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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
First Lesson

ANG, clatter, clatter!
B “"Bob your head, Franky!™
Munch, munch, munch !
; Bang, clatier, thad |

“Ha, ha, hal” .-

“Ow, my nosel”

These unusual sounds proceeded from
the region of the Remove Form room as
Mr. Henry Queleh, master of the Lower
Fourth at Greyiriars, rustled along the
passage. ' :

Mr. Queleh frowned and pursed his
thin lips.

First lesson should have started at
least twelve . minutes ago, and Mr.
Quelch, usually a very punctilions gentle-
man, was late., He hated to admit ik
to himself, but ha had, in f for-

otten the time. .Usunﬂy Mr. Quelch

eld a very poor opinion of those-un-
fortunates who are 1n the habit of for-
getting the time. Now he was of their
number, so to speak. That alone was
a circumstance which irritated him, but
as he heard the sounds of strife pro-
ceeding from the Remove-room his
irritation inereased.

Obviously, the Removites had been
making hay while the sun shone. In
theory they. should, of course, have
settled down to first lesson despite tho
absence of their Form master. In
theory, they should have devoured
twelve minutes of that chapler of
English History they wers “doing.”
But theory and practice do not always
run in parallel.  Certainly they didn’t
on this occasion.

While Hazeldeno had kindly offered
to keep “ecave™ at the door of the
Form-room; thé juniors had given them-
selves up to various devicez all ealeu-
lated to while away the time better
than would be the case with a chapier
of English History. To a man the
Remove did not mind in the least
whether Mr. ?ucl{:h missed the first
lesson completely; in faet, they would
have preferred him to miss it.  That,
however, was too much for which to
hope. .

He had missed twelve minutes of it,
and that was something.

S0 while Hazcldene kept a watchiul
cye on the passage from the door of the
Remove Form room, 1'{*&:]3‘ to give the
signal when Quelch should appear, his
Form fellows made the most of things.

Harry Wharton & Co., better known
as the Famous Five, were indulging in
a game of leap frog. Lord Mauleverer
was nodding off into a doze—his lazy
lordship - possessing the happy [aculty
of being able to sleep at any time
and in any plaee. Indecd, it had been
observed on more than one occasion
that Mauly could sleep on a clothes-

Oow
QUEAK/

line. Skinner, Snoop, and Stoit were
talking “pgee-gees ™ with the air of
sporty men of, the world, Bolsover
major was scrapping with Trevor and
Ogibvy—with the result that Trevor and
Ogilvy’s contributions to the general
noise took the form of anguished gasps
as Bolsover major's burly fistzs landed
with paindul frequency. ;
William George Bunter was making
rapid inroads icto a bag of toffee ho
had smuggled into tke Form-room, and
his podgy face was sticky and shiny and

hafrpg. ; ;
*eter Todd was deeply immersed in
some abstruse legal problem, for Peter
hoped to be a solicitor or a barrnster
some day, and he took his carly studies
very seriously.

All unconscious of the rapid approach
of the master of the Remove the juniors
filled in that twelve minutes’ respito
with great gusto

“Bob your head, Franky !” sang out
Harry iﬁlu&rt&n, preparing to take a
flying leap over Nugent’s back. .

ang, clatter, clatter | Bolsover major
and his two opponents tram up and
down, upsctting forms in the process,
to say nothing of sundry beoks and ink-

wells,

Munch, munch, munch!  William
George Bunter’s jaws were going great
gunas.

“Ha, ha. hal”

Squiff, Micky Desmond, and Vernon-
Smith were laughing uproariously at
some funny story Mark Linley was
telling.

“Blue Doy 13 a cert—]1 had it straight
from Banks!" Harold Skinner’s voico
cmphasised the “cort” for the two
a'clock race.

“QOw, my noscl” ] ol

Trevor's anguished voice went ceiling-
wards as DBolsover's fist caught him
fush on the nose.

- Tramp, clatter, bang!

"LmE out, Bob, you ass—ihe black-

board 1"

Harry Wharton called out the warn-
ing as Bob Cherry took a Hyiwwg leap
over Johnny Bull’s back. The exuberant
Bob had put more energy into that leap
than was neccssary, witi the result that
he sailed over Johnny Bull with a conple
of fect to spare.

“The blackboard 1

Crash | .

Bob heard the repeated warning, but
it availed him nothing. * He crashad
into the blackboard and easel with a
thump and sent them back clattering to
the floor.

“(Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob.

“You clumsy ass!” hooted Johnny
Bull,

“Cave!"
had  caught
apnroaching.

Huzeldene, on the waich,
sight of Mr. Quelch
“Cave—Quelchy I

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



~BY FRANE RICHARDS,

Thore was buzz end a general am-
pede on the part of the Removites to
get to their places. Really, it was sur-
E;lumg‘ how the noise died away when

azoldene’'s warning was received.
History books were hastily opened, and
the sight that greeted Mr. Quelch's
gimlet eyes when he peered round the
door of the Form-room was of a model
class giving full attention to English

history.
"0k, my hat!"”" muttered \Whakton
guddenly. **The blackboard!"

Even as the captain of the Remove
whispered the words Mr. Quelch saw
the casel and blackboard, and his thin
lips tightened. . .

%‘Iﬂ aced an apprchensive Form with
a grim frown.

“1 am happy to obzerve such dutiful
attention to first lessom,' he said—and
there wus a noticeable inflection of sar-
casm In his voice.

The Remove hung eon his words

“first lesson should have =tarted
twelve ond a half minules ago,” went
on tho master of the Fourth in a very
precise tone, “I regret that 1 was not
here as usual but I had hopes that you
boys could be trusted to behave your-
gelves during my short absence. The
uwproar which reached my ears as I
hastencd hore proves, however, that my
hopes were ill founded.”

The Remove eat as still as marble
statues. There was o tenseness iu the
air that could almost be felt.

Mr. Queleh eved his class wolfishly,
' This puerile attempt to deceive me
docs not improve my opinion of this
Form, for it is obvious that every boy
here has taken advantage of
my absence,”

Mauleverer—filed post their Torm
master and received a single biting
swipe of the cane,

Lord DMauleverer was blissfully un-
conscious of this wholesale caning, for
the simple reason that he was fast
asleep. Indeed, DMauly was not even
vet awaro that Mr. Quelch had arrived.
There was a contented smile on the
handsomo face of the slacker of tho
Remove, and he dozed on. And even
the velps and groans of the luckless
vietims of Quelehy's wrath failed to
wake Lim.

AMre. Quelelr was just about to lay
down_ his eanc when he eaught sight of
the sleeping junior.

Anore !

The Form master nearly jumped from
the floor.

“Rless my soul!” he gasped. “This
is disgraceful! Mauleverer! Boy!”

Bnore!

Even fellows like Bunter and Skinner
& Co. forgot their own little woes when
it was zeen that Lord Mauleverer was
actually asleep.

“Boy ! bellowed Mr. Quelch.

HSnovat

“ Really, this is disgraceful
the muester of the Bemove.
awake Maunleverer, Desmond."

“Faith, an’ I will, sir ! roplied the
Irish jumor readily; and being next to
the schoolboy carl, he awakened him by
tho simple expedient of pinching his
arm.

“Yoovooop ! Oh gad!" AMaulevorer
shot up into wakefulness like a Jack-in-
the-box. “ Wow [

"' gtormed

“Kindly

instantly there was a dead silence. * We
will now proceed with the lesson [™

But that was where Mr. Quelch was
wrong.

With majestic tfread he reached his
desk and sat down. Then he lifted the
lid of the desk, and—

Pop !

Something sprang up from the in-
terior of the desk as he lcaned over it
and caught him & tap on the nose. It
was not & painful tap in itself, but the
results were, for Mr, ?flmlf;h leaped back
in -his echair, wobbled perileusly on it
for the spaco of a fow scconds, and then
shot backwards, to land in a heap om
the floor of the Form-room.

Crash |

Chair and Mr. Quelch met the hard

floor of the Form-room with painful
concussion.
_ The juniors stared at the Mr.un?n sighk
in amazement. Then instinetively their
glances travelled to that something
which had caused the fall in the firsk
place.

It was a weird and grotesque doll,
with a black, grinming face and o mop
of black, curly hair, supported on a
éoiled spring.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
“He Who Langhs Last——'*
gasped  and

i ROOQOOUTGE 1
G Mr. %uel-:h
epluttored as he tried to

extricate his gown from the

fallen chair.
“Groooocough ! Oh! Ak ! Yoooooooh [*
It wasn't often that the
learned master of tha Remove

fhdstetfh ,uri*_EM{l:r.f Pu&;ﬁ: But a fateful turn of the wheel changes his et uﬁg[ﬁg I;ut in the I:;-m-
. their lively faw mo - mstances per
sl these I fook on an implacable enmity towards his Form master iho; were pormissible  The
entirely different aspect. into REMORSE ! shock of meeting  that
HMr. uhelcil:;u eyes fized on lndcu!.:tja, '!Jll:nk] {i;um fua l!m
arr arton. Open.s 1 o is
"Etind up, Wharton 1" Then he caught sight of Mr. Quelch’s desk and the subsequent fall had,
‘The captain of the Remove rose to stern glance bent upon him. naturally, thrown him ount of his

his feet.

“] am surprised that you, my head
boy, should be a party to the disturb-
ance that took place during my brief
absence, for it 13 obvious to me that
you made no attempt to keep order.”

Wharten felt his face crimsoming.

Mr, Quelch reached for his cane.

“Stand out before the Torm,
Wharton!” he snapped. *“1I shall en-
deavour to impress upon you that a
head boy has responsibilities.’

Tho captain of the Remove walked
out to the fromt of the class,

“Hold out your hand!”

Swish, swish! ] )

Mr. Quelch put considerable vigour
into those two strokes, and Wharten
bit his lip to keep back a cry, Mr.
Queleh was not an athletic gentleman,
- but he was very efficient in tho use of
the cane. ‘

Wharton went back to his placa. Once
more the TRemove Form master
addressed his class.

“1 shall now endeavour to teach
every other l}u{ hiere that it 13 not
profitable to take advantago of my
abzence from the Form-room. Each
bov, with the oxception of Wharton,
will file past me.’” _

Mr. Quelch swished his cane sug-
gestively.

“0Oh lor’ 1" groaned Bunter.

And DBunter's groan was echoed by
more than one Removite. One by one,
like the animals that entered tho cele-
brated Ark, as Bob Cherry humorously
oligerved, sotto voce, the entire Form.
with two exceptions—=Wharton and Lord

Mr., Quelch took a firm grasp of his
Cana,

" Boy,"” he exclaimed 1n & deep voice,
“how dare you have the audacity to
slumber in the Form-room | Stand out 1"

Lord Mauleverer suppressed another
groan and ambled out befora the class.

“Heold out your hand, boy 1"

Swish | Swish !

“0Oh gad!” gasped the slacker of the
Hemove.

“ Now go back to your place, Blaule-
verer,” barked MMr. Q]u&lnh: “and if I
find you sleeping in class again I shall
take vou to the Head for a flogging 1"

“0Oh lor'—I mean, yaas, siri”

His lazy lordship wans not likely to
fall azleop in clas: again if the penalty
were to be a Head's Hogging.

There was & murmur in the Form-
room. A Head's flegging | Mr. Quelch
was not erring on the side of leniency—
in fact, the master of the Remove had
been in a very tartaric mood for the
past three davs, and lines and lickings
had fallen amonget the jumniors like
leavos in Vallombrosa.

Myr. Quelch faced his eloss apain,

“The lesson iz exactly twenty-threo
minutes late in starting,” he snapped,
“and =0 as yon bovs will not waste the
time and the momer that is givon to

our education, I will cancel morning
reak to make up for the minutes
wastod 17

“0Oh erumbs 1"

There wns 8 combined murmur of
dismay.

“Bilence I" snapped Alr. Queleh; and

“Oh 5&11‘] " groancd Mauly.

usual calni. He had hit the fAoor of the
Form-room, too, with considerable
and Mr, f?uelch had long poassed that
stoge of Lile where hie could fall about
with impunity.

Five or six Removites immediately
rushed to his assistance.

forece,

“You're mnot lhurt, sir?” asked
Wharton anxiously.
“Oh! Ah!

I am not sure 1” pan
Mr. Quelch, taking the ready h:mgs ﬂt:g
stretched to him, and essuming & more
natural position, “I—I— Thank you,
my b’ﬂ'j'ﬂ- 1

There was a dead silence in the Forme.
room a3 Mr. Quelch eyed that strange
figure in his desk. Tho coiled spring
was still vibrating, and the hideous face
supported on it grinned and nodded at
the master of the Remove in a stupid
fazhion.
~ Mr. Queleh'’s fece set grimly as, turn-
ing from the wagging dfﬁl, he faced the
Bemovites again.

“I presume that this is someone's idea
of a joke!” he said in biting accents.

Ilis e¢yes, often compared to gimlets
by reason of their penetrating power,
seemed to search through every junior
in the Yorm, and Harold Skinner, for
reasons best known to himself, felt
unable to  meet that  penctratin
serutiny.  He heaved an inward sigh o
relief  when thoese two gimlet eyes
poassed on,

The Remaovites waited uncomiortably.

“I eall upon the Loy with tho mis-
guided senze of humour to stand forth 1
gaid Mr. Queleh at longth. “1 shall

Toe Magxer Lismary.—No. 1,189,



L
punish him most severely for this
outrage.”

No one stirred.

The Remova master’s face hardened.

“For the second and last time, I com-
mand the bug responsible for plming
that—that ridiculous figure in my des
to stand out before the class I

8till no one moved.

Mr. Queleh pursed his thin lips,

“Very welll” he said bitingly. “1
have no other alternative but to punish
the whole Form | Every boy here will
be detained for the next three hali-
holidays 17

Thera was a subdued murmur that
even Mr. Queleh’s prim presence could
not restrain,

1 Ej.l.ﬂﬂﬁﬂ {**

The murmuring went on, and BMr,
Quelch suddenly wheeled on Vernon-
Smith. ]

* Vernon-8mith, you were talking I

"Ves, zir,” answered the Bounder
coolly.

“ And what was it you had to say to
Redwing, Vernon-Bmith i

The Bounder smiled insolently. ]

“1 merely remarked that it was unfair
to punish the whole Form, sir.”

“fndeed I snapped Mr. Quelch,
“How dare yvou question the commands
of your Form master [

Vernon-3mith shrugged his shoulders.

“For all you know, sir,” he said inso-
lently, “that blessed doll might have
been shoved—"

“Might have been what—=" i

“Shoved,” said Vernon-Bmith easily.

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew blacker than
GYVEr.

“Kindly speak King's English,
Vernon-Smith [ he barked.

“] merely said that the blessed doll
might have been shoved there by a chap
in another Form, sir,” continued the
Bounder, unperturbed.

Mr. ueleh started. In Vernon-
Smith's cheeky remark there lay a possi-
bility of truth. The master of the
Remove was a stern man, but he was
certainly just. It was barely possible
that a practical joker from another
Torm was responsible for that Jack-in-
the-box. ]

There was a silence. The Remove
waitod expectantly.

“1 will overlook your insolence,
Vernon-8mith,” said Mr. Quelch at lost.

“Thank you, sir |” . _

“ And for the moment,” continued the

Form master, * I will rescind the punish-
ment 1 inva thia class. I shall, how-
over, make striet inquiries to discover

the culprit responsible for this dis-
graceful affair. Doubtless a visit to the
local toyshop will make me familiar
with the bey who purchaszed this con-
traption.” .

Harold S8kinner stifled a groan. His
face paled, and Mr. Quelch’s kecn eyes
did not fail to observe his discomfiture.

“Doubtlesa the shopkeeper will re-
member who purchased this hideous
thing from him,” went on the master
of the Remove, “and if I succeed in
proving his identity he will be taken
before the Head for a fogging 1™

Skinner’s fnco paled still more.

When tho cad of the Remove had
bought that Jack-in-the-box in the toy-
shop at Friardale he had eonsidered
himsolf very astute. He considered, in
hiz own mean way, that he owed Mr.
Quelch several grudges, and the doll
was a means to levelling things up. Not
a soul knew of his purchase cxcept the
toy=hop proprieter himszeli; not a soul
had been let into his confidence when,
half an hour before classes, Skinner had
soeeretly placed the doll inside the Form
minster's desk. At the time S8kinner had

1Tre hMacrer Lisniry.—No, 1,189.

congrotulated himsell on ms smartness,
Now he was beginning to wish that he
hadn't ‘been quite so smart,

A Heod's Bogging |

The thought alone sent a shiver down
the spine of the cad ol the Remove.

Quelchy was bad enﬂugti: but a Head's
flogging was unthinka lo. Skinner's
brain did some quick thinking. If Mr.
Quelch pursued the line of investization
he had indicated Skinner's guilt was
absolutely certain to come to light.
There was o chance, 8kinner reckoned,
of getting out of & Head's flogging ot
the expense of a caning from My, Quelch
if he played his cards carcfully.

Once again Mr. Queleh’s eyes rested
shrewdly on Harold 8kinoer’s pale face.

Skinner licked his dry lips.

“If you please, si ¥

"Wall, Bkinneri" said Mr. Quelch
caldly. ) ]

And all eves turned in the dircction
of the cad of the Romove.

“If vou please, sir——"

Mr. Quelch waited. The Remove to
& man waited. .

Skinner licked his lips again,

“It—it— JI—JI—]—"

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

“Vary lucid, I must say.
up ]Hl ]

Skinner took the plunge with a rush.

“[=I—I—— It was a j-joke, sirl”
he blurted out at lencth.

here was o stir in the Form-room.

“Are you attempting (o tcll me,
Skinner, that you are responsible for
this outrage !"” My, Queleh’s volce was
deep and storn, and the hapless Skinner
shivered.

*Ye-ps, slr.
sir.”

Mr. Quelch reached for his cane.

“Ztand out, Skinner!” ]

Skinner erawled from Lis place, wish-
ing now that he had taken a long shot,
gs they say in racing cireles, and
waited for Mr. Quclch to prove the
ownership of the jack-in-the-box.

“I am glad you have had the senze
to own up, Skinner, before this matter
agsumed &  more  seriova  aspect !
gnapped Mr. Queleh.

_;Il‘ha gladness was all on Mr, Quelch’s
side.

“Yes—vyes, sirl” stammered Skinner.
“] didn't mean any real harm, sir—""

“You might have caused me serious
injury !" barked Mr. Quelch. “In any
case, I shall punish you severely for
playing a practical joke in tho Form-
room. Of my own painful expericnce
I will say nothing. Touch your toes.”

With many misgivings Skinner dJid

B0,

The Form looked on interestedly,

Mr. Quelch might not have said any-
thing of his own “ painful experience,”
but the vigour he put into the “six "
he gave Skinnor suggested that the
Form master had not forgotten it.

And  Skinner's howls, echoing
throughout the Form-room, spoke
eloquently of his painful experience,

Mr. Quelch was breathing hard when
he had Gnished and inner was
wriggling and gasping like o newly-
landed fish.

“Now go to yvour place, boy!”
snapped the master of the Fourth. “1
trust this has been a lezsson to you "

“Groococough! Owl! Wow " gasped
Skinner. o

“ (Cgase making those ridiculous ejacu-
lations ! srapped Mr. Quelch.

“Wow! Yes, sir! Ow!”

And Bkinner limped back to his
place, fecling anything but a practieal
jockor. From the bottom of his heart

o wished now that he had never con-
ceived the iden of giving " Quelehy ” a
shock, PBut it was not the repentance
of o healthy chavacter, for throvghout

Boy, speak

It was ouly a j-joke,

THE MAGNET

the remainaer of the lesson Skinner's
mind was black with 'th-ﬂ-l’l[i;]:ltﬂ- ot
rovenge, which was typical of his mcan
and spiteful nature

After the jack-in-the-box episode the
Remove were careful not to give Mr

ueleh uuﬂ farther cause for dis-
pleasure. DBut their Form master was
in & moro tartaric moad then ever, and
lines and lickings were frequent and
peinful and free.

Morning break came round, but the
Remove were kept in; and it scemed
to the juniora that classes would never
come to an end. They did at last, how-
ever, and the juniors heaved sighs of
relief as they streamed out into the
passage.

“Phow ! breathed Bob
“What a morning 1™

“The phewfulness of the ridiculous
morning 18 terrific!™ purred Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. *“1 thought the
endfulness would never come!”

. And the rest of the Famous Five wore
in entirg agreement

“Old Quelchy fairly had his rag out,”
soid Peror Todd, joining the group.
'“I'Te”n{wer known the old bird so
waxy.

¥ Skinner

Cherry.

got it hot,” said Wharton:

“Berve him  right!"™ said Peter
cheerfully. “That rotter ought to be
]m[-:cn:id every day; would do bim
good

“0h, would ti"™ Harold 8kinner
came along at that moment in time to
overhear lodd's charitable sugzgestion.
F_Hu seowled blackly at the Famous

iva,

“I'll make thas spiteful rotter sit up,

mark my words,” he said venomously.
“0h, don’t be an ass!” smd
Wharton. “You asked for it, old
hean 17 _
“\What beats me is why you owned
un,” said Bob Cherry. “That isn't

lika the S3kinner bird we know."

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Jh, shut up " snapped Skinner.

“I reckon I know why Skinner owned
u]p," remarked Johony DBull, in his
slow, thoughtful way. “He took the
lesser of two evils—Quelchy’'s cano
rather than a Head's flogging. You
see, he knew Quelchy would be able to
trace the giddy culprit if he made in-
guiries at the toyshop.”

" You've it !;:i'm gu
grinned Wharton.

“ Bang on the target 1™

“ Rather 1"

‘“"Ha, ha, ha ™

Ekinner scowled.

"You can cackle.
make the rotter sit up vet.
laughs last laughs longest!”

But in this case the last laugh was
with Harry Wharton & Co., for as
Shinner slouched off down the passage
a roar of laughter followed him., Yot
at o not far distant date Skinner’a
words were to be remembered in
dramatic and startling circumstandes.

jis
L

Nseye, Johony

You wait: I'll
lIe who

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Does the Trick !

1 HE suspicious rotter !

T William  George DBunter
uttered that ejaculation in a
very aggrieved lone.

" Buspicious beast!"

And tiw fat Owl of the Reomova
blinked and shook o podgy fist at the
panels of an inoffensive study euphboard.

It was an hour before tea that same
day, and William George Bunter waa
on the trail of a eake. True, thoe cake
belonged to Sidney Jamed Snoop, but
that was a trifling matter to William.

Ho was hungry, very hungry, and ho
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had trailed that cake for half an hour,
Hoe had seen SBidney Jamea Snoop
purchasas it at Dame Mimble's tuck-
!]m? — & surprisi circumstance in
itself, for Bnoop seldom “did " him-
seli well for reasons that were ex-
plained in his seanty weekly allowance
of pocket-money. But on this oceasion
a distent unele of Bnoop’s had sent his
nephew a ten-shilling nete, and, in
honour of tho occasion, Sidney Jnmes
had procecded to stand his study-
mal.ttes Stoti and Skinner a handsome
CREE,

It was a large cake, freshly made,
and Bunter's mouth had watered as he
had witnessed Mrs. Mimble pack it up.
By hook or by crook the fat Owl of
tha Remove had determined to partake
of somo or all of that handsome cake.
An mvitation to join tho tea-party was
out of the queetion. Fascinating as
William George Bunter's company was,
Snoop was not likely to ask him to tea.
tﬁﬁ!;mr, with all his obtuseness, realized
Still, there were olher ways and
IieAns.

Like & fat deerstalker Bunter had
trailed Skinner, Snoop, and Stott, and
tho eako from the tucksliop fo the
Behool IHouse. He had rn!?ed along
tho paaﬁa%e uneoncernedly, of so he
imagined, behind the black sheep of the
Remove. With
watering mouth ho
had watehod the
trio enter Study No.
11. With an acho in
hiz inner man he
had hung about the
corridor, waiting for

Skinner & Co. to
depart from the
study,

_ Little did the fat
junior  kanow, how-
ever, that Skinner &
Co. had anticipated
hiz interest in that
handsome cake, and
had taken the
simple precaution of
locking their study
cupboard.

With ¢arcless
glances at the fak
junior loitering  at
the end of the pass-
age, 2noop and his
chums had sauntered
on to the Common-room. Then Bunter
hod bestirred himself.  With remark-
able celerity, considering his excessive
avoirdupois, he hnd transported him-
self to Study Wo 11.

Breathing hard he had closed the
study door behind bhim and advanced
towards tho study cupboard.

Then William George Bunter recoived
a setback The cupboard was locked !

