«“WHO PUNCHED PROUT?”

Amazing mystery solved in this week’s Sensational School Story.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Follow Your Leader!

ARRY WHARTON amiled.
H ey,
The smile was quite involun-
tary. It was there before
Wharton knew'that it wes coming. He
suppressed it instantly as he perceived
that Mr, Prout's eve was upon him.
But Prout had seen it, and the beans,
50 to speak, were spilled.

Of course, the junior ought not to have
smiled. Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth Form, had a black eye; but,
properly speaking, there was nothing
comic in a black eve. To the possessor
thereof it was indeed far from comic,
It verged on the tragic.

But a black eye was singularly out
of place on the majestic countenance of
Prout. It was not in keeping wikh the
rest of Prout. Prout was portly, im-
portant, majestic, even a littls pompous;
in his Torm the f{fellows pgenerally
alluded to him as “0Old Pompous* or
“Don Pom . Prout in his normal
state had, like Hamlet's father, an eye
like Mars, to threaten and command.
Now he had an eye like an ill-used prize-
fighter. No doubt it was the incon-
gruougness of it that struck Wharton
and caused that involuntary, but very
unfortunate, smile to flit across his face.

But the smile did it.

Ever since Prout had worn that black
eye he had been frightfully sensitive on
the subject. It seemed to Prout that
the gaze of all Greyfriars was concen-
trated on that black eye, and it was true
that it frequently attracted a seécond
glance. Prout surmised—correctly—that
1t was the snbject of infinite jesting,
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MOST SENSATIONAL SCHOOL STORY!

In class, Fifth Form men hardly
dared to look at their Form master lest
Prout should fancy they were staring at
his discoloured eye. Prout’s temper,
previously genial, had been soured by
that eye, He was suspicious, touchy,
resentful, prone to take offence,

On this particular morning, az Prout
walked in the quad, he had, of course,
hisa black eye with him. The vision of
that eye was nl.iqhtijr impaired, but the
other was terribly sharp and watchful.
The smile had scarcely dawned on Harry
Wharton's face when Prout spotted it
with his sound aye.

Prout’'s mood was already that of a
slombering volcano, ready to break out
in eruption at any moment. He had
kept the Fifth on thorns during first and
second school. The Fifth had been
awfully careful mot to look at hie eve,
bu} their care had not saved them.
Lines had fallen like leaves in Vallam-
brosa, Prout, in point of fact, was not
sufe zo long as that sye lasted.

And now, walking under the elins, as
retired ms possible from the public gaze,
Prout eame [ace to face with & Remove
junior—who smiled !

Prout crimsoned with wrath,

It was bad h to have a disfigured
eye—the result of an accident, a sheer
accident, an unfortunate and disastrous
accident in a fog. But to be laughed at
in open quad by impudent Lower

E_

“Wharton !"'

The captain of the Remove halted.
Prout— ly, majestie, wrathful—rolled
up to him with the stately motion of a
Spanish galleon under full sail.

“Wharton 1" ras Prout.

“Yes, gir | anad rry..

He was grave enough now,

Prout’s black eye might, or' might not,
be droll, but the remainder of Prout's
features were terrifying in their exprés.
sion,

“You are pleased to laugh!” said
Prout, his sound eye gleaming at
Wharton, his tone savagely sarcastic,
“May I share the subject of your merri.
ment? May I hear the joke 7

“I—1 dido’t laugh, sir " said Harry.

A smile—a fleeting smile—ecould not

justly be termed a ,laugh. Prout
cxaggerated.
Prout did riot heed the denial. It was

a case of the wolf and the lamb over
again. Prout wanted a vietim, and a
tweeny-weeny smile was enough.

“¥You regard an accident—an unfortu-
nate accident in the fog—to a Form
master as o ft subject for merriment,
Wharton 1"

“0Oh, no, sir "

“¥ou consider a disigurement ceused
Ly & collision in a thick fog & matter
for jesting and hilarity 7"  botmev
Prout,

“Not at all, sir !" gasped Wharton.

“Were you in my ¥orm, Wharton, 1
should cane you "

Wharton was glad that he was not in
Mr. Prout’s Form,

“ But were you in my Form, sir,” con-
tinued Prout, “you would mot be guilty
of such disre t and bad manners. [
am not surprised at it in one of Mr,
Quelch’s boys—not im the least! Oh,
pol In the Fifth Form the boys know
how to behave like gentlemen 1™

Prout had momentarily forgotten that

be had handed out lines by the bushel
that morning in the Fifth on the bare

(Copyright in the U/nited Statea of America.)
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suspicion thal che vietims were exchang-
ing nods, smiles, or winks,

Wharton coloured. L

“But I didn’t luzugh, sir'!” he pro-
tested.

“¥You did !” roared Prout.

“I'm awfully sorry, sir, really, that
you bunged your eyec against gsomething
in the fog last Wednesday I

“Indeed I Prout was savagely sar-
castic again. “And you express your
sorrow by laughing in my face—in my
very faco—in the guadrangle! You are
oot in my IFForm, Wharton, 1 cannot
therefore chastise you as you deserve.
But do not think, sir, that you will
escape pumishment for this insolenca | 1
shall take yvou to your Form master |”

“ But, sir—"" gasped Wharton.

“Silencel I shall take you to Mr,
Quelech! We shall ses whether your
I'orm master will uphold this conduct |
I'ollow me 1"

* But—but, I—1 say—"

“ Follow ma |"" hooted Prout.

Ho turned away and steered for the
House.

Slowly, reluctantly, Harry Wharton
followed him. He was disnayed now
and not in the least disposed to smile.
ke wished he bad not taken that stroll
under tho elms in break, or, alterna-
tively, as the lawyers say, that he hadn't
smiled when he met Prout there. Yet
surely that emall, slight, almost imper-
ceptible smile was excusable when all
Greyfriars was laughing over Prout's
black eye !

Prout marched majestically across the
quad. At a little distance behind him,
like & small bont towed by a fall, stately
ehip, went Wharton.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!” Bob Clierry
came up. He stared at Prout, and then
at t?‘l;lra captain of the Remove. * What's
up

“Prout's dander 1" answered Wharton
dismally. ‘““He thinks I looked at his
jolly old eyel”

“Well, & cat may look at a king,”
said Baob,

“Kings aren'’t in it with Prout’s eya!
He's taking me to Quelch | DBetter elear
off, old chap, before he thinks you're
looking at his eye, too!"

“Ob, my hat |” said Bob.

The other memberz of the Co. came
up—Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Hurree Singh, Prout looked round and
frowned portentously.

“Wharton | he rapped.

“Yes, sir 1”

“Do not stay talking! Follow me! I
have ordered you to follow me! Follow
me immediately 1" !

“I'm following you, sir.”

“Kindly do not answer back,
Wharton! You will not benefit by
further insolence, I assure you! Follow
mao |V

Wharton, with a resigned look at his
chuma, followed Prout to the Housa,
Many glances followed Prout as he
stalked in, and many faces wore grin-
ning looks, Prout's back being turned.
Prout even heard, or thought he heard,
a chuckle. His cheeks were crimson, his
ears burning, his sound eye gleaoming.
Ha arrived ab Mr. Quelch’'s door 1in
Masters” Passage and banged rather
than knocked upon it. He olmost hurled
ihe door open and marched in, the hap-
lesa Wharton at his heels, And Mr,
Queloh, who was taking a rest in break
in his study armchair, jumped to his
feet in surprise at the sight of Prout
and the Olympian wrath in his brow.
ey L o P W s P L
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“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

GOT YOURS YET?

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
High Words !

> o HAT—"

' Mr, Quelch looked at
Prout and looked at
Wharton, His glance dwelt

—for a fraction of a second, pecheps—
on Prout’s black eye. Prout {cli it
rather than observed it. He bhad long
been aware that thut eyve was the contro
of attraction for glances ab Greyiviars.
His other eye glinted at the Remove
master,

“Mr, Quelchi!"” boomed Prout. “I re-
port this boy to you! This boy Wharlon !
It is mot by your dcsive, 1 presume,
that the boys of your Form insult
members of Dr. Locke's staff in fhe
guadrangle ?"

“ My dear Prout—"'

“1 asked you a question, &irl”
boomed Prout, “Is ik or is it not, by
your desire, by your perrmaiszsion, that
boys of your Form inzult other maaters,
sir, in the quadrangle of Greyfriars?"

Mr. Quelch compressed Las lips, Hae
was a tactful gentlemaun; and ho knew
that Prout, in his present dark-eyed
condition, required tactful treatmenl.
But he was not to be hectored,

“An absurd oquestion, sir!" hLe
answered coldly, “If any boy in my
Form has insulted you, you have only
to [ny the facts beforo me, and any such
offender will be deald with with un-
pparing ecverity.'

Proul's finger, trembling with anger,
pointed at Wharton.

““SOME * MASTER !

First he got a black eye,
Then he got a prize nose, .,

Now he’s got TWO black eyes
AND a prize nose ! ! !

*This junior—this Eemove boy—this
Wharton t

“What has he done, siri"

“Laughed in my faco, sir!' boomed
Prout. *“1 am aware, sir, that a dis-
coloured eye—the result of an unhappy
collision in a fog—may be regarded as
—as risible by persons with low, obtuse,
unformed minds, Bub I decline, sir—I1
absolutely decline—to be laughed at,
sir, by a boy in the most unruly and
disorderly Form at Greyfrviars, sir.”

Mr. Quelch coloured with anger.

“You have no right, sir, to muake
guch an obscrvation in regard to oy
Form !" he snapped.

*“This boy Wharton—="

“Whnatever Wharton may have done,
I presume that the rest of my Form
wore not concerned in it. Your remark,
therefore, is utterly uncalled-for! I can
make allowances, Mr. Frout, but—=""

“This boy——"" boomed Prout.

“Let us be brief, sir!” said Quclch.
“Kindy state what Wharton has done,
and without exaggeration, sir."

“Exaggeration!” gasped Proub.

“¥Yes, sir!” said Me. Quelch azidly,
“I ecortainly find it very hard to credit
that any boy in my Yorm, nnd espoei-
ally Wharton, wag pguilty of such bad
manners as you deseribe.”

Prout almost [oamod.

“You do not take my word, sie?
You refuse to take my word? You—"

“I beg vou to be calm, sir!" said
Mr. Quelch. * Let me speak to the boy !
Wharlen, if vou lavghed at Mr. Frout
why—"

“Certainly not, sir!" snid Harry.
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“The boy dares to contradict me!"
gasped Prout.

“Let the boy speak, gsir! Whar-
fon—""
“I'm awlully sorry, sir,’” said Hairy.

“I nuver woant to offend Me, Prout. 1
cortainly did not laugh, I—1 may have
smilod-—just a Jittle! I—I did it with-
out thinking! I'm frightfully sorry.”

“"Why did you smile, Whartont"
asked Mr. Quelch, his lips twitching, as
if 1}1& were o the point of smiling him-
self,

Wharton was erimson.

“1—I—I[ suddenly caught sight of
Mr, Prout’s oye, sir, and—and I think
L moy have smiled just o little, sair,
before 1 thought——"

“Insolent young
Prout.

Wharton tnrned to him.

“I'm realiy sorry, sir,’ he said, I
hope you will nccept my apology, sir.”

Prout was not in the meood to accept
apologies. He was in 4 mood to de-
mand semething much more drastic,

“You hear him, sir? You hear him,
Me, Queich? He admits it! Isa Form
master, sir, to be made game of by an
impudent Lower boy? Are members
of Dr. Locke's staff to be beld up to
ridicule, ¢ir? I demand the punishmont
of this mmpudent boy."”

Mre. Quelch pursed his lips.

“Wharton, you have bLeen very
thoughtless," lLe said, “ You will take
& hundred lines of Vigpil”

“Very well, sir.”

“A hundred lines of Virzil!” re-
peated Prout, as it heo could scarcoly
believe his cars. Apparently he had
expected Wharton's sentence to  be
something lingering, with boiling oil
in 1k Y Mr, Quelch! Do my ears de-
celve me?"’

“Really, sir, I cannot say !" nnswered
My, Quelch tartly. ‘*Wharton, you may
leave my study.”

“Thank you, sip!"

Wharton left the study gladly
ernough. Me. Prout made a movement
towards Lim as he went, as if with
the intention of taking the law into his
own hands. The junior dodged quickly
out of the study.

“Mr, Prout!" exclaimed the Remove
master, scandaliscd.

Prout turned to him,

¥ Mr, Queleh, vou have let that in-
golent Loy po unpunished—practically
unpunished | What am I to understand
from this, sir? Am I to undorstand
that you encourage—deliberutely en-
courage—boys of your Form to he
guilty of insolence towards a semior
member of the staff?""

“You are to understand nothing of
Lthe kind, sic!"™ snapped Mr, Quelch.
His own anger was rising. “And my
advice to you, sir, 18 not to take notice
of such an absurd trifle.”

(4] “:"lult?ll

“ A blegk eyve, sir,” said Mr. Quelch,
“is certain to atlract attention in &
gentleman holdine the position of a
Form master at a public schieol. You
cannot fail to be aware, sir, that your—
yvour diseoloured eye has attracted the
attention of the whole school. 1f every
bor at Greviriars who inadvertently
smiles at the sight of n black eve 13 to
boe severely punished, incessant punish-
ments will be the ‘order of the day
here. You would be welladvised, sir
to take mno notice of such trifling
things."

Prout gurgled,

“Prifling things, egir! Insolence--im-
pudence—moackerv ™ he  articwlated.
“You eall these trifling thirgs! I am

T.i2 Maaser Lisriny.—No. 1,188
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to be subjected to publio derisiom, sir,
because of an unforiunate accident in a
fog! The boy has himself admitted
that he—he smiled—as if theore were
gomething comic, sir, in this discolora-
tion of my—my optic, sir! 1 am thank-
ful, sir,”’ roared Prout, *'that 1 am not
the master of such a Horm aa the
Remove! 1 am thankful, sir, that 1 am
master of a Form in which the boys are
gentlemen, sir, who would never dream
of grinning, sir, or passing remarks on
such a topie, sir! 1 do not envy you
your Form, sir[” . .

Mr. Quelch bridled angrily.  Like
overy Form master, he was sensitive on
the subject of his Form. Prout, in his
wrath, was going too far. Mr. Quelch
had a temper of his own.

#gip, 1 decline to listen to such
animadversions on my Form!” be ex-
claimed. *1 decline abeolutely, sir.”

“A mob of disrespectiul youn
rascals, sirl” hooted Prout, who ha
now got the bit between his teeth, as 1%
were, )

“Mr. Prout!” Quelch was hooting
now, as well as Prout, “You are
perhaps unaware of the comments
pessed by boys of your own Form on
the subject of your—your discoloured
eye, eir. 1 myself, sir, with my own
ears, have heard certain remarks,

«You have heard remarks, sir? Re-
marks uttered by Fifth Form boysi 1
domand to knmow what these remarks
were, sir !’ foamed Prout. .

“] have no desire to repeat them!
said Mr Quelch. " But—" _

“] demand that you repeat them, sir,
unlesa you desire me to believe that you
#¥o prevaricating, sir!” bawled Prout.

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr.
OMIGE “1 can make allowances, sir,
but this is oo much—too much! 1 will
tell you, sir, what I inadvertently heard
—uttered by boys in the Fifth Form,
gir. 1 will mention no names, sir—I
am not an informer—but I undoubtedly
heard a Fifth Form boy declare that
your explanstion of that discoloration,
sir, was inadmiseible. His exact words,
gir, were these: ‘ Prout’s etory 18 too
thin; you don’t bag black eyes bargin
about in 8 fog." And the other Fiit
Form boy, sir, answered in these
words: ¢ Much better have used the
punch-ball story; it wouldn't go :]nwn;
but it’s not so thin as a fog story,
These words, sir, I heard myself, with
my own ears”’ :

%‘ruut seemed to be choking.

“Tha names of the boys, sir?’’ he
gasped. )

“] cannot give you their names; I
have said that T am no informer.
heard the utterances by chence, and it
would be quite unfair to give the namce
of the boys "

“Then, sir,” roared Prout, “I refuse
to bolieve s word of it, sir.”

Quelch jumped.

“gipr1" he gurgled. .

“Not one word, sir—not one
gyllahle " bawled Prout. “You are

attributing your own baseless suspicions,
sir., to bovs of my Form.”

““Sugpicions, sir! I have no sus-
picions! Yet gince you take that toue,
sir, I will say that it was extraordinary
—very extraordinary—that a collision
in a fog should result in the blackening
of an eye. Since you venture, sir, to
cast doubt on my word, I will go =0
far as to say that your explanation of
that black eye, sir, is regarded with
doubt—indeed, with derision—in many
quarters.”

“Mr %u&!uhl”

“Mr. Prout!”

“You—you dareg—"

Tae Magrer Ligrsry,—No, 1,188,

“It is you, eir, who dare—"

The two masters, both in a goaded
gtata, faced one gnother like two angry
and excited turkey-cocks, What would
have followed cannot be anid; for at
that moment a fat squeak—the squealk
J Billy Bunter—was heard under the

open study window,
Quelch and

“l say, you fellowsl
Prout are having a row I

That squeak recalled the two magters
to a sense of their dignity, and of the
fitnesa of things. Prout checked his
wrath, spun on his heel, and marched
ont of the study. Quelch made one
bound to the window.

“ Bunter |*

“Oh lox' ¥ .

“Take five hundred lines|"

“Oh crikey ™

Quelch slammed the window shut.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Talks Too Much I

ARE beaks!” murmured

Herbert Vernon-Smith.

That werning from the
Bounder of Greyfriars was
hardly needed. One glance at their
Form master's face was enough to warn
most of the Remove to be very careful
in_third school that morning. .

Mr. Quelch had been quite genial in
second schiool, During break, evidently,
gommething had ooccurred to mar that
geniality. .

Most of the fellows knew what it was.

Prout had complained of a Remove
man; and Quelch, of course, hated
complaints made about his Form., 8o
much the fellows knew from Wharton.
But from Billy Bunter they knew much
more.

There had been high words between
the two Form masters. Bunter, under
Quelch’s window, had heard them,
Bunter, of course, had reported them
far and wide, with various additions
and embroideries of his own. DBunter,
landed with five hundred lines for
listening under the window, was In a
gtate of mingled dismay and indignation
and towering wrath. He was, he told
the fellows, jolly well inclined to {ell
Quelch what he jolly well thought of
him. However, Bunter refrained—
prudently—from taking that drastic
step; and Quelch was left in happy
ignaorance of what William George

unter thought of him.

When the bell rang, and tha Remaove
gathered at their Form-room door, and
saw Quelch coming up the passage,
they exchanged glances. The Bounder’s
whispered warning was superfluous.
The look on Quelch’s face was more
than enough.

Quelch’s face was calm—very calm.
But it was very zet, and there was a
glint in his gimlet eyes. His lips were
compressed. Obviously, the mMave
had to be on their best behaviour.
There was thunder in the air.

“All very well I” muttered Skinner.
“Quelch rags with Prout—and takes it
out of usl Call that fair?”

“The fairfulness is not terrifie, my
esteemed Bkinner,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. *“DBut what cannot
be cured must go lnnﬁaat to the well, as
the proverb remarks.

“Form masters shouldn’t row with
one another!” eaid Bolsover major.
“Bud form you know.”

“Not Quelch's fault,” said Harry
Wharton, “ Prout’s frightfully touchy.
That blessed black eye—"

“Well, Prout shouldn't get chucked
out of a pub, or whatever it was he
did,” said Bkinper. “Disgracefu], I
call it |2

iy
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“You ailly ams, Prout never was
chucked out of a publ” ssid Bob
Cherry. “He got that black eye in the
Eﬂg lagt Wednesday, barging into some-
thing.

“So he said I” jeered Bkinner.

“A man has fo say something when
he sports a black eyel” remarked
Spoop. “But I must say that that's
the thinnest aturir I’ve ever heard.”

“I say, you fellows, my belief is that
Prout 5:1‘. into & row with the polman
at the Cross Keys I said Bunter,

“Why didn't he say it was a punch-
ball 1 asked Bkinner, “It's the usual
thing in such a oaso. Prout had to be
original, of course|” ]

“ What utter rot | said Mark Linley.
“You can't seriously beheve that Prout
has been in a sorap with somebody, and
got his eye blacked.” ;

“1 jolly well don't believe anything
else,” answered Skinner, “and I know
they think so in the Fifth I”

“Prout was punched in the eye!” said
Vernon-Smith. “In my opinion, there
isn't the slightest doubt about that.
Running into & tree or s building in a

fog wouldn’t, and couldn't, black &
man's eye.”
“It does sound queer!” admitted

Nugent. :

“It's queer!” said Johnny Bull. "I
ron into a tree, hard, in that same fog,
and got a swollém nose. But nothin
hapipened to my eye. Only my boko.’

nt—" sa1d Redwing.

“It was gpammon, of course,” said the
Bounder. " FProut didn't want to ex-
plain how he collected that black eye.
He spun a yarn sbout the fog. It hap-
pened to be foggy that aftermoon, and
the fog came in handy. But Prout must
think us a silly set of asses if he thinks
we believe a word of it.”

1 suppose it wasn't Quelch gave it
him " said S3kinner reflectively.

“Quelch 1" ejaculated a dozen voices.

“Well,” said Bkinner, “they rowed
this afternoon, according to Buntern,
Thﬂg may have bad a row last week,”

“0Oh, my hat 1

“ Fathead | said Harry Wharton.

Mr. Quelch, coming up the corridor,
had stopped, being intercepted by Mr.
Capper, the master of the Fourth, He
was standing at a distahce from hia
Form, who were waiting outzside the
Form-reom door, and out of hearing;
but they could see him quite pIn.inF:,r,
end the expression on his face.

“"Capper's heard something, and he's
asking Quelch about 11" murmured
Frank Nugent. “Quelch will bite his
head off in a minute.”

the

Thero was a soft chuckle amon
Removites—very soft, for they did not
want it to reach Quelch’s ears,

Capper was looking very interested
in his talk with Quelch; but the latter
gentleman showe visible signs of im-
patience. The Fourth Form master
wanted to know; and the Remove
master pretty plainly did not want him
to. That scens in the study was gall
and wormwood to Quelch. The ealm
dignity which sghould clothe a Form
master like a garment, had been out-
raged. Prout had ineulted himj in
reply, he had eaid things which be later
on regretted. The whole thing was
most unfortunate; and the less that was
said about it the better.

Quelch writhed at the thought of the
incident becoming the topic in Common-
room. BStill, he could not tell Capper to

o and eat coke; he had to be civil to

apper.

.Eﬂju Form waited ocheerfully. The
longer Capper delayed their Form
master, the shorter third school would
be. Every minute lest was a minute
gained, so to put 1t.

“It's pretty sickening,” went on
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“ You conslder a disfigurement, eaused by a collision In a fog, a matier of jesiing and hilarity ? ** boomed Mr, Prout.
“ Were you in my Form, Wharton, I should cane you ! ™

Skinner, with one eye on Mr. Quelch,
iost he should snddenly break off from
UEF[":E'L' and approach, “We're going
to have a cheery time in Form, Quelch
looks as if he would bite., And all bo-
cause Prout gets hiz eye blacked at
EOIME ]ruh. and gets touchy about it.”

“All Wharton's fault, really,”
marked Snoop,

Wharton looked round.

“How was it my fault, you silly
owl?" hie demanded.

“Well, if you hadn't grinned at
Prout's eye in quad, he wouldn't have
f;pm:-“ to Quelchy's study and ragged
1L,

“Lot 1" snapped the captain of the
Remove, “Evory man at Greyiriars
has grinned at Prout's eye, and more
than once.”

“The grinlulness has been terrifie,”
observed Hurrce Tomset Ram Bingh.
“There haa been continual smilefulness
on this absard subject.”

“And I got five hundred lines!"” ox-
claimed Billy Bunter indignantly. “Five
hundred lines, you know! Jevver hear
of such an impot? Just becausze I hap-
pened to be near Queleh's window when
ho rowed with Prout. He shouldn't row
with Prout if he didn’t want fellows to
hear. I've a jolly good mind to appeal
to the Head.”

