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By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
First Day of Term !

“ Here we are,
Here we are ! _
Here we are again!”

in song.
It mingled, more or less har-
moniously, with the rumble of

the train that was bearing u swarm of
Greyfriars fellows schoolward. .

Few .fcllows were glad that the holi-
days were over, but Bob, at least, was
going back to Greyfriars for the new
term in exuberant spirrts

There were nine fellows packed in the
carriage in the local train from Court-
field to Friardale—or ten, counting
Billy Bunter as two! Bunter was
double-width, and needed room for twao,
if not for three.

Bunter grunted discontentedly.

Packed between Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull, Bunter declared—not
once, but many times—that he hadn’t
room to breathe. And the other fellows
did not seem to care whether he
breathed or not | .

There was plenty of noise in the
carriage, Bob was sing: loudly, if
pot tunefully. Hearry arton and
Frank Nugent, Johony Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh were talking—some-
times in turns, sometimes all together.
Billy Bunter was uttering a series of
unheeded complaints. inner and
Bnoop were comparing notes ghout the
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BDE CHERRY'S volce was raised

“hols.” Only one fellow in the crowded
carriage was silent—a slim, rather deli-
cate-looking fellow, who was a stranger
to the Greyfriars juniors. He had a
corner seat, end sat quite silent, some-
times glancing from the window at the
pleasant countryside of Kent, sometimes
rather timidly at the noisy crowd that
filled the carriage.

“For pgoodness' szke, shut up,
Cherry 1" said Billy Bunter irritably.
“What are you yelling for?”

“Don’'t stop singing, Bob!”
Frank Nugent. “Keep 1t up,

chap |” .

“EVhy. you silly ass!” exclaimed
Bunter. * What the thump do you want
him to sing for " ‘

“Tf he left off singing, he might begin
to whistle I"" explained Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, vou fathead * said Bob
Cherry, :

“8ing, old bean—sing !
of two evils "

“The lessfulness is terrific!” declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. * The sing-
fulness iz not the boonful blessing, but
the whistlefulness would be the ridicu-
lous limit ¥

That remark caused the timid-lockin
vouth in the corner to look roun

uickly at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

dusky nabob’s wonderful flow of
English often had a startling effect on
strangers,

“Fathead !"” said Bob, with
diminished cheerfulness. “ You've fot
no car for music! What is it Bhake.
spears says? ‘The man that hath no
musie in his soul—'"

said
old

It’s the lessor

“PDen't you spout Shakespeare now ¥
grunted Billy Bunter. *“We get enough
of him from Quelch in class! I =ay,
you fellowg, we shall be at Friardale in
g few minutes now."”

The timid yvouth in the corner spoke
for the first time.

“J= Friardale the station for Grey-
friars Schoal "

Billy Bunter did not trouble to
answer. Bunter's fat thoughts, as usual,
were concentrated on his fat self. But
Bob Cherry, glancing round, answered,

“That’s right, kid! Going to Grey-
friars ?"

i YEEIJI

“New kid?" psked Bob.

" Yes "

The new boy spoke shyly, colouring a
little, Evidcnt{}‘ rather difident among
the cheery crowd of schoolboys. That
was not at all unusual in a2 new boy
going to & big achool. Bob Cherry was
just the fellow to give a shy new kid a
iitﬂf cheery encouragement to begin
with,

“We're all Greyfriare men here,” he
said. ‘' All these chaps are Remove.
What Form are vou going into, if you

know "
“Mr. Queleh’s Form —the Lower
Fourth.™
“That's the Remove,” said Bob.

*“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen, this
kid in guini_intn our Form! What's
vour name, kid 7"

““ Arthur Traill."

“Meet Arthur Traill!" said Bob ta
hts comredes, “Traill, you're & lucky
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—ARTHUR TRAILL, A NEW BOY IN THE GREYFRIARS REMOVE,

“You've bumped right into the best
sct in the Remove!” explained Bob.
“That’s us!”

“0Oh!” gaid Traill; and ha grirned,

“I say, you fellows—" :

“Shut up, Bunter | Traill, this chap
is Wharton, captain of the I'orm! The
good-looking kid is Nugent—"

“ Fathead 1" said Nugent.