~ "The suspiciona rotter,” he muttered
indignantly. *“One would think that
there were rotten thieves about, the
%ﬂ r 1#1::111& fellows lock their cupboards.

& .lf

With rising wrath he stood and
glared at the cupboard, as if by doing
so he expected LE& door to swing open
and disgporge its contents.

, And Bkiuner & Co.. meantime, safe
in the knowledge that their cake was
out of Bunter's fat paws, forgot his
existence in the oxciting subject of dis-
cussing “winners,™

For quite fve minutes the Owl of the
Remove eyed the nu;;lmard wolfishly,
sorely tempted to seize hold of the poker
in the grate and smash n the lock.
But the thuulght passed. LEven DBuntey
Jibbed at deliberate * burglary.”

He was reminded of his danger in
another fellow's study and the possible
congequences  of ﬂoing discovercd
there when footsteps sounded along tho
corridor.

“Oh lor'!” PBunter recognised in
those footsteps the approach of Earold
aBkinner & Co.

Evidently the black sheep of the
Removo had finished their discussion on
sporting topics,  and wers sauntering
back to the study to prepare tea. To be
found in their study meant a ragping
for Williamn George Bunter, which was
something in DBunter's view to be
avolded at all costs.

Ile was tempted to make a sudden
bolt for it. Tt was said of old that he
who hesitates is lost. DBunter hesitated,
Next moment Snoop's hand was on the
door knob.

With a stifled grunt, Bunter made a
sudden dive for the table. A volumin-
ous cloth, whose folds came within a fow

— = = - ‘EL
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“That fat, thieving rotter ought to be
vagged baldheaded,” he said,. *“I'll
make bhim wish he'd nover been born if
I catch him pinching any of my tuck.
Those poody-goody merchants in Study
No. 1 are too soft with him?

Snoop and Stott concurred with their
leader’s peint of view. Anything “up
against ™ \Wharton and is  “eet™
always met with their approval,

Beocath tho table Bunter writhed.
He wished from the bottom of his
heart that he had given that cake a
miss., DBut it was too late now.

The tea was ready at last.

“ BRetter lock that door,” edvised
Skinner, as he drew up 1o the table.
“*We don't want any of the Beaks butt-
ing in." He made a significant move-
moent  with  his cigarctte, and Stott
uhliﬁ-ingly turned the key in tho lock.

Then the three young scamps sobtled

down to enjoy their tea. The cake dis-

appeared at a preat rate, much to
Tiunter's dismay.

Then Skinnor & Co.

e e

F o

inches of the floor, might serve him as a
hiding-place.

And a3 Bkinner & Cg., strode into
the study, Billy Bunter, quaking like a
fat jellyfsh, erouched under the table,
fervontly hoping that his presence
would not be discoverad.

“Bhove the kettle on, Snoopey,” said

Il'.II'I_ﬂl';

* Right-ho 1"

“You lay the cloth, Stott!” added
Skinner, with the air of a general
giving his orders, and Stott hastened
to obey, what time Skinner seated him-
self in the only armchair and coolly lit
& cigarette,

IFrom a hole in the table.cover Bunter
watched the dprmmmtiuns for ten. His
eyes plistened and his mouth watered
as he saw Bnoop fetch that handsome
eake fram tho study cupboard.

“Jolly good job I locked the cup-
board door,” remarked Snoop. “That
fat rotter Dunter saw me buy this
cake."”

“It would have been gone by now if
Bunter could have got his fat paws on
it," added Stott.

And Skinner, blowing smoke rings
ceilingwards, nodded.

Iifﬂﬂﬂf_ [ Mr. Quelch lifted the 1id of his desk and

—pop ! Something sprang up from the
interior of the desk and caught him a

tap on the nose ]

Icaned back in their chairs and made
& pretenco of enjoying a cigarette
apiece. Soon the room was filled with
smoke, and Bunter, still in hiding, was
hard put to it to refrain from cough-
ing or sneezing, or both.

“Groooough I” he reflected. “This is
awful I

And in that word he really summed
up the true feelings of tho three young
blades, for none of them was enjoy-
ing his cigarette, althongh such an ad-
mittance would never have procceded
from any one of them,

*“These cigs are prime,” said Skinner,
with a fecble attempt at posing like &
man of the world.

“ R-rather 1 stammered Snoop, whose
faco was & sickly colour already.

“Tophole!”  conceded %tﬂ‘ttu
“Groooough! H'm! First class!”

Snoop, who felt that he had had
cnough of his cigaretto, pitched it into
the grate.

“1 say, Skinner, old Quelchy gave it
to you hot this morning,” he said, in an
attempt to cover up his action.

Bkinner's brow grew black.

“The rotter!™ he growled. “Jove,

Tre Magrxer Lisrary,—No. 1,189,
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I'd give anything to make the bLeast
ceally sit upl I think I've hit on &
wheeze, too.”

Stott and Snoop did not look toe in-
:erested. Many and various were the
whoezea Harold Skinner had put into
aperation against Mr. Henry Samuel
Quaolch, but somehow or another these
wheezes, brilliant in thewr conception,
had invariably come unstuck, with the
result that their perpetratos had come
out at the little end of the horn, so to
speak.  Skinner’s wheezes, too, often
needed help. And aishough Snoop and
Stott wore ready to back up their leader
in theory, it was a horse of another
ecolour when it came to practice,

Bkinner read the thoughts that
flickered 1n the cxpressions of his
Cronies,

148

“0h, you peedn't get the wind up
ho said unpleasantly., “I can do this
little job mysclf.”

Snoop and Stott heaved a sigh of
relief and smiled more cordially.

“What's the giddy whecze, old
scout 7" grinned Bnoop.

“¥es, let us into the seerct, Skinney !
added Stott.

Harold Skinner’s eyes narrowed, then
he grinned.

~ “The best way to get at old Quelchy
13 through bis rotten, piffling * History
of Greyfriars—"" ]

Snoop and Stott looked o trifle
alarmed. They, like everyone clse in
Greyfriars, knew that Mr. Queclch’s
abiding passion was compiling a history
of Greyiriars from the carliest days of
its foundation. Indeed, he had already
spent years at the task of collecting
and “writing up * data. g

“GEot the idea?” said Skinner, puffing
out o cloud of smoke.

Snoop and Stott did not answer, but
their cxpressions told Skinner planly

enough that they were nof tfoo
enamoured of the idea. .

“The old fool looks upon that silly rot
as the giddy apple of his eye,” drawled
Skinner. “The dear man will get the
}:I-lp in a full sense when he findz half
113 blessed copy missing.”

“1 say,” muttere Snoop. g |
shouldn’t tamper with his * History of
Greyiriars,” old chap. If—if—if bhe
found out he'd skin you alive,”

*“It's far too risky,” added Etoit,
taking his cue from Fg;:xm]:u ]

But SBkinner only grinned.

“He'll never know that I had any
hand in it,” he said, “unless you [ellows
give mo away, of course!"

“0Oh, we wouldn't do that!"” =aid
Zncop hasfily, “But if you'll toke a
tip from me, you'll leave that whecze
clone,”

“Thanks ! said Skinnor laconiezlly.
_",FH ask for your advice when I want
ltl .IJ

There was a silence.

Under the table Billy Bunter felt on
the point of sneezing violently. In
attempting to keep back that sneeze,
which would make known his presence
to the shady trio, the Owl of the
Remove paid but little 1mportance to
Skinner's threat.

“Groooough " muitered Bunter.

And then a brainwave struck him.

When Nature had served out her
Erme!ess gifts, William George DBunter
ad been ot the wrong end of the cue,
s0 to speak: but there was one un-
deniable gift he possessed, and that was
ventriloquism, He could imitate voices
with such sincerity as to deccive almost
the people he imitated, and he could
“throw ™ his voice with a =skill that
many a professional ventriloquist would
have envied.

The silenco was broken by a volce

e
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from the passage—or, at least, it seemed
to proceed from the passage.
“Skinner! Bnoop! BStottl®

The three black sheep started guiltily
as they recognised the voice of George
Wingate, the captain of the school,

“Wingate ! breathed Skinner, and
he leaped to his feet and crossed swiftly
to the window, and quictly raised the
sash.

“0h, my hat!” whispered Stott, and
he waved a newspaper about frantically
in order to disperse the clouds of smoke

in the study,
“Skinner ! Open this door at once !
The voice was Wingates again, or

appeated to be, and there was a note of
uritation 1n 1t.  Then followed the
sound of a door-handle being rattled

violently,
“C-coming, Wingate,” stammered
Skinner.,
“ Look sharp!” snapped Wingate. “I

can't wait all day! I want you and
Snoop and Stott in my study at once i*

“ Yea-es, Wingate !

Then there was silence,

“Buck up and open the door,” whis-
pered Snoop. “The room’s clear now."

okinner leisurely strolled towards the
door of the study and turned the key.
Then he loocked out into the passage,
fully expecting to sce George Wingate,

Dut tho passage was deserted.

“Why, bo's not here!”

Snoop and Stott  saw
themselves.

“ He must have gone on to his study,”
zaid Snoop. ‘I say, we'd better trob
along at once. IHe sounded as if he
weére 1n a wax."

And Stott nodded vneasily.

“What does the rotter want to see
us about ¥’ snarled Skinner.

“Blessed if I know ™

“0h, let's get along!” said Snoop
uncasily. “It won't do to keep him
waiting 1™

And, with a bad grace the black
sheep of the Remove made tracks for
George Wingate's study. Their foot-
steps had scarcely died away when the
fat figure of Bunter omerged from
beneath the table.

“He, he, he " cackled the fat junior,
“That did the trick!”

He ocast one longing glance at the
cake-dish which had once held the
handsome cake, and then he rolled from
the study. Meantime the victims of his
ventriloquism  were presenting  them-
selves to George Wingate.

The captain of Greyiriars was busy.
On the table before him was a sheet of
paper with & number of names scrawled
thereon; on Wingate's handsome face
was a thoughtful irown. Being captain
of games had its drawbacks, especially
when it came to sclecting the eleven
best foothallers to represent Greyiriara
in the First Eleven match with Bt
Jim's; and Wingate's choice of players
for this umportant fixture was c&ung
Lim much worried thought.

“Blundell or Wilkinson,” he was gay-
ing;“ “ Blundell's jolly good, but——*

Tap |

Bkinner & Co. had arrived.

Wingate’s frown deepenecd.

“Come inl” he growled.

Skinner & Co., looking a trifle appre-
hensive, walked in. Wingate's frown
decpened. .

“*“(h, don’t bother me now ! he szid
vather testily. “I'm extremely busy
and—"

“Th?* gasped the three Removites in
unison.

“PDon’t bother,” said Wingate, not
quite so gruffly. “I'm up to my eyca
in it. Come along some other time—"

“Some other time?” gabbled Skinner.

that for
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“0Or else go to some other prefect,”

added Wingato, and he bent over his
task, apparently oblivious of the three
astonished Removites who stood belore
him.
Skinner jerked his head towards
Snoop and Stott and sigoalled a
rcireat. Wingate's door was closed
very softly, and then the black sheep
of the Remove gave vent to their
gurprise. ¥

“Woll, I'm blessed I ejaculated
Skinner, “He's forgotten that he told
us to come to his study.™

Snoop and Stott looked relieved.

“Phew " cjaculated the former, *I
was wondering whether he was gomng to
question us about being out of bounds
last night. I heard Coker of the Fifth
sayving to-day that the beaks had been
informed by a villager that Greyfriars
juniors were breaking bounds at night.

“So did 1,” said Stott. “Look hcre,
Skinner, I'm mnot going to the Cross
IKeys for a dey or two. It's too risky.

Skinner's lips curled.

" Oh, if you'ro funky stay away " he
sneered. “I'm going along for &
flutter to.night, anyway. But never
mind about that. Why did that silly ass
order us along and then tell us to buzs
ﬂﬂ?”

“ Ack me another,” said Snoop. “But
I'm jolly glad he did.”

% Oh, rather |” added Stott. .

And Skinner & Co., not suspecting lor
a moment the true nature of things,
returned to their study, having arrived
at the conclusion that Wingate was a
trifie “potty.” Not for a sccond did
any of them connect William George
Bunter with that peculiar summons,
which, perhaps, was very fortunaté for
the fat Owl of the Remove.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lost—a Manuscript !
BUB CHERRY woke up with a

start.
A pale flicker of light crept
in at the windows of the Bemove
dormitory, outlining very indistinetly
the slumbering forms of the juniors,

From the ivy-clad clock-tower the last
notes of midnight were booming their
gonorous refrain.

Then came silence, save for the
regular breathing of the Remove juniors
and the unmusical snore peculiar to
William George Bunter. 1

Bob sat up in bed and rubbed his
e I

FI—Ieu had been dreaming. Deep in the
arnis of Morpheus Bob Cherry had been
living over again the battle of the
previous weck when, in company with
the rest of the Remove Eleven, he had
plased against Higheliffe in a ding-dong
struggle on the footer field. On.that
occision Dob had scored the winning
goal. It was with the cheers of the
speckitors ringing in his cars that Dob
had awakened from sleep.

“I've been dreaming,” he said rue-
fully, and was about to turn over and
compose himself afresh when there camo
to his cars the faint crunch of footsteps
on the gravel path of the drive below
the Remove dormitory.

Curicsity., and mnothing more,
prompted Dob o spring from hiz hed
and cross to the window.

Peoring out, he saw nothing but the
shadowy ouflines of the stately elms and
the school buildings.

“Must have been mistaken,” he mut-
tered, shivering a trifle as the night air
smote him.

And then his attention was drawn to
a window which was suddenly flooded
with light.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he muttered.
“0Old Quelchy’s still up.”

One more glance he gave to the
Remove Form master’s study window,
and then Bob sprang back into bed.
Sleep, however, did not come casily to
him, doubtless due to the fact that the
November night air had thoroughly
awakened him. From one side of the
bed to the other he tossed in a fruitless
cffort to court slumber. Then just as
he was falling off inte a doze there came
a ereak from the region of the dormitory
door. On the instant Bob Cherry was
fully awake again. : :

The door opened stealthily, and Bob's
muscles {ensed. :

A shadowy form merged 1n thif'lm:rm
and moved towards one of the beds.

“Who's that?” Bob's wvoice, ftenso
with excitement, echoed through the
dormitory. i

“Shut up!” The reply came m"thé
unmistakable tones of Skinmer. ™ Lo
vou want to wake up the whglﬂ dorm.

“ Oh, it’s you, Skinner !” said Bob con-
temptuously. * Been on the giddy tiles
again!”

“Oh, ring off I snarled the cad of the

_-—_l'
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Said Bunter, with great satis-
faction :
i rya no more room left Tor a
fraction.
That pork pie was prime,
Those cokes wera sSublime,
I think I’ll eetire out of action !

W hy,

Why don't you set to work and
win one ?

Remove. “And mind your own busi-
ness, anyway Y

Bob chuckled, DBy Bkinner's un-
gracious manner he concluded that the
cad of the Remove had been out on
one of his nocturnal jgunts to the Cross
Kevs. Bob, like the reat of the Remove,
knew that Skinner, when he was in
funds, was lured to 1he disreputable
tavern like o moth is ottracted to a
lighted candle. And it was common
knowledge, too, that Skinner invariably
came away lighter in pocket than when
ho set out. That such wholesale dis-
regard of the school rules would bring
down certain cxpulsion from Groyfriars
should the mnowz of thezo nocturnal
ramblings reach the cars of aunthority,
Skinner realised full well, Buot hke
many ancther weak character Skinner
blinded himself to the risks and con-
tinwed to tempt fortune. _

“Lozt all vour meney,” whispered
Bab, with a ehuelle, as hie saw Skinner
climh into Led. *“Secrve you jolly woll
right, you ass!"

Dut bovond a growl Bkinner did not
deign to reply.

Tob turned over onco again, and this
time was soon fast asleep.

The pale moonbeams flickered fto
another guarter; the breathing of the
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junlors became deeper, and the un.
musical soore of William George Bunter
rang out louder than ever.

It scemed but a few moments to Bob
Cherry, however, before rising-bell
ul_nngeci out, but despite his restless
night Bob was the first out of bed.

He had almost finished dressing before
Skinner turned out, The cad of the
Remove looked pale and listless, aud
dark rings under his eves told of lack
of sleep. He scowled in response to
Baob's exuberant greeting.

“Feeling liverish, what®" sang out
Bob. “I'm not surprised. You
shouldn't miss your beauty sleep, you
know." =

“Shut up I” sharled Skioner,

“What's up with Skinner,
asked Harry Wharton,
bounds again *"

EBob grinned.

[ Ho woke me up creeping in last
night,” he said. “But I don't know
whether he had been breaking Lounds.
Perlm]ea he was putting in a quiet hour
or tweo's study.”

“0Oh, my hat!” chuckled Nugent. I
can imagine Skinuer doing that—1I don't
think !

“The don't thinkfulness is terrifie,”

said rree Jamset Ram SBingh, with
a dusky smile. !

The Famous Five trooped downstairs
for a run in the quad before breakfast,
and in the keen morning air Skinner's
nocturnal ramblings wero forgotten,
But Harry Wharton & Co. were to recall
his habit of stealing out of the dormi-
tory at night in & very startling fashion,

It started at breakfast-time, when Mr.
Quelch took his place at the head of
the table. The Form mnaster looked
pale and worried nnd irritable, and the
Remove to a mgn groaned inwardly at
the fbl‘ﬂspt‘.'l:_‘t of another day with

Quelehy * in a tartaric mood,

The master of the Remove had Leen
at  the breakfast table barely five
minutes when the fur began to fly,

" Bunter I Mr. Quelch's voice was
acidity itself,

“Mummmmmmm ¥ Bunter's
was unintelligible, for his mouth
t'ultEB

* Bunter, you are a disgusting boy 1
snapped Mr. Quelch. "Yﬂugﬂi‘:u{tld
learn to restrain your greediness!”

o Mummnfm mmm "

“Positively disgusting ™ spapped Mr.
Queleh. “ Kindly ]ml':'ga the E:kafuat-
table at enco, and do not return,”

“Mummm! Oh crumbs! Bunler's
fat face fall,

“You heard me, Bunter 1"

M ¥e-s, 5ir,” said Dunter, blinking at
his Form master, “But I've only just
started, sir.”

“Leave the Hall at once '™ barked My,

uelch.

“DBut I'm famished, sir,” said Bunter
plaintively. “I've got a delicate
constitulion that requires constant
nourishment, and— I'm going, sir—"

Ho shuffled to his fect and rolled
hastily away as thunderclouds gathered
on Mr. Quelch's brow.

Thoe Remove were dombfounded.
MNever before had their Form master
objected “to William George DBunter's
table manners so foreiblv. Really, it
seemed that Mr. Quelch was growing
mors unbearable every day,

“It's time old Quelehr relired.” whis-
pored Dolsover major toe Squilf, Lot the
whisper, quict as it wos, reached the
Torm masier’s cars.

“Take o hundreed lines, Dolsover!™
he snopped curtly.

“What for, sirt™
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“Talking af the table,” =said the
master of the Remove shortly.

“0Oh crumhbs?! I mean, yes,
stammered DBolsover. _

Breakfast proceeded in stony silence,
the juniors being almost afraid to ask
for anything to passed to thom.

Catching Mr. Quelch’s eye Vernon-
Smith deliberately nudged Redwing In
the riba and jerked a finger towards
the cruet.

“ YVernon-Smith,
doing ™ i

“1 want Redwing to pass mo the
cruet, sir,” replied the Bounder coolly.

Mr, Quelch’s cyebrows elevated.

¢ And sincs when, Vornon-Stith, has
it been the rule to ask for the cruet by
digging your neighbour in the ribs?

“Since you gave Dolsover major lines
for talking at table,” angswered Yernon-

i tically.
s What Mr. Quelch secmed

1'“ What? c‘-’i"lhati”
st speechlass, i
# ?}E dign'r- want a hundred lines for
talking, sir,” snid the Bounder ch-a::ar—
fully, “so I nudged Redwing, seel”
“Ha, ha, ha!” Even Mr. Queleh’s
stern countenance could not stifle that
outburst of laughter, and BAlr. Frout
frowned his displeasure from the head
of the Fiith Form table in an ex-
pression which said eloguently ﬂnmu%h
that such behaviour would . never be
countenanced in the Fifth Form.

sir,”

ara

what you

Mr. Quelch caught that expressive look
from r. Prout and he crimsoned
ungrily.

vy ernon-Smith, you are impertinent!”

“Am I, sict”
“You will take five

The Bounder smiled. )
“Yog, sir. Certainly, sir, Where shall
I toke them?” he asked.

hundred lines.”

“ oy | Boyl® boomed Mr. Queleh
red with anger.  “Your imposition 18
doubled.”

“Thank you, hair,” auid the B;uudc;i
who enjoyed the risky proceeding ot
baiting “old Quelchy.” “May I ﬂs]:.
Redwing to pass the cruct now sirf

There was another titter of 'Iaugigl;r:r
from the Removites, Really the situ-
ation was absurd, MNormally Mr.
Quelch would have becn able to handle
guch & situation with ease and dignity,
but of late the Remove Form master
gcomed a dilferent h_em[ﬁe He glared
furiously at the grinning Removitey and
the laughter died away. _ .

“ Every boy in the Form will write
a bundred lines of Virgill” he said
grimly, “and if there is any recurrence
of thiz nonsense I will cano the whole
Form.™ L

‘I'here was no repetition -of the
“ nonsense.” A licking frem  Mr.
Quelch in his ?rasam mood was not
to bo thought of.

The juniors were glad of the op-
leave the Hall. In a
poured out into the
Quelchy's latest fit

rtunity to
Egisy streamn they
passage discussing
of tantrums.

“] don’t know what's come over the
old bird latcly,” said Nugent to his
chums, **Ha seetns to go ocut of bis way
to look for troublal™ ]

“Tt's a touch of rheumatism, I cox-
pect,” said Harrr Wharton tolerantly.
“Does got a man down., My unels
suffers with it oecasionally, so I know.”

“Well, let’s hopo the bout passes off
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quickly,” said Johony Bull “I'm get-
ting fedap with fuelchy's pettiness.”

“Hear, heari™

“Thg-hear-hearfulness is terrific, my
WOor chums,” said Inky.

“He'll be all right by morning
classes,” said the caprain of the Hemove
with o smile,

“Hm!"™ Wharton’s chums did not
share in that optimistic outlook, bub
they hoped for the best.

When the bell went for first lesson
the Remove to a man arrived on the
stroko of time., No one apparently was
taking a chance of rufiling Mr. Quelch
i his present grim humour.

Yet ten minutes went by before tha
master of the Remove put in an ap-
pearance, and to the wonder nf_ 18
juniors Dr. Locke accompanied him.

The handsome, learned face of the
Head of Greyfriars wore a deep frown.
Mr, Quelch was pale and there was a
peculiar glitter 1n his eyes that gave
rise to much silent comment in the
minds of the Roemovites.

The Head rustled to the desk and
cleared his throat. )

“My boys,” be commenced in deep
tones. “I have an unpleasant duty
before me."

The juniors thrilled.

“Mr. Quelch reports to me the loss
aof at least half of his manuscript of
Greyiriars—"

Thera was a buzz which was instantly
quelled by the Head's stern expression.

“All of you boys are doubtless aware
that Mr. Quelch has devoted the major
portion of his leisure time for a num-
ber of years to the compilation of the
history of this ancient school—"

Thoe Head paused, and his keen eyes
swept through the ranks of the Remove.
Mr., Quelch, pale of countenance,
looked steadfastly before him.

“Such a task as Mr. Quelch has zet
himself has been an exccedingly labori-
ous one,” went on the Head, “and ona
that I have viewed with great favour
and encouragement. And now, when
the f;rr:n.t.er portion of that noble task
has been accomplished some misguided
person has abstracted quite half of
Mr., Queleh's precious manuseript—"'

Again thero was a buzz 1n the ranks
of the IRemove. Every junior koew in
what regard Me. Quelch held his ™ His-
tory of Greyfriars™; 1t was common
knowledge that he worked long and
late on that inexhaustible task.

“*I myszell havo assisted Mr. Quelch in
a search for this missing section of the
manuseript,” resumed Dr. Locke, " But
the undoubted faet remains that it has
been taken from bis desk. Your Form
master informs me that you boys have
been troublesome of late and that he
has had occasion to punish many of
yon——

There wes 'a low murmur, There was
not a fellow in the Remove who had not
heen punished of late for some trifling
offcnoo or other; but the Hemove as a
wholo did not agreo that they had been
troublesome, cortainly not more trouble-
some than usuanl.

The Head held up his bhand for
silence.

