkinner 1"

I'he Famous Five left Btudy De. L
and hurried along to INo. 11 to sce
Skinner.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Skinner |

=, H|" gasped Skinner,

i He was startled.

‘The door of Study No. 11
was hurled" vopen suddenly,
with a crash,

Bob Clicrry tramped into the study,
followed by Wharton, Nugent, Johnony
Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ra.n Singh.

Skinner jumped to his feet,

He had just time to throw a sheet of
blotting-papicr over Mark Linley'a Latin
paper. llis own copy, bhalf-done, lay
exposed to Lhe view.

He stared angrily at the invaders.

“What the thump do yov wanti" he
demanded.  “What the merry dickens
do you mcan, bursting into a fellow’s
study like that when he's at work 7"
“8orry to interrupt your work " said
Bob Cherry Eriml:,r. " Swotting for the
Latin prize, I suppose?”

“As a matter of fact, I am,” said
Bkinner, “and the sooner vou walk your
hoofs out of my study—-"

“That your paper?” asked Wharton.

“Yes, that's my paper, and I don’t
want you looking at it!" growled
Skinner “JI don't want a rival bagging
my vorses."

" Nobody's going to bag your verses,”
said Bob. “The question is, have you
been haeging somebody else’'s 7

Skinner changed colour.

“I don't know what you mean,” be
stammered. “JI—""

“You haven't been to my study
lately 7"

“Your study?” [altered 8Skinner.
“N-n-nol What should I go to your

study for, you ass?"
“Well, you miqht go there looking
for a [atin ﬁa ar,"”
“The mightfulness is terrific ™
Harold Skinner breathed hard. .
“1 don't know anything about a Latin
paper in your study, of course! Look
here! Clear off, and let me get on!”

“Dear man,” said Bob, “you haven’t
Fﬂt Linley's Latin paper here that ho
eft in my study 1"

“Certainly not!”

Skinner stood with his hand resting
on the sheet of blotting paper that
covarea the Eurlc—inﬂd Latin verses, Ilis
face was sickly in colour pow. It was
dawning on his mind that Wun Lung
could not have been po fast aslesp in
Study No, 13 as he had fancied.

“Well, we'll have a look ruund;" said
Harry Wharton. “Sor'y we can't take
your word, Bkinner; but you kpnow
yourself what it's worth.™

“The worthfulness 1s terribe [™

“You're not going to root about my
study !" said Skinner, between his teeth,
“If you've come here tc rag, I'll yell

for a prefect You're not going to
bully me ™

“My estcemed and preposterous
Skinner—"

“Get out of my study [

“All serene! Le. i yell for a pre-
fect !" said Pob cheerily., “If the
paper's here—and I jolly well know it is—
we can identify Markys fist, and
Skinner can explain to the prefect what
he's doing with it Yell away,
Skinner I* .

TII mean it!"” enarled Bkinner. “I'll
yell—"
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“Stand the door wide open, you
men,” said Bob, “If Bhkinner wants a
prefect here, he can have one |

“Yes, rather”

“Go it!” grioned Frank Nugent, as
he set the door wide open. “Go it,
Skinner ! Put your beef into it}*

Bob Cherry sorted over the papers on
the table. But Skinner dil not yell.
Ile did not want s prefect there.

Bagging another fellow’s paper for a |

prize was rather too serious a matter
tor Skinner to risk having il reported tc
his Form master.

“Yell away, old beanl!” chuckled
Johnny Bull.

_Bkinner gritted his tecth in savage
silence.

Bob Cherry reached over to the blot-
ting-paper, and jorked it aside. At the
same moment Skinner caught up the
paper that had been beneath it, and
made & jump towards the freplace.

“Stop him !” roared Bob

In & moment Mark’s paper would
have been in the fire. Dut Harry Whar-
ton was watching Skinner very closcly,
and he dived at him just in time, collar-
ing him round the legs in the approved
rugger style.

“Hands_ofi!” yelled Bkirner. “Tll
give— Yaroooop !”

There was & heavy bump as Skinner
went down on his study carpet. Bab
Cherry tore the paper from his hand.

“That's it!” he said. “That's in
Marky's fist! All you fellows know it,
Look I”

“No doubt about that!™ said Whar-
ton, glancing at the paper, which was

written in Mark Linley's bold
%mmi. “That's Linley's paper
You rotter, Skinner—"

“Oh, go and eat coke!” snarled
Skinner. “I was doing n. harm with
it. I—I was just curious to see what
the chap had done, that waa all1”

“That's why you wers making a ooinf
of 1t, was it1” asked the captain of the
Bemove scornfully. He pomnted to the
]:ug{-ﬁnishad copy that lay on the study
table,

“Well, why shouldn't I copy it, if I
like ¥” snarled Skinner.

“You weren't going to palm it off on
Quelch az your own?”

“Not at all!” "

“Do you expect us to believe that?”
asked arton oontamﬂtuously.

“You can believe what you like, and
Ve blowed I”

“Keep that paper, Bob! T’ll shove
the copy in the fire,” said Harry. “You
don’t admit that you meant to use that
papor f?l‘ the exam, Skinner?”

o No Lk

“Tf yon own up, we 1l jolly well rag
you! Do you own up?”

“No!* howled Bkinner.

“Thon we'd better refer the matter to
Quelch!” said the captain of the Re-
move. *We'll toke Skinner and both
the papers to Quclch, and leave it to

im

“Hear, hear!”

Skinner turned as white as a sheet.

“J—I don’t want it to come before
Queleh|” he gasped. “Look here, you
rotters! You can't give & man away !”

“If you weren't stealing Linley's
paper, therc's nothing to give away,”
said Harry.

“J—I—1—" stammercd Skinner.

“Bring him along.”

“IJ—I—I own up!" gasped Bkinner.
“Hang youl You jolly well know I was
going to uso that Letin paper!”

“ Exanctly.” Wharton tossed the copy
into the fire. “Now give tha* cad a
ragging—unless you'd rather go to
Quelch, Skinner?”
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“Hang youl”
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“Not commg down, Bunter?” asked

For the nexbt few minutes, Harold Bob.

Skinner had quite an exciting time,
Thrice he was bumped on the floor of
the study, and then his inkpot was up-
ended over hia head.

By the time the Famous Five left tho
study, Skinner was repenting him that
he had evolved that clever scheme for
bagging the Latin prize at Mark Lin-
cy's expense, 'The grinning juniors
ecrowded out of the study, leaving Skin-
per sitting on the floor, dusty and dis-
hevelled, and streaming with ink, gasp-
ing for breath, and making remarks that
would certainly bave carned him a flog-
ging had his headmaster overheard
them. Harry Wharton & Co. left him
to it.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sirategle 1

OB CHERRY grinned.
B Hurree Jamset Ram
smiled a dusky smile.
Little Wun Lung’s almond
eyes glimmered.

Prep was neurly over when the fat
face and glimmering spectacles of Billy
Bunter looked in at the door of Study
No. 13.

“1 say, you fellows—" began Bunter,

He blinked at the thren.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at,” he said. “What's the joke?”

“You are, old fat bean,” chuckled
Bob.

“The jokefulness of the ecsteemed
Bunter is terrifie,’’ remarked the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Buntes wanteo lookee findee some-
thing " asked Wun Lung.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Oh, really, you fellows! 1 just
looked in to—to see you,” said Bunter.
“ Haven't you finished prepi?”

‘ Not guite!”

“Well, you don't want to dawdle,”
snid Bunter, “ Wibley’s giving a show
in the Rag after fpmp. It’s going to bo
good, and you fellows don’t want to
miss it!"

“'Thanks, no endI"” grinned Bob. “ We
won't miss it."

“T'll wait for you,” said Bunter.

“What about your prepi”

*“Oh, I've finished that.”

*What about your swotting "

“T'm taking a bit of a rest. I've been
rather over-doing it," said Bunter. “The
fact is, I don’t need to work so io!li
hard to get that Latin prize. I fanoy
ghall win it all right.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter blinked at the three juniors,
puzzled. He did not see anything to
laugh at, himself. He rolled across to
the armchair, and sat down.

The trio finished their work with
smiling faces. They were perfectly well
pware what the fat and fatuous Owl
wanted in the study. Bunter's cunning
was as transparent as & pane of glass.

He was there to wait for them to go,
go thet he could resume his search for
Mark Linley's Latin paper. But it did
not dawn on Bunter's fat brain that the
juniors were aware of it. He was quite
setisfied that his sccret was hidden deep
in his own podgy breast.

Prep was over ab last, and Bob Cherry
& Co. rose to depart. Wibley of the
Remove was giving & show in the Rag
that evening, and they were not going
to miss it. DBunter, however, seemed
prepared to miss that entertainment
provided by William Wibley. He re-
muined in the armchair as the three
headed for the door.

Bingh

“I'll follow you,” said Bunter, “I'm
rather tired—I've been working jolly
hard, you know. Don’t wait for me.”

“Ha, ha, hal" roared Bob.

As Mark Linley’s Latin paper was in
Dob's pocket, there seemed to him some-
thing rather comic in Bunter's stra 3
The Owl of the Remove was oertnini;r
not likely to discover that paper after

b had gone down.

“Blessed if I can see anything fo
cackle at,’” gruntvd Bunter. "I say, you
fellows, don't wart.”

“The waitfulness will not be terrifie,””
agreed Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, and
he strolled out of the study with Wun

ung.

Bob Cherry lingered, with a cheery
grin on his face, and Bunter blinked at
him u.nxlousli.

“Y say, old fellow, you'll be missing
the show,” he said. “I believe it's going
to be jolly good.”

“My dear chap, I'll stay and keep you
company, if you like.”

“0Oh! No, don’t!”

“Don’t you like my company?’
grinned Bob.

“Oh! Yesi DRather! But—but I
don't want yo. to miss the show in the
Rag," said Bunter anxiously. “Do cut
off, old fellaw. You'll be late. Of
course, 1 don't want to be left alone in
this study !"" added Bunter.

“Bure you don't?”

“Not at all. I'm not going to look for
anything after you're gone, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, really, Cherry—"

“Sure you wouldn’t like me to stay 1"
chortled Bob.

“No I really wouldn't.”

“Then I'm off " gaid Bob, and he
walked out of the study and slammed
the door, and his hcavy footsteps died
away down the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter sat upright in the arm-
chair, and listencd to those footateps.
They died away towards the stairs.

“He, he, he!”

Bunter was not aware that Bob, when
he renched the steirs with that heavy
tread, turned round, and walked quietly
back. Bunter was satisfied that Dob
was gone

He rose from the chair.

“Now, I wonder where the beastly
thing is!” he murmured. And the fat
Owl opened the table drawer, to begin
his search there.

Stooping over the drawer, with his
eyes gleaming through his spectacles,
Bunter sorted over books and popers
and old exerciscs, quite unaware that
the study door had noisclessly opened,
and that Bob Cherry was standing in the
doorway, regording him with a grioning
face.

" Blow the beast!” murmured Bunter,
“ Where the dickens did he leave it?
Where the thump's that beastly paper?”’

Dob, standing in the doorway, watched
the fat Owl of the Remove, suppressing
his emotions. Bun! sorted over the

orntents of the drawer, and growled
discontentedly.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo!” roared DBob
suddenly,

Bunter jumped clear of the floor.

*“Oh!" he gasped.

Hia little round eyes almost bulged
through his spectacles, as he starcd at

Bob Cherry. )

“Looking for something ¥"’ asked Bob
goniully.

“0Oh! Nunno,” gosped Bunter. "1

What did you come
—I mean—"

—I mean—oh dear!
back for, you beast?
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Before Skinner gould toss Linley’s paper Into the fire, Harry Wharton dived at him and collared the cad of the Remove round

“Can I help you?" asked Bob cheer-
fully. “Just tell me what you're locking
for, and perhaps I can help you find it.”

“I=I'm not looking for anything,”
gasned Bunter. “I—I never came to
this study to look for anything, old
chap. I wasn't waiting for you to go.
I--1 eay, wha-n-at are you gning to do
with that fives bat, old fellow?

“I'm going to lay it round a podgy
porpoise, to teach him not to root about
in another fellow’s study.”

“Oh, really, you know—yarooogh!
Keep offI” roared Bunter, as Bob came
round tho table with the fives bat in hia
hand.

Whack |

*Whoooop 1” )

Bunter jumped for the door.

Whack |

The fives bat caught him again as he
jumped. There was a fiendish yell as
Bunter landed in the passage.

“Yarooooh !

“Hold on!"” exclaimed Bob. *I1
haren't finished yet, Bunter !”

But Bunter did not wait for Robert
Cherry to finish. He departed along
the Remove passage at top speed.

“Come back end have some more!"
roared Bob, flourishing the fives bat in
the doorway of No. 13.

Bunter vanished into No, 7. The door
slammed and the key turned in the
lock.

Bob chuckled and threw down the
fives bat and walked along to No. 7.
He shook the handle of the door.

“Bunter!” he roared.

“Ow! Beast! Ow! Wow!”
*Come out, you fat burglar!”
“Owl Beast! Shan't! Wow!”

Bob Cherry grinned and tiptoed
away to the stairs. Bunter, in Study
No. 7, listened anxiously for his de-
parting footsteps. He did not hear

the legs in the approved Rugger siyle !

them. Bob departed without o sound,
and joined the crowd in the Rag.
Bunter was left listening, and waiting
for him to go

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Nocturnal 1

REAK!
B Three or four fellows in the
Remove dormitory grinned in

the darkness.

Cre-e-e-ak!

One fellow in the Form was getting
out of bed, and the bed creaked under
the weight of that fellow.

There was & grunt in the gloom.

Bunter was out of bed.

It was past ten o'clock, and at that
hour the Lower Fourth should have heen
fast asleep,

So they would have been, probably,
but for the entertainment afforded by
W. G. Bunter,

Bunter had gone to bed with the rest,
and the Famous Five, with considerahle
entertainment, had watched Lim place
& pair of rubber shoes under his bed,
out of sight of the prefect who came in
to see lights out.