“The fellow with the feet iz Bull—""

“What about your own?'" bawled
Johnny Bull.

“And the gontleman with the Day-
and-Martin complexion is Hurree Bang
Jolly Wallop, Nabob of Pingpong!”

“Ay esteemed end ridiculous Bob——"

“To hear him speak English is an
cducation in itself," went on Bob. “He
learned English under Mook Mookerjee,
the wisest banshee in India—"

“ Moonshce, my csteemed Bob—"

“I mean moonshee! He learned
English from a jolly old moonshee, and
has never got over 1t 1” said Bob. “The
chap who might be mistaken for an out-
size balloon is Bunter—Billy Bunter—"

“(h, really, Cherry—"

“The weedy, seedy one is Skinner—"

« k here, you eeky ass—"
exclaimed Skinner.

“And the pasty one is Snoop—"

“You silly chump " roared Snoop.

“They don't always look so pasty as
they do now,” continued Bob. “They've
been smoking cigarettes in the hols—
that's the trouble |”

The new boy was grinning, and
Skinner and Snoop scowling. Bob
Cherry's method of performing introduc-
tions scemed to liave had a cheering
effect on the new boy elready.

“Now you know quite a lot of the
Remove,” said Bob. “Five of the best,
two of the worst, and one of the
fattest—in fact, the very fattest[”

“Ha, ha, ha1”?

“] say, you fellows—"

“B8hut up, Bunter | Take a back seat !
Keep quict! We want to make a good
impression on the new kid. 8o the less
you say the better!”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha”

“I say, you fellows, we shall be at
Friardale in a minute " hooted Bunter.
“That silly ass Cherry keeps on jawing,
and n chap can’t get a word in edge.
wise! I say, I never got a ticket at
Courtficld for this train!”

“What about it, ass?” asked Harry
Wharton. “You can pay the fare when
you get out at Friardale.”

“But I've left all my money at home,”
explained Bunter. “ At the last minute
1 forgot my banknotes—"

“Ha, ha, ha ”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows, do listen to a
chap! I didn't spend the money on tuck
at the station; fl[:'leftr it at home, as I
said. Now, look here, I want you
fellows to be pally! Keep round me,
and let’s go out in & crowd, and I can
shove through without giving up a
ticket—see 1

“Oh, my hat [”

*QOf courze, I shall pay them after-
wards,” said Bunter. “I'm expecting a
postal order——"

“The same one you were expecting
last term 1" asked Nugent.

“0Or the one you were expecting the
te:lnll before that?” inquired Jncﬂmny
Bull.

“0h, really, you fellows| Look here,
the train’s slowing down! We're %et-
ting in! I'm absolutely stony! I had
to igm\'re a_bit of a snack at Courtfield—
I mean, I quite forgot my banknotes
when I loft home! 1 suppose I can rely
on you feollows to see me through ?”
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“To sce you through in bilking the
railway ! roared Johnny Bull,

“That's a rather rotten way of put-
ting it, Bulll Still, if you prefer it,
You can lend me the money to pay the
fare. It's only two shillings from Lan-
tham—1I had a ticket as far as Lantham,
It's rather a waste. We could shove out
all right in a crowd. 8till, if you
fellows prefer to lend me the money, all
right 1

“You fat villain—"

“QOh, really, Wharton—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, ae the train
stopped in Friardale Station. He hurled
the door open and jumped out, end his
friends followed him. Bunter rolled
after them in a great hurry.

“I say, you fellows, who's going to
lend me two bhob?” he howled.

“The whofulness is terrific,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, look here, if you're too jolly
mean to lend me the money, get round
me, and I'll shove throu 151 right.”

“Cet round Bunter, you men |'’ said
Bob Cherry.

“ Look here———" hooted Johnny Bull.

“My dear chap, get round Bunter |
And all of you lay hold of him
together 1

“Oh!” said Johnny. “Right!”