“What did Prout say to Quelch?”
asked Russel],

“Well, he called Quelch a liar—"

“What?” gasped the juniors,

"And Quelch said be'd knock him
down—"

i “:Fhﬂ-"ﬂ-ﬂf't ?u

“Quelch said he knew jolly well it
was all gammon ebout bagging that eye
by accident,” continucd Bunter. “He
gaid he knew that Prout had bagged it
in a fight.,”

“Oh orumbs !

re-

“ And ho said that if Prout didn't hop
it out of his study, ho'd give him
onothor to mateh 1™ added the Owl of

the Remove.
“Ha, ha, ha |"

“Go it, Buntoer!” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “This jolly old yarn gets
richer every fime you ftell it! DIile 1t

UII !FI

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“You fat fiblier!” exclnimned Harrey
Wharton. “Quelch said nothing of the
sort 1"

“How do you know?" demanded
Bunter., " You weren't there! 1 was!
I heard every wourd that was said in tho
study. Queleh snid that if n man choae
te be drunk and disorderly he must
expoect to get his eye blacked.”

“Great pip!"”

““Ho said that, to his eortain know-
ledze, Prout came in squiffy on Wednes-
day with his eve blaghked—"

“Shut up!” gasped
hastily,

Quelch had suddenly left Capper, and
was coming up the pnassage with rapid
strides., Unfortunately, Bunler had his
back to him and did not sec any reason
for shutting up.

“Shan't ' said Bunter. "1 tell vou
I heard every word they said! You
can make faces at me if you like, but I
tell you I heard Quelch spy that Prout
got hiz black cye in a hoozvy row——"

“BUNTER IV

) 1 B

Buonter spun
humming-top.

Tho Remove stond frozen with horror,

Bunter stood petrified.

Quelch did not speak after that one
word. He pgrasped Bunter by the
shoulder,  His face spoke wvolumes,
With a grip on Bunter's fat shoulder

round like a fat

Bob Cherry:

that made the Owl of the Remove yelp,
Queleh marchied hun into the Form-
room. 'I'ho rest of the Henove followed
in horrified silence.

C%ucln:h picked up his cane from his
desk; then he spoke, as he pointed to
a chair with thoe cane,

“Bend over that chuir, Dunter I

“0h erikey !

“Instantly 1"

“0Or lor'

Bunter proaned as he bent over the
chair,

e groaned in anticipation—and his
painfulest anticipalions wers rapidly
realised. The cano swished (hrongh the
air and fairly rang on Bunter's tight
trousors.

Whaek, whack, whaek!

“*Yow-ow-ow "

Whanek, whaek, whack |

“Yaroooogh! Whooooop "

“You may go to your place, Bunter |
saicd Mr. Queleh in a voice that sounded
like n file on a rusty saw.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-cw-ow |

Buntor erawicd to his place.  Mr.
Quelch's glittering eye swopt over a

silent  and awo-siricken  Remove,
Nobody was anxious to cateh that
rlittoring eye.

“JIf any boy present places an

erodence in Dunter's false and foolis
statemonts let hium speak " said Mr.
Quelch in a grinding voice,

There was a deep silence. Any fellow
wlio believed Bunter's statements was
not lilkely to say so to Mr. Quelch. A
pin might have boen heard to drop in
the Remove Form room.

Mr, Quelch waited for o reply. Thera
was no reply. He laid down the cane
ut last.

Third schoo! in the Remove-room
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proceeded—in an electric atmosphere.
Prout’s discoloured eye was producing
as far-reaching effecta at Greyiriars as
if Prout had had the evil eye, instead
of a common or garden black eye.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Mr. Capper Speaks as a Friend [
1 CANUALUUS " hissed  Mr.
Prout.
Mr. Prout stood before the
glass in his study, gazing at
the reflection of a plump face adorned
with a highly deecorative eye.

Every hour of every day, often
several times an hour, Prout regarded
that eye in the glass, anxiously watch-
ing its progress.

Hia interest in that eye was positively
puainful.

It had been black—black as the ace of
spades—but it was a misnomer to call
it a black eye now. Rather it was a
glorious purple. On its way to mending
1t changed ]imea almost like a ©
leon. From its present appearance it
might have been, like the Eastern
emperars of old, born in the purplel
Ttz as was, perhaps, a little more
horrible now it was purple than it had
been as an inky black. )

It was no longer painful phjamg‘lllfy:
in every other way it was very painful
mndeed.

Prout stared at i1t almost despairinglfv.
He wondered whether that eye would
oever gol

He stared at it, glared at it, scowled
at it. It looked more horrible than ever
when he scowled.

Leaving the mirror, Prout paced the
study.

He had suspected—moro than sus
pected—the rumours and surmises that
were rife in the school on the subject

of that eye. Now that Quelch had
spoken with such brutal frn.nkneaai, he
could not longer deceive hiumnself. Grey-
friars did not believe that he had
moquired that eye by an accidental col-
lision in the fog. Even his own Form
mocked at such a story. Prout had seen,
or thoupht that he hnd seen, dubiety
even in the august countenance of the
Head, In the faces of the other
masters sympathy and friendly concern
had searcely hid irony.

Prout’s indignation was deep. Yet,
to be fair, he was conscious that if some-
ane else had told the same story he
would have doubted it.

He realised himself that it was odd.
Groping in the dense, blinding fog that
We{fneadny afterncon last week, he had
suddenly received a jolt in the eyo—a
terrific jolt. It had felt exactly as if
somebody had punched him right on
that unfortunate optic. He had seen
nothing; the jolt had come suddenly
out of the fog and flocored bim. What
could he conclude, except that he had
butted into a tree or into a building?
Buch a collision might have been ex-

coted rather to damage the nose or the

row than the eye; still, it was the eye
that had been damaged. Prout knew
how it had happened, if nobody else did.

Still, it was a strange story. It was
unimaginoble that anybedy had hit him
in the eye in the fog. 8till, it was a
very strange accident to have happened,
Prout realised fhat.

Hia story was doubted. He knew that
now. He knew that there were sup-

ressed emiles in Common-room. He

ew that there were whispers, naods,
shrugs of the shoulders. He know—
beyond doubt mnow—that his own
Form fellows commented on that eye
with the unsparing brutality of thought-
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loss youth, He knew it was the jest of
the Lower Bchool. And there was no
help for .

There was a tap at the door, and Mr.
Capper, the master of the Yourth, came
in. Prout gave him a far from wcl-
coming glare.

Capper cou !

“My dear Prout——"" he began,

“Well " rumbled Prout.

Mr., Capper closed the door.

"1 have come here, Proat, to speak
a3 a fnend,” bhe said.

Prous grunted. When hia colleague
stated that he had come to speak as a
Iriend, Prout know, of course, that
something unpleasant was ocming.

“1 uuderstand,'"” econtinued Capper,
“that there was—h'm F—something In
the nature of—h'ml—an argumens
between you and Quelech—"*

“1 do not desire to discuss it!"* said
Prout. ;

“Quite so, lguim so 1" said Capper
soothingly. * But, speaking as a friend,
Prout, may I—pray do mot be ofiended
—may 1 advies frankness?”’

“ Frankness 7" res-ﬂa.tod Prout.

“Preocisely |” paid Capper.

“1 fail to follow your meaning, sir!”
boomed Prout.

Mr. Capper coughed again.

“Between — ourselves, Prout—and
speaking as a friend—how did you get
your eye discoloured 1" he asked.

Prout gasped.

*1 have explained—"'

“(h, quite, quite!” assented Capper.
“Quital Eutql mesan. strictly between
ourselves.’

Prout glared, almost s hless.

‘“ An unfortunato incident like f].'liﬂ."
pursued Capper, “has to be explained
soinehow, alieve me, Prout, 1 do not
sup=ose for one moment that you were
—wers :.]isﬁg'ured in any disecreditable
wiay——"

‘“'T'hank you, sir I'"" gasped Prout, with
crushing sarcasm, “1 am very much
ohliged to you, Mr. Capper Very much
obliged indeed 1"

“Plense do not misinterpret me,
Prout. I am convinced—I may say that
all vour eolleagues are convineed—that
vou could give a perfectly adequate ex-
planation of that disfigurement,” said
Capper.  “What puzzles me—what
puzzles the others—is why you do not
choose to do so."

“1 have said e

Capper coughed for a third time.

Prout’s sound eye gleamed.

“Am 1 to understand, Capper, that
you have come here to tell me, to my
face, that you doubt wy word 1"

“Certainly not Nothing of the
kind! 1f you persist in vour explana-
tion that—that yonr eye waes blacked
by u collision in the fog, | am bound to
—h'm '—helieve you. %-ut if you made
that explanation hastily, without giving
the matter thought—— H'm, h'm!”
Afr. Capper had guite a fit of coughing,
“Qneaking as a friend, Prout, und
purely in your own interests, I would
point out that such an explanation does
not hold water.”

“What "

“Hour me patiently, and remember
thai I am speaking ss a [riend,” urged
Capper. “Bay you rou into a trec—into
a stone buttress—into anyvthing--in the
fog last Wednesday. That would not
have blacked your oya! What 1 desiro
to noint out 1s this—that the thing is
impossible, or very nearly so. My dear
Prout, bhe patient—] am speaking
wholly as & friend. For your own sake,
1 will be trank and tell you, Prouf,
candidly, thal it is obvious that the state
of vour cve was caused by a blow.”

“ A—a—a blow "

“A blow!" said Capper,

nodding.
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“A blow In the eye! This is perfectly
obvious to anyone, Prout, and I can
only wonder at your—your ingenuous-
ness, in suprosing that anyono could
possibly beleve otherwise, Hear me
out "

“Bir!" roared Prout.

“Hear me out |” urged Capper. “For
your own sake, Prout, L advise the with-
drawal of the explanation you have
given—at least, so.far as your colleagucs
on the staff are concerned. Do frank!
If the circumstances in which you re-
ceived that injury were not discredit-
able, Prout, wﬂy not be frank?”

Prout gurgled.

“Your codeagues,’ continned Capper,
“arp surely entitled to your com-
fidence. So far as tho boys are con-
cernod, doubtless, the fog story may
be mllowed to stand, though, for your
own sake, I wish you had thought in
time of attributing the injury to a
punch-ball. But surely you nust see

ourself, Prout, that it would be
judicious to set surmises at rest in tho
Comiuon-room, by an sdequate explana-
tion—"

Prout seemed to be choking,

He madoe & stride towards Capper,
and the Fouth Form master backed
away a pace or two.

“My dear Prout, remember I am
speaking as a friend—"

Prout threw the study door wide

open,
“Kindly leave my study, Mr.
Capper 1"

“Prout 1"

“Are you deaf, sir?”

“Mr. Prout!”

“Jf you do not immediately retire
from this study, sir—"

Mr. Capper retired from the study,
immediately and hastily, FProat was
looking dangerous.

ilam !

“{pon my word!" gasped Capper,
as the door closed after him, And, pink
with indignation, Mr. Capper wolked
away to Common-toom, to tell his
collengues what he thought of Prout.

Prout paced his study.

Ho knesw the cackle that was going on
in Common-room Only too well he
knew! Prout paced his study—almost
like a ecaged tiger! To the hapless
master of the Fifth the whole horizon
was as black as his black eyo!

—_—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The History of the Mystery !

s HAT about Coker?” asked
Bob Cherry.
“Coker 1"

comrades.

“Well,” said Bob apologetically, “tho
old ass 1s laid up in sanny with e cold,
and he’s allowed to receive visits, but I
haven't noticed any rush to get in before
the crush[”

The chums of the Remove chuckled.

Horace Coker of the Fifth Form was
probably feeling rather lonely. Having
collested a bad cold in the head, Coker
was scgregated; but he was petting
well, and any fcllow at Greyiriars who
wented to take compassion on Coker’s
loneliness, was at liberty to sco him by
asking permission of the matron.

But, as Bob Cherry remarked, there
had been no rush.

This probably surprised Coker, though
it surprised nobody else. In Coker's
study in theo Fiftf:, his study-mates,
Potter and Greene, found the change
vory restful. '

No longer was that study dominated
by the yicwerf ul voice and overpowering
personality of Horace Coker. For
whole days now Coker had not been

repeated his

vy

pointing out to his friends what asses
thuy were, or telling them how to play
football, )

At tea-time, no doubt, they missed
Coker—Horace generally stood the tea,
At tea-time or supper-time, very likely
Potter and Greens wished Coker &
huppy and speedy recovery. At other
times they bore his absence with forti-
tude, And a constant pressure of other
uffairs prevented them from visiting
Coker in eanny. Their timo appeared
to be nbsulutofy filled up, leaving not
a minute for Coker.

The Remove men, of course, Lad
nothm? to do with Coker, except in the
way of ragging the great Iorace and
trying to make him understand that he
was not the important persen he thought
he was.

So tha Co. were rather surprised when
Bob asked what about him. It was just
liko Bob, however to thick of poor old
Coker, shut up in sanny, with nobody to
talk to, and bursting with bottled-up
conyersation.

“What about giving him & look-in?”
agked Bob.

“Um" said Wharton.

“The umfulness is terrific!”
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

oiir-
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“Well, old Coker will bo feeling
down, especially as the Fifth seem to
have forgotten that there ever was any
such person !” said Bob. “Let's be kind
to Coker! A quarter of an hour won't
hurt us. Besides, Coker’s done a lot for
ug, in ono way or another., He makes
life brighter in a lot of ways. Let's go
angd brighten up Coker.”

“Well, wo're Scouts, so we're bound
to weigh in with a gcod deed some-
times,”” said Harry Wharton,

“The goodiulness of the deed will be
terrific!” sanid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Let's!”

And, heving decided on that good
deed, the Famous Five proceeded to tho
sanatorium, and duly asked permission
to call on Coker; and, permission being
given, they wero admitted to the
preseuce of the great Horace.

They found him in bed. Much against
his will Coker was kept in bed. It was
entirely against his will that Coker was
sogregated at all. Cheerfully would
Coker have spread his cold all over the
Fifth and all over Greyfriars; and pro-
bably he would have considered that it
was an_honour for other fellows to catch
a cold from him.

His look, as ho stared at the visifors,
was hot expressive of gratilude for the
good deed they wore doing, Far from
it.
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“What do you fags want?” asked
er.

“Just locked in to see liow you're
getting on, old beoan,” auswercd Bob
Cherry cheerily.

“Don't call
Coker.

“Rhi

“It’'s cheek, [rom a fag to a Fifin
Torm man [ explained Coker.

L {_}h I!I

“@etting on all right, Coker ¥™ askeid
Ilarry, changing tho topic.

Coker secemed more Cokerish, as if
were, than ever, now he weas laid vy
on his beam ends.

“Nothing the matter with me, or cver
was ™ snapped Coker. “ A slight cold.
But, of course, the doctor wants to mako
a case of it; and the inatron wants
something to do, &nd the Head is an
uss, und—"

“Glad to sce you looking so merry
and bright !" snicf Nugent.

“I don't sco that it matters to you,”
rnswered Coker, with a stare, “Don'l
bo cheeky, Nugent!"”

“Oh, my hat!" said Nugent.

The Famous Five smiled at one
another, This was Coker all over; Lut
they know their Coker, and had not
expected anything else.

“As you're here,” said Coker, “rou
can take a message to Polter and
Greens, Tell them I'm allowed to
receive visits,"” )

“Certainly,” said Wharton, tactfully
rofraining from telling Coker that
Potter and Greene were guite aware of
that already.

“How's Prout 1" asked Coker.

“Fine?” answered Boh, “IHis jolly
old black eyo is flourishing | It's a thing
of beauty, and looks like being a joy for
ever,

Coker grinned fointly.

“1 supposoe there's a lot of jaw about
it in the school !" ho remarked.

“Tha jawfulness is terrific "

“What are the fellows saying about
it?"” asked Coko- )

He was evidently interested in Trout’s
celebrated cye.

Tho juniors chuckled. It would lLaove
taken a long time to toll Coker all that
the fellows were saving nbout it.

“Well, there's zll sorts of surmises,’
said Wharton. *“'Some fellows think
that Prout got into & row with a bargee
on tho Sark, and the man hit him.”

“Soma think he had & row with
another Form master, and he dotted
him in the eye,” said Johnny Bull,

“Jome say that he was chucked out of
the Cross Keys. and objected, and ihe
potman blacked his eyel” chuekled
Nugent.

“Somo follows think he got into a
ficht with a tramp,” remarked DBob
Cherry. “In fact, there ere all sorts of
theories on the subject. There's only
one explination that nobody believes.”

“What's that?” asked Coker.

“That ho got it accidentally in the
fog 1 chuckled Bol.

“That's too thin, of course,’” s=aid
Johnny Bull. *I can't imagine how
Prout got it, really, but, of course, it
wasn't & collision with a tree in a fog,
That won't wash,” =

“It's  jolly odd that Pront ever
thought it would wash!” . remarked
Nugent. “It's altogether too thin.”

‘“And, of course, his spinning such a
silly yarn about it makes the fellow's
think thera’s somothing hehind it all—
something that Prout doesn’s care ta
own up to!” remarked Johnny Bull.

“Ts he protty wild?” asked Coker,
Wild as a jolly old Red Indian. The
I*ifth are having a gorgecus time with
him, You're lucky to be out of it.”
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“I¢s rather a shame,* said Coker
thoughtfully. *Prout's an old ass, but,
after all, he’s my Form master.”

“From which fact he derives any im-
portance he may happen to possess,”
murmured Bob Cherr, .

“1 don't like my Form master bein,
the talk of the school in this way,”
said Coker, “and the whole thing was
the fault of you young sweeps. ou're
to blame from start to Bnish.”

The Famous Five eyed Coker in aston-
ishment. They wondered whether the
great Horace was wandering in his
mind—such as it was! Certainly they
had never dreamed that there was any
connection between themselves and
Prout’s black eye.

“How the thump—" asked Bob
Cherry. ]

“We had nothing to do with it,” said
Harry.

“You had everything to do with it,”
said Coker crossly. “But if I explained
the matter Prout would blame me in-
stead of you, so I don’t see how I can
say anything.”

The chums of the Remove looked more
and more astonished. Coker's words
were riddlea to them.

“But how—"' ejaculated Wharton.

Coker snorted.

“Of course it was your fault. I
suppose you remember that fog last
‘Wednesday, when you were lost in the
quad and 1 offered to guide you. You
had the cheek to roll me over——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's nothing to cackle at, you
cheeky young villains. You rolled me
ever in the mud—"

“We jolly well bumped you for your
cheek,” sald Bob. “But what's that
got to do with Prout?”

“More than you think,” enapped
Coker. ““Of course, 1 came after you to
thrash you, as you deserved, but I lost
you in the fog—"

“That was rather lucky for you,”

“8hut up, Cherry! The awkward
thing was that Prout was lost in the
fog, and he barged nlong just as I was
looking for you. I hit out—"

“Wha-a-t1”

“ Thinking it was one of you in that
beastly fog—*

“Ob crumbs!”

“And got him in the eyel”
Coker.

“Great pip!”

“0Of course, I never dreamed it was
Prout—never kuew he was within miles
of me, for that matter. 1 thought it
wos one of you young scoundrels!”
snapped Coker. "It turned out to be
Prout|”

“Qh jiminy !”

“He wag fAoored, and as soon as I
knew what I'd done you ean bet I
cleared, and ha didn’t see me. and
never knew I'd hit him,"” said Coker.
“He fancied he'd barged into a tree or
something—the fog was as thick as pen-
soup, and, of ~ourse, I got him quite
suddenly I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

“It's not a langhing matter. you
young idiots! 1didn't know at the time
that he was badly damaged, but, of
course, when 1 saw his black eye I knew
what had done it.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors shrieked.

Among all the innumerable theories
that had been formed to account for
Prout’s black eye, not one had ever
approached anywhere near the truth.
No man at Greyfriars had even dreamed
that it was Coker of the Fifth who had
—inadvertently—given hiz Form master
that awful black oye
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Coker glared at the hilarious juniors.

“¥You young raseslsl If you don’t
stop cackling, I'll get up and take the
bolster to youl It's not funny.”

“Qh dear!"” gnsped Bob Cherry, wip-
ing his eyes. "“Bo it was you all the
time, Coker! Oh, my only summer
bonnet 1

" ¥ou, you mean,” snapped Coker,
“] was after you, and it was a sheer
beastly accident that 1 got Prout in the
fog. didn’t know he was there, and
1 thought you young sweeps were therel
The blame rests entirely on you. The
question is, would Prout realise that if
I explained the whole matter 7

“Oh crikey!” said Bob. “1 fancy
he wouldn't! Not quitel”

1] Ha. hs‘ "

Coker evidently had worked it out to
hia own satisfaction that the juniors
were wholly to blame for that sad acci-
dent, and that he, Horsce James Coker,
was not in the least to blame. 8till, he
plainly had & misgiving that this view
might not be taken by Prout, if Prout
knew the facts. It was undoubtedly a
well-founded misgiving.

:'If Prout were s reasonable man,”
said Coker, “he would see that the
thing was really unaveidable. But he's
not reassonable. He would make out
that I wes to blame,”

“Hae jolly well would, and he would
be jolly right!” chortled Bob Cherry.
“A fellow

the fog—
“Ha, ha, hal”
“Shut up! I'd better say nothing

about it, I suppose, theugh I'd certainly
like to clear the thing up,” said Coker.
“Tt's rather & shamo the fellows should
be yarning sbout Prout when the whole
thing was really an accident, just as he
has said himself. But he might not sce
the thing from my point of view; he's an
unreasonable man. He might take it
out of me.”

“You can bet your SBunday socks on
that !" chuckled Bob.

“Woll, I shan’t say anything,” said
Coker, with a grunt. “Least said
soonest mended. Of course, you kids
won't repeat what ['ve said. T don't
want Prout jumping on me.”

“Not a word,” said Harry. "“You
can rely on that, Coker, especially as
you'd be seither ﬂngg;ud or sacked 1if it
came out.”

Coker started. He was so satisfied in
his own mind that he was perfectly
blameless in the matter that he had not
envisaged the possible results of the
truth coming to light. He had realiscd
that Prout would be waxy, and might
take it out of him, blameless as he was.
But th
“taken out" of him had not orcurrad
to Coker's powerful brain.

“What rot!” he said uncasily.

“Well. anyhow we'll keep it dark,”
gaid Harry, laughing. " It’s for you to
own up if you feel inclined to clear
Prout of suspicion of having been
chucked out of the Cross Keys.”

“Oh, rats!” said Coker. *Don’t jaw,
that’s all! And you'd better clear off.
Like your cheek to barge in, as a matter
of fact. Don’t forget to tell Potter and
Greene that T'm sllowed to receive
visits.”

The Famous Five took their leave and
lert the sanatorium. As they walked
back to the Homse they looked at nne
another with amiling faces.

“30 that was it!” murmured Whar-
ton. “‘Coker! We always knew he was
a born idiot—but who'd have guessed
he was such an idiot as that?”

“Tf  Prout knew——"  murwured
Nugent.

Bob Cherry whistlad,

who goos punching about in y,

extent to which it might be g
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“It might be the sack for Coker!
Head's fogging at least! Blacking s
Form master’s eyel Phew!”

“The bhowling ass!™

“‘ Not a syllable about it,” said Harry.
“Tt's Coker's secret, not ours, Lucky
for the silly ass that we know how to
hold our tongues. Prout would slaugh-
ter him if he knew."

“The slaughterfulness
terrific."”

“ And he thinks it was our fault, and
that Prout ought to see it as a reasou-
able man” chuckled Bob.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

The Famoue Five chortled. They
knew now what had happened to Prout;
that majestic gentleman's character was
cleared in their eyes at least. But for

oker's sake they had to keep their
knowledge to themselves, and the rest
of Greyfriars had to be left to their
own surmizes and theories on the subject
of Prout's empurpled eye.

would be

—

THE SINTH CHAPTER.
Handling Mr. Harris ]
UD, thud, thud!
It wes a sound of rapidly
pounding footsteps.
Thud, thud, thud!
I eay, you fellows. Help!l”
‘*Hallo, hallo, hallo’* ejaculated Bob

erry.