Being fully aware of Bunter’s sur.
reptitious designs on Mark Linley’s
Latin paper, the chums of the Remave
had no doubt of Bunter's intentions.

Hitherto, his attempta on that
valuable paper had been hafled. Dut
Bunter was a sticker. BSwotting fol
the Latin prize scemed loss end loss
attractive to Bunter with each passing
day. The easy method of coming out
a winner by purloining Mark's paper
was much more agreeable to Bunter.
By hook or by crook, he waa going to
got hold of that paper, which he still

supposed to be somewhere in Study No.
13. Bunter's strategy was not oxhausted
yet. What could not be done in
the daytime, could be done with
facility after dark, when all the sus-
picious beasts were fast asleep in bed.

So Bunter crept out of his creaking
bed and dressed in the dark and drew
on the rubber shoes, without the
slightest inkling that five fellows had
remained awake to watch the perfor-
mance.

He was about to grope his way to the
door of the dormitory when a voice came
through the darkness.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Bunter gasped.

"I'm not up!” he ejaculated.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! It's Bunter.”
Bob sat up in bed and peered towards
the Owl of the Remove. “What's this
game, Bunter?”

“Going down, old fat bean?” asked
Iarry Wharton.

“What is the estcemed gamefulness,
my fat end idiotic Bunter 7"

“Oh erikey! Are all you beasts
awake?"” exclaimed the Owl of the
Remove. “Look here, you rotters, don't
wake the whole Form! I—I thought
I—I heard a noise downstairs. I—I'm
going down to see if—if it's a burglar.”

“OUh, my hat!” ojaculated Nugent.

“Like & fellow to come with you?”
chuckled Johnny Bull.

“Oh! No! You stay in bed, Bull—
yon wouldn't be any use if it's a bue.
glar! You’d be frightened!”

“If it’s a burglar, we'd better all go,”
said Harry Wharton, sitting v» in bed.
“Wait for us, Bunter.”

“I—I say, you fellows—"

“We can’t let yeu go into danger

(Continued on page 16,)
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Who's up?”
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alone, old fat man!” eaid the captain
of the Remove. "

“The—the fact is, I—I'd rather!
stammered DBunter,

“Can't be did!"” eaid Bob., “Wco'll
all come.”

“Yas, rathert® .

“The ratherfulness is terrifiel”

Billy Bunter breathed bard and deep.

“I eay, you fellows, it—it isn’t a
burglar | What I meant to say was, I'm
going down to get some toffce I left in
my study. I'm hungry."

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry,
“That's what you really meant to say,
is it, Bunter?”

“Yes, old chap.”

“Not much difference betweecn a
burglar and a chunk of toffes,” re-
marked Frank Nugent.

“Ha, he, ha [”

“I say, you fellows, you'll wake all
the dorm,” said Bunter anxiously. *Do
ghut up and keep quiet.”

“What's all that gas about?” came
the sleepy voice from Vernon-Smith’s
bed. “Who's jawingi”

“What's up?” asked Peter Todd.

“Bunter,” answered Bob, with a
chuckle, “He's going down for & bur-
glar or a chunk of toffee, he'a not sure
which.”

*Oh, really Cherry -

“What is the fat idiot up to?” asked
Skinner.

“Oh, really, Skinner—"

Shut up and let a fellow go to
sleep !” growled Bolsover major.

Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed with
wrath through his spectacles. All the
Remove would soon be awake, at this
rate, .

“I—1I say, you fellows, I'm not going
down at n.lf,” stammered Bunter, “I—]
just got out of bed because I couldn't
sleep. That's all, I—I'm going back
to bed.” )

“If you wake me up again, I'll get
out of bed te you,” growled Bolsover
major, “and if I do that, you'll know
it."

Bunter plunged into bed again, His
expen‘:ilition to Study No. 13 was post-
poned.

The Remove settled down to sleep
again,

Bunter waited impatiently for the
Form to be wrapped once more in the
embrace of Morpheus.

He was rather in danger of falling
asleep himself; it was not easy for
Bunter to keep awake. He aimost had
to prop his eyelids open, as he waited
for slumber to descend on the Remove.

But with heroio efforts, he kept off
sleep, The dezzling prospect of Uncle
George's fiver, if he won the Latin prize
with Mark Linley’s paper, spurred him
to unaccustomed efforts. He might have
been sayed all this trouble, had he
known that Mark's papor was no longer
in Study No. 13. t Bob Cherry had
not mentioned that. He found the
strategio proceedings of William George
Bunter entertaining, and he was willing
to let Bunter run on,

“I say, you fellows, you asleep?”
breathed Bunter cautiously, at lasc.
Tae Magnrr Lasainy.~No. 1,159,

'I'here was no reply, only the sound of
steady breathing. The beasts ware all
salo asleep at last.

Creak !

Bunter crept cautiously out of bed.

This time no startling voice inter-
rupted him, as he groped to the dormi-
tory door. .

He reached the door, opened it, and
stole into the passage, silent in his
rubber shocs. He closed the deor after
him cautiously., There was a slight
bump as it closed,

Bunter crept away along the dark pas-
sage. In the dormitory, Bob Cherry
opened his eyes. Bob had intended to
remain awako, but he had dropf‘ed oft
to sleep. But he was sleeping lightly,
and the bump of the door as Bunter
closed it was sufficient to awaken him.

o sat up in bed,

* Hallo, hallo, hallo1”

There was no anawer,

Bob stepped out and groped towards
Bunter's bed. It was empty !

“Oh, my -hat!” murmured Bobh.
“That fat chump's gone down—after
Marky's paper that’s in my pocket.
Well, he's welcome to anything he finds
in the study.”

Bob chuckled softly,

He rolled up Bunter’s bedclothes into
a bundle, leaving only the mattress,
and carrizd the bundle to the end of the
dormitory, where he deposited it in a
dark corner.

Then he went back to his bed, to sleep
the sloep of the just.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Luck !

ILLY BUNTER listened.

He was standing in Study
No. 13 in the Remove passago
in the dark.

He was breathing hard.

By dark passages and staircases the
Owl of the Remove had crept cautiously
on his way and reached his goal.

But dark passages and staiveases, late
at night, did not appeal to Bunter. He

did not believe in ghosts, end he did
not suppose that burglers had selected
that night to burgle Greyfriars; still,
he did not like dark passages and stair-
vases,

More than once he had been tempted
to turn back; the farther he progressed,
the more attractive his warm bed in the
Remove dormitory seemed to him. But
the thought of Uncle George's fiver
spurred him on. Seldom—veory seldom
—did a fiver come Bunter's way. The
amount of tuck a fiver represented was
positively dazzling.

Bunter Court—according to Bunter's
deecriptions of that magnificent abode—
wes a place of vast wealth, where fivers
and tenners were as common as half-
crowns in less favoured dwellings, But
it was certain that none of those fivers
or tenners ever found their way as far
as Greyfriars. In spite of the enormous
wealth of that stately mansion. Bunter
was in the state of Peter of old—silver
and gold had he none,

Uncle George's promised fiver—if it
came—would come like corn in Egypt
in the lean years—like mannu in the
desert.

So Bunter, though he blinked uncasily
into every dark corner, end shivered at
every shadow, kept on his way, and
arrived at last at Study No, 13 in the
Remove, palpitating, but still resolute,

He closed the study door and blinked
round him in the dark.

He did not venture to turn on the
light. It was unlikely to be scen from
the quad at that hour, but Bunter could
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not afford to take the risk. The penalty
or breaking dormitory bounds after
lights out was severe. .

¥le groped across to tho window,
pulled the curtains, and then struck u
match, sorted out a candle-end from his
pocket, and lighted it.

By that dim 1llumination he proceeded
to search for the paper Mark Linley
had left behind,

Ha started on the table drawer where
his search had been interrupted by Bob
Cherry a fow hours earlier,

There were a lot of old exercises in
the drawer, some of them in Mark
Linley’s hand, and it wos as likely as
not that the sought-after paper was
there. The beast must have left it
somewhere,

Bunter wos unaware that Skinner had
already been through that drawer; bliss-
fullly unconscious that Mark’s paper was
no longer in the study at all.

He sorted over l?nper after paper by
the flickering light of the candle-end
stuck on the edge of the table,

3 % ?.h erikey ¥ cjaculated Bunter sud-
enly.

His eyes danced behind his spectacles,

He lifted a sheet of foolscap from the
drawer, upon which Latin verses were
written in Mark Linley's well-known
handwriting,

This was not an exercise:; this was a
copy of verses! It was written out
clearly and neatly, without an error or
erasure.

Bunter fairly gloated over it.

Laying it on the table beside the
candle, the Owl of the Remove fixed
his eyes and his spectacles on it, and
procoeded to read it over.

Bunter could read Latin after a
fashion, but the fashion in which he
could read it had never given satisfac-
tion to his Form master. Fellows in the
Romove declared that Bunter found
difficulties in Nutropiue, and certainly
ha found insuperable difficultics in
Virgil. But this, as he blinked at it,
struck him as “thicker ” than even that
beast Virgil. If Mark Linley had
written this, he was not only * we{] up ”
in Latin, but he had powers in that
line that would have been remarkablo,
even in the best-informed man in tho
Sixth. And Mark, evidently, had
written it, for it was in his hand.

“Oh erumbs !” murmured Bunter, as
he vaiuli strove to elucidate the mean-
ing of the Latin vorses. “Oh crikey |
Blessed if I can even construe the rotten
thing I 8till, I shan't have to construe
it—I've only got to copy it out and hand
it in to Quelch. Stands to reasor. that
he won't guess that I can’t construe my
own paper |”

The Latin verses at which the Owl of
the Remove was blinking would have
presented some difficulties to any man
in the Remove—except, perhaps, Mark
Linley. For this was how they ran:

Rectius vives, Licini, neque altum

semper urgendo neque, dum procellas

cautus horrescis, nimium premendo
litus iniguum,

auream guisguis medioeritateém

diligit, tutus caret obsoleti

sordibus tecti, caret invidenda
sobrius aula.

sacpius ventis agitatur ingens

pinus et celsae graviore casu

decidunt turres feriunique summos
fulgura montis.

Billy Bunter blinked at those verses
hopelessly. IF this was the kind of stuff
that Mark Linley turned off, Bunter
realised that no amount of swotting
would have enabled him to beat Linley,
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“What the thump?” murmured
Bunter. “Blessed if I can even make it
out. * Licini "—that’s vocative. Licinius!
What was tho ass writing stuff about
Licinius for? Who e thump’s
Licinius? My hat! X mnever know
Linley could do this sort of stuff | Filthy
swot 1" )

Bunter sniffed with contempt.

Evidently, a frightiul amount of
swotting must have been put in before
Mark Linley could have turned off thoze

verses,

That no fellow at Greyfriars, not even
the majestic and learned Head himself,
could have written those verses, Bunter
was hliasfull]g UNAware. .

Latin, to Bunter, was Latin; and any
nld thing would do, so to speak, so leng
.3 it was Latin.

He had long ago forgotten that Mark
had mentioned that he had borrowed
Wingate's Horace to copy out some of
the Odes. ;

8o it did not even eccur to his fat
brain that these verses, though written
in Mark's hand, were very far from
being Mark's composition.

He did not even know that these
verses were only half an Ode, and that,
had ho searched further in the drawer,
he would have come on the other half
on a second sheet of paper. .

He had found what he was looking
for—Latin verses, evidently good stuff,
written in Mark Linley’s handwriting.

That was all he wanted.

He gave up the attempt to make head
or tail of them. Ide realised that a
construe was beyond his powers.

But that was not necessary. How
could Quelch suspect that a fellow did
not understand the verses he handed in
as his own work 1

Evidently, Quelchy couldn’t.

“Well, it scems awful rot!” mur-
mured Bunter. “ Fatheaded rot| Can't
make head or tail of it] But it's the
stuff I want, and I'm jolly sure thai no
other man in the Remove can turn out
Latin like that 1"

On that point Bunter undoubtedly was
right. Had any Remove man turned
out Horatian verse, Mr. Quelch. would
certainly  have en very 1nuch
astonished, There assuredly was no
Quintus Horatius Flaceus  blushin,
unseen in the Lower Fourth Form o
Greyfriars, .

Bunter folded the sheet and slipped
it into his pocket.

His quest was at an end. All was
olain eailing now. He grinoed, and
blew out the candle, and left Btudy

o.

In his happy setisfaction, he hardly
heeded shadows and dark corners as he
groped his way back to the dormitory.

t was “all clear” now! On the
morrow he would ooey out those verses
and burn the originel. He would hand
in hiz copy to Suelch when the time
came, and then—

He chuckled as he thought of it.
Then he would bag the prize, and Uncle
George's fiver would be his. Even the

rize would be worth having: it would
etch at least half-a-crown at the
socond-hand bookshop in Courtfield. Or
he might give it to Linley; after all,
Linley was entitled to a whack if
Bunter won the prize on his verses.
Bunter could be generous. He decided
to let Linley have the prize when it
came.

Bunter felt 1uita pleased with that
generous thought!

He arrived at the Remove dormitory
and rolled in. All was dark end silent
there.

The juniors were all asleep; nobody
had any idea that DBunter had been
downstairs—Bunter was sure of that.

He stipped off his clothes and his
rubber shoes, and groped over his bed.
Then Le uttercd a startled ejaculation.

“Oh orikey!”

PRSI

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Exciting {or Bunter |

t EAST
B Bunler blinked at his baze

mattress.

He had been sure—quite
sure—that no fellow in the Remove
knew that ho had been down. The
remarkable disappearance of his bed-
clothes was, therefore, & surprise.

“PBeast | gasped DBunter.

It was evident that some beast, after
all, had known that he was gone. The
bedclothes conld not have walked away.
Neither could they have taken unto
themselves wings and flown away.
practical joke was indicated!

Billy Bunter blinked at the bed; but
blinking served no purpose; he could
not blink the sheets and blankets back,
He turned from the bed and blinked
round at the many sleepecra,

“1 say, you fellows.”

No answer.

