WHO WALLOPED WIGGINS ?
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YOUR EDITOR CORDIALLY INVITES YOU TO—

Aliways glad to hear from you, chums, 50 drop me a line to the
The Editor, The ' Magnet "’ Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway

Howuse, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA,

NE of my Darlington readers has
Iwon  fired with enthusiasm—
and ambition—by Frank
Richards' now sorial. Eo he has
writton to mo to tell me that

HE WANTS TO GO [TO THE S0UTH
SEAS |

How does he eset sbout it ¥ he ashs,
Well, if my chum has plenty of money,
there is nothing to stop him fitting out o
trading schooner and setting sail for these
romantio ielands. DBut, o ige, thore
ign't much chancs of him getting out there,
Very occazionally jobs in the South Bes
islands are advertised in tho newspapers—
but only experts have a hnl]}a o gﬂm
them, a8 they are all highly tochni
jobs, such as pilots, harbour masters,
engineers, snd g0 on. :

ere are thousands of islands out
there which white men have not wet
sottlad on, and anyone who cares to live
on them oen have them for the taking.
The majority of them, however, are off the
ugual trading veasel tracks, go it ie essontial
to have some sort of vessel to establigh
contact with the rest of humanity. Many
of the men who have settlod on Bouth Sea
iglands are ox-sailors, who like the climate
and the free-and easy lifle. Several of them
have prospered extremely well, but =
large nwunber have ** gone to the wall.”
nﬁ become what are known as * beach-
combers. A " beachecomber™ is a
man who picks up & precarious living in
any way he can, and drifte from ons
island to another. I am afraid that the
chances of & boy without friends or plenty
of money becoming o " boachcomber ™
are too strong for me to advise any bo
to think about emigrating to the Sout
Seas.

wonk ocomes
of
the

HE next query thia
from  “ Bpesdway Fan,”
Coventry, who asks me
meaning of

SPEEDWAY FLAGS.

There are six different coloured flags
used in Speedway racing, most of which
will be familiar to those of my readers who
follow up this exciWng sport. The
(frecn flag is used during o race to give
warning that there iz an obstruction.
The Hed flag means “ atop.” The Yellow
flag tells the rider that there is ome more
lap to go, and the Black and White flag
gignalisos tho finikh of the race. As
rogards the start of a race, » Green light
or a While flag is used.

A flag that is not ofton brought into use
on 8 waye ig the Black This
informe a defaulting rider that he must
withdraw from tha race,

In response to requests from many
ronders, Iiam giving vou a further selection

of
THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE |
Water that will not Bofil Eggs! Tha

water of Lake Titicacn, in the Andes,
Tne Macxrr Laprary,—No. 1,276

cannot be used for boiling egge! Nor
will iron st inm it! Only one kind of
figh can live in it}

Following address ;

Vears to congtruct. Twanty-
three weara later it <was
s0ld to the East London Rail.

WY

.ly"Iam aro gomeo more interegt-
ing facts re ing tunnels
under the Rifﬂfﬂﬁm: A
tunnal was constructad from
tho Tower across the river, and
WAS 1in 1870, but is now
closed. The longest Thames
tunnel is the Blackwall Tunnel,
which, with approaches, is 1}
miles in longth. The most
e neive tunnel is the Rother-
hithe Tunnol, which cost two
million pounds. Other tunnels
are the Gresnwich Tunnel and
tho Woolwich Tunnel, and,
of course, the varioua unders
ground milway tunnels.

The same reader also wante to know
which was the firet bridge to be built
over the Thames. This distinction belongs

A Latter was Wrilten on the Back of a | to

Stamp ] The stamp on which it was
writton was posted in Japan to an address
in America—and safely delivered to the
addregzea !

A Postage Sfamp Nearly Caused 2 War !
The Dominican Ropublie issued o postage
stamp 1 1900 in which the irontier
between that country and Hayti was
wrongly drawn. The Haytians wora so
inconsed that war was threatened unless
the stamp was withdrawn., It wae
withdrawn !

An Elght Pound Radish !
New g&lﬂlﬂ-l}dhhﬂﬂ rﬁc?jutiy
el eight uneds {2
Bix %3 15 1&:11;1:1: 1

A Man was once put to Death for Killing
a Cat! It happensd in ancient Egypt,
where cais were looked upon as sacred
animals. A Roman killed a stray cat,
and the puﬂ.;lnm promptly punished him
by putting him to death on spot !

There ars ten animals which are Faared
by Snakes ! Most animals fall easy pray
to soakes—except the following snake-
killers : Mongoose, hog, Armadillo,
Wild Pig, SBwallow-tailad Kite, Opossum,
Serpent-Eagle, Crana Hawk, Eyed Lizard,
and Becretary Bird. King Cobrag, Glasa
Bnakes, and Mussurama Snakes are
cannibals, and eat other anakes.

e R

NOW FOR S50ME REPLIES IN BRIEF.

What Ships Are Allowed to Fly the
White Ensign? °* Scahorse,” of Har-
wich : The White Ensign is the flag of the
British Navy, and none but naval vessels
and ships of the Royal Yacht Squadron
are permittod to fly it.

What Fish ** Shaots *" its Prey ? “ Tom
G."" of NMNewhaven: Tha Archer ‘Fish,
which I8 found in the Indian Ocean,
“ ghoots " itas prey with water., It can
blow water to & distance of five foet,
bringing the flies on which it feeds down
to the surface—when, of course, they
becorne the fish’'s food.

A farmer in
own o radish
ig two feot

RBeady for a chuckle ! Right, then
hera goes! Thia amusing yam has been
gent to' ma by Fred Hood, of 288, Easter
Road, Leith, and I have dispatched a
topping Sheffield Steel penknife to him:
Worried Old Gent: *I
say, walter, did =,
I leave a wad of
notes behind 2 ™ 4

Waiter: *‘Yes, g
b sir— 1t han kN
youl™

ACK THOMAS, of Wimbledon,
asks me to loll him which is

THE OLDEST THAMES TUNNEL,
Thiz was

J

and when wos it construatad ?
called ** Ths Thames Tunnel,” and waos

ecommenecsd in 18235 It took seventesn

LONDON BRIDGE,

which has had a most chequored caroct |
The first timber bridge was constructed
in 894, and was swept awsy by a whirl-
wind ninety-seven yeara later. In 1177
the first stone London bridge was com-
menced, and it took thirty-threo vears to
construct. In 14850, London Bridge was
the scene of an all-night battle which ¥

on tho bri between the Men of Kent
and the Men of London. Five

later, seventesn thousand Men of Kent
again  attacked the bridge, but were
drivon off,

The most mo sacene associated
with London Bridge was in 1598, when the
heads of over thirty traitors were set on

ikes and exhibited from the bridgo!
he present London Bridge was com-
menced in 1825 and finished in 1831,
and was damaged by the firo of 1861,
to the extont of over two million pounds,

By the way I almost forgot o clover
Groyiriars limerick, for which F. W.
Lowia, of 38, Watling Crescent, Eaton
Road Estate, Chestor, earna a useful
leather pocket wallet. Here it is:

Billy Bunter, with pockersd brow,
Was dolsfully wondering how
He could raid the school shop
And seoll doughnuis and *°
Without getting into a ** row."

pop

MUST hold over several repliea to

readers’ queries until neoxt weolk,

otherwise I shall have no space to

toll wou the splendid programme
which I have in store for you next week.
Here it is:

# BILLY BEUNTER'S BAD LUCK I ™
By Frank Richards,

is one of the beat varns I have ever read
by this famous author, and ig the first of a
grand geries dealing with the holiday
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co.
You will find that your interost ig held by
it from the first line to the last, and, as
usual, it is packed full of fun—and theillg 1
Don't miss it, or you'll be sorry |

Besides, yvou will all want to read the
next instalmont of the adventures of Boh,
Billy & Co. The noext chaplors of
“ Tho Teland Tradees " io espocially good,
Have you written to me yvot to tell o how
yvou like this grand vorn ?

Doctor Birchomall will  firure  in
“BIRCHEMALL'S BIG BLUNDER!™
by our irrepressible contributor, Dicky
Kugent—amd I'll have o few  moro
interesting paragraphs and answers to
queries oo my woakly pagd.

YOUR EDITOR:



THE QUESTION OF THE HOUR AT GREYFRIARS——

Sensational School Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Sticky |
LU QOKING for you men !”
Bkinner 1::{ the Remove put

his head into the bikeshed, as
he made that announcement,

There wers five juniors in  that
building. i
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,

Hurree Singh and Johnony Bull wore
standing by their machimes, and Dol
Cherry was knceling by his, the jigger
being up-cnded, Bob was dealing with
a puncture, and his friends were walung
for him while he dealt with it.

Bob's usually cheery face wore a
frown. It was rather irritating to dis
cover an unéxpected puncture just when
a fellow was about to start on a spin on
g half-holiday, Somebody had lately
borrowed that jipger without mention-
ine the fact to the owner, and left 1f
with a puncture for the owner to attend
to when he discovered it. Bob was feel-
ing o deep :.rr:nrniuf to find out that
somebody and use his featurcs for o
punchball.

Skinner’s rather hard-featured foco
wore a cheery grin as he looked in at the
Famous Five. Skinner was the bearer
of bad nows, ond he had ome of those

gliar natures which find amusement
in the discomfort of others.

“ Looking for you—"

“YTook for somebody else ! suggested
Hm;?' Wharton,

“You're wented !

“ Dats 1™

“ Toder of the Sixth——"

* lilow JT.oder!™

“ Blow lim az hard as you like ! gaid
Skinner geninlly, “ But he wants you
on Lig Side, and you're to go at once.”

Bob Cherry looked up. It was rather
an obetinate puncture, and there was
sticky solution on Bob's fingers, and a
dals of solution on his nose. And his
tempor was ruffed.

“Tell Loder of the Sixth he can go chap's bound to carry

and ent coke ! he growled.

“¥ou can tell him that yourself, old
bean I said Skinner. "The dear man’s
not in a good temper. Wingate's been
ragging him over the games practice.
He wus looking like a jolly old demon
in a pantomime when he spoke to me.”

“Look here! What does Loder
want?* asked Wharton, frowning.
“We're just going out for a spin for the
aftarnoon.”

" Fags ! answercd Skinner.

“Tho checky rotter knows that the
%mﬁim‘e don't fag!” pgrowled Johnny

ull.

“GZames fagging !” said Skinner. He

e

It was far from an aet of treason—
Mr. Wiggins has never had foes ;
Bui, for some wunaccountable
reason,
He's been puneched — and
punched hard—on the nose !

chuckled. “He's got you there! This
is what comes of Eﬂing such jolly good
crickoters! Loder hasn’t asked me to
fag at bowling for him. I thought he
was going to, thongh, -when he called
me ; F{Jut, luckily, he's gpot a down on
you fellows, and he thought of you, and
told me to root you oulb.’

“And why couldn’t you give us a
miss ! demanded Dob, “You were
bound to look for us, but you woren't
bonnd to find ns”

“The lookfulness was the proper
caper,” agreed IMurrce Jamset Ham
Singh, “but the findfulness was a boot
on the other leg, wmy ocsteemed and
cxecrable Skinner 7

“My dear men,” said Shinner, “a

By FRANK RICHARDS.

out tha orders of
a Sixth Form prefect! 1 hope you don't
think I'm capable of being disobedient
or undutiful 1"

“You mean you're just as pleased as
that beastly bully Loder to muck up our
half-holiday I growled Bob Cherry.

“YWhat a suspicious mind!” sighed
Skinner,

“Look here! We're going out,” said
Johomy Bull, “You can go on locking
for s without finding us, Skinner.

Bee 1
“Good cgg!” said Bob. "Il leave
this dash puncture, and borrow

Smithy's jigger—he won't mind! Give
us & couple of minutes, Skinner, and that
will be cnough. Go and look for ws in
the Cloisters, or in the tuckshop—any
old place ™

“Right as rain ! said Harry Wharton.
“Took in here again in five minutes
Skinner, and tell Loder that we're out-of
gates on our bikes, sco?”

Skinner shook his head.

“I'm pfraid that would rather smoack
of decéption,” he said blandly.

* What * - roared the Famous Five,
with one voice.

This waz rather too “thick” [rom
Harold Skinner. If there was one
fellow in the Greyfriars Remove who
was nearly as  untruthful as  Billy
Bunter, it was Harold Skinner. A fellow
who smoked in his study, who broke
school bounds after lights out, and who
told unnumbored untruths to cover up hia
many delinquencies, was really not the
fellow to sof up as the possessor of aw
unusuoally tender conscicnco.

“S::rrr;'{, and @)l thot ! said Skinner
rogretfully,  “DBut  I'm like that
Amertean in the story, yon know, I
cannot tell o hie”

“YWha's nsking vou to tell & lie, yom
eneaking worm 1" roared Johnny Dull,
“We shall be ot of gates, and you can
icll Loder we've out of gates.”

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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“ Tt will ba the truth, you worm [* gaid
Frank Nugent. "It .come awkward
to you to tell the truth for once, but you
can manage it.” .

Bkinner shook his head again.

He was not a particular fellow about
the truth, and the chums of the Remove
wera very partioular in sach matters,
and had, indeed, often told Skinner
what they thought of him and h‘:uﬁm%y
lying. 8o it was guite entertaming to

kinner to adopt =& tone of lofty
admonition. ! |

“T'm ofraid it would be a bit deceit-
ful,” he sgaid. “I'd like to oblige you
men—Ilike it no end. But I couldn’t be
deceitful on your sccount. It's asking
too much of a fellow.” )

Harry Wharton looked at him.

“You mean that if we get out of

ates, you're going to tell Loder of the
gi:th that yon gave us his message be-
fnﬂa “?til:-]went?" 2 u}cd.

ell, you sea——

. seg ™ growled Bob ;
“Loder's going to muck “E our half-
holiday because Wingate has hunted
him down to games practice, and he
wants to take 1t out of somebody, and
you're going to help, because you'ra a
gnenking, eringing, illmatured,
malicious worm ! Xen't that it 1"

Skinner shrugged his shoulders.

“What a nice way of putting it ! he
said. “Well, I'vo told }y-:m what Loder
says, shd you can please yourselves
about poing. Ta-tal”

Bkinner turned to %?.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
rather dismal glances. The Remove
wera exempt from ordinary fagging;
which fell to_the lot of the Third a
the Becond. But any First Eleven man
could eall on juniors to fag ab games

ractice, and, as Skinner had said,
Eoder had them there! Any fellow but
Bkinner, in the circumstances, would
have looked for them without finding
them., But the cad of the Remove was
the fellow to develop a strobg sense o
duty and a very tender conscience, when
it was possible ta make fellows he dis-
liked “ it up™ thereby.

“ Wao're for it | grunted Wharton,

“Hold on & minute, Skinner,” =zaid
Bob., Ho had a tubs of solution in his
hand, and a glint in his blue eyes.

Skinner looked round agsin. :

“No good asking me to do anythin
that smacks of deceit, old bean,” he said,
471 really couldn’t”

“I'm not going to ask you to do any-
thing, you eringing worm. But I shan't
be using this solution om the bike now—
vou can have it [¥

Skinner stared at it. .

“What the thump do you mean? I
don't want your solution !”

“I know that. You're going to have
it without wanting it,” explained Bob

Cherry.
“Here, look out! Hands off!
in alarm, as

Loggo ¥ yelled Skinner
En% %rasped him. "Keep that muck
Oh, my hat! GH"%E,!

away from me! _
» you ratter—— Grrerg
al

Oooch! Wh
“ Ha, ha,
Skinner struggled frantically in Bob

Cherry’as powerlul grasp. But the sturdy

Bob easily held the weedy slacker of the

Removo with one hand. With the other,

gt rubbed the solution into Skinner's
air,

*“Take the lot!” he spid generously.
know you don't want it, old bean—
but you shouldn't ask for what you don't

want,” Bob squeezod the last drop of
solution info nner's hair. “Feol o
bit sticky I*

“Owl Grooogh! Leggo!"™ shricked
BEkinner.

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“The stickiness ia terrifie IV chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Tae Maicner Lisrany.—No. 1,276,

“Ow! Ooccogh—y "

“That will keep you busy, old top,
while we're busy at games fagging,'
said Bob. “You'll enjoy the hali-
holiday as much as we shall now. Do
il.ﬁ ”wmh you'd given us & miss, after

“Qooooogh I

“The missfulness is sometimes better
than the milefulness ™

“Ha, ha, ha I

"Come on,” said Harry Wharton,
langhing ; and the chums of the Remove
left the bikeshed and went in to change
for ericket, leaving Harold Bkinner
elawing frantically at a sticky mop of
hair, and perhaps wishing that ha had
not, after all, been so extremely dutiful
for once.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Scene on Big Side!

ERALD LODER of the B8ixth
Form was not leoking goo
tempered. On that bright and
sunny afterncon in July most

the Greylriars fellowe looked merry
and bright.

The other Sixth Form men on Big
Hide looked cheerful enough. Loder
was an exception. Ho was in flannels,
with a handsome bat under his arm,
and the green playing fields looked
attractive &nnugi to any ericketing
fellow—and Loder rather fancied him-
self as a cricketer.

Certainly he was keen enough to play
in the school fixtures. Buk er was
& good deal of a slacker, and he loathed
adogFmg at the nets. And on that par-
tioular afternoon Loder had planned a
little excursion with his friends Carne
and Walker, featuring billiards at the
Three Fishers up the river.

But Wingate, captain of the school

§ and head of the games, had come down

like & wolf on_the fold, as it were. Ac-
cording to Wingate, & man who cut
games jrrmtim could cut games anlso;
and Loder had the choice of turning up
at the nets, or sceing his name left out
of the list for the Redelyfie match. 8o
Walker and Carne had gone off “on
their own,” leaving their pal to it.

The bully of the Sixth had only one
consolation, which was to make others
share hiz own discomfort. He had a
“down "—and & very heavy down—on
the cheery chums of the Bamonve, and
as he had no doubt that they had made
their own plans for that half-holiday
it was a consolation to call ont them to
fag on the cricket field. Keen cricketars
like Harry Wharton & Co. had no
mqted objection . to games fagging,
which was more or less useful to them
in the way of instruction; but they did
not like Loder, and they did not like
having a half-holiday “mupcked up.'’ It
was a solace to the bully of the Bixth
to see five foces almost as clouded as his
own.

“What do you kids want?' asked
Wingate, as the Famous Five put in an
appearance—not joyiully,

“They're fagging for me,” said Loder,
before any pf the juniors could reply.

“(h 1" said the Greyfriars captain,

“We were going out for & lon spin
this afternoon, ar," gaid %’m—r}r
Wharton. “And if you don't really
want us—"

“I do!* said Loder.

v & Cao. in the
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“Dash it all, you don't want the lot
tn:g :l}:l];m. Loder I” said Wingate, rather

“Bome of thesse kids ars rather hot
stuff at bowling,” !@Eild Loder. k"'IEB
ni especially. ou capn take the
hfﬁ » Hurree Singh."

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dark ayes

leamed for a moment. Hbo did not hike

ing called a “nigger "—a eireum-
stance of which Loder was well aware
But he took the ball chediently.

Wingate looked impatient. Loder
was within his n%hf:u. though he was
stratching them a little. But the Grey-
friare captain said no more, He had
already talked very plainly to Gerald
Loder that afternoon, and he did not
want any more 'unpian.aant-nasa if he
could help it.

or went to the wicket. Wingate

looked on rather grimly. He wanted to

1¥6 Loder a chance in the cricket, all

& more because he did not like him
personally; but Loder had been in

d- rotten form of late, and if he did not

improve hiz name was not going down
for the Redclyffe match—that was
settled.

Loder was in & savage, irritated, dis-
contented mood; it was not likely that
he would be at his best. He was, as a
matter of fact, at his worst: and had
he considered the mattor a little more
carefully he might not have picked out
the demon bowler of the Remova to send
down the ball. Tt was good businass, so
far as practico went, but not from the
pomnt of view of showing off Loder's
powers with the willow,

There was & gleam in Hurree Singh's
eyes a3 he prepared to bowl—a gleam
that his comrades knew. The uak&
Junior took e little run, turned himse
into a catherine wheel, and the leather
went down like @ bullet. Loder of the
Bixth did not even know where the ball
went till the crash of the wicket en-
lightencd him. Bob Cherry, who was
keeping wicket, chuckled as he picked
up the ball. Loder stared at the sticks,
and Wingate stared at Loder, and two
or three Sixth Form men smiled,

Loder controlled his feslings with an
effort, Bob’a chickle nearly carned him
& swipe from Loder’s bat.

“Catch, Inky |

Hurree Jameet Ram Singh caught the
ball and bowled again. - er looked
out very sharply for that bullst-like ball
which had taken him by surprice. But
this time it was a slow, which ocurled
round Loder’s bat in the most onex-
pected manner and laid his middle
stump low.

“How's that, umpire?”
Johnny RBull.

Loder breathed hard and deep. Win-
gate grunted. A dozen seniors pathered
round to look on. Sixth Form wicketa
were not supposed to go down like this
to fag bowling.

Hurree Jameet Ram Singh smiled a
dusky smile as he grasped the ball
again. It was his duly, of course, to
give a Bixth Form bat his very best
bowling. In thiz case it was o
pleasant duty. Loder’s face, as Nugent
Temar to arton, was worth a
glilman a8 box. THurres Jamset Ram

nﬁh, for & junior, was a wonderful
bowler, and there wore good ericketers
in the 8Bixth and Fifth who would not
have found him easy to deal with.

in his present form was ™ pie '’ to

the dusky bowler. The chums of the

Remove were thinking that Loder would

robably scon be sorry that he had
called on their services that afternoon.

The ball went down again, and this
time it looked easy to » and he
swiped at it. How ke mizzed it he never

chirruped
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knew; perhaps it was not s0 easy as if

looked., Clatter went the bails!

“Good old Inky!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

It was the “hat Lrick ' if it had been
a gamo. Loder's face was crimson with
rage and  mortification. Wingate
grunted again very expressively, and
some of the scniors laughed.  Loder

lared elong the pitch at the smiling,

usky face of the Nabobh of Bhanipur,
His grasp was almost convulsive on the
cone handle of the bat. He was tempted
to stride along the piteh and lay that
bat round the dusky bowler's shoulders,

“Try that again!"” grunted Wingate.

* Clortainfully, esteemed and vonorable
Wingate,” answered Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

the ball again. Loder watched him
like a cat. He was being made to loo
a fool, snd he knew that tho games
fags were enjoying it; yet 1t was
gearcely sible to find fault with a
fag for giving him good bowling, 2ut
Loder was on the very edge of his self-
contral now, snd an explosion was
imminent.

Smack ! |

This time the bat met the ball, and it
flow. Hurree Jamset Kam Singh gave
a little hop, and hiz dusky hand flashed
up. There was a yell from the Co. in
sheor exuberant delight.

“Well caught 1"

“Caught and bowled |V

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh gripl?_ed
1
k

Loder glared at the dusky junior as

 Keep that muck away from me—oh, my hat! Grrrrggh! Qooch 1™
Bab easily held him with one hand, while he rubbed the solution into

The ball cama down like a bulled
again. This time Loder tried to bleck
it, but he did nob succeed. For a
fourth time his wicket went to picees,
and there was a laugh from the seniors.
Wingate gave & sznort, and Loder

lanced at him with glittering eyes. o
Em:w what was in the Greyiriars cap-
toin's mind as well as if Wingate had
told him. A man whose sticks went
down like this to fag bowling was not
n man whose name could be put in tho
First Eloven list. Loder almost choked
with ragoe. He had turned up un-
willingly at the nets, but so far as his
chaneez for the Redelyffa match were
concerncd he might as well have gone
with Carne and Walker to the Three
Fishers and played billiards.

Bob Cherry tossed the ball back Lo
the nabob, grinning.. Then, az Loder's
eyes turned on him, he jumped back.
Only by a great effort at self-control
did Loder restrain his desire to give the
prinning junior a “lick™ with the
ericket bat,

bis hand held up the ball. He had hit
the ball this . time—back into the
howler's ready hand! Hurree Jamsok
Ram Singh held up the ball and winked
at his comrades. Perhaps it was that
wink that did it. Loder dropped his
bat, tore along tho pitch, and grasped
the astonished Nabob of Bhanipur, and
boxed his cars right and left.

“Halle, halla, hallo 1

“You rotten E-ul];.' i

“Stop thes!™

“Oh, my cstecmed  hat ! yolled
Hurrce Jamsef Ham Bingh, stru gliug
wildly - with the bully of the iu:t.h.

“Resene ! Yarooooooh! Oh erikey!”
Wingate, for a moment, stared on
stupefied. Then, with 2 thunderous

braw, he strode at Loder, grasped him
by the shoulders, and dragged him
away from the velling nabob.

“¥ou rotter!” ho roared. *You
dummy ! You cur!”

With a swing of lus sincwy arms, he
sent Loder sprawiing in the grass, Loder
crashed down heavily.