* lhat's Bunter—7"

" What the thumnp—"

Harry Wharton & Co. were sauntering
down Frinrdale Lane on Wednesday
afternoon. It was exactly a week since
the day of the great log in which fellows
had got lost in the Greyfriars quad, and
Prout had captured a black eye, The
weather wus quite a contrast—a sunny,
golden autumn day; just the day for
a ramble in the lanes, thick with ?n.llen
leaves, and the brown woods,

 Calm and peaceful looked the country-
side, till Billy Bunter happened. He
happened suddenly.

At top speed, his eyes gleaming wildly
over his spectacles that had slid down
his fat little nose, Bunter come pound-
ing out. of u narrow track into the
lane, and immediately he zighted the
Famous Five he howled for help.

The chums of the Remove halted.
I'hey were guite near the corner when
Bunter came thudding round it.

“What's the game?’' asked Harry.
“Mad bull after you?”

“Qw!" gasped Bunter. He reached
the juniors, and reeled against a tree,
.,plgttering for breath. *Keep him

“Him! _lvr\:;lo?’

“QOw! That tramp—"

“What trampi’’

“Grooogh! He stopped me—owl—
asked me the time—wow |—grabbed ab
my watch—yow-ow—and ran after me
when 1 got away—groooogh!”

“Fathead !” satd Bob. * You should
have told him that you won the watch
in a raffe, and that it's no good—-""

" Beast! It's my thirty-guinea gold
watch—"" gusped Bunter

““Hallo, hallo. hallo, here comes the
jolly old enemy !” exclaimed Bob. There
was 4 thudding of boots on the narrow
puth shut in by edges, from which

Bunter had emerged. Lvidently the
tramp who had coveted his wateh was
in pursuit of Bunter.

The juniors exchaoged a grin, Lhe

mun was close at hand. and might coms
tearing round the corner any instant.
Obvioucly ne did not know that Billy
Bunte, had found help.
“Shoulder to shoulder,” chuckled
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Bob “We'll jolly well collar him, and
give him & lesson about bagging fellows’
watches. What "

“Yes, rather.””

The Famous Five, leaving Runter
gasping, moved a little towards the
corner, ready for the tramp to appear in
sight, and to run into their armas.

A rather tattered figure cume rucing
round the corner. And the chums ot the
Romove uttered s general exclamation
as they beheld it. ‘They hknew that
tattered figure. They knew the patolied
check trousers, the regged cost, ' the
battered hat. It was the r ap who
called himself Herbert Harris—or to

ive his own rendering, "Erbert 'Arris—
the vagrant who had attempted to burgle
Mr. Prout's study at Greyiriars on the
afternoon of the fog They 'ad nut
seen him very elearly on that occasion;
but they knew him again—especially the
trousers.

“That sportsman |” said Bob Cherry.
“He got away last time—bag him!"'

Mr. Harris, in hot pursuit of Bunter,
was running eo hard, that he fairly
rushed into the Famous Five before he
saw them.

Mr. Harris found himself collared on
all sides.

“Oh crimes!” ejaculated Mr. Harris.

He put up a struggle. But five pairs
of hands very quickly put “paid” to
Mr. Harris, and his head was tapped
against a tree as a warning to keep

quiet. He gave a loud howl.
“Ow! Chuck it] Ow! Let a man
gol Ow!”

“Glad to meet you, old bean,” said

Bob Cherry affably. *Haven't seen you
}'or a wag-—-nnt since the day of the
Dg "”

“The gladfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed and disgusting scoundrel,’" said
Hurree Bingh.

Mr. Harris, wriggling in their grasp,
blinked at them. =

“I don't know you,”” he gasped. “I
ain’t seed you afore. I ain't doing any
‘arm. You let a bloke go.”

“You were burgling a study at our
school last time we saw you,”' said
Harry Wharton.

Mr. Harris started.

“0Oh orimes! Are you them blokes?”
he exclaimed in dismay.

“We're those very blokes," said Dob
Cherry gravely. “The very identical
blokea who collared you in Prout’s
study, and that you got away from.
This time you're not getting away.”

“] ain’t the man!” asseverated Mr.
Harris. “On my du.vy,' sir, you're mak-
ing a mistake! I ain't been near any
school. [ jest walked from ILondon this
morning, looking for a job.”

“Careful how you look for a job!"
cautioned Bob. * You might find one,
you know 1”

“‘Shall we walk him to the police
station, or duck him in the ditch?"
ssked Johnny Bull “Wo might give
him his choice. There's a lot of water
in the ditch. and a wash ‘ould do him
good. Still. they'd give him a bath at
the police station, and that would do
him more good.”

“Let a bloke go!” howled Mr. Harris.
“Collaring a man like this 'ere, when
he's taking a little run for hexercise——""

“¥You weren't running after the kid
to nobble his watch?"

“(n my davy. [ wasn't!"" gasped Mr.
Harris:

“Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter, at a little distance,
detached himself from the tree and
rolled up, panting. Mr. Harris' jaw
dropped as he appeared on the scene.
Evidently he had believed, or hoped,
that Bunter was gone.

“Ts this the man, Bunter 1" demanded
0.
“Yes, rather! He gmhbed my watch
—and ran after me,” gasped Bunter.
“He was going to rob me—a thirty-
guinea watch——""

“It was only a joke, sir!” pleaded
Mr. Harris. “I wouldn't 'ave touched
your watch, reely, sir, not if it had
been 'ung with diamonds! T was just
joking with you, sir.”

“Well, now we're going to joke with
you," said Boh. *“Your snrt of joke
18 grabbing a follow’s watch. Our sort
is chucking a sneaking thief into a ditch,

Ready 1"
“He, h», he! Chuck him in,” said
Bunter., “Duck him! It daesn't. really

matter if you drown the beast.
“Don’t 11" gasped Mr. Harris, in
great indignation,
“Chuck him in! I eay, you fellows,
that watch was a present from one of my
titled relations, &nd cost thirty-five

guineas to——"'
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but he did not like it; in fact, he hated
it.

“Come on,” said Bob. *This way to
the wash| Dash it all, man, you haven't
had one for donkey’s years, and therd's
no charge for this.”

“Ow! Leggo!”

“I say, you fellows, chuck him in.”

“ Heave ahead, my hearties!” chuckled
Bob, “ Now then, a 'ong pull, a strong
pull. and a pull altogether!"

“Ha, ha, hal"”

And the Famous Five 'ragged and
Mr, Harris, in spite of his strenuous
resistance. was jerked towards the ditch.

“0Oh crimes! Ow! Leggo!"” he yelled
desperntely

There was a heavy footstep in the
lane, and a deep, fruity voice broke ip
suddenly :

“Boys, how dare youl
man instantly |"

It wes the voice of Mr, Prout.

Release that

‘I say, yon lellows,” said Bunter, “ Quelch and Prout are having a row [
The next moment the window above opened and Mr. Quelch himself looked

out.

“Didn't you win it with a penny
ticket in & refe?” asked Dob.

“No, I didn't!” roared Bunter.
“Look here——"'

“Let a bloke go!” rasped .lr. Harris,
as he was edged towards the ditch,
deep-lowing with autumn rains, “I—
I'm a dellikit constitution—I suller
a lot from roomytiz—I say-—"

“You suffer a lot from want of wash-
ing,” said Bob. “But if you'd rather
go to the police station, say the word."”

*“] don't want to go to any old police
station! They got a bad opinion of
me!" groaned Mr. Harris. “The pecl-
era always have been down on me—a

‘ard-working, honest  man. Ow!
Leggo!" .
Mr. Harris resisted valiantly as he

was moved towards the fowing water.
It was not a warm day, and he water
was undoubtedly cold. Whether Mr,
Harris really suffered from heumatism,
or whether the prospect of a wash made
him shudder, the idea of going into the
ditch evidently horrified ﬁim: Ee pre-
forred it, perhaps, to the police station,

* Take filve hundred lines, Bunter !' he crled angrily.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Prout Asks For It |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stared
round.
They ceased to urge Mr,

Harris towards the ditch;, of
which he was now standing on the very
brink, but they kept a tight grasp on
that elusive gentleman.

“Prout I" murmured Nugent,

“The Proutfulness is terrific1”

“All serene ! said Harry. *“Prout's
always barging in where ‘he's not
wanted, but when we tell him that this
is the johnny who was burgling his study
last week. even Prout wiﬁ draw in his
Liorns.”

Mr. Prout was approaching from the
dircction of the school He was taking
his afternoon walk alone.

Generally Mre. Prout walked forth in
company, but at present his relations
were very strained with the other
members of the Common-room. Bore-
over, it was probable that the other
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masters had no desire to walk abroad
in company with a black eye. Prout, of
pourse, had no choice in that matter, as
the black eye was indissolubly attached
to him—a poor thing, but his own, as
the poet has put it. .

Prout, catching sight of the struggling
group in the lane, and hearing Mr.
Harris’ doleful howl, hastened his foot-
steps, and shouted to the juniors while
still at o distance.

His brow was dark with anger—almost
as dark as his eyo.

Prout, of course, did not know the
rights and wrongs of the matter. He
did not recognise Mr. Harris as the day-
light burglar of the weck before;: he did
not know that the rascal had just
attemﬁted to rob Bunter. To Prout’s
eye, these juniors were ragging a tramp
and were about to duck him—a most
outrageous and brutal proceeding.
Prout certainly had no love for tramps,
and Mr. Harris looked a rather un-
pleasant sort of tramp. But right was
right, and justice was justice, Prout
was exactly the man to make up his
mind on the subject without hearing a
word and let his indignation rip.

Morcover, ono of these juniors was
Wharton of the Remove, who had smiled
at his black eye and had bheen most
inadequately punished by his Form
master.

Prout rolled pp, full of indignant
wrath.

““Stop this instantly 1" he boomed.

“You see, sir—" began Harry.

* Bilence, Wharton | 1 desire to hear
none of your impudence!” boomed
Prout.

“But, sir—"

“Silence I

“0Oh, my
Cherry.

Mr. Harris eyed Prout. He guessed
that he was a master at the school, and
naturally expected to be taken to the
police station as soon as the schoolboys
explained the matter to the master, He
would be saved from the ducking, but
gis last state would Le worse than his

rst.

To his amazement, he found Prout
taking bhis side. Unczpected lhope
dawned on Mr. Harris.

“Let a bloke go ! whined Mr. Harris.
“Leggo, 1 tell you! ‘Andling & man
like this "cre

Prout raised a commanding hand.

“ Release that man immediately 1V he
ordered.

“But, sir—" gasped Bob Cherry.

“J desire no argument, no impudence,
no insclence! I order vou to release
that man! Not a word |*

“Look here—"

“Qilencet! I am not surprised," said
Prout bitterly, ‘*at this hooliganiam,
this ruffianism in Remove hoys! I
should be surprised at finding them be-
having themselves in an orderly
manner ! Buch eonduct may meet with
the spproval of Mr. Quelch!| I cor-
tainly shall not allow it1 As a Grey-
friars master, T refuse to allow you to
diserace Greyfriars by such ruffianism |
Relense that man 1”

The Removites exchanged hopeless
glanecs, It was not of much use tn
argue with Prout. But they were very
reluctant to allow Mr. Harris to cscape
the punishment of his sins.

“If you'd listem a minute, Mr.
Prount—" Wharton tried again,
B“"You see, sir—" gasped Johnny

nii.

“I will listen to nothing!” boomed
Prout. “I have no doubt that you have
excuses to offer—you are never at a loss
for them! I decline to listen to you!
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I order yon to release that man in-
stantly and lo ceasa this ruffianly—this
brutel —conduet, which I assure you I
shall report to your I'orm mastor or to
the Head—"

“1 say, eir,” began Billy
“that beast tried——"

“ Bilence 1

“If you'd let a fellow speak, sir—"
seid X

“ Silence 1™

“Oh dear ¥

“Tor the last time,” said Prout, “will
you release that man whom you are ill-
using—instantly "

There was no help for it. Mr. Harris
was released, and he grinned with satis-
faction as he found- himself iree.

“Now,"” snid Prout, “gol Go back
to the school at once! You are not to
be trusted to behave yourselves out of
gates! You find amusement in perse-
cuting unoffending strangers1 Go back
to the school I

The Famous Five locked at him
grimly. So far they had obeyed the
?l'ders of Prout. But this was going too
ar,
“We will go back to school, sir, when
our Form master orders us to do sol”
said Harry Wharton, “ You are not our
Form master, Mr. Prout|”

“What—what 7*

“Come on, you men ! said Harry.

Raising their caps to Proui, tha
Famous Fivo walked on—not towards
the school, but towards Friardale. Billy
Bunter, grinning, rolled after them.

Prout spluttered.

Ho had exceeded his powers and
authority in ordering Remove boys back
to tha school on a half-holiday., It was
rather Prout’s way to exceed his
authority, and sometimes it led to
awkward results, as in the present case.

“Very well!” gasped Prout, “Very
well indeed ! X shall report this to your
headmaster | Very well indeed I*

The juniors walked on without reply-
ing and disappeared round a bend in
ihe lane.

Mr. Harris eyed the Fifth Form
master very curiously. Prout’s arrival
had been very fortunate for him. Mr.
Harris was wondering now whether he
could make it still more fortunate,
Prout was a prosperous-looking gentle-
man, and the lans was lonely now that
the juniors had passed out of sight. Mr.
Haorris regarded Prout with a calcu-
lating eye. 'This fat old codger—as he
considered Prout—did not look as if he
would be of much use in & serap, and
he was obviously a more valuable
victim than Bunter.

Yortune, indeed, seemed to be smiling
on the disreputnﬁ:le Mr. Harris that
afternoon.

He opproached a little noarer the
plomp gentleman.

“Thank you kindly, sir!” he said.
“Werry kind of you, sir, to interfere
and protect a pors man from them
young rips, sir "

“Nat at gll,” said Prout. “It was my

Bunter,

duty, Good-afternoon!”
Ho wonld have walked on. He had
championed Mr. Harris; but, on a

closer inspection, he did not like his
looks, and still less did he like the strong
aroma of mingled tobacco and spirits
that cinanated from him.,

But Mr. Harris was not to be denied.
Ho placed himself in Prout’s way, and
Prout stopped again,

“Skuse me, sirl” said the tramp.
“P'r’apa you could ’elp a pore man on
his way, sir? T've walked miles and
miles, sir, loocking for a job!1”

Prout looked at him in strong dis-
taste. And now that he gave My, Harris
closer attention, something [amiliar
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about him dawned on the Form mester.
On that oceasion in his study ho had
seen Mr. Harris very dimly and indis-
tinctly ; but the patched check trousers,
at least, were very striking and not
casily forgotten. 'Chose trousers leaped
to the eye, as it were. Recognition
began to dawn in Prout's face.

“Have 1 scen you before, my mant®
he demanded suspiciously.

“No, sir. I'm quite a stranger in
these 'ere parts,” answered Mr. Harris.
“If you 'elp & cove with a 'arf-crown
or go, sir—"

“You scem to have money fo spend
on drink " said Mr. Prout. “I have
nothing to give you! Please atep

aside 1"
“You ain't 'elping a cove !” asked Mr,
Harris.
“Clortainly not.
Mr.
round,
The juniora had vanished; and there
was no ore in sight in either direction.
It was Mr, arris’ 0p1}01'tunity; and he
was not the nmian to let it pass unim-

2 Stand aside.”
Harris gave a swift glance

proved. He eamo closer to Prout, His
cyes glinted, his grubby fists were
clenched, and his jaw juited 'out
threateningly.

“You old himage!” said Mr. Harvis
“JAnd it over,”

“Wha-a-at 7"

“I ain’t got no time to waste on yer,”
said tha tramp. “’And over that
watch of yours and what rhino you've
got about you and sharp; afore I give
you another plooming black =sye ta
match the one you've got, you silly old
codger, Jump to it.”

A knuckly fist was displayed under
Prout’s startled nose.

Prout stared at the man,

Gratitude, evidently, had heen left
out of Mr. Harris' composition. Prout
saw him now as he was—a dishonest,
hullying, ruffianly scoundrel, bent. on
robbery. Prout gasped.

“You—you—rascal—"

“Stow it!® enarled Mr, Harris,
“Ain’t I telling you I got no time to
waste? 'And over your rhino, you old
fool you, afore I knock your silly nose
through the back of your silly ead|”

Prout gurgled.

“You—you lawless scoundrel! Stand
hack, or T will—I will knock you down!
Stand back, you rascally ruffian”

“You will ’ava it, then!" snarled
My, Harris, end the knuckly fist came
crashing.

Prout tried to guard, He tried in
vain. There had heen a time_when
Prout had been a great man with bis
hands—if fond memory did not de-
ceive him. There had been a time
when he could have handled Mr. Harria
with ease and grace, if he remembered
aright! But since that time, if it had
ever been, much water had passed under
the bridges. Prout, in the present
stage of hia career, simply did not have
a look-in. His feeble guard was whisked
aside and the tramp’s knuckles crashed
on his plump nose with a mighty crash.
Up-ended by the drive, Prout landed
on his back in ithe muddy lane.

“Qh!” gasped Prout. “Ow!
ness gracioua! Wowl!”

Mr. Harris bent over him.

In enothcr moment hia thievish
fingera would have been clearing the
valuables out of Prout's pochets.

But fortune, which hitherto smiled
on Mr. Harris, chose this moment to
frown.

There was a honk of a motor; and a
car came into view from the direction

Good-

{Continued on page 12.)



ANOTHER INTERESTING “FOOTER’ TALK. By “OLD REF.”

N

Ny~~~
¢ Sossipf

Eoch week our soocer expert
disposes of perplexing problems.
Write to him and ses Il you can
get him groggy.

HE referes of a football match nesd not necessarily give
reasons, to al! and sundry, for certain decisions, Bat if
there is a complaint made to headguarters he may be

] called upon by them to explain a verdict he had given
in & game.

In this connection there resches me from Ireland a story of
8 roferea of that country who gave what was, surely the quaintest
reason for a particulsr decision which could be imagined.

The complaint against him was that during a
match in the Mish Allianee he awarded a goal
tehen a goal had not been properly scoved. The
League authorities had him up before them, and
I can well imagine that they were surprised
when the veferec openly and candidly con fessed
that ke did give a goal when he shouwld not have
done. In answer to o further question as fo why
he gave thal goal, the veferce veplied : ** For my
own safety.”’

In those simple words, the candour of which can certainly
be admired more than the sontiment, the roferes in question
provided @ clear-cut picture of the mateh of which he had
charge. Evidently, things had been going against him—and
also against the home team, So to save his skin he gave the
home team a goa' when he should not have done so.  Of course
tho authorities didn’t forgive him. Such weakness on the part
of a referen cannot be tolerated ; but, being a bit soft.-hearted,
he has my sympathy. 1 have often felt, when reforesing a
match, that [ would have liked to give the home team gomething
to " save my skin."

not need to give any explonation of his decisions, and this

reminds me that s correspondent raises this particular

quostion, He snys thal he was undor the improession that
referces should, if asled in a proper and polite manner, explain
to the player concerned why a certain decision had been given
against him. As a matter of fact, thers was an instruction to
roferces to that effect last season, but it has now been wiped off
tho books.

E HAVE said that, oxcapt to the authorities, the referee does

It could scaveely have been hept on in view of
the regulation which was cmphasised for this
season, and fo which 1 have alveady referrved, to
the effect that for o player to show any sign, by
word or action, that he dissented from o decision
by the veferee wis ungenilemanty conduet.

But although, strietly speaking, tho layer cannot dernand
to know for what he has been penalised, it seems to me that
referpes will make & mistake if they accept their instructions on
this head too literally. If a player asked me, in & proper way,
why 1 had penalised him, I should tell him quite frankly, and
I should expoct him to bo all the nicer to me because T had
treated his request in that way. A bit of the give-sand-teke
epirit in foothr:lll helps conwiderably, and ecosts nothing.

Actunlly, there arc oceasions when players can only doeide
what steps to take if they know for what offonce a free-kiclk.
say hns been granted against them. Suppose o goalkeeper is
carrying the ball with an opponent i closo proximity. The
whistle goes, and the referee awards a froo kicl against the
goalkeeper. In such circumstances the defending side have a
right to know what the offence was, because the nature of the
ofieneo affects the manner in which they prepars to combat
the free kielk, If the free kick is for carrying, then a goal
cannot be scored direet from it : but if the offenee is a foul,
on the outside edge of the tpenat:. ares, for instance, then a
goal van be scored directly from the iree kick.

RITING of offences nenr goal, I must also snswer a
reader from Huddersficld who raises an_interesting
point, and one which is not understood as clearly
a8 it ought to he.

This reader was watching « game in Yorkshire
in wwohich twe players got at loggerheads with
each other. One was o full-back and the other
the opposing centre-forward. During an atfaclk
the full-back kicked the ball well up the fleld, but
after he had done so, he charged inlo the opposing
centre-forward in un wnfair manner.

As it happened, the referee saw the unfair charge, and lis
immediately awarded a penalty kiek sgainst the full-baclk.
The watchers got very upset, and so did the players of the
defending side, arguing that the referee ecould not awnrd a
penalty kick in view of the fact that at the time the offencs
was committed by the full-back, the ball was far up the feld.
The snswer to my corrcspondent regarding this question is
that the reforee was quite right. He can—and should—give
a penalty kick for an offence by e full-back in the penalty aroa
ragardless of the position of the ball at the time when the offence
is committed, provided, of course, that the ball is in play.
ﬁ tho throw-in. 'The words in question are those:

“ When throwing in the ball tho player throwing
must stand facing the field of play."” It is possible, obviously,
to put different interpretations on such wording. It might be
meant (o lay down, for instance, that the player throwing the

ball must stand diroctly facing the whole field—that is, with
feet pointing across the fiold.

Generally speaking, howwever, this strict veading
of the rula is not adbercid to, stor do I think it was
meant. So long vs the thrower is facing some
part of the field of play even looking across
towards the corner-flag on his side of the field,
he should not be p Hsed when throwing !
he breaks some other rule.

READER who lives at Plymouth raises a point as to
what is meant by & phrase in the rule concerning

intensity, and managers who go to watch particular

players who have been recommended to them, are

often extremely cereful that their presence shall not
bo known.

Not long ago I saw two officials of o Northern club—the
monager and one of his directors, paying their money st the
turnatile like ordinery watchiers when they went to a ground
to look ut a player 0?7 one of the teams engaged in the match.
Thoy didn't want it to be known that they were there, bocauso
if their intentions became public property other clubs would
immediately po to look at the same player.

On another occasion recently I was sitting in the smoking.
room of an hotol in the Neweastls district when [ heard & voice
which was familiar to mo, speaking to othcr peopls in the room,
I Yooked at the speaker, but for o long timo 1 could not place
the ' face." Aiter & bit recollection as to whom the voice
belonged came to me—but it was no wonder that I did net
recovniso the face.

pgq HE search for good footballers goes on with evor-increasing

The man whose voice 1 knecw wes o popular
manager, but he was wearing a folse bDeard!
He dida’l want his presence in that particular
fown lo be noun !

These managers have to be up to all the tricks of the trade. S0
much a0, thnt 1 have come to the conelusion that I should never
make & good manager. I alcep too late in the mornings.

“QLD REF.”
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WHO PUNCHED PROUT ?

(Cuntinued from page 10.)

of I'riardale.
tn alarm.

“Qh crimes!” he ejaculated in utter
disgust.

'there were three men in the car
and their eyos were on the lhighway
thief. The c¢z¢ camo rushing on and
there was a jamming of brakes. Mr.
Harris made one bound through the
hedge and started across the field wilh
all the speed that his legs were capable
of.