“I say, you fellows—hold on—I mean,
leggo—wharrer you up to—oh crumbs 1”

He tells whoppers, he breaks
bounds at night ! That’s the
reputation Arthur Traill, new
boy, earns for himself among
the Greyfriars Removites. Buf
there’s a surprise in store for
Harry Wharton & Co., and
for you, for Arithur Traill
turns out to be as straight as
a die!

bellowed Bunter, as the Famous Five of
the Remove got round him, end collared
him on all sides, ,

In five pairs of hands, even Billy
Bunter's unusual weight was easil
handled. The fat junior was swept o
his feet.

Bump!

“Yarooooch 1”

And Harry Wharton & Co,, laughing
scudded along the platform to the_exit,
leaving Willlam George Bunter sitting
on the platform and rearing, with a
roar that the Bull of Bashan might
have envied.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Very Neat !

RTHUR TRAILL, the new kid
in the Greyiriars Remove,
gathered a bag from the rack,
and made a movement towards
the carriage door. )

Skinner gave him an unceremonious
shove out of the way, and passed him—
a shove so rough that Traill invol-
untarily sat down again. .

“Here, look outl” he exclaimed.

Skinner did not give him a glance.
Skinner was annoyed at the way Bob
Cherry had performed his pladrful intro-
ductions; also, he had noticed that the
new fellow looked timid and diffident;
and if & fellow seemed timid, that was
reason enough for Harold Skinner to
IAg im. Snoop, following suit,
knocked off the new boy's hat as he

went after Skinner, and Traill gave o
jump. The two were laughing as they
stepped out of the carriage; the new
boy grabbed up his hat, with a red face.
Bob Cherry and his friends had given
him rather a pleasant impression of
Greyfriars fellows—but Skinner and
Snoop had the reverse effect.

Skinner and Snoop paused a moment
to grin down at Billy Bunter, who was
sitting on the platform and spluttering.

I say, you fellows,” Easped Bunter,
blinking at them through his big spec-
tacles, 1 say, give a Iellow a hand!”

¥ Certninly,”” answered Skinner. * Give
him a hand, Snoopey.”

“Oh, rot,” said Snoop. *Come on—
we shan’t get a seat in the school bus—
there’s always a rush.”

‘Give Bunter a hand, I tell you, Take
his other ear.”

“Oh!” Bnoop chuckled. * All right!™

“1 say——beasts—Ileggo!” roared
Bunter, as Skinner grasped his right
ear, and Sidney James Bnoop his left,
and hauled him up. “Oh erumbs! Oh
crikey | Leggo my ears ! Oh—whooop !

Billy Bunter serambled up in haste.

“That all right?”" osked BSkinner
blandly.

* Beast I'" roared Bunter, rubbing his
crimson ears,

“Well. you asked us to help you up!”
said Skinner, “But if you're not satis-
fied, you can sit down again. Lend him
a hand, Snoopey.”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Oh  orumbs! Stoppit!” howled
Bunter, as Bkinner and Snoop, seizing
him suddenly, sat him down again.

“Why, you rotters—wow, ow, wow "

Skinner and Snoop, chuckling, joined
the crowd going along the platform.
Traill stepped from the earriage, and
smiled at the gasping, spluttering Owl
of the Remove, He had a bag in one
hand; but with the other, he helped
Bunter up—taking him by a fat arm.

“0Oh |'"" gasped Bunter, “ Thanks ! He
blinked at Traill. “I say, hold on &
minute, Pail—did you say your name
was Pail?"

“No; Traill!” 5

“Well, Traill, then. S8top a minute,
Traill 1 .

Traill politely stopped & minute. He
would have been rather glad to get
on to the school in the company of those
cheery fellows who had been in the
carriage with him. But Harry Wk_larton
& Co, were slready out of sight in the
crowd—making for places in_the schoo
bus. They had felt quite kmdlg towards
the new “kid,” especially Bob, who
was always good-nature itself; but they
had, nevertheless, forgotten his existence
for the moment. hers was always
rather n scrap for places in the school
bus, and the Famous Five were not the
fellows to be left out of a scrap.

Billy Bunter leaned on Traill'’s arm
for a minute or two, gasping for breath.

The new boy bore that infliction
patiently. Having recovered his breath,
the fat Owl proceeded to business,

“ Know nnyboec‘liy here, Tail—I mean
Traill?” he asked.

“No; nobody,"” answered the new boy.

“I"M look after you,” said Bunter
patronisingly. “I'm always jolly decent
to new kids! Rely on me.” .