“It oceurs to me,” he continuned,
“that some boy in this Form, not fully
realising the cnonmity of his offence
has abstracted this manuscript and
hidden it. At the momcnt 1 am l%reﬁ
pared to belicve that no Greyiriars boy
would take it with any real malicious
intent. I therefore call upon the boy
ot bove responsible to stand out beforo
the class.” .

There was no movement in the Re-
move ranks.

THE MAGNET

Dr. Locke's kindly face assumed a
VeIy s8Vero cxpression.

“If it is the fear of punishment that
keeps the -:ullin*it or culprits silent,” he
said sternly, “you have my word. that
if the manuscript is restored intact I
will inflict no further punishment than
detention. Omnece more I ask the culprit
to stand forth.*

Btill thers was no movement in the
Remove Form room.

Every fellow looked straight before
him, and if guilt dwelt in any junior
there he was & consummate actor to
congeal it.

Dir. Locke's expression grow more
EavOre,

“I have dealt patiently with this
matter 50 far,” he said in deep tones,
“as I feel Mr.lll:.!uelch’s loss as if r:.ll:
were owin. 'To you youngsters su
a lmmfa doubtless litﬂ?aﬂ nrﬁmgh, for
you bave not reached the age to ap-
preciate the magnitude end the worth-
iness of your Form master’s task., I
ask the culprit, for tho last time, to
own up like a man and right the wrong
bhe bhas done™

It was an eloguent appeal and one
that was scarcely expected from such
an important and all powerful person-
ago as the Head of Greyiriars, and it
moved most of the juniors. Yet it drew
no material response. The culprit did
ot own  up.

The Head waited for fully two
minutes before he spoke again. Then
his voico was vibrant with anger.

“Very well,” he said. “Every in-
vestigation will bo made to discover the
identity of the miscreant and he may
expect no leniency from me. When he
18 found he will be publicly fogged and
expelled 1n disgrace from this school.
Mr. Quelch,” he added, turning to the
master of the Remove, “1 shall leave
no stone unturoed to discover the young
rascal who has committed this abomin-
able cutroage.™

And with a sympathetic nod to the
BEemove Form master and a  steel
glance at the class Dr, Locke rustle
majestically out of the room.

Thero was a strained silence.

“] am sorry that thers is a boy in
this Form who would maliciocusly injure
me to this extent,” said Mr. Quelch
quietly. "1 was not aware that I har-
boured such fcelings of enmity in this
class, and the loss of my manuscnpt
is not as much to me as the thought that
one of you would descend to such depths
of bascness.”

The Removites fidgeted uncomfort-
ably, not a little moved by Mr. Quelch's
scathing words.

“You may take vour seats!” Mr.
Quelch, the Form master, was revealed
the next moment. “We will begin
First Lesson.”

There was an air of tensencsa in the
Remove Form rcom that meorning, un-
bearable to master and pupils ‘alike.
The loss of Mr. Quelch’'s manuscript
filled all minds, and no one was more
thankful than the Remove master him-
sclf when lessons came to an end. Hia
face was haggard and drawn, and more
than oneca he passed his hand across hia
forehead dazedly.

Mr, Quelch, in the view of the Re-
movites, had taken his loss very decp
to beart, and the more decent-mindec
juniors felt sincerely sorry for him.
The culprit, whoever he was, would
receive scant mercy at their hands.

But the identity of the culprit was
as much a mystery as tho present whore-
abouts of the manuscript which re-
presented years and years of arducus
toil, and was destined to remain so for
some considerable time.
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TEE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Price ol Silence !

é REAT 3COTT I
G Thus Bob Cherry.
Tha Famous Five were
seated in Study Ne. 1 that
altornoon diseussing the strange affair
of the missing manuseript when DBob
Cherry uttnrucf that ejaculation.

“(rroat Heott 1™ repeated DBob.

“What's biting youn, old scouti”
asked Wharton, but Bob scemed obliv-
ious of the qm:e.t.inn.

“1 wonder,”” he said roflectively. "I
wonder——"

1] E}l?:'

" What 7’

"I wonder——"

“¥ou wonder what, fathead " ronred
Wharton.

*Bkinner ! said Bob excitedly. "I
wonder——""

Harry Wharton grimaced.

“0Oh, don't let us have that all over
again for goodness’ sake. What are
you burbling Skinner's name for?”

Bob came back to earth, so to speak,
and turned excitedly to his chums.

“You know Quelchy’s manuseript's
missing——" he began.

“"And that Quecn Anne's dead,”” said
Johnny Bull dryly.

“And that Christmas comes onece a

yoar,” contributed Nugent.
b glared.

“0h, don't be a lot of aszes,” he re-
monstrated. " You chaps remember 1
told you Skinnor was out of the dorm
last night "

The rest of the Co. nodded.

“Well, just before he came in 1 hopped
out of bed and looked inte the quad,”
cxplained Bob earnestly. “1 thoaght I
heard someone about, but I was mis-
faken. DBut what I did see was the
light on in Quelchy's study—"

“Phew " whistled Wharton, to whom
roeturned in & flood of recollection
Bkinner's wvengeful words of the day
before.

Bob Cherry's sunny face ereased into
& worried frown.

“1 suppose—I suppoze,” he said
slowlvy, “Bkinner wouldn't Lbe such a
roltten cad as to bag old Quelchy's
blessed manuseript. And yot—"

“You say he came into thoe dorm
just after you saw the light in Quelchy's
study 7" said Johnny Bull.

“About five or ten minutes after,
anyway,"” said Dob. “Wasn't more, I
know."

“Time encugh for apyone to lift a
wad of manuseript and make off with
it,"”" gxid Johnny Dull

The Co. nodded, and their faces
assumed serious expressions. DBaclk into
the minds of each one of them camo
Skinner's words of revenge uttered the
day before. Was it possible that Skin-
ner had burgled the precious manu-
soript ‘in order to level accounts with
his Form master. No one but ~ ecad
would stoop sc low, but Skimmer in that
caterory stoed self convicted.  Already
sugpleion was beginning to grow in the
minds of the Famous IFive. More than
once they had witnessed instances of
2kinner's meanness and  spitefulness;
mote than once they had been the vie-
tums of it

There was a silence in the study,
and five faces grew grimly thoughtiul.

“Didn't you say anvithing {o Skinner
when he cmme into the deim.™ asked
Nugent at last,

Bob nodded.

“1 made =ome silly remak about
being on the tiles and having lost
all his money,™ he said. “ But the chap

made no reply. Ie seemed in a bad

temper.™

“H'm "

* Look here, you chaps,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove at last, “I think
wo'd better trot along and see Skinner.”

“Good egg!”

And withont a further word on the
subject the Famous Fi.: walked out of
the study and made inguiries for Skin.
ner. He was run to earth at last in
the Common-room, talking to Snoop and
Stott.

“We've been looking for vou, Skin-
ner,”” said Wharton, coming to the
point. “We want a word with you.”

Bkinner's lip eurled.

“Tho want 13 all on your side.”

“Dh, cut that stuff out,” exclaimed
Dob dherr:l.r impatiently.

HSpnoop and Stott who looked very
ru ¢ and apprehensive s moved off
wrriedly.

“Well, what the thump do vou want,”
asked Bkinner unpleasantly. “*Why are
vou all standing there locking like a
lot of moulting owls.”

‘" T.ook hero, Skinner,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove bluntly., ® Bob tells

9

And by what right do von eross-question
me. Since when have they made vou =
master’s prefect

Wharton bit his lip. At times he felt
that Skinner tried Eis paticnce to the
full, and this was one of the oceasions.

“1 have no right cxcept that of a
fellow who would net like to soe his
IForm master suffer unnecessarily—"

 “Except as a fellow who doesn’t bo-
licve in playing a dirty trick like that,”
added Johnny Bull,

Skinner socered.

“Well, sou ocan lock in another
gquarter,”” he said. “I know nothin
about the hlessed wmanuseript. £

Quelchy lost it it scrves him night”

Wharton gritted his teeth, and was
sorely tempted to bang Skinner's sleek
head against the wall,

“L.ook hero, SBkinner, we've not for-
gotten what you said yesterday.™

“And what was it that I said yes-
torday which your magnificence chooses
to remember against me?

“You were swearing that you'd got
even with Quelchy,” said Wharton, re-
straining his rising tempoer.

Skinner laughed.

As Skinner turned a startlpd tace towards Harry Wharton & Co., he jogged a

pile of papers on the shelf, causing them to fluiter to the floor.
“ You rotter ! * exclaimed Wharton.

missing manuseript.

us that you were out of the dorm last
night.”

“Indeced *" encered Bkinner,
what about it?"

“I1t's true, of coursa?"

Skinner shruggped his shoulders, and
made a3 if to saunter away, but Bob
Cherry's strong grip fastened on Lis
shoulder and swuog him round again.

" And

“That won't do, Skinner,” said
Wherton, *'Unlnm_ ¥ou oan cx:lain
vourself suspicion iz likely to fall on

you as the chap who pinched Quelchy’s
manuseript.”

The cad of the Remove started, and a
lot of his sang-froid desevted him.

“What do vou mean?"”

* Bimply this,” said Wharton pgrimly.
“Bob saw a light flash on in Quelchv's
study 4 few nunutes hefor: you evme
into the dorm.”

“Wall, what about it 7" ,

*1 suppose=—I suppose you weron't in
that stwdy, were you" said the captain
of thoe Remove bluntly.

Skinner’s compasure roturned.

“Yeou can suppase what you like,"
he drawled. *“You'rs too high and
mighty Mr. Alagnificent Wharton.

It was the
1] Gﬂ“ght ! 1%

“So0 1 did,” ho admitted. * Good gad,
Wharton, you're developing a Pelmnan
brain."

“Don't rot,” said tho eaptain of the
Remove tersely. “1I ask you Skinner to
tell us whether you had a hand in
pinching Quelchy’s manuseript ™

“You can ask what yvou like,” drawled
Ekinnor, “but it doesn’t mean that
I'm going to answer. *“I've got othor
matters of more importance than stand-
ing here listening to your conversation,
delightiul as it 18"

“Oh, bump thao
Johnny Dull.

But Skinuer decided that it was time
he did the disappearing trick. He
gt_tntly. withdrew b hﬂrrj:E 1B
from his collar, nnd, with ao insolent
smile, stalked off,

The Famous Five breathed hard.

“That chap mokes me want to kick
him every time I szee him,” exclaimed
Bob Cherry disgustedly.

“The kickfulness would be the proper
caper,” added Ink
Harry Wharton
“Well, if he's

Tue Maroxer

rotter!”  growled

‘f?f"ﬂwnﬂd.
uilty, he's a Iirclh'
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eoal cord,” he snid thuugihffullju “And
yvet——" He shook his head. Circum-

gtances pointed to Skinner as being the
eulprit, but circumstantial evidence was
not proof of guilt. d

& C?h, coms on, you men,” said Bob
Cherry boisterously, “Let's punt a
footer about.”

Five faces hriﬁhtﬂned up considerably
and at once unting a footer about
was more (o the liking of Harry
Wharton & Co. than theorising over Mr.
Queleh's missing manuscript, 1mmportant
as that matter undoubtedly was.

But if Wharton & Co. had tem-
porarily dismissed the matter from their
minds Skinner hadn't. He was not
allowed to; for scarcely had he left
the Famous Five when a fat and un-
wicldy tigure bore down upon him.

Skinner stared angrily at Bunter as
that cheerful youth drew level with him
and gave him a knowing wink.

“What are you blinking about, you
fat idiot?"" asked Skinner surlily.

EiH{ Bunter went through the same

optical exervise again. Then he
vhuekled ;
“JIn, lie, he!”

But Haveld Skinner was not In ﬂlfu‘:
mood Lo appreciate either Bunter's
etrange optical excreises or his un-
musical cachinnations. His right foob
swopt back and then forward, and
Bunter's fat chuckle changed to a roar.

“ Yarooooooooh 1" 3

Skiuner strolled on under the impres-
sion that ha had got rid of William
George Bunter. There, however, he was
mistaken. i

“J say, Skinner, old chap—"

Skinner came to & halt again and
faced round.

“TDo you want another sample of my
boot1" he asked.

“"Oh, n:e:lﬂl;,]r+
pewishl;,r.” “1f

Skinner ' said Bunter
that's the way you treat
" Hlii’-::u fat worm!" exclaimed Skinner,
in anything but a “pally” fashion.
" Buzz off 1" ’

Billy Bunter glared, and changed his
tactics.

“Took here, you rotter!” he hooted.
“If you're not jolly eivil I shall tell
Quelehy what I know——" :

Apd there was something in Dunter’s
tone that impelled Skinner to change
hia tactics, too.

“What are you falking about?’ he
said.

Billy Bunter snorted.

“I'm not so sure that I ought not to
go to Quelehy straight away and tell him
what I know about you and your rotten
scheming—"" :

Skinner's face expressed his surprise
and his curlosity in two gquick flashes.

“What do you mean?”

“¥ know what I know,” said Bunter
airily. “And if T told Quelchy what
T know it would mean a flogging for you,
and expulsion thrown in. Seef”

Skinner did not sco exaectly, but he
was mighty curious. :

“Ho you had better be a little more
eivil,”" continued Dunter, {eeling that he
hod made an 1mpression,

“What on carth are vou burbling
about 1

Bunter sniffed.

“Pretly low, I eall it, for & chap o
pinch a man's manngeript,” he said dis-
dainfully.

Skinner looked velicved.

“{h, that's it, is it"

“You sed, I know," smirked Billy
Bunter. *“You'd look pretty blue if
I told Quelchy that I heard you plotting
to pinch his manuseript, wouldn’t you,

Anel—
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Bkinner started. Into his mind camemoncy to Bunter, And by his face he

his own words, uttered the day before,
in the presence of Snoop and Stott. How
Bunter had fastened on to them, so to
?'th wasg, for the moment, Eﬂj-::rnd

m.

“1 don't understand you,” he said,
rather lamely,

The Owl of the Remove grinned
craftily.

“I heard cvery word you said yester-
day to Snoop and Stott,”’ he explained
brightly.

Egkinnar’s face darkened, and his fists
clenched. DBunter did not observe these
dangor signals.

“You fat eavesdropper hissed
Skinner; and he made a thyreatening
maove forward,

¥

Bunter jumped baclk, like 2 fat,
startled.rabbit.
“Keep off I he roared. **Keep off,

or I'll go and sce
sea the Head—'

Skinper controlled himself with an
cfiort. g

“That's leiter!” said Bunter, his
conrage reburning. “He, he, he! You
didn’t know I was underneath the table,
did you?”

“Wha-at ¥'?

“I heard you tcll Snoop and Stott
that you were going t@® pinch Quelchy’s
:Iml:]mlscript," went on Bunter cheer-
ully.

Skinner paled wisibly, and Bunter,
seeing that he had gained a point,
cackled afresh.

he 1"

“He, he, he oachinnated.
“ Rather cute of me to hide under the
table, wasn't it1" :

“Yon fat barrel " exclaimed Skinner
savagely. *“I'll—*

“Don’t you threaten me, Skinner!”
snid Bunter. “You.treat me as a pal
End?I'li keep what I know to myseclf,

Eﬂ ¥

“But you don’t think I pinched
Quelchy’s manuscript, do you?” eaid
skinner.

Bunter winked.

“Qf course not!" he said, in a tone
that implied the contrary.

And SBkinner, so cocksure of himself
up to now, began to realise that his
words of revenge, uttered yesterday in
more than one direction, were likely to
come home to roost, as it were, with
& vengeance.

“I say, old chap,’” said Bunter, with
a sudden burst of friendship, “I've been
disappointed about a ostal order, you
know., I expect it will be for a pound.
If you could tide me over with a small
loan until the post arrives I'll be
obliged.”

And he held out a podgy Land ex-
pectantly.

Skinner suppressed & groan. For the
moment 1k would be diplomatic to
humour Bunfer. There was a flogging
and expulsion awaiting the fellow whe
had boned Quelchy's manuseript.

“Thanks, old chap!’ said Bonter,
ﬁﬂchetmﬂ the half-crown the cad of tho

emove handed to him. “I'll let vou
have this back as soon as my postal
order avrives.”’

Skinner ground his feeth. Ile had

arted with half-a-crown to  keep
Ennter's busy tongue from tatiling, but
ha knew in his heart of hearts that it
was but a lemporary respite, at best.

With feelings too deep for words he
lounged off, uneonscious of the fact that
Potor Tﬂrdtf, Rilly Bunter's study-mate,
hnd witnessed the whole scenc—had geen
the half-crown change ownership.

Peter's face serewed up into a per-
plexed {rown.

“ Now, what's on here 1" he muttercd.
“1¢ 1s0't like SBkinner to whack oub

Quelchy—=T"11 8O and

looked as if he'd much rather boot the
fat duffer. There's something worth
investigating here."”

And with the reflection, Peter Todd
followed in the footsteps of his fat study-
mate—a route which led him, as was to
be expected, directly to Dame Mimble's
tuckshop.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Finding the Culprit I

AROLD SKINNER scowled,

He had entered Study No, 11,
which he shared witi; Snoaop
and SBtott, and as the conversa-

tion eamo to an abrupt halt at his entry
it was nobt difficalt for him to sce thas
he had been the subject of it.

* What are you two looking =zo dashed
solemn over?'?

Snoop and Stott did not reply to that.
Instead, the former reached for lus cap
and smiled rather sickly at Skinner.

. “Bnoopey and I were—waere just talk.
ing about a stroll down to the village,
weren't we, Snoopey 1"’

And Snoop, also with a sickly grin,
replied in the affirmative. |

“1'm ready, old chap,’” he added.
“Beo you later, Skinner 1"

“ Don't truubiﬂ," snoered Skinner. "1
Eu]plmsﬂ you think, like the rest of the
silly asses, that 1 boned Quelchy's
blessed manuscript.”

Hnoop and Stott did not reply to that,
but their silenee spoke volumes,

The scowl deepened on 8kinner's face
ag his two study-mates tramped off down
the passage. hen, muttering to him-
self, the cad of the Remove crossed to
the bookcase and opened one of the
drawers,

He produced a square wooden box,
which, from its label, showed that it was
originally designed to contain chess-
men. But Skinner had other uses for
it—namely, a safe hiding-place for
cigarettes. Cigarette in hand, Skinner
crossed to the window and stared out
for some minutes. He saw Sidney Jamea
Snocp and Stott pass out of the gates,
Then his attention was drawn to the
tuckshop. ~IFrom 1t emerged Billy
Bunter, writhing in the grasp of Peter
Todd, who held the fat junior under con-
trol by pressure on his podgy ear.

Skinner's face darkeged.

As he watched he saw Peter Todd and
hiz fat cugtim stop and speak a few
words to the Famous Five. Punting a
footer about became of seecondary 1m-
portance when Peter had said his say,
for Skinmer, from the study window, saw
Harry Wharton & Co. join up with
Peter Todd and Dunter and march ta-
wards the S8chool Houze. Some instinet
told ihe ead of the Remove that they
were Jooking for him. With a muttered
¢jaculation he swung away from the
window and left the study. '

Skinner was prepared to speiud the
sreater portion of that afternoon ifdulg-
ing in the-fragrant weed. If arry
Wharton & Co. were looking for hum,
for some reason or olher, they wele fiot
likely to look for lum in the box-roomn,
ane thither Bkinner turned his steps in
order to carry ont® {is original intention
of a “quiet smoke

There was an unpleasant grin on his
face as he entorved the box-room and
closed the doar. A few seconds later the
cigarctte was hotween his thin lips and

“the ead of the Remove, reclining agninst

a “sottea ” of trunks, gave himsclf up
to tho full enjoyment—if any—of a
cigaretto.
And while the ead of the Remove
pulled clouds of hozy smoke ecilingwards
{Continued on poge 12.)



“Old Ref” rattles off more * Answers to Readers” this wezk, chuma!

L HE other day,” writes one of my resders who lives at

E Bristol, ** ].y appened to be present at n match, and as

one of the linesmen did not turn up, I was asked if I

would take on the job. In a weak moment I agrecd,

but as the game progressed I realised that I knew wery little

pbout what o lineeman at a football match is expected to do,

ond T got into trouble once or twice with the few spectators

who wore presont.  As other readers of tho MasHET may have

beon placed in a similar position, perhaps you could give us some
iustructions concerning the linesman's job."

Willingly I scceded to this reguest, and by way of consolin
my correspondent, who felt at the end of the game that he di
not de the linesman’s job as well as ho might have done, I can
asaiure him that there aro plenty of so-called first-class lineamen
who are not os efficient concerning the duties of the post as
they might be.

The first thing to remember is that a linesman
ig not o referee. That may sound unRnccessary,
and a it Ivish, perhapz, but I have come across
plenfy of lncsmen who scemed fo think that
they, aond not the fellow awith the whistle, wore
contralling the game.

It is the duty of the linesman to help the veferee,
nof rule him. The linesman should be ** on the
gpat,' that is, keeping up with the play as much
ax possible.  Obuiously it is his job fo sigual o
the roferce when the boll goes out of playg, and
in this connection there is one important poind
swchich should be strvessed. Remember that the
ball is not out of play until the whole of it has
pussed over the line.

If the linesman, quite near to the play, notices an infringe-
mont of the rules which he docs not think the referee is in a
position to see, then it is the job of the linesman to asignal to
the referee, and good referces sccopt such a signal, stop the
play, snd make an award to one side or the other in nceord
w:iti the linesman's verdict. h

It is not, however, the linesman's job to signal for lmpﬁlfmm
nnder the nose of the roforee, and which the referce himself
ean seo.  Many lineemen overatop their duties in this respeoct,
pnd got the relerse into trouble in consequence.

because he nover knows whon he will be ealled upon by
the referee to give his vorsion of some particular
incident. The linesman being oalled upon should give
the reforen a cloar-eut verdiet of the meident as he has seon at.

Whether the referee aela upon the version of the
fineskman doesn't matter. The mun with the
pelristle ix the venl master of ccremontes, ond
vnt lirn resis the final decision.

THE officient lincaman must keep his eyes opon all the time,

It will probably have boen noticed by some of my roadera
that certnin referces appear to consult their linesmen much moro
froquently than othors. Lot me ssy ot once that I have no
admiration at all for the roferoe who consults the linesmon,
morely bocause ho is prossed to do so, concerning incidents which
the reforeo himsolf was in o good pogition to see.  Roferecs who
ean't make up their own minds when thoy have seon things aro
ot worthy of the trust given to them.

Thero is, however, another reason why somo reforoos appear
to conault with their lincamon more freguently thon others,
Muny refereos have a working arrangemoent with their linesmen,
muido boforvhand, by whieh they ean get the views of the
linearnon on partieulnr incidonla without setuslly going aeross
the fiuld to hold a confab with them. Such an arrangement
eun oasily bo made, and in my view is wholly desirable.

Supposo tho referes nwards s goal, but in view of the prolests

-I

Strange thinge are
alwaysa happening on |
the football fAeld—Incidents which
cauvse a great deal of comment when
the match is ovor. ** Old Ref " is hers to
settle these arguments, Send your gueriea
along to him, chumsa—the more the merrier.

of tho

layers is not guite sure that something did not happen
which

w failed to see. If e has an arrapgement with his
linesmen, mode previous to the mateh, it will bo sufficient if
ho just looks in their direction and receives from them o signal
a3 to whether, in the view of the linesmen, the referee was right
Or Wrong.
Another point.
It is not the duly of the linesamen I go
dashing on io the field, az many of them do,
fo place the ball whem o free kick iz given.
Indecd, the official instructions sop that the lines-
moen shonld keep off the field as much as possible.

If & free kick is given near the touchline, and the referee signal:
to the linesman to see that the kick is taken from the 1
place, then the man with the flaF should do it. But in this, as
in practieally every othor detail, the linesman should only act
when requested to do so. He is the junior officer.

RASTIC action is sometimes necessary during a football
mateh, but 1 have seldom heard of a referee %O:Ln% to
tho lengths of a Scottish official recently. My attention
has been drawn to the incident by a reader who wants

to know whether the referee was wise.

It was a Scottish junior match, and for some reason or other
the playera on both sides got a bit ruffled, and ternpers beoame
moro or frayved. In vain the referee tried to put a stop to
the rough play, and evon went to the length of ordering a player
from the field. Still the tempers were not cooled. HSo the
referee stopped the game and ordered both lots of players to
the drossing-room. There he gave the pla of first one side
and then the other a lecture, and after a my of a quarter of
an hour or so, to enable the players to cool down, he went on
with the game again, and it was finished with the players in a

much more sporting moad.

If the referee of this partioulor malch was con-
vinced that the only wway to bring the plagers fo
a reasonable attibsde woas o take them all off, then
I should soy that he was justified. As I have
explained above, the referee is the ' boss ' ond 1
thinl: the people who appointed him would
support his aclion.