5

“Youn kids ecan  cut!™ snapped
Wingate, nnd the chums of the Bemove
oleared off, leaving Loder still sprawling
and the eaptain of Greyfriars glaring
down at him in towering wrath. Not
only Loder's outbreak of temper, but the
fact that Lower boys had seen such an
exhibition on the Sixth Form ground,
rouscd Wingate's ire. |

“You cowardly rotter!” hooted Win-
gate. “What do you think you are up
to® Pitching into a fag for taking your
wicket, by gum! Is that what you call
cricket, vou loafer?"

Loder panted, and scrambled up.

“Got  off the ground!” snapped

o A A
“You're not wanted here!” hooted
the Greyfriars captain. “You never

Skinner struggled [rantically, but the sturdy
the weedy slacker’s hair with the other,

wanted to turn up—well, now you can

gol Go, and keep clear! Get off the
ground before put you off, you
rotter I"

“1'1l please myself about that!”

panted Loder savagely.

“Will youi™

Wingate strode at him, and grasped
him by the shoulders and spun him
round. In  sheer desperation, Loder
struck out. The next moment, ho was
crumpling up in the grasp of the Grey-
friars captnin. Panting and ﬂ‘lﬂﬁ \ng,
struggling and squirming, Gerald Loder
was bundled off the field and pitched
down in a splattering heap. Scldom,
indeed, did "old Wingate” losa his
tamper, but he had lest it now, with

a vengeance ! Leaving Loder spluttering
helplessly, he walked back to the
cricketors, and it waz some minutes

before the ‘bully of the Sixth recovered
sufficiently to pick himself up and hmp
nway to the House,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bad for Eunter !

b SAY, you fellpws i”
I ~ Billy Bunter of the Remove
‘was adorning the ancicnt gate-
way of Greyiriars SBchool with his
plump and pnrtfv person when the
Famous Five cama in from their spin.
Owing to Loder’s peculiar roceadings
on Big Side, the chums of the Remove
had been ahfa to get out after all, with-
out a great deal of delay, and they had

enjoyed their ]ml.f:hﬂHr]ai,s in spite of
Loder and all his works. As they
wheeled in  their bikes, ruddy and

cheery after a lon
rﬁudy for tea, Billy Bunter dawned on
them.

“1 say, you fellows! Heard?? asked
Buntcer,

“Heard what?” asked Bob Cherry,
halting. “ What's the jolly old news,
Bunter 1 ;

“Then vou haven't heard?®” =aid
Bunter eagerly. William George Buuter
liked to he the bearer of news, especi H%
startling news. ™I say, you feﬁuws‘,
can tell yen the whole school's talking
about it! You fellows never hear any-
thing 1" added Bunter. .

“Well, get it of your chest!” said
Harry Wharten. “What on  earth’s
happened ! Don't say your postal order’s
come !

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, really, Wharton ! As a matter of
fac:l;.,[ I wus expecting a postal erder——*

“Is that thoe news?" asked Bob
Uh{:rr;r. “We've heard that, old iat
bean I

“MNo, vou ass! But it hasn't come—"

“That’'s no news, either ¥
B"I‘IWa’ve heard that | assented Johnny

uid.

“(h, don't rot ! said Bunter. I ecan
toll you it's frightfully exciting. Tl

ride and more than

tell you fellows over teal As postal
order hasn't come, I'll tea with you
fellows, and you can tea with me to-
morrow, seafs
“Certainly I” said Nugent. *We're
teaing in Hall! Come by all means!”
“*Quite welcome 17 said DBob.

“The welcome is terrific, my esteemed
Bunter I"

Snert from Billy Bunter! Tea in
Hall had no attraction for him. He
had;, in feet, already tea'd in Hall, and
was now looking for tea in a study., Oneo
tca, to Billy Bunter, was rather in the
pature of a snack before a meal.

“Come on, you men” said Johnny
Bull “1 want my tea "

“1 zay, you fellows, hold onl? ex-
claimed Bunter. “I can tell ‘you, it's
frightfully exeiting—the school's fairly
buzzing with it [*

Billy Bunter would rather have told
the news over tea in the study. DBut if
thers was to be noe tea in the study, he
had to tell it, anyvhow.

“Cough it up, then!” gaid Harry
Wharton,

“ Loder, you know—he, he, he—

“Oh, what about Loder?” asked Bob,
Out of gates, cveling c:hwriig-(F up hill
and down dale, the Famous Five had
fsqrﬁﬁtr.en the existence of Loder of the

ixth.

“There's been a fearful row,” said
Bunter impressively, “1 didn't happen
to see it, as I was in Smithy's study at
the time—= it ‘

*What were you doing in Smithy's
study, yvou fat villain?”

“T mean, I wasn't in Smithy's stody.
If Smithy makes out ithat anybody's
had his taffee, I don’t know anything
about it—I haven't been near his study.
In faet, I hardly remember which is his
study. I wasz in my own study, writing

ra

lines for Quelch, you know, when Loder it
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tried to brain Wingate with a cricket
bat—=23

“What ?" yelled the Famous Five.

“*Made ﬁ':ﬂ-l:l jump, what? pgrinned
Bunter. “I told you it was frightfull
exciting | Awiul row on Big Side, whu
rou fellows have been out! It happened

ours a o

“Tell us about it, old fat man "
chuckled Bob. And there was a chuckle
from the Co. They knew now what
was coming—with additions, adornments
snd embreideries from Billy Bunter's
fertile imagination.

“I wish I'd seen it,” said DBunter.
“But I know all about it, you fellows.
From what I hear, Leder bagged some
fugs for games practice—I doo’t koow
who they were.2

“We can guess!” prinned
“Go on 1

“WWell, one of them buzzed the ball at
Loder’s head—"

“Oh,,my hat1*

“ Loder collared him, and laid his bat
about him,” said Bunter. “I haven't
scen the chap, but I hear that he was
fearfully  hurt — bonez  broken, I
believe—="

“Thea breakfulness of the estecmed
bones wag not terrific ¥ chortled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

“Oh, really, Inky! You don't know
anything wbout ik, you know! I can
jolly well tell you that the chap was
stunned——"!

* Phew |2

“Loder seems to have attacked him
like a hooligan,” went on Buater,
blinking at the grinning five through
his big spectacles. “ Wingato rushed up
just in time to save the fellow’s life,
from what I hear. Loder turned on
him like a tiger, and tried to brain him
with his bat=—>"

4 ‘:E'Splﬁndidlff excluimed Baob.

Nugent,

L] E:D

“I'm telling you fellows exactly what
happened! Then Wingate got the bat
away from Loder and let him have it,
right and loft!” said Bunter impres-
sively. “Loder’s eyes are blacked—=""

“Great pip 12

“Hiz noge fairly smashed—"

“Hear, hear 1™

“Five or six teeth knocked out—"

“Bravo |7

“I haven't seen him,” cootinued
Bunter. "I faney he's keeping out of
sight, in that state, you know.”

“He would—in that state 1” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “You're sure that old
Wingate didn't rend him limb from
limb, and strew the hungry churchyard
with his bonesi?

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Chorry! I say, it
lf'lnillbpened exactly az I've told you. The
2

fellows who were on games fagging
muszt have seen it, but I don’t know who
they were—"2

“Then we can tell you something you
don't know I grinnef Bob. *We were
the fellows 1"

"You!" ejaculated Bunter.

“Little us! But we didn't see anirr
battle, murder, or sudden death! All
we saw was Loder smacking old Inky's
head, and Wingate lugging him off.”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Oh1*  gaid Bunter, quite taken
aback.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the IFamous
Five, quite entertained by the ex-
pression on the fat face of the Owl of
the Hemove.

“Anyhow, I jolly well know that

Wingate handled Loder ! said Bunter.
“All tho fellowz are talkiog about ik
And I oan tall you that everybody's
jolly glad that cad Loder got chucked
off Big Side—"

“Bhurrup1* breathed Bob Cherry, as
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ha sighted a Sixth Form man coming
in at the gates,

But the Owl of the Remove, whose
range of vision wasg limited, in_spite of
his bi aﬁect-m:les, did not see Loder o
the EF{-::I; ecoming in, and -he saw no
reason for shutting up. Shutting up did
not appeal to Billy Buuter, anyhow.

“Ho jolly well was chucked off Big
Side,” declared Bunter, “nnd he's jolly
well chucked out of the First Eleven,
too, and I'm jolly glad! Loder's a
beastly bully—"

“(Omiet, you ass!” gasped Harry
Wharton.

Loder had glanced round, and was
giriding to the spot. Evidently he had
heard Billy Bunter's happy remsrks.

“YWhat the dickens asre wyou fellows
blinking at?" asked Bunter. * Blessed
if I can make you out! You know jolly
well that Loder is & beastly bully and a
rotten cad, and——  Yarocoooh! Oh
orikey ! ggo!  Whooop !  Billy
Bunter spun round, as a heavy grasp
was laid on his shoulder, and blinked in
utter horrer st the enraged face of
Loder of the Sixth, “Oh erumbs! I=—I

dido’t seo you, Loder! Wow!”
Bmack! Smack!
“Vow-ow-owl" rosred Bunter.
*Leave off, you beast! Whooop! I

say, Loder, I ain't glad that Wingate
ghucked vou off Big Side!l Yooop! I—
I was just telling theze fellows that you
ain't & beastly bully! Whoo-hoeoopl 1
gay—— Yarpoop "

Smack ! Smack!

“1 say. you fellows—— Yaroooh!
Oh erikey | Leggo, vou beast [ shrieked
Billy Bunter, struggling frantically in
Loder's grasp. gh. my hatl Leave
off smocking my head, you rotterl
Yaroooh 1*

Smack! Smack!

For tho sccond time that afternoom
Gerald Loder had lost his temper. Lven
a good-tempered fellow might have been
annoyed by Billy Bunter’s remarks.

Ha smacked right and left, and
Bunter velled and roared and struggled,

and toroe himself away at last, and ran.

“Stop!™ shouted Loder. :

e had not finished yet. Apparcntly
he thought that Bunter had not had
enough. Dunter's impression, on the
other hand, was that he had had foo
much. He ran for his [at life.

Leoder charged after him,.

“Hook 1t Bunter!” yelled Bob

erIY.

Bun:li:lar did not need telling that. Hoe
ran his hardest; in fack, in btoo greab a
hurry to look where he was going. In
an unfortunate moment for himself, Mr.
Wigpgins, the master of the Third Form
orossed the path from the' gates, qnﬁ
E_uuter crashed without even seemg

]ml'

* Daooogh 1* gasped Bunter. _

" Waoooogh |7 gurgled Mr. Wiggins.

And both of them sat down quite
suddenly.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Luck !

' OOO0Q0GH ™
O [ Dh EJ‘I‘
“Yurrrregh '

“Bless my soul! Oocoocoh (™

Loder of the Sixth halted, just in timo
to save himself from sprawling over
Tunter and Mr. Wigpins. He turned
and walked quickly away in another

direction. Harry Wharton & Co., leav--
i'qﬁ‘ their bicycles, ran up to render firstk n
aid. !

" Oh, my hat!'" paspod Bob Cherry.

“What—what—what——"" sbutbered
Mr. Wiggins, quite bewildered.

Horry Wharton end Frank Nugent
ran to help the Third Form master. Bob

£ g::ihylﬁﬁa

Cherry grasped Bunter to heave him

up.
% o1 Leggo I yelled Bunter. “You
I I never said you wera &
Yarcoohl You can ask
those chaps| They heard mel Leggo,
will youl Yarcooh!” -

“You_ silly ass, it's not Loder|”
gngpeii Bob. "8hut up, you potty pox-

.Im rF :
s]'EI"«EII‘.‘{I” gasped Bunter, realising thab
he was not in Loder's grasp, “I say,
keep that beast off | SBmacking a fel-
low’'e heed, you know! Wow ! -

Bob heaved hiny up, and Bunter stood
gasping and.spluttering. Whnrtqu_anﬂ
Nugent performed the same service for
Mr. Wiggins.

“ What—what—what——"  sluttered
Mr. Wiggins. “I—I have been—been
knocked over! Someone ran into me, I
think! Bless my soul ¥ .

‘Little Mr. Wiggins, who was almost as
shortsirhted as Billy Bunter, blinked
round over hiz glasses

“Did you run into me, Bunter?' he

gosped. 2
“0h, =no!™ spluttered Bunter, in
alarm. It was rather a serious maftier

te charge over & Form master, and Mr.
‘ﬂ-'iggins was locking breathless and very
much annoyed indeed. “I—I was just
walking, sir—""

igﬁu ailll,'!ir nElhi" breathed Bob.

*Oh, really, Cherry—""

“What—what—what—" {
Mre, Wiggins. " How dare you prevari-
eate, Bunter ! How dare you rush about
the quadrangle, and rush into a Form
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master] I shall report this to Al
Quelch | Oh dearl OhI"

“I—I—I dida't run into you, sirl"

asped Bunter. “ Boesides, that beast

oder was after mel” '

“Pah!" snapped Mr. Wiggins.

He turned end gasped his way towards
the House. A charge from Billy Bunter
was a serious affair. It would have told
aven on a hefly man on o football field.
Mr. Wiggins was not a hefty man, and

(LTI TS TR
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he was quite wnaccustomed to receiving:

a charge. He tottered away in a gasp-
ing and purgling state. S
Eill,? ‘gunt&r. gasping even more om-
phatically than Me. Wiggins, leaned on
&n elm and blinked dismally at the

Famonus Five. : :

“71 gay, vou fellows—— Groogh| I'm
winded | } gay. if that beast gocs to
Queleh and makes out that I barged him
ovap—=" =

“ Fathead "

The chums of the Remove went back
to their machines and wheeled . them
away, leaving Billy Bunter to splutter,
leaning on the elm.

For guite a long' timo the fat Owl
leancd and spluttered and gasped and
gurgled. Bunter was not well provided
with  wind at the best of times, ond
what little he had was all expended

ow. : :

Az he stood therp spluttering, his oves

fell on an envelope that lay..on the

groutrid & few Tect away., - .
Evidently it had been dropped by Mr,

Wiggins when Bunter béwled him over.

Mr. Wiggins had been too breathless

exclaimed.

Wiggins was with Quoaloh——

1

and confused to notice it, and it had not
caught the eyes of Harry Wharton &
Co. Billy Bunter detached himself from
the elm at last and picked it up. ;
He feolt that he was in luck.
.. Wiggins had dropped that letter, and
if Bunter returned it to him, it might
have the effect of placating him, and
prevenbing & report to the fat owl's
Form mastor,
The envelope was not addressed;
neither was the flap sealed. It mamaﬁ

to contain & square of cardboard, as

Bunter felt it in his fat fingers.

What it contained was wo business of
Billy Bunter’s, and pethaps, for thab
renson, it interested the inquisitive Owl
Minding his own business had never
been one of Buntor's weaknesses,

Hﬂ'dppl]_ - out the flap, which was
pushed inside the envelope, and took out
-thd square of aar?inﬁon'r to. look ab it

t boro & printed inscription ;

COURTFIELD HALIL,
ADMIT ONE.,
. .Neo. 10. Row B.
Friday evening, July—

There was-not much in that to reward
Bunter’s inquisitiveness. It was a tickek
of admission to the lecture hall at Court-
field for Friday evening that week. Bub
though the ticket had no interest for
Billy Bunter, who was not keen on
lectures on serious subjects, no doubt ib
had an_interest for Mr, 'Ii';u"inp;in who
had paid five shillings for it. The fat
Dwl nli?ped it into his pocket, and rolled
away, feoling that he had the means of
mal:tg}lg his peace with the Third Form
mﬂﬁ -

~ As he rolled into the House, he came
o Wingsate of the Bixth, :
.. Here, Bunter I” called out Wingate,

I was just going to feteh you. You're
wanted in your Form master’s study,”

Oh erikey | I—I1 say, Wingate—*'

* Cut off 1¥ :

- *Oh dear 1*

Billy Bunter rolled away to Mre.
Qluulc s study. Wiggins aviﬁen‘tlr had
slrendy made his report to tho Bemove
master, and it was too late for Billy
Bunter to miake his ‘peace. Still, 1if

Iy W h !'.'E:;fghh
tunately Wiggins was not wit .
Having acquainted Mr. ' Quelch with
Bunter’s  obstreperous - conduct, Mr.
Wiggins had gone to his own study, Mr,
Guelch was alons when Bunter presented
himsalf. .

The Remove mastor gave the fat Owl
& severe plance. St i .

“Bunter! Mr. Wiggins has informed
me that you rushed into him in the
quadrangle, and knocked him ove

“I—I—I didn’t—"" gasped Bunter,
“and it was an accident, too—quite an
accidont—-"" .

*Such accidents must not be -sllowed
to happen, Bunter! BMr. Wiggins has
had a very painful shock—"

““Bo—sgo have I, sir)’"’

Mr. Quelch glared at him. AdppBarentl_?,
the. Remove master regarde: unier's
shock a3 s matter of no moment. -

“You will take two hundred lines,

ntor.™ ;

“On,- roally, sip—=="

"?Qu ‘may go A

“ But, =r

“You may go, Bunter.”

“1 was going to say—"

“Leave my study !" i

M. Queleh stretched out his hand to a

cone; aund Billy Bunter left ihe study

promptly. iy
URenst ™ he murmured,. a3 he went
down tho passage, : ;
Billy Bunter's next chee-:h_n :
to have boen to head for Mr. Wiggine'
study to return the ticket.  But thag
Tae Micxer Lismagr.—No. 1,276,
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was nobt his pext procceding. As Mr.
Wigging had got him two hundred lines,
Bunter had no dezire whatever to ﬂhllgﬁ
Mr, Wiggins; on the other m";. a
found consolation in the ides of “cld

iggins * hunting for his ticket without
finding it. Which, in Bunter’s opinion,
would serve the beast jolly well right!

About an hour later, when William
(George Bunter rolled out into the quad,
he was gEnti.ﬁE& the sight of Mr,
Wiggins, bent double, rooting along the
path, blinking to and fro through his

glassea—evidently in search of & lost end

ticket ! .
Billy Bunter grinned and rolled on
with the ticket 1 his pocket, leaving

Wiggins to root!

— e =

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Chance [

TZZZZ) :
B Gerald Loder, seated in an

armchair in the prefects’ room,

had & newspaper in_his hends,
and was apparently reading it. Over the
top of the newspaper, however, his eyes
rested on a group of Sixth Form men in
the doorway—Wingate, Gwynne, Tom
North, and Sykes,
cricket—dizenssing the Redelyfe match;
which was shortly due. Probably they
did not observe er in the room; at
sll évents, they gave him no heed.
Loder's chance of Izﬁwiug in that mateh
had been slim ; but such aa it was, 1t was
washed out now. That exhibition of
savage temper on Big Side had * fed-
up” Wingate; and Loder had been
dropped like a hot potato.

For that, however, Loder cared less
than for the faect that the Greyfriars
captain had laid hands on him, and

itched him off the oricket ground; a

umiliation that the bully of the Bixth
could not forgive. .

Fighting was unknown in the Grey-
friara Sixth;: especiaslly among the pre-
fects; but that would not have deterred
Loder from mIlmg Wingate to account,
had there been the faintest chance of
“ getting away with it.” It would have
rajoiced his heart to stand up to George

ingata with the gloves on, and kmock
him out—if he could have done it. Buk
he knew that he could not; and he knew
that he lecked the courage to try it on,
even if he had believed that he had a
chence of pu]lmgi it off. What had hap-
pened was humilisting enough, withoub
a thrashing to follow it up. Ever since
it had happened Loder’s thoughts had
been running on vengeance; but he was
not thinking of opan methods.

Ha was tgh.mi'.ing of vengeance now,
ag he pretended to read his newspaper,
and listened to the cheery talk of the
group of cricketers in the doocrway.

Wingate seemed to have forgotten that
incident on Big Bide—or perhape he
made a peint to forget it. When he
eame into contact with Loder, he treated
him civilly, as if nothing had happened
—and er took the cue from him and
wag civil in return, Open enmity would
only keep alive the memory of the in.
cident, and Loder wanted it forgotten
as soon a3 possible.  And outward
civility made it safer to plan secret ven-

eance—if a chance came his way. And

der was determined that sooner or
later a chance should come.

The buzz of the telephone bell inter-
rupted his reflections. He threw down
the ne.wagfﬁer, and stepped to the tele-
phone. The seniors mm the doorway

lanced round ; but as Loder was taking
the call, they left him %o it. The next
moment, however, Loder called to tha
captain of Greyfriars.

“You're wanted, Wingate”

Tee Mascxer Lisniny.—No, 1,276

They were talking

“Right!” said Wingate, coming into
the room. “Thanks,” he added;, as
Loder handed him the receiver; and
Loder nodded and went back to his chair
and his newspaper. The other geniors
strolled away. . )

“Hallo! You, dad!” exclaimed Win-
gate, "You in London.”

Apparently, it was Wingate's father
whe was spesking on the phone. Win-
gata's people lived in Cheaﬁnrm
~ "“Jolly glad to,’”’ went on Wingato,
in answer to something from the other

. "I can easily got leave from the
Head, and run up. &‘ ping to see you
in town, dad! But couldn’t you manage
to run down here and give us a look-in
at the school 1" A

er yawned behind his newspaper.

“ Well, if you can't come down, dad,
I'll be jolly glad to run up!” went oo
Wingate, after a reply that Loder did
not hear, “Fridey—all right! An
day is the same to me—the Head will
give me leave like & shob! Lunch—all
right—and &_matinee—fine! Is there a
matines on Friday? Good! Couldn’t
be better!”

Eviden Wingate was in gresat
spiriis at the idea of a run up to town
and seeing his father! Loder scowled
behind hiz newspaper,

_ “0h, that's all right,” said Wingate
in reply to something further on the
hone. “ Prefects don't have to turn up
or call-over—anyhow, I shall have
special leave. I can't get back here
early, of course—but tha nine o'clock
from Victoria will land me at Courtfield
at half-past ten, and it's only half am
hour's walk to the school from thers,
That's all right—prefects have a key to
the Masters' gate, you koow! I ghall
ba in bed by eleven or thereabouts, and
shan't loss my beauty sle Yeas—
plenty of time for a spot of dinner—
and the nine o'clock train!®

A few more words, and Wingate rang
off and walked out of the prefects’ rocm
with a smi]qu face.

Loder scowled after him.

A few minuteg lator he heard Wingate
telling the good news to the fellows in
the passage, and his scowl grew blacker.
Then the Greyiriams captain went away
to see the Head, to ask for the necessary
leave—the granting of which was & fore-

ne conclusion. Dr. Locke was nok

ikely to refuse his favourite anything,
as Loder sourly roflected

Wingate would be cutting classes on
Friday afternoon—lunching in t{own,
going to some matinee, dining with his
father—having a jolly geod time! And
he would be coming home late, letimng
himself in at the Masters’ gate with a
key at eleven o'clock. Loder’s thoughts
ran on that; and though he was now
alone in the room, he lifted the news-
poper, as if he feared that someone
might see his face, and the glitter in his
ey eh.

Darker and darker grew the look on
Loder’s face as he followed his train of
thought. Wingate had probably for-
gotten hiz existence; certainly he had
not heeded the fact that Loder must
have heard what was said at his end of
tho telephone. Wingate was not likely
to dream of what was passing in the
mind of a fellow Jike Loder.

Eleven o'clock at nighi—it would be
dark, even in July. And the Masters’

ate, to which all the Gre:;rfrmrsﬂ;:m-
ectz had keys, was shadowed by thick
old trees—it would be dark there, even
if there was a moon. And there would
not be o moon! A fellow letting himself
in at the gate at eleven o'clock would
be in deep darkness, zeeing nothing but
tha shodow of thick frees, till he came
into the open gquad. And if somebody
was waiting for him there——

THE MAGNET

Loder Ielt bia heart beat unpleasantly.

He was revengeful and malicious, bud
ha was not the fellow to take risks. But
where was the risk?

He dared not face George Wingete in
open combat, dearly as he would have
liked to do zo. But this was guite a
different proposition. A sudden rush in
the dark—a shower of florce blowe—anad
swift Bight—where was the risk? 8
would leave his enemy sprawling on the
ground, knocked out, without the faintest
ides of who had hit him. There would
be a row, of course—a fearful row! But
who was to suspect Loder? Who conld
suspect any Greyiriars fellow of such &
deed! Ho was on bad terms with Win.
gate—but that would not justify sus-

icion—besides, other fellows were on

ad terms with him; Walker and Carne
of the Bixth, Hilton and Price of the
Fifith—and there were juniors,
fellows like Skinner of the Remove,
Angel of the Fourth, who might as well
be suspected. Most likely 1t would be
supposed that some tramp or thief had
%'5 into the place, and bad chanced on

ingate and knocked him out. It wes
saf uitp safe—and Loder, who had
crumpled up helplessly in Wing:ta’a
sinewy grasp, gloated at the thought of
tha Groyfriars captain going down under
his blowsa.

He grinned behind his newspaper.

The fellow might have a black eye,
perhaps, to take home with him for
the summer holidays! Anyhow, he
would get it hot and strong; a surprite
attack in the dark would take him
completely off his guard; he would be
knocked out, and Loder would be gone
before he could even get on his feeb.
He could leave the House by his study
window—and get back the same way; it
would not be the first time by meny o
one. It was safe as houses, :

(Gerald Loder’s face was quite cheery
as he threw down the newspaper at
last, and strolled :r,'.l.mg;1 to s study.
Hoe found Cerne of the Sixth there,
snd Arthur Carne glanced at him
curiously. )

“You're locking merry and bright!™
he remarked. I hear that Wingate's

chucked you for the match at
Redolyfe.2
“I don't eare to play, really,”

angwered Loder. i

“Oh, my hat! What are you going
to do about Wingata ™

Loder raised his eyebrows.