Prout sabt up. ,

His nose streamed crimgon; and it
was already swelling. Dazed and dizzy,
Prout blinked about him wildly, Like
a man in o dream, Prout accepled tno
attentions of the kindly motorists; and
ho was still in & dazed and dizzy state
when tho kindly motorists landed him
at the gates of Greyfriars and drove on
their way. _

Mr. Harris, on Lis lighest gear,"was
Leading for the open spaces, But he had
left Prout something to remember him
by. Prout was adorncd with a nose
as remarkable as his eye. No doubi
Prout had fairly asked for it; but, like
so many persans in this weary world,
he was horrified and dismnycd as get-
ting what he had asked for. FProuf,
as he lurched in at the school gates,
felt like the Raven's unhappy master,
whom unmerciful disaster {ollowed fast
and followed faster!

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Startling !

OSLING was the first.

G Gosling, as it happened, was
close by the gates wheon Prout
came Im.

Prout dawned suoddenly on him,

The ancient porler of Greylriars gave
a violent start. His gaze tfixed, as if
fascinated, on Prout's nose,

Prout had been holding a handker.
chief to it in the car. ‘The handker-
chief was smecared and. streaked with
erimson, Prout thought, or hoped,
that it had stopped blecding now.

Ho was agitated, of course, He had
thanked the molovists for their kind-
ness in picking him up and giving bim
a lift to the school in a rather incgher-
ent way. ‘'l'hat was natural, in the
gcircumstances, and the kindly gentle-
man in the car had undersicod, But
Gosling, of course, did not understand,

Ho saw Prout coming in with a wild-
eved look sbout him, mud on his coat,
blood on the handkerchicf he held
crumpled in his band—and, above all,
with a nose that was swollen to nlmost
twice itz usual size and that Hlamed hike
a peony., Gosling stared at that nose.
His eyes were glucd en 1b. It seemed to
fascinate him—indeed, to hypnotise
him. In his coneentration on Prout's
nose, Gosling even forzot to touch his
hat. Gosling, indecd, conld scarcely
believe his ancient cycs,

Gosling had disappioved of Prout's
hlack eye, HHe had confided to Alr.
Alitnble, the pgardencr, that a gent in
Mr Prout's position ought to be
ashamed of himself for sporting a black
eye. And Gosling had been very sar-
castic about Prout’s story of bagging
that eye in the fog. Now, added to the
black eye, he eaw I'rout with a beet-
root nose. Prout could hardly say that
it was the fog this time| Gﬂs?inF WO
derad sardonienlly what ha would say.

Prout, catching the porter’'s fascin-
ated gaze on him, started and fushed
botly. Hitherto, he had been conscious
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My, Harris glanced up

only of the discomfort of a deccrated
nose. Now it rushed on lhis mind thak
there were other consequences boyond
moere discomfort. Half the fellows be-
licved, or suspected, that Prout's black
aye had been caused by Prout getting
niixed up in somo disreputabls scrap.
What were they going to think of his
nossé? DP’rout almost grouned, _

“Ah! Gosling!” he tricd to speak m
his usual lofty, [ruity voice, but he
could not help gasping heoarsely.
" Gosling! I—I have had a—a most -
nleasant experience! I—I have been at-
tacked—attacked by a tramp—"

“Hindeed, siri” sard Gosling.

(3osling's tone was as dry as the
Sahara,

“The villain attempted to rob me,”
said Prout,

“Hindeed, siri”

Crimson mounied from Prout's plump
cheeks to his forchoad, his ears, and
descended over his plunip neck. IFProut,
all of him that woas visible, was a
study in crimson,

Gosling, obviously, did not helieve
a word of it. Last week Prout had
told a fog story. Now he was telling
o tramp story. Of course, ho had to
say somothing when he came in wilh
a4 wrecked nose,

Prout breathed hard. Ile was 1in-
censed by Gosling’s dryness; ho was
irritated with himsec!f for having con-
descended to explain to the porter at
all. He gave Gosling a Jock and
marched on.

His handkerchief was to lLis nose
again now. He was longing for the
shelter and privacy of his own study.
He hoped that, as he crossed the quad
with the handkerchiel to his nose, he
would give the impression of hLaving
g ecold, or somocthing of that sort.

Gosling gazed after him,

“My heyet” said Gosling, “My
word! Wot I says is this ere, it's dis.
graccful, that’s what it js! All the
years 1 been porter at this ’ero echool
I've never seen the like! A gont of
his hage and his position going out
rowing and fighting! Course, he’s been
drinking! But that ain't no hexcuse
for him )™

Prout navigated across the guad. It
was unfortunate that it was a half-
holiday and the finest afternoon f{or
weeks past. Rain or fog might have
kopt the fellows indogors. But in the
autumn sunshine everyvbody zeemed to
be out of doors; and everybody, it
scemed to Prout, was looking st him,

Plenty were, as a matter of fact,
Prout was still breathless and excited.
His coat was slopped with mnd from
his fall in tho road. The handkerchici
nt his nose did not in the least give
the impression of a cold—for 16 waa
more red than white by this time,
Fifty fellows at least asked themselves
the ruestion, what had Proat been up
to?

Mr. Caopper hurried towards him,
Capper had not spokea to Prout since
the occasion when he had spoken to
him as a friend, Now he came up quite
concerned—and  doublless  a  little
curious,

“My dear Prout!” he exclaimed. “Ia
anything the matter? Have you had an
pceident? What—"

“A—a trifle!” gazsped Prout. “A
glight injury—J have been attacked by
a tramp——"

-#Dh:ll‘

Capper's “Oh " was as expressive as
Gosling's * Indeed ! Prout's sound eye
glittered at him.

“I have boen the victim of a brutal
assanlt, Mre. Capperl™

“Oh ™

THE MAGNET

“May 1 ask, sir, what you intend to
imply by that cjaculation, sir?” de-
Emuded Prout, his sound eye flashing

re,

Capper started back a little. Prout’s
wild-eyed excitcmont, his rising anger,
his Aushed and muddy state, could only
give Capper one impression.

"My dear Prout! Take my arm|”
breathed Capper. *“ For goodicss’ sakd
get into the House! Take my arm——"

“I am not in neced of assistance,
Capper|”

“ But—but,” stammered Capper, " the
Ilead may look from his window, and—
and the boys— My dear FProut, 1
understand, of course—of coursel 8
calm, my dear fellow! I fully under-
stand, and—and sympathise! But—bub
for goodness’ sake do not let yourself
be seen in thia state !l

"1What state, sir?"" gasped Prout,

“Take my arm—the arm of &
friend I” urged Capper, "“Walk as
gteadily s you canl Lean on me) My,
only desire iz to be of use.”

“Do you dare to imply, sir, that I
have boon drinking?” Prout’s voics
trembled  with  passion. *“Do
darg——-"

Capper stared. To his eyes, at least,
it was ohvious that Prout had been
drinking. But he answered soothingly:

“Nag! No! Of—of coursa notl
Nothing of the kind! But—but lean on
my arm—pray let me assist youl Think
of tha gensation it would cause il you
wora to fall, er even to stumble| Think
of the boys, sir—think of the Head{”

4T am not Jikely to fall, sir! I am
not likely Lo stumble!’ bawled FProut.
“1 do not necd your assistance, sirl
I repudiate your suggestion, sir—re-
pudiate it with scorm!  With utter
contempt, sirl”

And having withored Capper with a
glare of scorn and contempt, Prout
marched past him and went into the
House. Capper looked after him—and
then met the pazo of Mr, Hacker, the
master of the Blell.

“What can this
breathed Hacker,

“He—he—he 1is dreadfully excited,
and—and has an injured nose!"™ stam-
mered Capper. “I—=1 cannot help
thinking—"

“Ho seems to be walking fairly
steadily P’ ]

“J am thankful to see it! Ti—il he
should stumble and—and fall in eight
af the boys—""

e
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mean, Capper?”

“ Dreadfull” said Hacker, with a
shudder.

“He has evidently been Sfghting
arain!’”  said Capper, in an awed
whisper. “He suid something about a
tramp ™

“Ha could scarcely say it was the
[og to-day!”

“Searcelyl But what can have in-
duced Prout to fight with a tramp,
Hacker? If, indeed, it was & tramp!
Even if it wern foggy to-day he could
scarcely tell the same story twice. But
why—why has he done this, Hacker?
What can be the ecause of this strange,
this inexplicable, outbrezk on tha part
of 2 man of Prout's age and position?”"

Hacker shook his hoad, as if he gave
it up.

Prout reached the Houge. Glances on
a!ll sides seemed almost fto burm him
as he went. As he entered, he camo
on Potter and Grecne, of hia Form;
and the two Fifth-Formera started cone
vulsivaly at the sight of him. Pront’s
gound eyo Hashed at them.

“Potter | Greene?”

“Ohl Yes, sirl”
two startled scniors,

*How dare you stare at me in ‘hat—

gtammered the
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Take

that wuntouth manner? five
hundred lines each|”

1 Oh, sir!” gasped Potter and Greene.

Prout strode on, Iaavin% amagement
and dismay behind him. Potter looked
at Greene; Greene looked at Potter.

“1t's his nose this time!” Potter said,
in an awed whisper.

“Punched jolly hard, I fancy!"
muttered Greens. " Whom does Prout
g0 out serapping with? The same man
as last time, do you think?"

“Goodness knows{"

“I—I say, it's getting thick! The
Head will be bound to take notice of

it. Prout can’t expect him to swallow
another accident.”

“Hardly 1"

Prout's door slammed im the
distance.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Prout’s Nose !

o S8AY, you fellows!”

I Billy Bunter burst into the
Rag after tea that afternoon,
his fat face full of excitement.

Bunter was bursting with news,

“J—I—I say, you fellowa!' he

gasped.

“Wall, what's the latest?” yawned
Vernon-Smith.

‘Prout!" gasped Bunter.

“What about Proyt?” asked several
voices.

The fellowe in the Rag seemed inter-
ested at once, Prout, indeed, waa

“Let a bloke
“Teggo! 1

\

teking up e lot of attention of late.
The spotfight was fairly on him.

“Prout!” gurgled Bunter, breathless
with. excitement and news. “Prout,
you know! Prout—"

“(ive it & name!" said Peter Todd.
“What'a Prout done nowf"’
“ Ho—he—he—he's got

gasped Bunter.

“* A which?” ejaculated Bob Chorry.
“A—a—a nosel”

“Is that news?” asked Lord Maule-
verer, staring at Bunter in surprise. “ It
would be rather surprisin’ if he hadn't,
I think, by Jovel”

“I mean, he’s got a nose—a swollen
nose—a prize nose—a nose like a heet-
root—like a peony—like a—a—a save-
loy! He's had his nose punched—
busted—broken !" gurgled Dunter.

e Fe !

a nosel”

“What '’

“Prout " ;

“Qorapping again?”

“Oh, my hat!”

“By gum, Prout’s goin' it!” said the
Bounder, with a whistle. *“Last

Wednesday a black eye, this Wednes-
day a swollen nose—Prout's breakin’
out hadly in his old age!”

“He's allowing himself cne scrup a
woek, at this rate!” remarked Skinner.
“Have you scen his nose, Bunter?'

“] haven't seen it—but Potter of the
TFifth has! 1 heard him telling some
TFifth Form men! He says Prout's nose

looks s if a mule had kicked it
8wollenest nose he's ever seen!” .
“Well, this takes the cake!” said

3

go 1" whined Mr. Harrls,
tell you! ‘Andling a man
* Release that man

Immediately ! ** ordered Mr. Prouf, raising
a commanding hand.

i
Toddy. *“What does Prout do it for!
He's a bit old for a strenuous life like
this1” .

“He says it was a tramp!l”

“A treamp?’ ropeated Harry Whar-
ton.

“Yes, I heard that he told Capper it
was a tramp! He never told him why
he started fighting with a tramp, so
far as I know. Fancy a Greyfriars Form
master getting into a shindy with a
tramp "

“Pretty thiok!" said Jobhnny Bull.

“The thickfulness is terrific.”

“Prout’s goin' strong!” said the
Bounder. ‘‘He's headin' for the jump
out of Greyfriars. The Head will
never stand this.”

“Dash it all, n man ought to draw
a line somewhere,” said Lord Maule-
vercr. “ Man ought to keep up appoar-
ances,"’

“Man ought to learn how to tell a
story, at least,”” said the Bounder.
“First o fog story—then o i{ramp story
—and neither will wash.”

“Hold on!” said Wharton. *The fog
story is true.™

“Rats!™ replied the Bounder.

“Tt's really true,” said the captain
of the Remove, anxious to say what he
could for Prout. “Prout really did bag
that eye in the fog.”

“How do you know?’ demanded hal:
a dozen incredulous voices.

Wharton paused.

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from payge 13.)

“Well, I do konow,"” he said.

“Gammon {” said Skinner. “You
jolly well don't know anything about
it. I know where Prout got that eye.
He got it at the Cross Keys, and it
was tho potman gave it to him. Of
cpurse, he's been to the Cross Keys
again to-day, end he's got intp another
shindy. It's pretty plain that he’s
making a habit of going on a bender
once a week."

“Looka like it!" saild Vernon-Smith.
“But if Prout thinks he can get away
with it, he'a jolly well mistaken. The
Head will never stand it."'

“A Form master with a black eye
and a swollen nose!" eaid Bguilf, "“It's
altogether too thiok, Not at all the
thing "'

“1 gay, you fellows, Prout takes call-
over this evening!” squesked Billy
Bunter. “We sheall all be able to ses
his nose! He, he, hal He can’t hide
it at call-over! HE#' he, hel”

“Poor old Prouti”

"I wonder what he'll tell the Head
this timet"

Call-over, as a rule, had no attree-
tiona for the Greyfriars follows. On
this particular ooccasion, however, GGrey-
friars rolled in to call-over, as eagerly
as if *they were going io a football
match or a circus.

The news of Prout’s prize nose, of
course, had spread.

had

Every fellow, in every Form,
heard of it; except, perhaps, Coker of
the Fifth, still secluded in sanny, and
out of touch with current affairs.

Many fellows were amused, some
hugely entertained. More serious fellows
were shocked. Thev felt that Prout was
overdoing it. There was, =ss Lord
Mauleverer remarked, such a thing as
keeping up appearances. A man who,
at Prout's age and in Prout’s position,
got into continual ecraps and shindies,
and dizplayved in public the signs of
fierce combats, really seemed to have
forgotten what was due to the school.
What could induce Prout to do it was
& mystery.

“It's his jolly old fiery spirit breakin’
out,” the Bounder averred. “He was
no end of a firehrand when he was
young. Look ot those guns and antlers
and bear-skina and things he's got
stacked 1n his studv. He used to climb
Alps and shoot bears and tigers and
things——"

“5n he says!™ remarked Skinner.

“Well, he's got a lot of jolly old
trophies in his study——*

“T foncy they were a job lot at an
auction.”

“Well. there's no doubt about the fiary
spirit, anvhow,” chuckled the Bounder.
“IFs breakin’ ont in old age. Prout
goes out lookin® far trouble. I wondor
what he'l]l he doin® next 1

Almost every man in the school was
disenssing Pront. Clertainly every man
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was looking forward to seeing him ay
call-over,

Prout's turn to call the roll fell that
day, and as Big Hall was filled with
Greyfriara fellows, there was a sup-
pressed buzz of excitement,

All the Forme were in their places,
and all had an eager look. Even those
high and mighty men, the prefects of
the Stxth Form, who were not bound to
turn up for roll-call like ordinary
mortals, were all in their places, inter-
ested in Prout’s noss,

And there was a deep hum of dis-
appointment when it was seen that
Hacker, the master of the Shell, was
going to call the names,

Prout, evidently, had asked tho
master of the Shell to take his place, and
was keepmg in coy retirement.

“ Rotten ™ said the Bounder.

“1 say, you fellows, he's not going to
let us see hiz prize nosel” eaid Billy
Bunter, *1 say, it must be a regular
corker if he's efraid to let the fellows
seo it |

There was peneral dissatisfaction. The
crowd of fellows had looked forward to
seeing Prout’s prize nose, and Prout’s
prize nose was not on view., They felt
as & theatre audience might feel at an
announcement that there was to bé no
performance,

“Silence!” rapped out Mr. Hacker.
And he proceeded to ecall the names,

Roll-osll over, the fetlbws marched outb
of Hall. They departed excitedly dis-
cussing Prout and his nose. The wildest
rumours were afloat as to the cause of
Prout's latest disaster.

Curiosity to see him was at burning-
point, Price of the Fifth, who fortu-
nately had lines, dashed off his lines in
8 great hurry and took them to his Form
masrer's study.

Near at hand a crowd of [ellows
waited to hear Price's report of the
etate of Prout's noss,

Price came back disappointed,

Prout, it seemed, had stood looking
out of the study window, end told Price,
aver his shoulder, to place hia impot on
the table and go. Prick had ventured
to ask whether he would not look at
the lines, in the hope of making Prout
turn round, and Prout had replied in
the negative, in such a voice that Price
had been rather glad to get out of the
study quickly

Bome fellows cut out into the quad
to loock up at Prout’s window, But
Prout was already gone from the
window, and the blind was drawn,

Prout, obviously, was going to lie
doggo as long as lhe could, He had
retired to his study, like Achilles to his
tent. and was not to be seen. Not till
the morrow, when Prout had to take hia
Form, was his nose likely to be seen, In
thoe meantime, it was widely discussed.
Publio interest, which had previously
been concentrated on Pront’s eye, was
now shifted to his nose. Some portion
of Prout secmed destined to oceupy the
attention of Greyfriars,

And the question that was most keenly
discussed in the stndies, senior and
junior, was—what would the Head sav?

The Head had stood Prout’s eve,
apparently accepting his lamo explana-
tion of it. Wonld he stand Prout's
nose! Could Prout possibly get awny
with it a second timae?

If he did. would he break out again,
and turn up at Grevfriars with another
bleck erve, or a cauliflower esr, or a
tooth missing? Wanld Prout have senza
enough to lkeep out of shindies after
this. or would he go on as he had started
—now that he nad, so to speak, tasted
blood !

THE MAGNET

Prep was mueh neglected in many
studies at Greyiriars that evening.
Fellows talked instead of working; and,
85 a topic, Prout reigned supreme,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Prout |

R. LOCKE raised his eyebrows.
He said nothing.
But that expressive lift of his
eysbrows seid a good deal.

Prout breathed hard.

During prep, when the fellows had to
be in their studies, Prout had ventured
forth, fairly safe from observation as he
made his way to the Head’s study.

Prout, ae & rule, was far from being
a retiring gentleman. He liked to be in
the public eye. But circumstances nlter
cases, and at present Prout would have
been glad to understudy the Aower that
was born to blush unseen and waste its
sweebness on the desert air,

On his way to the Head he encoun-
tered Trotter, the page, who gave him
& surprised etare. Prout gave Trotter
such & glare in return that Trotter
fairly ran for it—bolting below stairs to
tell cook and the rest that “old Prout *
had a nose to match his eye, and had
been serapping again,

Frowning, Prout pursued his way,
tapped at the Head's door, and entered.
His nose had to be explained somshow,
and it was better to take the bull by ths
horns, as it were, The Head was bound
to see it sooner or later, and Prout
wanted to get it over,

Dr. Locke gazed at him. Calm and
gentle and unsuspicious, Dr. Locke had
accepted the fog story, perhaps with a
lingering, inward doubt. But the sight
of Prout’s nose gave him a shock, and
cold disapproval darkened his kindly
countenance.

. Pray excuse me for interrupting you
sir I said Prout, in & gasping voice, *
—I feol that an explanation is due to
you, sir.”

“Indeed |” said the Head ooldly.

He made a gesture to a chair, and
Prout sat down. The Head'a gaze dwelt
on his nose. Mr. Harria had hit hard.
Prout's nose was scarlet, and it was
swollen. It was such n nose as m prize-
fighter might have collected in the ring.
Added to his purple eye, it gave Prout's
face & remarkably battered appearance;
an sppearance which Prout himself
realised to be most unbecoming in a
schoolmaster,

; _';Annthﬂr aceident " aslked the Head
cily.

“You—you see, sir—"

“Tt was not fogpy to-day, I think[®
said the Head., in the same tone.

Prout flushed. This was as good as
telling him that it was no nse to spring
an accidental collision on the Head.

“No, sir! Tt is very unfortunate,”
maid Prout. “V&rﬁ unfortunate indeed.
1 have been attacked by a tramp; the
same bad character, T believe, who
attempted to rob my study on that foggy
dﬂ.'?' last weel—m="

Indead t*

“T was knocked down, sir, by this
ruffinn,” said Mr. Prout. “I ghould have
been robbed by him bad not a motor-
car fortunately passed at the moment.
He left me and ran as the car came
up.”

“ Indeed ¥

1 have communicated with the polioe,
gir, giving them & description of the
man,” said Prout. “1I have every hope
that he will be arrested. Inspector
Girimes told me, on the telephone, that
ke will make every effort.”



EVERY SATURDAY

“Indeed !*

The Head’s vocabulary seemed to be
limited, But he contrived to put a lot
of expression into o single word,

Prout’s flush deepened.

. "X am aware, sir,” ho said, “that_i§
is very unfortunate. I am only too pain-
fully aware that my appearance 1s—is
—is samewhat shocking

“That is certainly the case,” said the
Head,

“I am, of course, blameless in the
matter,” said Mr, Prout. “It might
happen to any man to be attacked in a
lonely lane by a brutal tramp.”

“It might 1” assented the Head,

il | hargi:,r think,” said Prout, hia voieo
trembling a little, “that my word needs
substantiation, But as it happens, a
mumber of junior boys saw mo in the
prosence of tho tramp who afterwards
attacked me.”

“"They saw him attacle you?”

“N-n-nol  They—they were out of
sight when the ruflian actually attacked
me, as—as it happened.”

" Indeed I

There was & long pause,

Prout sat in discomfort. e realiscd
that Mo was putting the Head's credulity
t9 a severe strain.

A Dblack eye mizght be an accident. A
beetroot nose might resuli from an en-
esounter with a footpad. DBut the two
taken together bad, as it were, an acou-
mulative effect.

Nobody elsze at Greyfriars had col-
lected a black eye in tho fog. Nobody
clse had been knocked down by a foot-
pad. It was singular, to say the least,
that these misfortunes seomed to happen
only to Prout.

The Head broke a long silence.

“1 will be frank, Mr. Prout!
bound, of course, to accept your word.

T am

there is a—a—a certain fitness of things
that must be observed at a Publie
School. Your appearance with a—a dis-
coloured eye was very startling—very
shocking. You must yourscli be aware
that the fog accident you described was
—was—"" Dr. Locke paused for a word
—"was to say the least, very singular.
It is almost inconceivable to me that a
man’s eye could be blacked by a colli-
sion with a tree, in o fog, leaving all
the other features undamaged. There
are many who would say that it was in-
possiblo.”

Prout was only too well aware that
nearly all Greyfriars had already pro-
nounced it impossible,

“Now,” Eaivf the Head, “you appear
with another disfigurement. As you
say, any man might be attacked inm a
lonely lanc by a tramp. 2

The Head paused again, with con-
siderable emphasis on the ‘‘but.”

“I—1 follow your meaning, sir ™ said
Prout, in a gasping vaice. “ It is—is
unusuel! T am only too painfully
aware of it1”

“Precisely,” said the Head.

“The—the corroborative evidence of
the juniors I have mentioned, sir—"
said I'rout faintly.

The Head maga a gesture dismissing
the suggestion.

Prout rose to hia fect.

“Birl May I ask whal—-what—"
He stammered.

“1 have said, Mr. Prout, that I will
be frank,” said the Head. *1 am not
unaware of the gossip, the tattle that
has been spreading through the schocl
on this subject, I am not unawara of
the opinion of Common-vpom, Mr,
Prout, let there be po miore such acci-
dents,”

“8ir! You—you can hardly suppose
that—that I have encountered euch
disastrous accidents intentionally ?*

e
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Dr, Locke raised his hand.