THINK I should like to be managor of a football team
when I have finished playing,” writes a Sunderland
roader, ** a3 1 undorstand they well paid for what
looks like a nice job.” This reader is cortainly aiming
high, and I sm not going tochide him on that account. Ho is
aleo right in saying that managorain r some of thom—are
considered the pluma of the foot world so {ar as salaries
go. I know of at least two managora of firet-clasa football clubs
who got thirty pounds a week all the round. :

Theas, however, are the fellows at the top of their profeasion,
and there aro plenty of monogera who roceive less than a third
of that nmount as salary. Nor is it euch an ocasy job as my
Sunderland friend soems to imagine. In the first place, many
qualifications are mocossary to success, and in the second
place it is & job with plonty of hard work attached. It is no
unusual thing for a managor to travel fifty thousand miles in
the conrse of a football scazon looking for players. This means
very little rest.  The managor geta a lot of the praise, of course,
when the team does well, but ho is the fellow at whom the bricks
are thrown whon the team fails. .

I recall, in this connection, the fronk etatement of the director
of & football club when I asked him why it hed suddenly Lecn
decided to arll-uint a mannger., ** Well,” he said, ** the director:
are tirod of having the Lricks thrown at them at the genaral
meoting, 8o we bave appointed & manager at whom ow
digappointed sloeoholders ean throw 1" “ OLD REF.
Tur Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,189,
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SKINNER'S NARROW SQUEAK'!

(Continued from page 10.)

Peter Todd, Billy Bunter, and the
Famous Five arrived at Btudy No. 11,
Peter Todd kicked the door open and
pushed Bunter in front of him.
“Hallo, he's not hera!" zaid Peter,
staring round the study.
“We'll soon find him [* said Harry

Wharton. *“You stay beve, Toddy, with
Bunter, while we scout round for
Skinner."

““Right-ho I"

The Famous Five dispersed to various

rtions of the Hemove quarters, look-
mg for Skinmer. Up and down and
round about they tramped, without sue-
cass, and eventually collected again in
Study Neo. 11

“Got him 7" asked Peter,

“Can't find the rotter anywherel”
replied the captain of the Remove.

“Well, I'in blessed 1

“Look here, Teoddy,” began Bunter
mdignantly, “I'm jolly well not going
to stay here all the afternoonl”

Petep Todd grinned,

“You jolly well are—at least, until
E‘EWE found Skinner and gquestioned

iz

“(Oh, really, Peter—"

“Bhurrup ! growled Todd, and then
hiz eyes lighted up. -* There's Shinner's
cap, anyway ! he exclaimed, indicating
& cap which lay on one of the chairs.

“"Then he's not gone out of the
Iouse "' grunted Johnny Bull. * Looks
as if the rotter is trying to dodge vus.”

Poter Todd looked grim.

“id you search the box-room "

The Famous Five admitted that they
hadn't.

“That's where we'll find the rotter |
gaid Peter. I know he often sneaks up
there for a smoke! Come on1?

“ But, I say, Peter—  Yaroooooop 1"

Bunter’s words ended in a howl as
Todd squeezed the fat junior’s ear and
inclined him towards the door,

With serious faces, the Famous Five
followed Peter.

In & body they arrived at the box-
room af the end of ithe Remove landing.
With scant ceremony Peter Todd shoved
cpen the door.

There was a startled gasp from
within, which Harry Wharton & Co.
echoed.

_Standing by one of the shelves, a
cigarette in mouth, was Harold 8kinner.
He turned o startled face at the juniors'
entry, and in his agitation he jogged a
pile of papers on the shelf. The papers
Hoated towards the floor in a .'!-EGWET.‘.
One glance at them—ono glance at their
uniformity of size, of the neat type-
soript on them—and not one of the
Famous Five but knew Lhat hero was
the missing manuseript

“Yon rotter 1" exclaimed Wharton.

"Caunght 1" said Todd grimly.

Blinner, his faco a3 pale as death,
stood rooted to the floor, oblivious of
the fact even that bLis cigarcile was
burning his lips.

“Wou awlul cad I" reared Bob Cherry.

“You worm "

“"You spiteful rotter |

It was & regular chorus from Petler
Todd and the Famous Five.

Nugent darted forward and began to
collect the scattered sheets of the MS.
Still Skinner stood zilent like a stricken
heing.

“Tt’'s tha manugeript all right,” said
Mugent, having eollected the sheets
together in a neat pile.

And he pave the tongue-tied cad of
the Hemove a glance of withering scorn,

“Now we know why you bribed
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silent——=""

Bunter to kecp
Wharton holly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton,” =aid Bunter,
“my pel Skmner obliged me with o
loan—a temporary loan, you know!l
And if you—"

“Shut up!™ sznapped Peter Todd
grimly.

Skinner found his tonguc at last.

“I—I—1 didn't know anything about
the manuscript I" he blurted out wildly,
“1 found it here—"

“What 1

Six voices gave tonguc in unison.

“1 tell you I found it here just as
you came along,” said Skinner appeal-
ingly. “If you think I pinched Quelchy’s
manuseript—-=—m">"

He gazed about him wildly and read
condemnation in  every face. Even
Bunter blinked lis scorn at the junior
who had been canght with the missing
manuscript,

“If you think—" began Skinner
nEaln.

Peter Todd Leld up his band com-
mandingly.

“We don't think, Bkioney,” he said
quictly, “We know! Weo have seen
for onrselves! I'm glad now that I saw
your transaction with this fat fool I?

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

Skinner threw out his arms
appealing gesture.

“You don't understand,” he said, “1
tell you, honest Injun, that I discovered
that manuseript no more than a couplo
of minutes ago, I hadn't louched it
before. On iy word of henour——"'

The juniors’ lips curled. They wero
well norr:!uaintcd with 8kinner’s code and
his word of honour |

“Don't tell us any more blassed
whoppers 1 growled Johnny Bull.
“¥ou make mo sick [

“Hear, hear |

Skinner licked his dry lips.

“But I'm telling you the truth ™ he
said thickly. “Tho truth! The truth,
I tell you !

His -voico ended in something like a
shrick, but it did not move the juniors
present,.  The spiteful, mean-minded
culprit responsible for tho theft of Mr.
Quelch's manuseript had been canght
red-handed. He could expect little
sympathy from them.

SBkinner’s torrified face passed from
one to the other of the juniors. He read
no sympathy in any of them, and, with
& moan, he sank down on one of the
boxes and buried his head 1n his hands.

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded him
in silence for a few moments. Then
Petor Todd turned to thoe captain of the
Removo.

“Well, what's the noxt move "

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, Hia
lance wont to the miszerable, abject
orm of Bkinner, and his expression

softenced ; then his eyes came to rest on
tho manuscript which Nugent held, and
the hard, scornful lock returned to
Wharton'’a face.

“Well, tho first thing is for the manu-
soript to be returned,” he said slowly.
“There is absolutely no reason why poor
old Quelchy should suiffer unnecessarily.”

"There was a general shaking of heada.

“But where Skinner comes into the
picture 1 don’t know,” added the cap-
tain of the Remove. “There's a publio
flogging and expulsion awaiting him, as
far as I can see.”

“The rotter deserves it, anyway!”
gaid Johnny Bull deliberately.

Bkinner locked up with haggard face.

“I tell you you're doing me an injus-
tice. I swear it! I've never touched
thut manuseript until I saw it lying
there a few moments ago—on my word
of honour 1"

began

in an
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Wharton's lip curled.

“0Oh, stop lying, for goodness’ sake!”
he said. * You've ]Et{]l-; the tunc, and
now you've got to a pipor ¥

“But I'm not lyiga A

“Ring off 1" said Peter Todd, I
hc.:.;rd you talking to Bunter., I saw you
bribe him. And the fat idiot soon
blabbed the rest to me—how  you
threatened to get even with Quelchy by
pinching his manuscript 1*
o BFSidEs," breke 1n DBob Chorry,

don’t we all know that you were out
of the dorm the night the manuscript
was taken §*

Skinner looked about him wildly.

“But I didn't go near Quolchy's study
that night 1" he said imploringly.

“Where Jid you go, then 1"

The cad of the Remove bit his lip.

“I—I went for a—a flutter at the
Cross Keys,” ho said quictly.

“LThat won't do!” said Peter Todd
scornfully. “T'vy a fresh whopper 1*

Harold 8kinner hung his hea

“Look here, 8kinner,” said Wharton
at length, *youw’ll take my advice and
return this manuseript. Own op like a
decent chap, and per waps the Head will
let you off with a flogging.”

. Skinner turncd a wild face to the
Jjuniors,

“A floggiog! I'm not going to be
flogged for something I haven't done |*
ho =aid hystericully.

“Yery well, then!™ said  Harr
Wharton grimly. “ We shall deal wit
vou ourselves, We can't very well %i'«m
you away, rotter as you are. You'll be
tried by the Form."

“ But I'm innocent 1

Wharton waved o hand contemptu-
ously.

*And, in the meantime, yon chaps,
I'll seud round to Quelchy’s study and
pql:-:l the manuscript on his desk,” he
2ald. :

“But the old bird will be there—"
began Nugent, in alarm.,

“He's jawinz with Prout,” said
Wharton slowly. "1 saw both of them
at, 'tg?l ';'Elindnw of Prouty's study.”

“You keep an eye on Skinner,” went
on the captain of the Remove, “and one
of you call & Form meeting. The chaps
will be coming in to tea in a few
minutes. ™

* Right-ho 1™

With 2 nod to the jumiors, Wharton
wnlked out of the box-room with the
manuscript under his arm.

“Come on, you worm | said Johnny
Bull, jerking 8kinner to his feet
“You're going to be tried and sentenced
by the Form ¥

“I'm not!” roared Bkinmer. “I've
done nothing! I'm not coming I
“Your little mistake—you arel”

snapped Johnny., " Lend a hand, vou
moen, and help me drag this funky
worm to the Common-room 1"

“1 tell you I'm mmocent I*

“Tell us ancther 1™ . .

“The liefulness of the ludicrous Ekin-
ner is terrifie!” i

The juniors grosped the wrelched
SBkinner on all sides. )

“Let go, you rottera eried the
black sheep. I tell you I've done
nothing 1" ;

Bkinner struggled desperately, pune-
tuating his movements with protestations
of innocence. .

But neither availed him. Escorted by
the juniors, he was dragged from thoe
box-room to the Common-room, what
time Billy Bunter rolled away, with
glittering eyes, eager to spread the news
autongst the Removites that the culprit
hr!d]hecn found and was to stand a Form
trial.



EVERY SATURDAY

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Proved Guilty !

HE Remove was in a buzz cf

i excitement. ! .

Billy Bunter was in his
element.

A score of times at least the fat Owl
of the Remove had poured out his story
to unbelieving listeners; and & scorc
of times, at FL‘msﬂ.‘-. the fat junior had
been saved the painful ordeal -of =
kicking from his unbelieving audience
by the timely arrival of Bob Cherry,

Bob had swiftly given support to
Bunter's story, and requested the
Removites to attend the meeting.

In excited groups the Removites
swarmed towards the Common-room. If
any lingering doubts remained in their
minds as to the veracity of the story
they were speedily dispelled at sight
of Skinner's white, haggard face and
the grim expressions of Harry Wharton
& Co. and Petor Todd. .

“Don’t make a row,” aaid Wharton,
as the juniors pou in. “We don't
want the prefects or the beaks
down on us!"

A grim silence settled on the
growing crowd.

At last Bob Cherry returned,
escorting Bidney James Snoop
and Stott. Both of Bkinner's
eronies looked apprehensive.

“That's the lot!” sang out
Dob. and he closed the door.

Harry Wharton rose to his
foot.

Skinner gave Snoop and
R[tott an appealing glance, but
neither of his chums affected to
sce him., They turned their
heads.

“Gentlemen of the omove,”
liepan Wharton quietly, and
thia time there was none of the
nzual interruptions that at-
iended a Form mecting; the
husinges on hand was too
serions for that. “(entlemen
of the Remove, vou will be
pleased to  learn that M-
Cueleh's * History of Grey-
frinra® has been fonnd—="

There wns a buzz.

“It was found in the posses-
sion of Bkinner by seven mein-
bers of this Form.

Urim looks were levelled at
the cad of the Remove.

“To continue,” said Wharton
quictly, “the manuseript has
been returned to its  rightful
owner, and the fellow responsi- ]
ble for all tho trouble will now be tried
by the Form."

The captain of the Remove sat down.

1oter Todd jumped up.

«will soms follow—ahem !—gentle-
man  here be kind enough to act as
counsel for the accused?" Y

B8kinner's paels face twisted inlo a
snarl. . .

“1 don't want sny footling counsel !
hg hissed. * I'm innocent, tell you!
You've ot the wrong chap!”
*“&ilence " commanded Peter Todd.
“ Aapnaed ia not allowed fo address the
court at this juncture.” :

Some of the fellows grinned, despite
the gravity of the situation, for Peter
Tn-di whose ambitions lay in the
direction of the Law. took his duties
very soriously.

“Will some kind gentleman act for
the accused??”

Herbort Vernon-8mith lounged for-
ward.

“0h, I don’t mind !* he said; and the
Dounder, who had on more than one
ovcnsion stood in the Renwovoe * dock,”

endeavoured to give Skinner an en-

couraging smile. 3
Mr. Smith!"™ gaid

“Thank von,

Peter amnuthly‘ “I shall act in the
capacity of prosecuting counsel—"

Vornon-Bmith grunted.

“DBut I understand you are one of tho
members of this Form, mentioned by
Wharton a few moments ago, who dis-
covered the missing manuscript. Can
vou legally act as counsel for prosecu-
tion in those circumstances?”

There was a titter amongst the
aessombled Removites which died down
a8 Peter Todd held up his hand.

. "In the cireumstances, I can reply
in tho affirmative to my learned friond.
The—h'm !—jury will comsist of you
chaps—h'm, gentlemen —in the reom—
h'm—court | ;

“Get on with the washing !

lzover,

*Oeder, please ! bawled Bob Cherry,
who had constituted himself usher,

“QOrder yourself, wyou silly ass!”
roa Bolsover major trueulently.

It was a com-

gang ouk

“ Bhurrup, Bolzover 1"

As Bob Cherry crossed (o the * wiiness hox,”” he caught his foot in tne fireguard and
lurebed against Todd. That worthy disciple of the law balanced precariously on the
chair for a moment, and then foppled floorwards with a erash. Eump !

bined howl, and the burly Removite
susbsided into silenco.

“l will read over the charge,
pentlemen,” comrmmenced Peter Todd,
although you are all familiar with it.

“This morning our estcemed Form
mastor discovercd tho less of his manu-
seript which, as thiz court i1z well aware,
represents o lifetine of study and dili-
gent toill—"

“Dh, my hat!” breathed Sampson
Chiney Iloy Field. “Cut 1t short.”™

"Drdnrx pleasa 1™

Petor Todd smrveyed the “court™
primly.

“The rottor—h'm!—individual re-
sponsible for the theit of the manuscript
was given the opportunity of returning
it without punishment. As vou know,
ho did not avail himself of this golden
chance.”

“Oh, get on with it ! roared Bolsover
major. **We don't want to ko here all
night.”

Peter Todd pava the interrupter a
erushing glonco and resumed :

“It 13 v uuplessant duty, gontle-

13

men of the Remove, toe prove te you
that the accused did, out of malice and
EEII:EI and motives ol revenge, purlein
the manuscript in guestion.”

There was a murmur, and dark looks
were cast on Harold Skinner.

“I propose to call my frst witness,”
continued Peter Todd., *Mr. Wharton,
kindly step into the witness-box.”

The captain of the Removoe entered n
railed-off space boxed in on three sides
by the big fireguard.
h_Peter Todd levelled a legal finger at

1M

“Did you hear tha aceunsed voice
threats of revenge on his Form master
for a well-deserved caning he had
received 7 :

Wharton replied in the affirmative,
and added that the threats had been
heard, too, by the rest of the Famous
Five.

“Btand down, Mr, Wharton, for the

moment,” went on Todd _gravely.
“William George Bunter! Is he in
court 1" -

“ Yaroop ! ¥

“You know he is!” growled Bob
Cherry. "Get on with 161"

“William George Bunter—" sang
out Peter Todd.

“0Oh, really, Toddy—"

Billy Bunter rolled forward, blinking
through lis big spoctacles.

“"You must not address counzel by
femiliar names!"” admonished Petor
Todd, wagging = bony Gngor at his fat
study-mate. " EKindly tell the court
what vou overheard in Study No. 11
when you were concealed bencath the
table.'

“‘Oh, really, Petor—="

“Get on with it, you fat barrel of
lard ™ roared Peter, forgetting the
dignity of the law.

And Bunter got on with it, and told
the “court” all that he had overheard.

“And did the accused bribe vou to
kcop silont 7" asked Foter Todd. -
Billy Bunter blinked indignantly.
“QOh, rcolly, Toddy, vou know jolly
{Continued on page 16.)
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SKINNER'S NARROW SQUEAK !

(Continued from page 13.)

well that I'm not the sort of chap to
accept 2 bribe I ! : :

“Did the gccused give Fou any
money 1" demanded the proseculing
counsel,

“le mﬂ.i' have made me a small loan
until—until my postal order arrived,
suid DBunter cautiously.

“Hu, hu, ha ™ .

Bunter's evidence broke the tension.

“Bilence " roored Bob Cherry.

“You may stand down for the
moment, Bunter,” said lodd; and the
Ol of the Remove, thankful to be out
of the limelight for ~nee, rolled to the
back of the crowd.

“I now cull uwpon ®idner Jomes
Bnoop and William Btott ! suid Yeter
Tadd.

Skinner's eronies shuffed forward.

“Did the aceused in your presence
utter threats pgainzt our Morm master
Mr. Queleh ¥ questioned Poter Todd.

Suoop and Stott eyed Skinner's pale
fuce and remained gilent. i

“ Vou were nsked a guestion, and this
ecourt demards an answer,” went on
Puter inexorably,

Snoop looked at Stott, and Slott
looked at Snoop.

Beoth nodded.

“Did the sccused say that he would
purloin Mr. Queleh's manuseript ¥

Apain the two Llnck sheep nodded.

Peter smiled grimly.

“You may stund down. ot
Cherry, ploase M

Bob Cherry, erimson of face, row lo
hiz feet and cressed to the “witness-
box.” In his confusion he caught his
foot in the fircguacd and lurehed
againzt Tedd. ‘That worthy disciple of
the law balenced precariously on his
chuir for & moment, and then toppled
foorwards with a crash. ;

Bumnp!

“Vooposop! You clumsy ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Puter Todd and Dob  Clierry

scrambled up with erimson faces, and
quite two minules passcd before order
was restored.

“Gentlemen, Robert Cherry will now
tell you what happencd in tho dnrmltm';,r
on ihe night the manuseript was taken.™

Bol; Cherry, not liking his job in the
least, proceeded to tell the juniors about
Skinner's  stealthy  entry  into  the
dormitory on the eventful night.

His evidenee ereawted on lmpression,

Moxl, Teter Todd sumnmoned HHarr
Wharton, Frank MNusent, Johnny DBull,
Bol: Cherey, and  William COVER
Bunter to enler the * witness-box.” Tt
was & bit of a tight squeeze, cspecially
with the mmple cireumference of the
Owl of the Remove to take into
acoount.

“These gentlemen of Lhe Remove,”
began Peter Todd afresh, “in addition
to my humble self, actually saw the
missing manusoript in the possession of
the accused in circumstances, 1 venture
to eay, that speak for themselves, In
short, the accused was sccreted in fhoe
box-room, when we ‘came upon him,
actually handling the manuscript.”

There was & buzz of excitement
amongst the Removites. With all Pelor
Todd's long-windedness and somewhat
original version of how a case should
be “tried,” he had at all accounts
brought his evidence for the prosceu-
tion to & conclusion that secmed tn
dispenses with the formal necessity of a

ence,

“"Bonkenes Lhe rotber I

“Rag the cad!™
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Cries arose on all sides and Skinner’s
white face went even a shade paler.
Bob Cherry roared for order, and at

‘last order was maintained,

“Gentlemen,” said Peoter, jumping to
his opportunity, so to speak, “ that con-
cludes the evidence for the prosccution.
I will now eall upon our learned friend,
air. Vornon-Smith.”

The DBounder, who had been taking
copious notes of the proccedings, rose
to his feet and was grected with =
cheer,

" ¥ou chaps have heard Toddy wap-
ging his chin,” he began unconvention-
ally.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And I promize not to be so long-
winded as he was.” coniinued the
Bounder. “In tho first placo Skinner
bere denics the charge. 1 propose to
ciross-question b

LThere was a hush,

Skinner stood up.

Do you admit, 8kinner,” began
Veruon-Smith, diseogarding  all form-
alily, “that in a moment of anger you
threatened to get oven with Quelchy ¥

Shkinner nodded.

“ Lo you allirm that you never really
mennt to pinch Quelchy's mAnuseript;
thut you nllowed your boustful tongue
te run away with you?"

Skinner glared at his counsel at that
Lefore he answered :

[1] .5:'{!-5-”

“Will you now tell the court why
you were out of your derm en the night
in yuestion

“Yes. I went to have a flutter at
thin Croas Keys, like you have had your-
self, Smithy, muny times,”

“Oh, ah, h'm " coughed the Bounder,

colouring slighly.

“1Ia, ha, ha!”

“Ilo you swenr on oath that you did
m_}th 1?!11::31- Mr. Quelch’s study that
night 1™

“On mly‘ horour I did not!" said
Skinuer, his colour returning. “Some

othor rotter iz hiding behind me ™

“Now will you tell the court why you
bribed DBunter ¥ was Vernon-8mith's
next guestion.

"I got the wind up”
Skiuner, blushing somowlat, “1 know
that my threat about getiing even with
Quelchy  would come back on  me,
especinlly il that fnt rotter, Dunter,
started to tittle-tattle™

“0Oh, really, Skinner—"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

Buuter, with a grunt, subsided into
sulky silence.

“TAnd agnin,” said the Boundor, who
had ﬁ;mm over the ground swiftly with
his cliont before cross-examining him
publiely, *“will you tell us frunkfg why
you went to the box-room "

“I went there for o smoke,” said
Bkinner defiantly.

Vernon-3mith nodded.

“"How did you cowme to discover the
manuscript on one of tho shelvest”
ho asked.

The Remove wera silent to a man
Lo,

Skinner licked his Ii.ipa.

“I hid nearly finished my fag,® he
gnid slowly, and tho juniors hung on
his words, "when I eaught sight of o
bulky parcel of quarto paper on one of
the shelves. I crosscd to the shielf, and
had just made the discovery that the
E_-arer was Quelchy's inanuscript, when
Vharton and his crowd burat in."

Poter

Toddd
excitedly.

“1 submit to the eourt that tho
evidence of the acoused i3 a tissue of
lies from beginning lo end——"

Thore was a loud murmurin
t}m Eﬂmld&r qguelled as he hel

wand,

admittod

jumped to his  foet

which
up his
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“Look hers, you chaps, I submit that
the whole case tor the prosecution hanga
purely and simply upon eircumstantial
evidence. Ilach charge made against
Bkinner he has answered truthfully—*

“0Oh, my hat[*

“In the circumstances, I submit that
there is no case, and ask vou to acquib
the—ahem |—prisoner without a stain
cn his character.”

The Bounder sat down and Skinner
gave him a prateful glance.
Peter Todd addressed the courk

dramatically. He pointed out what a
spiteful character Skinner was; that he
was not over inclined to study George
Washington when a lie or lies would
serve his purpose; that he was a funk
who had refused to go to the Head and
own up like a man, and that sentcnce
should be passed upen him for dis-
gracing the Bemove.

There was a regular uproar in the
Common-room, and amidst it no one
noticed the presence of George Wingate
i the doorway.

IIe had overheard Poter Todd's
address to the juniors, and with it came
cnlightenment as to the whys and where-
fores of the meeting. An extraordi-
nary cxprossion settled on the handsome
face of the mol;tg.m of Greyfriars as
Poter Todd, holding up his hand, called
for silence.

“Gentlemen of the Removel”
bellowed Peter, “In the absence of a
magistrate at this court, I take it upon
me to ask you whether you find the
prisoner at the bar gulty or not
guilty of tho charges feml cd against
him "

“GUILTY ”

It was a regular roar, and 8kinner's
lean face pulﬂﬁ a duathf:,r whita.