“ About Wingate? I don't see—=2

“Well  from what I hear, he seems
to have lat himself go,” grinned Carne.
“Some of the fellows think you'll be
asking him to step into the gym, and
put the gloves on.

“Nothing of the kind,” answered
Loder. “The fack is, I was to blame—
gud I shall let the matter drop
entiraly.™

Carne laughed.

“You were to blame, all right!” he
agreed. "It was jolly thick, from what
I hear. But it's not like you to let it
drop.”

“What rot!” said Loder. “I lost my
temper, and Wingate rather lost his—
end the less said about it the better,
in my opinion. Prefects can’t scrap like
faga. go far as I'm concerned, the
whole thing's washed out.”

“Well, that's tha best way,” assented
Carpe. “But I'm blessed if I ever
thuuﬁhl; vou so jolly forgiving. Got a
fag?”

And, having locked the study door,
the two black sheep of the Sixth sot
down to cigarettes and banker. But
Loder of the Sixth was thinking less
of the cards than of & mental picture—=
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No sooner had Hurree Singh eanght the ball than Loder dropped his bat, fore along the pitch, grasped the asionished Nabob

of Bhanipur, and boxed his ears right and left.

of a follow going down under [erce
blows in the darkl And Gerald Loder
smiled cheerily over his cigarette,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Sale |

6k AREY, old fellow—"

H Harry Wharton laughed.

*“ How did Bunter know I
had =& remiftance
morning " he ingquired.

“Ha, ha, ha!l

“Oh, r{:ally, Wharton! I never knew
you had a remittance this morning! I
didn't sce you take it out of the
envelope—"

“And vou didn't see me paying my
arcount at the tuckshop with 1t, or you
wouldn't ba calling me * Harry, old
fellow * I chuckled the captain of the
Remove.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

“Bleszed if [ see anything to cackle
at.” said Billr Bunter peevishly. *If
vou're stony, old chap, you can borrow
half-acrown from one of these fellows.
Hall-a-crown isn't much for a ticket
that cost five bob.X

[ 1] Eh?”

“Of course, you fdncied that I was
on the make!” Bunier said ﬂmrnfull}
“Beastly suspicious mind :.'-u.‘:nu ve got, if
you ask me! The fact is, I'm going
to do you a favour. You can get leave
from Quelch all right. In fact, he will
ba pleazed fo hear that you ‘want to
go to a geological lecturn. It will give
vou o legup with Queleh—keep you in
his good books, you know, aus w:sll asg
getling you off prep on Friday.”

Harry Wharten & Co. starad at the

this

rotter, Loder | ** roared Wingate,

Owl of the Remove. What William
George Bunter was driving at, was a
mystery to them.

“You'll enjoy the lecture,” went on

Bunter. “You're one of those thought-
ful, studicus, brainy chaps, Wharton
who—"

“Am I gasped Wharton.

“Yes; cleverest chap in the Remove,™
said Bunter, blinking at him, * Brains
—my belief is that you've got more
brains than Quelch!”

“Oh crikey |2

“Tho brainfulness of the estcemed
Wharton 13 terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “But what is the
absurd gamefulness, my 1dotic
DBuntor ?"

“"You shut up, Inky! You necedn’t be
jealous because you're not o brainy
chap like Wharton! TI've picked
Wharlon out to use this tickel, beeausc
he's so jolly clever! Geology is just
the thing that a fellow with brains like
Wharton will enjoy! Ain't if, Harry,
old chap ™

Billy Bunter blinked rather anxiously
at the captain of the Remove,

Br. Wig ins' ticket for Enmlﬁeld
Hall was still in the fat Owl’s possession.

After Dlr. nggms had got him lines,
Bunter had gquite abandoned |his
intention of handing that ticket over
to the Third Form master. Let the
beast hunt for it, and be blowed to
him, was Bunier's idea,

Since then other ideas had been
evolved in  Billy DBunter's powerful
intellect. The ticket, having been some

time in hiz possessiorn, Billy Bunter now
regarded it oz his own, That was one
of Bunter's little ways!

That tiekot had a wvalunse—noobt {5

“ Resoue ! Yarooooh ! Oh crikey ! ** yelled the dusky junior.

“* You

Bunter! Had it been a ticket for a
plcturs palace, Bunter could have found
o use for it. But a lecture at Courtfield
Hall had no appeal to Bunter—
especially since he had learned that the
locture was on geological subjects, IE
there was any fellow in the Greyfriars
Remove who had a weakness for
geology, that fellow certainly was nob
nemed W. G, Bunter.

Why any man in his szenscs should
give five shillings for a ticket to a
gealogical lacture, was a deep mystery
to Bunter. DMr. Wiggins had done so—
which seemed to indicate, in Bunter's
opinign, that Wiggins was & little
“batty.”  Bunfer, ecrtainly, would
rather have paid five shillings to miss
the lecturs than to attond if.

Btill, though wild horses would not
have dragged BRilly PBunter to the
Courtfield Hall to hear a learned gentle-
man oxpound geclogical theories, he
hoped that other fellows might like the
idoa.

o far, he had had no luck.

Fisher T. Fish, who would buy almost
anything, if it wore cheap, refused to
offer a halfpenny for that ticket.
Skinner and Snoop and Stott had told
Bunter that they wouldn't take it at
& gifs, The Bounder had advised him
to take it back to its ﬂwncr—dmimmg
to believe that DBunter had bought it
and changed his mind about going. One
or two fellows had considered it on the
ground that even a geological lecture
might be betier than prep, if they
could get leave from Quelch for the
cvening. Bub they were not willing to
risk any cash on it.

Honca the deep duplicity with which

Tue Maiowzr Lipmany.—DNNo. 1,276,



10

the fot Owl was tackling the captain of

Kemove., After being described as
& Lrainy chap, & chap who would
understand things that were incompre-
hensible to" ordinary chaps, Bunter

considered it was up to Wharton to

play up.

But he blinked anxiously at his
intended vietim. No amount of *soft
gawder ** would have induced Billy
Bunter to listen to a single sentence of
that geological lecture. He hoped for
better things from Wharton; but he
could not help feeling doubtful.

“Geology i3 sn awiunlly important
subject,” went on Bunter. “A fellow
ought to get that subject up, you koow.
Ih alieve it's about stones, or some-
thing—2=

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And fossils and things,” said Bunter.
“Foesils are Irightfully interesting.
You would lcarn a lot about fosails,
and—and stomes and things, old uhp,p
—and you've got the intellect for it!
You're not a gsilly fathead like Bob
Cherry, for instance—="

“Thanks!” said Bob.

“Or a noodle like Nugent——=

“{Go it!” zaid MNugent,

“Op an ignoramus like Bull, or a =illy
nigger like Inky! You've got the
brains,” said Bunter. *If anybody
asked me who was the braimiest chap at
Greyfriars, I should say it was you, old
fellow=—I should, really ! I'm not g‘lﬂliﬂg‘
vour leg, you know, just because I want
to sell you this ficket.™

“Ha, ha, halZ

“Geology is the thing to appeal to a
really clever, brainy chap. You'll
simpi":,r lap 1t up, Wharton, with an
intellect like yours., You'll get off prep,
too, you know. I'm letting you have
the ticket at half-price, because—becanso
I want you to enjoy that lecturc! You're
about tﬂ’ﬂ only fellow at Greyiriars who
would really enjoy it, you hknow—
because of your tremendous intellect,
Eea "

And Billy Bunter extracted a sguare
of eardboard, with some aniseed balls
adhering to it, from his pocket, and
held it out hopefully to the captain of
the Remove.

“My only hat!™ ejaculated Harry

Wharton, “So you've got old Wiggins'
ticket 7

Bunter started.

“Eh? Oh, no! I bought this ticket

old chap—walked down to Courtfield
Eﬂgq:;a]i:.f o1 ‘jﬁ’ef.lnesdaﬁ. and gave five
ghillings for it. I've changed my mind
about going—I think Quelch might not
give ma leave, and—and I want you to
enjoy the lecture, With your brainsg—>"

You fat villain! Wiggins put a
notice on the board this afterncon that
he'd lost a ticket—"

VfJust like that old ass to lose a
ticket, if he had one,” said Bunter.
“But he never lost this ticket, How
could he, when I've had it in my pocket
for weecks——"

“You've had it in wyour pocket for
weeks?¥ velled Bob Cherry.

"¥es old chap—weeks and week

“And cip:au fetched 1t specially from
Courtfield on Wednesday—" _

“Oh, I—I—I mean——"

“You mean to pinch old Wiggins'
ticket "

“Ng, vou beast! I—I mean, the—tha
Wednesday I was speaking of was weeks
%ign see? . Not last Wednesday, just a—a

ednesday ! You shut up, Bob Cherry
—I'm speaking - to Wharton. I say,
Harry, old fellaw, I'll let you have this
ticket for two bob! Honest, old chapl
Just because you’ll enjoy that lecture on
geometry—I mean geology—see? With
& brain like yours—="

“With a brain like mine, old fat hean,
I'm not giving u twe bob -for
Wiggins' ticket '™ chuckled the captain
of the Remove., “If you want o palm
off stolen goods, it's no good picking out
a fellow with a brain like mine.™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look for a sillier ass than yourself,
if there 13 one—"

“Oh, really, Wharton [

I heard that Bunter was trying to
soll & ticket up and down the Remaove,”
remarked Nugent. “I didn't know it
was Wigging' ticket I :

“It isn't!” roared Bunter. “It's
mine! I'm offering it to Wharton for
eighteenpence, because——"

“¥ou _pernicious porpoise,”
J-n]mnF Bull, looking at the ticket.
“That's old Wigey's; it's the sgame num-
ber seat; I've seen hiz notice on the

board.” ; :
printed two tickets

B

“1 dare say they
the same, by mistake,” explained
Bunter, “I'va had this ticket ever
since wecks and weeks ago. I never

icked it up in the quad—so far as 1

ow, old gi’iggy never dropped any-
thing—anything at all—when I barged
him over when Loder was after me.
never saw him locking for it after-
wards.”

“0h, my hat!”

“Besides, I wasg going to give it back
to him, if he hadn't rcported me to
qiuelﬁh," sald Bunter warmly., " After
that, of course, the beast could hunt for
it az long ms ha liked! Not that this
is the same ticket!” added Bunter
cautiously. “It's quite a different
ticket! If the number’s the same, that—
that’s one of those coincidences, wyon
know. Look here, Wharton, I think you
might give me a bob for this ticket—

you heinq such a frightfully clever chap
thi; y—:ruIil enjoy il-e | re on cou-
chole mean opEy——
SYETT take the tiekoto

o G‘ﬂﬂd 1!1‘ ;

“—back to Wiggins—

" Bonst I

“Hand it over.”

“Bhan’t [” roared Bunter. "“If you
think you're geing to give my ticket 1o
old Wiggins you're jolly well mistaken !
I'd rather go to the lecture myself I

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“This is what you call gratitude, I
suppose, when I'm trying to do you a
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ero, make it nine-
pence — ninepence
won’t hurt you, old

Post 1/- follow. What 1*

material Head's birch might

hurt me if I pinched
old Wiggy's ticket,”
said Harrcy
Wharton.

Y8 INN ROAD,

said

i

THE MAGNET

“"Pain't old Wigsy's ticket,
beast! Look here, ol
mean about ninepence !
give me, then?”
#“I'l give you s kicking—"

“Beast 17

“And keep on kicking you till you've

you
chap, don’t be
What will you

taken that ticket back to Wiggy.
That's for a start——"

Varcooh I”

“And that’s to go on with—"

“ Whoooop 1

L1s Aﬂd tlmt“"_"” )
“Ow! Beast! Leave off kicking me!
I—I'm going to W:[];-;gy this minute,"”

yelled Bunter, “I—I was going to, sll
along ! Think I'd keep a man's ticket,
you beast! I hope 1I’'m honest |

*Qh crikey I

“Heo—he—he hopes
gasped Bob Cherry.

“The hopefulness is terrifio.”

“I think we'd better walk as far as
Wiggy's study with him,"”” chuckled
Nugent. “That hope might turn out to
be unfounded.”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“1 say, you fellows—look here—I sup-
pose you can trust me—->"

Apparently the Famous Five couldn’t
for they gathered round William George
Bunter, and walked him to Mr. Wig-
ging' study.

There—with the Famous Five waitin
outside the door—Billy Bunter hand-eg
over the ticket, and received Mre-
Wiggins' polite thanks for having found
it and returned it—thanks which did not
seem to buck the fat Owl very much,

He rolled morosaely out of the study
and shut the door, and blinked a scorn-
ful blink at the captain of the Remove.

“Catch me dommg you mora
favoure, you beast!” ho said bitterly.
“¥ou could have got off prep on Friday,

hae's honest ¥

even if you hadn't brains enough to
understand the lecture—which you
haven't—"

“Not the brainiest chap at Grey-
friars? sjaculated Wharton.

“¥ah! A silly fool like you wouldn8
have understood s word of it, of course
—not a born idiot like you!”

“Oh, my hat!”

*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Not a gilly, fatheaded, num-skulled,
blithering dunderhead like you—a crass,
wooden-headed, jabbering silly idiot—
wow! You kick me again, you beast,
and I'll—whoooosop 1'7

Billy Bunter doparted in haste.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Blagging for Bunfer !
e Yﬂﬂ' coming to-night, Smithy P**

Skinner of the Bemove asked
that question, in Herbert Ver-
non-Smith's study, after prep,

on Friday evening. Tom wing, whao
was putting his books away when Skin-
ner came in, compressed his lips a little;
and the Bounder glanced at him and
grinned. ]

“It's safe to-night,” went on Skinner,
taking nc notice of Redwing. * Safer
than usual, old bean—Wingate’s away,
and ho won't be back till late !”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

ot uncommon when his hlack-
fqardl} fit was on ti_m Bounder of Grey-
riars would join Skinner in some shady
excursion after lights out. But wary
and ‘cauticus as he was, he did nch
always consider " safety frst ¥; and cer-
tainly the foct that the head-prefect was

absent would bave made no differcoce to
" hi
“T think tha

m.
“It will ba rather jolly,” went en
Skinner. “Somea of the I-I'? heliffie men
will ba there—I've had word from Pon-
sonby. And some racing men from
Wapshot—you know the races are on
there now. You'll come, Smithy 1%
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“ What do you think, Reddy?” asked
the Bounder. _ ,

“J think you'd better kick Skinner
ouk of the study,” answered Tom.

Skinner gave him an unpleasant look.

‘“‘Smithy doesn’t want any of your
pi-jaw, Rodwing,” be seid, * Mind your
own business. Look here, BSmithy,
you'd like to comse."

“More or less,” yawped Smithy,
“But it's cricket to-morrow; and late
hours don’t improve & man's {orm.”

“0Oh, never mind the cricket!"

“Well, I have to mind it"a little, as
I'm in the Remove team, old top!
Many thanks; but I'm not comin’.”

sSkinner gave o grunt . .

“It's as safe as houses,” he said. “IFs
Wingate's turn with the Remove this
week; but he's away; Loder’s sesin
lights out for us fo-might, I hear; a
you can bet Loder w:llggcl straipght back
to his study, to play banker with his

als in the Sixth, You know Loder!

uldn't be better for us.”

#Oh, quite,” agreed Smithy. “But
I'm giving it a mizg, all the same. The
cricket—"

“Oh, rate!” .

Skinner swung sulkily out of the study.
There was a yelp in the Remove passage,
as he m]lideg with a fat figure just out-
side the door of Study No. 4.
Billy Bunter a glare.

“¥You fat rotter "

“(h, really, Skinner! I never heard
what you were saying to Smithy—
whooooop I
Skinngr kicked the fat Owl and went
on hiz way.

“ Beast ! roared Bunter. - :

Loder of the 8ixth was seeing lights
out for the Remove that night., Any
Sixth Form_ prefect would have been
willing to take over the Greyfriars cap-
tain’s duty while he was away on leave;
but Loder of the Sixth had offered very
civilly, and Wingete had been rather
glad of it.

He did not like Loder, and could not
ba friendly with him; but he was plad
to think that the dizagreeable incident
on_Big Bide was no longer rankling.

Certainly s fellow like Wingate was
not likely to guess what wos in Gerald

or’s mind. Civility, as Loder re-
feocted sourly, cost nnti:nmg; and ths
more he kopt up the appearance of
having “buried tﬁm hatehet ¥ the less
likaly ha was to be suspected—aftor what
was scheduled to happen thet night in
the dark shadows by Masters” gate.

Lodor was far from being a dutiful
prefect; and ‘it was certain that mo
nhadﬁ young rascal in the Remove had
anything to fear from his vigilance.
Akinner was right on that point.

When the move went to their
dormitory, and Loder loafed in the pas-

& gave

sage while they turned in, Billy Bunter
spoke to Bkinner in & stage _whispgr,

“Smithy isn't coming, iz he, old
ﬂhﬂ- ?"

Qkinner glared. He did not want all
tha Remove to hear what was on for
that night. ;

“Jt's all right,” said Bunter affably.
“1'Il come, old Ehap.”

“You fat idiot! .

“I mean it,” said Bunter, blinking at
him. *“The only dificulty iz that I
happen to be short of rcady money.
But you can lend mo——*

“3hut up!” hissed Skinner, as Loder
glanced in at the door.

B:{rlilfcr iﬁéuliﬂd a:tat wmk.m

o right, I'm not poing to give you
away, old chap!” he said. “Look here,
you'd like me to come, wouldn't you "

“1°1] twist your sifly fat ear——"

“Would you like me to come, or
not i asked Bunter, raising his voice.

Loder glonced round, and Skinner
trambled.

Q“_'i"es 1 he breathed. “Shut up—yes!
uLeg I

“Turn in, you fags!” snapped Loder,
“"Don't keap me wairting all night.”

The Removites turned in, and Loder
put out the light and departed. Ie
went back to his own study; but not, as
Skinner surmisad, to play banker wit
Carne and Walker, Loder- had some-
thing more important than banker to
think of that evening.

Ten minutes after the prefect was

. gone Bkinner was gotting out of bed,

and dressing quiétly in tho dark. As
rule, Billy Bunter's snore wos heard be-
fore ten minutes had elapsed. But Bun-
ter’s gnore was not aundible now. Thero
was a creak of o bed as the fattest
fellow in the Remove rolled out, and

SBkinner gritted his teeth,
Who'as that

“Halle, hallo, hallo!
up? vawned Bob Cherry.

“Nobody, old chap,” answered Bun-
ter. "I'm not up! I've only got out of
bed to got some—some toffes I

“*You blithering ass [

“{th, really, erry! I say, Zkin-
ner.” Bunter's cautipus whisper was
heard all ever the dormitory. ™ Wait
a minute for me, old fellow.”

COMPOSE A GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK

Iﬂd ‘H"El'l a

HANDSOME LEATHER
POCKET WALLET

like G. C. Thompson, of 28,

Oxton Road, Wallasey, Cheshire,

who sent in 'cl't'l=¥ following winning
eftort ;

Bab Cherry's numbar nine shoes
Reaemble a palir of cances,

To Bunter's vexation,

And rmortification,

They've given him many a brulses.

['ve

ol a |ar
WAITING T

e stock of pri:ﬂ

BE WON.—Ed.

“Shut up, you fat dummy [*
“0h, really, Bkinner—

“What's this game?” asked Harry
Wharton, sitting up in bed.

“Nothing, old chap!” said Bunter.
“I'm not going out with Skinner!

Nothing of the sort, you know | You go
to slecp, old fellow; you've got to play
ericket {o-morrow, you know, and wvou
don’t want to lose your sleep. Bkinner
tsn't poing down to the Cross Keys; and
I'm not going with him.*

“Ha, ha, hal"

il | say, {'ﬂul fellows, don't make a
row ! It's all right with Wingate away,
but all the same—>"

“Ho vou're going on the tiles with
Skinner, are you'?” ashed Peter Todd.
“Wait s minute while I get my bolster.”

“(h, really, Toddy—"

Skinnoer hastily crept to the door. He
hoped to get clear in the dark, uwnob-
servad by Bunter. DBut the fat Owl was
not to be dodged. He rolled after
8kinner to the door,

“T say, Skinner, hold on! I'm
coming, you know ! Look here—— Oh,
here you are!”™ Bunter grabbed at
Bkinner's arm in the dark.,

Thump !

“Yarooooh 1"

Bump | i i

A vigorous drive cnuzed Bunter to st
down with great suddenness,

The door opened and closed again,
Skinner Was gone.

*Yow-ow-ow-onw I eame from Billy
Bunter. “Heast! Wow! I say, you
fellows—— Wow! Ow! Ohl®

“Ha, ha, hal”

h that ban

Billy Bunter stagzered up. Peter
Todd was out of tbﬁcgd now, n%o]ﬁtar in
bis hands, groping towards the fat Owl

"“The awiul rotter!" gasped Bunter.
“Going off without me, you know! T'll
ﬁrﬂj’ well go after him, and——

hooop ! What's that? Yooop! Who's
: ging me—— Yooooop! Oh
crikey 12 _

Swipe, ewipe, swipa!

“Oh crumbs | Leave off | Is that vou,
Toddy, you beast? Yow-ow-ow! Keep
that bolster away, you heast ! Wow 2

*“Ha, ha, ha !’

Awipe, swipe, swipa !
- "Going back to bed, Bunty?" ashed
Toddy.

“NoI" howled Bunter,

Awipe, swipe !

“Ow! Wow! I-—I'm going back to
bed [ yaolled Bunter. “Keep off, you
beast! I'm not going out with Skin-
ner! I—I wouldn't! Yarpoooh! I'm
not that sort of chap, I hopel
W hooop 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bwipe!

Billy Bunter dodged wildly.

“Will you chuck it, you %ou.sti" he

howled.

“Not till you're in bed ™ chuckled
Poter Todd., *“I haven't token the
trouble to got up for nothing! Take
that—and that—and that o

Beast !

“Oh  erikey. Yeroooh !
Uoocooooaocogh [ ] .

Billy Bunter plunged wildly into bed,
Toddy gave him one final swipe and
went back to bed, leaving nter
rOATING.

“You cheeky rotter!” he howled.
"What's it got to do with you, I'd like
to know! Mind your own business, you
banst 1"

“You'ra in my studs,” explained
Toddy. “Nobody in-my study is going
to be sacked for blagging !

 You cheeky rotter! I'm jolly well
gong——-

There wos n sound of Peter getting
out of bad again,

" mean, I'm going to sleop I
gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

It was not Billy Bunter's intention to
go to sleep, however. With groat cun:
ning he laid his head on the pillow and
began to snora—while he waited for
Peter to ﬂgﬂ to sleep! In about tlires
minutes the pretended snore became &
E‘B’ﬂl-linﬂ one—and Billy Bunter was not

kely to open his eyez again till rising-

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Dene in the Dark !

mn REEK ™
G “*Yoal"
“What rot 1"
“Coan’'t be helped,” said
Loder. “The beak's been ragring me,

and I've got to mug up the muck!
Shut the door after you,"

Carne grunted, shut the study door,
and left %ernld Loder to himseli—and
- Buripides

There was to be no banker in Loder's
study that cvening.

Naither, as a matter of fact, was there
to be any Euripides! As soon as Carne
wa_; gone, Loder threw that preat Greek
aside,

Lodar was a slacker, in class and out,
and it was trus that the Head had ex-
pressed considerable dissatisfaction. It
was & good excuse for being left alone,
and Lodor wanted to be alone. Even s
slacker had to pet a move on sometimos,
and Loder let his friends know that he
:rh:s aphr.:-;:ting his -:m!f: that lgyenmg ]iﬂf;

nohle purpose of “swotting.” Bu
Tug Macwer Lisnant.--No. 1,276,
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never had swotting been further from
his thoughts.

At a quarter to eleven Loder quictly
locked hiz door and turned out his light.
Most of the Sixth were in bed at that
time; in fact, only. two of them were
still up—Walker and Carne, in the
latter's study.

They were playing banker, without
the company, as uzual, of Gerald Loder.
Loder crossed to his window, and
opened it, and put his head out in the
summer starlight. He glanced along
the Sixth Forw windows, and scowled at
the light in Carne’s. Buat the blind was
drawn there. (Considering how they
were engaped, CUarne and Walker wera
not likely to risk observation from out-
gide. All was safe for Lodor's enter-
prise.

He oponed his window softly.

The Sixth Form rooms, which wera
study aud bed-room combined, wera on
the ground floor, though rather high up
from tho ground. But it wos an ea
dr? into the quad, Many a timo ha
Lodor left his study at a late hour by
the window, and returned the samo
way, when ho had to meet sporting
friends outside the school.