The Remove were all asleep.

“What beast’s taken my bedclothes?”
demanded Bunter,

But answer there came none.

The Owl of the Remove breathed
hard. He did not want to wake up the
whole Form, and thus asnnounce that
he had been out of the dormitory. The
beasts were suspicious, and miiht uess
what he had been up to. The Latin
paper folded in Bunter's pocket had to
remain a deep, dead secret.

Stall, he couldn't go to bed without
bedclothes, That was impossible. The
spring night was chilly.

Some beast had woke up and found
that he was gone, He did not know
which beast. And the beast had not
even remained awake till ha came back.

After all, the bedclothes must be some-
where at hand. Bunter decided to
search for them.

As likely as not the beast had shoved
thom under the bed. ‘Bunter knelt by
the bodstecad, and groped. His hecad
came into eullen contact with the
bedstead in the dark, and there was a

yelp.

“Wow "

He rose to his feet, hreathing bard,
The blankets weren't there, Whero had
the beast put them?

Billy Bunter moved along the row of
beds, blinking to the right, and blink-
ing to the lelt in search of the missing
blankets,

13 Ow Ill

His fat shin came in contact with the
edge of a box. There was another
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“YWhat's that? Who's that? Is that
Bunter again?” .

Bunter stilled his breathing.

“Yg that Bunter!"” hooted the bully of
the Remove.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” cama a sleepy
voice from Bob Cherry’s bed. " 'Who'a
kicking up a row{”

‘“Somebody woke me up!” growled
Bolsover major. “I suppose it's thai
fat idiot B-nter wooting about sgain.
I'll spiflicate him.”

“QOh, really, Bolsover—"

“QOh, it's you, is it, you fat dummf b

“Nunno, old telfowt I—I'm fast
asleep.”

“TlUl give you fast aslecp!” growled
Bolsover major, and there was a creak
as the bully of the Remove turned out
of bed.

“I—I eay, old chap—" stammered

A Banter.

“Wait till 1 get at you with this
bolster 1* said Bolsover major, peering
round in the dark. *“Where are you,
you fat chump?”

There was & faint glimmer of star-
light in at the high windows of the
Remove dormitory. But it was nob
sufficient to reveal Bunter.

“ Where are you?” demanded Bolsover
major “T'm going to bolster you, you
fat freak! I told you I would if you
woke me ulp again ! WIH can't you let
a fellow szleep, you pifling porpoise?
Where are you, you ootlinF athead 1"

“I—1 say, old fellow—"

“Qh, there you arel”

Bolsover major followed the voice, and
discerncd a shadowy form. He made a
rush at it, with his bolster upraised for
a swipe.

DBuntor promptly retreated.

He retroated more promptly than
cautiously, and there was a bump as he
ran into & bed. He sprawled over the
bed, and & voice was raised in startled
indignation,

““Say, what's that? What
scallywag is. that?” howled the voice of
Fisher T. Fish.

“0Oh crumbst”

“You pie-fnced clam !” howled Fisher
T. Fish. “I guess I'll make potato-
scrapings of you.”

“Hold bhim for me, Fishy!” hooted
Dolsover major.

“1 guess I've got him!” szid Figher
T. Fish, grabbing the Owl of the
Remove, His grasp landed on Bunter's
hair in the dark, and he held on, to
the accompaniment of a wild howl from

Bunter.
“Ow! Leggol”
“]1 puess—yaroooop!” roared Fisher

T. Fish, as a fat fist, thrashing out
frantically in the dark, landed on his
sharp Transatlantic nose.

(Continued on next page.)
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Ho let go Bunter at once, and trans-
ferred his hgad to his nose, clasping it
in anguish.

Bunter rolled under the bed; it was
a case of any port in a storm. Bolsover
major reached the spot the next moment
with the bolster.

“There, you fat dummy!"” Bolsover
fwiped recklessly with the bolster.
“There, you fat chump——"

“ Yow—ow—ow—ow—ow 1 *
Fisher T. Fish.

“Qh! Is that you, Fishy?"”

“Yooop! I guess it’s me, you silly
mugwump!” wailed Fisher T. Fish.

“T thought it was Bunter! Where's
Bunter

“Blow Buuter, you pie-faced clam!
Ow, ow, wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Most of the Remove were awake by
now. There was a chortle along the
row of beds.

Bunter rolled out on the other side of
Fishy’s bed. He picked himself up and
fled. He bumped into a bed, and then
inta the box, and howled.

“There he 1s!” gasped Bolsover
major, and he took up the pursuit

roared

again,
“Owl Wow!"” groaned Fisher T.
Fish, “That fat clam has nearly dis-

located my nose! Ow! Ow! [ guess
I'll chop him into chips."
And Fisher T. Fish squirmed out of

bed and grasped a pillow, and joined in

the hunt.

“Go i, Bob
Cherry.

“Put it on, Bunter!” chortled the
Bounder.

' “Oh dear! 1
“Ha, ha, ha!
Bunter dodged desperately. Bolsover

major and Fishy, fortunately, ran into

one another in the dark, and exchanged
furious swipes before each other discov-
ered that the other was not Bunter.

“Take that, you fat rotter——"

“Take that, you pie-faced jay !”

“You silly owl, Fishy—*

“You pesky bonehead, Bolsover—7"

“You'll have Quelchy up here soon !”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. “You'd
better leave Bunter till the morning.”

“T'm going to smash him!"”

“] guess I'm going to make potato-
gorapings of him.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

All the Remove were sitting up in bed
now, enjoying that unexpected noctirnal
enfertainment

Bolsover major struck a match, and
lighted a candle-end. The hapless Owl
of the Remove was revealed.

“There he is—"

“Now. you fat mugwump—"

Baunter!” chuckled

say, you follows—"
51

“'Yaroog! Help! T say, you fellows
—varooooh! Help! Murder! Fire!
roared Bunter.

wipe' Swipe!'

“Yoooooap !”

Bunter rolled and roared under the
swiping pillow and bholster.

“ Hore, hold on ! gasned Bob Cherry.
“Nuff's as good as a_feast, you know.”

“The nuff fulners i= terrifie!”

Swipe! Swipe! Swipe'

*“Yow-ow-ow' Help! Whoop!™

Boh Cherry turned ont of hed. pillow
in hand, and rshed on the rcene
hefty swipe sent Fisher T Fish sprawl-
ing, and another eaused Bolsover major
to sit down saddenly.

“*Nuff for Bunter!” said Bob cheerily.
“My turn now "

Bunter snuirmed away. Bolsover
major and Fisher T Wish made a move
in pursuit, but Boh Cherry stood in_the
way. Harry. Wharton and Johnny Bull
promptly joined him, and Nugent and

Trae Madner Lispary.—No. 1,159.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quickly
joined up; and Billy Bunter gasped and
spluttered in safety behind the Famous
five.

Fisher T. Tish retreated to his bed.
But Bolsover major was made of sterner
stuff, He rushed at the enemy. Five
pillows smote Bolsover st omce, and ha
sprawled on the floor.

“Don't I keep on telling you that
enough’s as good as & feast?” remon-
strated Bob Cherrg. “Some fellows
never know when they've had enough.
Gge_hu}: gome tlnoée" b

wipa! Swipe! Swipe wipe !

It &:\vned on Bolsover major that he
had had enough, and he followed
Fishy's example, and retreated to bed.

“Ow! I say, you fellows—— Oh!
QOw !” gasped Euntar. “I say, some
beast took away my bedclothe

“] wonder who?”’ murmured Bob
Cherry.

“You've been out of the dormitory?”
exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“0Oh! No! Not at all! I haven't
been down to the studies!”

“You fat fibber—"

“Some beast bagged my bedclothes

" 1| have an Im-

‘Teacher :
pression in my head. Can one
of you boys tall me what an
impresslon ls 7 "

S8mall Boy : * Yes, sir; an
impression is a dent In a soft
spot 1 "

A uwseful pocket-knife has been
lorwarded to Frank Davis, Park
Stores, New Barn Lane, Chelten-
h?fm' Clos., for the above winning
effort.

| |
while I was gone—I mean, while I wasn't
gone——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

By the glimmer of tho candle, Bunter
discovered his bedelothes. He dragged
them buack to hisbed. There wasa foot-
strﬂ: in the passage.

Cave!” breathed Bob Cherry.

The candle was blown out.

Mr. Quelch peered into a dark and
silent dormitory, He peered in very
suspiciously.

“Is unyone asked
Remove master.

Silence.

“]1 heard a noise!”

Snore!

The Remove master switched on the
light. A row of quiet beds, and inno-
cont calm faces with closed eyes. met
his view.

Mr. Quelch gazed st the nocent sleep
ing forms, very much puzzled. He was
feeling sure that he had heard a disturb-
ance 1o tho Remove dormitory.

“No one here is awake?” he asked.

Apparently no ona was; at all events,
there was no reply; ounly the sound of
regular breathing, and & snore or two.

awake 1” the

THE MAGNET

Mr. Quelch gazed at his slumbering
Form, for a few moments, and then
turned out the light, closed the door,
and retired.

And not till his footsteps had died
away down the passage was there a
chuckle in the Remove dormitory.

——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Burgling the Burglar 1

L E'S got it!” murmured
8kinner,
It was morning break, the
next day. Quite a number of
fellows had noticed that Billy Bunter
looked bucked that morning.

He had been smiling over his break.
fast. He had looked quite cheery in
the Form-room, His fat face wore &
podgy grin when he rolled out in break.

Now he was ambling in the quad, in
the spring sunshine, evidently in a cheer-
ful and contented frame of mind.

Skinner and Snoop watched him, and
Skinner  looked = morose. Harold
Skinner's impression was that Bunter
had had luck, where he, Bkinner, had
had none.

“He's got it!” repeated 8kinner
sourly. “The fat rotter! What do you
think he went down from the dorm for
last night, Snoopey?”

“(oodness  knows,” said Snoop.
“Nobody's missed any tuck, that I've
heard of."

“ Fathead !
Latin paper.”

“ But you told me Cherry got that off
you, after you'd bagged it from his
sbud " snid Snoop.

“Tle’s fool enough to leave it where
Bunter could get hold of it said
Skinner. “Cherry chased the fat rotter
out of his study last evening with a
fives bat. I guessed what Bunter was
after, when I heard of that. Well,
that’s what he went down for after
lights out.”

“Cherry wouldn’t be ass enough ta
leave Linley’s paper lying about the
study, after one fellow had bagged ib
alrendy,” said SBnoop.

“8o I should have tlmughb——but look
at that fat frog! Fairly bursting \.ith

lee! What's bucking him like that,
if he hasn’t got the paper?”

Snoop looked wer curiously nt
Bunter. Certainly the Owl of tha
Remove was looking extremely setisfied
with himself and things generally.

“Well, he looks as if he’s jolly pleased
about something,” Snoop remar’sed. ‘I
suppose his postal-order hasn't come?"

“Fathead! Fo would be in the tuck-
ghop if it had.”

“That’'s sol”

“He thinks he's safe for his blessed
old unele’s fiver, with Linley’s prize
paper,” said Skinner, “That must bo
it! Chorry left it in the study, and
Bunter got it. They thought I wouldn’t
be after it again, aﬁer they ragged me,
the rotters; and they never thought of
Bunter. Bee?”

“Looks like itl|" agreed Hnoop.
“Think he'd have the nerve to copy oub
Linley's paper and bag Quelchy’s prize
with it?”

“Where's the risk?” said Bkinner.
“Linley's eway, and_won't bo back titt
after it's all over. He'll never sce the
prize paper, and never dream that it was
his own. Quelchy may be surprised at
Bunter turning in a good paper: but
after all, the fat bounder makes out
that he’s been swotting hard, and that
would account for it. T'm pretty cer-
tain Linley’s paper will win—I've been
through it, you know and it easily beats
anything any other Remove man can
do. If I could remember it—but, of

He was after Linley's
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Bunter dodged desperately, and Bolsover major and Fishy, unable to see In the dark, ran into one another and exchanged
furious swipes I

course, 1 can't—I only read it through
onve, and it was rather stiff stuff.”

“No good sending in the same paper
as  DBunter, anyhow,” grinned Sncop.
“That would make Que chy sit up and
take notice,”

“Bunter’s got that paper, I fancy;
but he's not going to send it in,” eaid
Skinner coolly. “Look at him now!”
he added, under his breath,

Billy Bunter had talken a paper from
his pocket, and was blinking at it
through his big spectacles.

He prinned complacently, and restored
it to his pocket.

Skinner looked &t Bnoop; end Snoop

from moe thut my paper is going to win
thot rotten book prize.”
“Finished your paper ?” ashked Snoop.
“Well, I've got to copy it out,” said

I';»]untar. “But it's finished except for
that.”
“Let's sce it,"” suggested Skinper.
“"No jolly feari” said Bunter

promptly. His Latin paper, so far, was
in Mark Linley's handwriting, and cer-
tainly was not to be seen by any fellow
in the Remove. “You woufdn’t be able
to read it, you know—it's a preity stiff
paper, much too deep for you, Skinner,
or you, Snoopey. But. I say, you
fellows, I shall be getting that fiver next

looked at Skinner. woek ; you can take it from me. Now,
) ; san I'll tell you what. You lend me five
“Doesn't that settle it? asked t "
Bkinner. bo

“Yes, rather! I say, Cherry must
have been a fool to leave the paper in
the study.”

“Well, he is a fool, isn’t he?” smid
Bkinner. “Bunter's got it, the fat
frenk! But he's going to lose it.”

“How do you meani”

“We're going to take him for a walk
in the Cloisters,” epid Skinner., **It's
quite lonely there. Bunter's going to
loze that paper in the Cloisters, and
we're going to find it.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Come on!* said Skinner., And
Sidney James Booop chuckled, and
followed his pal as he spproached
Bunter:

The Owl of the Remove, quite uncon-
scious of danger, blinked ut the precious
puir as they eame up.