“ Avoid them, Mr. Prout! Carefully
avoid them!| Should another such
accident occur. it will be scarcely pos-!
siple for you to eontinue in your present
post. My own faith in you, of course,
would remain unchanged; but I should
have to consider the effect on the school
—I should have to econsider—in short,
Mr. Prout, there must not be another
such occurrence,” .

JIb is not likely, sir—it is very un-
likely—"

“No doubt,” assented the Head, “In
the event of the unlikely occurrence
cccurring, you will naturafy place your
resignation in my hands. But I agree
with you that it is most unlikely.”

The Head made a movement towards
his papers; and Prout toolk his leave.
He went heavily from the Head’s study.

The Head had been courteous, though
celd. Ho was giving Prout every
chance. Dut it was clear that if a third
disaster happened to Prout, Dr, Locke's
crqdul!tf would be strained to breaking
point. Prout frowned darkly as he went
down the corridor, He was, as it were,
let off while of good behaviour; that
was what it amounted to—a most
humiliating and galling posiiion for a
majestio gentleman like Pront,

At the corner of the paszage he met
Hacker, faca to face. Hacker's eyo fixed
on Prout’s nose

Prout breathed hard.

“A blow from a ruffianly footpad,
Hacker 1 he said.

‘* Ah [* said the master of the Shell.

“I have just seen the Head—"

Hacker looked surprised. It seomed
to startle him to hear that Prout had
taken that nose, in company with such
an cve, into the Head's presence.

“Was that quite judicious, Prout?”
he asked.

(Continued on next page.)
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“1 think go,” said Prout, “as I Lave

tothing to congoal—""
Ly A‘l] Il.\

“What do you mean precisely by
*Ah,’ Hacker?” azked Prout, with o
dangerous gleam in his sound eye.

The master of the 8hell stepped back
hurriedly,

“Nothing, Prout! Nothing what-
ever! Pray calm yourself—"

“Calm myself | What do you mean?"

“ Nothing, my dear sirl The fact is,
I—] am somewhat pressed for time.”

Hacker departed in haste.

Prout staved efter him. He glared
aftor him. Hacker's conduct was
curious, and it surprised and annoyed
Prout.

He marched on. He hoped to get
baek to his study without any further
encounters. And he slmost ran into
Loder of the Sixth,

Instantly, of course, Loder's gaze
fastened on Prout's nose. Prout almost
snorted.

“A blow from a ruffianly footpad,
Loder 1" he said,

“0Oh, my hat!"” ejaculated Loder.

"What do you mean, Loder?®"
Prout’s temper had been sorely tried,
“What do you mean to imply by that
ejaculation, Loder?”

He mads & step towards the prefect.

Loder did not answer. He jumped
back, and vanished round the nearost
corner. He was almost running.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Prout,

Wrath mounted to his face. He
understood now. He was getting a
reputation at Greyfriars ns a reckﬁess.
3unrm|somo fighting man, Hacker had
odged him, fearing a scene—Loder
was almost running away, as if ir. dread
of a right-hander| Prout gurgied with
rage.

Near his study door, when he arrived
there, he came upon a fat junior, who
blinked at him through a pair of big
spectacles. Billy Bunter was negleeting
prep, hanging  about in the hope of
catching sight of Prout's prize nose.
Now he caught sight of it.

Eyes and spectacles fustened on the
flaming nose, Bunter stood with his
mouth wide open, staring.

It was too much!

“Bunter | What are you doing hicre?
Whut—ll

Prout strode at him,

“Yatooogh I”

Bunter took to his hoels.

“Boy !” roared Prout.

“Owl Keep offl Help!” yelled
Bunter, And he fairly flew.

Prout made a stride in pursuit. Then
he checked himsclf. He realised that
ho wus getting an alarming reputation
—that he was becoming an nﬁjact of
terror ! Masters dodgag himn—prefects
eluded him—small boys fled i terror
at his approach! Prout went into his
study and slammed the door.

The position was really intolerable.

. In Common-room, Hacker was speak-
ing to Caprcr.

“T thought, for the moment, that he
was about to strike me—I realy think
that he was about to strike me! Such
a etate of affairs here, Capper——"

In the Bixth Form passage Loder was
speaking to Walker of the Sixtl,

“I cleared just in time—he was fairly
jumping at me. I tell you, that man’s
getting dangerous.”

In the Remove passage, where Billy
Bunter arrived broathless, tho voico of
the fat junior was heard in the land.

“I say, you fellows! Prout's tipsy
again—or gone mad! Ho sprang at me
like a tiger! Like a tiger, you know!
I—I ran for my life! Oh crikey!”

Matters were really getting serious.
TFifth Form men looked forward to the
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morrow, when they had to mcet Prout
in the Form-room, with dismay. They
felt like r lot of Danicls with the lions
den in prospect, They even got to the
length of = discussing whother they
should bolt from the Form-room, or
hold Prout down by main force if he
becamo violent.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Blight Mistake !

& A, ha, ha1” roared tho Famous
ﬁ Five,

It was in morning break,
the following day.

Prout was walking on the path under
the elms, taking the fresh air after o
somewhat strained and nervy time in
iho Fifth Form-room. At the sound of
a burst of laughter, Prout, of course,
logked round.

Laughter, to Prout's mind, was asso-
cinted with his eye or his nose, or both,
Prout was not only sensitive about
these things; but ho was positively be-
coming & bundle of nerves on the sub-

cct,

. Harry Wharton & Co., s a matter
of fact, did not seo Prout, and did not
know that he was there. Thoy were not
thinking of Prout, not lookmf; at him,
and had—for the time, at least—for-
gotten his existence and his highly
decorative countenance.

They were looking at Billy Bunter.

Bunter had retired to a quict spot
to dovour a bag of jam-tarts. A
secluded spot was necded, for Bunter
had apnexed that bag of jam-tarts
from Vernon-8mith's study. Bunter
preferred seclusion until the tarts were
disposed of.

But vengeance was on his track, in
the shape of the Bounder, Bunter had
cnjoyed only one tart, when Smithy
tracked him to hLis lair. Ie did not
enjoy the rest.

Smithy, collaring Bunter with one
hand and the tarts with tho other, pro-
ceeded to plaster those sticky comest-
ibles over the Owl of the Remove.

Squashy tarts mingled with Bunter's
hair, squoezed into lis collar, and
plastered his face; and the fat pilferer
wriggled and gasped and spluttered and
gurgled wildly. Bunter loved jam-tarts
taken internally; taken externally they
were horrid.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five, greatly entertained by the sight.

They were st a little distance, but
they had & good view, and the jammy
aspect of Bunter struck them as highly
comio.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was then {hat Prout bore down on
thom.

Tho five juniors. laughing heartily,
did not see him till he descended on
them like a thunderbolt,

His faco was fairly scarlet with wrath.

“ How dare you!" he gasped.

The chums of the Remove became
grave at once, What Prout was but-
ting in for they did not kpow, except
that the I'ifth ¥orm master always was
butting in. But his infurinted expres-
sion reduced them to seriousness.
Besides, his portly form barred off the
view of the jammy Owl.

“You young rascals!”’ gasped Prout
in o choking voice. “You—you impu-
dent knaves I"'

“What ¥ ejaculated Harry Wharton.

“How dare you I'' voared Prout.

“What have we done. sir?” exelaimed
Boly Cherry, bewildered

Prout glared.

“What! Do you think I did not see
you—did not hear your outburst of
vulgar hilarity? What?”

THE MAGNET

“Well, why shouldn't we laugh?”
asked Nuigunt, in  amagzement, ¢
fellow's allowed to laugh if he likes,
BIT.

“What! You dare to defend your
conduct 1" hooted Prout, almost foam-
ing. “You venture to argue with me?
Follow me! I will take you to your
!madma.atqr s

:‘_Bu gir—"" gtuttered Jolhnny Bull

'I shall not take you to your Form
master| I have appealed.to your Form
maaster on a previcus pcoasion—in vain."
Prout’s eye gleamed at arton. “A
notninal punishment was the result.
Dr. Locke shafl deal with this! Tho
headmaster shall decide whether o
member of his staff is %o be flouted in
open quad. Comel”

L -but, sir—'" gasped Wharton.

Follow me I' roared Prout. “If you
do not immediately follow me to the

House I will take you by force!”
 “We—we'll follow you if you like,
sir I" gtuttered Bob Cier_ry. “Bat 1
don't see—""

“Come !” boomed Prout,

“Oh, certainly, sir "

Prout strode off towards the House.
The Famous Five followed in his wake
in a state of complete bewilderment.
Prout evidently was frightfully offended
—why, they did not know,

“What's up, you men?"’ asked Poter
Todd, meeting the procession half-way
to the House.

“Goodness knows!” said Harry,
“Prout’s asked us to go to the Head
with him; he hasn’t said why.””

“We're following in father's foot-

steps—we're following the dear old
dad!" chanted Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat"

Prout glared round.

“What, what!  Silence! Tollow

ma!”

“We're following ybu, sir.”

The procession arrived at the House.
In the doorway Mr. Quolch met them.
He had observed them from his study
window and come out to inquire.

“What is all this, Mr, Prout?”’ ha
asked very quictly. *“Are you taking
these boys to my study?’

“I am mnot, sir!” boomed Prout.
“] am taking these boys to their head-
master, sirl I am taking them to Dr.
Locke, sir, who will deal with them
adequately for their insolence, sir!"”

“ But what—""

“I decline to place the matter in your
hands, sir, after my previous experience
of your lenity—your indefensible lenity
—in dealing with an impudent and iu-
sulting Remove boy|”

Mr, Quelch coloured with anger.

“Mr. Prout! 1f these boys hove
offended, I am the proper person beifora
whom to lay a complaint, as their Form
master—""

“1 admit nothing of the kind, sir!
I insist upon taking these disorderly
boys to their hoadmaster "

“Wharton, what have jyou done?
What—-""

“Nothing. sir!1” said Hurr;ﬂ

“The nothingfulness is terrific, sir."”

“Follow mel"” roared Prout. * Mr.
Queleh, T insist upon your standing
aside and allowing rme, sir, to pasal I
insist upon taking these unruly boys to
Dr. Lockel I will take no dcnial,
sir!”

Henry Samuel Quelch breathed hard.

“Very well, Mr. Prout! I will ac-
company you, as these boys are in my
Torm! I shall certainly be present!"

“You may please yourself about that,
gir! It is quite immaterial to me, sir!
Tollow me!" looted Prout to ftha
juniors, and he stalked on to the Head's
study.

The Famous Five followed on. Mr.
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Mr. Prout’s feeble guard was whisked aside,
and ihe tramp's knuekles crashed om his

plump nose with a mighty crash,

(1} ohII!

gasped Frout, slaggering back.

AR

u

Queleh brought up the rear, with a
frowning brow. Prout was greatly ex-
vited, and evidently not amenable to

argument. He stalked on sahead—
portly, pompous, end  wrathy. He
knocked quite emphatically at tho

Head's door.

“Come in!” said the calm voice of
Dr. Locke.

Prout stalked in. The Remorites and
the Remove master followed. Dr.
Locke rose to his feet, eyeing his numer.
ous visitors in surprise,

“My dear Quelch | - What—""

“I have no idea, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch, with a elight shrug of the
shoulders. “Mr. Prout has insisted
upon reporting these Remove beys to
you for some offence with which I am
unacquainted. As their Form master,
I desired to be present, if you have no
objection, sir."”

“Quite g0 1" raid the Head. “Mr.
Prout, surely this matter, whatever it
is, might very well have been left in
Mr. Quelch's hands——"

“Mr. Quelch, sir, is unlikely to take
o sufliciently serious view of the con-
duct of these boys, sir,’”” said Mr.
Prout, breathing heavily., “Mr, Quelch,
I fear, would regard their outrageous
conduct as a trifling incident.”

“Come, come ' said the Head tartly,

“Their insolence—their impudence—
their disrespectiul audaeity, sir—"

“Kindly tell me what these boys have
done, Myr. Prout, as you have inter-
rupted nie, and they are here,” said
the Head, with an unusual note of
tharpness in hiz voice.

.
“Dr. Locke, you—youn sce the—the

painful—the exceedingly painful—re-
sults in my countenance ol—of an acei-
dent in the fog, and—and an attack by
a brutal footpad. You cannot approve,
sit, of theso—these disfizurements being
made tho subject of mocking merriment
umong Lower boys.™

“Certainly not!” spid the Head,
frowning.

“Yon cannot approve, sir, of a mob Poh

of juniors bursting into a peal of um-
seemly laughter, sir, at the sight of my
—my disfigured faco, sir,”

“Most ceortoinly not 1™

“That, sir, is whut they have done!
If, sir, T am to be mocked—held up to
ridicule—persecuted, sir, in open quad
by a set of unruly and disorderly Lower
boys—="" Prout gasped.

Dr. Locke fized stern eyes on the
culprits,

“Oh grumbs I murmured Bob Cherry.

The juniors understood now. They
had not even seen Prout; they had been
laughing at Bunter. Prout, for his
part, had not seen Bunler, eand had
token their laughter unto himself. The
mistake was so utterly ludicrous that
tha Famous Tive could not help grin-
ning, in spite of the awful presence in
which they stood.

They tried to keep grave, Iley knew
that it was a time to be serions. DBut
the utter absurdity of the siluation was
too much for them. In spite of them-
sclves, thero eaine a chortle from the
Fanious Five.

“Ifa, ha, hal®

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Poor old Prount ]

6 ILENCE |*
§ The Head rapped out the
word Jike a bullet. His brow

was like thunder. ¥e could
scarcely believe his ears or his eyes,
“Ohl Borry, sir—" gasped Whaz-

71,
“You—you see, sir—" stammerecd

“The sorrowfulness is terrific, lion-
oured sir! But—* .

“How dare you!” exclaimed the
Head, angry end shocked by that unex-
pected outbreak of untimely mirth. “1
repeat, how dare—"?

“Oh, please excuse us, sir!” stam-
mered Wharton. * But—but—but—you
seo, sir—Mr, ];’mut.’s making a mistake

—oh dea
“I¥'s a omistake, sir,”" stuttered
Nugent.© "We—we—oh dear!” Il

noarly went off with another joyous
chuckle; but fortunately controlled the
impulse in time,

Mr. Queleh was glaring at his hopeful
pupils. He had come with them to sec
fair play, and he was utterly seandal-
ized by their unseemly merriment in the
sugust presenco of the Head.

Prout, of course, began te boom.

“This i an example of their usual
conduet, sirl I nced not dwell upon
their insolences—their utter want of re-
speet, sir—when they venture to repeat
their offence in your presence, sir—""

Dir. Locke wade a gesture, and Prout
rang off. The Head fixed his eyes on

Tan Magner Lisrany,—No. 1,188,
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the Famous Five with grim sternness,
reducing them to silent gravity.
“Explain  yourself, Wharton! Tt
s.ﬁbpmra that you have been guilty of
the impudence of—of laughing at a
member of my staff in the quadrangle,
on account of—of facial disfigurement.”
“No, sir]l Oh, sirl No, sirl” stam-
mered Wharton.
B"ﬂWa—we didn’t, sir!” gasped Johnny
ull.
“Qh, no, sir!”
“ Nothing of the kind, sir.”
“You do not venture to cast doubt
on Mr. Prout’s statement?” etclaime’q

the Head. *“You do not venture—-
“0Oh, no, sir! But—" gurgled
Johnny Bull.

“ Do you deny that you laughed—"'
“QOh, no, sir] We laughed—"
“ A naisy and vulgar outbreak of un.
Bnemi mirth——" came from Prout.
" A ghout, or rather & yell, of coarse
laughter—""

“We—we laughed, sir—" stammered
Wharton. * But—but—"

“Enough!” said the Head. "I shall
deal with you severely. You must be
made to understand that respect is due
to‘-_l’

“QOh, sir! We—we—we—""

“ Yo";l need say DO more.

I shall

" But we didn't laugh at Prout, sir!"
gasped Wharton. “I—I mean Mr.
Prout! We never laughed at him, sir!
We never saw him.”

“ Never knew he was
snid Nugent.

“Not till he came down on us, sir,
after we laughed,” said Bob.

“* We—we—were laughing at Bunter,
sir—" stuttered Johnny Bull.

. " Bunter had a lot of jam on him,

there, wsir!"

sir—
““ And ho looked awfully funny, sir—"
“ All sticky with jam, sir—"
“ And we—we laughed—"
“ At Bunter, sir—"
“Bunter, of our Form, sir—"
“And we never saw Mr, Prout—"
“ Just Bunter, sir—'
It was a sort of chorus from the chums
of the Remove, all speaking together.
They were rather pressed to get it out

in time, for the Head had picked up the
cane from his table,

The Head blinked at them. He laid
down the cano again. He glanced at
Mr. Queleh. Quelch, after a moment of
astonishment, smiled. He could not help
smiling. Prout's ridiculous mistake
would have made a stone image smile.

“Dear me,”” suid Mr. Quelch.

“Bless my soul!" said the Head,

Prout stood dumb.

Even apon the portly and pompous
mind of Prout it dawned that there had
been a mistake.

He realised that there was other ob-
jeots of merriment at Greyfriars in
addition to himself!

Searlet spread over the plump count-
enance of Prout. A freshly-boiled beet-
root would have looked pale beside him
at tgﬁt m't:;nent. N

“ [ gas 3

There was sif):nca. It was a_brief
silence: but it was & tense cne. Quelch
turned his face away, doubtless to hide
his emotions. His ehoulders were shak-
ing slightly.

'he Head's face twitched.

 We—wa're 8o sorry, sir !’ stammered
Wharton. *“We—we wouldn’t laugh at
Mr, Prout for—for anything, sir! But
—but we couldn't help laughing af
Bunter, sir—he looked so funny with
the jam sticking all over him. I—I'm
sure Mr. Prout won't mind us laughing
at Bunter, sir.”

An inartioulate sound came from
Prout.

Quelck moved towards the window.
His shoulders were sheking more than
ever. He was struggling to suppress &
laugh; but the laugh, slowly but surely,
was getting the upper hand.

The Head was struggling to keep a
calm, grave, majestio, countenance.
But its calm majesty was breaking down.

%Mr. Prout!’” the Head almost
gasped. “ According to these juniors, &
—a mistake has been made! It appears

that it was—was a Remove boy who—
who excited their merriment! If you
desire further investigation to be made
into the matter—h'm——""

Prout desired no further investigation.
He knew that the juniors had spoken
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the truth, and that Further investigation
would only reveal a jammy Bunter, the
cause of the merriment he had so mis-
takenly taken unto himself. His only
desire, just then, was to get out of the
Head's study—to gef out of sight—to
hide his blushes

#No, sir!" he gurgled. “Nunno! I
—1 am satisfied—it—it appears that—
that I acted under a misapprehension.”

“1f you are satisfed, sir—"

“Quite!” gulped Prout.

And he fairly fled.

The Head's door closed afier him.

. Mr. Quelch, at the window, was mak-
ing suppressed gurgling sounds. The
Head seemed on the point of a break-
down.

Ho hastily pointed to the door.

_ “You may go,” he said, “I am sat-
isfied with your explanation—please
leave my study at once—at once—""

The juniots” knew perfectly well why
the Head was in a Eurry for them to
depart. They knew that he could not
control his own merriment much longer.

They dutifully left the study.

The door had scarcely closed on them
when the Head broke down. A ripple
of irresistible laught-er pealed from him.

“Ha, ha! leass by soul! Mr.
QUBI{.‘r "
“Ha, ha!” Quelch looked round from
the window at last. Remove men would
hardly have known his usually severe
countenance at that moment. It was
suffused with mirth. “Oh, sir{ Ha,
ha! Most—most ridiculous! Really, sir
—ha, ha, ha!”

“Most unfortunate—ha, ba!'' éjacu-
lated the Head. * Really, Pront is too
—too sensitive! If a Lower boy can-
not laugh without Prout supposing that
he is the object of it—ha, ha—"

* Ha, hai” trilled Mr. Quelch.
“Really, this is—is Iludiorous. Poor
Prout ! '

Ha, ha, ha!

Harry Wharfon & Co,, as they went
down the corridor, heard the sbund of
laughter from the Head's study. They
grinned at one another.

“Poor old Prout!" gasped Bob.
“The awful ass! F-m:lo:;r his putting his
foot in it like that—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Even the Beak's laughing!"" gesped
Nugent * Well, it's enough to make a
E:tp!aughl Poor old Prout! Ha, ha,

And the Famous Five yelled again.
A dozen fellows demanded to know what
the joke was, and when they were told
they yelled, too. Even Bunter, jammy
as he was, chortled when he heard
it. In a few minutes all Grey-
friars konew what had happened,
and were chortling over it. There was
chuckling in Common room when the
story reached the august spartment—
even the grim face of Hacker melted
into a grin, and Capper chortled, and
little Mr. Twigg sniggered till he almost
choked :

Prout, himself, in these days of trial
and trihulation was far from gay. But
there was no doubt that he was adding
considerably to the gaiety of existence
ot Greyfriars,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

i He]p I ”
¢ ALLO, hallo, hallol It's jolly
H old Coker!”
Coker of the Fifth glanced

round, Erowning.
1t was Saturday afternoon, and Harry
Wharton & Co., were sauntering along
the towpath by the Sark when ‘they
came on Horace Coker. Coker
E'iSGHbly was out of the sanatorium at
B
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The chums of the Remove paused to
greet him,

“Feeling fit, old beani" asked Harry
Wharton cheerily,

“1lf you call me old bean—* began
Coker,

“My mistake—I mean old ass!” eaid
the captain of the Remove. *“Glad to
sea you out of sanny. We've missed
YOouh

“Like your cheek!” answered Coker
ungratefully.

“Well, we couldn’'t help missing you,
Greyfriars without you iz like a circus
without a clown !” explained Wharton,

“ Exactly I agreed Bob Cherry,

“The exnctfulness is terrific,”

Coker frownoed more darkly.

“8Scen Prout’s nose?” asked Nugent,

"“Blow his nozal!” growled Coker.

“Well, he can do that for himself!
Are you going to tell him that you
Eaire him the black eye?” grinned

ugent,

“8hut up, you young ess!” Coker
looked alarmed. *1 was rather an ass
to mention that to you kids—only, of
course, you ware to blame in the matter,
as I snid. But since I've come out of
sanny [ find there’s no end of a jaw on
the subject. Prout would ba frightfully
wild if he knew! Just keep your silly
heads shut about it, eeal”

“Mum’s the word!” chuckled Bob
Cherrv. *“T fancy Prout would strew
the hungry churchyard with your bones
if he knew, Coker.”

“We're kaepinq it dark, Coker,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing, “1t’s rather
a shame on Prout, t nuggh. You really
pught to own up and let the school know
that Prout never got it from a potman
at o pub.”’

Coker snorted.

“] don't want advice from a cheeky
fag " ho said. “ Clear off | Like your
cheek to stop and speak to a T[ifth
Form man! Blessed if 1 know what
Grevfriars is coming to.”

“You gilly ass—"

“Tf you want me to smack your
head, Wharton—"

“¥You bhenighted bandersnatch——"

Smack !

“Ow! Oh, my hat!” gasped Whar-
ton, as Coker suited the action to the
word,. “Why, I—I-Tll— Bump
him 1”7

“Hands off |” roared Coker. "Il
gmash the lot of you! I'll mop up the

towpath with the whole gang of vou!
I'll—=I"ll—yaroocooah 1"

Bump |

In the grasp of five pairs of hands
Horace Coker estahlished contact with
the towpath. He roared.

“Give him another!"” chuckled Bob
Cherry. " Good old Coker! Faney ask-
ing us to bump him, his first day out of

eanny ! But why disappoint him? Give
him one more.’

“You young sweops! I']—I"| =
whooop !"

Bump |

The Famous Five walked chearily on
their way, leaving Coker sprawling and
spluttering. They were out of sight
along the winding path before Coker
got on his feet again and glared round
f[or them—which was, perhaps, jusr as

well for Coker.