All was szilent in the quad; few
windowsz chowed a glimmer of light.
All Forms below the Sixth had to go
to bed at fized hours, and most of the
masters were in bed before eleven. In
the distance there was a glimmor from
My, Prout’s window, and another from
the Head's study; that was all. Loder
stood breathing quickly,

He gave o vigient stark, as hig «door-
handle turned. He was thankful from
tho bottom of his heart that he bad
locked the door., If a fellow bad bulted
in and .found him with hig light out,

standing  fully-dressed by the open
window— ]
“Halla!™ It was Walker's voice.

“Gone to bed, Loder i

Loder tiptoed to the bed in the alcove
acrozs the study, his heart thumping.
Arrived there, he contrived to yawn

loudly.
‘Wa{kﬂr shook the door-handle.
“ Hallo, whe's that? yawned Loder.
“It's me, yvou ass! What the thump
have you locked your door fori"

“I"in in bed, old bean! You've woke
me up, confound you 1™
1 here 1" - It

through the keyhole,

of smokes—"

“0Oh, go and eat coke IM

“ Look hore, Loder——*

“T'm not getling out of bod again.
Good-rmight 1™

"“0Oh, rats!” prowled Walker sulkily,
and he went back to Carne’s study,

Loder stood in the darkncss, with
beating heart. That trifling incident
had alarmed him and set his hears
tbumping. But on  reflection, ho
realized that it was all to the good.
Walker, if nceessary, would be & witness
that he, Loder, had gone to bed before
elaven |

Heo went back to the window,

It was ten minutes te eloven now
sand he had no timo to waste. By
that time, Winzate hod been londed
at Courtfield and had started to walk
to the school—he must Lo more than
half-way home. It was more than time
for Loder to be ready on the scene.

Ho dropped lightly from the window.
Standing there, under the window, he

lanced round him with furtive lsjrﬂa.

ight glimmered through the blind at
Carne's window dimly into the dusky
uad. No other window near at hand
wwed any light., With his  heart
beating unpleasantly, but his teeth set
with savage, malicious determination,
Loder erept away through the shadows,
Tue Mianer Lierany.—No. 1,276,

was o whisper
“We've run oub

In a few minutes he was under tha
trees at Maosters' gate.,

Thers was summer starlight in the

vad, but under the thick branches that
shadowed the little gate zet in the old
stone wall, the darkness was thick and
mtense, Not o glimmer of the stars
came through the leafy branches of the
old elms,

Loder groped and stared round him,
feoling hiz woy slong the paved path
to the gate. Close by n trunk he stood
:mi wiited, within a few yvards of the
gate.

He passed his hand across his fero-
head and his fingers came away wet
with perspiration. But again hs told
himself that it was safe—safe—there was
no risk| He could hardly see his hand
beforo his face in the darkness. If
Wingate saw anything of him, it conld
bo nothing more than a black shadow
among shadows. Eis nerves were on the
%um » but hiz determination remained

xed. Tha fellow who had handled lim,
whe had homiliated him  under a
crowd of staring eves, wos coming—and
Loder clenched his hands hovd, almost

convulsively, longing to dash them in
the face of the fellow he heted and
feared.

Heo started, as eleven boomed out
from the clock-tower. The last stroke
died away. leaving a desthly silence
behind.  Wingate might come any
minute nowW-——

Click |

It was the sound of a key in the
gate |
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Loder's heart jumped, The gate was
opening. Within a few yards of him
was hiz eucmy—coming through the
gloom, unsuspecting. arhaps, for &
moment, he wovered in his purpose, but,
if z0, it was only for a moment, "‘ﬁl’it.h
hands elenched ard, he watched and
waited and listened. He heard the gate
open and shut, and there were foolsteps
on the paved path—and through the
darkness a figure loomed like & shadow,

Loder sprang from the tres and
struck.

Thera was a startled, horrified,
goasping cry and & heavy fall. Lven in
the excitement of the moment, Loder
was astonished that the stalwart captain
of Greyfriars should. have fom down 8o
casily,. He had intended to deal
smas:fum blow after blow, but his
victim had crashed down at tho first
knock. But the next moment Loder
understood.

* What—what—what—" came a fg agp-
ing, squealing cry from the 0Ogure
sprawling at his feet. “ Who—what—

elp!  Goodness pgraciouz! What—
whut—what—"'

Loder stood stunned.

It was not Wingatel

That gasping, squealing voice was the
voien of Mr. Wiggins, the master of the
Third Form !

He had knocked down s master!

By what horrible chance had Wiggins
been ont that evening, and coming in
at the very time that the blackguard of

the Bixth, in ambush, was watching for

Wingata?

Loder stood petrified, incapable of
motion, incapable of thought. It was
not Wingate—not Wingato—it was a
master-—a member of Dr. Locke's stall
—it was that ald fool, Wiggine——-m

“ What—what—help [

Loder pulled himaolf together some-
how. Ia leaped awny in the darknese
and ran, He was not thinking of bis
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precious scheme of vengeance now—hae
was thioking of nothing but saving his
skin. To get back to the House—to
plunge nto bed—to esenpa the conse-
q:enmn of what he had done—that waa
the only thought in his terrified mind.
He darted away at a frantic speed, left
the dark trecs behind him, and raced
across the quad towards the House.

Crash 1

mdeﬁam a gtifled ery.

Ha had run into somebody—somehody
who spluttered as he was sent crashing
headlong from the shock.

He reeled for 2 moment, and then
dashed on again. Who it was he had
crashed into, he had not the faintest
idea, but the unexpected incident had
terrified him to the marrow of his bones.
If he had been seen | .

He olambered breathlessly in at his
window and closed it after him., He
tore off his clothes and plunged into
bed. There were sounds of commotion
in the House, footsteps in the Bixth Form
passage, but it was Loder's cuo to hoar
nothing, to know nothing; he was sup-
posed to be slecping—and he iried to
sleep! But slecp was not likely to visit
the eyes of the fellow who lay palpita-
ting with terror—a panio terror that
wag, perhaps, a full punishment for his
rascality.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Exe¢iting for Skinner !

LKINNER stagpered to hid feet.
His face was like chalk,
The gome was up—that was
Skinner's terrifying thought, and
ha was as scared as the senior who had
rushed into him in the dim gquad and
knocked him spinning.

Skinner had not exactly enjoyed hia
“night out.” His sporting friends at
the Cross Keys had relieved him of his

ket-money, and his head was aching
vomr smoke and a stuffy atmosphore.
He had tramped back to Greyfriars in
dismal spirits, tired and dispirited and
eleepy, anxious only to get to bed, and
realising, perbiops, what & fool he had
beon: to lﬁwa it. And as hs crept
furtively towards tho House, s running
figuro crashed inte him, teking him
utterly by surprise. As he sprawled on
thn ground, his storing, startled eyes
glimpsed the face of *L-mlurl of the
Sixth, ghastly white in the glhimmer of
the stars. And he staggered up, in the
full expectation of boing eollared by tho
refeet, marched inte the House, and
anded over to his beadmaster for

judgment,
"-‘?hen he realised that Loder had not
stayed, that he was running for the

- Houso like & fellow demcnied, Skinner

conld only wonder. Ha stared round
him in the dimnpess, smazed.

Lodar wags gona |

Imstead of collering him and marching
him in, 28 was his duty as a frrefr:r:t,
Garald Loder had darted away, leaving
him to his own devices. Skinner gasped
with relief. Perhaps der buad not
even recognised him—not even looked
at him. A grin came over Skinner's
face as he thought it out. Loder, no
doubt, had been out of beunds himself—
coming in after a “spreo” like Skinner
—and ho iad been as alarmed as the
junior by the oncounter. That was the
only explanation Skinner could think
of, and it was a relicf to his mind.
that was the case, Loder was not likely
to inguire whe 1t was that had been
abroad in the guad at that late hour,
Hea waa likely to be glad to leave the
matter where it was, )

Skinner was about to hurry on his
wuy, breathless, but relieved, when a
sound reached his ears, and he stared
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Billy Bunter
Remwove erashed into the master of the

round. He realised that someone was
calling from a distance—from the diree-
tion of Masters' gate—the direction from
whick Loder had come runmng,

“Talp! Goodness gracious! Oh dear!
Oh! Upon my word! nose—Iy
nose—— (Oh—oh—help !

Skinner stared blankly through the
gloom, He knew that voice—the voice
of little Mr. Wiggins. What on earth had
happened to Wiggins?  Skinner, who
had nothing to do with the Third Form
or its master, hardly remembered the
oxistence of Wiggins till he was thus re-
minded of it. %ut he remembered the
{ecture-hall ticket that Bunter had been
trying to sell up and down the Remove &
day or two ago, which belonged to Mr.
W:;i'gii_lm Wiggins
geological lecture in Courtficld, snd
come in—and something, it appeared,
had happened to him. ] [

“Help! Oh! Goodness gracious! Oh
denr I

Skinner made a step in the direction
of the calling voice—and stopped. He
dared not be seen out of the House at
eleven o'clock. Whatever had bappened
to Mr. Wiggins, Skinner could not help

him.

In the dusky starlight he sighted the
Third Formi master, toltering in the
direction of the House, holding his hand
to his face. He would not have recog-
nised him in the dimness, but he knew
the rather egueaky +voice of Mr.
Wiggins, Obviously he was hurt, and he
was calling for help asz he tottered to-
wards the Housze,

What on earth could have happened?

Mr. Wiggins' voica appeared to be
keard as he approached the House, for
the great door opened, and light glim-
mered out into the guad.

Bkinner, keeping back in deep shadow,
saw tho Third Form master totter up the
mteps.

I.El the doorway the plump and portly

had been to his f

// |

Third without even seeing him.
gurgled Mr, Wiggins.

form of Mr, Prout, master of the Fifth,
was cutlined against the light within.

“What—what is it?" out’s fruity
voice boomed into the summer night.
“1 heard—I am rure I heard—"

“Dh! Bless my soul! Help, Prout!
Oh dear—" :

“(Great gad!” ejaculated Mr., Prout.
“Js that you, Wiggins? What ever has
ha d)? You are hurt, my dear
fellow——"

Plump and portly as he was, Mr.
Prout fairly jumped out of the doorwa
to the assistance of his unfortunate col-
leapue. ‘

“MTake my arm, Wiggins. Lean on
me, my dear fellow. ood gad, what
has happened? There is blood on your
BCE—"

“* My nose I gasped Mr, Wiggina. ok -
have been struck—struck forcibly on the
nose——"

“YWhat? Impossible ™

“I have been knocked down—"

“Wiggins [

“As fuame in at the gate, Prout—in
the darkness—someone rushed on me and
knocked mo down——"

“ Extraordinary [

“1 was felled—felled to the earth!
My noss is ver painfu!—-a:mnedmgl;r
painful | I am dazed—qguite dazed——=

“What has happened " Mr. Quelch's
voice was heard. ™ What——"

“"Wiggins has been altacked—
assaulted—knocked down!™ gasped Mr.
Prout. “Pray assist him into the

guse, my dear %ur:lch. I will imme-
dintely search [or the scoundrel—"

Skinner staved (o hear no more.
Thrilling with excitement and curiosity,
he had ﬁurked in the shadows to learn
what had happened. But as Prout relin-

nished the care of Wiggins to the
?icmm'ﬁ master, and came _atndm¥ out
into  the quadrangle, Skinner {airly
beolted. There was going {0 be a search.
and any fellow who was out of the House

7 Z 2

was running his hardesf, with Loder in hot pursuit, when Mr. Wiggins crossed his path.
“ Qocoogh ! " gasped Bunter.

13

The Owl of the
“ Wooooogh I

was in dire danger—indeed, he might ba
suspected of being the unknown mas-
creant who had whopped Wiggins! That
alarming thought sent Bkinner scurrying
round the buildings at his best specd,

Prout, heading for Masters’ gate,
heard a sound, and slzmn round. Ha
stared through the darkness in the direc-
tion taken by Bkinner.

“Who iz that " he shouted.
Skinner was not likely to answer.
knew that Prowt had heard him

flight, and he fairly raced on.

“Who is that? Stop at once, whoever
vou are!” roared Prout.

Skinner Hew. | ]

Ie heard Mr. Prout in pursutt. Prout
was not guick on the uptake, but the
sound of running fect in the quad could
hardly fail to connect itzelf, in his mind,
with the assault on Wiggins.

Hea rushed after the unseen fugitive.

Skinner panted with sheer ferror.
Prout panted at a good distance behind
him. There was the sound of a stumble
and a fall, and then the voice of Prout.
The Fifth Form master had run mto
something in the dark and measured his
portly length on the carth.

Skinner flew on. Breathlessly he
clambered up to the leads under the
Remove box-room window, and he
gasped with relief whon he dropped in-
side the House. A couple of minutes
more, and he reached the Remove dor-
mitory. From below, sounds came to
hiz ears—the House, usually so quiet at
that hour, was disturbed. Skinner did
not stay to listen; he bolted into the
dormitory, and plunged 1nte bed, All
the Remove were fast asleep, ond from
the shadows rumbled the deep and echo-
ing snore of Dilly Bunter, DBut it was
long before Skinoer closed his eves,

{Continued on page 16.)
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Who ?
SAY, vou fellows!

11
H u [I.l
“Toll us zomething we don't
know ! said Bob Cherry.

“MTha upfulness seems to be terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“ PBut what e

" Goodness knows 1Y

“Ihnd  they bag
Skinner 1

* No fear I” .

“Well, there's a jelly eld hullabaleo
about something.” :

After carly prayers all Greyiriars
School knew that something was “up”
though few, as yet, knew what it was.

One of the masters was absent from
prayers—Mr. Wiggins, master of the
Third. :

All the other beaks haﬂLEIEEEﬂmELT
grave faces. The expression on LUr.
Locke's face was absolutely portentous,

The Bixth Form prefects looked, as tho
Bounder expressed it, like & lot of monlt-
ing owls, o excessively szolemn and
gorious were they,

In the guad, before breakfast, fellows
asked one another what was up, but no
answer was forthecoming. Even Billy
Bunter did not koow !

But it was something of an unusually
serious nature—all the %ﬂllﬁﬂ'ﬁ knew that,

Skinner could have told the Remove
men, if he had liked, but he was very
eareful te keep his own counsel. Bkinner
knew that r. Wiggins had been
knocked down at Masters’ gate—and ha
knew that he had seen Loder of the
Sizxth in frantic Hight from that spot
immediately afterwards. Skinner was
quite capable of putting two ond two

together,

Why Loder of the Sixth had
" whopped ™ Wiggins, was an utter mys-
t.arlyr to Bkinner—but he knew perfectly
well that Loder of the Sixth had done it.
But if Skinner had thought of stating
what he knew, he would have been pre-
vented by fear for his own skin. He had
been out of bounds at eleven o'clock at
mght, or he could have seen nothing—
and that was a circumstance that
Skinner could not keep too deck!

At breakfast, S8kinner looked across at
the high table where the Bixth Form
prefects sat, and eyed Loder curiously.

Loder did not plance at him, which
was proof encugh that Leder had not
recogniscd him in the gquad the Fmvinus
night; not that Skinner would have
fearcd Loder mentioning it, if he hod!
He grinned at the thought,

Loder was looking rather pale, but he
was quite cool and mllﬂcted‘? If thera
was tear in hiz heart, as undoubtedly
there was, he had himself -well in hand.

What f:uad he done it for, Skinner
wondered. \Wipgine was a harmless
little ass. Nobody disliked him—and he
had nothing to do with the Sixth, Yet
it was certain that Gerald Loder had
laid in wait for him at Mastors' pate
and knocked him down. Only Skinner
knew-—but he knew it beyond the shadow
of a doubr.
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Something’s

vou last mnight,

It wasz tho “sack * for Loder if it came
out—tho sack short and sharp! Knock-
ing down a master was an unheard-of
outrage—an almost unthinkable sct of
ruffianism. Loder had done it—and if
he was found out—

Skinner could guess what Loder was
feeling like, and it rather entertained
him., He had folt the heavy hand of tha
bully of the Sixth a good many times,
and he had not liked it,

At the usual time for class, the Grey-
friars fellows did not go to the Form-
rooms. There was an order for the
whole school to assemble in Hall, and
they realised that they were about to
hear what was up. 7

“Now for the giddy history of tha
jolly “old mystery |” murmured Bob
Cherry, as the Eemove men gathered in
their places in Hall.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“ Found 1}11-, futhyet, Bugt&r‘é‘l‘:‘;_ o

"I say, what's happened to Wiggins 7'

o 'ﬁri%{giﬂﬂ 1" repeated Bob. '

T at hiz nose I prinned Bunter.

Mr. Wiggins was present now. Many
fellows, beside Billy Bunter, had noticed

hiz nose. It leaped to the eye, as 1t
WELe, ;
“My hat!” murmured Harry

Wharton. “What on carth has Wiggins
done to his noge?” '

“Charged a lorry with it, 1 should
think,” =aid the Bounder.

“Looks as if it's been punched—and
jolly hard I remarked Nugent.

“1f it was a punch, the punchfulness
must have becn terrifie,” murmured the
Mabob of Bhanipur.

“Is that it?” asked Johnny Bull.
l‘;ﬂﬁﬂmehcﬁdg been punching a beak’s

E’ e RS,

“Great pip !

“Bilenco " called out Wingate of the
Sixkh.

And the juniors werc silent; but they

atared with fascinated eyes at the Third
Form master's nose. Mr. Wigging' nose,
in its natural state, was rather small
and plump. But it was not in itz natural
state now. It was large and red and
swollen. Obviously it had had a knock,
and a hard knock:; but the theory that
a master's nose had been punched was
rather too startling to bo belisved.
- Yet that precisely was what had
happened, as the astonished school
learned when the Head addressed them.
In low, but deep, tones, and with a
portentous countenance, Dr. Locke
stated briefly what had bhappened at
Basters’ gate the previous night, and
the Greyiriars follows gasped as they
heard if.

Bome unknown person, the Head stated,
had been é_ying in wait for that member
of his staff, and had struck him down as
ho entered. The Head would have
hoped and trusted and helieved that that
atrocions assanlt had been committed by
someone not belonging to the school—
‘c:ng some tramp, some pilferer, who had
abtained entrance to the school grounds,
and had been alarmed by the appear-
anco of @ mastar—but tlns 1t was impoz-
sible to believe. Mr. Prout had heard,
and followed, someonc who had been
running to the House, but who had un-
fortunately escaped him. Obviously it
was gsome Greyfriars boy who had done
this thing, and the Head called on him
in deop tones to stand forward and
confoss,

Nobody stood forward.

Several fellows in the Remove glanced
at Skinner,

Skinner was hardly to be suspected of
having knocked down a master; even if
he had wanted to, nobody in the
Hemove would have believed that he
had the nerve. But most of the Bemove
knew that he had been out of bounds tha
previous night, and rome of them
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wondered if he had seen anything of
¢ mysterious bappening.

Skinner's face was expressionless.

The conclusion had been drawn that
the unknown fellow whom Prout had
heard running for the House was the
person who had assaulted Wigims—a.nd
1t was a natural conclusion to be drawn
1n the eircumstances,

Skinner was aware that the assailant
had been safely off the scene before that,
and had climbed into his study window
in the Sixth! But Skinner had nao
intention of imparting his knowledge to
the Head.

There was a long silence,

Probably the Head did not expect the
culprit to eonfess, Confession could only
mean immediate expulsion from the
school. That was not an aitractive
prospect.

“Once more,” said the Head in a
deop voice, I call upon this wretched
boy to stand forward and confess what

he has done.”
““Who's _]Ium in’ at this chanca?”™

murmured the Bounder.
There was a suppressed snigger in the
Remove. Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eves

turned on his Form, and every faco be-
cama instantly grave.

A long minute passed.

i "J"Erg well,” said Dr. Locke in the
game aqr tones, “the most rigid
mquiry will be made. The culprit will
undoubtedly be discovered. He will be
instantly expelled from the school.
Diismiss 1™

The Greyiriars fellows filed out in
silence,

In the Third Form Room that morning
there was some hilarity among the fags.
The state of their Form master's nose
entertained those lively and thoughtless
young gentlemen.

But most fellows felt a sincere -
pathy for poor Mr. Wiggins, and a 53"3’:;
disgust for the unknown * rotter* who
had hit him in the dark.

“The soonor that blighter's found out
and sacked the better!™ said Bob
Cherry. And all the Remove agreed.

“But who the dickens could it have
been " asked Redwing. “Whe could
want to whop poor nﬂf Wiggins 17

“Plenty of Third Form menl"
Erinned the Bounder. “But a fag can't

ave done 1t

“No fear! But who——"'
“Did you sce anything of it,
Skinner ™

CWish I had!™ answered Skinner
airily. “I've never seen a beak’s nose
punched yet!™

“I say, you fellows, do you think it
was Wingate "

“What " roared the Removites.

“Well, Wingate was out, vou know,"
said Billy Bunter. "I hear that he came
in about ten minutes after Wigpgins ; but
that may be gammon, you know.
wonder if 1t was Wingata I

*¥ou piffling porpoise!” hooted Dob

herry.

“{Oh, really, Cherry——""

“Ha, ha, ha !

" Well, it was all vour fault, Wharton,
anyhow,”’ said the fat Owl, with an
accusing blink at the captain of the
Eemove.

“Mine " ejaculated Harry Wharton.

“Yes, wours,” said DBunter warmly.
“If you'd bought that ticket—"

“That ticket?™

“ And gone to the theological lecture—
I mean, the geological lecture—old
Wigging wouldn't have gone! Then he
wonldn't have come in late, and Eot.
dotted on the boke! Old Wiggins has
got whopped just because you were
nrean about ninepence—="

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“VYou fat idiot!" gnsped Wharton.

#*1t was all through you being =o jolly
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mean about ninapence, and I can jolly
well say—— Ow] Leggs my ear, you
beast 1 :
That day there was only ano topic at
Greyfriars, Ewven cricket took a second
laca, Every fellow asked—without
EEing ablo to find an answer to the
question—who had whopped Wigpinst

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner’s Secret !

ok H erumbs ' ejaculated Snoop.
0 “ What—-"" began Stott.

“It's Loder I

Skinner hastily removed the
cigarette from his mouth. On second
thoughts, he replaced 1t as he stared
ronnd. i

It was Monday afterncon after class.

Skinner & Co._had retired to a quiet
epot in the old Cloisters, with a supply
of cigarettaesi where, sccluded from
observation, they smoked with a solemn
pretence of enjoyment. -

Nobody was expected to come rooting
into that secluded s}]:;pt—lcust of all a
prefect of the Sixth Form. But it was
s prefect of the Bixth whom Bidney
James Snoop suddenly spotted among
the old stone pillars and arches of the
pocient Cloisters, ) )

Loder of the Sixth, with his bands
driven deep into lis pockets, and a
moody frown on his brow, was walking
slowly, buried in thought, his eyes on
the mossy old stone flags. Loder had
plenty of food for thought these days.

The excitement on tho subject of the
mysterions attack on Mr. Wiggins had
rather died away in & couple of days
But the inguiry on the subject was going
on unremittingly. g

Dr. Locke had placed the matter in
thoe hands of the prefects—including

Loder. Loder cortainly was not likely
io have anything to reveal. Dut all the
other prefects were very keen,

Wingate, as head prefect, had called
o meeting of that august body aiter tea
on Monday, and Loder was booked to
attond. He dared not show any lack of
keenness, though tho matter was gall
and wormwood to him. le was thinkin
dismelly over the matier as he walke
ajono in the silent old Cloisters, deep in
gloomy meditation; and he did not
observe the three young rascals of the
Remova till he was fairly upon them.

Loder told himsell over and over
again that he was safe—quite safe; but
he conld not feel sure. He was haunted
by the reccllection of the unknown
foellow he had butted into on Friday
night. Who the fellow was Loder had
no idea, except that he must have been
a junior. Some young rascal who had
been out of bounds, and would keep
gilent for- his own sake,

The fellow, at all events, had. said
nothing, &0 far.

But it was a lurking fcar in Loder’s
hoort. The end of the term was near,
and with the holidays the mystery
would, no doubt, be given up if no dis-
covery had been madoe by them. Loder
longed for the last day of term. But
the Head and all the staff were 1mn
deadly ecarnest, and the prefects wore

very Leen, and diseovery might bo mads

any minute. It was not a maiter that
could be passed over if it could
helped. No stone would be left un-
turned to find out the Greyfriars fellow
who had had the temerity to knock down
s moinber of D Locke's staff,

Loder's temper was savage these days.
e had always bheoen a bully, but juniors
and fngs found him worse than ever
now. The fear and worry on his mindd
made his temper Tartarie. The elightest
excuse was enough [orf Loder to bring

Loder had no
doubt—oven if he had recognised Loder.

ha -
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tha ashplant into play. Snoop and Stott of Skinner's words. He lowered the

wore utterly dismayed az he came on
them, but Skinner, for some reason
known only to himself, was quite cool,
and he even kept the cigarette in his
mouth as Loder raised his eyes from the
ground and stared at the young rascals,
caught fairly in the act. Any excuse
was good E:@ng%h for Loder, in his pre-
sent frame mind, to “whop”' a
Lower boy, but now he did not need an
excuse; 1t was his bounden duty to
whop the three dingy black sheep of the
Remove, The glint in his eyes showed

that he was going to do his duty with

vigour.