T eay, you fellows,” he began, “I
told you my Uncle George was giving
me a fiver for winning the term’s Latin
prize, didn’t I%*

“You did!* assented Skinner griml;y.
“Well, il’s a cert,” snpid Bunter. *
don’t mean JJrnctical!y o cert—I mean a
cert—a dead cert! You can take it

“Bow-wow !"” said Skinner and Snoop
together,

“Oh, really, you fellows! You lend
me five boh, and I'l let you have it
back cut of my fiver, and ask vou to
my spread as well. What about that1”
asked Bunter. “I'm standing a feed
when I pet the fiver from Uncle George.
I'd like you fellows to come.”

“Like eome toffce, Bunter?” asked
Skinner.

“Yes, rather !"

“Here you are, cld bean.” Skinner
produced e packet of toffce. “Help
yourself,”

Bunter helped himself; and as

Skinnor and Snoop walked on in the
direction of the Cloisters, Bunter rolled
along with them., He wanted to help
himself again!

Quite unaware that the astute Skinuer
was leading him into a trap, Bunter
rolled right into it. The parket of
tolfee was the will-a'-tho-wisp that sed
him to his doom.

By the time they reached ihe old
Cloisters, and passed out of the general

viow, Bunter had finished his chunk. He
held out a fat hand to Skinner.

“1'll have some more, old chap,” he
remarlked,

Skinner glanced round.

Nobody was in sight now.

He made 2 sign to Sncop, and all of
a sudden two pairs of hands wore laid
on DBilly Bunter, his feet wera jurked
a\vay{ from under him, end he sai down
on the flagstones.

“Whooop !" gasped DBunter, “Ow!
You rotters! Wharrer you up to?
Leggo! Ow! Leggo, you beasts”

‘“Bit on his lead, Snoopey!"” .aid
Skinner cheerfully.

“What-ho!” chuchled Snoop.

" Gurrrrrrgghh 1” eame from Buntler,

a3 Sidney James sat on his head.
“Yurrrrrrrggh 17
Skinner's nimble hand slid into the

pocket where be had seen Bunter
replace the paper at which he had
blinked in the guad.

“The nimble fingers came out with the
Latin paper in them.

At a glance Skinner recognised Mark
Linley’s handwriting. Fle chuckled.

There was a furious howl from
Bunter,
“Groogh! Gerraff! Gimme my

paper, you beast! Grocegh! Gerroff
my head, you rotter !

"liere was a sudden demoniaeal howl
from Hidney Janea Suncep. He leaped
off Bunter’s hoad as if that head had
suddenly become red-hot.

“ Y ocaooooop !

Skinner jumped.

“What the thump——*"

“Whooch! I'm bitten!” shrieked
Snoop. "“Ow! Wow! Whoooooh!"”

Bunter scrambled up. .

“ Ginune my paper |” he yelled. “ You
gimme my paper, Skinner, or I'll go fo

Tre Migxer Lisrary,—No. 1,159
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Quelchy and tell him you've bagged my
prize paper—"

“Do!” yawned ‘Skinner, “And tell
him, at tho same time, that your prizo
paper’s written in Linley's handwriting.
It will interest him."

“Oh!™ gasped Buntor.

Ho glared at Bkinner with a glare
that almost cracked his spectacles.
Skinner smiled cheerily. And Sidney
Jumes Snoop, still feeling the painful
cffects of the bite, lvaned on a stone
pillar and moaned.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bomething Like a Jest !

6o e —I—1 say, vou fellows——" gasped

E Bunter.

“Ow!” moaned Snoop.

“1—1 say, that's mv paper, you
know,” stammered Bunter. *Gimme
that paper, Skinner, old chap! Tt's
mine, you know."”

The Latin paper was crumpled in
Bkinner's hand. He had had only one
glanco at it: but one glance had becn
enough to detect the well-known hand-
writing of Mark Linley. S8kinner was
satisfied that he had hold of the prizo

paper that Bob Cherry had taken from of

bhim in Study No. 11 the previous day.

He grinned cheerily at the excited
Owl of the Remove,

“Yours?"” he asked genially.

“Yes, old fellow. You—you sce, 1—
I got Linley to write it out for me, you
know,” Bunter explained. *“Before ha
went, you know. That—that's how it
comes to be in his hand.”

“You'd like to tell Quelch that?”
asked Skinner.

“I—TI'd rather not tell Quelch, old

chap! He's a suspicious beast, you
kno:y. Ho—he—he mightn't believe
me.

“1 think he mighin't,” agreed
Bkinner. “IHe might, of course; but I

think thoe odds are that he mightn’t.”
“] suppose you can take my word,
Bkinner 7"
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.
“I.ook hore, you beast—"

“You fat idiot!” said Skinner. “Do

you think 1 don't know why you sueaked
down from the dorm last night? You
got the paper out of Btudy No. 13."

Bunter’s fat jaw dropped.

He bad intended to keep that
noctural expedition a deep secret, Bat
the e=citing events in the Remove
dormitory, after his return, had

vainted every fellow in the Form
with the fact that the fat Owl had gone
down efter lights out.

“] wonder Cherry didn't guess!”
remarked Skinner. “But he's a silly
ass, anyhow, So you were going to
use Linley's papor to bag the Latin
prize, wera you, Bunter?'

“Nunno |” gasper Bunter. ' The—tho
fact is, [—I was going to let Linley
Liave the prize. I don't want & roiten
book. What I want is my Uncle
George’s fiver. Not that that’s Linley’s
paper, you know. I never went to his
study last night when I went down
from the dorm. In fact, I never went
down from the dorm at all. T hope
you can take a fellow’s word.”

“This is a pretty serious matter,
Bnmaar," said Sll:innl?r. “I'm afraid %t‘ls
my duty to take this paper to Quelch
and cxgla.in to him how you got hold

it.”
“Dh, really, Skinner—"
*You see, it's a swindle” said
Skinner, shaking his head. “I'm afraid
I can't keep this dark, Bunter, It's too
thick !
«1—I say, Skinner, old chap—"
“You'd better come with me to
Quelch ! said Skinner, making a move-
ment in the direction of the quad.

Bunter's fat knees knocked together.

So far as the obtuse Owl of the
Remove could see, there was no harm
in his using Mark’s Latin paper for the
laudable purpose of bagging a fiver
from his Uncle George. But he had a
feeling that Mr. Quelch would not see
the matter in the same light.

“Hold on, old chap!” he gasped. “I
—1I say, I'd rather Suclch didn't know
anything about it."

“1 dare say,” agreed Skinner. “ Well,
I'll tell you what I'll do. I'l} keep thia
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paper, end give it to Linley when he
comes back, and say nothing about it.
Of course, I couldn't let you use it;
thet would be unfair to the others,
8till, I'll keep dark what you’ve done."”

Billy Bunter groaned dismally.

But Skinner had the whip-hand.
Bunter dared not let the matter go
before his Form master. Bunter had
been misunderstood before; and he felt
instinctively that he would be misunder-
stood again.

He Dblinked st Skinner, and he
blinked at Sncop. Then, with slow and
reluctant footsteps, he rolled away.
Uncle George's fiver was gone from his
gaze like a beautiful dream.

“How's that, Snoopey!”
Skinner.

Snoop chuckled. He wes getting over
the bite now.

“Let's have a look at it,” he said.

Skinner smoothed out the crumpled
paper. Then, as he looked at it, he
started.

“@Great pip! This i=n't the paper!”
he breathed.

“What "

“This isn't Linley's paper, the one
Chorry got off me. hat !

“It's in Linley’s fist,”” said Snoop,
staring at it,

“Kectius vives, Licini—"" rcad oub
8kinner, staring. *“Neque altum—
My only hat! Hers, Bunter—"

He shouted after the Owl of the
Raemove.

Billy Bunter blinked round hopefully.

Skinner held out the paper.

“J1—I say, old chap—' gasped
Bunter. Ha rolled back to the Bpo, in
hot haste. “I say, old fellow—"

“Only larking, old fat bean!” said
Skinner, blandly. “There’s your paper,
Bunter, I don’t want it."”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

Scarcely believing in his good luck,
he grabbed at the Latin paper. It was
like Skinner to tontalise a fellow, and
Bunter hali expected him to jerk it
away; but he didn't. That valuable
Latin paper passed into Billy Bunter's
possession again,

He jammed it into his po
rolled hugriedly out of the Cloisters. He
did not intend to give Skinner time to
change his mind.

But Skinner did not want to change
his mind. He stared after the vanish-
ing form of the Owl of the Remove and
chortled.

“What tho dickens—"" asked Snocop,
puzzled.

“0Oh crumbs!” said Skinner. *‘This
is going to be the joke of the term!
Snoopey! Cherry's got Linley'a paper
safe, after all. He's not such a fool
a3 I thought. That fat frump’s got hold
of a paper in Linley's fist, in his study
last night. Ha, ha, ha!” Bkinner
roared i ; b

“ Not the prize paper!”” asked Snoop.

“Ha, ha,!p Not quite! If you'd
mugged up as much classio bunk as
I have, Snoopey, you'd know an ode
of Horace when you see one.”

“ An ode of Horace !"" yelled Snoop.

“Q. Horatius Flaceus!” chortled
8kinmer. ““One of the best-known odes,
too—the jolly old ode about the
*Golden Mean.! I wonder even Bunter
doesn't know! Quelchy knows it by
heart, of course!”’

“Oh crumbs!”

“ Picture Quele face!"” almost
sobbed Skinner. “Imagine his dial
when he comes on an ode of Horace
smong the papers handed in for the
prize—"

Snoop shrieked.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

grinned

ockoet and

Ea’eped Snoop.
a
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“ Anl Bunter—ha, ha, ha!” Skinner
leancd on a stone pillar and ’gurgled.

“ Bunter thinks it's Linley’s prize
paper !’ stuttered Snoop.

" He do—he does!”’

“Ha, ha, ha."
“And he's goin,
hand it w to Quele
“Oh scissors!”
“Keep this dark!” laughed Skinner.
“Keep it frightfully dark! Let Bunter
got on with it. I wouldn't spoil a jest
like this for all the prizes in the list!”

Snoop gurgled.

“But what has that ass Linley been
copying out Horace for?” he asked.

“QOh, that’s the kind of bunk he
likes,”” said Skinner, “He can't afford
to buy a Horace, and he's borrowed
somebody’s Horace and copied out that
jolly old ode. And Bumter thinks—
Ha. bha, ha!” Skinner went off into
another yell of laughter,

Skinner and Snoop were wiping their
cyes as they came out of the Cloisters.
Skinner had been disappointed in his
hope of getting hold agein of the prize
paper left behind by Mark Linley.
Evidently Bob Cherry was keeping that
safe. But he wos more than consoled
for his dissppointment. Bunter was
going to hand in the tenth ode in the
sccond book of Horace—as his own
composition !—in the belief that it was
Mark Linley’s composition. Linley was
safo off tho scene—and so was Quintus
Horatins Flaccus, for that matter. But
as Mr. Quelch had been brought up, so
to speak, on the odes of Horace, the
result of Billy Bunter's scheme was
certain to be entertaining. .

In third schoeol that morning Billy
Bunter once more looked cheery and
contented. So did Skinner.

A good many fcllows in the Remove
were looking forward to the prize an.
nouncement, which was shortly due.
Keenest of all wero Skinner and Snoop
and Bunter—but with very different
expeetations.

To Bunter's fat mind the prize and
Unecle Georgg's fiver were now cer-
tainties, To gkinner and Snoop some-
thing else seemed a certainty!

There was no doubt that Bunter’s
paper would be the best in the Remove.
On that point theré was no doubt—no
possible probable shadow of doubt, no
possible doubt whatever! But those ex-
cellent versos were not likely to bring
Bunter @ prize! They were likely—in
fact, certain—to bring him something
much less agrecable,

to copy it out and

PR

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Great Expectations !

OB CHERRY tapped at the door
B of his Form master’s study,
after classes, a couple of days

later.

“Come in!"’ said tho decp voice of
Henry Samucl Quelch,

Bob entered the study. Mr. Quelch
glanced at him, and at a paper he held
in his hand.

“If you please, sir, I've brought in
Linley's paper,” said Bob.

“ Linley's paper?' repeated the
Remove master. “Linley is away from
reyfriars, Cherry !”

“¥Yes, siv; but he had done his paper
hefore he went,” explained Bob. “g-lo
meant to give it some finishing touches,
but he hadn't time, and he lieft it in
the study. I told him he ought to hand
it in as it was, but he wasn't satisfied
with it.”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“In the circumstunces, Cherry, as=
Linley did not care to hand in the
]npel—"

“I've writton to him, sir I’ caplained
Bob eagerly. “I pointed out to him
that he was a silly ass—I—1 mean—""

“Indeed 7"

“I—I mean, I—I pointed out to him
that he does the best Latin verses in
the Remove, sir,”” said Bob colouring,
“and told him not to play the.goat—I
mean, I asked him to let me hand the
paper in for him. He's written back
and told me to get on with it if I like.

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Having been a sailor on a water-cart
our clever rhymester thinks he can give
you a pen-picture of Tom Redwing, a
sturdy son of the sea.

HE mighty ocean, rolling on,
ﬁ - With force that never tires,
Has sent a lad, her sf:urdy EOT,
As student to Greyiriars.
Tom Redwing, Hawkscliff born, to be
A fisher like his father,
By diligence and toil has he
Advanced his way much farther.

He burnt with zeal the midnight oil;
Suecess crowned his endeavour;
A scholarship repaid his teil,
For Redwing's bright and clever.
At first chaps sneered—the meancy sort,
Lilke Mossrs. Stott and Skinner;
They grinned and asked him if he'd
caught
The *“Kipper Steaks™ for dinner!

-Some would have quailed beneail the

whip .
Of ill-bred jest and jeering;
But stiff was Redwing’s upper lip,
For all their foolish sneering.
He held his manly head up high,
And thought that method sounder;
His sterling spirit eaught the cye
Of Herbert Smith, the Bounder.

These two the firmest friends became,
Though diff'ring in mentality;

And Herbert Smith was not the same,
Through Redwing's personality.