“And what sentence, gentlemen,”
bellowed Peter Todd, “do you sce fit
to uward this miserable and undesirable
member of such & highly distinguished
and respected Form as the Remove 1”

“ Make him run the gauntlet|”

“Send him to Coventry [*

“Rog him 1"
“Boil him in_oil I”
“Berog him (™

There were innumerable suggestions,
some of them amounting almost to lynch
law. Once more Peter Todd held up
hiz hand. ;

“I move that tho question of punish-
ment be left to your Form ecaptain,
Harry Wharton," ﬂu said,

“And suggest,” came the slow,
deliberate  voice of Goorge Wingate
from the docrway, *“that you leave the
guestion of punishment to Dr. Locke™

There was a sorica of gasps and sur-
prised ejaculations from the assembled
juniors as, wheoling, thoy saw the
stalwart figure of the eaptain of Grey-
friaxe. :

Wingate strode forward, his faco set
and compelling. Skinner collapsed on
his chair and trembled visibly.

“I have heard all T want to hear™
said Wingate, breaking the uncomfort-
able silence, “and can appreciate your
sentiments in trying to deal with this
mntter yourselves. But 1 am afraid
that it 13 my duty to intervene and

lace the facts as I hove heard them

fore Dr. Locke. Bkinnor, you will
follow me at once "

All eves turned on the shivering cad
of the Remove. He startod slowly
from his chair, end, with weary foot-
steps and sagging shoulders, he fol-
lowed in the wake of the captain of the
school. :

He left behind him s buzz of comment
in which, occasionally, expressions
sympathy were uttered on his behalf;
but more often than not camo the
opinion that he had “ asked for it," and
was undoubtedly “going to got it "
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sentenced to Expulsion ]
L AVE you nothing further to

H say, Skinper "

{}r. Locke’s
omincusly quiet.

Harold Skinner shivered. ]

Mr. Quelch gave him a penetrating
glance as if to read what was %asamg
i the wretched junior's mind., On the
headmaster's desk lay the precious
munuscript which, in his delight at sud-
denly seeing again in his own study,
had sent the master of the Hemove post-
hoste to Dr. Locke to acquaint him
with the good newsl

It was while Dr, Locke and Mr.
Quelch were theorising as to how the
niissing manuscript had turned up again
go mysteriously, that Wingate had
ushered Skinner into their presence.

Bricfly the captain of Greyfriars had
told what he had heard in the Common-
oD,

Then, with hardened face, Dr. Locke
had cross-questioned Skinner. But the
“hapless ead of the Remove could give
no better answera to his headmaster
than he had given to his Form-fellows.

“There i3 nothing more to be said,”™
gaid Dr. Locke at length, *'To-morrow,
wretched boy, you will be flogged in the
presence of the assembled school, and
vour name will be erased from the
register—" .

Skinner threw an appealing glance at
his FForm master. ]

“Mr. Que!c:hl I am innocent—I
swear itl” he panted wildly, “On my
word of honour, sirl"”

For one moment Alr. %:mlf:h’g grim
ccuntenance softened. en his eyes
travelled to the manuscript, and his
gxpression changed,

“I'm afraid I cannot help you,
Skinner,” he =aid quietly. *You had

your chance of escaping punishment and
this terrible disgrace., You did not ece
fit to take advantage of the oppor-

tunity.”

“But, sir—" began Skioner cring-
ingly. “My people—what will they
say

“You should have thought of such
things before you doscended to such
petty, epiteful means of inflicting injury
upon your Form master,” said Dr.
Locke sternly.

“Dut I never did it, sir!”

“Enough!” said the Head icily.
“We have gone into the matter from
every angle, and there is not, on the
evidence, the slightest doubt that you
ara the eulprit.”

Wingate moved forward in response
to a gesture from Dr, Locke.

“Wingate, kindly escort this boy to
the punishment-room,"” he said majestic-
ally, “and see that the door i1s locked
when vou leave him.”

Dir. Locke turned to Mr. Quelch as if
oblivious of the further existence of
Harold Skinner.

That wretched junior, with Wingate's
firm grip on his collar, dragged his feet
towards the punishment-room. . He
paszed a staring group of Removiltes en
route, but he hardly saw them. His
eyes were blurred, his head was singing.

Flogged! Expelled|

The words were dinoing themselves
into his brain as Wingate thrust him
inside the punishment-room. As from
afar ha heard the key turn in the lock
as the captain of Greyfriars retirved,
leaving him to hizs miserable thoughta,
Flogged! Expelled!

Many a time and oft had Harold
Skinner committed misdemeanours that
had merited his expulsion from ihe

17
school; but, with eessummate - luck,
scheming, cunning, and occaszional

Iying, be had managed to avert the
catastrophe. Now, 1t seemed, tho end
had come. Neither luck, scheming,
cunning, nor lying could avail him,

With a groan and a wretched fear
plucking at his heart, the cad of the
HRemove sank down on the sparsely
covered bed, with his head in his hands.
Like a drowning man seeing his past
life in & serics of swift mental pictures,
to Skinner saw his past misdeeds in
their proper perspective. And  the
vision of them made a dreary, dingy
collection that brought even to Skin-
ner's hardened character the twinges of
T'eImoOrse.

Suddenly his shoulders began to
heave; a =ob broke from him; and then
Nature came to his aid, and the tecars
coursed down his cheeks.

Tap |

The wretched junior did not hear that
soft tap on the door nt first; but it
becams insistent, and at last Skinner
looked up with tear-stained eyes,

“ Skinpmer 1" It was the voice of
Sidney James Snoop, goft and cautious.

“What is it?”

“Y say, Skinner, I'm dashed sorry!®
said Snoop, in a burst of friendliness
doubtless prompted, too, by remorse.
“We've just heard the news from
Wingate®

"Yes,” sald Skinner dully.

“You wero a fool to do it, old chap,”
snid Snoop sympathetically. “I—I eay,
if than:;’s anything a fellow can do for
T Ol

Skinner rose to his feot and erossed
to the door. Hia eyes wera shining now

{Continued on next page.)
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FREE TO IDOYS
A New Meccano Book

Writa to-day for this thrilli book 1
We will gand yon & eopy, post free, 10 refurn
tor the names and addresses of thres of
yonr chuma, : : i

The book §s brimful of illustratioms
showing tha splendid engineering models
thnt can be made with ano. All the
Meccano Ouifils are fully described, and
many ofther ioteresting details of this
wonderfal hobby are given,
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THIS IS
MECCANO

WEEK!

For every boy who wants Meccano
—for every boy who has Meccano—
this is the greatest week of the yearl
Dealers everywhere are making special
displays of new models m their
windows and in their stores. Goand
sce them to-day! See for yourself the
finest hobby in the world for boys,
and think of all the thrilling engineer=
ing models that vou could build with
Meccano—a different one for every
day in the year!

Meccane s rcal engineering in
miniature—all the parts are miniatures
of the corresponding parts in
engineering practice. They are all
standardised and interchangeable and
can be used to make hundreds of
diflerent working models.
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with a strange and eudden determina-
tion.

“There is something you can do for
me, Snoopey,” he said softly—" that is,
if you mean to stand by me.”

“What 15 17"

“I'm not staying hore to bo flogped
and ecxpelled for somcthing I baven't
dmn_____:: .

There was a gasp from Sncop. Even
at that stage he envied Skinner his
nerve for keeping it up, as he termed
itk

“I'm going to bunk!™ said Skinner
determinedly.” “That is, if ‘you'll help
me, old chap ! :

There was a slight pause. Snoop was
beginning to waver.

“¥ou needn’'t be afraid,” como
Bkinner's +vowce. “You won't be
dragged into it.- All I want you to do
13 to shy & ropa up to this window when
lt"rr. [?E??!EJ 50 that I can climb out,”

“No one will know who helped me,”
gald Skinner encouragingly. * Besides,
they won't care muech when I'm gone
Will you do it for me, Snoopey 1

Sidney James Snoop considored for a
moment. After all, there was not much

risk attached to the task of throwing'

up & ropo from the quad to the window
of the punishment-reomi if he waited
until darkness set in.

“I'll do it]” he said at length in a
tenzo whisper, “I'll be out in the quad
at half-past nine. It'll be safe then,™

“Good for you, Snoopey!™ said
Skinner, with some of bhis cld cheerful-
oL,

“Must ge now!” whispered Snoop
urgently, “There's a prefect coming!
Gupd luck, old chap! Rely on mel”

Bnoop’s footsteps paced away, and
Skinner heard Gerald Loder’s  voice
break in:

*You were talking to a fellow in the
punishment-room, Snoop !

“What if I was?” answered Susop in
an insolent fashion that surprised him-
:nEf. “He's my pal, isn't ha "

“You know jolly well that it's for-
bidden to have communication with any
fellow in the punishment-room,” said
Loder unpleasantly. “Take a hundred
lines and another hundred for insolence.
t.ﬁ.nd if yu:ln’ru :m]tl out of this passage in

wo seconds you'll come up to myv st
for & beating | ? yiady

" And Bidney James Snoop, tha richer
by two hundred lines for his friendly
action, slouched off.

True to his word, he sneaked out into
the quad at the aeppointed time that
eveming with a coil of rope hidden
under his jacket.

It was quite dark: but, for all that,
Bnoop's heart beat uncomfortably
against his ribs, and he almost wished
now that he hadn't agreed to assist
Skinner in his escape.

But even Snoop had hiz good points,
and those good points gave him
strength. With nerves a-tingle, he crept
round to the spot bencath the punish-
ment-room. The clock in the old tower
chimed the half-hour, and simultaneons
with it o face svas pressed against the
barred windows of the punishment-
room.

Snoop whistled softly.

here came an answering whistle
from above. Skinncr had heard him;
doubtless eould sca his eilhoucttad fipurs
outlined against the quad.

Snoop drow the coil of rope from be-
neath his jacket and swung it in the
fashion of & cowboy. It had seemed, in
theory, perfectly easy to throw a coil
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of rope to the height of the pumizhment-
room window. But it turned out to be
a little more difficult in practice.

Twice the loose strands of the rope
came within inches of Bkinner's out-
stretched fingers as he plunged bis arms
through the bars of the punichment.
rooma window. Twice the whizzing rope
eluded him, But, sccording to supcr
stition, the third time iz lucky, It
proved so in this instance.

Sooop judged his throw to a uicety;
Skinoer's clutching fingers caught a
hold of the rope. Another moment the
locse end had been dragged into the
room. With beating heart, the cad of
the Remove drew up the full length of
thoe rope and secreted it in a coil be-
tween the blankets of his bed. Then,
returning to the window, he pecred out
to wave an acknowledgment and a fare-
well to Snoop.

But that worthy had gone. He had
done his part without being detected,
and was eager to remove himself from
the precincts as quickly as possible.

Skinner paced up and down the room

restlessly, The hours seemed to drag
like years; yot he had to wait at least
until the school retired, for to attempt
an escape before then was asking for
recaptura.
. He heard the prefects ushering the
junior TForms to their dormitories,
Then he threw himself down on his bed
and feigned sleep as tho measured
tramp of feot echoed mlong the passage
without,

The koy turned in the
George Wingate looked in,

“Better turn in now, kid,” he said
kindly enough. “You'll catch cold
lying thers like that.”

kinner mumbled some unintelligible
reply and saw the door close agsin.
The key grated in the lock; that was
the last tune his pcace would be dis-
turbed that night. To-morraw thay
wonld come for him. To-morrow pro-
mised the ordeal of the flogging,. fol-
lowed by expulsion.

But when the morrow came Harold
Skinner would not bo there!

lock, and

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An Unlooked-for Crisis !

& SAY, you chaps—"
I Billy Bunter's face was glis-
tening with excitement.
“Get oub M

" Vamoose ["

Frank Nugent and Yarry Wharton
turned grim glances on the podgy Owl
of the Remove. )

It was the next morning, about a
quarter of an hour before first lesson,
and Wharton and Nugent were certainly
not in the mood to appreciate the fas-
cinating society of William George
Bunter. They had left breakfast n
Hall the richer by two hundred lines
apicce as a result of incurring Br.
Quelch’s displeasure.

Neally it seemed that there was no
end to the petty tyranny of Mr. Henry
Samuel Quelch these days. Quite half
a dozen fellows had bLeen awarded
similar impositions at the breakfast-
table, and the word had goue forth that
onee more “Quelchy ™ was in one of his
“tantrums."

“1 say, Wharton, old chap—"

“h, clear out !

“But, I say, Nugent, old fellow—="
poreisted the Owl of thoe Hemove,

Two distinct and hostile glares mot
the excited counlenanea of William
Georgo Bunter; in cffcet two danger
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signals. But Bunter did not appear to
heed {hem.

““1 say, it's gone again, you know,” he

declared importantly. “Old Quelchy’s
fairly raging about it.”
“What?" echoed Wharton and
Nugent in unison. “There was something
in Bunter's menner that intrigued them,
used as they were to the Owl's little
ways.

“Ha, he, he ! cackled Bunter. “0ld
Skinner's had the last word, after alll”
Wharton strode forward and shook the
fat junior by the collar.

“Yaroooh [ Stoppit, you beast 1" roared
Bunter. “You'll make my glasses fall
off, and if you b-break them you'll have
to p-p-pay for them.™

“What on earth are you gassing
about ¥* demanded the captain of the
Hemove, releasing Bunter's collar.

“Yah! You beast!” gasped Bunter.
“I've & jolly good mind not to tell you
now, gea ™

“1s he off his rocker1” said Nugent.

“Beast! Quelchy's iair]g on the war-

ath,” said Bunter, “And all the pre-
ects are out looking for Skinner !"’

Wharton and Nugent started.

“ Locking for Skinner f But Skinner's
in the punishment-room !

Billy Bunter grioned and winked
knowingly.
“He's not! He's

ﬁnne, and zo has
Quelchy’s manuseript [
“Gammon !" excraimad Wharton.

“It's truel” said Bunter indignantly.
“1 heard Wingate telling Gwynne.”

“Bkinner bunked!" said Nugent in-
credulously,

“Quelchy’s manuseript gone againi”
murmured Wharton,

Billy Bunter blinked and grinned, and
grinned and blinked.

“ Not only that,” he said impressively,
* but Qunlchf'_:u cashbox haa dis-

ap red, too

J’I‘M?"F-"'.E"llﬂl«!"

“It's a faﬂtt" said the fat junior,
thoroughly enjoying the econsternation

and bewilderment in the faces gf his
listoners.

“Well, I'm blessed !" ejaculated the
captain of the Remove at lask. *No
woander old Queichy was ratty this marn-
m% at brekker."

ugent's face was serious.

*1 should jolly well say g0,” he com-

monted.

“He, he, hel” came Bunter's un-
musical cachinnation. “0Old Quelchy’s
Fairly ramping. Serve the beast right.

I think it was jolly cute of Skinney to
got his own back. He, he, hel”

“Oh, shut up, for guodnm' sakao ™
said Wharton. “You're like a chesp
alarm-clock.™

“I must say it's pretty
Skinner,” said Nugent slowly. *'That
is, if Bunter's yarn is true.”

“If you doubt word, Nugent—"
began the fut Owl indignantly. But he
got no farther, for the twa juniors
pushed past him unnﬁremnniuun'}y and
strode off down the passage in order to
tost the veracity of Bunter's wild story
for thomselves from informants who
waore moro reliable,

The Bomove, in fact all Greglriars
was in & [urore. The news, like all ill
news, had travelled swiftly.

Skinner had gone.

8uel¢h;.r's manuscript was gono,

uclchy's ecashbox was not
accustomed place.

The obvious solution to the tripla
mystery came easy to hand:; namaely,
that Skinner had made good his escape
somechow, and, in a apirit of revenge,
had availed himself of a last minute
opportunity to avenge himsclf on his
Form master.

thick of

in its
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Opinions did nob
differ grﬁﬂﬂ?. The
How

average fe ab
Gureyiriars held that
the disgraced Re-
move  junior  had

played it rather lew,
and there was little
gympathy to expect
from them if ever
they saw Skinnmer at
close quarticrs again,

. At morning prayers
Dr. Locke addressed
the school.

“Ay boys,” he
began, and o pin
ecould havae beon
heard Lo drop in the
gilence, “you  ave.
doubtless aware that
I had occasion to
sontonce one of your
numhber vesterday to
a public flo g,l‘li.ng and
expulsion. at box,
Skinner of the Re-
move, has had the
sudacity to breik out
of the punishment-
room—"

The Head pansed
and when he resume
again, his volce trem-
Lled with anger.

“Not only has he
had the cowardice to
flee from his just

unishment, but he
Eu descended so low
as to B-.ppruprmtﬂ
Mr. Quolch’s cashbox
and his manuseript
before he took
flight.”

5 1dn F :
noo e ] ]
n:rinmal;“r;miug:+ Bittexly did he repent h‘i‘“
of having had & hand in Skinners
escape. But it was too late now to in-
dulge in self-recruminations.

“] need mot ask the miserable boy
here who assisted Skinner to escape to
coma forward,” went on Dr. ocke
bitingly, *‘for that Skinner had outside
assistance is proved by a ropo fastened
to the bars of the nishr
But woe betide that misguided youth
when his identity 13 dlsmvemd:” _

Sidney James Snoop felt quita faint.
In his anger the Head was as good as
saying that he had played an active part
in tho “lifting" of the cashbox and
the wanuscript.

“The schlnul willddiﬁmisa for classes,”
concluded the Head. S

And ho rustled from the daig in the
full majesty of flowing gown. _

All that morping masters end pupils
aliks found school work anything but
congenial. Skinner's despicable action
goomed to have created a font of irrita-
tion that grew with the passing of the
haurs., And no more was this noticeably
go than in the Remove Form-room.

Alr, Quelch’s face was drawn and
white. His eyes glittered strangely, and
every offence committed by the Hemave,
laren and small, brought down the vials
of his wrath on the offender. Really, it
seomnd that- the loss of ins manuscript
wnd his cashbox was sending the master
of the Demove out of his mind,

Lincs and lickings fcll as thick as
leaves in Vallombrosa that morniug.
Bob Cherey was pgiven two pages of
Virzil to write out a hundved_times
simply for shufling his feet.  Bunter
wai cened and detained for the next
half-holiday for not having done his
prep to the zatisfaction of Mr. Quelch.
Tven Mavk Linley, whe was perbaps the

James
himself

punishment-room. -

19

With Wingate's firm grip on kis collar, Skinner was marched off towards {be punishment-room,

His eyes were blurred, his head singing.

most studious and painstaking member
in the Form, received Quelchy's biting
tongue for a simple mistake in English
history.

The Bounder was caned for “check.”

Harry Wharton was caned for whis-
pering in class.

Snoop was detained and caned for
dropping a blot on his exercise.

Stott was canced for not standing up
immodietely when his Form master
addressed him,

Really, 1% scemed thot the master of
the Remove had lost all sense of pro-
portion. In the circumstances it was
not surprising thabt a spivit of revelt
agrainst thiz potty tyranny began to take
roob amongst the more hardy juniors in
the TForm.

Vernon-Smith was the first to set tho
ball rolling in open defiance.

Mr. Quelch's eagle eye fastenad on
him at a moment when the Bounder was
razing idly out of the window,

“ Vernon-Smith 1™

“Vos 1" drawled the Bounder inso-
lently.

Ar. Quelch's eyes blazed.

“That i1s not the correct way to
address your Form master, boy!”

“Js it not?” replied Vernon-Smith
eoolly, -

The master of the BEemove pursed his
lips end decided to overlook that
particalar piece of stndied inzolence.

“And why, Vernon-Bmith, were you
not paying attention to the lesson?
What was 1t that called for vour atten-
tion in other quarters?” Mr. Queleh's
voico cerried an inflection of sarcasm in
it.

“I was hinking of your manuscript
and your blessed cashbox,” drawled the
Bounder coolly: and o nervous titler
ran vound the Form.

“Indeed 1" snapped Mr. Quelch, with
glinting eyes, “And why were you
thinking about my manuscript and my
cashbox, may I ask?"

“I was thinking that it would be a
deshed good thing for the Remove if

on find "em again,” replied Vernon-
Smith cheekily, "“And the sconer the
better 1

Thera was a murmur of assent among
the Removeo that brought a bright spot
of colour to Mr. Quelch’s pale cheeks.

"“Boy! How dare youl!” The words
choked themselves from the Form
master's throat,

Next momont, to the astonishment of
the Remove, My, Queleh darted forward,
fastened a grip on Vernon-Smith's
collar, and dragged him bodily to the
front of the desk. Then, with his free
hand, ho snatched up the cane.

Whack, whack, whack!

The cane fairly sang across the
Bounder's shoulders. Hardy as he was,
the Removite could not keep back a ory.
And that ery was sufficient to bring the
seething juniors to their feet.

“Shame!” Tho cry started from a
fow juniors at first, and then swelled
into a chorus.

Whack, whack, whack! Mr. Quelch
hardly socmed to hear the combined
shout of his pupils,

«SHAMEI® This timo he could not
help:ﬂ;«em‘ing it. .Indeed that one ex-
presstee word was voiced with such
volume that it could be heard over all
Greyiriars.

hfr. Quelch’a hand dropped from
Vernon-Smith’s eollar. The Bounder
souirmed away, his face pale, his eyes

glittoving.
“Boye—"  Mpr. Quelch turned a
dazed faca to his Form. “Boys—"

Tre Macxer Liggary.—No. 1,189,



20
He passed a hand over his forehead in

dazed fashion, The cane dropped from
hiz hands.

Crash |

Before any junior present had realised
.iﬂt- fully Mr. Quelch had crashed to the

Ol

Three or four juniors darted out of
their places to their Form master’s aid.
It was the Bounder who reached the
insensible master first.

“Quick, water!” he snapped. “He's
dead out!"

While Vernon-8mith supported Mr.

ualeh's head on his  knee, Hurrg.r

‘harton unfastened the Form master's
collar, Nugent dashed for the water-
bottle, and Johnny Bull saw to it that
the excited and dismayed juniors kept
buck far enocugh to allow u{! a sufficient
passage of air to revive the unconscious
master,

“"He's coming round,” whispered the
Bounder, as he felt the master stir, and
next moment Mr. Quelch’s ayes opened.

“ Where—where am I1”
“You fainted, sir,” said Harry Whar-

ton. “You'll be all right in a
moment.”

“Have this drink of water.” Nugent
proffered o g of water, and the

master of the Kemove gulped it down.

And at that moment Dr. Locke
rustled in. He had heard the com-
motion from the 8Sixth Form room, and
had hastened along to see what all the
dizsturbance was about.

“What—what! Bless my soul!” he
ejaculated, hurrying forward. “My
dear Queleh, are you ill—*

Mr, Quairch smiled faintly at his
chief, and, supported by the juniors,
struggled to his feet,

“I'm—I'm all right now, sir,” ho
gaid weakly, “I—I—I must have
faninted.”

Ho clutehed at the desk for support,
and in & moment Dr. Locke's arm wenk
out to steady him. :

“My dear sir, allow me to help _{ml
to your room, ¥ou look positively ill,"”
gaid the kindly old dostor. .

“But I'm all right now, sir!” pro-
testad Mr. Quelch.
Dr. Locko smiled kindly.
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| stirf'ipg‘ tales o
W exciting tales of Spe _
Scouting, Moter Racing, Cricket Fly-

is represented 1n this
annual, which is splen

“AMy dear Queleh, T insist. Wharton,
vou will take charge of the Form
during your master's abscnce”

“Yes, sir.”

Dr. Locke helped Jr. Quelch to the
doorway. There the Head paused for a
moment,

“In the cirenmstances 1 feel sure
there is no necessity for me to ask you
to continue with your leszons as if Mr.
Quoleh were here to supervise.”

With that, the Head and the master
of the Remove passed from sight,

There was & murmur amongst the
Removites as they went back to their
places.  All their pent-up anger had
evaporated now in this unlooked-for
crisis. For all his sternness. Ar. Quelch
was gmmra]]{’ liked, and not one of the
Removites but hoped that nothing
serious was the matter with him, and
that he would make a speedy reappeat-
ance amongat them.

And, needless to eay, Harry Wharton,
acting as temporary Form master for
the rest of the morning, found his task
an easy onc—as easy as the Remove to
a man found Wharton a congenial
mentor.

are ¥ou doing

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Helping Hand !
i Y hat!™

M “ Great Scott [

Harry Wharton and Frank

Nugent uttered those cjacu-

lations simultaneously as they entered
Study No. 1 after tea that day.

They quite expected to find that cele.
bra apartinent empty.,  Certainly
they never ocxpected to sce Harold
S8kinner there!

“8kinner !