“8moking, what?" Loder slipped tha
ashplant under his arm into his hand.

“Oh orikey !I" groaned SBnoop.

“Bend over I rapped Loder. “Yon
firat, Bkinner! Take that cigaretta our
of your mouth, you voung rascal I

Bkinner removed tho cigarette, but he
did not bend over; his face was rather
tense, but he was quite cool.

Loder stared at him. .

“I've told vou to bend over, Zkinner,”
he said.

“I heard you,” answered Skinnor.
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“Well, I'm waiting 1" Loder swished
the ashplant.

“¥You can wait "

“*Whaa-at " : :

“Wait!"* said Skinner breezily,

Loder stared blankly. Defiance from
fellows like Harry Wharlon or Bob
Chorry would not havoe surprised lum;

[(TELTIER RSO RDERT L AR FRRET R AR RRERENE ] itll-l-rli

from a fellow like Skinner it was

astounding.

Snoop and Stott looked at their com-
rade, hardly believing their cars; they
fairly gapa-c{ at him, -

Lodar made a stride forward.

“Hold on,” said Skinner quietly and
coolly, though his voice shook o little.
“Keep that cano to yourself,” Loder.
You'ra not whopping me—or my friends,
either.” : : 2

T.oder with his left hand gripped
Skinner’s collar; his right hand rose,
wiih tho ashplant in it. Skinner sot his
tecth. o

“ Botter not1"” he said.
to Wiggins if you do !

; swipevras-arrested- immidair. - -

“You'll what?' panted Loder.

Skinner's words were o mere mystery
to Booop and Stott.  He might have
complained to his’ own Fovm master,

“1I shall go

My, -Quelch, if the punizhiment had boon

nnjust. DBut he had nothing to do with
My. Wiggins, the easter of the Third
Form. 'U'a Snoop and Stolt it scomed
Iﬁ tif, Bkinner was *“talking out of his

But it did not scem go to Loder. To
Lador thera waos only one cxploanation

ashplant.
“What do you mean, Skinneri' he

-asked, unable to keep the tremble. ouf

of his voice.

*Guess,” said Skinner coolly.

Thero was a brief pause. Snoop and
Btott loocked on. ‘in  utter wonder.
Loder turned to them.

“You can cut!l'” he =aid.

Gladly snough Snoop and Stott *eut.'”

They realised that they were to
escape punishment, though they did not
even hegin to understand why. Loder
made Bkinner a sign to remain, and he
romained cheerfully enough. The bul
of the Bixth did not speak again ti
Enoop and Stott were gone. )

“Now,"”” said Loder at last, “what did
you mean by that, Skinner 17

Skinner smiled.

“1 faney you know,"” he answered.
“¥ou haven't forgotten bumping a
follow over in the quad on Friday
night."*

“¥Youl"

“Little me I’ smiled Skinner.

“¥ou admit having been out of
bonnds after lighta out ™

“Aro you gain te report me to
Gueleh 1" grinne Bkinner. "“You
didn't scem keen on it at the time”

Loder breathed hard. Ho Lknew thad
it was Bkinnor whom ho had barged into
in the dark. that wild night; he had
guesscd 1t whon .the.-cad of the Remove
deficd him. It was this dingy, ua-
scrupulous young rascal who knew his
seerck | It was uscless to deny ‘it;: he
knew that Bkinner must have recognised

-him_that night, or he wonld not be tak-

ing hiz present line.” For a long minute
thera was silence. . Skinner broke 1ih

“I'vo said nothing =0 far,”” he re-
marked. “I don't want to geb you
sacked, Loder.  No bizney of mine.
And I don't want to be flogged for
breaking bounds after lights-out. DBuk
I'd as soon be flogged az whopped by
you, you Lully. ay & finger on me,
and I'l} go straight to Wiggms !

*You think he'd belicve you!" asked
Loder huskily.

“I'll chance that.”

“You think anybody would listen to
you if 'you said that a Sixth Form pre-
fmtIh?d—hld—" S g

“1 faney so,"” sai innar. ny=
how, I'm ma.d':p to chance it if you are.

Are you?!

Loder looked at him. He was.under
this young rascal’s thomb, unless he
defied him to do his worst For a
moment or two he was tempted to take
tho chance. Who would believe such an
accusation from o young rasenl who
had to admit, if he made it, that he had
boen out of bounde at night? The Head
would pooli-poch it; Wiggins would
pooh-pooh it. Nobody could imagine
any motive on Loder's part for such an
aet, If ho had "gpot? Wingate az ha
had intended, it would have been dif-
ferent; but he had “pgot ™ Wigﬁa
and nobody guessed that there had baen
o mistake in the dark. Everything was
in Loder's favour if he chanced it,
thrashed this young scoundrel as he de-
gerved, and contemptucusly denicd his
acousation, T

But-—

But he dared not take the chancal

He knew that he dared not. Believed
or dishelieved, the accusation wounld gon-
centrate the attention of the whaole
school on him, . Alrcady it was hard
enough 4o conceal his ‘uneasy fears,
What would hoe feel like with the eves
of -all Greyfriars on him; with cvery-
body surmising ‘and speculating on the
subjoct—povhaps  guessing  that  there
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Bad peen @« mistake in the dark?
Fellows would remember that Wingato
had been due ot Mastors' gate about the
same time as Wiggins; once Loder’s
name was mentioned in connection with
the affair, surmise would take a new
turn. Loder, indeed, wondercod that it
had not already been guessed that
Wiggins had been “whopped * by error
—it was known that Wiggins had not
seen his assailant, and 1t maght have
been dedueced from that fact that the
assailant had not scen Wiggins, Loder
wos on too thin ice to take chaneces.

. Ho stood with puckered brow think-
ing it out, while Skinner watched him
coolly, Skinner was feeling quite safe.

It was easy enough for him to guess
what was passing in Loder's tormented
mind, and easy enough to guess what
Loder's conclusion would be. The
fellow who bad whopped Wiggins dared
not be accused,

Loder gripped the ashplant hard, He
would have given much to lay it about
Harold Skinner with all the strength of
his arm. But he had to tread the hard
way of the transgressor.

Without speaking again he turned
away at last. Skinnor smiled,

“Not chancing it, old bean$" he
azked mockingly.

der did not answer,

“From now on"” added Skinner
cheerfully, “you’ll keep that ashplant
to yvourself, Loder! None for me, and
none for my friends. Understand 1"

Loder choked.

It was sheer delight to Skinner to
“oheck ** the bully of the Sixth. But
Loder—the last fellow in the Sixth, as
o rule, to ba cheaked by & junior—had
to swallow it. He tramped away, leav-
ing Skinner laughing.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Lines for Loder !

13 HE rotter !
“The worm 1"
“"The outsider "

"Blaw him 1**
“The blowfulness is terrific.”
Five voices were speaking in Study
No. 1 in the Remove in a wrathful and

indignant chorus.
& Co., to judge by their remarks, wero
up ﬂ.gﬂ.rma‘t 1t. 4 .

“This is what comes of taking Sixth
Form wickets, Inky!” groaned Bob
Cherry. * Next timo you bowl to Loder,
for goodness’ sake let him down lightly.”

“The lightfulness will be preposter-
ous ! prinned the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“The esteemed and disgusting Loder is
taking it out of our ridiculous selves.’

“The brute seems like a bear with a
sore head lately,” said Frank Nugent.
“1 suppose it's getting turned out of
the cricket that's done it!”

S And Wingate chucking him off Big
Side ! gaid Johnny Bull. “Time he got
over it—but he won't pet over that in a
hurry! Any man with an ouvnce of
plack would have asked Wingate to put
the gloves on! Not Loder!  He would
rather take it out of us.”

“The rotter1?”

“The worm I

“The cad ™

It was the chorus again.
glanced in at the stud

rinned at the wrathful an

V.
“1 hear that
it,” he remarke

SBkinner
door and
disconsolate

&'mx men are up against

“The hearfulness 13 terrifically
correct, my esteemed and execrable
Skinner. We are down on our ridieu-
lous luck.™ :

“ Loder, what?” asked Skinner.

“Yes!” growled Harry Wharton.
“Five hundred lines each—which means
slaying m! We were going over to
Higheliffe to see Courtenay and the
Caterpillar—but——"'

“And you never asked for the lines?”
sald Bkinner sympathetically.

“Well, even Loder has to have some
excuse,” said Harry. “ We were kicking
Fizshy! You know Fishy has to be
kicked. Hea's been money-lending in
the fag Forms again—and we jolly well
l:ick&dghim. Of course, wo couldn’t tall
Loder that. Can't give even Fishy
away to a prefect.”

“Loder jolly well knows that Fish
has to be kicked,” growled Johnny Bull,
“and he doesn't care & rap if we kick
him across to New York., It was just
an excuse for getting down on us.”

“He called it bullying,” ssid Bob
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Harry Wharton Cherry, with a deep breath.

THE MAGNET

“That's
olly from Loder—the worst bully at
Gireyfriars | Jevver hear of such an
impot as five hundred lines—and to be
handed in before dorm? Sticking in-
doors on a day like this—to write lines
for Loder—just because Inky made him
look a silly ass by taking his wicket last
week—that's the real reason.”
Skinner chuckled.
ere were other reasons, as Skinner

knew, for Loder's Ium't:.]gc temper of late.
But the Famous Five did not know what
kinner know.

“Well, it's no good grousing,” said
Bob. “We've got to do the lines. We'll
go and kick IMshy again, though.”

B v how'd you Iik

ok here, how'd you like to got off
the lines?™ asked E-kinj;mr. 8
hig}m chums of the Remove stared at

“The likefulness would be terrific,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I might get you off I"

“What utter rot!” grunted Johnny
Bull, “Loder won't let us off if you ask
him, I suppose.”

1§ gn;;cy su%} The Em:t ia:F % sni? Bkin.
ner airtly. “I’va got on the right side
of Loder. My people have bﬂﬂ%i meaet-
ing hiz people, as it happens, and making
friends and all that—and Loder i3
making it a point to be civil to me.”

“Oh, my hat !*

“We may be having him for the
summer holidays,” said  Skinner,
“Loder’s being jolly civil to me, any-
how. 1 don’t think he'd refuse if ‘1
asked bim a favour.”

H'Mri' Wharton & Coa, looked very
curiously at Skinner. They wero not on
friendly terms with that dingy youth—
indeed, they had hardly spoken to him
since ]_éuh had mixed the solution in his
hair in the bikeshed. It was not
Skinner’s vfai? to do any fellow & good
turn—especially the Famous Five. 'f‘he:.r
could not help being surprised.

. Well,” said Harry, at last. “We'd
like to get off _the lines, and get ont,
1usltem:1 of sticking indoors. But—-"

“But you don’t like taking a favour
from me?" sneered Skinner.

* Well—you—you see—-=""

“Quite! But I'm not offering to
oblige you for nothing,” said Skinner
eoolly, "“I'm on the rocks since I went
out of bounds last time, and we're on
short commons in my study. I shouldn't
refuse to come to a study supper if you
asked me.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, if you put it on a business
fooling, all right,” he said. “We'll ask
you to supper, and a jolly good supper,
with pleasure, if you can get us off this
impot, ™
TR P maid Johnny Bull.

1 fancy I can,” pard Bkinner. * You'd
hardly believe how jolly friendly Loder
has been, since—szinca my people got
pally with his people at inmu‘ I can
work 1t.”

*While vou're about it, then, ask him
to let us alone till the end of the term I¥
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Done |” said Skinner.

“Gammon ! grunted Johnny Bull,

“Beeing is believing,” yawned Skin-
ner. " Come down Iunfnder‘s st.ud;r with
me now and I'll see you through.”

The Famous Five exchanged glances.
skinner’s statement was a little difficult
to-credit; but a chance of escaping such
an imposition as five hundred lines sach
was too good to bo lost. It was well
worth a study Eu[lﬁ»er: and they did not
expect a fellow like Skinmer to do any-
thing for nothing. Their only doubt
was that the playful Skinner might be
pulling their leg. .

“Look bere, If you take us down to
Lodor's study for nothing, Skinner, [
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# Take that cizaretie ount of your mouth, you young rascal ! ** rapped Loder, ** And bend over ! " Skinner removed the

cigaretie, but he did not bend over.

shall jolly well kick you,” said Johnny
ull.
“Right as rain ! agrced Bkinner.

“0Oh, all right, then.”

And the ¥Famous Five, greatly sur-
gnaed and still s little dubious, fellowed

kinner down the stairs and into the
Sixth Form passage. Skinner tapped on
Loder's door, and threw it carelessly
opan. der was there, and he stared
at the crowd of juniors in the doorway.

“¥You've not done yvour lines vet," ho
snapped. ““ What do you want?

“These fellows ara friends of mine,
Loder,™ said Skinner airily. “1 want
vou to let them off the lines”

“What "

“Don't I asked
Skinner.

“ You=—you—->"" Loder broke off.

It was past understanding on the park
of the Famous Five. Loder's look, for a
moment, was that of a demon. If looka
told anything, [oder would have asked
nothing better at that moment than to
take hiz ashplant and thrash Skinner
?iff the Remove within an inch of his

g,

But he did nothing of the kind. He
choked back his wrath, almost gasping.
He did not reach for the ashplant.

“Oh1"™ he stuttered, You—you—you
want me tﬂ—t? let your iriends off their
Yines, do you?"

“Yes! TI've told thess chaps that

ou're going to be rather decent lo me,

ler, because our people are ga'ﬁly ak
home,” oxplained Bkinnor. “1'd be no
end obliged 1f you'd let them off.”

Loder breathed lhard. :

*Well, I—]—]—" It was a bhitter
pill to swallow, but Gerald Loder had
to get it down. " I[f—if you wmake 2
point of it—"

i I dﬂ' Eu ‘

“You fags needn't do the lines™
gasped Loder. ) .

“Thank wou, Loder,” said Skinner,
very civilly, but with a mocking gleam
in iia eyes, “and while wo're on_the
subject, 1'd like you to let them off lines

zpeak  plainly "

** Hold on ! ** he said guietly and coolly.
gither, Loder.

and lickings till the end of the term, if
;ou don't mind. I should take it as »
avour.”

Loder choked. :

“I—I—very well—all right!” he stut-
tered. “You—you kids behave your-
zelves, you know—don't ask for trouble,
and you won't get any. Shut the door
after you.”

The juniors left the study. In the
passage, the Famous Five stared at cne
another, and at Bkinner. If der's
conecession had been based on friendly
feclings, hiz looks certainly had not done
him justice.

“Well, we're off the lines,”™ said DBob.
“Auch obliged, Skinner! Let's go and

¢t the bikes out, you men.”

“What-ho I

Puzzled, but very bright and cheery,
the Famous Five went for their hikes.
Skinner strolled away smiling ; with the
happy anticipation of a study supper
that would ba very woleome indeed, now
that he was on hard tack, owing to his
late visit to the Cross Kewys. All the
juniors were satisfied; but Loder of
the Sixth, as he paced hiz study after
they were gone, did nol lock satisfied.
Fear and fury were mingled in his face
a3 he paced and paced; and he won-
dered, with a sinking heart, how this
was going to end!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Eunter, Too !
6oy SAY, you fellows!™
E “ Buzz off, Bunter!”
“*I want you—"
*Bow-wow |
“To speak to Skinner—=*
“Eh ¥
“J think vou might do that much for
a pal ™ said Billy Bunter, with dignity.
Harry Wharton & Co. regarded the
fat Owl of the Remove in astonizhment.
They were sauntering in the quad
after elass, when Yrilllam George

* You're not whopping me—or my friends,
I shail go to Wiggins if you do [ **

Bunter. rolled wp, and made that
surprising request,

“You want us to speak to Skinner 15
repeated Harry Wharton blankly.

“Yez, old chap

“What the thump for 72

“To get me off my lines, of course,”
said Bunter peevishly. “I've got lines
for Loder, you know. Blessed if I don's
think neayly every man in the Remove
has got lines for Loder theso days—

not to mention lickings, Never scen

such an illtempered beast! He gave
ma & hundre lines for nothing
yvesterdayp—=>"

“You always get things for nothing,
poor old fat bean,” said Bob.

“ Exactly. T never pet justice here,”
said Bunter sadly. * Loder made out
that I was going down to the pantry,
vou know, because he saw me on the
kitehen stairs. 1 told him I wasn't—
hut wsou know that cad Loder—he
doeen’t take a fellow's word, He gave
meo & hundred lines:; and just because I
haven't done them, he's doubled them.
Fancy that!™ 3 :

“Then you'd better get going with
them,” said Wharton. "It will be &
licking noxt.”

“That's why I want you to speak to
Skinner. Skinner can make that beast
Loder do as he likes.”

“ Fathead 1"

“Look here, you jolly well know ha
got you off your lines yesterday,” =aid
Bunter warmly., “I've heard you
speaking about ib. And he eaught some
fellows smoking in the Claisters, and leb
them off, beecauvse Skinnar made .
And he gave Skinner a prefect’'s pass
ont of gates after lock-up—and you
know the beast never does. No other
prefeet would give Skinner s pass—they
know him too jolly well. Skinner's gob
him feeding from his hand.”

The chums of the Remove looked ab
Billy Bunter, and looked at one another.
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Bome of this was news to them; and
it added to the surprise they had felt
over the affair of the lines.

“It's jolly queer,” went on Bunter.
“Looks to me as if Skinner's found out
something about Loder.”
© "Wha-a-a-at 7 ejaculafed Wharton.

“ Spotted him out of bounds, or some-
thing,"” eaid Bunter sagely. “ May have
seern him ab it, you ow, when he
went out of bounds last Friday.™

“Oh, my hat!¥

“Bkinner says that his people have
got friendly with Loder's peopls, and
they seemed to have asked Loder to be
decent to him," said Bob.

Bunter gave o fat wink. .

“Btuffing vou, old chap,” he s=aid.
T ¥You're pretty easy to stuff, you know.
I eaw him looking at Skinner to:day as
if he'd like to eat him. 8till, I don’t
gare about that—I know that Skinner
can make him do what he likes, and
that’s what I want. I koow Loder
would let me off my lines if Skinner
asked him same as he did you fellows.”

“Well, speak to Skinner yourself,
fathead,” said Nugent.

“I've spoken to him,” explained
Bunter, "“and the rotter won't do any-
thing. I can't ask him to "a study
supper like you fellows did—you see,
I would, only TI've been disappointed
sbout a postal order! He makes out
that he can't kecp on bothering Loder.”

“I fancy Loder wounld t fed-up

retty soon if he did,” grinned Bob

orry. “His peopls may have asked
him to be descent to Skinner, but
there's a limut.™

“That's all very well,” said Bunter.
“But I want to get off my lines. They’ ve
got to po in by tea-time; and it's
tea-tirne now, and I haven't done them.
That means six! You Lkunow what
Loder's like—just enjoys taking it out
of a fellow, He's got & worse femper
than vyours, lately, Wharton.”

“You silly owl!”

“I mean it,” said Bunter, blinking at
the captain of the Remove. " You know
what a rotten femfmr vou've got—well,
Loder's worse. wonder the Sixth
Form men stand him—just as I wonder
sometimes how these fellows stand wou,
old chap——==

“IHa, ha, ha!” yelled the Co., quite
entertained by the expression on Harry
Wharton's face.

“Well, you speak to Skinner, old
fellow.,” urged Bunter. “You wouldn's
like me to be licked, would youi*

“I waz just thinking of licking you
myself, you fat villain [*

Bunter jumped back.

“Dh, really, Wharton——"

“Ha, ha, ha'™

*1 say, you fellows, it's up to you,”
urged the fat Owl "“It's all right if
Skinner put in & word for me, only he
won't. Well, he will if you fellows
ask him. Tell him you’ll whop him if
he docsn't, Bee?™

“Gh crumbs 2

“Any of you could whop Skinner,”
said Bunter. “In fact, T could whop
him myzeli, if it cames to that! He's a
rotten funk, you know, and you fellows
are as plucky s anything—yvou’ra not
afraid of Skinner. You go and ask him,
Bob, old chap—he’s under the elms now
—go antd ask him, and tell him you’ll
smash him—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Blezzed if T seo anything to cackle
at. I can tell you this ig & jolly serious
matter,” zaid Buntor warmly., “ As the
mattér stands, I'm booked for six, after
b2a. and Bkinner could get me off, if

Tue Magxcr Lisnany.—No. 1,276,

he liked. You go and ask him,
Wharton, and hit him in the eye—"
“¥You can hit Skinner in the eye
yoursolf, old fat fresk,™ said the
captain of the Remove. ™ Buzz off I

I say, you fellows!"” howled Bunter.
“Don't walk away while a fellow's
talking to you—I say, you fellows—oh,
you rotters!™ '

; Famous Tive walked off;
apparently not disposed to use such
drastic measurss with Hareold Skinner
to induce him to exert his influence in
Billy Bunter's favour.

Billy Bunter glared after them with
a wrathful blink.
“Beasts!” growled Bunter.

The fat Owl rolled away, to look for
Skinner again. Matters were, as he
had eaid, gerious. “8ix* from an
ashplant loomed over Bumter like the
sword of Damocles: and he rather
regrotted that he had not done those
lines for Loder. But it was too late
to think of that; two hundred lines was
& long task, and they were already
over-due, At any moment now the
chopper might come down ; and Skinner,
with his mysterious influence over the
bully of the Sixth, was the fat Owl's
only resource.

Skinner was seated on a bench under
the elms, with a Virgil open in his
hand. Any master whe had passed and
obsarved Bkinner would have received

the impression that he was a rather th

studious youth—mugging up Latin verse
ofter colass. Clozer observation would
have destroyed that impression, how-
ever, What Skinner was really “mu
ging up,” was a list of horses, wit
weights and odds, cut from " dp-orting
Snips,” and concealed inside the
innocent-looking school book. Bkinner
was deep in that congenial task, not
having decided yet whether hiz next
Eﬁkabmnnar should be lost on. *Jolly

ger,” or on " Bonny Bov." He closed
the book hastily as Bunter came up, and
socowled at him over it.

“Cut off, you fat frump !"” he snapped.

“Now, look here, Skinnor,” said
Bunter determinedly. “I've asked you
to put in a word for me with Loder—"

“Go and eat cokel” snapped Bkinner.
Even if the Bully of the BSixth was
“feeding from his hand,” Skinner
realised that 1t would not be judicious
to push him too hard; neither was
Bkinner the fellow fo take trouble for
nothing.

* Loder would let me off, if you asked
him. Same as he did Wharton and
that lot, and Bnoop and Btott for
smoking,” said Bunter.

“{Fat out!”

*“I've asked Bob Cherry to whop you
if you don't, and he's promised,” went
on Bunter. “I dare say you saw me
speaking to those chaps. Well, Bob’s
backing me up, see? If I get a licking
from Loder, you get a licking from
Bob Cherry.”

If 8kinner had believed that siate-
ment, as Bunter hoped, no doubt he
would have played up. But Billy
Bunter's “whoppers® were seldom
belioved, and thiz one had no better
luck than wusual.

Skinner rose to his feat.

“You'ro %mhg to Loder?
Bunter hopefully.

“MNo: I'm going to kick you, vou fat,
l:finla' toad,” answered Bkinner, _

“1—1 say, old fellow—— TKeep off,
you beast!” roared Bunter, jumping
AWLY inﬂ_alur,m, “TLoock hers, Skinner,
T '

Skinner walkod away.

“ Beast | roared Buuter.

nsked
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Hf ”’Mﬁ“ﬁi Ekinnaé. ey
say, ¢ld ¢ top, you beast
Lok liove, dear aid Tellovess Hold om,
you rotten cad——"

“Cut off [" enapped Bkinner im-
patiently, snd he ed faster.
But Billy Bunter accelerated, too.

“Be o gport, old chap!"” he urged.
“You can get me off, if you like, and
you kmow it! Think I don’t know that
you jolly well found out something
when you were out of bounds on Friday
P b 1 aasped Suin

ut up ! gaspe ner,

At the ond of the path under the
elr{l:i!rn;bwn .-.fhﬂﬁ Fd:u:m rhen Er& a-;%nding
—Wingate an wylne. them
looked round as Bunter's loud squeak
fell on their ears.

“SBhan't " hooted Bunter. *Look
here, 8kinner, be a sport! Every chap
in the Form knows that Loder will do
anything you ask him, snd you can jolly

well tell Wharton that it's beeause he
-knn;m your people; but you can't stuff
me !

' ¥You jolly well spotted him on
Friday night, in my opinion—"

,Billy Bunter broke off, the horror and
dismay in Skinner's face warning him
that something was wrong, He blinked
round, and gave a gasp nt the sight of
the two ;ire acts.

“Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter.

*Bkinner !* said Wingate guistly.

“Yo-e-a5, Wingate?" groanad Skin-
naer.

“Go to my study, and wait for mea
ere "

Bkinner almost limped away to the
House. Billy Bunter, greatly ralieved
not to be told to go to the study also,
rolled away. Wingate and Gwynne ex-

e ed a %lanm, and the captain of
E-.Ilra riarzs followed Skinner to the
ouse,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Coughing it Up !

e ALLQ, hallo, hallo!” ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry, "“Enjoy-
ing life, old bean?”