This friendship oft in days gone past
By temper's been diminished ;

It seemod that it would never last,
And oft it's nearly finished.

But they have stuck as fast as glue
Through every sort of weather;
And now you'll elways find the two
In Study 4 together.

Tom Redwing, through a legacy,
Is now on par with others,

And thus our scholar from the sea
Is freed from petly bothers.

Ho has not lost his head at all
Through unaccustomed dollars;

And so0 T azk vou. one and all,
With huge, full-throated “hollers,"”

To raiso o cheer at Rodwing’s name—
A loud, triumphant volley—

To praise this chap who plays the game,
Who's genercus. bluff. and joily!

21
So—so I thought I'd bring it to you,
BIT.

1T.

My, Quelch nudded.

“Very well, Cherry.
be mecepted.”

“Thank you, sirt"

Mr. Quelch took the paper and
dropped it into a drawer of Eia desk,
where a number of others already
reposed. It was the last day for han’-
ing in papers for the Latin prize, and
seven or eight had already collected.
Mr. Quelch rad to find time to go
through all ibhose papers some even-
ing, after which the announcement was
to be made in the Form-room, and the
prize awarded.

Some of the fellows thought it was
very generous of Quelchy to stand a
prize out of hir own pocket, and to
devote some hours of his scanty leisure
to the examination of papers, over and
above his official duties. Other fellows
declared that Quelchy browsed on Latin,
like a donkey on thistles, and found
some weird and upaccountable pleasure
in_this sort of thing.

Bob Cherry left his Form master’s
studﬁ! glad that he had done his best
for his absent friend, end that he had
fairly chivvied Marky into allowing his
paper to be handed in, after all.

As he went down Masters’ passage ho
encountered a fat junior turning the
corner. Billy Bunter wes heading for
Mr. Quelch’s study, with a paper in
his podgy hand. here was a cheory
grin on Bunter’s fat visage.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life,
old fat bean?"" asked Bob. * What have
you_got there "

“My prize paper, old chap,” eaid
Bunter.

“My hat! You've done o paper?i”
nxc]’a.imed Bob, in surprise. i
| Billy Bunter's outbreak of swot-
ting was quite a thing of the past
now. Tt had been strennous, but brief.
Probably Bunter wonld not hove kept
it up, even if ho had not made that
lucky discovery in Study No. 13! As
it was, he did not need to keep it up.

*Yes, rathor!" said Bunter. “Rather
a good paper, too, I think!"

“T don't think !"* chuckled Bob.

“0Oh. really, Cherry—"'

“Well, T hopa you've got a chance,
old fnt man'" said Bob, good-
humouredly. “You haven’t done a lot
of work for it, anyhow."

“The fact is, I didn't need to work
much for it."”” explained Bunter. “I'm
rather a dah at Latin, you know—""

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Well, you'll see what you'll see,”
aaidd Bunter. “1 faney my paper’s going
to bar the prize, anyhow. I =ay, have
vou heard from Linley?”

“Yos, fatty.”

“He's not coming back till alter the
prize is handed out?'’ esked Bunter,
anviously

The paper will

i No.]]

“0h, good!”

“Whyv cond, you fat duffer?” asked
Roh. “What the dickens does it

maitter to voy whether Linley comes
hack hefore the prize is given out, or
not.?*’

“0h! T—=1 mean—"

“Well, what do vou mean, ass?”?

“Oht Nothing!?

Billy Bunter rolled on hastily.

foh stared after him. He was quite
rernlexed,  Had Bunter succceded in
abztrarting  Linlev's prize paper, he
wonld have understood his fat satisfac-
tion, and his anxiety that Linley should
nat come hack till nfter the matter of
the T.atin prize was aver and done with,
Ar it wne it was rather perplexing.

However Bunter and his weird ways

Tae Macxir Lierary.—No. 1.159.
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were of no importance, and Bob dis
missed the Owl of the Remove from his
mind as he went on his wey. |

Bunter rolled out again, gripning.

His fat face was wreathed in smiles
as he came up to the Remove passage.

Skinner and Snoop were on the
Remove landing, and they also smiled
as they beheld his' smiling fat counten-
ance. .,

“Tgken in your paper, Bunter?
asked Skinner,

# Yoz, old chap.”

“Ha, ha, hat’ )

“Blessed if I can sce anything to
cackle ab* said Bunter, blinking ab
Skinner ond Snoop. “What's the
joke?”

“You are,
Snoop.

8kinner and Bnoop walked away
leughing.,  Billy Bunter sniffed, and
rolled into Study No. 7. It was tea-
time, and Peter Todd and Tom Dutton
wers sitting down to tea.  Bunter
glanced over the tea-table, and gave
anothicr sniff.

“T,a0k here, Peter, if you've only got
those measly sardines for tea—"

“That's all,” said Toddy cheerfully.
“But the tuckshop’s open, and you can
hu'y anything you like.’

Oh, really, Tndd}r—-—”

“And if you don't want any of the
measly sardines, I can do with the lot!
ad‘_gle?g Talddy.

ast !

Bunter sat down and grabbed a share
of the sardines. .

#1 gay, Toddy, I'm going to stand &
topping spread when I get that fiver
from my Uncle George!®

“When!” sighed Toddy.

“T¢'s a dead cert,” seid Bunter.
«T've taken in my paper to Quelch.
T've had it done & long time, you know,
1 only hed to copy it out. Its easily
the best in the Remove.” ”

# Modesty, thy name is Bunter!
Toddy. .

41 ean tell you, it's a corker,” said
Bunter. “Tt begins * Rectius vives,
Licini '—T forget the rest.” 5

“Th? That sounds familiar,” eaid
Peter, staring ot him. “I've heard
that Lefore somewhere, I think.

“Oh orumbst If you've seen Linley's
paper—"

‘Linley’s paper?” ejaculated Peter

old fat bean!” chuckled

said

”

Todd. L
“J—]1 meazn, my—my paper,” said
Bunter hastily. “[—I wonder what
meds me say Linleg'u paper? I say,
Peter, old chap, the fiver's a cert now—
a dead cert. I'm going to ask you to
the spread. Look here, you stand some-
thing decent for tea. sce? One good
turn deserves another.” .

“If that spread depends on your win.
ning & prize with a Latin paper, old iab
bean, I think it will come along about
the same time as the postal-order
you're expecting,” chucklad Toddy.
#*And by that time T shall be able to
stand mysell a feed out of my old age
pension.”

“ Beast1”

And there were only sardines for tea!
Bunter could not very well explain the
grounds on which he felt so certain o
bagging  the prize—and the fver.
Tud%ly was not likely to believe that
William George Bunter would bag =a
prize for Latin verse, by his own un-
aided efforts. So the fat junior bad to
content himself with the lions’ share of
the sardines,

But he wns consoled by the happy
prospeet  in  storo. Bunter's ab
thoughts dwelt on the fiver, and the
amount of tuck it would purchase; and
he was comforted.

Tae Macxcr Lispsany.—No. 1,159,

FHE SIXTEENTH CHAFPIER.
Awiul for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER beamed.

The Remove were gathered in

their Form-room, some of them

looking bored, others expectant.

In the ranks of tho Remove, the fat
and fatuous countenance of William
George Bunter beamed like unto a full
moon,

Fellows grinned as they noticed the
beaming, effulgent countenance of the
Owl of the Remove.

Evidently, Bunter had no doubts!
The gathering of the Form for the an-
nouncement, by Mr. Quelch, of the
winner of the term's Latin prize, was a
metely formal proceeding, in Bunter's
view. For the result was a foregono
conclusion. in Bunter's opinion,

Quelch, at his high desk, had a rather
serious expression on his face. It was
noted, sgveral times, that his glance
turned on Bunter. And his glance did
not express admiration or approval,

“I say, you fellows,” murmured

50
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Bunter. "I wish he'd buck upl! T'm
going to bag it, you know.”

“Well, I fancy I've a faint chance,”
said Harry Wharton, with a smile,

“Rot, ofd chap! Your paper isn't in
the same street with mine.”

“T hope not!” grinned the captain of
the Romova.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

] rather think Marky's paper will
pull it off,” remarked Bob Cherry.

Bunter started.

“How do you know?”

“What?”

“T—] mean—"

“Silenco, please!” came the deep voice
of Heory Samuel Quelch; and there
was a sudden cessation of the whisper-
ing in the Lower Fourth.

Mr. Qualch gave a little cou%h.
Aguin his glance dwelt on Bunter for
n moment, with quite an odd expres-
sion, and the juniors wondered what'it
meant. Several of the juniors were ex-
pectant. Wharton and Peter Todd and
Tom Redwing had put in good papers;
Skinner had put in & careless one;
soeveral other Ffellows had done their
best. But nobody’s expectations were
so high as Billy Bunter's. It was,
Bunter was persuaded, simply & walk-
over for him,

Mr. Quelch announced that -he had

THE MAGNET

recyived & total of nime papers for the
prize for Latin verse. Of these, all had
merit, excepting one. As he mentioned
the exception, Ciuclch‘s gimlet eyes
apain rested on the fat and expectant
countenance of Williami George Bunter.

“The best paper,” Mr. Quelch went
on, “i3 the work of a boy now absent
from Greyfriars. The prize is awarded
to Mark Linley.”

“Hurrah [ cjaculated Bob Cherry in-
voluntarily.

“Oh erikey !” stuttered Bunter.

The fat junior almost fell down.

His fat brain seemed to be turning
round, in his amazement, Mr. Quelch’s
announcement of the prize-winner came
hlse a bombshell to Bunter.
i ‘Three papers,” resumed Mr. Quelch,

deserve special commendation—
Wharton's, Redwing’s, and Todd’s. All
th?. others have merit—excepting one,”

b Good old BunterI” murmured Bob.
« To this exeeption,” said Mr. Quelch,

I must now specially refer. Bunter!”

“Oh dear !

“Stand out, Bunter!”

Bunter tottered out before the class.

Mr. Quelch held up & paper that was
evidently written in Bunter's hand—the
sprawling “fist * could be recognised at
qu‘ﬂ:e & distanco.

“Bunter{” said Mr. Quelch, in a desp
voIice.

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Bunter.

“You handed me this paper as your
awn composition,”

“Ye-es, gir! It—it's mine!”
Bunt_or. mine!” gasped
Skinner end Snoop exchanged a

glance and suppressed a chuckle. The
other fellows list i on in
t.efgst;. ened with keen in

How you could have hoped,” said
Mr., Que ch, “to succeed m&h auch s
palpable trick, passes my comprehen-
sion, Bunter.*

“Oh, really, sir—="

“This paper,” said Mr. Quelch, “is
not your composition, Bunter.”

Oh, yes, sir! Quite! I—I worked
oni every line of it sir! I—I wouldn't
orrow another chap’s paper, sir!”
gasped Bunter. “I'm incapable of it!
Tllftt.—that’s not Linley’s paper, sir.”

Linley’s paper!” repeated Mr.
Qpeleh,. “I am aware that it is mot
Linley’s paper, Bunter. Linley cer-
tainly would not be capable of attempt.
ing to play such a trick in a prize
oxgm}natmn ol

What on earth has the fat idiot
been up to?” murmured Bob Cherry.

Goodnesa knows I
:'Silence, please! Bunter——*

‘I—1I assure you, sir,” gasped Bunter.
“I“;m]r::,r never wrote that, sirv.”

Do you supposs for one moment,
Bupter., that I suppose that Linley wrote
it?" ejaculated Mr., Quelch.

“0h crumbs!”

Bunter had certainly supposed so. 1f
that wasn't it, what was the matter?
Iil‘tfn[te{1 was Lq;zi[te bewildered.

ave Linley’s paper here,” said
Mr. Quelch. “It was handed to me by
Cherry—"

Bunter ju

“Oh! i’

“What ?*

“I—I mean—oh dear!”

Bunter’s fat bram was spinning. How
could that beast Cherry have handed
in Linley’s paper, when the Owl of the
Remove had annexed if, copied it out,
and burnt it?

Slowly it dawned on the unhappy
Owl that hie must have got hold of the
wrong paper in that nocturnal expe-
dition to Study No. 13

“This paper—" Mr, Quelch shook
the offending paper in the air, and his
gimlet-eyes seemed to bore into the

mped.
Em beast |”
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“This paper, Bunier,’”” roarsd Mr. Queleh, “Is a eopy of
the tenth ode of the second book of Horace, and you have had
the impudence to atiempt to P?:mll It off on me as your own

work 1°

wretched Bunter. “This paper is a
copy of a well-known composition—""

“Oh crumbs !”

“A composition so celebrated, that
it amazes me that you should fancy,
Bunter, for one moment, that I was
vnacquainted with it1”

“SL!‘!

“ Apart from the dishonesty, the un-
ecrupulous impudence of this attempt,
an attempt at what I can only describe
as fraud: "

“Ow |

“Apart from that, I am amazed at
the folly, the crass fatuity, of such an
attempt!” boomed Mr. Quelch, “Is it
possib?e, Bunter, that you imagined that
your Form master was unacquainted
Wl‘tlia ltlt%g odes of Horace ™

“This paper "—almost roared Mr.
Quelch—"1s o copy of the tenth ode of
the second book of Horace!”

“0h crikey!”

“And you have had the impudence,
the crass studidity, te attempt to palm
it off an your Form master as your own
work [V

“Wow "

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Removo.

Many fellows had wondered what
Bunter’s Latin paper would be like.
But they had not expected if to turn
out like this.

“ Ha, ha, ha l”

* Silence " hooted Mr. Quelch. “This
attemnpt at an impudent fraud may be
ridiculous in a sense, but it is not a
laughing matter.”

On that point, the Remove did not
agrece with their Form master. But
they tried to suppress their cmotions.

“What have you to sby, Bunteri”

" I_I_I_’?

“Speak " _

“I—I—I—1 think you've making &
mistake, sir |” gasped Bunier,

“ What

*I—] never bagged that paper out of
Linley's study, sir—I—1 mean,
never knew the beast had been copying
out Horace—that is to say, I
really wrote that paper, sir—"

“Hua, ha, ha!”