““Hallo. hallo, hzllo!® murmnred
Bob Cherry, a few minutes later.
"“Here's the jolly old Prout bird! Mind

you don't smile.”

At a little distance the portly figure
of Prout eame in szight, approaching.
The Famous Five composed rtheir
features to an expressionn of almost
preternatural gravity

Prout was wearing a soft hat, with
the brim pulled down over his face ae

much as possible. KEven so, he could
not hide the remarkable state of two of
his features. His black eye, which had

me purple, was now fading to minor
shadea, bvt it was still fairly con-
spicuous. His nose had taken a turn
for the better, but it was still in a
bulbous eondition, and worthy of a
second glance.

Prout no doubt had chosen that path
by the river—a solitary one in the
winter—in order to take the asir without
meeting curious eyes He had to take
exercise, and he sghrank coyly from
public notice.

That he was not pleased to meet the
chums of the Remove was proved by

i

passed. Prout acknowledged the salute
stifly and with a glowering eya.

Having got safely past Prout, the
Famous Five ventured to smile. They
strolled on, and a few minutes later
there wae a sound of pounding footsteps
in the wood that bordered the towpath.

“I sny, you fcllows!" came a gaspiug
voice,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

Billy DBunter emerged breathlessly
from the wood. He blinked back under
the shadowy trees behind him through
his big spectacles,

“I-=1 say, you fellows, I've seen him
again!" he gusped.

“Who—Prout 1"

F_
GREYFRIARS i
CELEBRITIES. /3

No. 19. (

This popalar gallery of
Greylriars celecrities
would be Inmcom}.ete
without Mrs. Mimble,
the worthy cld dame of
the tuckshop, so our

Greyiriars rhymesier
selects her for h.s sub-
ject this week.
WITH fingers all osticky and
gmeary,
I toke up my pen, Sister
Jane;

've promized to write to you, dearie,
Yes, over und over again,

But when I'm aol making meat-pattics
Pm turning oul taris by the tray,
(r frying the douyghnuts; und that {s

The reason for thia long Jdelay,

Fou see, 'm as busy as busy

FProm duwn til the setting of sun;
My brain és bewildered und dizzy,

And right off my legs T am runt
For when PM'm not tending the oven

I'm serving youngy gents in the shop;
I dare not be slock, or a sloven,

Lest takinga should suddenly drop!

Thizs moment t5 peaceful and guiet;
My patrans are now "“eramming”
(Freek—
A far leas enjoyable diet
Than that which in tuckshops they
seekt
Rut roon I shall see them stampeding
With whoopings and showis and
alarmas,
Ta the tuckshop; and then I'll lLe
needing
More legs. and a new pair of aringl

& e

T

I wish you ecould sece Muster Bunier,
A very plump patron of mine;
He's hungry—no, notl as a hunter,
But nearly as hungry as ninel
He has an amazing capacity,
He gobbles up tarts by the score;
And when you rehuke his rapacity
He just comes up amiling for more!

:_ :

And then there 12 Bull, with a weaknéss
Far veal-pie, and also for “grouse "}
And Alonzo, the essence of mecknras,
Who nibbles hiz food like a mousef
And Ms lazy young lordship,
Mauleverer,
Who scatters his banknotes like chaff;
And Coker—there isn't a cleverer
Comedian at raising a laughl!

But nousl must end this epistle;

The schoolboy Dombardment beginal
I hear Master Cherry's shrill whistle,

He gives me the broadest of grins.
“Tarts, madam] And mind they are

fruity

He cries, in the tones of & eymbal;
So I must be doing my duty—

Yours breathlessiy, dear—

JESSIE MIMEBLE,

the dark frown that corrugated his
plump brow at the sight of them,

“Don’'t smile, for goodness’ sake!l”
breathed Bob Cherry.

“The smilefulness is certainfully not
the proper caper, my esteetned chumsg !
murmured Hurree Jamset lam Eingh,
“ Let us imitate the ludicrous gravity ot
the ridiculous owl !

Prout's sound cve was on them a3 they
advanced. Thera was a suspicious
gleam in 1t

l'ndoubtedly he was searching their
faces for m smile.

IFive owls could not have locked more
solemn than the Famous Five as they
came up with Prout.

They capped him respectiully as they

“Blow Prout |
Bunter.

“What beast. fathead? Loder of the
Hixth 1

*“*No, you ass! That beastly tramp—
the brute who tried to rob me, who
nﬂadr!y had my forty-guines gold watch
and—

“Oh, that jolly old sportsman!™ said
Bobh Cherry. "Is he still hanging
gabout, 1 should have thought he'd have
cleared off by this time ™

That beast " gasped

Bunter blinked uneasily into the
wood.
“Well, he hasn't,” he said. ‘1 saw

him on the footpath and dodged into the
trees. 1 say, you fellows, that brute
TeEe Maener Lisgans.—No, 1,188,
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ought to be run in! It ain't safe fo
have him hanging sbout.”

The Famous Five looked alert &t
once, If Mr. Herbert Harris was still
in the vieinity they wete quite prepared
to dea! with him. Prout was not at
hand to intervene a second time.

*“Is he coming this way?” nasked
Jolinny Bull, pushing back his cuffs.

“No; ho was going the other way
when I saw him,"” answered Bunter.
“I—T was afraid he might be after me,
thouglhi! FHe knows I've pot a walch
that cost forty-five guincas—""

“Sure you saw him " asked Wharton,

“0Qf course I'm sure! ‘Think ¥
wouldn't know ¢his trousers agaminf”
grunted Bunter, “I had a jolly good
mind to collar him and march him off
to the polico station. Only—only—
Blessed if I sce anything to cackle at,
yon silly chumps.”

The juniors c%uaklcd. They could not
quito see Billy Bunter marching BMr.
Harris off to the polico station.

“ Look hore, let's go after the brute,”
suggested Johnny Bull. ' Nobody's
sage with that footpad hanging about.
It may have been that merchant who
gave Prout his prize nose—if he really
got it from & tramp, as he says. Let's
root him out."”

‘“(iood egg !

“Coma und show us where you saw
him, Bunter.” .

“[—I suy, you fellows, I—I'm in
rather a hurry. I-—I've got to see a
chap!” stammered Bunter.

And the Owl of the Remove departed.
‘Apparently he was not anxious te come
into contact with Mr. Harris, even in
company with the IFamous Five. The
chums of the Remove chuckled and
turned into the wood, heading for the
distant footpath.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!” ejaculated Dab
Cherry suddenly. * Iark!”

I'rom tho direction of the river a
sudden shout rang and cchoed through
the wood.

“Iolp 1Y

“Oh, my hat! Come on!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton, And the Famous Five,
with ono accord, tore away through the
wood in the direction of the shout for
help. It was Coker's voice thai
shouted, and they heard it again and
yet again as they tore om.

“lielp! Help!”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prout to the Rescue .

R. HERBERT HARRIS locked
out of the thickets ypon the
towpath with o scowling brow
and & suspicious eye. Mr.

ITarris was not in a good teinper or &

happy mood that afternoon.  That
morning he had been chased by an
angry_farmer, who found Mr, Harris

siispiciously near his chicken-run. Lator,
a bulldog had discovered him exploring
a backyard, and Mr. Hurris had barely
escaped a very fino sot of teeth. Ilee-
ing from those teeth, Mr. Harris had
fairly run into Police-conztable Tazer,
of Friardale, who was looking for a
gentleman of Mr. Harris' description.

Again  Herbert’'s escupo  had  been
narrow, and he was now feeling quite
fed-up.  IE this sort of thing went on,

Mr., Harris saw nothing for it Lut to
give up sncak-thieving, and take to
work—a prospeet whieh naturally dis-
mayed him very much.

Ho looked enutiously out of the
thicket, before emerging into the open.
1t was necessary to sco wheilior the coust
wos clear—3le, ITareie being in il gad

Yup MaeSEY LIBRARY.~—INo, L1585,

sltate of Ishmael of old; his hand
ageintt overy man, and every man's
hand against him.

He grunted angrily and drew his head
back into the brambles at tho sight of
Coker of the Greyfriars Fifth. But on
second thoughts Mr. Harris put his head
out of cover again, and examined Coker
with his eye.

Colkor looked a prosperous [ellow. He
was elono, end the path by the river
was solitary. And Coker, walking along
slowl}}]ri with his hands in his pockets
and his brow ecorrugated with thought,
was quito off his guard.
 Mr. Harris’ oycs gleamed. This looked
like a chance for him. With a few
pounds in his pocket, and perhaps o
wateh aud chain and a pin or two to
dispose of, Herbert Harris was pre-
pared to clear out of that part of the
counfry, and scek fresh flelds and

A
PDCKE’_F KNIFE

is
ALWAYS HANDY.

Well, CRACK A JOKE and
win one, litke H. F. Hurley, of
6, Maidstone Road, Norwich,
who has szent in the following
ribtickler

Father

(swishing cane):
‘“ Bobby, did you or did you
not hear me call 7"

Bobby : *f Yas, father ; but
you've always told me not to
answer you backl"™

Set your mind on winning one of
these useful prizes to-dayl

pasiutres new. This big schoolboy
looked as il ho was worth a footpad’s
while.

Like Mosos of old, Mr, Harris looked
this way and that way. Therc was
nobody 1 sight but Coker. And Coker
came on siowly towards the spot where
Mr, Harris crouclied in the brambles,

_ Coker, as a matter of fact, was think-
ing. This was unusual; but Coker had
a lot of food for thought. Ilis secrct
weighed on his mind a little, He felt
that it was not fair on Prout to keep
the causo of hiy celebrated black cve
dark. Yet open confession meant pain-
ful rosults, from whish Coker naturally
shrank. 1le was taking that =olitary
walk to think the matter out, and cer-
tainly was uot tlinking about footpads.

That subject, however, camo upper-
most in Coker's mind, all of a sudden,
as Mr. Harris, leaping from the thicket
as Uoker cawne abreast, bore him down
on the towpath with a bump.

“ O 7 gusped Colier,

THE MAGNET

1ls ﬁpr&wlud under Mr, Harris, wlo
planted a knee on his chest, and
brandished a grubby, knuck!y fist over
his upturned, starsiced face.

“Liotcner | said Mr, Hurris

Coxer spluttcred wildly.

“Uw! You cheeky rotter! Gexroff!
I'll smash you! Ow! Gerroug!”

“You give me any troutde,” suid Mr.
Harns disunctly, “and {’'ll bung your
face through the buck of your ‘ead !
Bea? 'And over wot you've got about
you, sharp!”

“Why, sou—you beastly
rasped Uoker.,

He struggled, and had ho had a fair
chance Coker might have handled Mr.
Harris with success. Dut he was pinned
down and almost helpless,

“Help " roared Coker.

“Dry upl”  hissed Mr. Harria
ferociously.  *“*¥You want your face
busted in?"”

“ Help ”

“You will 'ave it, then !" snarled Mr.
Harris, and his fist pame crashing down.

By luck more than anything else
Coker twisted aside in time.  Mr,
Harris' fist crashed on the earth, and
Mr. Harnms let out a yell of surprise
and anguish  His knuckles were barked,
his wrist horribhy jarred.

“Help " yelled Coker struggling.

“By gum!"” hissed the enraged fool-
pad. “1'll give you 'elp, s'elp me!”

And he rained blows on Coker, But
there was help at hand—nearer than
tho juniors who had heard Coker's yell,
far off in the woods. A portly figuroe
eame hurrying up the towpath.

Mr. Prout was quite close at hand,
though the winding path by the river
had hidden him from the tramp's sight.
Ie lLastened his footsteps ns he heard
Coker's yell for help.

“(ioodness grecious!"” gasped Mr.
Prout, as he came on the scenc,

He recognised the tramp who had
given him his prize nose a few daye
before.  There was no mistaking the
frowsy Mr. Harris, still more, thero
was no mistaking his cheeked and
patched trousers.

Prout had mno weapon but an
umbrella, Ho clubbed the umbrella,
rushed at Mr. ITarris, and smote.

The footpad gave a fearful howl at
that uncxpected crash on his head. It
smashed in his battered hat, and it also
smashed Mr. Prout’s umbrella, The
footpad leaped up from Coker, end
whirled round at his new enemy.

* Beoundrel 1" pasped Prout.

“You!” hissed Mr. Harris.

He jumped at the portly Form master.
A knuckly fst crashed in Prout's eye—
his sound cye!

“Opoooooooch ! gasped Prout.

He went ovor backwards as if a
cannon-shot had struck him. With o
crash, he landed on his back on ths
towpath, and lay there, knocked ouk.

Mrp, Harris turned back to Coker.
But Coker was on his fest now.

“ Como on, you rotter I gazped Coker.

Mr. Harris ceme on fast cnough.
They closed and struggled furiously.
Prout wns hopelessly hors de eombat;
he lay dazed and gasping. Horace
Coker was putting up o great ﬁ%ht; but
his foot caught in a root, and he wens
down heavily, Mr. Harris on top.

“Now !"” snarled Mr. Harriz.

'Thors was a erashing in tho under-
woods, and a shout:

“(ollar him!”

Bob Cherry was tha st to leap ont of
the wood. Xe leaped right on Mr,
Harris, rolled him off Ccker, and rolled
o him,

Harey Wharton vas the next, o got
a grip with both lands en the back of
My, Kareis® frowsy collar, A few

thief 1
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aver the QOwl of the Remove.

moments more, and Nugent, Johony
Bull, and BRurreo Singh were on the
scene — breathless, but  businesslike.
And Mr, Harris, in the grasp of many
hands, bumped and thumped, hustled
and rolled and jolted and jabbed till
he hardly knew what was happening
to him, fairly collapsed.

“Ow, stow it!"” he moaned. “I gives
in! Wow! Igivesin! Moooooh! Let
a hloke alone! Ow! I give yvou best!
Qaoooh I

Mr. Prout sat up

“ 8ecure the villain ¥* he gasped.

Bob ChlarqI chuckled.

“You don’t want us to let him go
this time, sir I’ he asked.

“What? What? Seeure him—hold
hiin fast! Bless my soul 1”

Prout passed a hand over his sound
eye—the eye that hud been sound! It
was no longer sound! Iv was bruised
and battered, and, with a thrill of

horror Prout realised that he was
going to have anothev black eye!

Ho staggered to his feet.

“¥You—you have the willain gsafo?

This is the wretch who attacked mwo on
l}k‘\fedrnesdnyE Bless my soul! Secure
im "

“We've got him, sir,” said Harry.

Prout kept hiz hand to Lis eyo. The
horror of tho situation almost overcame
him. Another black eye!

“Qh, sir }" gasped Coker. “I—I—I—
I hope you're nobt hurt, sir! It—it was

=g

Collaring Bunter with one hand and the tarts with the other, Vernon-Smith proceeded io plaster the stieky comestibles

ripping of you to come to my help, sir!

“Take that wretch to the police
station,” suid Prout faintly, “I1—I must

et buack to tho school! 1—I am hurt!

~~I am certainly hurt! My—my eye!

Oh dear! ‘Take care that that villain
does not escape, Coker !”

“Rely on that, sir!” said Coker
grimly.

Mr. Prout hurried away. He took
the shortest cut back to Greyfriars, with
& faint hope thut something might be
done for his eye before it got fairly into
its stride, as it were.

Harry Wharton & Co. and Coker wero
takinr plenty of care of Mr, Harris.
Mr. Harris, breathless and battered, was
marched away, safely grasped by many
hands till he was handed over to
P..c. Tozer, in Friardale. Mr. Tozer
took him in charge with a deep satis
faction, which was not in the least
shared by Mr. Havris.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Again !

% OSLING jumped.

“Good ’evings !
lated.

Gosling, gazing at My, Prout
28 he came in, could scarcely believe Lis
ancient eyes.

His startled gaze followed Prout as

he ecjacu-

*“Ha, ba, ha ! ” roared the Famous Five, greatly entertained by the sight.

the Fifth Form master went dizzily on
tewards the House.

Noedless to say, many other startled
glances fixed on Prout.

“He’s done it again!” gasped
Potter of the Fifth.

“Another black woye!” sluttered
Greene. "“Oh, my hat! Prout’s come

in with another black eye! Oh crikey !

Long before Mr. Prout reached the
shelter of the House the news was
spreading like wildfire.

Prout Fiiad dona it again!

With one eye still barely convalescent,
and displaying ncarly ail the hues of
the rainhow. Prout had come in with
another black eyo

It really seemed incredible; but
there it was! Blick as an arctic mid-
night Prout's eve leaped, as it were,
to all other cyes!

Capper and Hacker met him in the
quad, They gazed at him almost
unbelievingly.

Prout blinked at them painfully.

“That—that footpad—" ho gasped.

" Olll”

Grim unbelief was plainly expressed
in the faces of the two masters, Prout
tottersed on.

There was a yell from the quad as he
went in.

“Prout’s done it again!”

“He's got another black® eye !

“Ha. hu, hal!”

Tne Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,188,



24

“Prout’s been serapping againl"

“Prout’s going it!"”

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, mecting Prout as he came in,
* What—what—what—"  He gazed,
and gazed.

Prout gasped.

“That footpad—"2

Qhi!"”

“J—I assure you—"

ﬂoh[l!

“Mr. Prout!” Tt was the Iead's
voico. From his study window, Dr.
T.ocke had scen the Fifth Form master
upproaching the House. Incredulously,
the Head had stared at Prout's new
adorninent.

He carie out of his study, his face
grim and set. He met Prout faco to
face and Prout fairly groaned.

“Bir!” gasped Prout.

With a purplo eye, a black cye, a
gwollen nose, and a brokon umbrella in
his hand, Prout blinked unhappily at
his chicf.

“Mr. Prout!” The ITead's voice was
deep. “Againl”

*T—I was certainly not—not to
blame, sir—I—I—a most unfortunate oc-
currengo—I—I—"

“Yery unfortunate indeed[” said the

ead.

“You sce, sit—I—I—"

“I soe only too well, Mr. Prouti”
said the Head grimly.

“That—that rascally footpud—""

“Indoed

“J—] assure you, sir—I—I1—

“YWe will not discuss the matter, Mr.
Prout,” said the Head icily. “I ean
only say that a Form master of Grey-
friats is cxpected nob to sustain such a
peries of remarkable accidents cnusing
facial disfigurement, You have not
forgotten my remarks on the last oo-
casion, Mr., Prout!”

“ Sir! " . -
“] must adhere to what I said then,
said Dr. Locke icily. “This kind of
thing cannot continue, Mr. Prout,”
“Dr. Lockel If you will allow me to

explnin—" gurgied Prout.

Dr. Locke raised his band.

“Txplanations aro supecrfluous,” ho
gaid. “Explanations do not meet the
case, Mr. Prout. I shall expect your
resignation.”

#8irl I—-I—I-—" bnhbled Prout.

Dr. Locke turned away and swept
back to his study. Prout turned a dizzy
eye on Mr. Quelch.

"My dear Quelchl|
fortunate,” he stammered.
ogceasion, I—I—"

“No doubt, sir,” said Mr. Quclch
vory drily.

Prout staggered away to his study.
He shut the door and threw himself,
pasping, into o chair.

“Prout's done it again!” He heard
an cexcited voice from tho quad.
“ Another black eyo—a real corker!”

“What does he do it for?”

“Goodness knows! He said it was
& footpad—"

“Sano story azain! Toc jolly thin!”

“Yes, rather!”

“It's the push this

“ About time, too!

“Two black cyes, and a banana nose
and——"

* Shocking 1"

“ Altogether too thiok!™

The vnices floated in at the open win-
dow. VFellows did not scem to care
whether Prout heard or not.

Prout groaned.

Groyfriars was fairly buzzing with
it. Prout had deno it aga.in--—and this
time it was the “push” for vrouk!

Tae Maegysr Liorary.—No. 1,188,
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I—I am: most un-
“0On this

‘time, for ProutI”

THE MAGNET

Hs had done it once too often—and now
he had to go! And the general opinion
wag, that it was high time he went!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Coker Does the Right Thing !
¢ g BAY, you fellows!”

E Billy Bunter met the Famous
Five when they came in, burst-
ing with excitement and news.

“I—I1—I say, you fellows! FProut's
done it again!” gasped Bunter.

“Prout 7"

“¥Yes! He’s come in with another
black eye! The Head's sacked him! I
say, you fellows, fancy Prout doing it
aggml He, he, hel”

“Sacked him!” ejaenlated Harry
Wharton,

Bunter chortled. .

“Y¥es, rather! That is, he's asked him
to resign—three or four fellowy heard
him! Fancy Prout doing it againl He,
ke, hel

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.

“Poor old Prout!” chuckled Bunter.
“Must heve been drinking, you know—
that's the only way of accounting for
it
again! He, he, he!”?

Bunter rolled away chuckling; and
the chums of the Remove looked at one
engther.

“Poor old Prout!” said Bob.
suppose it must have made the Head
pretty sick with him, seeing him with
another jolly old black eye! But—"

“But Prout wasn't to blame,” said
Harry., “It was jolly plucky of him
to go to Coker's help as he did.”

“Yes, rather! But—*

“The Head can't know the facts”
said Harry. “I dare say he was too
fed-up to give Prout & hearing. Ho
must fanoy that Prout goes around
looking for shindies for tho sheer love
of the thing. Look here, Prout’'s a
pompous old ass—but——" Ho paused.
“Look here, let's go to the Head and
re]imrt taking that brute Harris to the
police station. We ought to rgport it
and it may do poor old Prout some

ood.”

“Let's!” suid Nugont,

And the chums of ilie Bemove, with
that benevolent intention, preceeded to
the Head's study, Wharton tapped on
the door.

“Comz in!"

The Head's voice was a little sharp,
He was frowning when the juniors
enterad the study.

“What is it, Wharton?" he asked

quite testily. The affair of Prout had
deeply disturbed the Head.

But his expression chanped as Haorry
Wharton told his” tale, Gradually the
frown cleared from his brow.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“You say that this—this footpad was

actually attacking » Greyfriars boy— ey

and—and Mr. Prout went to his
aid—"

“Yes, sir; it was tho samo footpad
who attacked Mr. Prout on Wednesday.
He's under arrost now; we took him to
the station.”

Dr. Locke coughed.

“Very gcod!” he said. *“You may
oll

And the juniors went; charitably
hoping that they had done poor old
Prout some good.

The Head remained looking very
thoughtful. Certainly, black eyes were
very much out of place on the coun-
tenance of a Greyfriars Form master,
On the other hand, Prout had certpinly
done his duty in helping a Creyfriars

Makes out that it was a footpad ey

“I=T
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boy in the hour of danger; end hla
second black eye, at least, might justly
be regarded ss an honourabla scar.
And—as it was now proved beyond doubt
that there really was a footpad, the
swollen mnose was perhaps adeguately
explained after alll

And yet—

Tap!

“Come int!"” gighed the IHead.

Coker of the I'ifth entered the study.

There were signz of his struggle with
Mr., Harria on Coker's face. There
was also an expression of dogged deter-
mination mingled with apprehension.

“What is it, Coker?”

“I—I've come to—to tell you somee
thing, sir,” said Coker, “I—1 feel
bound to make a clean breast of it
sinee—sinco. Mr. Prout played up so
aplendidly, sir! He butted in——"

“What??

“] mean, he came to my helfl when
that brute Harris was fairly slogging
me, sir, and he gof it in the optic!”
Coker stammered, “It was really
ripping of him, sir, for of course he's
no good in a scrap, and the tramp just
knocked, him spinning! But that makes
it all the more plucky of Prout, sir.
So I‘mugning to confess, sir, ebout his

0—»—
‘\‘Eh?’)

“T mean his first eye, sir!”

“His what?”

“His first black eye, I mean, sir—the
one he bagged in the fog last weekl
I—I—I gave it to him, sir.”

The Head fairly jumped.

* You—what—how?"