“What the thump
here " 4
* Harold Skinner held a warning finger
to his lips. The cad of the Remove
looked pale and haggard and unhdlf.
Dark rings showed under Lis oyes, tell-
ing of want of sicep. Harry Wharlen
and his chum could not have becn more
surprised than if they wers beholding a
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Here's a wondertul budgst of thrilling
adventure stories—a book packed full
of swilt-moving action that holds you
spell-bound unti! the last paze! That's
what you get in The POPULAR
BOOK OF BOYS STORIES. Here
vou can revel in gripping sea mysteries,
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host. It took them some minutes be-
ore they rccovered from that Grst
shock,

“8hut the door!” aaid SBkinner, in &
hoarse whisper,

Harry Wharton, much to his sur-
prise, found himself doing so; what is
mora, ho turned the koy in the lock.

“What's thiz game?!” demanded
Nugent harshly,

Skinner gulped.

“I want your help,” he said earnestly.
“I'm absolutely at my wits’ end.”

And Harold Skinner locked it. Hea
sank wearily into the armchair.

“You want our help!?” said the ocop-
tain of the Remove at length, in tonea
of incredulity.

Skinnor nodded.

“I'm innocent I

! he exclaimcd pas-
sionately. " On

my word of honour, I
know mnothing about Quelehy's mana-
seript. I couldn’t stand o Hogging "'—
his wvoics broke—"and the sack for
something I hadn't done, so I bolted.”

“Wa know that,™ said Nugent dryly.
“Although why you should ke cad
enough to sneak Qbuelchf's manuscript
again, and his cashbox, I don't know.”

Skinner stared.

* Quelchy's munuacript—hia cashbox !
he muttered. “I don't understand i
Wharton laughed mirthlessly, ;

“There appaar to be lots of things
you don't understand, you rotter!™ he
said, “But 1 thought even you
wouldn't go so far as to play a rotten
low-down trick like that!®

“You might have cleared out without
doing any further damage,” added
Nugent scornfully. *“And the sooncr
vou get out of this study the better I
shall like it.”

Bkinner’'s evasz
astonishment.

“1 don't know what mou're talking
about,” he snid. * What's thiz about
Quelchy’s cashbox—"

“NMoan to say you don't know *" said
Wharton grimly, in a tone that impliod
the contrary. “0f ecourse, you don't
know anything ahout Quelchy's manu-
seript or i;ia cashbox? ‘We didn't expeot
you would "

Skinner rose to his feet.
gleam 1n his eyes.

“Yook here, vou chaps! Are you
telling ma seriously that scmething’s
happened to the manuseript againi”

“Not only that, but Quelchy’s cash-
box is missing, too,” said ‘Wharton
bluntly. * And vou're the only fellow
who knowz something about them.
that's certain. That's why vou balted I

“On my word of honour,” =ald
Skinner “Honcst Injun, I don’t know
anything about them! Do vou think
1'd be here if T did 2"

Wharton nnd Nugent were taken
ahack. Put like that, it scemed hardly
eredible that Skinner would come to
thom, For & moment doubts as to
Skinner's gnilt in the matter began to
teke root. . .

“Took here, Wharton ! sawd Skinner,
“1 keep telling you that I'm innocenk,
Won't you beliove me? If I had Dbeen
guilty, in the first place, wou don't
think 1 should hang ahout the school
once [ had got out of the punizhment-
room, do you?” ' .

“1 den't know wnhat to think." said
the captain of the Remove, afier an
awkward pausc.

And Frank Nupent shoolk his head.

Skinner followed wp his advantage
eagerly.

g]t‘{ very nbviﬂuu,"_h{! anid, "th_ﬂt-
someone alse iz responsible for all this,
and the rotter is making me the scape-
goat "

Wharton looked thoughtiul.

openoed  wide iR

There was o
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“¥Yet the Head heard all the
evidence, and thought you were the
culprit,” he said.

“He cornered me because I was oub
of my dorm the other night,” am;d
Skinner eagerly. * You see, 1 couldn't
very well tell him that 1 went to the—
the Cross Keys. He'd have expelled
me for that.”

Once again Wharton and Nugent
found their doubts surging uppermost.
Skinner was either a consummate liar,
or else he had been misjudged. -

“I'vo coms to you chaps” said
Skinner quietly, “because I want you
to help me. 6]11. 1 know we've never
been friendly I he added hastily. “ But
you're the only fellows I can turn to
- now. I dare not go home. My peopls
would—" His voice broke.

Wharton and Nugent were touched.
They had never imagined that Hareld
Skinner, the sneering, seclfish young
blackguard of the Remove, had any
deeﬁ EEHIJ%E for those who were bound
to him by blood ties. This was a very
different Skinner from the one of a
few days ago. There was a meekness
and humiliation about him that teld of
self-subjugation, and the new Skinner
g0 to speak, touched the hearts o
Wharton and his chum,

Wharton and Nugent looked hard
and long at the junior, as if endeayour-
ing to read into his very soul, More
than once Skinner had fooled them, and
he had himself to thank if they doubted
him now. i

“Will you help me f" BSkinner broke
the silence.

“What can we do!” asked Wharton.
“Btaying here won't help matters, as
far as 1 can see.”

“Tt will,” said Skinner quickly. “I
thought—1 thought you'd make a few
inquirics yourselves, and try to find out
who the rotter is who has sheltered
behind me.”

The captain of the Remove looked
questioningly at Nugent. The latter
nodded. ]

“Look here, 8kinner,” said Wharton

quictly. “Nugent and I are prepared
to believe you——"
8kinner looked grateful.

“And we'll do what we can,” went
on Wharton. *1f what you say iIs
true some rotten cad iz taking advan-
tage of the threats you were heard
to utter. I didn't know thero was such
a vile cad in Greyfriars, but if there
is we'll do our bost to show him up.”

“Thank you!"” eaid SBkinner simply;
but those two words spoke volumes of
gratitnde and relicf. o

“Where have yon been hading?”
asked Nugent suddenly.

“yp—on the roof,” answered Skinner
quictly.

The tweo juniors started.

“On the roofi”

Skinner smiled wanly and nodded.

“I got clear of tho punishment-room
by means of a rope,” he said. * Never
mind who gave it to me, My firsk 1dea
was to bolt into the village and stay
there for & while. Then I altored my
mind—"

“ And camped out on lhe rooft”
gasprd Nugent incredulously. :

“Veas: I entered the schnol again hy
the hox-room window,"” explained
Skinner., “collared o blanket and a
candle and some matches, and slept in
the tank shed. You know the big
tank—" ,

Wharton and MNugent knew it well—
the main tank that supplicd the school
and which was housed in & wooden
gtructure near encugh to resembls a
shed.

“VYou slept therel™

Skinner nodded, ;

“It was a bit cold, but otherwise all
right,"”” he replied. *“I had to go some-
where,"

The juniors stared at him In amaze-
ment. The idea of a fellow sleepin
out on the roof in the tank shed wit
but a blanket to cover him fairly stag-
gered them.

“Have you had anything to eat?”
asked Wharton quickly.

“Mothing since last night” ani_;i
Skinner, “T'm—I'm feeling a bit
peckish. ™

“Good heavens, T should think so!”
pxclaimed the captain of the Remove.
“(Get something out of the cupboard,
Franky."

But Nugent was already doing that.
He brought to light the remains of a
rabbit pie. and at a gesture from
Wharton, Skinner eagerly fell to. It
was quite five minutes before he looked
up again. :

“That's hetter,” he said thankfully.
“You two ara bricks—I won't forget!”

WHO WANTS A
POCKET KNIFE?

Tell an amusing tale like the
following, which ina been sent
in by W. R. Evans, of 46, Salmon
Lane, Stcpnc:,r, E.14, and the

postman will bring you cnel

Policeman : “ Hey, didn't you
gan that notice, ' Road Closed ' 7'

Cyclist (who haa fallan down a
hole) : ** Yes, blow it! And 1|
found it wide open!™

GET BUSY ON A JOKE TO-DAY!
= e

Wharton and Nugent regarded him
with knitted brows, They had been
thinking over the situation deeply;
they had promised to help the miserable
junior, out of the goodness of their
hearts, although how they were to sct
about it was already beginning to give
them cause for concern. :

“Look here, Skinner,” said Wharton
at length, “you can’t stay out on the
roof—yvou'll catch your death of cold!”

“TlH risk that." '
“ But you can't!"” said Nugent. “It's
acking for pneumonia or something!”

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful.

“1 wonder if we can fix him up a
bhad here™ he said at length. *It’ll
be risky, I know, but still that's better
than camping out on tho roof.” j

Nugent nodded. Tho situation was
beginning to worry him. ‘

<IN Eu all right if we can keep it
dark.” he said. “Certainly tho beaks
wouldu't think of looking for Skinncr
here.”

“You'vre nwinlly decent to take this
tronlile’ eaid Skinner. “I'll never for-
get it

2]

Wharton made up hiz mind, He had
promised to help, and there vas mo
turning back now., Of the consequencoes
to lumself and his chum if the
authorities discovered their complicity
in helping to keep Bkinner out ¢f their
hands he did not give a thought. After
:.lé. 1t was no good meeting trouble half-
ay.
_ But it looked as if trouble was hovers
Ing. very near to Study Ne. 1 that
afternoon—trouble in the shape of Billy
Bunter, whose thump on the door, and
whose high-pitched voice caused the
thres jumors to staxrt violantly,
Bang, bang!
"il‘;'- sy, Wharton—""
“ Bunter |” muttered the captain of
the Remove. “Oh, my hatt”p
Bang, bang!| Bunter was getting im-
Faﬁ'f“’ Wh
BLLY, arton, open this blessed
door I” he hooted. “Wharrer
it locked for?" R
. For the fraction of a second the throe
Juniors inside the study stared at each
other aghast; then Wﬁart:m motiongd
for 8kinner to hide himsclf under the
o5 I .
inner cbeyed the signal instantly.
The ample folds of the tthﬂ-mwr mnj:rl-
pletely hid him from view.
Wharton breathed hard and crossed
to the door. :
A fat, wrathful face peered in when

- the key turned in the lock,

“"What do you want to leck wour
blessed door for?'’ snorted Bunter in-
dignantly. '

“That's our business,” replied Whar-
ton crisply. ““Now state yours and fade
nwn_:iu old fat man!"”

Billy Bunter blinked suspiciously
round the study., He was an obtuse
yvouth, but even he could tell from the
strained atmosphere that something had
been “going on” behind that locked
door,

“He, he, he!” ho cackled suddenly.
"Caught you at it—whatt™

Wharton and Nugent started.

“Eh? What are you gassing about?*

Billy Bunter winked and wagged =
fat, ondmonishing finger at the two
juniors.

“It's all right,” he said, *you can
trust me., I lLike a bit of a futter my-
self sometimes.”

" What?"

“T always thought rvou two were
deep,” went on the Owl of the Remove
pleasantly. “ But you might have asked
s pal to join you,”

" A pal—" stammered Wharton.

“"Teo j-join ust'’ gasped Nugent.

“Yes,” said Bunter in nig:rinvad
tones. “I like o game of poker my-
solf, you know., I'm a bit of a goer
when I get the chance.”

“Ha. ha, ha!" Harry Wharton sud-
donly burst out laughing. It had
dawned on him that Bunter was labour-
ing under the delusion that he and
Mugent had been indulging in a quick
gamble behind the locked study door.

“ Nothing 1o cackle about,” said
Bunter warmly. “I'm a dab hand ak

ker, or nap, or pontoon. Of course,
g?rn used to playing for fhigh stakes,
vou know. Still, to oblige my pals,

don't ‘mind taking a hand for small

stuff.” . : e

#his is too rich.” said Nugoent, with
a grin. " You really take the cake, old
fat man"

“(h. really, Nugent—"*

Whartan held up his hand.

“Nover mind about the cards,
Bunter. What do you want me for?”

Rilly Bunter's podgy chest swelled
with importance.

Trne Macuer Lierary.—No, 1,160,
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“T've got great news"” he said mys-
teriously. *I don't know what you
chaps would do without me to look
after yow™

[ Eh?l? .

“Temple didn't know I was there,”
weni on the fat jumor.

“Tample " gasped Wharton.

Billy Bunter nodded.

“Ho was gassing to Dabney and Fry
in the tuckshop, you know,” he ex-
plained, “Cheek, I call it! To think
that a mouldy lot of Fourth-Formers
could raid ug—"" :

“Raid ws,” said the captain of the
Remove, beginning fo plece ‘tugutht-r
Bunter's somewhat unintelligible re-
marks. “Oh, that's Temple's game, 13
it

Bunter nodded,

“ Apparently therc's
big raid to-night on our dorm.
Temple gassing to Dabney and Fry.
The raid is planned for eleven o'clock.
He, he, he! The rottors didn't know
I could hear everything."

“Well, you've como in useful for
once,” said Harry Wharton, “I reckon
thero'll be & big surprise for T?mpla
and his crowd long before eleven o'clock
to-night.” i

s ﬂgh, rather!” exclaimed Nugent.
“Weo'll get there first.” e

Bunter seemed very satisfied with him.-
eolf. It wasn't very often that he
was of use to his Foim but in this
instance Bunter's fondness for loiterin
ahout the tuckshop had proved useful.
If Temple & Co., of the :Upg.er Fourth,
were making plans to raid the Remove
dormitory tﬁat ni‘ght. thoze plans wore
likely to come * unstuck ™ now that
Bunter had passed on the information
to his Form captain, ,

“] gay, old chap!' Bunter's face
changed. 4 et i

“Say oo, © at man ]

“I gra.jf. old fellow, I've been disap-
pointed nbout a postal order,” said the
fat junior plaintively. *This pn-?!snl
gorvics is simply rotten, you know.

Wharton nodded gravely, He knew
what was conmng.

«J gay, Harry, old chap, would you
oblige & pal with & smal]l loan until
the post comes. I expect postal
order from my uncle, the duke, will
be for a pound. If you let me have
five ghillings now—"

Wharton elipped a hand
trousers pocket. Bunter's cyes gleamed,

“#There’s half-a-crown, old fat bean,”
said the captain of the Rﬂmﬂ'lfﬂ with &
grin.

oing to be a
I heard

inte his

“T1f that's any uae——-’+

Apparently it was, for Bunter's podgy
hand closed on it eagerly.

“TPThanks, old fellow! I'll see you
later."’

And the richer -by half-a-crown,
Williom George Bunter rolled away as
fest as his fat little legs would carry
him, in the direction of the tuckshop.

Wharton and Nugent breathed sighs
of rolief, It had been an uncomfort-
able fivea minutes, for if Billy Bunter
had spotted Skinner in hiding beneath
the study table the fat would have
becn in the fire with a vengeance. In
loss than ten minutezs all Greyfriars
wonld have known that Skinner, the
disgraced Removite, was in hiding in
Study No. 1, and that Wharton and
Mugent were deliberately shelterin
him. As it was, swith lueck, Skinner's
presence  wonld 'be concealed until a
better hiding-place could be Tound for
him.

“¥ou can come ont now, Skinner!”
whispered Wharton, i}

And Skinner crept out of hiding once
more.

Tae Magwer Losrany.—o. 1,189

“ Betfer shove & chair behind the
sereen,” eaid  Nugent th-:-ught{uigv.
“8kinner can sit there and read, or do
something, He'll be out of sight, any-
way, if anvone else blows in.” .

It weaas & good ides, and Skinner
immediately acted uwpon it. A chair
was placed behind the sereen in_ the
corner of the room and the fugitive
junior was given a m::ﬂ_)y of the
“Holiday Annual ¥ to o

‘Ho remained there until bed-time that
evening without discovery, although
visitors to Study No. 1 were fairly
frequent. But not one of them for a
single moment euspected that that
innocent-looking screen shelicred the
fugitive junior all Greyiriars was talk-

ing about, which, as things were
destined to turm out, was eoxtra-
ordinarily  fortunate for Harold
Bkinner.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton®s Timely Aection !

LU UMBLE out, you slackers!”
Bob Cherry's command was
caleulated by that cheery
junior te be a whisper, but 1t
could certainly be heard the whole
length of the Remove dormitory.

“Tumbla out!"

It wanted a couple of minutes to half
past ten.  According to all rules the
Removites should by thiz time have
been deep in thoe arms of Morpheus.
But as Bobh wont from hed ta bed the
juniors showed extracedinary signs of
wakefulness,

“Don't make a row, you chaps!”
whispered Harry Wharton, slipping on
his dressing-gown,

“Av, ay, skipper [

With guict thoroughness the Remove
juniors—with two exceptions—put on
their dressing-gowns and slippers. The
two cxceptions were William Georgo
Bunter and Lord Mauleverer. Tﬁﬁ
former's snore rang unmusically
through the dormitory, whilst Lord
Mauleverer's deep I::t'ea.thinf signified
that tho schoolboy earl was [ast asleep.

“Shall I haul out these slackers*”
asked Dob, .

Harry Wharton grinned.

“Lot ‘em sleep!” he whispered.
“They're not necessary, anyway !

Eob grunted. He hated slacking in
any sha or form, and he considered
that in tho raid upon the Upper Fourth
dormitory it was up to cvery Remove
junior to lend a hand or o foot, or what-
aver was nceessary. otill, Wharton's
word was law. -

Since receiving Bunter’s information
as to the projected raid on the Removo
at eleven o'clock, Harry Wharton had
laid his plans. Each member of the
Remove been  informed and
requested to keep awake until half past
ten, At that time it was Wharton's
intention to sally forth with his merry
men for the Upper Fourth Form
dormitory, there to * wipe qu the floor,”
as he termed it with Temple & Co.

“All ready, vou chaps?™ Wharton's
whisper ran round the dorm.

There wos & whispered chorus of
alfirmatives, and at & move from their
leader, the juniors, armed with pillows
bolsters and knotted towels, filed out of
the dormitory with scarcely a sound.

Greyfriars lay in darkness. Even the
lights on the landings had been switched
cut by the master on duty, but
Wharton's pocket torch, fashed on at
gafe intervals, pave all the illumination
that was necessary.

In an excited, tense crowd the
Removites arvived at tha deor of the
Upper Fourth dormitory.
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Harry Wharton held up & hand for
sulence. There came no sound from the
other side of tho door. Obviously
Temple & Co. were not expecting
visitors.

Creak ! .

The door creaked slightly as Wharton
gently pushed it open.

“Who's that?” It was Cecil Reginald
Temple's voice,

“Little us 1" replied Wharton, bound-
ing into the dormitory, “Go for 'em,
Remove 1

Rather |

Like the celebrated wverse which tells
us how the coborts swept down like
wolves on the fold, so Harry Wharton
and his “army " swept down on the
Upper Fourth.

Swipe! Difi! Bang!

The Remove pillows and bolsters and
towels were going great guns, and as
each weapon swept home mufed howls
of rage and pain and surprise floated
ceilingwards from the discomfited
Uppér Fourth juniors.

“Bock it into 'em!" sang out Bob
Cherry.

“Yaroooh!” yelled Dabney. eatching
the full weight of Bob's pillow and
staggering backwards in a heap.

“Lio for the rotters !’ Lhawled Temple,
forgetful of the timo and place. “Rag
the cads—yoooooocop ™

Temple's commands ended in an un-
dignified gurgle as Harry Wharton's
bolster took him fair amidships, so to
;{muk, and sent him crashing back into

r?i

Bump !

Fry smote the cold, hard, wun-
sympathetic floorboards of the dormi-
tory with a violent concussion,

Everywhere could be seen whirling
pillows and bolsters and toppling,
Pfjniqn-utud figurcz. On all sides roars
of pain and rage preceeded from the
surprised Upper Fourth juniors.

The raid had been a complate succesa.
From the beginuing Temple & Co. had
not stood e chance,

The uproar was terrific, lond enough
certainly to prompt & master to inguire
into the disturbance if he should hear
it. But the rival Forms gave no
thought to authority just then. The
lust of bhattle was upon them. Cecil
Reginald Temple tried to rally his men,
With whirling pillow he launched him-
self at the head of & score of his Form
follows .and drove the Removites to the
door. The advance, however, waz bub
tempoOTATY.

“Back up, Remove!”

“*Pile into "em "

“Down with the Fourth!™

Back came the Removitea iIn an

avenging flood, and once more Cecil
chinnr]lg Temple & Co. were swepk
over., Thuds and groans and thrents

filled the night air.

It was & regular battle royal; and
tho honours easily rested with Harry
Wharton & Co.

“QOh, you rotters!” groaned Temple,
eitting up dazedly on the floor while
thres Removites cheerfully slogged him
with their pillows. “We were coming
after ;;-uu—:.rmu?—ﬂt cloven o'clock 1

“VWe know that, my pippin!” sang
out Bob Cherry. “But you've got to
get up very carly to'catch the Remove !

¥ Ha, ha, ha "

“ Rather ! . .

“Rally round } Wharton's voice rang
out strongly. y

It was the prn-nrranﬂad signal for the
retreat, and the emove juniors
hastened to obey. While the main body
of juniors fled back to the Remove
dormitory, the Famous Five fought =
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&unrgunrd action until they reached the

OOT.

Once outside Wharton seized hold of
the door handle, pulled it to, and
slipped a knotted, looped rope over it

“Right-ho, Bob!" he smd breath-
lessly. “You cut back to the dorm. I
can manage thial”

Pulling on the loose end of the rope
Wharton dragged it to the oppoesite land-
ing  rail d made it fast with a
number of sailor’s knots,

Nugent, Cherry, Johnny Bull, and
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh lingered.

“PDon't you hang on!” panted
Wharton., *Cut back ™
Still the rest of the Famous Co.

lingered. Suddenly Jobhnny Bull drew
himself up tense. Looking over the
balustrade he saw tha oncoming shadow
of a figure.

“Cave ! he hissed. _ :

Wharton was still fumbling with the
last knot and he scarcely heeded the
warning, but the rest of the jumors
szcudded back to the Remove dormitory,
thinking that their leader was directly

hehind them.
Thud! Bang, bang! Temple & Co.
had discovered the fact that their door

had been made secure in some way.
“Open  the door!” hissed Temple
sulphurously.
Wharton grinned. )
He was just about to dart back to the
Pomove dormitory when he ﬂEUfht
sight of a familiar figure within a lew
feet of him,

It was Mr. Quelch—the master of the

Remove | .
Wharton's heart nearly stopped still.
In hiz eagerness to a fast the knot

that would hold the Upper Fourth

dormitory door safe against reprisals on

the Romova fellows he had not heard

Johnny Bull's warning.

It Ilfaa too late now. Mr. Quelch,
mounting the stairs, was not more than
a yard away from the captain of the
Ramove.

Instinctively Harry Wharton erouched
back, but it was a forlorn hope. Mr.
Quelch eould not help seeing him.

Yob the master of the Remove came
on with stately tread just as if the
captain of the Remove did not exist.
Neither did he pay any heed to the
muffled uproar that proceeded from the
other side of the dormitory door that
cut off the enraged Eﬁfwr Fourth
¥orm juniors from their foes of the
Hemovae.

“Phew " whistled Wharton beneath
his breath.

Mr. Quelch passed so close to ham
that he ocould have touched him.
Wharton waited lor the Form master’s
familiar voice.

It did not come,

Mr. Quelch strode on along the land-
ing, and hardly aware of tho fact that
he was doing so Harry Wharton fol-
lowad.

It made & strange sight—the master
nf the Remove striding majestically
along the landing and into the passage,
and Horry Wharton stalking him in the
manner of a Hedskin.

Straight to the box-room went the
master of the Remove.

Wharton halted at the doorway and
noered in.

Then he jumped.

Ar. Quelch was standing by one of
the shelves. His hands groped over one
shelf as if sceking something, Then a
{rown puckered his brow.

“That's strange !’ Wharton thrilled
as he heard the voice. * Very strange!
I distinetly remem s

The words trailed off, and Mr. Quelch,
turning suddenly, strode out of the box-

room. Wharion dodged back nte the
shadows just in time. A thought was
taking root in his head that thrilled

him,

Apparently unconscious of the necar
Ereaemm of Harry Wharton, Mr. Quelch
ggan to retrace his steps downstairs.

ith beating heart the captain of
the Remove followed.

Then, to his smazement, the master
of the Remove made tracks for the
Form-room.

From the region of the doorway
Wharton watched his every movement.
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wnce more ascended the stairs. Oncs
more Harry Wharton followed bim.

But this time, however, Mr. Quelch
passed beyond the Remove landing. He
took the emergency staircase that led to
the roofl

“ Phew!"” breathed Wharton.

There was not the slightest doubt now
—Mr. Queleh was & victim of somnam-
bulism. The captain of the Remove had
read about slecpwalkers in books of fic-
tion, but thiz was the first time he
had ever encountered one in the flesh,

What was to be done.

GREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS

No. 20.