“You—you really wrote this paper,
Bunter !” gurgled Mr. Quelch. “You
tell me that you really wroto this ode,
which I have known by heart for forty
years."

GIHE’ bB. ha!”

“Oh erikey !I”

“Have you anything more to say,
you young rascal

Bunter, with his mouth open like a
fish out of water, could only gasp. He
bhad nothing more to say. Horace and
all his works were quits unknown to
Bunter, but if Mr. Quelch had known
these verses by heart for forty years, it
was evidently no use for Bunter to
claim them for his own composition.

“The unscrupulousness of this
attemnpt,” boomed Mr. Cﬂmlch, ‘‘is only
equalled by its crass absurdity. How
you could hope to impose on 'me in such
a manner passes my comprehension,
Such fatuity 1s almest incancecivable,
You hand me, as you own composition,
a work which nas been existence almost
two thousand years—"

“QOh crumbs!”

“A work known by heart by every
master in the school, and in every other
school—"

*“(Oh secissors!” .

“Known to every boy in the Sixth
Form——"

“0Oh dear!”

“And to many of the juniors—even
somsa of the Remove—"

L1} Oh!)l =

“You must have imagined that your
Form master’s ignorance was even more
abysmial than you own—

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Bilence I”

Mr. Quelch picked up Lis cane.

“ Bunter 1"’

“Qooooh !”

“¥You will bend over that form !”
“Wow !”

The scene that followed was painful—

very painful. Mr. Quelech was justly
wrathy. The cane rose and fell; the
Remove master, apparently under the
impression that he was beating a car-
pet. The dust rose from Billy Bunter’s
trousers. From Billy Bunter himeelf,
rose n succession of ear-splitting yells.

Bunter had had great expeetations.
But it was the unexpected that hap-
pened. Like Luecifer, Son of the Momn-
ing, he had fallen from his high estate,
and great was the fall thereof.

“Ow! Wow! Wow! Owl”

Such was the burden of Bunter's song
for the remainder of the day.

He had had the licking of his life!
Certainly, he had deserved it, but from
that reflection, Bunter derived no com-
fort whatever.

But the licking, severe a3 it was,
wore off at long last. That really was
not the worst. As Shakespeare has
remarked, thus bad begins but worso
remains Dehind, Unele George's Bver
wans gone {rom his gaze like a beautiful
dream. That was the unkindest cut of
ull!

For a long, lonf; time, Billy Bunter
mourned and could not be comforted.
He was never seen swotting again,
neither was he likely to think of bagging
another fellow’s puper for a prize. It
was too awfully risky! It was the firss
and lust exploit of Bunter the prize
Liunter ! THE END.

(There will be ancther topping story
of Harry Wharton & Co. tn next week's
MacNer entitled: “BUNTER, THE
INK-SPLASHER! Don't miss this
splendid treat, whatever you dol)
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THRILLS ? THERE’S NO END TO ’EM IN THIS VIVID FOREIGN LEGION STORY !

A Bold Step !

HE armed Arab on %}uard
E greeted Fraser with babbling

outery.

“What is it, master? Is our lord,
the Chosen One, safe—-"

“Yes, yes!” cut in Fraser. “He
has already been moved to safety.
But there is treachery in the camp.
Have you the Legionnaire secure ?”

“He lies safe in his bonds—-"
began the guard. .

“How do you know ?” cried Fraser.
“Have you looked during tlese past
few minutes? The Chosen One bids
me bring him reassuring word. This
may be an attempt at rescue !”

With an eath, the guard
turned and dashed into the
camel-hair tent, followed by

I'raser.
“Yes, sce!” he cried,
bending over the bound and

trussed boy. “He lies
secure—

That was as far os he got,
for Traser's eclubbed automatic
erashed down sickeningly on his

skull. His musket dropped from his
nerveless hand and, as he swayed for-
ward, Fraser struck savagely again.

With a groan the gunard collapsed,
pitching face foremost to the sanded
floor of the tent; and Fraser was on
his knees by the side of Paul.

“Are you all right, boy?” he de-
mnnded, sawing frenziedly with open
clasp-knife at f"gu)‘a bonda

“Yes, but——
“Then listen!” cont in Fiaser
tersely. “QGet word to Zukra that
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two thousand fighting Arabs march
at dawn to attack the village, All
prisoners will be tortured I ride
with you. One of us must get through
or the garrison will be wiped out.
There! Can you stand ?”

The last strands of Paul's bonds
fell away, and, slipping an arm round
his shoulders, Fraser helped him to
his feet. The boy swayed, but
Fraser's arm held him atewif and
Fraser's voice came cool and collected.

“We must get out of here without
delay. But in cose we are parted, or
I go under, there is one thing more
Warren asked me to give you this.”

He thrust the crumpled note, which

THE PATH OF DUTY ?

To stand by a wounded man who has saved
his life—or push on with the news that might
save his comrades from being wiped out—IT’S
y LEFT FOR PAUL BLAKE TO DECIDE !

Warren had entrusted to him, into
Paul’s hand. Mechanically the boy’s
finzers closed on it.

“You are Fraser?” he asked halt-
ingly.
“Yes. But we must get out of here
at once,” answered Frascr. “To leave
by tho entrance is too dangerous
We'll go out this way.” Already he
was slitting an exit at the rear of
the small tent. “The horse lines lie
behind here. Ready?”

13 Ya.‘l

“Come on, then. There's a panic
on just now and we may win through
safely.”

He crawled out through the hole
he had made, followed immediately
by Paul, who was still in the torn
and tattered Arab garb which he had
been wearing when taken prisoner.

“A bold front !” said Fraser, rising
to his feet. “They'll take you for
one of themselves, and I'm not sus-
pected yet, I think [*

“Suspected of what?” demanded
Paul

Fraser laughed grimly.

“Betting fire to that black dog's
tent,” he answered. “Come on; the
horse lines lie this way[”

Boldly Fraser struck off towards
the horse lines, with Paul striding
by his side. The whole encampment
was by this time swarming with men
and illumined by the glare of the
great blazing tent of All bu Sadi.

But none questioned the pair nor
attempted to arrest their progress.
Fraser, the renegade Englishman,
was well-known by sight, and as for
his companion—well, who in the ex.
citement was to think that that
tattered Arab was the
Legionnaire who was to die
at dawn? Who, in their
frenzied fear for the safety
of their leader, the Chosen
One of Allah, gave so much
as 8 thought or second
glance to the Englishman
and the Arab companion
who might well be his servant

Thus they reached the horse limes,
and boldly Fraser addressed the
aunt Arab in charge of the guard
here, whilst Paul stood back with
foce averted, gazing, it seemed, to-
wards the blaze.

“Two horses at once I’ commanded
Fraser arrogantly. “I carry urgent
orders for all sentries !”

The Arab nodded. There was
nothing in either Fraser’s words or
alleged mission to arouse the slightest
puspicions on his part.

“Who rides with you?” he asked
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:asually, turning to give the order
to saddle two horses.

“My servant |” replied Fraser, then
caught his breath and stood with
liands clenched.

For from the encampment had como
a sudden outery. It sounded above
the tumult and the din with strange,
menacing note.

The Arab heard and noted it, for
he wheeled, staring in the direction
from whence the sound came.

“What is happening now?” he
growled.

Fraser could have told him; could
have explained what that sudden
outery meant.

The escape of Paul lhad been dis-
covered ! *

“Hurry with those horses, there !"
barked Fraser.

The outery was growing every
moment, swelling into a roar of
cnraged voices.

“There is something amiss,” said
the Arab sharply.

“Blood and fury!” roared Fraser,
“Da you tell us what we already
know, you camel? Twice has the life
of our Master, the Chosen One, been
m peril this night, and now you
bleat of something being amiss !

Impatiently he strode forward and
snatched the reins of a saddled horse
from the hand of one of the guards.

“Here, you dog!™ he wheeled on
Paul. "Mount, curse you! Must you
stand paping thera all night?”

Tt was superbly done. For not by
the glightest quiver of his voice had
Fraser betrayed the cold dread which
was clutching at his heart.

“ Wait !” cried the fellow in charge
of the guard, and his voice was im-

perative. “They arc coming this
way I”

1);. was only too true. Silhouetted
against the dying glow of the now
almost burnt out tent, men were run-
ning towards the horse lines.

“Up with you, Blake—for your
life I shouted Fraser.

With the words he wrenched the
reins of the second horse from the
hand of the man who held them. A
smashing blow to the face sent the
fellow reeling, and swinging himself
up te the saddle, Fraser dug his heels
savagely into the horse’s Hanks.

The startled animal bounded for-
ward as, with a yell, the leader of
the guard whipped up his musket.
But before his finger could tighten
on the trigger, Fraser's automatic
spat vicious flame and lead. The
Arab staggered back with a gurgling
cry and arms wupflung, a bullet
through his throat.

Paul had already mounted, and
next moment he and Fraser. were
galloping towards the sentry lines,
followed by a ragged {fusillade of
bullets.

“They’re saddling!” shouted
Fraser, glancing over his shoulder.
“Even if we pass the sentries, it's
going to be touch and go!”

Another fusillade rang out, and
suddenly Frager swayed drunkenly in
his u?lddlc. W g P

“They've got me!” he gasped.
“Throujéh'—the back 1" ?

en he was conscious of Paul’s
arm round him and the boy’s voice
saying :

“Bteady, Fraser!| We'll beat them
yet 1

Fraser’s teeth set primly

“Beat ~’em !” he said gratingly
*Ay—we must do that *

As though locked together, the two
horses and riders thundered om, to
run the gauntlet of sentry lines and
outposts

Through the Night !

HE sentries and outposts had

E been thrown round the oasis in

a wide circle, and before they
could realise what the sudden firin
meant, Paul and Fraser were throug
their lines, thundering madly on into
the desert night.

No horses that ever were foaled
could keep up the breakmeck speed of
those two flying mounts. But Paul
knew that his one ehance of safety
lay in getting as far away from the
cneampment as possible before the
pursuit of he and Fraser was taken
up in earnest.

He held on, holding the reeling
Fraser in his saddle, and followed hy
a ragged volley of musket shots from
the sentries.

“Leave me ! gasped Fraser. “I'm
done! You go on alone—"

“Hang on, old fellow |” answered
Paul encouragingly. “We'll win
through all right now 1*

Win through !

They must do that at any cost, for
the garrison at Zukra must be warned
of the coming attack.

His arm supporting the wounded
Fraser, Paul urged the flying mounts
to further efforts. The gallant horses
responded nobly, thundering on side
by side with long and raking stride.

More than once the boy glanced
back over his shoulder into the dark-
ness behind. Already the pursuit of
him and Fraser must have com-
menced, but there was a chance that
in the blackness of the night the
Arabs would be uncertain as to the
direction they had taken.

They could not know definitely that
the fugitives were makine for Zulra,
even if they suspected that Paul was
aware of the attack which Ali bu
Sadi was proposing to launch on that

INTRODUCTION,

To save his rascally ecousin, Guy Warren,
Sfrom oxpulsion on a ehargs of theft, Pawd Rlaks
takes the blame on kig own shoulders by running
away from school and joining the Foreign Legion
of I'rance, He ia sent lo the deser! slation of
Sidi-bel-Abbes, in North Africa, where he forms
[riendships with Lemarne, o hard-bitten Legirn
naire, Esterhavn, a former officer in the French
Army, and Desmond, onre caplain of hiz old
school. Laler, when n strong force of the Legion
i8 sent into the desert to quell an Arab ristng,
these Four o with it. ter a lerrible hand-to-
hand fight, Bergeant-Major Dolke learns that a
party of British touriats, including Guy Warren,
who noi succeeded to the title und fortune
of his father, and his sister June, have fallen
into the hands of Ali bu Sudi, the Jeader of the
revolt. Lemarne and KBlake are
d,isgmtcked to the garrison at Kesh-el-Babar,
omly to be captured by Touwaregs. Lemarne
escapes, but Blake iz brought before Alf bu Sadi
and sentenced to death. Gu}; Warren, twho,
with & friend named Praser, is in leagus with
the vebet chief s g0 aghast al Ms cousin’s plight
that Ae' makes a ant attempt to save Paul.
His effort proves futile, howe
dain the Chosen One's bodyguard. That
same night Fraser sels fire (o the Chosen One’s
tent ; » unnoticed in the pandemonium thal
{oﬂms. rushes lo the tend in which Paul Bloke

ica bound,
(Now read on.)
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ill-fated little desert village which
was being held by the pitiful remnant
of the Legion Company which had
marched from Sidi-bel-Abbes a thou-
sand strong.

Suddenly Fraser moaned, swaying
Leavily against Paul's encircling
arm, and almost slipping from the
saddle  Torn between anxiety for
this wounded companion of his and
the knowledge that there was not a
moment to spare if the garrison at
Zukra were to be warmed, Paul
checked the wildly galloping horses
in;lt brought them to a quivering
alt,

“I'm done | moamed Fraser. “I'm
all in—>

The words trailed away and his
head fell limply forward om his chest.
Holding him as best he could, Paul
swung himself to the ground. Then,
lifting the searce-eomscious Frager
from the saddle, he gemtly lowered
him to the sand.

Fraser’s eyes flickered open and he
laid a trembling hand on the sleeve
of the boy kneeling by his side on
the sand.” His death];r white face
was but a blur in the darkmess, and
when he spoke Panl had to bend his
head to catch the whispered words
ru_-]nch came so faintly from the livid
ips.

“Don’t wait I” There was a strange
urgency in Fraser's halting voice.
* They may be on us—at any moment.

0 now—you have two horses. I
will remain here——>’

“No, no!” eried the boy
ately. “I will not leave you I

_Fraser's pgrip tightened convuls
sively on his arm.