“Tt was an accident, of course, sir!"”
gasped Coker. “I never saw Prout in
tho fog! Bomo juniors had bumped me
over, and I ran after them, and—and
hit out, and—and it was Prout! I got
him right in the eye, sir—by an awful
mistako ["

“Bless the

Head,
“ After that I was laid up in sanny,
sir, and—and as Prout never lknew
what had happened to him—he thought
he had run into @ tree or something—
I ucver let on! I—I thought Prout
would be frightfully wild if he knew!
But—but when I found the fellows wera
thinking he'd bagged that eye in a row
in a pub, or gomething, I—I was rather
worried, sir, and—and pow—now I've
come to l:eli you, eir.”

“ Bless my soul!l” repeated the Head.

“If I'm going to be flogged, sir, I
can stand it,” said Coker heoroically.
“PBut Prout butied in to helf me to-
day, and he's going to have fair play.
So—se I'vo told you, sir!”

The Head gazed a} Coker.

“You struck Mr., Prout in the fog—
unintentionally ?"’

“That's it, sir! As he never gaw ms
be never knew—he fancied he had
biffed his head on & tree or something—
but the fact is, I got him right in the

e
“That will do, Coker! You acted
foolishly, recklessly, thoughticesly, ob-
tusely—but I am glad you have told me
this! You may go!”

Coker went.

Dr. Locke sat in deep thonght—but
thers was remorse as well as deep
thought in his face, Poor old Prout!

The Head rose at last, left the study,
and made his way to Prout’s study.
He tapped at the door, and opened it.
Prout was sitting in his armchair, his
hand to his eye.

He started to his foet at sight of tho
Head.

His faco undoubtedly was a picture.
But there was no condemnation in his
{Continued on page 28.)

my soull” exclaimed



CONTINUING OUR SMASHING SERIAL OF THE

SOCCER FIELD !
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By Popular JOHN BREARLEY.

(Opening chapters retold on page 26.)

Wanted by Scotland Yard |

N the dressing-room, with the sound
I of the cheering outside atill ring-
ing in their ears, the Rovers found
Thomas waiting for them, already
changed. Hie face wore the nervous,
half-sullen expression of a dog who
expects a licking. The Rovers locked
at him grimly.

“ I—I'm sorry, chaps—sorry, Jimmy |”
he mumbled. )

“80 I should blame well think!”
genorted Harvey angrily, before Jimm
could mt;j:}llj' “For two pins I'd soc
you on the jaw myself, ou ought to
be in a home I

.*“Hear, hear|”

“Chuck it, George!” gaid Jimmy
wearily. “The mischief’s done. It’s
all right, Thomas—oan't be helped now.

Forget it 1” +
u'l'g:la‘d like tol” eniffed Atkins, a
downright youth who had little time for
the grouchy forward. *“Wait till the
F. A. gets him on the mat! Hbe'll be
suspended for a month I

“Or more| growled Harvey, “You're
» bad-tompered secut, Thomas, and
you've lost us our first game! You make
me sick |*

Ordinarily the skipper of the Hovers
would have becn the last man to kick
another when he was down, but now he
was tired and exasperated. For the last
awful twenty minutes of the game he
had been giving only half his attention
to football, although the Bpurs' forward
had led him a tremendous dance. All
the time he had been wondering what
young Jimmy would do now; for
though George Harvey said little at
all times, he thought & lot and Enew
a lot. He could have taken Thomas
by the neck at that moment and beaten
him black and blue,

Further warfare was prevented, how-
ever, by Bill Nye, who pushed through

the angry, weary men and hustled the
big centre-half to a bench.

“Btow it, all of youl” he ordered
sharply. “Things are plenty bad enough
without all of ye quarrelling. Thomas,
me lad, you get along to the Spurs’
room and say ye're sorry, like a man. It
won't do much good, but I lLike my
players to be gentlemen. The rest of
yo get dressed.”

Thomas, shrugging his shoulders, went
out suwlkily, and the veteran trainer,
strolling across to where Jimmy sat pull-
ing off his boots, patted him eclumsily
with o big, gnarled hand.

“'Tis s bad business, lad; don’t let
it down yel We'll get Johnson out of
the resorvea B—h‘h}ngﬂ.j’ and try and
polish him up. He's a worker [

Jimmy nu-r ed slowly.

A real ** live wire ** from Scotland
Yard to turn out for the Rovers |
WHAT'S IN THE WIND?

“He's all right—but not for first-class
footer, Bill a's a scratchy shot, too.
Thomas was a slacker for work, but once
we'd made an opening he could score
goals. Our luck’s right out |”

His voice sounded curiously flat; and,
gecing him so utterly tired and fed-up,
the trainer wisely left him alone. The
journey back to the hotel, and the meal
that followed, passed almost in silence.
There were two hours to waste before it
wag time for the tecam to catch the train
back to Railton, and while some of the
mon went for a stroll and others treiled
into the billiard-room, Junmy wandered
into the hotel lounge and sat down
before the fira to think.

Well, another disaster had ha.;‘iganad
—to himself and the Rovers. enry
Sylvester’'s words came back to him,
hersh and insistent, ringing in his mind

like a knell. He laughed shortly—the
warning had come true quiﬂkll); enough.
The only bright spot in the whole
incident was that, at least, it had been
a genuine affair and not & deliberately-
planned blow simed at him by the
mysterious enemy or enemies who were
trying to ruin him.

Jimmy sighed. More than ever he
found himself wondering what he was
up against. His mind went miserably
along the old trail For the first time
vagipn doubts pricked him as to his
ability to keep his father’s old club
going,

The disasters since James Brennan
had died had been too awift and cruel—
bawildarinﬁ in their rapid sequence.
First the lpss of the three thousand
pounds that would have secured Cowan
of Oldham Athletie, then the fire, and
now—thia | Johnson of the reserves
was a good ztrnnf footballer up to a
point, but with all his failings Thomas
was by far the better and more
experienced mau, if only for his deadly
shooting. Games, after &ll, were woh
by goals. And Thomas was the finest
marksman in the Rovers' camp.

 Now his suspension for a month or
six weeks was a certainty,

“"Wow I” grunted Jummy; and stared
hard into the glowing fire before him.

5o absorbed did he become that he
did not at first notice a man who came
quietly into the lounge and strolled
over towards him. It was not until the
stranger touched him lightly on the arm
that he looked up. The newecomer was a
heavily-built man of middle age, with
a red, square face and the faintest tinge
of authority 1n hia voice when he spoke,

“"Mr. James Brennant”

Jimmy frowned in surprise.

“That's my namel” he answered
slowly. * But—er—I don't think 1 know
you, do I{”
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The other did not answer at once.
His eyes, keep, brown and rather smali
held a shrewd light es they surveyed
Jimmy leisurely, and his heavy mouth
twitched.

“I don't think you do, sir—yet. I'm
[_)elthclive{uspector Daniels, of the
U. 4 "J

* You—what ?” stammered Jimmy.

“Daniels—C.ID. I” repeated the burly
man. ‘“And,” he went on placidly, as
Jinmy struggled from his chair, “I
must ask you to come with me to Beot-
lund Yard, Mr. Brennan. At once, if

vou please |”
i st

Scofland Yard Steps Inl

IMMY swayed, an icy hand gripping
his heart.
“Beotland Yard—wanis mef"
he whispered, *‘Is—is this an
arrest 1"

“An arrest?”  Detective-Inspector
Daniels smiled at him queerly. * Bless
you, no, sir! There's nothing to worry
about—yet. I'll maybe keep you an
hour; maybe two. Dut I wunt you to
come right slong.”

With a sudden shrug, the youngster
bit his lip and sturdily pulled himself
togother. His first thought, as usual,
howcver, was connected with the Rovera.
Ho glanced at his watch.

“Dh, very well ' he said quietly, “If
you want me, I must come. I take it,
thongh, that I shell miss my train back
to Railton with my men. Dlay I tell
them 7" :

At the datective's brief nod, Jimmy
strode across the hotel lounge. By tho
best of luck, old Bill Nye, with some
of the Rovors at his heels, sauntered in
just as he neared the door.

Jimmy grabbed him.

“Bill,” he jerked rapidly, “more
trouble! This gentleman wants me—at
Scotland Yard. Oh, it's all right, I
think I” he wen$ on, ts the trainer’s jaw
fell. *You take the boys home as usual,
and I'll catoh the nine-five and change
at Hallam Junction. It's a darn slow
train, I know, and I shan't land in till
the small hours, DBut it can’t be
helped.”

Bill Nye blinked for a moment in
doubt, Then, seeing he could help best
by not asking too many questions, he
nodded briskly,

“All right, lad. T'll ask mother to
leave some supper ready for ye when yo
do arrive. Don't worry about the team.
Anythin' else I can dot”

“No—oh, yes " Jimmy paused on his
heel. “You'd better phone my uncle,
too. I promised to look in this evening
after we'd go% back, and he may be
wondering why I haven't come home
with you and the others.”

Turning coolly to the waiting detec:
tive, ho drew o long breath.

“I'm ready when you are, Inspector
Daniels,” he said; and, with a last nod
to the bewildered Rovers, followed the
official out of the lounge.

Danisals had a cab waiting outside, and
in a very short time thef, were in the
great building on the Embankment, the
headqnarters of Britain's Police Forco,
During the journey the detective chatted
pleasantly enough on football and other
topica of the day until they reached his
oftice, a bare, official-looking room,
whore he nodded Jimmy to an armchair
and sat himself down at a desk facing
the purzlod youngstar. His manner,
though still kandly, became kecner.

“Now, my son, to business| Borry if

I gave you a little shock just now; but
orders are orderal”

Jimmy smiled.

“0.K., inspector | And now—what?"

For a momeni the detoctive did not
reply, but sat surveying his visitor
thoughtfully. His thumb, mopving unsecn
behind the desk, reached out until it
pressed a finy lever lot into the wood-
work, ‘U'his dome, he lcaned forwned
with a quizzical smile.

“1 think you've bien having a little
trouble lately, Mr. Brennani” he sug-

gosted, tapping somop pipers gontly,
(1] Yes ?Jl .
“Yes, sir, Just a bibl" Jimmy

grinned wryly,

“First—sorry to jar you—your father
died—er—rather——"' .

‘"He was murdered ' snapped Jimmy
bluntly.

“H'm! Well, anyway, the verdict
was manslaughter, of course, And then
o certain forged cheque came to light
and also a spotl of cleyer impersonation,
After that you had a disastrous fire, and
someone attacked you pretty mur-
derously and got away—what "

“You've got it pat, sir.”

“Just s0,” nodded Daniels gravely.
“Now, My, Brennoan, Irom what I hear,
you're a pretty plucky sort end you
seem to know your own mind. I want
you to talk to me plainly. Tell me—
what's your idea of all thig?”

His eyes drifted absently for an
instant to the wall behind Jimmy's
chair, A calendar hung on that wall,
and just beside the calendar a tiny hole,
invisible to unsuspecting eyes, had
opened. The official's satisfied glance
returned to his visttor who, ab the invi-
tation to unburden his mind, was sitting
bolt upright, struggling for words,

“What do I think " exploded Jimmy
af last, "I eell you, gir, if you want
plain words. I think somcone was up
against my dad; and now thoy've killed
him, they're up against me. Who it
i5, or why, I don't lenow and ean’t think,
Dad had no cnemies, and, as far as I
know, neither have I. Dut thabt’s my
opinion—for what it's worth.”

“And it's my opinion, too, lad,” was
the swift rotort. “Your dad certainly
died a3 the result of an intruder’s
assapult; also, the burning of your stand
was plain arson. At the same time, it's
only right yoo should know that you
were strongly suspected of—well, having
a hand in the forged chequa. Now
wait "—as Jimmy gave o strangled gasp.
“That's all over. We've been keeping
our eyes open in Railton, and we're
satisfied ehout you. Otherwise you
wouldn't be here a3 a visitor—sea?"

Jimmy saw all right: but ha zat
ailent while Daniels shook a thoughtful
hend.

“It's a queer case. No real molive—
nothing.” He stopped. Then: *“Care
to help us, Mr. Breanan "

" In o flash Jimmy was on his feak,
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The First Shapters Brisfly Retold.

James- Drennan, ouner of the Raillon Rovers
F.0., decid2s (0 pay a huge franafer fee for an
expericnced c.ml'-r&gf.:rmam fo put new Hfe inlo
Ris failing team, Tho dewd does not malerialise,
however, for Brenman {9 robbed of kis spvings by
means of a forged cheque and chen allacked by
some unknown assatlant who deale him & blow
to the heari which proves fatal, Jimmy Brennan,
Riig bon, 18 forzed to sell his house for five thotsan
pounds tn order o corry on. Then, to add o

Jimmy's risforiuns, Thomas, the Rovers' only
eentre-fortoard, 46 orvdered off th fcld {m- slriking
a_ player during (he Rovers' twaich with the

*Snurs !
(o read on.)

* H-holp you ?” he stammered, *Gosh,
you just bet I willl Howt”

There was o little pause while the
detective, fiddling with a pencil, soomed
to be thinking something over. Bud-
denly he looked up and fixed Jimmy
with a bright eye. Iis queer smile
grew broader.

“That was bad luck about your
centre-forward to-day, laud, You'll be
Iosing him for at least a month—
what "

Jimmy, after making suroc he had
heard aright, fell bnek sharply in com-
plete amazement. What the deuce had
Thomas got to do with it? He could
only stare ut his smiling interrogator
epen-mouthed.

“¥-yes, I suppose so. But I don’t
understand,” he muttered at last.

“(jot another to tuke bhis place?”
asked Daniels quietly.

“Why, in & way. We—we've got &
reserve, of courso, DBut—"
not a very good one, I

“Well, he won't be as useful as
Thomas,” admitted Jimmy. ken
quickly : “But what iz all this to do—"

Daniels smiled at him,

“ Just this. How would you like us
to find you a new centre-forward?” he
asked, his oyes never leaving Jimmy's
face for a second.

The owner of the Rovers grew more
bewildered still. Tho proposition was so
sstounding that he began to wonder it
cither he or the inmspector had gome
cTany.

“You find mo a centre-forward?' he
gns;&gd aftee & while, *“Why—"

“That's right. Ever heard the namo
of Tim Oshorne, soni”

Jimmy frowned thoughtfully, Ho
had a vague idea of having hcard the
name somewhere, . but couldn't think

where. He shook his head.
“No. At least—— Qh, look here,
Mr, Danicls, come off it! What's all

this leading to, for goodness’ sake '’

With a quick movement the detectiva
threw his poncil on the desk and
Inughed aloud; then just ag suddenly he
leaned forward and became confidential.

“Waell, it's like this, my son, now I've
bamboozled you. 1 mean what I say—
seriously. We've got to Bnd oub who
is behind this plot to get you down.
Well, we've tried. We've had a man
down in Railton for some time; but ho
finds that, working on the usual lines,
ho's up against it. I can tell you this—
that whoever is ofter your scalp is a3
sirewd as they make 'em, and he's
covered his tracks well."”

£ Oh IN

“Now, you've got to be watched—

rotected, in fact. You're right in line
or real trouble, Brenunan. nd wo've
got to get & man placed as closely to
you as possible, but withvut rousing
suspicion., As I say, we're up againost
soingone who knows his job, and any
faleo step on our part is going to be
tumbled. Now do you see?”

A great Jight dawned on Jimmy all
at onoe. He jumped up eagerly,

“ You mean—""

“Yes. Your conire-forward’s foolish-
ness this afternoon was a godsend to mo.
I was watching you and the game, and
as soon as I saw what bad happened I
saw our opporiunity, tooc. hat ik
means is that you're a player short for
the next few weeks, and you've got to
get another. And if you're agreeablo
to help us, that player will be young
Tim Osborne, of is department.
What about it?"”
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“By golly, yes!” Jimmy's cycs were
blazing with excitement, *“'Thoinas 18
sure to be suspended, and not even the
shrewdest man in Railton will see any-
thing in me picking up an unknown
contre-forward, especially if 1 tt:-.IL the
papers I've got him cheap. Gosh | A
swift doubt damped his enthusiasm sud-
denly. “But—but I suppose t*‘r;ns
(Oshorne is up to first-class standard ?

Daniels laughed again, '

“Would I send him down if he
wasn't? No, lad; take my word for 1f,
(hat part’s all right. Young Osborne s
11l thera as a footballer: and when he's
not playing he'll be as close to you as
—well, any of the other Rovera. You've
heard of Maxport Hornets, of course—
the great Northern amateur side? Well,
he played for them in several games

last year. He was working up that
Way. ) ‘

Something  clicked in  Jimmy's
Imory.

“By gad. I've placed him now!"” he
sried excitedly, “I1 knew I'd heard his
name. He was working for a chum I
was at school with—Peter Frazer.
wns a big iron foundry in Maxport.
A, Daniels ’~he hent forward quickly
" 1s Osborne the fellow who helped old
Pote in a lot of trouble? 1 heard about
it"ll

“That’'s him,” nodded
“Well, is it a bargain, lad?”

“Afy stars, it is!"” grinned Jimmy
forvently, “Tf half Peter told me 13
trie 1’11 be glad to meet Osborne !

“Vou'va met him!” thought Daniels.
hut did not say so: instead, he touched
a bell, and a stalwart man in plain
clothes came in. The dotective indi-

Daniecls.

stted Jimmy,
“Sergeant Wade, this s Alr.
Prennan., He's catching the 9.5 from

Euston to Railton. Go with him, please
—and don’t leave until the train steams
out. Understand 2"

Rising, he held out his -hm_:_;{::h 4 don't

wnrhﬂndl w I've got Osborne placed
vwhera I want him we'll get results.”
With a strange fecling of excitoment
at this curious glimpse of B8cotland
Yard’s methods almost suffocating him,
Jimmy shook hands and followed his
hefty guardian out of the room.
Detective-Inspector Daniels

pulled
iack the lever in his dosk.

- = L #

“Well, Tim, hear all right "

The pale, very shim young man who
had entered the office within thirty
seconds of Jimmy’s departure nodded
briéfly as he deposited a suit-case on
the inspector’s desk,

“'Course |” He looked at Lhe other
with plaintive eyes. ‘' You're a cunnin’,
long-winded old Isaaes, aren’t you?”
he jeereod. “Why couldn’t you tell
voung Brennan what you wanted right
awwy, ’stcad of leadin’ him up the
gar for hours and hours?"

Daniels chuckled comfortably.

ou kngw my methods, Watson !' "
he quoted, with a wink. “I wanted to
sound the kid Brst, Anyway, every-
thing’s settled, Anything alse you
want "’

“¥Yep. I want those flashlight photos
lhe Railton police took Ebf l;'ﬂuné
Erennaq‘u old house, that knife they
found in his garden, and also the
report of his evidence at hig father's
mguest,”

A look of quick surprise flashed across
the inspector’s face, but he made no
mtgnmunt as he turned to a big wall
safe,

Young Tim Osborne, late of the

Canadian Secret Service and now a par-
ticularly bright member of BScotland
Yard, liad his own ways of dealing with
cases, and police headquarters—who are
not so hide-bound as some people think
—let him go ahead.

Daniels passed over the articles re-
quired witﬁl only one warning,

“Take care ﬂ{that. knife, Tim !"

Waiting till Osborne had opened the
suit-case and locked it again, the
inspector held out his hand.

“H'long, Tim{ Good luck! Take
care of young Brennan!" He paused
to hurl a final friendly insult at his
young assistant. “And don't let the
nasty, rough footballers hurt youl"” he
begged carnestly. “Egad, I'd give
something to hear the erowd when you
trot out in football gear! Maybe'—
cheerfully—*they'll take you for a
corner flag, thongh, instead of a centre-
forward !”
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Tim Ushorne looked at lum sadly.

“1 may be slim,'"” he murmurcd;
“but, thank goodness, I'm not fat!”
And, with a withering glance at the
inspector’s burly frame, he sauntercd
gently from the room. :

Left to himself, Dahicls rubbed his
hands contentedly.

“A darn good kid!” he muitered.
“Now we'll get somewhere at last!”

- L " - -

Mecanwhile, Jimmy, {feeling rather
like a small boy in charge of a huge
and silent nursemaid, was making tracks
for Evnston Station with Sergeant Wadc.
Quietly but briskly, he was shepherded
to the ticket office, the refreshment-room
for coffee and sandwiches, and at length
to an empty first-class carriage. There
the big C.I.D. man spoke a few rhort
words to the guard of the train, and a

(Continued on next page.)
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“"Resorved ' nobiee was quickly st
on the compartment window,  Finally,
just as tho train wus steaming oul ol
the station, the plain elothes detective
held out his hand

“You're all right now, sir! Change
Hallam  Junetion; reach Railon 1.30.
They'll be watching out for you there.
G night 1"

He was gone hefore Jinmy could suv
o word. The youngster grinned woeurily,
A thin drizzle, with a threat of worse lo
follow as the night wore on, pnttered
against the windows whon the train
glided out of the station, and Jinuny
drew the blinds and stretched out com-

THE MAGNET

EVERY SA

WHO PUNCHED PROUT 2 !t wppvared that he was

Wiabrnued frum puge 27,

Cutef's  glance now, Prout was o
wronged mand The Head had come to
set vhe wrong right!

"sil " paspenl  Praout, “Sivl Ay
resigialion will be placed in your hands

lu- :1.1\ siv, if thal—"
“Nothing af the kind, siv!™ satd the
Head.  “Nob ut all; Mr, Prout! 1

Live come to tell you that FOUL FCsIETHL-
tion is uol desived—that 1 5[!'\“, |||r||-u1|
veefuso it il tendored.”

Prout gaped,

TURDAY

altor gll, not a
torty old geutleinan who had du(,l@prd
i sndden taste for shindics and fisti-
culfs, but the hapless vietim of w series
of lamentable miselunces.

Coker, in view of lis confession, was
pardoned for 1hat aceid- ntal jolt he
bad given his Fourin master i the foy.
Not that Coker, in Lis own opinion,
necded pardon ; he did not regard Lim-
sell us being to blume iu any way,
Still, he was glud to get off seot-froc.,
Prout did not go, but it was con-
sideved judicious for him to retive from
Greyleiars for » week or (wo, until his
majestio countenance should assuine o

fortably on the seat. Aflter the long day 1 am now pequatated, siv,' said 1hoe ol k - g THEES
it had ’élm\nnd on him suddenly t.hifll. h?-. Head, “with the true facts, und I :::f:iu ’llll::'ttl\?rm1 ‘l?p\e?‘ “3'39 hl}m{k i(w
was dog-tired. S renlise, My, Prent, that you liwve bren with: 4 qvgﬂ ._':Mm'( llrl 3 ‘l:}‘ 2 “',w,p'

Also. his mind was in a whirl. A blameless,  The facts will be made iFoot \\'-:-\r-‘ :.'(‘l.];.?s'.: tl;o (‘.miance .llu;
detective—a special Scotland Yivd man Rnowns Loshall myself exploin the 57, g 0 o 11:1 ctr f(;:' iR
—was to play for the Rovers. to act as "Wtr to the school, and the wn- 5 0 I';ollf;‘ t‘ﬁf TE?‘ e . sp;lcrt.
watchdog' to himself, and at the same Pleasnot surmises, rumours, and jmn- foliporary ]-:.,-‘qmr ]::m, %5 t[(-:: inl.::;“”d
time disvover the identity of his mys. tldocs on ‘1]:1.% subject, siv, will b Al pikth e b g e
fovinie  BRamior. A few weeks g AN end. That s what T come 1o il Sr:'a” wos well that ended woll,

Jimmy might have resented the iden of

anyone looking after him at nll, but I[:"Ol" gasped.
now his sober sensee told him thai Phe Flead reticed,
Daniel's seheme was for the hest; and H0SDING.

the sooner the troubles woere cleared and
further disasters preveated the hetter ic
would he for himself—and the Rovers.

Prout did not go.
Gireyfriars
(There will bhe another thrillivg instal- ulair;
ment of this gripping scrial weet week,
chums, s0 wnke sure you read 1)

terious

vim, my dear Prout.”

haed
given hy the Hooad of the whel: nys-
and cxeept porhaps in o o
the eass of o fow doubiting ‘Vhomases, it
wits ‘considlered that Pront was eleared,

thongh it was long before Greyfriars
LG S ceased to chuckle over Prout and his
' pecitline predicament.