_ Bkinner did not look as if
he was enjoying life as ho passed the
Famous Five in the quad. ;

If ever a fellow looked am if he was

"for it,” Harold Skinner did

“ Anything up, old bean 1" asked
Harry Wharton.
Skinner gritted his tecth.

" ;J fg‘hntti hfnnﬂl‘. hﬂ_unter,-;hliu_a mui‘;ut.eraﬂ.
ingate heard him gabbling about—
nbuuﬁast Friday—"
“0Oh, my hat!”
, Famous Five-looked grave. They
did not like Skinner, or approve of his
shady pursuits. But no man in the
ve would have dreamed of givinﬁ-
him away—not even Bunter, if he ha
been aware of it. It looked like a flog-
ging for Bkinner, and the chums of the
Remove could sympathise with a fellow
up for a fogging. even if he richly
deserved it.

“Waell, you asked for it, old scout!™
said Johnny Bull, perhaps by way of
being a Job's comforter.

Skinner snarled, and went ints the
House. The undoubted fact that he had
asked for it did not console him,

He had not long to wait in Wingate's
study. Tho Greyiriars captain came in
in & few minutes, and shut the door.
Skinner almost squirmed under Win-
gate's clear, steady gaze.

“You know that T heard what Bunter

was saying to you,” =nid Wingate
quietly; “as a rule, of course, I should
take mo notice of s thing heard by

chance, but this i3 too serious a matter

to consider that., You were out of

House bounds on Friday night?”
Skinner licked his dry lLips. It wos
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useless {o deny ik, No man in the He-
move would willingly have betrayed
him; but now that it was known it was
obvious that Investigation could not fail
to bring the truth to light. He nodded
dismally.

“Was it you who aftacked Mr,
Wigging =

inner jumped.

“If No!” he almost yelled.
course it wasn't ¥

Wingato eyed him grimly.

. “I don't see any ‘of course’ about
1t,” he said. "I've been trying for days
to find out who was out of the House
that night. I've found out now. Cer-
tainly I never thought of the Remove,
or any junior Form. I should not have
supposcd that a junior had the nerve to
do such a thing. But it zeems that yvou
were out of the House, and I can’t find
that anybody else was.”

“I—I never oven saw Wipgins! Why
ghould I touch him " gasped Skinner.

“Why should anybody?" said Win-

ate, *“Nobody in the school, so far as

know, has any grudge against Mr.
Wiggins, DBub somebody knocked him
down last IFriday night in the dark.
You were out of the House——""

“I never went near Masters' gpate”

“Where did you go?”

“I—1 went for a—a ramble,” stam-
mered Skinner. “It—it was really only
a lark, Wingate—-="

He faltered under Wingate's steady

“Of

F AL

“I'l speak to you plainly, Skinner,
before taking you to the Head,” said
the prefect. As I've heard this by
chance, I'd rather not send you up for
a Hogging, if I can help it. Breaking
bounds after lights out is pretiy serious,

but I ean deal with it myself—if it was
only that! But—"

“I never cven saw Wigging ! panted
Skinner,

“If that's the truth, I'm glad!” said
Wm%‘ata drjl%.r “ But if it was you that

nocked Mr. Eggms down, you will bo
expelled from Greyiriars on the spot.
You know that, of course.” :

“Tt—it wasn't!? groaned Skinner.
“Why should I touch him¥? He's not
my Form master; I've no pgrudge
against him! Even if I had, do you
think I should have the nerve to knock
a master down 72

Wingate smiled faintly.

Certainly he, or anyone else, would
never have suspected Skinner of having
that amount of nerve.

“¥ou heard what the Head said in
Hall,” went on S8kinner, *“Heo said that
some fellow had laid in wait for Wiggins
in the dark, and pitched into him. Why
should T—even if I had the nerve?”

Wingate was silent. He was thinking.

Ever since the mysterious happening
of Friday night the Greyfriars prefects
had been unresting in their investiga-
tions. But the keenest investigation
had failed to bring to light any imagin-
able motive that any fellow mght have
had for “whopping ™ Wiggins,. Why
any Greyiriars man  should have
ambushed that harmless little gentleman
and knocked him down in the dark was
o complete mystery.

“No,” said Wingate at last, “1 can't
imagine what grudge you could have
had against Wiggins, S8kinner; and I'm
quite certain that you haven't the nerve

to lie in wait for & mastor and knock
him down. Now that I know it was
o "
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“It wam't!” shrieked Skinner.

“Now that I know it was you,” re-
poated Wm%ate calmly, "I thiok I can
understand how it happened. A fellow
in o funk, with o flogging hanging over
him, might do a hesty thing, without
thinking, Mr. Wiggins ecame in late
and ran into you in the dark, and you
wera afrald of being spotted, and yon
knocked him down and ran for it, te

got away unrecognised. That's how 1t
was, [ faney.™

Skinner panted.

“It wasn't! I swear it wamsmn't! I

novar sow him—he never saw me.
wasn't near the place——"1

“You'd better tell the Head all that,™
said the Greyiriars captain. “'It's up
to him ! All the prefects have been in-
structed to find out who was out of the
House that night, and it’s taken [or
ranted that when the fellow's found,
the fellow who attacked Wiggina has
h-EEJI ffrund i

“I ean’t believe that von infention-
ally laid for him and whopped him,”
said Wingate. “But if you knocked
him down to keep him from spottim
vou out of bounds, it comes to mue
the sama thing. And—"

“1 didn’t ! almost sereamed Skinner.

“Well, it looks clear ennth to ma,%
said the Grevfriars captain., " You were
the only fellow out of the House that
night, s0 far as we can ascertain. Ib
must have been vou that Mr. Prout
heard and followed.™

* ¥os, but—-" :

“You were alone " asked Wingate.

“Yea; but—"

(Continued on neéxt page.)
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®{an you say that you saw anyone
else out of the House 2

Bkinner licked his dry lips.

“I'd rather deal with you myself, as
I've eaid,” added Wingate, - a3 the
wretched Skinner did not speak, “II it
were only breaking bounds, I'd do so.
But the ssssult on Mr, Wiggins is a
matter for the Head to deal with, You
had Letter come with me now, and get
it over [V %

#I—I—I never——2! groaned Skinner
huskily,

Wingate turned to the door.

Skinner leaned on the study table,
hardly breathing. If he was taken to
the Head—

He knew what it looked like! Hardly
anybody could have suspected Bkinner
of ambushing a master and *whop-
pmgi’f him, Any man in the Remove
would have laughod at the idea. But
any man in the Remove, on the other
hand, would have said that Bkinner was
copable of mgthinp;_. in & funk, to save
his  gkin, hat was the Head to
beliavo 7

Obviously, he would belisave that
Skinner, coming in surreptitiously in
the dark, had unexpectedly come on Mr.
Wiggins—and struck that hasty blow
to get away unrecognised ! It locked
like it—indeed, Skinner knew that he
would have thought so himself, in the
case of any other fellow | He was going
up to the Head—to be sacked |

For many reasons—most of them un-
worthy ones—Skinner did not want to
give Loder of the Bixth away. Dut
all those reasons, good and bad, vanished
now, at tho prospect of the chopper
coming down on Skinner himself [

Wingafe's hand was on the' door-
'hﬂng.'m, when Skinner gave a yell,

“Stop 1"

The Greyfriars captain looked round.

“I—I'll tell youl!” panted SBkinner.
“T'm not going to be sacked to eave
that rotter’s skin |2

Wingate looked at him hard.

“I1f you've got anything in your own
favour to say, before I foke you to Dr.
Locke, you'd better cough it up,
Skinner,” he said quietly. *'I've given
you the chance. I warn you to stick to
the truth, though. Do you mean that
vou saw some other fellow out of the
Hounse that night!”

“Yes 1Y groaned SBkinner. o

“You saw him attack Mr. Wiggina?®

“No! But I know he jeolly well did I
gasped Bkinner. “ He barged into me
running away from Masters' gate, an
Lknocked me over. I knew he'd done it,
a8 zoon as I heard Wiggins yelling."

“Who was 1t72
“Toder, of the Sixth!" panted
Skinner.

Wingate gave & violent start, Ha
made a stride towards Skinner, hig eyes

gleaming.
“You young raccall You dare to
accuze a Sixth Form prefect——-=>-

“It's the truth 1” shrieked Skinner. A

deadly fear smote him, thot he would
not be believed, now that he had made
up his mind to tell the truth. "I saw
him—— I toll you he barged into me
running away after he whuEp-i
Wigginz, and sent e spinning—-—~"_
"%E:ﬁ-der? Impossible 1" -
“I can prove it 1" yelled SBkinner, .

“Prove it, then!” snid Wingate
savagely. " If you're spinming this yarn
beeause you know I'm not om good
terms with Loder———" _

“It was Loder! You heard what
Bunter eaid—" '

Wingate started again.

Y Any fellow in the Remove will tell
vou,” panted Skinner, “I've got fellows
off their lines by asking Lodcr—
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fellowa off - lines——=2

Wharton and hizs friends—they'll tell
vou if you ask them, That fool Bunter
was a inSL-:I:m to get him off his lines
—because Loder would do anything I

asked him—=

#'¥on  dingy little scoundrel !” said h

Wingate, between his teeth, "Do you
mean to say that you know this about

Loder, and that you've been making use p

of such a thing—holding it over his
iy e mg 0

“Ha gives fellows lines for nothing,’
mumbled Skinner. “ He's & rotten huﬁg.
Ever since he whopped Wiggins ha's
been afraid of being found cut, and he's
taken it oub of the fellows! I dide’t
BER harm in making him let the

13

¥

“¥ou young rascal! But it can't be

true—why should Loder—" Wingato
broke off "in perplexity. “It's im-
possibla—%

“I don't know why he did it—but
I know he did 1" panted Skinner. “ He's
admitted it in speaking to me, too.
Half the Remove knows flmt he will do
anything I ask bim., I had to explain
it by stuffing them that his poople know
my people at home. Ask "&Phﬁrtun—
if you can’t take my word——"

Wingate made a gesture of contempt.

“Your word !” he said, in a tone that
made Skinner wince,

“I's the truth!? muttered Bkinner.
“I'll say &0 to the Head, if you take
me to him| I'm not going to be zecked
to save that bully "

Wingate compressed his lips,

“I shall not take you to the Head—

et,” he gaid. “I shall look into this,

kinner—for the present you cam go.
l"illmé't £8Y & word about this outside this
study.

Skinner almost crawled away. Win-
gate slammed the door after Eim and
remained for & long time in deep
thought.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wingate Wants fo Know |
(17 I
a dizmal blink.

SAY, you fellows|”
Billy Bunter

The Famous Five had gathered there
to tea and Willinm George Bunter,
as usual, was superflucus. But for onea
they re-fmim:d rom bidding Bunter to
buzz off. The lugubricus Eook on the
fat Owl's face disarmed them, L

“Had your licking 7" asked Harry,

“MNupno| I haven't seen Loder yet 1

blinked into

mumbled Bunter. “I—I've got to go.

toc his study! I—I dom’t want to go.”

“Go hon!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“That beaszt Skinner could get me off,
if he liked,” went on Bunter. *“He
knows something about Loder, you
knowe—— ;

“Oh, rot!” said Wharton uneasily.
“You seem to bhave landed Skinner in
a row with your chinwsg, you fat ass.™

“Yes, and serve him right |* agreed
Bunter. “Of course, I wouldn't have
given him away to a prefect! I mever
gaw Wingate, you know. It was all
Bkinner’s fault; though—if he'd got me
off my lines, .1 shouldn’t have been
arguing with him, and then Wingate
wouldnt bave heard anything. Bee?
He'd have got me of my lines if I
could. have stood him a study supper,
like: vou fellows! Selfish beast, you
know 1" : ; ;

Bunter shook his hend sorrowfully.

“There’s a lot of secifishness at this
scheol,” he said. *If-there’s one thing
I never could stand, yoa fellows, it's
golfishness.”

“0Oh, my hat 1"

“I'vea wondered sometimes whether I

Study No. 1 in the Rermove with -
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mightn't grow sclish myself, in the
lmﬁ rm:ni ou kmow, assopinting with
such a selfish lot, Look at you follows,
now—never - asking a chap to have &
whack in that enke, although you know
e's up for six (¥

Harry YWharton laughed.

“Tuck into the cake, fatly, and shu

|
“Well, I dido't come to tea,” said
Bunter, “but a3 you're so jolly gmamg,
I don’t mind.? Billy Bunter filled hia
gafmmuuﬁ mouth with cake and resumed.

want you fellows to see Skinner after
tea. Make him play up, you know!
Mind, I'm not ssking you to do this for

mthingl.ﬁ I'm going to make it worth

your while, gea?™

“Fathead |? X

“Il mean it!"” said Bunter. “Yon
fellows whop Bkinner till he agrees to

got me off my lines, and I'll ask the log
of you to Bunter Court for the summer
holidays. There |”

“Oh, crikey 1

“Bit of & change for you, after your
cﬁwn huﬁ:‘:;li'hm“’hﬂu know 1" said

unter, blinking at them. *“Is it & got"

“Ha, ha, ha|” §

“Blessed if I sco anything to cackle
atl  You whop Skioner—easy enough
to whop that funk ! He can make Loder
do anything likeg——"

There was a knock at the open door
of the study and Wingate of the Sixth
looked in. ~The Famous Iive jumped
l-'liJ. from the tea-table. Billy Bunter
blinked round and jumped up, too.
With hiz mouth crammed with cake and
a large chunk of the same in his fat
band, he blinked at the Greyfriars
captain with startled eyes.

Wingate, however, tock no heed of
Bunter. He locked at Harry Wharton
& Co., and the grave sternness in his
face made them a little uneasy. They
wondered why the Greyfriars captain
had come to Study No. 1.

“*Anything up, Wingate?? ventured
Bob Cherry.

“I've a question to put to you kids,”

said Winﬂta curtly. “Had you lines
to do for Loder recent[;r?“
“Oh 1" said Harry., “Yes |2

“Did you do them 2

“Uml Not™

"Why noti®

“Loder let us off,” answered Harry,
rather uncertainly.

Wingate's grim look rather worried
the juniors, but, after all, their
conscietices were clear. A prefect could
lot them off lines if he liked, and
certainly ]emum:{ogusuld not, as a rule,
be imputed to r as o fanlt! Bak
the juniors felt unessy, ail tha same.
Why Wingate was inguiring inko such
a matter they could not guess, but bis
ntar%mvit;r was a little alarming.

“What was the impot for?”

“ Kicking Fishy I said Bob.

“Was it a heavy onef®

“ Five hundred lines cach.”

“ And Loder lat you off "

"Y':."'-E."

“Do you mean that ho reconsidered
the matter and decided that he had been

too severeT” 3 .
CﬂTlIElﬁ' 1];_1111:):'3 55!.':11::;& mvnlutﬁ]t:rltl :
rtain By not mean that the
\bully of the Sixth had departed so far
from his usnal manners and customsa.

“Oh! No!” said Whartod.

“Then why did he lst you off the
lines 7 ;

The juniors looked at one another un-
comfortably.  Wingate's face grew
grimmer, ;

“I'va a reazon for asking these
gquestions,” he said. “Wou will answer
me at once, or I shall take gup to the
Head to be questioned, Had Skinner, of

your Form, anything to do with it 3™



EVERY SATURDAY

Former breathed hard.

* Yoil—Yyou—you want me to—to—io——"'

f

4 These lellows are friends of mine, Loder,” said Skinner airily. ** 1 want you to let them of their lines.”’ The Sixth=

It wos & bitter pill {0 swallow, but Leder had to get

it down. ** Well—er—all right, ii—if you make a point of @t 1"

“ Well, there waus no harm——" began
MNugent.

“1'm not saying there was any harm.
I want to know!l"’ snapped Wingate.
“ Loder, as a prefect, was entitled to
cancel an imposition if he choze. I
want to know why he did o in this
cnse.””!

“Well, I think you ought to ack
Loder," said Wharton.

“I've a reason {for asking you
juniors,” said Wingate quictly. —“Ii
you're thinking yon may do Skinmer
any harin you neede’t worry; I know
already all that Skinner can tell me
about it." :

“ Well, 8kinner put i a word for ua,”
gaid Wharton slowly. “The fact ig
Wingate, we did nothing to get the
impot, and we werp jolly glad to get
off the lines. Loder isn't often good-
natured, as I dare say you know. Ikle
knew jolly well that we never deserved
the lines, and I dare say that was why
he obliged Skinner in the matter—"

“He obliged Bkinner "

o Wej], Skinner asked him to let us

“Why should Loder c-h'ii%e Skinner
any more than any other fellow in the
Remove, or any other lower Form "

“ Skinner told us that his people knew
Loder's peiple* and I suppose that was
the reason. .

A fat grin came over Billy Bunter's
face. It faded away ss the Greyfriars
captain turned sharply on him.

“ Bunter !"*

“Oh!  It—it wasn't me!” gezped
Buntor in alarm,

#“What? What was not you?"

“ Anything 1” gasped  Duater. “I
mean, nothing."

“] understand that you've been osk-
ing Skinner to get you off lines for
Loder. Why did you euppose he could
do it "

“0Oh! I-—I dido't—"

* What "

“]—I mean, I-—-I did!” gasped
Bunter. “I1 mean, I—TI knew Loder
would do anything Skinner asked him,
because——"

“Becauso what ¥

“QOh! Nothing! I—I wausn't thinking
that Bkinner spotted him out of bounds
last Friday,” stuttered Bunter. “I
never thought of that for a minute! I1—
I didn't think he was afraid of Skinner
giving him away, or anything of that
sort] I—I'm not a suspicious fcllow,
you know! I—I just thought he might
ask Loder because—because Loder's so—
so kind—"

“0h, my hatl”

erry.-
“That will do1* said Wingate quietly.
And he left the study.

The chums of the Remove looked at
one ancther,

“What on earth’s up?” asked Bob.
* A prefect ain't supposed Lo let fellows
off impols because he's. asked—but it's
nothing to look so jolly serious about!
*Pain't often a fault of Loder's, anyhow.
What the dickens was Wingale looking
like a boiled owl for§" :

“Blessed if I can make it out!" said
Harry. “Skinner can’t have any hold
over Loder—that's rot! And I don’t see
why Wingate should butt in if he had—
it's Loder’s business. But——"

“I say, you fellows—"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter!”

“(h, recally, Cherry! 1 say, you
fellowsz, if Loder was spotted out of
bounds, and they fix it on him, and he

ts sacked—think he'll be sacked before
Eﬁ gives me six?” asked Dunter.

“ Fathead 1"’ :

“Well, that’s rather important, you
know,'' said Bunter.

And Bunler eorrugated his fat brows
over that question, which was so
important: at the same time, howaver,
devating Tull attention to tho cake,
which was even more impaertant |

murmurcd DBob

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account !

ODER of thoe Sixth stretched out
E his Land to his ashplant as & ta
came at the study doer. @
Was exﬁipc!t;ng Bunter of
Remove, whose licking was overdua,

“Come 1n 1"’ he muﬁped.

He dropped the ashplant, and etared
as Wingate entered the study.

The Greyfriars captain shut the door
behind him, a procceding that Loder
watched with oneasy eyes. “The grim
sternness of Wingate's face did not
cgeape him. A guilly conscience needs
no accuser, and o sickness of fear came
inte Loder’s heart at the thought that
something hoad been discovered.

‘“Well, what is it, Wingate?"” Loder
tricd to spenk lightly, but his voice
almost cracked, “ IMave you come to tell
me that I shall be wantod at Redelyife,
aftor all ¥

il Ha !:I'J -

“You don't often drop into my
study.” Loder waved a shaking hand
to a chair. “Take a paw, old man.”

“I'1l stand, thanks!” Wingete's eyes
were fixed on Loder's foce, and with all
hiz efforts the bully of the Sixth could
not meet that steady gaze. His eyes
dropped. “I'll come straight to the
point, Loder! It's come oui that =
unior was out of IHouse bounda last

iday night—-"

Loder's heart almost ceased to beat.

“He accuses you of being the fellow
who knocked down Mr. Wiggins'

Loder gazed at kim, dumb. .

“"That's tho accusation,”’ szaid Win-

gte. “If it's true, you're going up to
the Head to be bunked, 1 thought I'd
speak to you frst™

“Jt's not—not trucl1"” Loder panted
huskily., “There’s not a word of truth
in it. I-—I never touched Wiggins.™

“I hope you didn't,” snid Wingate;

[Continued on page 28.)
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CONTINUING OUR THRILLING STORY OF SOUTH SEAS ADVENTURE.,

I By FRANK RICHARDS R\ R

THE * C0.™

QuUIY, HOWEVER,

READ THIS FIRST.

BOB HARRIS AND BILLY McCANN, TWO YOUNG BRITISHERS TRADING UNDER THE HAME OF ¢ BOB, BILLY & GO "—
BEING AN AMCIENT AND BATTERED FORD CAR—ARE OWHNERS OF A STORE ONM KALUA
KHOWING THAT A VAST TREASURE LIES HIDDEN OM THE SITE, DAYID BONE, A RASCALLY AMERICAN TRADER,

OFFERS TO BUY THE STOHE, BUT THE ISLAND TRADEARS REFUSE TO SELL.

YOUNGSTERS, BONE GETS 500°00, THE DEYIL-DOCTOR, TO PUT A TABOOG ONM THE STORE.
HOT TO BE QUTDOME, THE AMERICAN TRADER BRIBES PURKISS, A BEACHCOMBER, TO FIRE
THE STORE AND THEN OFFERS THE STRAWNDED ISLANDERS A FREE PASSAGE ON ONE OF HIS 5CHOONERS.
Up YOUR MIND TO-DAY," SAYS CAPTAIN HIGGCS, OF THE PEARL, " WE LIFT THE HOOK AT DAWN.»

ISLAKND.

DETERMINED TO "EREAK "™ THE
THE CHUMS REFUSE TO

HMAKE

“ Taboo He Stop ! **

Wew'VII made up my mind already,”
answered Bob Harrvis. 1 want
no favours fram Mr. Bonoe—and
I'm not leaving Kalua. Tell

him to try again.’

“J guess Mr. Bone doesn't care a hoot
whether you accept his offer or not,”
ATISWEL Captain Higgs grufily.
“here it is, if you choose to take it—if
you don't, leave 1t !™

1M leave it,” said DBob.

" Suit yourself 1™

“I see you've brought Loo, Bone's
nigger, back to Kalua,” said Bob.
“ Last time he was hero he got friendly
with the beach-comber who sct fire to
my sfore. What's his gume this time?”

The skipper looked puzzled. It was
eazy to see that David Bone had con-
fided none of his affzirs to the caplain
of the Pearl. 2o far as Captain H'ngg
knew, Mr. Bone's offer was simply suc
an offer as any rich trodzr in the islands
might have made to a white man who
was down and out

Loo was listening to the talk with
keen attention. Deob did not need tell-
mg that the black Santa Cruz boy was
interested to learn whether the partners
were leaving Kalus or not.

“I don't know the hoy's business
hore,” grunted Captain Tliggs.  * Mr.
Pone told me to give him a passage,
that's all.”

“1 fancy I enn tell you more than you
know ! suid Beb primiv. “If we leave
IKalua, that block scoundrel will go back
to his master and tell him s0. If we
stay, heo stays—to work some more
treachery,”

"I ain't pood al riddles,” grunted
Coptain Higgs. “I don't cven know
whother the ﬁt::’ﬁ stopping at Kalua.”
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meant that Bally M

“1 can tell you that—he will stop!"
sald Dob. “And if I had proof to ro
on, I'd break every bone in his black
careass, Unless I'm mistaken, he fixed
it up with Purkise, the beach-combor, to
burn out my store, under orders from
Mr. Bone.””

“Lucky for you there’s no law of libel
in the islands,” said Captain Higgs.
“¥ou been swallowing too much kava,
and dreaming ! Anyhow, I can't listen to
talk of that sort about my owner. You'd
better drop into your canoe, Mr. Harris.
Can't say I'm sorry not to have your
antediluvian Ford blocking up my
dﬂ‘[}h-r” ‘

Bob jumped back into his canoe.

Ho paddled back to his bshing, with
%Ieuty of food for ihought., David

one's offer of a passage on the schooner
meant one thing, and one thing only;
he wanted to get the partners off the
island. The ruin of their business had
not driven them off Kalua, but Mr,
Bone was not willing fo let them stay
there even -combing the beach. “It
ann was right: for
there was only one imaginable reason
why the keen American trader should
desire to clear them out of the island—

he wanted {o grab the site of the burned -

store, where the partners’ hut now
stood.,
Why 1

What was the valuo of that patch of
round to the American trader, when it
ad no value for any other man in the
Pacific?

There was no answer to that gquestion,
But Bob's mind was made up now. Hog
was at one with Billy McCann! Never,
£0 Im-gﬁ as blood flowed in his veins,
woilld he give in to the grasping 'Frisco
trader. %—Ie was sticking to Kalua—
gticking tight, even if he had to come
down to combing the boach for shellfish

8BS & Ii!._'iuﬁo That was the not outeorms
of David Bone's offer of & free pussage
on the schooner {or Bob, Billy & Co.

“Jacky 1"
~Bob and Billy uttered that ejacula-
tion simultaneously.