“You cannot aid me—I am too far
gone for that,” he whispered. *“ And
if thef take you again—you will die
terribly——*

. Aglt ofd eolt:ghing h:aoked him, and
in e darkness Rhis hi bec
flecked with blood. = e

“Your duty is te
at Zukra,” {a w
spasm had passed,
must go—>"

“I cannot 1 cried Paul desperately.
“I cannot leave you }”

How could he? How could he
leave this man who had given his life
to save him from the Arabs? Yet
the maddening, the awful thing
about it was that he could do nothing,
to aid poor Fraser. AN ke could do
was to wait for the emd—and, hefore
that end came, the chances were that
the pursuing Avabs would come
sweeping out of the darkness on
vengeance bent.

And then what of the garrison at
Zukra?

Taken by eur]irise by the over-
whelming force Ali bu Sadi was send-
ing against them, they would be
wiped out to a man, A

hich was the path of duty?

Shonld the boy wait by the side of
this dying man, who had given his
all to save him from death at Arab
hands; or should he abandon him and
push on towards Zukra with the
news which might save his comrades
from being wiped out?

“Fraser, T will not leave yon,” he
said hoaml{. hia e working
strangely. “I cannot do it !”

TH® Macner Lmpary.—No. 1,159,

sions

Our comrades—
on when the
“@o, boy—you
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Fraser nodded weakly., For a long
moment he 1ay silent. And in the
stillness, his ear against &he sand, he
heard a faint, elusive drumming far
out across the desert.

It was the Arabs approaching!

Weakly Fraser groped for
revolver.

“They're coming, boy!” he whis-
pered. “Take my gun—it is here—"

He drew it from its holster.

Crack !

Lurid flame spurted, stabbing the
darkncss in front of Paul’'s eyes.
Then before the horrified boy could
grasp the gun, it had fallex from
Fraser’s nerveless hand.

“Fraser—Fraser " he eried wildly,
and lifted the lead mow lying so
limply on the sand.

But there was no reply. De-
liberately, to release the boy from Lis
gide so that the warning could be
carried on to Zukra, Fraser had shot
himself.

And when news of that supreme
self-sncrifice renched Fraser's widowed
mother wecks later in England, it
was accompunied by tho coveted
Legion of Honour, the highest award
which France can give.

his

——

Zukra !

ATL eventually won through to
P Zukra, riding in through the
gates of the walled village at
sunsct the following evening. He
was swaying drunkenly in the saddle,
half-dead with weariness, hali-crazed
by. thirst

“The breather his horse and Fraser's
had had before Fraser died, had
freshened them considerably. Paus-
ing only long cnough to stand with
bowed head and commit Frascr’s soul
to i'+ Maker, Paul had swung him-
self up into the saddle and thundered
off inte the night, leading the other
horse by the rein.

Having two mounts had proved the
boy's salvation, for he had ridden
them alternately, halting only leng
enongh to throw himself from the
saddle of one to the back of the
other.

Reaching Zukra, he xeported st
once ‘n {crgeant-Major Bolke at the
barracks.

“Where’s Lemarne?” was the first
qu.stion the sergeant-major shot at
him. “What in blazes are yon doing
back here alone?”

Rapidly Paul poured out his story,
terminating with t' reiteration that
a huge force of Arabs was already
sweeping to the attack of Zukra
unless Ali bu Sadi had made an
cleventh hour alteration in his plans.

“And you have no knowledge ns to
whethier or not Lemarne reached
Kesh-el-Kabar?” rapped Bollke.

“No, I have not,” answered the
boy.

“And if this Arab attack is Leing
launched according to plan,” =aid
the scrgeant-major sharply, “how
many hours do vou reckon the dogs
are behind you?”

“Four. at least ®

“Very good !"” replied Bolke. ' You
may turn in now for two hours. I
will speak with you again later.”

Thanikfully Paul saluted, and with-
drew to lis quarters, He was too
weary even to eat, and after ¢laking
his thirst and indulging in a brisk
rub-down, he threw himself full
length on Lis mattress

Scarce had lus uwo.u wouched the
Liard pillow than se was sound asleep,
to be wakened again two hours later
by Zimmermann.

“Bolke wisues to see you zgain,”
eaid that individual, standing by
whilst Paul dressed 1n his Legion
uniform. * You bring us bad rews,
mon garcon !"”

“I'm afraid so, Zimmermann,” said
Paul. “What precautions las Bolke
taken ?”

“The gates have been closed and
barricaded,” replied Zimmermann,
“and every man is at his post along
the walls, But there will ke no
attack before the dawn!”

L Na?,)

“No; for the Arab likes not night
work,” said Zimmermann. “*1The dawn

rush is his favotrite method of
attack. But, tell me, where is
Lemarne?”

“The last I saw of him,” replied
Paul grimly, “he was riding hard for
Keah-el-Kaga

Whilst he ate a hurried meal in
tlie deserted barrack-room, Paul told
Zimmermann something of his and
Lemarne's adventures out there 1n
the desert.

“Then,” said Zimmermann, with a
harsh laugh, when the boy had con-
cluded, “if Lemarne has died, we
are as good as dead, For we are in
no state to hold ont against an attack
here.”

“Why not?”

“Because a quarter of the compan
are down with sickness, and le cafa
—the desert madness—is rife. Only
last night, in thia very room, a cursed
Portuguese ran amuck with his
bayonet. He killed one man, and
was attacking another, when Bolke
shot him dead !"

“And how has the good Bolke been
conducting himself?” asked Paul
curiously.

Zimmermann looked at him sharply.

“Did Lemnrne apeak to you of—
of him out there in the desert?” hLe
demanded.

Paul shook his head.

“No, he didn’t,” he replied. “Why
do you askp”

“QOh, there is mno particular
reason !” replied Zimmermann, with
a shrug of his shoulders. “But you
ask how Bolke has been conducting
himself. Nom d'un nom, day Ly day
he grows more like the devil Te is!
IIc never speaks now, save to curse &
man or snarl an order. This morning
he shot Karl Hansen for malin-
gering [

“And was Tansen malingering?”

“He was! And Bolke knew it.
IIe did not turn out on parade, this
Hansen, and Bolke came into the
barrack-room to find him *“Get out
on parade, vou dog! Bolke said

™
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And Hansen replied that he was sick,
Just for one woment did Belke lcok
at him; then, drawing his gun, he
shot him full betwecn the eyes!”

*“He gave him no second chanee?”
asked Paul guietly.

* No, Le di% not. But you sce why,
do you not? He made an example of
Hansen. Mon garcon, there is one
real antidote to le cafard and to going
sick here in Zukra. It is fear of
Bolke. Fear of Bolke will keep &
poor devil of a Legionnaire on his
feet when nothing else will I”

Paul nodded, for he counld well
understand the grim truth which lay
in his companion’s words.

“Has he found out who it was that
attacked him the night he throttled
SBtulz?" he asked,

Zimmermann half turned away.

“No,” lhie answered, in a low voice;
“but he’s got his suspicions !”

And Paul, watching him, knew in
his heart, that here was onc of the
guilty ones.

“But if he's got his suspicions, why
has he not taken action?” lLe de-
manded.

Zimmermann swung on Lim.

“Because he could prove rothing,”
he answered harshly, “and bceause
he is not a fool. He knows he is safe
here in Zukra, for we could ot do
without him, He is the ene man who
can hold the company together. And
he knows, for his part, that ke cun-
not do without those who attacked
him. Every man who is not a shirker,
like Hansen, will be wanted. And the
men who attacked Belke were not
shirkers, but fighters.”

Paul saw quitc plainly what
Zimmermann meant. Faced by sick-
ness, maduess, and Arabs, it was no
time for the settlement of personal
grudges in the ranks of the company.
It was a case of cvery man pulling
lis weight in the fight against these
three deadly foes of the gion.

Pushing back his chair, Paunl rose
to lLis feet and buckled on his accout-
vements. Then, with a word to
Zimmermann, he clumped off to the
orderly-room, where he found the
gergeant-major alone. )

“Y am posting yon to the firin

latform by the main gates!” sai
%olka harshly, “But first I Lave a
question to ask yon!”

“Yes?" said Paul.

“This man Warren,” demanded
Bolke—'you say he is dend. Tell me
how he died!”

Bricfly Paul told him how Guy
Warren had met his death.  Bolke
listened in silence, but never for an
instant did his eycs leave Paul.

“8o,” he said, when Paul lLiad con-
cluded, “he fired at this black dog,
Ali bu Sadi, in an effort to save you
from being tortured®”

“Yes, that is correct !”

« And was hewn down by the swords
of Ali bu Sadi’s bodygunavd#”

“Yes,” answered the boy.

“Very good! You can go! Re-
port at once to Corporal Durz, in
charge of your post!”

(For the conclusion of this thrilling
yarn see next week's MAGNET )
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of course, is to slip the rubber band over
the two corners, and this lolds them

ether in & flash, and gives the appear-
ance that they have been mysteriously ¢red
tﬂgﬂ'tlhﬂ[' !

Here are a fow
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to questions which my readers have asked
e ;

R. Balwood (Chippenham, Wilts).—The
Bay of Biseay varies in depth. In the
Spanish portion it is about 1,200 ft. dﬂﬁtp.
but in French portion only 120 ft.
This is by no means deep when you
consider that there iz a place in the
Pacific where tho water i8 over 32,000 it,
in depth !

William Groy (Camberwoell).—The tin
is made in two sections, and the doves
(which take up wvery little room) are in
the bottorn section. The fire is produced
by apirit in the top section, and the
pecond time the lid is taken off, the top
gection goes with it, thus leaving the
doves free to flutter out.

Harry Rouse (New Barnet).—Anacondas
—the terrible South American pythons—
are fopnd in Brazil and Guiann. They
grow ‘a8 long as thirty [eet, and prey
upon birds and animals. Their bite is
not poisonous, but they crush their

proy and then swallow it whole.

' COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

(Continued from page 1)

o ®

H. H. F,
emoke ! Yes, a dog hss besm lmown

actually to inhale smoke, and also to
eat tobaceo !

(SBunderland).—Can dogs

Ready for a limerick ! This one eomes
from Master Randall, 35, Compton Street,
Clifton, York, who geta a MagNET pocket
wallet for it:

When Bunter was pui In the team,
Greyfriars would lose, i would seem.
But lose they did not;
They won, did that lot.
You see, "was a tug-o’-war team !

e —————

Here is a question which raises

A SALTY SUBJECT I

Harry Burdett wants to know il it is
true that one can bathe in certain seas
without sinking. It's quite trne. The
Dead Sea contains so much matter in
solution that it is almost impossible to
gink in it, The Great Salt Lake in Utah
is another place where one may bathe with
impunity, because one cannot sink.
Balt is really a most intercsting subject,
For instance, do you know that there are
galt mines in Poland and Russia which
have main streets in them lighted by
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eleciricity 7 They also have chapels,
theatres, and comoert lhalls—all thousands
of feet below the surface! In fact, some
of theso salt mincs are actually cities
under the earth !

You need not take the above paragraph
with the customary grain of salt, because
it'"s absolutely true |

And, as salt lends savour to food, so
doea Frank Richards' humour lend savour
to & story, as you will find out next week
when you read :

*“ BUNTER, THE INK SPLASHER "™

which is hig next book-length of the
famous chumsa of Greyiriars. It's chock-
full of real good stuff, and you'll kick
yourself if yon miss reading it. So you'd
better get on to your newsagent right now
and EEE him to reserve a copy for you !

Second on the list comes the final
instalment of our rattling great yarn of
the Foreign Legion, while our middle-
pages feature will be another amusing
yvarn of Bt. Sam's, entitled :

‘“*A TOOTH FOR A TOOTH ™

which has heen specially written for you
by Dicky Nugent.

There'll be another clever poem by tha
Greyiriara Rhymester, of courss.

By the way, full particulars of a grand-
new serial—the best ever yet written
for the MaicwET—Will appear in next
week's issue. Yes, you're right. It
does deal with the Test Matchea and its
bong on the wicket ]

YOUR EDITOR.
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FREE GIFTS

for Nestle’s Chocolate Coupons

>

Rallwa Engine. Powerful clockwork model with
coupled wheels and coal tender. Reversible,

260 coupons

Cricket  Bat,
Fineat English
willow. Saras
wiak caue han-
dle, sprung
and thread
covered,

278
coupons

Waorld-famous Hawk-Eye Box Camera, Made in
Cireat Britain bry Kodak, Tales sharp, clear photo-
graphs 13"%x23"with Kodak film No, 120, Vertical

view finder. I20 coupong

See what wonderful things you can get just by collect~
ing Nestlé’s coupons. These gifts are things you really
want. Things for yourself-~your brothers and sisters.
Sooner than you’d think—very soon indeed if you get
all the family collecting, youwill be having your choice.

Toy Motor Car. Strong clackwork motor. Automatic brake,

There are very many different kinds of Nestlé’s Choc- Duwirsto open. Runs straight or indcircle. 120 coupons
olatein this offer—blocks,square caz:tons and zd. wrap- InallNestlé's ilb. blocks, 6d. square
ped bars—so cveryone can please him or herself and cartons and 2d. wrappedbars, there

will be found either a Gift Coupon
yet be helping on the good work. or a Coloured Guarantee Slip.

These coloured guaraniee slips

o~
9 have a coupon value and you
should keep them,
1 Blue slip equals 2 coupons. 1 Pink
slip equals 1 coupon. 3 Yallow slips

equal 1 coupon.
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's FREE COUPONS

To Nestld's (Gift Dept.}
Silverthorne Road,
Battersea, London, S.W. 8
Fleate send me 5 Free Goupons ond the
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— and listen to this too!
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THE HANDIEST RING IN THE
WORLD !

Rub the ring—wish hard, and
—hey presto [—the impossible
becomes possible !

WISH—AND THE WISH COMES
TRUE !

I
Lelt Qut !

s, LAY ED, sie!™

[ il “*Well hit, Smilea!™

The erowd rovmd tha Junijor
‘Jitﬂh at Cayninglrn  College

velled applause as Hal Smiles, the cheery

ownor of an amazing wishing-ring, sent

the ball whizzing scross to the boundary.