Here’s another snappy
poem by the Greyfrlars
rhymester dealing with
a popular Greylriars
character—io wit,
Wingate minor,

EAR MATER—U'm doomed to
D detention— : ;
dg-:i!a!-vfﬂr the whole of the

My crime? Fﬁﬂ.!, i's nothing o

_ menlign—
Stieking _ﬁ“" tn @ schoolfeliow's calfl
Semmy unfer'a the hounder in
quesiion ;
He raided my hamper of tuck;
And somebody made the suggestion
That fat pigs should always Lé
Yatuck S

But pigs have a habil of squealing,
And Sammy squealed loudly and

fong
For mercy he started appealing—
“ Ok, spare mel . fnat over-
strong ™

Md Twigy camé along at this junciure,
And Semmy—delestable sneakf—
Exposed his fal calf and e punciure,
o I am defained by the Deak/

Twigg sct me a stiff imposition;
I must be more gentle, 'm told;
Az if 'm a modern edilion
Of Emperor Nero of old/
My nature iz kind and forgiving,
But when I zee Sammy again
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Hiz life will be Rardly worth living—
'l make i go purple wilh painl

Ay chums are engaged in a scrimmage
I'n frensied and fierce fooler fray;

Yet here I must sit, like an image,
And fritter the moments awey.

I hear all the cries and commolion,
The scene of the conflict I see;

And yet there might well be an ovent
Dividing the playground from me!

The chap who invented delention
Deserves to be burned at the stake;

For it's the most ghastly invention
A person could porsibly makel

I'd rather endure a a!i}ﬁ?ﬂﬂgping
Than sit here alone, any day;

The weartsome hours are just jogging,
Instead of careering away!

Dear mater, some slight consolation
A hamper of dainties would bring
8o have it addrersed to the station,
And tie it securely with string,
Lest Sammy, the fat little pirale,
Should once again get on its track,
And make me exceedingly irate.
I am, your affectionate JACNT.

He saw Mr. Quelch take some keys
from his pocket and fit one of them into
the desk. The desk open, the Remove
master delved inside for some few
moments and then drew to light a bulky
parcel and & box that rattled!

“0Oh, my hat!" breathed Wharton.

And while he stood there enlighten-
ment camo {o him in a Hood.

The snapping down of the desk lid
rouscd him.

My, Queleh was walking towards the
Form-room door!

Wharton stood directly in his path,
and only moved aside just when it
secmed Mr. 'E}‘uelch must crash inte him,

“He's walking in his sleep!” The
words tumbled out of the junior's
mouth unconsciously.

With the bundle and the rattling box
under hig arm the Eemove Form master

S

Wharton asked himself the guestion
soveral times. He remembered that it
was considered highly dengerouws to
awaken a slecpwalker.

And while the captain of the Remove
cogitated the point his Form master
was mounting higher and higher.

A patch of moonlight suddenly fall
upon Wharton which told him that M.
Quelch had reached the trap in the roof
and had thrown it back. ith beating
heart Wharton fairly raced up the re-
ma-mmfg stairs and came out on the roof
a faw feet behind the somnambulist.

S0 near was the captain of the Romove
to his Form master that he could hava
tonched him by merely stretehing out o
hand a few inches. Yet he did not do
s0. Fascinatedly the junior watched.

Mr. Quelch had halted near one of the

Tue Magrer Lisnany.—No. 1,180,
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chimney stacks, Wharton ocould hear
his voico quite distinctly:

“They should be perfectly safe here!
Perfectly zafel”

And the moonlight, as the Form
master stooped down, revealed s bulky
parcel of manuseript and a cashbox.

“(Great Scott!” Wharton could not
suppress the ejaculation. Back into his
mind came Skinner's repeated declars-
tions of mnocence. Really, there was
no doubting the unhappy junior's word
uow, Ar, Enmlc:hl had “stolen ™ his own
prlfr:];%ua a;nanuscnpt and hLis cashbox,

* Phew!"'

With dilated ercs Wharton watched
the master place the manuscript and
cashbox between the chimney stack and
the coping. Then Mr, Quelch straight-
cned himself. He stood gazing out over
the wide cxpanse of playing feld that
strotched before him in the moonlight
shadows for some moments. Shivering,

harton watched him. Then to the
junior's horror Mr, Quelch advanced
another step towards the coping that
encircled the roof and swayed perilously
over 1it.

“Oh, heavens!” Wharton felt his
heart stand still for a fraction of a
second, The nextnnd he had darted
forward and plucked Me, Quelch by the
arm.

The action was inveluntary on bhis

th, but 1t undoubtedly saved DMr.
a‘:lefﬁh from a fall that would of a cer-

tainty have ended in his death, for
gt the same moment the Form master
swayed over the low coping once more.

Wharton did not speak. Even then,
despite the awful responsibility of the
moment, ho kept his head. He remems-
bered in some dim way that to awaken
@ sleepwalker was a dangerous cxpedi-
ent: he remembered that 1t was possible
to lead such an afflicted person by gentlo
pressure of the arm.

Cradually, inch by inch, Wharton
drew Mr. Queleh away from that lofty
ledge of peril and back to the trap In
the roof.

The journey secmed interminable to
the anxious junior, and he perspired st
every pore from the strain, But at last
the Remove staircase came in sight;
then BMr. Quelch’s own bed-room door,
and it was with a thanklul sigh that
Wharton sighted it

“Wharton!” The captain aof the Re-
move started violently, as if he had been
ghot, as that wvoica, quict as 1t was,
reached his cars. He turned and saw
Dr. ke, clad in & dressing-gown,
standing before him.

“What—" began the Head, and
then he relapsed into eilence ns Whar-
ton's gesture for silence and the strange
look in Mr. Queleh’a face came home to
him simultaneously.

With startled eyes Dr. Locke watched
the eaptain of the Remove escort Mr,
Queleh to his bed. Then junior and

PSR N 0 S N s 2 St 5 Gaat T N D et B X SR II-.

“Come into the

Office, Boys!”
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0 you fellows know enything
D about “opiltankers™ —those
curious-looking ships which have
their engine-rooms stuck right
away 1n the after end, and which can
carry & tremendous amount of fuel oil
in bulk? One of my South-country
readers has seen soveral of them passing
down the Channel, and asks me why the
funne] is so far astern. The reason, of
course, iz so that no sparks from the
funpel can drop on the deck, or find
their way into the tanks of cil, Instead
of that, they drop harmlessly astern,
and thus risk of fire is minimized.

Have you ever considered what would
happen if an oil-tanker exploded? Oil,
as vou know, floate on tho water, and
when an oil-tanker oxplodes, great
masscs of burning oil pour from her,
and float, blazing, over the sarface of
the water. Once I happened to witness
a catastrophe of thiz kind, and, I assure
you, I am not likely to forget that
Qccasion.

WHEN THE SEA WAS ON FIRE.

It happened during the War, and-the
ship upon which 1 was, received an 808
concerning an oil-tanker which had been
torpedoed by a Gennan submarine. We
hurried to the spot, and so did all the
vessels in the near vieinity, but wo knew
E.erfectly well that we could do nothing.

he explosion of the torpedo had ripped
the sides of the ship open and sot the
oil on fire. In a short space of time the
ship was hidden from sight, as the
blazing oil surrounded it and screened
it with Aames and black smoke.

The sight was weird and terrible, and
the heat was inkense. ot a single shig
could appreach the burning sea, an
although  British  destroyers  were
cruising around, ther darved not risk a

dash through the burning ocean. Had
they attempted to risk it the terrible
heat would have exploded their
magazines, and they, too, would have
gone up.

Nor could any boat be launched from
the doomed ship, for the boats went up
in flames as the blazing oil licked them,
To swim through the burning oil was
also impossible, and all the surrounding
ships had to stand by impcrtenﬂt{. help-
less to raise a hand in aid of the men
on the doomed oil-tanker. .

Every man perished, and the fire
raged for hours. By the time it burned
iteelf out there was mot a sign of the
lost vessel, and mothing to show that
one of the most terrible things that can
happen at sea had taken place!

EXT, pleaze!
N DOES THE &SUN RISE IN

THE EAST?

That iz 8 question which J. H. asks me
this week, Two af hiz chums have heon
having an argument, and, while one
maintains that the sum always rises dua
rast and sets due west, the other main-
tzins that it rises and sets more towarda
the north in summer.

Your sccond chum is quite correct,
J.H. In summer the sun iz much
farther north—in relation to the earth—
than 1t i3 in winter, for the simple
reason that the carth “wobbles ™ as it
sping. Qur lnuﬁr:st day is the 22nd of
June, because that is the day when the
sun is farthest north. TFor instance, if
vou were standing on the equator on
that day yon would find that the sun,
when it rose, would be bearing north
B66% degrees egst of you. On the 22nd
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headmaster backed out, Wharton tak-
ing the precaution of locking the
master's door. He handed the ﬁey to
Dr. Locke.

""I think you had better keep this,
511‘{,” he said quietly.

‘But Mr. Quelch——" bezan Dr.
Locke, almost knowing the truth befors
VWharton proceeded to enlighten him.

*“Ho's walking in his sleep, sir,”

And from that (irst sentence of explan.
ation the captain proceeded to recount
the strange adventure of the night,
touching but little on his own action in

reventing BMr, Quelch from falling
rom the roof.

“Ay bov,” said Dr. Locke woarmly,
“vou have done welll But for your
presonce of mind—'" He did not
{inish his words, but he shuddered.

“Bhall 1 get the manuscript and the
cashbox, sir?"" snid Wharton suddenly,
as recollection of the miserable, hag-
gard face of Harold Bkinner came home
to !:lrim. “1 know where to find them,
BIT.

““Bless my soul !
gasped the Head.
my study."

Wharton scudded off, a scnso of
triumph in his heart that Skinoer's natno
had been cleared mingled with a sense
of remorse that, like others, he had
jumped to the very hasty conclusion in
adjuwdging him pguilky.

Please do, my boy,"”
“And then come to

(Continned on mext page.)
SOOI,

of Docember—ihe thortest day—it would
be bearing south 664 degrees ecast.

you sce, the sun varies as much as
47 degrees—that i1s, move than half a
right anple—in its position of rising
and setting during the vear!

I hope I have made thiz clear. It's
rather a technical subject—in fact, it is
one of the principal things in the scionce
of navigation.

HIS week, chums, I've got a tip
for you, and a good one, too.
Thoze of you who do not read
our companion paper, the
“(Gem,” should get a copy at once. This
week there is @ really wonderful yarn
of 5t. Jim's in the "éum . it's called
“The SBnake-men of Zundakil!” Bomo
of tho 8t. Jim's fellows are on a tour
round the world in the 8 1000, the finest
airship in the world, and they arc stay-
ing this week at the palace of the
Maharajah of Zundaki. Their stay is
simply packed with thrills, and the most
amazing adventures befall them, espeoi-
ally Blake and Bagey Trimble. Got a
copy and see for yourzelf !

W a word about next week's
N programme. First of all thero
will be another eplendid long
complete story of Harry
Wharton & Ca., entitled:

“THE SCHOOLBOY FORM
MASTER ™

When T say that it shows Frank
Richards at his best, you'll know there's
something good in store for you.

Need I mention that there will be
another grand instalment of our footer
serial, and our usnal shorter features?

Well, here's looking forward to
another jolly little ehat with you later.

YOUR EDITOR.
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It did not take
him long fto re-
tricve the precious

manuscript and th
coazhhox, With
both of them
tucked wunder his
arm, the captain of

Remove raced
back to Dr. Locke's
study.

The Head took
the twa articles
from him in silence
and deposited them
in his desk.

For some few
momoents there was
a silence.

“I fear I have
been responsible for
a grave  miscar-
riage of justice,
said Dr. Locke, of
length. “The boy
Skinner—"'

He broke off,
with a sigh of seli-
censure.

Wharton
forward.

#J]w=1=T1 know
wlhere Skinner is,
gir, he volun-

started

teered.

“What? Bless
my soul|” gasped
the Head. “You

know, Wharton "

Wharton grinned
faintly.

“Yes, sir. He is
in my study ™.

Really, there seemed to be ne end
to Dr. Yocke's ﬂim:uln.ﬁuna of surprise
that night. He listened in amazement
to the story Wharton had to tell and
punctuated the intervals, when the cap-
tain of the Remove paused for breath
with his favourite exclamation of
*“Blezs my soull”

“Well, well!” he ejaculated, at the
conclusion of Wharton's story. *“This is
indeed a night of surprizes. Yon put my
mind at rest, my boy, to know that that
unfortunate lbﬂ'j’,. Skinmner, is still within
the precinets of the school. Thank

Heaven was spared the ordcal of
fogging and e:u:i:elimg an innoocent
erson. You will, of course, conduct P

im to his bed in the Romave, and tell
him that everything has come to light.
He may mnﬁi::irm* himself still 3 member
of %E s{:hml:”1

i . wes, sir Lk

b | wfl] see him personally in the
morning,” added Dr. Locke, assmﬁ a
hand over his forehcad wearily. “But
this illness—mental illness—of _ your
Form master is most disturbing. ave
thought for the past week or so that Mr.
Quelch was overtaxing himself.” '

“8n have o good many of us, sir”
put in Wharton. *He's not been the

game man—""

“QOverwork—overwork '”” The Head
was speaking more to himsclf than to
the junior before him. “I blame myself
for not having seon the signs earlier.
And the fainting-fit—""

Once more the kind-hearted old Head
of Greyiriars censured himself.

. “He- must have a holiday, imme-
diately—immediately ! he concluded.
“1 will phone Dr. Fillbury =t once, late
ns tha honr is, to come over and discuss
ihis matter with me.”’

Wharton coughed discreetly.

Dr. Locke looked up.

“Ah, my boy, you must bo fceling
tired,’”” heo said, with o gracious smile.

Temple & Co.

“We will discuss this afresh in the morn-
ing. Good-night, Wharton " .

‘ Good-night, sir!”

Wharton closed the door behind him
and fairly raced through the silent,
darkened corridors of the school until
he came to the Remove passage. He
burst into Study No 1 like a cyclone.

There was a startled exclamation from
a recumbent fgure amidst the blankets
on an improvised bed, consisfing of an
armchair and two boxes,

“Wha's that?”’

“Little me!”
breathlessly.
“You! Wharton!
anted Skinner, )
“Nothing, . old scout!" said Harry,
with a ﬂmiﬁa. “You're cleared! We've
discovered the truth——"

“What ?"' Skinner bounded -from the
bed and gri the captain of the
Remove fiercely by the arm. " You're
pulling my leg!™

“MNever been more serious in my life
answered Wharton. “Come on, old
bean, you can sleep in the Remove
dormitory to-night, and you can con-
sider yourself unflogged and unsacked.”

“Gammon ! i

“Truth!” chuckled Wharton, seizing
Skinner’s hand and giving it a warm
grip. “The Head's orders!™

The story of Mr. Quelch's zom-
nambulistic ramblings created a nine
days’ wonder ab Greyiriars, and
Skinner, as was natural, came in for a
fair share of the limechght. Dr, Pill-
bury, having made an cxamination of
the “patient,’’ had swiltly expressed the
view that Mr. Quelch was on the verge
of a breakdown through overwork, an
that he was in need of a thorough rest.

AMr. Queleh himself, unconscious of the
actual happenings of the night, made
some demur, but he was over-ruled. Dy,
Locke insisted that the master of the
Remove chould teko “a few days off.™

exclaimed Wharion
What's wrong 1"

¥

I Il::_i_l h

Harry Wharton & Co.’s plllows and bolsters and towels kept going great guns, and as each weapon
swept home, muffled howls of rage and pain and surprise floated ceilingwards Irom the discomfited

And accordingly Mr. Quelch loit Grey-
friars for a much-needed holiday. And
not until he was well on the road to
recovery was he informed of the secret
of the missing manuscript and how near
to death he had been but for the timely
uction of Harry Wharton.

Meantime, Skinner was the centre of
attraction. Fellows who, hitherto, had
had very little time for the black sheep
of the Remove came up and congratu-
lated him on getting clear of a very
nasty entanglement.

And as thero was so mu::-!: ]i&m}liight-

ol begging, so to speak, illiam
Eeélf e Eﬁﬁtef thought it was high tima

that hiz share in the solution of the
mystery received due attention. Bunter
claimed that but for the fact that he had

overheard Temple & Co. plotting their
raid on the dormitory, Quelch’s sleep-
walking "acts,” as they came to be
known, would never have been dis-
covered—which, in part, was true.

Thus, when Bunter, tackling the
Famous Five on the subject, demanded
some recognition of his services, DBob
Chﬁrrl__\: promptly obli him by hnn%-
ing his bullet head on the wall,
a measure - which, however, drew
but scant appreciation from William
George Bunter. There was con-
solation near at hand, however, in the
shape of Harold Skinner, who, doubt-
less feeling in a more generous mood
towards his fellow beings than he had
ever felt before, stood treat to all and
sundry at Dame Mimble's tuckshop—
including Bunter !

THE EKD,

(Vext week's MacNer will conlain

d another grand long story of Greyfriars,

entitled r “PHE SCHOOLBOY FOKM
MASTERI!"™ Read it, chums, and also
lgak out for full partievlars of our
SPECIAL ENLARGED CHRISTMAS
YUMBER!)
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ANOTHER GRIPPING INSTALMENT OF OUR STIRRING SOCCER SERIAL I

U

o

P, THE ROVERS!

By Popular JOHN BREARLEY.

THE FIRBET CHAPTERS BRIEFLY
RETOLD, _

- James Brennan, ciener of the Roillon Rorers
F.C., decides to pay 6 hupe transfer fee for an
experienced cerdre-forivard fo puf new Hfe info
Ais fatling team. The deal doct nol materialise,
ﬁmmmr{?’:}r Rrennan iz robbed of his sarings by
meeng of o forged chequs and then altacked by
gome unkngten arsaifant whe deals bim o blow
Lo the heart which proves falal, Further disarters
followr until Jimmy Brénnan, the dead owner's
#on, i forced fo fie house for five thousand
pounds in order o carry on.  To odd fo Jimmy's
wnisfortwne, Thomas, the Rovers' ondy cenlre-
Joreard, is ordered off the field for striking an
opponend. Defermined, without rousing suspicion,
to firrd teho @8 behingd the plok to wreck the Boters,
Seotland Yard sends for Jimmy and sugpesis
that & real * ling wire ™ in Tim Osborne, lote of
the Canadian Secret Service, should take Thomas’
wigee,  Hiz mind in a whirl, Jimmy boards o
train Dound for home.

{Now read on)
Kldnapped !

HOUGHTS of the football club led
Jimmy Brenpan to wonder again
what sort of s player this Tim
Usborne  was, Of course, 1t

was pretty obvious Detective-Inspector

Danicls wouldn't send down a man who
was ¢ dud to pose as a professional foot-
baller, and draw attention to himself as
such; but—and Jimmy frowned dubi-
ously—it was a bit risky, he thought.
There was a lot of difference between
playing for old Peter Frazer's iron-
works' team or occasionally for.Maxport
Hornets, and figuring in the ranks of
Railton Rovers. He hoped Tim Osborne

1d stand tha paff.
Wﬁﬂl;ill-saﬁueﬂuing had to be dome. The

footer geason was young yot, and ib
might be worth while even to drop a
point or two moew in the League if by
playing Osborne it gave Beotland Yard
& chance to solve the mysterics that were
hedging him round.

In the mudst of his reverie, Jimmy
fell asleep suddenly, while the train
crawled slowly into the Midlands,
stopping at overy station on the way.
The ramn was teeming down in sheets
when 16 drew into Hallaim Junction at
last, a few minutes before midnight—
and cold, disgusted, and only hali-
awake, Jimmy stumbled out on to the
soaking wet platform. As far as he
could see in the dim light only o few
other passengers had got out, and most
of these disappeared at once. ‘The
others, waiting for tha Railton *local,”
made promptly for tho shelter of the
waiting-room. Thoro was at least half
an hour to wait before the connection
came in, and then a miserable hour’s
journey to home. Jimmy grunted, and
prepared to follow. '

Slowly he sauntered along the plat-
form, stopping for a moment beneath a
lamp to correct his watch by the station
clock, He had almost reached the
waiting-room when a footstop sounded
behind him, and & respectiul voice
hailed him cagerly.

“PBeg pardon, sir| You Mr. Brennan,
pleasa?” .

Jimnmy wheeled quickly, to see a
voung man in plain chauffenr’s livery
standing at his shoulder. After a brief
stare, ho rodded.

figure leapt forward and clung to
the luggage rack !

" Yes?”

A ploasant grin of relief broke out on
the chauffeur's face at once, and, taking
off his cap, ho pulled out a note,

“That's good, sir!” he smiled. I
was afraid I'd miss you. I'm here from
the Elite Garage 1n Railton High
atreet, you know! Your uncle, Mr,
Philin, came down an hour ago and
ordered a car to meet you here!”

spite of his slecpiness, Jimmy
stiffened alertly at the words.

"“My uncle sent you to meet me?' he
echoed, his eyes watehful.

The chaulfeur inclined his head.

“Yes, sir. He sent this note, too.
E:w:;lj I;,.runu‘d know what he meant!”

1 !J'Il

Jimmy took the note with hesitati
fingers and opened it carefully, A br;ﬁ
glauce, however, was enough to tell him
it was genuine, and his suspicions died.
There wore a few lines in his uncle’s
neat hand.

“ Dear Jimmy,~SBorry to hear you've
had to travel by tho slow last train
from town. As I don't like the idea of
vour waiting half an hour at Hallam
and then coming on by the local alone,
I'm sending a car to fetch yvou—just in
case of faccidents,” Savvy?  This
driver i8 the best man the Ehite employ,
and he will got vou home long before
the train will. See you to-morrow,—
Yours, UxcLe PHIL.Y

A wave of gratitude poured over the
wenry voungster. Good old uncle! It

Baturda
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was Just his gquiet, thoughtful way to do
guch a thing.

The chaulleur © and Junmy passed
guickly through the baveier gnd out to
where o sldek, comforfable Daimler
waited in the deserted station yard,
swept by rain sqealls "and lighted only
by the sidelights of the car and a single
lamp over the booking-hall door.

Hunching their E];nuldm against the
downpour, they hurried across the pave-
ment ; the chauffour Aung open-the door
and Jimmy stei:nlped ingich ;, Something
whistled _1Fi::-us y thr “tha darkness
to et him, a paim like s Jmife-stab
darted throngh his head and éverything
vanished in a blaze of dancing lights.
He lorched fnrwardlﬁh]]essly; tripped
over & leg, and felt floor of tho car
sliding frem under him. Then another
blow hit him, the hghts disappeared,
and blackness rolled over him like a
Aood.

. Blowly but smoothly the decoy car
purred out of the station yard. But
just as its tail-light Bicked through the

ates o dark figure leapt forward in a
ast desperate spurt, eaught the car, and
with a Iim:rsh gasp of rage, flung itsclf
recklessly on to the lnggage rack. The
Daimler gathered pace, and went fving
onwards into the dreary night.

— — —

Death at Blackholt Quarry !

IMMY BRENNAN opened his eves
slegpily. There was darkness all
around him: darkness and a hiss
ing sound, such as motor tyres

make on a  wet roadway. Ha
couldn’t make it out. He seemed to be
Iying on something that was moving at
iremendous pace, despite the intensp
blacknoss, and, for zomo reason, his
arms and legs were tightly bound and
rigid.

In a dizzy sort of way he bepan io
collect his thoughts. But a dull weight
was pressing on his brain, and when he
tried to move, the pain in his head made
him gasp and relax. Gradually, as the
position grew «clearer, momory re-
turned. o was going tc Railton—his
uncle had sent a car, He had followed
the chauffour, a decent sort of chap, out

of the station, got into the car, and

then—and then:

“¥Yo gods, I've been kidnapped !™

Realisation eame to him in a flash,
sweeping the mists from his numbed
brain. iiﬂnnpprzd! In spite of Seot-
land Yard’'s precautions, in spite of his
own carefulness, he had been captured,
taken in like a kid. And yet, there was
Uncle FPhil's letter! Surely that was
genuine! But it couldn't be; it must
have a forpory iike—like his
father's cheque,

Under the fresh shock his mind began
to ramble. What was it that the detec-
tive had said—funny chap he *was,
arresting fellows, then talking football
to 'om, and—— Where was he? Oh,

es, “"You're in line for big trouble,

rennan!”  That's what he had. said.
“Big trouble I Jimmy tried to smile.
It had been nothing but trouble since
his fatho» had died. And now “big
trouble ” hed arrived!

A fGerce flame of rage suddenly welled
up inside him. He tried fo struggle
up. He'd zhow 'em!

“By gad, I'll kill somebody this
time " ho raved.