It was the following morning. The
partners of Kalua iud brealkfasted
under the palm-tree outside their hu
watching the Pearl schooner glide out o
the lagoon under the rising sun, and
vanish into the blue of the Pacific.

The scheoner was gone—without pas-
sengers from Kalna. But it had lett a
Euﬁsenger behind, They knew that Loo

ad landed in the schooner's boat, and
vanished into the bush. Gone, perhaps,
te confab with Purkiss, for the beach-
comber was still skulkjng in the island
town. (one, perhaps, to plot with
‘Tu'uka, or with.Boc'o0, the devil-doctor.

Whatover might be the Santa Cruz
boy's business on Kalua, the pariners
did not need telling that it meant mis-
chief, The kind offcr of David Bone
had been refused. The boy traders had
refused to leave the island. And that
meant that another blow was planned by
their Enﬂmty' though what form it would
take they failed to guess,

They were watehing the topsails of the
schooner sink inte the Pacific, beyond
thelhrmf, when Jacky came up the coral
patn,

_ Jacky, the house-boy, was glritmin , an
mgratiating grin, showing all the ﬁus}b
inﬁ white tecth in his head.

‘hoy stared at him,

When the taboo had been laid on the
stora the house-boy had cleared off, as
waz only to be cxpected. They did not
axpect & Kalua boy to brave the terrors
of taboo. Billy MeCann had rooted him



out and given him a dose of lawyer-
cane; but rather to relieve his feelings
than from any hope of bringing the
house-boy back to his duties.

Now he had returnod of his own
accord. They could ouly stare at him
in blank amazement,

* Jacky I repeated Bob. b

“Me comey back alnn%] feller white
mastor, sar !” grinned the house-boy.

“What name you comey back?” de-
maended Billy,. “You no 'fraid along
taboo 7”

Joacky grinned.

“Taboo he no stop [ ho explained.

“What I

“Big terrible feller Soo'oo, big feller
witch-doctor, he tellee this feller Jacky,
taboo no stop,™ said the house-boy. “Me
no ‘fraid any moroe altogether. Al
taboo, me plenty too much fniht, a
same all Eﬁuu. boy. Me no fright, now
taboo no stop any more.” :

“Buffering cats I gjaculated Billy,

Bob could only stare.

trade with the natives for

store, had been laid by Soo’oco—for no
motive that the partners could guess
unless he had been bribed by Davi

Bone. Taboo had been still upon them
after the fire, thongh there waa little
harm it could de them, now that trade
was over for good. Now it had been
puddenly lifted.

That the taboo had been taken off was
certain, otherwise Jacky would never
have come back. The fact that he was
there was proof that the taboo was no
longer in force.

Billy MceCann brightened.

“Is our luck turning, old man?” he
asked, “If the taboo's off, we can do
business in joy-rides. I can tell you, the
niggers have missed their ;ni-ndau in
tha Co, They'll be glad enough that the
taboo’s taken off.”

Bob nodded. It waer a brightening of
the prospects, liks a gleam of the sun
through the clouds, efore the taboo
had been laid Billy had done a great
deal of business in joy-rides. The
Kanakas, simplo as ildren, had
always heen delighted by rides in the
Car.

Often and often had the ancient Ford
careered over Kelua, packed with jab-
bering, cackling natives, blowing shells,
or twanging ukeleles, or singing the in-
terminable songs of the Kapnakas, Joy-
riding had been = source of profit, a
gide-show to the store. Tho store was in
ashes, but the sideshow, if it could be
revived, was all the more welcome on
that account. ;

But Bob was puzzled. If David Bone
had been at the bottom of the taboo, he
must be at the boltom of its removal.
Was that why the Santa Cruz boy had
come to Kalua in the schooner? The
morning after his arrival the taboo was
taken off. Had the hard-hearted, hard-
fisted American repented of the harm he
had done to the i1sland traders? That
did not seem likely. But what did it
mean F e 2

Jacky was grinning, bub there was a
slightly anxious look in his eyes,
Evidently he wanted to re-enter the ser-
vice of the boy traders now that the lift-
ing of the taboo enabled him to do so.

“You feller white master, vou likee
this boy comey back along you?!” he
psked.  “Me planty good feller boy.
Ma likes serve white feller master
plenty too much.”

“You can coma back, you rascal,”
answered Bob, and Dilly nodded a
cheerful assent, :

They had missed the services of the
house-boy., And wages on Kalua were
not a ]“%E item,

“This boy he plenty glad, sar " said
Jacky.

The taboo, which had =sto all
% Ppeg]and‘
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And the house-boy took possession of
the hut, and resumed the duties to
which he had been aceustomied when he
was house-boy in the island store,

“I don't get 1%, said Bob alnw%ly. “Ia
David Bona letting up on us, Billy 1*

Billy snorted.

"Not in your lifetime !” he answared.

“He's sent his nig to tell old
Soc’oo to take off the taboo. That's
plain enough.”

Billy ann thought for o moment,
and nodded.

“Looks like it,” he agreed. " What
the thump is his game? I don't get it,
eithar.” -Ha ahmﬁ a worried head, and
then hrightcnad_. “ Anyhew, the taboo's
off ! I'm getting the old bus out to-

day.”

Billy whistled checrily as he went
round to the lean-to with a can of petrol,
Ho eranked up the old car, in great
spirita. \

Bob smiled as Billy rocketed away in
the Ford with a wave of a plump hand.
He was glad to see business—such as 1t
was—looking up again, glad to see his
chun in high spirits oncs more. But he
was worried to know what it all meant.

That the taboo was off, and that all
Kalua knew that it was lifted, was soon
evident. Bob, standing under the }%l‘lrn-
tree before the hut, saw the old Ford
careering away, packed with Kanakes
for & joy-ride,

Billy McCann was oarning money
sgain; little, perhaps, but every little
helped, 1n the straits to which the island
partoers were reduced. That alone was
enough to make Billy merry and bright.
Heo was at work and earning money, and
that sunny morning Billy did not ask
for more. .

Bob watched him career out of sight,
while he listened to the singing of
Jacky, at work in the hut.

Ho was hopelessly puzzled.

Ha -strolled slong the beach, thinking
it out, or trying to think it out. Natives

uted him, and showed no desire to
avoid his approach. Alli Kalua knew
that the taboo was off.

It was useless to try to think out the
E-!mzlﬁ. _David Bone's actions, as well as

18 motives, wers unfathomable. OFf ome
thing alona Bob was sure—there was
treachery behind this new development.

But, o far ag he could sce, the island
firm etood to benefit. Billy McCann
was having & busy day joy-riding the
natives. Once more the honking of the
Ford awoke the echoes of the bush and
the lagoon. And the return of Jacky
the house-boy, came as & great reliof.
They had missed his services. That
morning Jacky was cleaning, sweeping,
tidving, working industriously, as if in
a repentant mood, though, as a matter
of fachk, the partners blamed him little
for having Hed from the taboo,

Bob gave up the problem, and went
out for fish. As he sat in his cance, the
honking of the Ford came from g dis-
tance, & cheery sound to his ears.

Ha came back & couple of hours later
with a string of fish. Jacky was doing
the cooking that day, and Bob brought

in supplies. As he came up to the
hut there was a sound of voices within.

They were king in the island
dialect, of which Bob knew little. Not

that he had the faintest curigsity to hear
what was said between Jacky and any
other native who had come in to chatter
during the absence of the white masters.

But at the sound of Bob’s footsteps on
the powdered coral, the voices in the hut
suddenly ceased. ]

A Bah looked in, the string of fish in his
and.

Two startled brown faces turned on
him. It was Kolulo-ululo, the pig-
hunter of Kalua, who wasz in the hut
talking to Jacky.
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Bob’s tﬂnm:a passed from one Lrown
iace to the other: Tha startled locks of
the two natives brought vague suspicion
lﬂtqﬁ%‘tﬁl mind. : : i

“What name yon comey along this
Ellﬂﬂ, EKo?" he asked, eycing the pig-

unter sharply. ;

“Me comey talkee mlong Jacky, sar,”
faltered the pig-hunter,” “Ms nskes

feller Jacky wantes buy feller pig, sar.”

Bob knew that it was a lie. Kolule-
ulule backed out of the hut, -ub?inuulg
ungkaes‘;lv under the white man's eye. Bo
looked st Jacky, but the house-boy had
recovered his composure now,

“Flenty d fish, sar[” said J :
and he took the string of fish from his
master’s hand. “No wantes buy feller
pig slong Kolulo-ulule, sar—plenty too
much good feller fish.”

Bob left the hut without replying. A
vague suspicion was in his mind, and
yet—what was there to suspect !

—

“Timeo Danaos ™

ACEY, the house-boy, opencd the
earth-oven, and &an appetisio
scent of well-cocked fish proceade
therefrom. The Kalua boy logked

round at Bob Harris, who was standing
under the palm-tree before the hut,
gazing down fo the beach.

*This fellar fishes plenty cookeo,
gar !"” sald the house-boy.

Bob nodded.

“Keep it hot tnllﬂfalier white master

comey back, Jacky.”
"Yes, sar,’”” :
“It's more than time that Billy was

back!® DBob stared rather uneasil
elong the beach of Kalua. “It's hig
time he got back in the Ford.”

Jacky grinned.

“Plaps that feller car he no stop,
sar [

Bob Harris made no answor to that.
The Venerable Ford might be an
ancient car—almost antediluvian, in
fact, But it wos not fer a brown-
gkinned houso-boy to jest about it.

Leaving the house-boy to close up the
earth-oven again, Bob walked towards
the beach. It was likely encugh that
Jacky'a su%'g*&atim was  well-founded,
and that Billy McCann had had trouble
with the vencrable Ford.

He had packed it full of Kanakas for
a joy-ride into the interior of the
island; and thore was no doubt that the
Ford had been rather overloaded. Evon
with a light load the old ecar often
jibbed., Packed full of tha islanders, it:
was only too likely that it had struck
trouble on one of the hillsides of Kalua.

b hoped that 1t was nothing worse
than engine trouble. But since tho day
when Billy had narrowly esca ng
headlong into the Kalua Gorge with the
Ford, rﬁuh had been a little anxious’
whenever he was delayed out of sight.

He listened to the honking of the car,
which was heard at a great distonce in |
the clear air of Kalua when it was heard
at all, But there was not a whisper of

the honk now.

Bob pictured Billy MeCann stuck on
somo lonely track, far away emid the
high bush, wrestling with thoe old
engine, grimy and oily, with rising
temper, circled by a crowd of waiting
joy-riders, grinning ond cackling.

He could picture tho expression on
Billy’s plump face at such a moment,
and the possibility that if his temper
failed him he might use a spanner on
the cackling Kanakas instead of on tho
ancient Ford. 'Thiz would not he good
for businoss; and passenger work in tho
old Ford was all the business that reo-
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mained to the island traders now that
the store bad been burned down.

_He stopped on the beach, and stared
either way for a sign of the car. DBut
the Ford was not in sight. .

The sun was sinking to the Pacific in
the west, Already shadows lengthened
on the shining lagoon.

“Bother !” muttered Bob,

If there was trouble with the ear he
would have been glind to lend & helping
hand, if only he had known where to
Yook for hiz partner. Running repairs
on the old Ford was not an easy matter,
Billy might be stuck up for hours if the
matter was serious.

Old Mackey, the planter, called to
Bob from the veranda of his bungalow
and Bob went up the palm-wood steps ni'
the planter's veranda.

“T'll borrow your binoculars if you'll
lend them to me," said Bob.

“ Looking for a ship?”

“MNo; for a car.?

Old Mackny grinned. :

*That old Ford broken down again i

“1 don't know; but Billy's lats,” an-
gewered Bob, “I'd trot out and help
Liin if 1 could pick him up, and I might
with the binoculars.”?

Mackay shouted to his house-Loy

“You feller boy! ¥You bring feller
lqul-is?a glass slong this place, plenty
quick " :

The house-boy came out on to the
veranda with the binoculars. Bob
Haorris put them to his eyes, and
scanned the beach of Kalua, cireling far
round the glimmering lagoon.

Back of tho beach, all round the lagoon,
was bush and forest and groves of grace-
ful coconut palms, with wide spaces of
greensward intervening. Only in one
spot a stream came tumbling down a
Eurgu from tho hills and flowed into the

Q0.

n the beach was no sign of the car,
From any of the cpenings among bush
and forest 1t might omerge. There were
no ronds on Kalua, and such tracks as
thero were in the open country had
mostly been marked out by the tyres of
the Ford.

Distant tiny moving spots, here and
there, rushed into view as natives when

b turned the powerful glasses on
them. But he did not pick up the Ford.

He lowered the glasses.

“Tima you serapped the old bus,™
voawned kay.

“ Better not tell Billy MeCann so!™
snid Bob, with a laugh. "“QGuard with
your left if you do !

 “Business is looking up for you boys
sinca old Soo’oo took the taboo off you,”
said Mackay.

“{Only with the car,” zaid Bob. “The
slore's Fum up. Still, one muet be
thankful for small mercivs.™

“You rcckoned that David Bono had
put up Soo'oo to laying that taboo on
your store.”

“I'd swear to that. He threatened to
broak vs if we refused to sell the store;
and that did it !*

¥ Then why's it toeken off again ™

“Ask mo another! David ne's u
to something—I can't get it! Bub
know that his Santa Cruz nigger, Loo,
was landed here by one of his echooners
vesterday, and went into the bush. To-
day the faboa’s taken off. Soo’vo got
hiz orders from Bone.” '

*That means thet Bone's Ictting up
on you ™

“Perhaps! Anvhow, wo score. Wo
can do business with the natives in the
car, and weo've got our houss-boy back,
Jacky gave us a wida herth whila the
taboo was on® Bab laughed. “No
L

native would come within yards of ud
while the taboo was on” 2

Mackay, thoughtiul, pulled at his
v .  Under his wrinkled brows,
hia keen old eyes dwelt curiously on tho
handsome bronzed face of the young
island trader.

“If you've _ﬁgumd it out rl'g'h!:. it's
owing to David Bone that you've got
your house-boy back—owing to his tell-
mﬁotohﬂ old devil-doctor to lot up on the

taboo.” |

“That's about right.” :

“] was at school once,™ said old
Mackay, “I was educa for some-
thing different from what I'm doing on
Kalua, I remember a few Latin tags.”

Eob stared at him, wondering what
the old planter waa driving at.

“(One of them 18 this: * Timeo Danaoa
et donn ferentes,” ™ said old Mackay.
“I've always rememberod that becauss
it's useful.”

“Translate ! said Bob, with a smile.

“:T fear the Greecks and the gifta

they hrinﬁ,’ ¥ answered Mackay.
“How does that apply®” b was
puzzled.

Mackay shrugged his lean shoulders.
“If you owe 1t to David Bona that
the taboo's off and your house-boy's
coma back, keep an eye on the house-
boy,” he said dryly. “I fancy Bone
wasn’'t worried about you and your
pactner having to cook and sweop for
yourselves ™
Bob Harris gave & start.
“Jacky? Jacky's all right.”
“Good I said Mackay, in the same
dry tone, and he smoked in silence,

cb opened his lips and closed them
again. Back into ?is mind came an
incident of the morning, when ha had
come suddeniy into the hut and found
Jacky talking in *native " with Eolulo-
ulule, the pig-hunter of Kalua. He re-
membered the startled looks of the two
natives, and the lie Ko had told him
to account for his coming there, and
the pig-hunter’'s quick ond uncasy
dﬂnﬂl!m'd t had b trifl b

& mcident had been trifling, bub it

had awskened & vague fmling of sus-
ploion 1n Bob's mind, Yeb what was
there in 1t 7 Jacky had served the island
F&{fnl}m for & whole year before the
aying of the taboo. Immediately the
taboo was taken off he had come back
into their service.  Likely enough,
Kolulo-ululo hed only coms thers to
epirit away some small articla that
Jacky had “pinched * from the salvage
of the burned store. That would sccount
for the startled uncasiness of the two
natives when Bob came suddenly in.
Bob had been long enough in the South
Seas not to expect too much in the way
of honesty from & housc-boy. :
_ But old Mackay's words revived the
incident in hie mind. More than onece
during their fight with the 'Frisco
trader the keen old Scotesman had
dropped & useful hint.

But Mackay evidently intended to zavy
no more, He was a man of few words,
and though he wished well to the young
traders be did not want to be drawn into
their war with David Bone. Bone was
strong encugh to break almost any man
in the Pacific, and Mackay was not hunt-
ing trouble,

Bob lifted the binogulars fo his eyes
ngain and once more scanned the beach
of Kalun.

Far' away, & speck on the distant
beach round tho, cireling of the lagoon,
there was a moving object.

Certainly it was not the car. It
looked like a human figure crawling
along the sand.
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Bob fired the binoculars upon it
- euricusly, a was not aﬁwnlir
interested, but he wondered what the
maen was up to. His antice looked
strange enough.

The powerful glasses brought the
distant fgure clear to his vision. A
native in & dingy loincloth was creaping

along the beach with a palm-leaf in his
hand. Every now and he stopped
and lowe his head to peer at the
sand, or into some erevice in thyg
sand, Then bhe moved on again, cresp-
ing, crawling, watohing — evidently

sceking some tiny object in the sand of
tho lagoon beach.
“Kol" ejaculated Bob.

& nised the man now. [t was
Eolulo-ulule, the pig-hunter—the native
who had been talking with Jacky in
the hut that morning.

Bob watched the man, puzzled.
_ Kolulg-ululo, when he was not sleep-
ing in tho ghade of =& Im, was
generally in the bush, hunting the wild
EIEH that abounded on Kalua. What
e was seeking on that lonely beach,
far away from the native villages and
the white mon's bungalows, was rather

a mysteiy,
Suddenly, &8s Bob watched him
through the glasses, the pig-hunter's

movements changed. He remained
guite still, watching the sand, and then,
to Bob's smazement, backed away,
leaned a long arm [orward, and poked
the end of the palm-leaf into a crevice
of the beach.

Whatever it was that he had been
looking for, EKolulo-ulule appeared to
have found, but it was something that
ho did not care to touch. A minuts
more and Ko had risen to his feet, like
3 man whose task was finished, the
palm-leaf held carefully in his hand.

Honkt! Honk!

It was the horn sounding, and Bob
immoediately forgot all about Kolulo-
ulule and his strange actions. From
ono of tho openings of the bush came
the old Ford, henking and clanking,
with Billy McCann at the wheel and a
crowd of native joy-riders on board.
Billy sounded trinmphantly on the hora
g5 ha came careering along the frm,
hard sand. ]

“ Here ha 1517 exclaimed Bob; and he

handed the bincculars to Mackay end
moved away to the steps of the
veranda. :

“ Dinna forget 1" called out Mackay.
“What?" asked Bob, over his
shounlder.

“Timoe. TDanaos!”

“Right !"” said Bob, with a laugh;
and he horricd dewn the steps and
across the beach to meet his partner.

Bob Iz Curlous !

w NGINE trouble?” asked Bob.

* Nothing to speak of.”

Bob grioned.

Any troubie that the ancient
Ford gave was, according to Billy
MeCann, nothing to speak of.

“I gueased she'd conked out on &
hill,” he remarked. ] ]

“ Not cxactly conked out,” said Billy,
“Bhe was o bit overloaded, and she
didn’t gunite like it. ¥ou have to con-
sider & car.Z

o “You're jolly late, anyhow.”

“What's the Lurry?” .

“h, none at sll,” said Beb, laughing.
“I tried to pick you up with old Mac-
kay’s glasses to come out and help—-—"

“Thank goodness you didn't'1™ eaid
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Billy ungratefully. “I mightn’t have
been home till morning if you had.”

“Fathead I

“ Asg | _

The jov-riders cleared off, and Billy
McCann backed the Ford inte the lean-
to beside the hut. He pave an appre-
ciative sniff as Jacky opencd the earth-
OYEen QFain.

“That smells good!” he said em-
phatically.

“It's been waiting a long time——7=

“Why shouldn't it wait?"

"Well, I waited, too.”

"Aore deffer you!™

“You haven't come home in your
best temper, Billy.” ; :

“Temper’'s all right,” said Billy, “but
after three hours tinkering with a car,
in the middle of a lot of cackling
niggers, o fellow likes to hear o fellow
talk sense when he gets in™”

“Threea hours! My hat!
Billy 1

“ Keep your ' poor old ' for yoursell,
Mister Harris.”

“ Mister Harriz ¥ was a sign that Billy
MeCann was edgewise, Bob sagely said
nothing more till that excellently cooked
fish was served, and Billy had taken
the keen edge off his appetite. He had
coms in tired and hungry after a hard
day, and certainly three bours of tinker-
ing with a venerable car was enough to
set the best temper a little on cdge.

It was impossible to sympathize
with Billy without casting reflections
on the vencrable Ford—to which Bill

Poor old

McCann  never could listen  wit
paticnce, So Hob Harris devoted him-
self to supper, aware from long

experienca that Billy's little spasms
never lasted long, and that a solid
supper was the best antidote.

“This

“Sulffering cats!” said Billy.
is good fish and good cooking. I'm glad
we've got Jacky back. Your cooking
was o rea]l corker, Bob [®

“ Passed nem. con,” said Bob cheer-
fully. *“Feeling better?

“Yeg, Business is looking u sald
Billy McCann. *“That hound Bone has
burnt us out of the store; but we'll
make a ]iﬁng with the car. I've got
news from Tw'uka’s village, Bob, - That
beach-comber Purkiss is coming back to
the beach.Z

Bob whistled. ;

“You know the kind of hound he is,”
went on Billy. “He's been skulking
in tha interior ever since he fired the
store, to keep out of our way. But
ho's got towscrapping with the niggers—
drunk on kava, and throwing his weight
about—and Tu'uka's ordered him away.
He's got to get back to the beach, or
take to the bush—and he would starve
in the bush.” Billy MeCann’s plump
face set grimly, and his eyes glittered.
“We've got no proof that he fired the
store. of course, and I dare say he's
banking on that now it’s a few weeks
old. But—" )

Billy MeCann said no more, but his
face was grim as he finished his supper.
Maore than a fortnight had passed since
the island store had been burned down,
and the partners of Kalua had built a
palm-wood hut elose by the ruins, which
wag now their home. But Billy McCann,
plump and good-natured as he was, had
not forgotten, and was not likely to
forget. The sun had gone down on his
wreath many times, and risen on ik un-
abated.

“After all, we've no actual prool”
eaidd Bob, after a long pause, “and if
Purkiss did it. Billv, 1t was on the
orderz of David Bone=—that enr hribed
him. TIt's Bono we want fto handle’

“"We can't got at Bone, and we ean

L)

get at Purkiss, I'm going to break
every bone in his corcass |

“ But—"

“Legave it to me, Mister Harris.”

Bob shrugged his shoulders and let it
go at that. Billy McCaon lighted a
cigarette, and scowled over it.

1 acky, the house-boy, came out of the
ut.

“ Please, sar, this feller likee go swim
along ingmn. sposce feller white master
say ves,” said Jacky.

“ Certainly,” answered Bob.

Billy stared round.

“You cut feller big lawyer-cane
along busﬁ;? Jacky, bring him along me.
Then you go swim.™

“Yes, sar.”

The i‘:ﬂlli&-bﬂ}f soon cama back with
the lawyer-cane, and Billy laid it acros
his knees while he ﬁnislmg his cigarette.
Jacky departed, padding away softly on

TOPPING PENKNIVES FOR
JOKES !

[in

H\What have you got in the ahape

of motor-car tyres 7 ¥
Smart Assistant:

Touriat village sfore):

" invalid

cughions, rubbar rings, and

dnughnuiu, sir ! P

For szending in the above rib-
tickler, J. Pavelin, of Hatheld
Road, Witham, Essex, has been

awarded one of this week's useful

penknives. Why shouldn’t gou
win one¢, chum ? 1
naked feet. Ie did not go directly

down to the lagoon, but padded awa
along the. beach. and Bob noticed,
though without particularly heeding,
that he took the Eirmtinn in which he
had scon Kolulo-ulule the
gand, palm-leaf in hand.

Bob glanced after the house-boy.

“*1 wander——" he =aid.

“What "’ grunted Billy.

Bob repeated what old Mackay had
said.

“1 was wondering if there could ba
anything on hotween Jacky and Ko,
he added. “You never know what the
natives have got in their minds.™

“Most likely he's pinched a tin of
tobacco from the store,” answered Dilly
indifferently.  “They're all Il}mclmra,
every man. You coming to look for
Purkise? He will he back on the beach
by thiz time. He was kicked out of
‘Iﬁn'uka’s Flnm carly to-day.”

“Oh, all right "
enmp-stoal. “That's a heliy stick, Billy.
Don't kill the poor wretch.™ :

4T won't=but I'll zo so near that it

ecarching

Bob rose from his -
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won't make much odds,"” grunted Billy.
" Whether Bone's at the bottom of 1t or
not, Purkiss burned us out, and he's
going to pay for it—hard 1”

The two partners walked down to the
beach. They passed a trader, smoking a
cigar on the sands, and called to him:

“ Been anything of Purkiss?™

“No; but I hear he's back. My
house-boy's seen him to-day.”