Hal could play ericket, there wasn't
much doubt about that., This was the
tenth boundary sinee Hal had gone down
to the wicket, and the Cayningham sup-
porters were wild with delight. The
supporters of their opponents from 5t,
Tim’s, on the other hand, locked haggard
and drawn, and divided their time
between biting their lips, beating their
cheats, ond tearing out their hair in great
handfuls.

Adolphus Hawes, captein of Cayning-
ham, and the dandy of the Sixth, sauntered
elegantly up to the pavilion, while the
applause was at its height.

"What's the merry riot about, you
inky-fingered woung willaina?" he in-
quired languidly.

Fred Larking, Ifal Smiles’ particular
chum, pointed to the cricket-field,

" It's good old Heal Smilea azain,” he
replied. * Hal's streets abead of anyone
else in the Fourth. Pity vou don’t give
him a place in the First, Hawes ! "

“Hear, hear!" chortled a crowd of
Fourth Formers.

Hawes' lip curled.

“What awiul tosh!™ he drawled.
** The idea of a Fourth fag playing for the
College Eleven ! Hopscotceh, perliaps—or
marbles ; but cricket—never !

Bout time you had some new blood

n the First, anyway,” eaid Fred Larking

bluntly. " You lost every game you

Eiﬂ- last semson, and you've lost the
st match this year.”

Haowea [rowned majestically.

" Take filly lines for impertinence,
Larking! And 1the next time ou
mention ericket to me, you'll be swished 1™

There was & loud cheer ss Hawes
Gimished epeaking, Hal Smiles had just
scored the winning run,

A minute later, he was wealking up
to the pavilion, bat under arm, and a
cheery grin on his face, On secing
Hawes, he stopped.

" Any chance of a place in the First
Eleven, now, Hawes 1" he usked. "1
don't want to blow my own trumpet, but
on to-day's form——"

" Bilence | " barked the dandy captain
of Cayningham, without allowing the
Fourth's champion batsmen to finish,
" How dare yon treat me with imperti.
nence, Smiles 1"

Hal Bmilesa blinked.

" Treat you with impertinence, Hawes 1
Dashed if 1 can see that asking for a
place in the First, is being impertinent !

Perhapa I can help you to see it,
then ! " enapped Hawes, who, as a matter
of fact, was suffering severely at that
moment from wounded vanity, caused by
Larking's blunt truilis about the First
Eleven’s lamentable record. "' Touch your
toes, Smilea | "'
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“Well, I'm jiggered | ” ejaculated Hal,
mdignantly, ' But—"

“%P told you to touch your toesl™
roared Hawes,

"There was no option. Hal simply had
to do it.

Had it been earlier in the day, when
hia miagiec wishing-ring was functioning,
Hal would casily have found a way oub
of his dilemms—a way that tha elegent
Hawes might not have found to his liking !
But Hal was allowed but one wish a day
through the magic ring's medium, and
that wish had already been uszed up in
making Mr, Crossley, the master of the
Fourth, forget an " impot ™ he had given
Hal the previous day.

S0 Hﬂ}) touched hia toes, feeling very
injured as hie did so.

y the time he stood upright again, ho
was feeling gtill more injured ; which was
rather natural, after six of the best from
the captain’s ashplant !

“Owl” paid lga.l ruefully,

Hawes allowed his elegant face Lo creasc
up into a grin.

“ Now, don't be impertinent again,
Smilea!™ he said, " Oh, by the way;
weo're playing Eatonbridge at Eatonbridge
next Saturday H

" Yea!” paid Hal Smiles cagerly. Tor
a moment, he imagined that Ilawes was
going to relent, and offer him o place in
the Yirat, after all !

“You can come along with va”

Hal Smilos began to live up to his
name again. A happy grin appeared on
hia face,

" You mean you want me to play for
you after all ™ he aslked.

Hawea laughed languidly.

“Hardly! What I mean, iz that you
ean come slong as scorer! 1ia, ha, hal
Good joke, what 1"

Hal Smiles’ face fell,

" You—you—surely you don't want
me to waste an apftermgon keeping a
blegeed ecore-book 1"

“‘That's just what I do want! And
hegven help you if you try to dedge
it 1" finished the elegant captain of
Caymingham, darkly.

Whistling cheerfully, Hawea then saun.-
tered gerencly off the Junior Piteh,
oblivious to the groans and cat-calla of tho
long-suffering juniora.

II.
The Magie Cricket-Maich !
N the following Saturday afterncon,
0 Hal Smiles turned up at Warning-
ham Station, to catch the tran
to Eatonbridge,

His rise was great when he noticed,
moving out of the gtation, a train in whieh
he could see soveral members of the
Cayningham First Eleven. Hal grabbed

a porter,

BOB CHERRY'S TURNED UP TRUMPS WITH ANOTHER BREEZY SPOT OF MAGIC!

“That train going to Eatonbridge 17
he asked.

The porter blinked,

“Nop, sir. That {train's pgoing to
London Bridge. Which reminds me—I
wonder whether 1 heard that young gent,
right, just now 1"

*“ A Uayninghem man 77 asked Hal.

“Yea, sir. A 'ole crowd of 'em there
was with 'im | I thought the young ggnt.
arslked me for the London Bridge traim,
but you sayin' Eatoubridge, makes me
think i1t was that, now!"

Hal Smilea stared, for a moment. Then
he roared,

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha! Then the
entire blesscd team has gone off in tha
wrong train! What's the first stop 1"

“London Bridge, sir. It's a hex-
preas!™

“"Ha, ha, ha!” wyelled Hal Smiles.
Y And how long will it take them to geb
back to Eatonbridge 7™

“* Round about mix hours, Blowed if I
ean see anythink to laugh at, though!”

“ Perhaps wyou can't; but I canl!”
erinned Hal Smilea, ** This means that
the match is off completely. Unless—"

He paused. An ides had suddenly
cntered his head—the wildest, staggerer
of an idea lLie had had for wecke—but: an
idea which could be turned into reality,
with the aid of his megie ring.

*“Oh, my giddy sunt! Thig i3 provi-
dential ! he muttered, then turhing to
the frowning porter, he asked: ' Where
dees the Eatonbridge train start from 1"

" Platform Four,' replied the porter.
““And my idea is this—"

But Hal didn't stop to listen to the

orter. He was far too full of his own
1idea, just then !

He went acroszs to Platformm Four, and
was just in time to catch the Eotonbridgo
train and jump into an empty carriage.
As soon as the train had got out of
Warningham Station, he rubbed the magic
ring which he was, as usual, wearng.

BANG !

Immediately there was a flash of flame
and a puff of smoke, and Ali Gazoomph,
the weirdly-attired Slave of the IRimg,
appeared before him, extending his hands
in sajute, and crying :

“Master! I am here to chey thy
wiah !

“Look here, Ali, old sport, do you
ILI:]::n:iw anything about cricket 1" asked

al.

' Nothing iz hidden from the sll.-seeing
oyea of thy slave, O master | " replied Al
Gazoomph, in hia strange, chanting voice,

“Good eggl! Well, Ali, I'vo rather a
tall proposition for you to-day,” grinned
Hal. “"I'm going to Eatoubridge to
play their First Kleven on my own!
AND I WANT TO BEAT THE \WWHOLE
ELEVEN WITHOUT ANY HELD
WHATEVER ] Savvy1®

L]
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“Thy slove
understunds. It
Blinll be a2
thou sayest.”

“You mean
it aneked
Hal, eagerly.
“You really \
think you can 1
make me win
ofl
my own bat 77

" Sueh things
are n3 nothing
to Ali (Cazo.
omph, the Slave
of the Ring!”
onswered  the
Eaetern genllo.
man with s desp bow.
“Ilast finished thy
discourse now, O
muoster ¥
~ "Well, T think that's about all
just now,” prinned Hal. *' Do your
hest, Ali, and T'll be a pal of yours
for life ! *

BANG |

Again there was a {flash of flams and &
pui of smoke, and hey presto !—Al
Gazoomph had departed.
 Satisfied, Hal Smiles sat boele and en-
joyed the journey,

_There was a big crowd waiting on the
First Eleven pitch at Eatonbridge when
Hal errived. The Firat Eleven, gathered
together outside the pavilion, stared in
aomazement when Hal setrolled up with
tlie cool announcement :

" Good pfternoon, gentlemen! I am
the Cayningham ericket team 1"

" Mad 1" asked one of the players.
.'Not at all. I tell you I'm the First
Eleven. Everything ready for the game?”

:: Bual—bu 2

“If you're rendy wo'll toss for choice
of innings. No need to wait any longer,”

" Completely potty!"” remarked on®
of the Eatonlridge players. ' He's wear-
ing the Cayninghamn cap, too. Serioualy,
young ‘un, wherg's your team ! They
should be bhere by this time.”

Hal Smiles then explained what had
happened to the Cayningham Elaven,
and there was a groan of disappointment
from the crowd when they heard that
Hawes and his merry men Lad taken
the wrong train.

“Then the match is off |V exclaimed
the coptain of the Eatonbridge team.

“But it isn't1"” declared Ial, per-
gistently, "1 tell you I'mm going to
represent Cayninghamy on my own!”

'Ha, ba, ha!"

The Eatonbridze fellows refused at firat
to take their visitor seriously, but after
the funny side of it bad worn ihin and
the guilawing had died down a bit, the

/”

Eatonbridga captain suddenly clapped
Hal on the shoulder.

“'Well, vou've pot more nerve then
ia good for s voungster, and I didn't
think at first that you were scrious,” he
remarked, " but dashod if 1 don't begin
to believe you mean it now ! And what's
more, I'm hLaif-inclined to let you have
your wayv—just for the lark of it 1"

“'Good ! " spid Hal, " Now, about the
tﬂEE ¥5

“Tan’t worry aboul that ; you can
bat or bowl first, just as you please.'
“Then I'll bat. Can vou lend

. me & bat and somo pods 7"

Al

puidye fi

o

' Pleasurs | "'

Someons conducted the one-man ericket
tearn into the pavilion in quest of the
implements of war.

The Eatonbridge spectatora could hardly
eredit it when the news first spread.
When they finelly realised that it wes
really true, they yelled—with laughter,
They were still yelling when Hal smerged
from the pavilion and went down to the
wicket.

The rules of cricket not having providad
for & game of this kind, they wore amended
glightly, and it was mgreed that while
Hal was batting there should be no overs,
the bowling boing directed from the
np'_[i'oﬂita end to that whoere he happoned
to be.

Hal took wup his position, roara of
laughter still ringing out from all corners
of the field.

But it didn’t last much longer,

“Play | "

The bowler was a " erack”—one of
Eatonbridge’a best. He put all he knew
into thet first ball

But all he knew wea not of much avail
againat Hal's skill combined with Ali
Gazoomph's magie, Instead of wrecking
Hai's wicket, ns the bowler had confi-
dently B:I{PEGtEd it to do, the ball rebounded
from Hal's bat like o hullet from & gun.

About two seconds later there was a
faint tinkle, then a crash, and the Eaton-
bridge bowler, turning reund, came os
near to throwing a sweon as he had
ever come in the course of his athiletic
CRrear.

"“"¥e gods | he muttcred. It went
through the Head's study window ! ™

“Holy emoke! And that's a quarter
of a mile away ! ™ yolled soineons,

[l
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With the very frst ball our hero haed
succeaded in making every onlooker sit
up and take notice. They sat up and
took atill more notice as he followed up
his first hit with helf-a-dozen more
boundariecs, all to pointa that had never
previously been reached in the history of
Eatonbridge cricket,

Bowlera came and went, and time
passed, but Hal still stuck |

The spectators cheered at first. Then
they began to blink and rub their eyes,
grow limp and fan each other. Hal
Bmiles had left them speechleas !

At 500 Hal declared his innings closed.
Alter which there waa an interval for tea.
The Eatonbridge players, h‘}'_ that time,

elt in need of it !

"The home captain ad-
dressed his men secretly
in the pavilion before tho

Y s
gamse atarted

aln,

* We must go
one better than
500 or perish
in the ate
tempt ! he
eaid, dramatice
ally. * Eaton-
bridge demands
it of va. Tl
go in  first.
Watch me, and
you'll gpe how
it can hedonal’

Five minutea
after that dra.
matio apeech
had besn mada,
Hal Bmiles
bowled hia first
ball. Or rather,
some inviaible

\!

il [

DEeIlsC

Hal
hardly knew it had left hia
harrd before there was &
loud crash, and the captain
of Eatonbridge wae cleaned bowled.

“ How's that, umpire 1" chortled the
one-man cricket team.

And the nmpire answered :

“Oug ™

"Tha second ball was not quite so ““ Lot ™
ag the first ; but it was warm enough
to whip out the stumps from the ground,
S0 waa the third,

Somebody mnear the pavilion m
to croak out a cheer at the * hat-trick,”
but most of the Eatonbridge supporters
were by this time weeping silently, and

‘the cheer was not an unqualified success,

The fourth player was dismissed ab
the fourth ball; the fifth at the fifth—
and leaving the reader to imagine the
rest, the tenth man, winding up the
innings, fail for the tenth ball. ey

Then, from the direction of the pavilion,
carme a real cheer, and Hal Bmiles, walking
back in solitary state, recognised the
Cayningham Eleven, who arrived in tune
to zea the last three men bowled cut.

“ Hallo, Hawes 1" eaid Hal, cheerily.
“ Borry you caught the wrong troin,
but I've beaten Eatonbridge by five
hundred rung | *

" Great jumpin' crackera! An' I
swizhed you for askin’ for o place
in the First Eleven | Bmiles, dear boy, 1'm
sorry,"” eaid Hawea, “and what’s more,
you can consider yourself a regular member
of the First Eleven from now on!"

And thus, by the aid of the uselul old
mogie ring did justice trium};)h and Hal
Bmiles gain hias place in the Cayningham
Tirst aiter all |

THEE END.

(Neae weekbs  Magnet  will contain
another amusing St. Sam's yarn, entitled ;
“4 TCOTH FOR A 100TH " If you

want @ real good laugh chums, you'll order
your copy EARLY.)
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