Then o brutal heel stabbed down-
wards, and Jimmy. with another shiver
of pain, slumped back into the depths
Onéc monre.

When he eame round again the pain
in his head hoad grown duller, The ear
was still moving, but it must have
turned inte o side road. for the bump-
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ing and jostling on the foor wee
tevvible, As the pace grew slower the
more violent beczme the jolts, and now
and again Jimmy heard branehes serap-
ing the invisible windews and roof.
shuwu}g the narrowness of the lane they
were following, The racking journey
went on until, just when he had reached
the point of fading out again, the car
stopped with a jerk.

Presently the door was flung open!
and an icy spatter of rain drifted in. A
man's veice above him cursed gruffly at
the cold; a pair of hands reached down
and bhauled him up. The next he was
flung headlong out on to some coarse,
saturated grass. Another voice, with
a little tremor in it, spoke up:

“Is—s it O.K., Fred?®”
Jimmy recognised the chauffour’s
tones. A gruff veice answered roughly :

_ “"0Ow the blazes do I know, cooped up
in the dark. Did yer pass anyone in
iilﬂi il‘bﬂ??”

“Well, then, gctiin' cold feet. as
nsual ¥

“Ah, stow it!
game, is it "

Jimmy heard a grating laugh.

“Well, 1t 15 thiz timo. You been
paid, ain't yer? Then don't start
squealin® 1™

The talk ceased, while the last speaker
walked a few steps ahead. Lying on
the grass, with the wind and rain beat-
ing on his face, Jimmy mustered his
wits for a guick glance round.

Ile could sea nothing of the two men,
but in the - single sidelight of the car
that was burning he caught a_ glimpse
of tangled undergrowth' standing out
weirdly against the surrounding gloom;

(Continued on next page.)
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aud beyond that—nothing., Ile neticed,
1o, that for some rcasen, the men's
voices scemed to echo woirdly. *

“We'ro protty near, Come on! " It
was the harsh voice speaking again,

Jimmy felt ivon hands close round his
suhles and arms, and he was lifted 1n
the air and taken Ffarther into the
durkness. r

The men stopped at last, and Jiunmy
heard the leader issue brief cominonds:

“Nah, then! No balkin'! Two
swings an’ over—see " 2

The grips on Jimmy's shoulders
tightoned.  He felt  himself swung

gently through the air. Then came the
sound of o gasping whine and his feeot
fell to the ground agan. : ;

“Fred, I—I can’t do it! Not this
way !  The chauffeur had lost his
Nerve.

A fierce osth crackled. e

“Gaw, yon— Take that cub’s 'eels
wp agen, d'ye ‘ear? Or, by—"

l-l'] wun?t ]n'n' ) .

“Then go a'cad of im, you scum !

Jimmy crumpled -into the grass as
tho man ealled Fred let go his shonlders
ind lashed out frenziedly. He heard
the cruck of the blow and a sob, fol
lowed suddenly. by a terrible despairing
shri¢k., The ery swelled.out hideously,
secming to [ade down!into space, until,
all ‘at once, it stopped.  But presently,
after & long, aching . silence, camo
another sound, soft,.dull, "and unspeak-
ably- horrible, paralysing the boy with
horror.

Although he could not sce what hap-
pened, he could guess! He was on the
cdgo of some gieat pit, or cutting, And
the chauffeur had “gone shead ™!

Numb ~ with despair, he bécame
awaro of the other man bending over
him, of kot breath fanning his checks.

“Nah, my buck, I'll do the job
meself [ .

Two powerful arms tightened round
Jimmy'a® body.” He was lifted easily
from tho ground dand swung back over
a burly shoulder. His captor braced
himeelf for. a htrﬂmfindnus , dfurwﬁd
heave, And in that split second, when
o i?nm:."'s heart was dead within him and
hiz head drooped limply downwards,
another pair of arms grabbed him from
the darkness” end tore him desperately
from that awful elutch:

THE MAGNET

Came then a wild snarl of vage and
fear, the ringing, venomous smack of a
shot, and a red jet of Hame that
almost singed his face. The snarl broke
off sharply into a choking sob; some-
thing big and heavy hit the greund and
went sliding and clawing down the rain-
slip;;nry surface—

Silenco ! -

The sound of o body, mangling itself
on hidden rocks far Jl;elc-w, floated up
once more on the wind.

“How gooes it, old chap?™ -

A guiet voice, cool and soothing after
the nightmare he had gone through,
made Jimmy open his eyes once more,
Thoe gag was taken gontly from his
mouth, and soon a sharp knife was
ripping the ropes’ that bound him.

o, was
back to the car, taken  inside and
pushed carefully back on the cushioned
scata. :
. The electric light in the saloon-roof
Was ﬂ.ﬂtﬂhpd on,at once, and Jimmy
blinked peinfully at a' strange figure,
whose thin face was covered with im\t.h:«
cutz and scratches, and whose shabby
clothes were sonked and badly torn. _

At sight of Jimmy's stare, his
rescuorysmiled. quaintly.

“Bay, I'm awlully sorry,
he cried above the hiss of wind and
roin, " ¥ou .con kick me when you're
botter, I missed you at Hallam like a
carelezs chump, and just managed to
jump the car as it scooted away. And
when thoy drove along this confounded
quarry path I was jerked off and
knocked silly. My Jucky night! But
thank goodness I was in time "

‘He jorked his head backivards.

“ No:need to, worry—it's finished mow.
They're both down below, Pity I had to
shoot, but”—he shrugged—*I'll - hava
'em fetched up in the mornin’ ™

“Who—who are.you?” Jimmy,
the point of colla spoke thickly.

The quaint little smile erinkled the
slim youth's eyez and lips again. \

“I'm  Tim Oshorne!” he said shyly.
“Er—in fact—I'm jyour new contre-
forward [

His haends shot oub swiftly. But
Jimmy had crumpled up by this time,
and had barely heard the reply. ‘Lay-
ing him out gently, with a cushion at

on

half carried, half dragged -T

Brennan I
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his head, Osborne closed the door and
sltd mnto the driving-seat of the ear,

Slowly it lurched away down the path.
Hilence, broken .only by the whispering
rain, brooded once more over Blackholt

URITY.

The Daimler, hi#tting the main road
again, turncd and headed for Railton
at top speed. ; ;

For two days and nights following his
appalling experiench on the Blackholt
Jimmy Eronnan lay in the hezy border-
land befween . conscicusness and stupor,
waking samettmes to blink fﬂl.*h]ﬁ at his
filtrmtln:i'mgs, only to slide quickly back
into the mists of dblivien ngain, Ho was
vaguely aware s intervals that he was
back home in old Bill Nye's cottage,
and now and then he vecognised anxious
foces bending over him; his uncle,
ony, Bill Nye himself,k and a .shm
strangor whom he had secn before somo-
where, but couldn't rémember. when.

And as soon:ag he tried to-think his.

brain_ wearil nsed,

On the third day, however, his con-
dition changed, and he began to rugl:i.
His head was still- full of pain, but well-
trained fitness and natural tough fibre
were pulling him through. y the
Thursday ho was able to sit up a bit and
remember.. :

Grn&ualli, as the youngster loy star-
ing round his c{:r]-;-manb little room after
the doctor had gono for the day, past
cvents began to take shape in his mind.

Setting his teeth against the pain of
his wound, he tried hard to straighten.
things out. It was like puzzling over a
half-forgotten dream. Hoe remembered
a revolver-shot, his assailant’ vanishing
into the pit, and then a tgll, slender
follow had come out of the darkmoess
omrewhere. and-said hii name wag
O blazes!” grunted Ji t-

5 azes 1" grunte 1mmy,
ting his bandaged head tenderly. "\F]lm
was ho, now? He must have got me
home all right. = Why, dash it, the
beggar saved my life!” :

And at that moment the door of his

‘bed room opened ‘quictly, and the young-

ster he was thinking about stood smiling
in at him.

(Tim--Osborre plays a great part in
next week's instalment of this pewerful
footer gyarn, chums! Make sure you
read every line of it!)
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| BAKA DA CHESTNUT,

Toung gents, dis porson, GUGLIELMO
FACILETTI, haova da bake-chestnnb
stand In Friardale Lane. ALL HOTTA]
Da heayewtiful baka da chastnat, Twanty
for da penny. Looka in on me and buava
da nice, nice chestnut. PATRONISE
DA ENGLISH FIEM. Don't go to da
forolgners. Buya your chestmutta froin
da well-Enown Englsh gentleman—
GUGLIELMO FACILETTI.
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

November 29th, 1930,

SPEGIAL WINTER AUCTION SALE.

Horoos Jamea Cokar, of the FPifth Porm,

the undermentioned orticlsza

by Ao tion to-meorrow in thoe GRmas Study:
Motor-bika (1815).
Diotionary (never used).
Threo pairs of Lags.
Datective novel.

Toy rovolver,

Pottar. Qreana, AL
Eoll np and buy. Tonique opportuniiy
of geteing hold of o good motor-bike or
dictionary. Coma in your huoudreds,

Highest bid ascuras.
HORACE JTAMES COEEDR.

HAVE YOU “BATS IN THE BELFRY”?

More Schoolboy Slang
“BLOW-OUT"—A FEAST

“PBATS IN THE BELFRY."—A poculiar phrase which has
“"How shocking,” said Alonzo
avilion by storing
16 phrass refera to
a fellow who ia dense and stupid, and not " all there "’ mentally.

“BENDERS."—A form of caning in which the victim is com-

often .._u__.ﬁm.dmn the innocent.
Tadd, ™

bats thera 1" But Alonzo ig off tha track.

pellad to bend over a dask or chair.
* BLOW-OUT."—Ze0 * Tuck-in."

" BONE SHAKER."—A bicycle which hoa seen its best days,
and which, having been wsed hardly by its owner, is now

usad |
" BRASS." —Money,

"BROEKE TO THE WIDE."—8ss " Btony."

*CHIN-WAGGING."—Talking volubly

phrase.

example.

: A "jiggepr.t

CJIGUER."—A bicycle.

“JERUSALEM CRICKETS.”—Thezo are not chirping insects
peeulinr to the ancient city of Jorusalem, The expression
w o mesuningless one, uveed by Fisher T. Fish in momenis of

vxcitemeant,

"WIGHT-BIRD."—A boy who breaks bounds at
Loder of the Sixth

night for an unlawinl

uTpose.
& no " fedgling ' i

ot this game |

*OLD JOSSER."——An old fogey; o disrespectinl

sllusion to cortain mastors at Greyiriars,

" PL-JAW.M—A lecture or scolding from one in

ING THE BOAT QUT."—Going to the
rescue of a fellow who is “om the recks” by

puthority.
1} H._..H.“_.

meking him & timely loan.
et mmm#

bolfry.
“BPONDULICS.  —3e0

TTY,"—Seattor-brained ; Laviog bats in the

“ Brace"

“STEPPING ON THE JUICE.'—Driving o - %
high speed, os

mechanically-propelled wvehicle at
witness Coleer of the Fifth on his motor-cycle,

“ESTONY."—Without wisible meane of sgbgistenice, In the

dolours, but out of dollars !
"TANNER."—=Not oun irate master who
tlio nimble sixpenos,
“TINM—8eo * Brass,"
“TUCK-IN."—A schoolboy [enst.

“"TUPPENNY,"—A biff, puoch, or blow, delivered with

viclenoe.,

“"YAROQOOQOH ! "—An uwninteliigible ery, ox
¥

anguish, Variants of thiz word ars ™
“YOW-OW-00W 1 o
{Those who wish to make {homsoalves

H u.v__u_ ﬁw..._ H.H...”r

to turn a chureh belfry into 8 oricket

“Bpilling a bibful”
American counterpart of this

“DICM—A  distionary,

*GATE - CRASHER." —One
who barges in where he is not
wanted., Billy Bunter is Grey.
friarg best—or rather, worst—

i “GORGER."” =— One who
. feeds to excess; ome who ia
e = pnilty of induolgin

he biggest offender in thie
respect at Urayiriara ia William
Georgs Bunter, of the Remnove.

"HANDERS."—A caning
inflicted on the hands.

“ JAPE."—A wheeee, n lark,
& lep.puil. A means of gelling one’s own back,

" JAW-DREAKER.”—A word of abnormal lenpth,

iL .ﬁ.mrﬂ_.u 1F

Eﬂmqmﬂ. ._._.;E m.:._m
O000F ! and
raficient in perfect up-to-

date English should come and consull the " Dictionary of Slang,”
which is chained to my dezsl: in Btudy, ¥Xo. 1 Remove Passage,—

WHAT IS YOUR
FORTUNE—

—My Pretty Lad?

RICHARD NUGENT (Second
Form).—Dickv's fortune ia spon
told. He will spend all his life
writing <ub the lines he bags
while at Ureyfriars. He is about
3,000,000 in debt already, so he
will be an old man with a fowing
beard like Dir. Birchemall before
Le colches up.

WILLIAM . BUNTER (Re-
movo)—IL aes o brilliant futare in
front of Bunter. When he loaves
Greyfrinra he will go to the City,
and will mako money hand over
fist. Year by year hia income will
increase. Moro and more money
will be piled up to his account in
tho banlk, wntil—alas!l—he ia
fonnd out. He will then rotire for
the rest of his life to a lar
country house at Dartmoor. 8
will prefer clothes ormamented by
o nest pattern In broad arrows,

ly

any subject,

iz the

in orgies.

gtonea,

HUREEE JAMSET RAM
BINGH (Homovel—Inky will
return to in, and will m B
squaw and settle down in his
wigwam. When his unecle dies
he will bocome the Jam of

whataver it is.
HORACE JAMES COIKKER

Moarmnlads—or

{Fifth).—Coker's fortune is very
peculiar.
ptand it.

Y confess I don't under-
I see him spending his
tima in ona room,
which somehow ap.
arg to be padded.
o tellsa his wvisitors
that he is the Emperor
Nopoleon, ond some-
timea he sticks strawa
in his hair and pre-
tendas he's o chicken.
I howen't tho fainteat
ides what all  this
Maans,
FISHEER T. FIEH
(Remove).—Tishy will
d tho rest of his

_~

-

A * night bird."

lifo looking for the
: twopenco he lost in
Friordale Lono last Saturday,

GERALD LODER (8ixth).—
Loder will ba hanpad.

ALONZO TODD (Remove).—
Alonzo's future is very dark. Isce
that severnl black men will crosa
your doorway. They are very
geantily dressed, and heve preat
kmives nnd spears.  Apparently
they coms {or chest-protectors and
woollen bed socks, Then I scoa

reat cooking pot, with many black

ares dancing round it. My con-

olusions are, that you will some
day become a missioneiv,

you; butl

ond his hobby will be bresking

LOOKINGFOR

A JOB:

PLENTY GOING
AT GREYFRIARS

SMART FAG WANTED. Must
ba clean, sober, and industrious,
am%‘nan appearance, and address,
and with & propor respect for
authority. Apply personally, with
testimonials from previous fag-
mastors,— t0 GroneE WiNaATE,
Captain of Greyiriars.

B.—Any applicant who pro-
duces spurious testimonialas will
receive a genuiue licking f)

AAAA — A BMART FAG

WANTED tly. Good

and ﬂuﬂm%ﬂ%ﬂuﬁﬁﬁw duties WMM
liberal outings; ev comfort
and convenience; faganaster

always in attendance to wait upon
him—with an ash-plant | No
fag who has proviously besn in
my service need apply again.—
Patoick Gwynse, Sixth
Passaga,

AAA~A FAG WANTED at
once. I'm simply dying for a
gmoke —GERALD LopEm, Sixth
Form Pasaago.

BATHCHAIR ATTENDANT
...wbu..q..m_mp for o noble eorl who
finds 1t too much fag to use hia
legs. No sal offered, but ap-
plicant may help himsalf to any
atray Troasury Notes blowing
about in my study. I will be
awalte to interview applicants
from 7 p.m. till 7.6 p.m. Do not
come earlier or later, or you will
disturb my slumbers, — Loxnp
MavLEVvERER, Romove Passaga.

Form

PAGE-BOY WANKTED, to turn
muq..E. ...“WE. 8 ﬂ__.:nnm_.._..__ %E
ANpui readin " Holida:
Annual: Im,ﬁwuu_.m. q....q_.wwwb Erbd.hm._.__.
EVERER, &3 above. :

PRIVATE SECKERTARY
WANTED, by Famoua Orther.
Muast be able to epeak perfect

gharthand, and type s thousaud |-

worda a minnit Must hawe
*littery " ambitions, and be neat
and tidy, Must provide his own
typewriter, ink, pens, stationary,
and gaterer, Wapes—aixpence
week, vnless the Famous Orther
spm.ﬂaﬂm to bo on the rox! TFood
will be provided in the Fage'
Common-room—horrings fried on
mn-holders being the stapls diet.
o iggnerent Form-master veed
ﬂﬂm_ﬁ for this responeible poat;
and any perton whose speling ia
at oll can keop ofi the praza.

~—Apply to Dicky NveExT, the |!

“ Littery Lion,” Second Form.

Ode to a Jam Roll

. VERSE—AND
_k WORSE

;s GREYFRIARS LIRRICKS.™
= By Dicky Nugent. (Printed Ly
the Orther on the Fags' Five-
bob' Printing Presa, and publi-
eated privately at One Shilling.)

It 18, porhaps, just as well that
Dick Cugent's efusions aAre
‘publicated " privately. BSome
of the mastera would have several
norta of fita if the little volums

samo into their hands. Inm one
poem, the youthiul * orther ™
deascrilbaz @nll the masters of

Hreyiriars in o poetic procession.
What would the Head sovy to
this, we wonder ?
v “Tirst comea Doctor Mister
Locke,
In & funny sort of frock.”

And what would the masler of the
Fifth think of this T
" Moxt eomes Mr. I, . Prout,
Getting rather bald and
stout.”
Me, P'rout’'s fow remaining hairs
wouldl ries vp in righteons in-
limation, we imogine !

Wo ore also told that *° Mr.
Wacker is a alacker,” and ** Mr.
‘Ywigg & perfect pig Dicky
Nugent had no wish to be offensive

thosa pentlamen, but it w.ﬂmp
pens  that the  epithets
.Mwnw!. * and ““pig"
with their names !
* Mr. Loscelles takes mathe.
matics,
Gut I don't admire his
tattics,”
laclarea the Shakespoaro of the
Zecond. But Dicky Nugent has

rhyme

‘tinmething nice to say concorning

“ar. Quelch, s good old

, ata

-~ For ﬂohu often whoaeks my
major 1"

“In the whole a very amusing little
wolume, which will esuse many
shuckles up and down Groyirviara,

BUNTER THE BUDDING BARD

“EPICS OF AN EPICURE.”
ﬁH William (Geo Buntear.
The Tuckshop Ltd.,

g, Bd.)

Billy Buntor has broken out in
a new placo. e has blossomed
forth as a hallad.monger, and tho
bull: of his veras deals, as might ba
expected, with grub! * Grubb,”
says the a....r.:ﬂﬁ guthor in his
profacss, "“1g the be.all and the
end-all of my ogmeistence,” and
we can well believe it! "It
makes life worth living," declares
Bunter, And some of HBunter's
poctry makes life worth leaving !

s

It is appalling, rather than
pealing. However, some of
pocimns are quite passable, and we

tho

to

iu

uots from the

ard termpte
4 to o Jam

im ionad
E --u :
“ I love you, sweat Jam Roil,
So savoury and suckulent ;
You soothe my stormy soul,
When I am feeling trucku-

lont | ™

By tha way, we are told that the

roceeds of the sales of Bunter's
ook are to be given to Charity.
u.ﬁ&%wﬂmaiﬁ Charity iz not

n ; but, a3 charity begins at

homs, wo may aafely wager that

its name will be Willinm Georgo

Bun‘or!

“"REAYMEFULNESS OF THE
TIMEFULNESS," By Hurree
mmnm“. Mesera, Tosh, Bosh,

& "Twaddls, 2s.)

Hurrea Singh's try ia not
intended to Eﬁrﬂﬁﬁﬁ. but we
have soenn somo of his readers
rolling on the floor, and kicking up
their heels in & paroxysm of
mirth ; so evidently they find it
funny ! Someo of tho versea secm
etrangely familiar. Tho following
was cortainly inapired .m““__. Bir
Walter Seott—_hough the English
ia peculiorly Inky’s:

*The way was oo

I'he wind was coldiully cold;

And the esteomed and hadi-
crous minstrel .

Was most infernally oid |
(Continusd ot fool of next coluian.)

ully long,

" gquent

FISHY “FORTUNE” FOR
STUDY-MATES

e —— e —

OTHER PEOPLE'S
MONEY

WILLS OF THE
WEEK

Mr. WILLIAM GEORGE
BUNTER, the woll-known story-
tallar, of Buoter Court, Bunkum-
shire, who waeted away to a
shadow whilst staying at Crey-
friare Behool, baqueathed all his
debta and’ HPEW..?J_ __n._.n..."H Mﬂbfﬂ_ﬂ
Ch E . ond all the post
ﬂqmmhﬂw. which were on their way
to him, but failed to turn wp during

-| his lifetime, to Peter Todd, Esqg.

Mr. Bunter loft groea estolo to
the value of nix, and mnet per-

acnality noppenca !

Mr. HORACE COKER, the
very omateur footballer, whose
“pasaing " we deplore, be-
oll his study furniture
and effecla to George Pottor,
an__.._.. and all his worldly wealth to
William Greone, Esq. Mr, Coloor
also bequansthed all the football
trophies—Cupa, BShields, Madals,
ato., that he was expecting to
win, but didn't!—to George
Wingate, Eeq., “ who was always
horribly jollus of me in my life-

- timo.’

Mr. GERALD LODER, of
“The Cross Keys" Friardale
{when not residing ot Greylriars),
made a large number of bequests,
including a silver cigarette-case
to “my friend and follow-blade,

Williama Carne,” and a pack of
playing-cards (cunningly marked)

to “my young disciple snd
understudy, Auvbrey Angel, Esqg.
Mr. Loder's trustces—Messrs,

Corne & Walker—have been leit
& fund of thick ears and fstio

“pounds,” to be distributed
weekly omongst the fags of
Groyiriars.

LORD MAULEVERELR, who
“ foll naleap ™ om the 13th ingtant,
whilst dozing on his bicyele in
Courtfield High Street, bequeathed
his bioycle to Mr. Bill Bmith, old-
iron merchant, of Courtfisld. So
far sa his personal eatate tas
eoncaerned, his lordahip bequeathed

everything to Robert Cherry,
Eeq., to bequeath for himy
bocause ' making & will is such &
fearful fag, begad!|”

Mn, FISHER T. F15H, lato of
New York City, who " wend
under '’ whilet taking his weekl

bath, loft all his seourities to h

study-mates, go that they might
live 'in security for the rest of
their days. The unfortunote
legatees, however, soon discovered
thint the seouritice were valuelesa.

Eur_aﬂmw heg umuﬂu mﬁpnﬁu a
irpcilons o | B8 0o
ﬁnbnm_u__ EﬂEM&ﬂMﬂW his infuriated
annnu_..uunﬂg }

Mz, WILLIAM GOSLING,
Keeper of the Gate at Greyiriars,
who * shuffled off " on Saturday
Inat—to his lodge—Iloft all his
duties end responsibilities to
Trotter the Page!l

THE EDITOR OF THE
GREYFRIARS ﬁmﬁ&ﬁ.ﬁﬂu—mﬂﬁwﬁ

ts short i ¥
Mﬂw__wnﬂnuw. iw_.r verfully leave

the editorial chair to sny fellow
who is ass enough to take it over |

There iz also sn " Ode to
Auvtumn ' which kicks off in
the manner of Keats, but soon
becomes pure Hurree Singh!

“ Bnason of mists and mellow
fraitiulness,
Ludicrons friend
maturing sun ;
Filling the smiling orcharda,
where the lostfulness
By daring schoolboys is
dizacotly done)
We cannot but admire the cheeriul
sontiment of tho {ollowing couplet
—though it certainly owes s good
deal to Shaelley :
*If winter comea, cheer up !
For you will find

of- the

HEHEE.EEE:EE&FH
_E._mﬂaﬂu_- E.Emn_._:

The reception accarded to Inky'a

volume of verse ig bound to

it Ei—u.ﬂ L3 —

“DORMITORY DITTIES.” By
Lord Mauleverer. Aﬁj_.uﬂn
Wyoken, Blynken & Neod.
23, 6d)

Thia volume was (o have aps
peared last month, but oo attack
of sleopy sickmess has prevenied
his lordship from completing tha

ms=—or even storting them !
t s o that the book will
be publi gome time during tha
next hundred yoma |