“Good ! said Billy.

They reached the native huts, at a
little distance from ihe white men's
bungalows. It was there that the beach-
comber usually lived. But Malo'oha, the
headman, informed them that Purkise
was not there. .

“That feller white master, he drink
too plenty much kavs, mouth belong
him,"" said Malo'sha. “Me tinkee that
feller go sleep along beach.™

“If you've got him hidden in these
huts, }.‘falﬂ‘nhﬂ, I'll come back and take
the skin off you with this feller stick!"
snid Billy grimly.

Malo'oha gesticulated earnestly:

“Wo, sar]! He no stop along thia
place, sar! Us Kanaka feller no likeo
that feller any more, sar! Ha plenty
dlunk along village belong Twu'uka, sar,
hig chief Tu'uka plenty angry along
that feller. Us feller plenty angry along
him, sar. He no stop thiz plage, sar.™

Billy grunted and tarned away,

“Purkiss seems to have fallen ous
with his native friends,” remarked Bob,
as they walked away from the huts
“He's a quarrelsome brute when he's
drunk—and he's never sober if he can
et hold of any poizon. 1 imagine he

was soaking kava all the while he waa
skulking in Tu'uka’s village.”

“ Bpendin David Bone's bribe,”™
growled Eiﬁ:ﬁ “And if he's spent it
all thev've got no .more use lor the
brute. But I have!" he added, swish-

ing the lawyer-cane. “ He's come
to the beach to get what's coming to
him." -

The sun was long gone, starry night
glimmered on Kalua,. The pariners
tramped along the starlit beach, Billy's
keen eyes zoarching right and left for a
sleeper 1n the sand.

A fgure loomed up in the starlight,
It was Jacky, coming back from his
excursion along the beach. . Apparently
he had had his swim at a distance, if he
had swum at all. ;

* Here, you feller Jacky 1” called Billy
McCann, recognising the house-boy in
the-glimmer of tho stars,

Jacky stopped reluctantly.

“Yeg, gar! What vou want along
this feller, sar? Me go back along hut
makee bed belong white master, sar.”

“You see feller Purkiss, eye belong
you " asked '.Billi+

“Yes, sar! That feller sleep along
sand, along that place, sar!” Jacky
pointed with his left hand to a coral
rock that jutted from the sand near the
margin of the lagoon. “Me eee that
feller, sar, ove belong me."

Tho house-boy was holdin
in hiz closed right hand.
behind him as he

“Come on, Baob |

“Hold on a minute Somehow old
Mackays’ words rang in Bob’s mind,
and some vague suspicion, he conld
hardly have told what. haunted him.
“Here, you Jacky! What feller thing
yvou keep along hand belong you ¥

The black eycs of the lna boy
seemcd to dilate a little

“That feller thing belong me, sar!™
ho faltered. :

“What is it?"

(Bob and Dilly come wp against it
agnin next week, chums, so look out
far more (heilla)

glsﬂmethin.g
1o kept it
Enint&d with his left.

[J‘l
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WHO WALLOPED WIGGINS ?

(Crondiaued from page 231

“though I believe you did, Loder ! Why
vou should, I can't imaginc—a harmless
ass like Wiggins! Goodness knows I'd
give anything to believe it was not true
—TI"mn thinking of the disgrace to the
school, the disgrace to .the Sixth—all
Greylviars talking abont a Sixth Form
prefect being sacked for assaulting a
master——"  He pausod. “That can't
b Ilel}md, if it’s teue! But if vou deny
i—

“Of course I deny it!"” panted Loder.

“I've gobt it from Bkinner of the
Remove. Did yvou run into him out of
the Housa last Friday night ¥V

“No!" panted Loder.

“I'd better say that I've been making
gomie inguirics,  You've been doing
Skinner o lot of favours lately—lotting
juniors off lines at his reguest, and so
on—-

“I haven't! Jt's a lie !

“1've nsked the juniors concerned—
and it's not a lie ' said Wingate dryly.
“Goodness knows I'm unwilling enough
to beliove such a thing of o Sixth Form
man—unwilling cnough 1o report it to
the Head. There's never been such a
seandal in the scheel. But—8kinner’s
prepared to go before the Head antd
repeat  his  statement, and tho  othar
juniors will have to tell what they know,
if necessary. Are vou ready to face it%"”

Loder did net answer. He sat with
every vestige of colour drained from
his cheeks. Wingaie waited for the
answoer that did not come.

His faco hardened.

“Wery well,” he said quictly. "I've
got my duty to do, Lodor. Buf if you
care to go to the Head, without me, you
can lave the benefit of confessing, with-
:};111; being reported and accused. That’s
a .J‘.l

“I—I can't go to the Head !" Loder's
volee was & husky whisper., * Look here,
Wingate—you—yon don't want to get o
Bixth Form man expelled. Think of the
disgraco—="

“I've thought of it, wou mizerabla
cur,” said ingate  contemptuously.
“PBut that can't be helped! A fellow
whe would lie in wait for an elderly
man, and knock him down in the
dark—— Pah!"

“It—it wasn't that!” Loder saw a
gleam of hopa, *I—I—I never meant
to touch Wiggins| I—I never saw him
in the dark. It was a mistake ¥

Wingate stared at him.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“How could it be a mistake? What
do you mean? If you mean that you
wero afraid of being spotted out of
bounds, and knocked Wiggins over to

et away unseen, that makes no

ifference. You—"' '

“No! Not that! I—I—I never knew
the old fool was out at all I groaned
I.]-nder. "“ I—1 was cxpecling somebody
el S——

“Bomebody else !” repeated Wingate
blankly. * You werc waiting for some-
body else, and got Wiggins by mistake
in the dark? Is that it ¥"

“Yes!” breathed Loder.

“"Mot » master, do you mean !

“¥Fes! As if I'd touch a master!”
muttered Loder. “It was an accident—
a mistake—I never dveaied of hitting
Whggms—l aown up that it was rotien,
and—and 1 was sorry afterwards, but—
but I never meant to hit Wiggins—"

“Whom did you mean to ut?"” asked
Wingate very quietly.

Loder did not answer.

“That was the night I was out, after
a tun up to town to see my pater,” said
Wingate in the same quiet tone. *I
was 1n ten minutes alter Wiggins, I
might have got in before him, if he'd
been a little later back from the lectura
at Courtheld Hall. Is that it, Loder "’

Loder groaned,

There was no need for him to answer.

Wingate stood looking at him with o
seorn in his facs that drew a flush to the
Sixth Form bully's ceolourless cheoks.

“¥ou unspeakable worm !'* said the
Groyfriars captain.  “SBo that was it!
You were mirsing your grudge against
me, and lying in owait for me in the
dark—and old Wiggins got what you
meant for me? You unm1tif£ated cur "

“Call mo what you like,” mutteréd
Loder. * But—but—you know now that
it wasn't a cose of an assault on o
master 1™

Thera was a long silence. Loder had
tald the truth at last, with a faint hope
that it might serve his turn,

Wingate spoke atb last.

“You cur! You've saved your bacon,
so far as the Head is concerned. You
did not mean it for Wiggins—I1 see that
now ! If you'd meant it for any man in
the school but me I'd see that you got

your grucl just the same. But—that
makes a difference.”

Loder looked up.

“You'll—keep 1t quiet? It concerns

vou, not anybody else—all the rest was
an accident——"

“1 seo that! Tt concerns me, and I
ghall handle the matter myself 1" said
George Wingate. “Get your hat !

Loder stared.

“We're going For a walk,” aaid
Wingate grimly.  ““We're going as far
as the spinney in Friardale Lane. And
there——""

“There—what "

T gmngi'_ to thrash you within an
inch of your life.””

i L C PR £ .

Skinnor of the Remove was called. into
Wingate's study after prep that cvening
and duly * whopped.” ?L was rathee
EEVEra ; {mt it was a relief to Skinner,
who had been in terror of a Head’s Hog-

+

ing. Officially he was whopped {or
ving broken bounde after lights-out;
but Skinner was well aware that

Wingate laid it on extra hard on
account of his dealings with Loder. That
game, 3kioner realised, was played ont,
and he sagely made up his mind to give
Loder of the Sixth a wide berth after-
wards. Whether Wingate helioved, or
did not believe, hiz acousation against
Loder, SBkinner could not make ouwt—
certainly the Greviriars captain did not
scom to have acted on it. Bo far as
Skinner was concerned, he was only too

lad for the matter to be dropped—and

r\?ﬁﬁd it was,
ho had whopped Wiggins was shill
a mystery and ‘a’' topic at Greyfriars;
but as a topic it was put in the shade
by what appeared to have happened to
Loder of the Sixth, Loder—or so he
stated—had had a fight with a tram
and, o frdae by Loder's looks that
trn.mF must have been a hefty man, for
Gerald g
Wingate said nothing on the subject,
though fellows who noticed signs of
damage about his fnce wondered and
surmised whether Loder's adversary
really had been a tramp. here was
much speculation on the subject, and
for some time the question, who had
whopped Wiggins took second place to
the more interesting question, who had
whopped Loder ¢

Neither question had received a satis-
factory answer when Greviriars School
broke up for the summer holidays; but
one fellow, at least, knew that justioa
had been done—and that was Loder of
the Sixth.

THE EXD.
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QOT-TOOT!
Jack Jolly & Co. of the Fourth
Form at St 8am’s jomped to

thair feet in sudden alarm as
that sound smote on their ears. The
heroes of the Fourth were skoffing tea in
their study, and it took a lot to inter-
rupt them at such o time.  Dut the hor-
rible discord they had just herd was not

to he skoffed at—so they stopped
skoffing. ¥

*What the merry dickens—=" gazped
Jack Jolly.

Toot-tootle-toot ! Blare !

“Whoever's making that row deserves
& bucket of water over him!* declared
Merry, turning quite __“__m._._,,

Blare! Tootle-toot !
~ “Oh erikey ! It sounds as if it's com-
ing from Dr. Birchemall's study 1" eggs-
claimed Frank Fearlems, with a grin,
“Perhaps it’s only old Tubby Barrell
having one of his periodical birchings !™

“Let's trot along and investigate,” suj-
jested Jack Jolly,
~ The Co, guitted the study, leaving tea
in their anxiety to find out the cause of
the weerd sounds thet were disturbing
the peace of the Fourth Form passidge,

Outside, n__cﬁw ﬁ_?#w found out that it
could not be Tubby Barrell, for the fat
junior himeclf was just passing the door.

“1 s-3-say; you fellows, w-w-what's that
awiul howling? he asked, trombling
with fear. Do you think it's a larfing
jackass escaped from the circuss, or is it
only the Head taking leavé of his
gensea I

Jack Jolly grinned,

“I always thought the Head and the
larfing jacksss wera more or less the
same thing ! Kim with us, Tubby, and
you'll scon see 1™

“Ha, ha, ha I

Grinning all over their dials, with
Tubby Barrell sheltering behind them,
Joack Jolly & Co. marched down the
passidge.

Quite o number of others joined in the
murch as they followed their ears in the
dircetion of the noise. Stedfast and
Loyle and Trew joined them at tho end
of the passidge, and Lirrick, the poct of
the Fourth, and the Honnerable Guy de
Vere swelled the ranx at the bottom of
the stairs.  After that, Bowneer and
Swenkleigh of the Fifth, and a crowd of
fags from the Third and Second added
to the percession.

By this time it was pretly cbvious that
the fearful din that had brought them
n.:. out was coming from Dr, Birchem-
all's study, and Jack H¢=w.~m fuce was
rather conserned asz he led the evowd.

Mr, I. Jolhwell Lickham, the master
of the Fourth, was standing outside the
Head’s study when they reached it.  Mr.
W.nﬁwﬂuE was trembling like an asspen
eaf.

“What ever can it be, boys?” he
asked, in o horse wisper. “Can it be
possibul that Dr. Birchemall has gone
off his rocker 7?7

“Well, he was alwoys a bib potty, sir,
wasn't he i said Jaek Jolly.

Mluiet, you young idjut!™ said Mr.
Licknham, with a fearful glarnse over his
sholder,  “If he herd you say that
there'd be an awiul rumpus.  Aunyway,
wo've got to do something to stop this
frightful row, so I'll open the dgor and
look in. If lio turns out to e potry and
starts attacking me, I trossed you'll all
rush to tho reskew '

.Jm_nhw.-n.u. uz, sir Y prinned Joch: Joly,

alr. Lickhom looked rather rolenved.

“Then 'l open the door,” lie said
“LDe ready for anything, boys!”

Ho saying, the mtrepid mazter of the
Fourth turned the bandie and looked
throngh the doorway. ‘I'hbe  crowd
ecrambled to look over hiz sholders, and
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what they saw made them farcly blink
with amazement,

“M-m-my hat !

“He's—he's ﬁ_mw? a saxafone I

“Dr. Birchemall-mewsician!®
nH..mHEmm Jack Jolly, and thers was »
vell:

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Ihe scene on which they were gazin
was certainly enuff to make a cat larf.
Dr. Birchemall was sitting on the edgo
of his desk, his lips glued to the mouth.
piece of a saxafone, and his eyes glued to
a sheet of mewsic in front of TE. From
the szaxafone were .,._n.E__HJ" the most
garstly sounds you could possibly
imagine,

Dr, Birchemall had been too much
rapped_ up in what he was doing to
notiss Mr. Lickham's arrival. But the
wvell of lacfter brought him out of his
dreem, and he locked up with a start,

“What the merry dickens—" he
eggsclaimed,

T M-m-my m.nm aunt !* stuttered Mr,
Lickham, *Ho that's it, is it—a giddy
saxafone! And I thought it was some-
one dying

“Ha, ha, ha !

The Head put down his instrument of
_.m.w_w,_____u.n: and glared.

If you're trying to be funny, Lick-
ham——" he began,
ew unno ! purgled Mr.  Lickham,

But vou are, of corse, sir! And I
must say, I think it's awfully eomical.
The sito of you sitting there makin
weerd noises throogh that tube is EE%
te make any man bust his sides I

“ You—you—" gasped the Head,
glaring at them almost wolfichly,
Then he dessended from words to

deeds, Picking up o handy birch, he
made a terrifick rush ot the histerical
crowd, lashing out -.#_\E and laft,

Bang! Crash! Wallep!

Tho yells of larfter changed suddenly
to yells of aggerny. Mr, NM_E_EFE and
the boys ran for their lives, howling
with pain and fear,

In & cupple of secondas the passidge
wns completely cleared.

After  that, tho ITead, mnn..q:u,m
savvidgely, returned to his “mewsical ¥
labers, and the air of 8t. Sam's was
aonee more filled with the fearful din.

Blare! Tootle-toot! Blare!
1L
R s T cannot go on like this ™
B Jaek Jolly made that re-

mark after dinner the fol-
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Birchemall's study,
St. Sam’s had had
hardly a minnit’s
peace. Day and
nite Dr. Birchemall
continued to  play
hiz eaxafona,

" Bomething's gol
to be dun—that's .
in %

agreed,” said  Berry,
response to Jack Jolly's ro-
mark. “The thing is what ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Frank
Fearless at that moment.

Jack Jolly & Co. glored at
hirn.

“Dashed if T can sce any-
thing to larf at, IFearless!"
said Jack Jolly warmly.
" Perhaps the Head's soxa-
fonc’s turnmed your brains
theugh [

“Hn, ha, ha! Not egganctly 1™ larfed
Frank Fearless, ._Em_.nm the tears of
merrimont from hia fizz. “ But I've gob
ant idea! I'll ring the Head on the fone
and pretend to bo the mannidger of the
George Hotel, at Muggleton—"

“Eh?®"

“And offer him an cngagement to

lay im the dance band there,” grinned
"rank Fearless. “Tho head'll fall for
ik like o bird, of corse. He'll pack up

his gaxafone and trot down to Muggle-
ton, And when he gets to the Geoorgo
and starts playing, if they don't tell himn
what they think of it, I'll eat my hat 1™

AMUSIG AND AMAZING STORY OF JACK JOLLY & CO., AT ST. SAM'S!

Jack Jolly. “Anyway, it's well worth
trying. Let's find s public tellyfone,
and we'll see how 1t works "

The chums of the Fourth soon reached
a publie tellvfone, and Frank Fearless
promptly got through to the Head.
Assewming a deep, horse voies, he
breefly stated that, having herd what a
wunderful saxafonist Dr, .w.,,nnﬂmu;:
was, he had decided to moke him an

@ offer.  Would he care to join the dance

band at the George Hotel at a kommenc-
ing sallery of & thowsand a year?

o, =" r. Birchemall favely jumped at if.
J=="" Tha

J=

R

nking the bopgus mannidger again
and #mmm_.:. he promised that he would
turn up thet very afterncon for the tea-
danece, and show the world that the
rumera about his remarkable abillity
were not a bit egasagperated !
Grinning all over their dials at the
suxxess of their little jape, Jack
Jolly & Co. returned to St. Sam's.
They were just in time to see the
Head come galloping out of the
okool House and cannon into a

man, whom the juniors
reckernised as Sir

“The fact is, S8ir Frederick,” he said,
“T have recently been applring my
jeeniung to the art of playing the saxa-
fone. 8o suxucssful have I become that
I have boen offered a job at the George
Hotel. I am just off to fulhil my first
engagement in their band 17
ir Frederick mumnm_u. _—

“You—you si y _Aass he =aud, 1
mezzured tones. " If you think you can
go gallivanting off to play in a band
while you're headmaster of 3t Sam's,
vou'ra jolly well mistaken! Return to
your dooties at once 1V p

“Ratts—and m of 'em ! said Dr.
Birchemall cheerfully. “If T'm not
allowed to _ww in the band at the
Geor HHELW en my answer is simply
that 1 resine I*

“ You—you resine?” .

“Resine — *r-esan-e’ ¥ =aid the
Head, spelling out the word so that
thoro could be no mistake. “ Put that
in weur pipe and smoko it 1" .

“M-m-my hat I” gasped Sir Frederick,
“In that case, I axxept your resination |

(L
H

distinguished-locking  old  buffer | All T can say is, good riddance to bad
with such force that he nocked lim | rubbish I
fiying. “Thanks!” grioned Dr. Birchemall.
“Yaroooo] What do you think | “ So-long, everybody 1™ :
vou'ra doin of 17|  And, with a cheery wave of his hand,
howled the old jentle- | he galloped aff.

Jeck Jolly and his chums looked at
cach other with eggspressive looks. By
all appearances, their little jape was
having somewhat uncgpspected honse-
guences, i,

“Let's follow him,” sujjested Jack
Jolly., And they did so!

III.

ALF an hour later Dr
E Birchemall walked Hﬂwﬁ the ateps
of the George otel, and

headed m_:.mmm.mw for tha res-

tarong where an orkestra was playing
for :m_m tea-dance. Without waiting to
see the mannidger, he calmly sat down

Rin a vaecant chaiz on the platiorm, and

Estarted playving for all he was worth.
i Dr. irchemaoll quite antissipated
Fthat hiz mowsic would cause a sensation,
B 1t did. But it wasn't quite the kind
flof scnsation he had cggspected !
Instead of lissening in spelibound
wonder, the crowd stopped dancing and
looked fearfully annoyed. Anpd before
tho amatcher saxafonist had been play-
ing for half a minnit, the Eﬁnnpm_%nu
rushed in and gave his beard o savvidge
tug that brought his poriormaneco to a
sudden end.

A
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b Frederick Funguss, the chairman of the
Boerd of Guvverners,

The Head pawsed in hiz hurried

foet apain.  “The

i Rigl : e
3 ght. . “Yooop! Wharrer you doing of?
My bat! T'm ewfully zerry if I|roared the: Head,

J biffed you, Bir Frederick!™ he said, | T mite ask the same gquestion of
m“ grabbing the visitor by the ears and |vou!” retorted the manmidger. * What

pulling him to his do vou mean by coming in and kick-

i fact is, 1 was in a frightful hurry 1* H.zw. up that fearful din?”
4 “Woooop! Leggo my coars!” hooted Fearful din?™ repeatod Dr.
: Sir Frederick, “IHow dare you grab | Birchemall wrathfully,  *“Why, yon

the Chairman of the Guvverners by his
oral appendages! And, anyway, what

the thump do you mean by being in such
a frightiul hurry 3"

must be potty! I've been poring out
sweok strains of mewsic! And, anyway,
vou've engaged mo to play for you at a
thowsand a year ™

BT

Dugpent, the Franch

The tallest Removile s Petar

& &R

Napoleon

junior, would like to see the Todd, 5 feet 6% inches, The old Ming Emperors of Obina

Freach momarchy restored, with  shortest s Wuo Lung, 4 feet 5% His favourite di .
bimself ou the throme ! Enwmrum. ¥ fa ﬂuﬂw“wﬂ hs Eoys, i3

Wua Lung is descendsd from ths  Bob  Checry

Y lowing day. Sineo the| “Ch crikey!” X For "answer, Dr, Birchemall proudly | The manmdger burst into o rear of
crowd’s  amazing discovery in Dy, * “Something in the wheeze,” grinned = displayed hiz saxafone. mocking larfter,
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

S mRTHDAY
TemDhT,
& Topry!

a  wonderial

“gocgly V' bowier. and receutly

sgainst Highelife took 16 wickels
in tike two inmings,

Billy Bupter was horn on February  Hurree Sinph i
29tb, and thos gets a hitbday
puiy once every four yesrz, Heins

vents several in belween, bowever;

Mext {o him come
arry Wharion and Mazk Linley.
Buzsell and Fater Todd come next.

jcoigr hoxer.
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“Thowsand a wyear, eh?” he jeered.
“"Judging by what I've herd, I'd rather
m.ﬂ___ vou u thowsand a year not to play !
t's the most horrible noise I've ever
herd in my life! Hop it!”

“Look here—" said Dr. Birchcmall.
*“ Hop it, before I have you thrown out
an vour neck [*

.r.,__,,___qru_: W..n.: silly ass——" gasped Dr.
Birchemall. 3

“That's enuff! Throw him out,
men ' ordered the mannidger, beckon-
ing to half a duzen uniformed
attondants.

Ew.d?ﬁ#mﬁﬂ-ﬁgn :w a.a.__nwﬁwmpmn:_.”.
But he was no match for six berly
chuckers-out., Tho result was that aboub
five seconds later the ex-headmaster of
5t. SBam’s came Hying out of the frent
door of the hotel, and landed at the
bottom of the steps with a fearful bump.
Wallop !

“Yooooop ! roared Dr. Birchemall,
Four grinning juniors dragged him {o
his fect. They were, of course, Jack
Jolly & Co. of §t. S8am’s. The Head
groaned as ho reckernised them.

“0Oh dear!” he cride. " Seoing rou
boys reminds me that I have been and
one and dun it now, with a vengenz!
have thrown up & jolly good job for
nothing ! I have sold my birthage for a
maoss of potright! Woe 18 mal” ;
“Don't you think Sir Frederick will
ive you vour job back, sir?’ inquired
ack Jolly. A

Dr. Birchemall shook his head sadly.
"I'm afraid not, Jolly. What a [at-
head T was te treat him as I did! This
will be & lesson to me, and no mistake;
but, unforchunity, it comes too late [
“Ha, ha, ha!” came o roar of larfer
from the back of them jusb then.

Dr. Birchemall and the juniors turned
round, Lo ace SHir Frederick Funguss
standing behind them fairly rocking
with larfter. 2

“Oh dear! Egpsenzo me, Direhemall,
but this really docs strike me os funuy 1
ho eried, wiping the tears of merriment
from hizs eyes. “But it's o serious
matter, really, and I suppose T shouldn’s

larf. Do you really mean what you said
abont this being o lesson to youl”
“Honner bright I* said Dr. Birchemall,

e zleem of hope coming into his eyes.

nme:__.___._n,__u well, porhaps in that case I
may consider reinstating you,” said Bir
Froderick.  “I reckernise, Dirchemall,
in spite of your shortcomings, that wo'd
have to go a long way to find anofher
headmaster like you. Thinking it aver,
you can have your old job back:”

“Hurrah ! wolled Dr. DBirchemall,
grabbing Jack Jollv's cap and throwing
it up in the air, “That 15 to say, thanks
awiully, Sir Frederick !"

“ Don't mensh 1”7 grinmed the barrenct.
“By the way, there will bo onc condi-
tion, The condition is that you never
touch n saxafone again as long as you
arc headmaster at St. Sam’s !” :

“Granted us soon as asked [ suid the
Head promptly, “1f I never  sco
atiother muxnmu:m during the rest of my
life, it will be too soon 1™ Y

“Thank gooduness for that!” satd Jack
Jolly. " May we congratulate yon, sir,
on being our headmaster again?™

“You may,” said the Flead, with a
condescending nod,  “You may alwo
take o hundred lines each for dis-
pertineiee I ;

Jock Jelly & Co. grinned. They cowid
soe thut the Head was going ‘o be the
same ald tirant as of yore. Lut Ly
aiieh preferred this to Dre. Dirchomall's
saNi b0 MrwWsie,

THE EXD.

finel nrins wext weelt's sorcantdugly
frr:nn puen of S6 San's, cluons, wine-
crcr gon do. e eplitled: '™ Lieli-
crsiedl's Kig Blunder ! © ard s coleido-
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