THE ERD,

the  explanution (Ners week’s MAGNET  will contain
cwpgbher vipping warn of Havey Wharlon
entitbed : USKINNER'E
."‘.'1.?-‘?1‘”“" SQUEAK " Don™t miss it,

ehicms, irhatever youw dol

13/3 DOWN BRINGS A RILEY “HOME”
BILLIARD TABLE CARRIAGE
PAID ON 7 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Think of the pleasure for

yon and your friends
whon snelh & fascinat-
‘@ ing pastime Is available

nny time.  The 6 ft, Rile
“ Home " Billinrd Table (00 an yonrdtetm: md?;
s dellvered earrlage paid for IJH anfl llllm(
take all transit riska. T'ay balance Monthly,
Cash price £11 lrhg
RILEY'S “COMBINE* BILLIARD AND
DINING TABLES are slso offered on easy
terms, (Cash prices from £22 10 0,) Write to-day
for Art List showingall models, Riley’sare the largest
makers of {ull-size. Billlard Tables in Great Britain,

E. J. RILEY, L'TD.,
BELMONT WORKS, ACCRINGTON.
and Dept. 31, 147, Aldersgate Street, Loadon, E.C.),

Marvellous Stamp Casket Free
Everything lorSlampColleelorsmpiclorialnlelal Case

fod ip tha Free Casket aro Matlock
'l\ncuera rwh.h Spado Ends), ERIRTAL-
KLE. Envelopos, Marvellons Matlock
M_nunta, and A FINE BET OF 4 RARE
BIAM—A Gt in Themsclves! The Hand-
soma Metal Gilt Casket s hl:lzad I
uhuwlns in Oulour THH BT
ENLISH PRRGIPICHt Hatllo h‘;, I.llc
Home of, Phitately. Tt alep combine 1
unlque way & WATERM
and an_ ACOURATE ALT.-METAL lﬂl-
FORATION GAUGE. EScud 3d,
o e wouwﬁgmﬁ? gg‘}vﬁﬂfgl)l‘.ﬂ IN
NIFYINO (LA

SE FO! APPROVALS.

THE E“;&

FREE!

o overy purclmser for 7 days only : —Combina-

tien I'ocket Knile, containing Blade, Serew-

driver, Corkserew, Tin-opener, ete, Send youwr

HHET nOW 1O ¢ EsIEE Vol l,'l‘.ll!*g vir Froe Gilb,
BOXING GLOVES.

Made of sirong brown drill wirh leather palm

grips. Boys" or Youtls', 4/11.

Men'a, 511, Complete Set of 4. Posl 6d.
Tan Cape, A1l leniher,
Youihg', 8/11 5, Men's, 1178,
FOOTBALLS.

Full mize, B-Pnnel Madch Ball.  Well nde,
Shape puaranteed. Redoced to 57/14. Posj 8.
I -Panel do. 10/11.

T Umek, full slize, 8/11; 18
SNer 84

sporipl affer of Ball- bmrnﬁg E:tcmum Skuml,

TRubber cushlona. Con :ulctn with koy

/8 per pair, Foat 1[-

SEND FOR NEW FREE LISTS

BLANKS, °° £54388"0.504>
MAGIC_TRICKS,.

ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 6/6. Ventrliuquis“
cefd.each,4forl/- —T.

' Harrison, 259, PentonvilleRd., London, N.1,

lfnat.rumenh Invisible. Imitate Birds,
Your Helght inerensed !ntl4-ﬂayn,?or money back,

. DW for Fres
BE 'I' ALL Azing Conrsc, 87 ‘5:“4'“ A5, NOW for Frob
Road, LOHDOH. W.a.

HO ME——w
CINEMATOGRAPHS

FILMS AND ACCESSORIES.

PROJECTORS *;Fims™

to E18.
I'Irlm Spools,

w l.lﬂlti.u
A Sets, Beresns, Sprockets, e

“NEL) FILME ALL LENGTHS gsun.murs.

1-XZN) FORD’S Bbta T duten o om.

1 be wsoml, A
n? dnfn&%ﬂ"}‘% Mook, ENGLAND. )
4 - Cllent ik
HEIGHT INCREASED, {7r'y e ory fhpe aiin s TR ,
monisls fres,—P. A. CLIVE, xnnoukouss. culwyn Bay, N, Wales, London, B.0.4. OIR
BL“SHI“G —FREE to all sulfercrs, p.ut.l;éﬂ..rs of a proveﬂ BILLIARDS AT HOME :.,'a %l’ wm
homne treatment that gquo ¥ Tremoves a 4 manth
embarrassment, and permanently cures blushing and Aushing of BIZE DEPOSIT mentd, I.OJ'-
the face and neck. Encloge stamp fo pay postage to— = 3%, 210 %X 11t B in, 173 75 e
Mr. A. TEMPLE (8pesialist), Palace Houen, 125, Etgeuliury 34t 8 In, X . i10/- T8 aa/-
Avenue {(2Znd Floor), Lowdon, W.1. (Established over weara) = : a {n. § W E {.n 14}- 10/ a3/
. . 0. s n, £
RAJAH PACKET AND_ ACCESEORIES FREAII g & fm' ¥ 20 29 127- Bal-
Mouuts, Tweezers; 70 different 8tamps, ~Gompt g-ﬂ'_‘ll_lin Board, Bpirit Level,
10 Capada, 8 .\trln%‘u. Transparent Buvelopes.  Hend I.l‘ivg:':o;ﬁ‘: les ‘snd Chalk, LETE T 0.

Approvais, — LISB & TOWHNSEND (UJE),

1 FLANE AND CATAPULT BLASTIC, 1/16th, 1/8ih, $/16th,
and 1/4th inch thiok squaro, price #d., 14d., 3d., And 6d. por foof pot
2d. exiri —GREENAWAY, 5, New Inn Hall Streef, oxré

b PNOREASED m owe helzhtmﬁft Biims 1! T, H.
{Bolton), mm 164, 't (Nav ]?I. ngn 21,

fram &ft, Bins. to 5fla lOinn in 'S montha! T, B.

{Iava), nge 20, fmm srt Fina, to S5Tt. Gina, In ona

month | Roas Sy iz _@enuine. Enrol

H’ow and wutuh Youuél! Grow!” Foe£2 2.,

rijsuiars 1id. stamp.—P, MALCOLM

Lnns Heizht ‘Bpecialiat, Hoarborough, England.

Interesting Stamps, llgnh1 as Perain, Biam,
la (B 1ng), angular, e rice
noum;ﬁ%B{' nEs;xinpanne LE’E dmurhrr

PARGEL OF 200

Zd, with Approvals only.—W,

Ali applications for ndurtmmnt Space in this nuhllaatlun should
be addressed to the Advertisement Morager, UNION JACK SERIES,
The Flestway House, Parringdon E!rut, I.nndon,,! c.4.

£2-11-30

i 4
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UNCLE CLEGG'S SALE.

Last wyecr's foodstaffs going cheap.
gtcck must be cleared., Genuine pre-War
donghnuts, 1§d. per doaen.
QUEEN ANNE SARDINES CHEAP.
Jam-taris, Jatest fashlon, in all the
newest sbhpdes. Yellow (Lemon-chcesch,
Orimsan | spharry), Bmerald (Green-
gage), and mhm;l mpé'inaﬂ. id. cach,
7 for 30.

DATHTY Hﬂ.ln? OF EHONOUER.
A<k tn oo cur antigus moatl-ples—may
be w:eid ne A fubctitute for leather.
Everyouse deligbted.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
-

(Dreuftiars

BARGAIN BASEMYNT NOW OCPEN.

UNCLE CLEGG FRIARDALE. No. 20.

LAUGH ANP GROW FAT.

ald
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 FOUND!!!

Inthe Jmmior Commaon-Toomn, a com-
plete collection of peculiarly degigned
woaden pieces, forming, } understand,
what iz termed A
Field. If the owners will a
1 shall have
them to

EXPresE my
“n foraible terms—with the aud
nEIH a enne—Apply, H. 8. Queleh,

o

dpet Footboll
Iy tome,
at pleasure in Inviting
over and allow me o
opinion of Midget Foot-

FILM FAME FOR FIFTH

COKER (ALMOST) BECOMES A STAR

“The very man ! ™ )

That was what the film mamate said when Jie spclted Coler of
the Fifth, Coker guessed he was o film miagnste, becauee ho was
pittinz in en expeneive car and amoking an expenaive cigar, while
1he rest of his cowpany worked ot tho eccne they were Lluing
n Friardale Lane, . :

(Coker, of ccurse, felt by no weans displensed, His noee went
up ecveral dogrees higher in the air and that ' get-away-you-fogs
vzpression of his intensified trercendously.,

WUitite o lot of Greyfriaras chapa were Jooking on, and the general
opinion among them waa ithat cither the Ll mngnatd was cross-
ryod and looking at somecns else, or that ho was <fi his rooker,
The idea that he wanted Celer to act for the fHimmw scemed too
whgard to be entertained, ;

Iniagine our astonighment when the meyrchant with the cigar
pent an emissary 1o Coker o ask if be could call at ihe studio on
the following day, .

Coker, of course, was wiling to do anytlung, Fortonately,
Poiter and (Greans were thers to look after him. They managed to
vonviice tho cmissary that ;i Coker was wanted, he would have to
bo called for at Greyiriars, o S .

Well, that wasg that ! Coker wae rather wild with hie two relainsra
for inierfering ! But his joy ot the prospect of zoing on the films
soon banizhed every other feeling. He strutted abovt the Honse
Lhat evening ua though he had bought Greyiriars and everything
a1 it :

Naturaily he took it for granted that the flm msrnate wounld
wend for him. And, strangely enough, he was right. After racrning
lessons next day, somebody Jid enll, Not the mpagnale himself,
by the way, but an odd-job boy who bad been theio the previous
dey.

An interested crowd followed the boy vp irom the gaies.

“You Mr., Coker 7' asked th: boy, stoppiug in front of the
grent man of tha Fifth,

Coker gave o lordly nod.

“ Quite right, youngeter ! You have called, of ¢onmas, 10 ask me
Lo sign on for the tilms e« & star ol an enoymous salary 17

The boy grinned. J

" Yes, rather—I don't think !™

Coker looked o trifle mettled. ‘

** 1 guppose that means ['m to be tried out in o erunllcy part
Lrat—"

“It ain't & emall part, guvnor—it's a long parl | That's why
Mr. Levy picked you out— cause you've got the biggeet i¢et and
Jongost e%a he's seen lately :

Coker glared, The rest of vs chuckled.

“* hut up, you young idiots . * snapped Coker. Then he turved
to the boy apoin. R

* What part am I wanted io take then 1™ he asked. " 1 it's
col o star part, and net a small part, what the thump is it i "

* Well, guv'nor,” came the answer, " if you really waut {0 know
the truth, it's the hind lega of & comic clephant 1

For o moment there wus silence, Then a howl woni vp na the
nmwﬁ tmik ir; t.hia’full ruegning of the film company’s ctier.

* Ha, ha, ha

“V7hat about it, sir 1" asked the boy cheerfully. ' Coming tack
wilth me togignon 1 ¥

" You—you—=" gtuttered Coker,

Then he made a rush down the etops at Mr, Levy's youthiui
reprosentative. He was beyond words for the moment, bq._t- thera
?'fga-a quita a lot he felt he could say with the tocs of his Numkber

ineg,

A crowd of us jined up to protect the vigitor, and Colker was soon
whitled <fi Lis f{eet, carried into the Houeo, and locled in his
atndy.

m‘T this happened !ast week, and Cq!mr glill ‘hiush-r:a when he
meets aty of us who were there 1o hear his groat fiim cifer.  Appawy-
ently, Horace James was not honoured by the suggestion thab hiis
claiin to fame lay in his resemublavce 10 the hind 'ege of o Comie

“TALKIE”
LANGUAGE

AT
GREYFRIARS
ATTABOY

The English lanpuage is be-
coming =0 Americanieed by the
** talkics " that thingsa in the near
inture may easily come to this:

“ Bay, kide | pang out Henrty
Samuel Quelel; moseying into the
Junior Commen-room, eaverad all
aver in soot and molasses. * Wha'a
the clhieap skate that fixed ihie
for me, hulh ? You, Wharton 2"

“Nix!™ pnapped the caploin
of the Form.

* Any other guy in this joint 7"
queried the Form master, gl.n.r];u;g
round the room like he fwam
to make potato-gerapinga of every.
hody. *]?Eny. 1 wanna have you
hombres lonow that I ain't standin
for this. No, siree | Bunter!”

“Yeah 1" drawlod the fattest
guy in the outfit.
%I mmess you got soot all aver

your fins. Tell Pﬂp@ Quelch
suthing about ib. Attaboy!”

“* Waal, if thet ain't atrange 17
said Bunler. ‘' Guesa that soot
muat have seitled on to me
somehow, some place, soms time.”

“T1] say !’ sncered the boss
of tha Memove. ' I got a kinda
hunch you're tho bird that fixed
thia for me,"

“ Aw, skidoo, big boy 1" drawled
Bunter. *' If you reckon I'm the
guy that mixed up soot and
molasecs in a jug an’ left it over
the door of the olass-room—"

(Centinued at foot of wnoad

vlephant !

column,)

FORM

°|

PATENTS

T - - — T Nl

TALL STORY

APPLIED FOR [And Billy Bunter’s

BUT NOT THIS
WEEK

A recent wizit ‘o Gropiciara
of Bernard Glyn, the ecelebrated
inventor of the St. Jim’s Shell,
has stimulated interest in up-to-
date imventions, Glyn certainly
is a clever chap, and soms of the
ecrentiona Le told us about nre
the lnst word im imoenuity, X
pugpest we iry to induce him to
come to Qreyiriars for a lenglliy
gtay and pive the old schogl Lha
benetit of his weird and wonderiul
scientific knowledre. Think what
a help hs could he! Hers's 3
préliminary list of inventiona we.
are badly in need of, none of
which should be beyond Glyn's
brainy compasa.

1. Guarantesd
tyousers.

L, An alarm-cloeck that will
not only wake up Lord
Mauleverer, but keep hiia
awake, too !

3. A L000-voica-power
megaphone to enable the
ref. to makes Dutton
understand when he's

one - prool

[

Written It

" Beasgta | P
Thua Eilly Buster, kaplain of
w Fourth at Tuckminster—or,
shleaet, that's what ho would liave
bwm, but for the jellusy of the
mlhﬁl' "."'ﬂddgt
Busler was the handaumest,
pavest, end cleverest junicr in
;h;? Fkool, l.:&ud:- Lhe ;ngmﬂnt di-;ar
'ne ho was up his
"lhmln:%r outside thgm m:ﬁg of
Skelleten's study {Skellston, by the
wiy, for obskuro reasons, was
9 Fourih kaptin). Being the
omer of eggatremaly sharp ears,
by had just heard Bkelleton and
Ky pale, Brommetick and Bones,
lrfing cver the idea of including
ieh o chap as Buster in tho
fcthaw! elaven, Henoce, Buster’s
tkernfnl but digmified remarlk:
] BEHE"‘-'E 'I b |
" Esvesdropping again, you fat
miter 1 *  came an  unpleasant
yuoe 1rcrn behind him just then,
il Waystead, one of the so-called
fladors of the Fourth, planted o

{iwidge kiok on Buster's anatomy.

Bugtcr flushed as he wheeled
wund. It waa just like Waystead
] Ent the woret interpretation
wo tis innocent actions,

"“Qh, really, Waystead ! ™ he

offaide.
4, A burglar-proei
rabbit - hutech that <will

save our pet rabbite from
the marauding handeg
of that incurable econ-
jurer, Kipps |

5. A looking-glass that
will enable Coker to =ee
himself as others see hin

6. A pair of magaify-
ing-glasses poweriul
encugh to give the shard-
holdera in Fish's latest

gwindle asight of their dividend.|

7. An sutomatic gag that will
operate every time Bumter men-
tions the words ** Eﬂﬂtﬁ] arder ' or
“ titled relationsa.”

With the schoolboy inventor ab
Greyfriara there is little doubt but
that these nt needs of ours
would sgon be satisfied. Now,
Glyn! It's up to you!

(Continued from privicus columai,)
b " Say, who told
that, huh ! Guesa _
lin oneel Btep right thiz way
gail Henry Saminel. :
After which, that gchooiniaater

G

L

uy surs did beat wg the dust on
E!umtar'a pants, And how |

J M. Little
o melude

on all about
¥ waga ccrrectfiom such o sauce.

peclaimed ndignantly. ** You
jolly well 1 wouldn't eaves-
s such behaviour would be
ath me. I demend an apel-
W‘H
VBer-rrr 1Y paid Wayatead.
An instant lator he wea lying
m hia back, blinking up at o
miiion stors. Billy %uat-er had
given him o elito tap on the jaw—
mi & tap on the jaw from HBuster
vie like a kick from a mule |
teling a little better after that
w interlude, our hero stroaled
nraly away. As he did so, a
hrilliant wheeze oceurred to him—
s wheeze that would enable him
t jlay for the Junior XI againat
i, Falstaff's, deapite the sinnical
wposition of Bkelleton & Co.
“Broally, the idea was for him to
® his marvellous powers cof
triloquiem to imitate the
voloo of the Fourth Form masatar,
b, and arder Skelleton
him i the tenm.
Notoherally, Bkelleton swouldn’t
dwe to digocbey an order coming

It was o daving and criginat
miveze.  But Billy Buster was a

dwing and original chap, and he
didn't hemitate to csarrypit ot

ER : FAVOURITISM KILLS

Bt. Felatafi’s dawned at let. | St. Falstaff's fellows rung their |

The grate day of the mateh with | He trotted on to the field an

As tho boys streeaed oub of
thair Form-room, Skelleton thonght
lie heard the hargh, unmewsical
voico of Mr, Littlegrab calling him,

“* Bkelleton 1™ apid the voice,

" Yea, sir,” gaid Bkelleton,

“Hindly sea to i, esid the
voice, " that Wayatead is dropped
ifrom ihe Junfor Eleven ihis
afternoon snd Buster put in
inatead 1"

Bhelleton recoiled ns fvom a
bloy.

" But—hbut

“Buat me no bulls, Skelloton,
Yeou know the penaity of delying
your TForm master.

"""Too trew, sir ! ** sgid Skelleton,

Of course it was natcheral that
Skelleton never dreamed that Mr,
Littlegrnh had not wvitered a
sillable—that the whole thing waes
simply a marvelloua miece of
ventnloguism on -the part of
Billy Buster. Nor did he dream of
disobeying "' Mr. Littlegrab’s ™
order. Once outeide the Form.

¥

roorn 1o made a B-line for the
notisa-board, deleted Waystead's
name, and put in Busier's instead.
Which wes very gratifying to our
handsurn hero,

BOY'’S

Bustor wae still more gratified

pil

IIF‘.\ b

L Ir l-.

when ihe iime of ihe matoh ar-

rived and a crowd oi Fourth
gopporters insisted oo his having
a tuck-in at the akool shop &t
their ecgspense.

Buster wopded into lhe grub,
It auited him to do so. He wasn't
worrying about ihe match; a
few minutes in the szecond hali
was all he neaded to win the match
for Tuokminster |

At leat his appelito was nppossed
amd he stroaled down to the footer
field. The game was pDearly over

CAREER

hands with pgreef aa they saw

him, knowing onty too well that |

their aumber wos np now !

With a sudden litening-like
rush Buster charged intb the fray,
nacked dowa half a duzzen men
%!E'.tg ped down the tield with the

Nothing cenld slop his trivmfsnt
rush, Busler eluded the desprate
half-backe und becks with the
ease of an ¢¢l, Then he powucd
and ghot,

Thud }

The basil leaped from hie loob
iike a hoolet {rom & gon, leaving
tha fgna.!iﬁ standing. A roar went
up l:::tml ]ﬂ?a cppmited spectators,

i ‘.\_] Dﬂ 12

Then tliere was another rear
frovn Buster's (ellug fellow-players,

" Yao—vyou loony |

* You maniaa | "

* Well, what’s the malter
new 1Y demanded Buater., ' Good
eoulf popl, wausn’t it Y

“0Of corse, it waa " shreeked
Skealleton, ' It was n magnificent
roal, The only unforchunit
thing about 1t wae that it waa our
own goal: wou've scored against
your own side 1™

*And lost ue ihe maieh!™
hooted Droomstick, aa
the ref’a whissle went for
fopl- thne, ' Let’'s spifli-
cato Lam Y

Buster Jdrew a deep
breath, This was the
unkindest ocut of alll
Ta think that he had
ecored thab brilliant goal
cnly to receive the abuse
of hiaLlindly-jellua Form-
fellows ! Aklustomed as
he was {0 it, he had
never dreamed that
jelluey wounld carry them
as for ng thisa,

Lot e draw o vail, deer
“sadoy, over the sgeen
that followed, and content
vireelves with the observa-
t:on that Buster had a very un-

comiortable five minnites with tho !

reat of the Jonior X1 alter that,
Noodlees 1o eny, iliere was no
trewih in the bagse allegation that
he had scored againat his own
gide ; jelluey on the part of the
team, tho ref, and the ppectabors
wae ob the bottom of it all, Bo as
they bumaped ond Gashed and
butfeted Lir, Billy Bustev con-
soled hibmself with the reflection
that even theugh everybody else

now, aod the teams ware Icvel, | thought that '[uckminster had

with the score 1-1.
Buster grioned. - He kacw it
waa the eagisch thing in the wond

for him to score the winning &ﬁlﬁ

lost, he lmew ditferently, And,
what was inove, he Imew that his
brilliont  jecniue at socler and
nothing else hiad been responsible
for Tuckminstes's Trivmph |

TRY MIDGET
FOOTER

GREAT CRAZE

Whaot eilly ase sald Greyiriare
was behind the times i

Toke Midpet Football, The ress
of the conntry is Iag,glin belind;
ptill engrossad in that old-fashioned
pastimo, Midget Golf. Wa've pone
8 lot belter by taking wp Midgev
Foothall,

Bolsover, Btolt, Trevor, and
Figh between them built the first
Midget Football Field, Tho idea
wias  Vernon-Smith's, but the
Bounder couldn’t spare the time
to do the donkey-work, so Bolsy
and the others tock it over from
him, For weeks they Ipboured
in the woodshed, Then, ons nighs
their work was eompleted, ond
they put up the “ Field * in the
Common-rgom.

It oopmisted of four wooden
obstacles, repregenting the forward
line, the halves, the backe, and
the goalie, whiosh had to be
negotiated befcre the player was
nll:;vﬁﬂ to shoot at the momiature
goal.

Wharion fell for il at onoe:
ond the rest of us ecrgwded round
to watech. It wos a pretty slick
gort of game, The first move was
to kick the ball through a hele in
tha firet barrier. Harry managed
that all might. The next woas to
send the ball up a Blﬂlaiﬂg board
so that it just reached the tra? at
the top without going over. This;

our worthy skipper managed ailer

vwo attempte.

The third stunt—a sort of
double-cannon movement down
n wooden alley intended to bring
the ball back through another

opening—was n hit more difficult,

But Harry did it eventually 2a also
the mnext wheeze which waa
gimpler. Then, amid cheers, Le

plm;{ﬁﬂ the ball for his shot at

roal.

; Fish ixed the midget poal in

irhnnt of the door, and Harry
at.

Ho missed the poal, and ot that

| moment Mr. Quelch came in.

The ball and Quelchy’'s tace
met in ieariul collision, and irom
CGuelechy came an accmsed howl,

Wallop ) .

“ Oh | Whoooop | Cw 1™

Queleliy went down ; and tho
fall of Quelch smignified the fall
of Midget Foothall at Greyirviara |
The proprietors of the ' Field "
greased oat of the Conunon-room
a3 fast as their legs could carry
thero, and pooxr old Wharton
was left to face the storm alone.

He is atill nureing his palue
rermainfgcently as I writes