“0h1 Thanks!” said Traill, without
enthusiasm. He was feeling rather
lonely and forlorn; but somehow, Billy
Bunter's fat patronage did not make
him feel any better. Bome things were
worse than solitude; and it was gener-
ally agreed in the Greyfriara Remove
that Billy Bunter's company was one of
those things. .

Bunter gave him a benevolent blink.

“That's all right[” he said. *8tick
to me, and I'll sco you through, B
the way, have you got your ticket safe 1™
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“(Oh, yes, quite.”

“Well, let's see- it,” said Bunter.
“They’re awfully particular here about
tickets—jurhp on a fellow if he happens
to lose it. New kids often get the wrong
ticket! Let's see it.” .

Traill drew & railway ticket from his
pocket, Bunter took it from him, and
blinked at it, and nodded,

“That's all right—from Lantham,”
he said. “I’ll carry it for you, old chap
—we'll go out together! Come on.”

“Vou needn't earry my ticket,” said
Traill in surprise, "I suppose I can
carry my own ticket,” :

“PBetter let me take care of it,” said
Bunter. “ You've got that bag to carry,
too! Look here, I'll ask.for you to be
put in my study in the Remove, if you
like. Quelch will 'do an}'thiu% I ask
him—ha thinks a lot of me, should
bo head boy of the Form, but I don't
care about it—I let Wharton have it!
Wharton's that rather stuck-up chap
who was in the carriage.”

“Y didn't think he looked stuck-up!”

“ Prightfully,” said Bunter. *.
yogular beast. They're all beasts, n
fact—rotters! I shouldn’t really know
them at all, only I'm so good-natured—
I let pushing fellows stick on to e,
von know! Hold on, Traill—wait here
a minute, will you—there's Smithy
wants me.” B

Without waiting for Traill to reply,
Billy Bunter hurried away across the
platform, and vanished ~from sight
among the crowd of fellows.

Traill waited for him to come back.

1Io did not wait because he wanted
Bunter’s company; but because Bunter
had his ticket. But he waited in vain.

Bunter did not come back,

The astute and unscrupulous Owl of
the Remove rolled out of the exit from
1ho platform, giving up Traill's tickek
as he went. Unce safe outside, Billy
Bunter grinned a fat grin of satis-
faction. Bunter’s opinion was that this
was rathor neat; ha felt that he had

handled a difficult sitnation welll As
for Arthur Traill, Bunter did not
think about him: a fellow really

couldn’t think of everything!

Traill waited | The platform cleared;
and Bunter did not return. Traill
waited—and waited—and at_last moved
off, in & puzzled frame of mind. It was
clear that that fat fellow had forgotten
him and gone offi—no doubt forgetting
also that he was carrying Traill’s ticket.
It was useless to wait longer; and as
the new fellow had no ticket, he had to
pay as he went out.

He looked about him as he came out
of the station. A large vehicle, just
in front of him, was swarming with
merry juniors. Most of the fellows in
possession were Removites—prominent
among them Harry Wharton & Co. A
very elegant fellow—Cecil Reginald
Temple, of the Fourth Form—was
trying to get on, and Bob Cherry was
playfully pushing him off again, as
Traill came on the scene

Temple of the Fourth sat down.
Dabney and Fry of the Fourth, who
were rushing on te back up their Jeader,
fell over him as he sat suddenly in
their way. There was a roar of laugh-
ter from the crowd in the hus.

“Y say, you fellows!’” Bunter pushed
into the place Temple had involuntarily
vacated. “1 say, make room for a
chap 1

Traill recognised the fat fellow who
had his ticket! He ran forward and
eaught Bunter by the shoulder.

“ﬁ)h, here vou arel!” he exclaimed,
“(3ive me my ticket, please |

Bunter blinked round at him,

“Leopo iy shoulder, you ass!” he
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snapped. “Loek here, Bob, old chap,
you make roem for me—see !

“QOh, all right, porpoise|” answered
Bob. *Jump onl”

“Give me my ticket frst!” exclaimed
Traill warmly, “I had to pay two
shillings to the ticket-collector, as you
had my ticket—"

“Leggo my shoulder, you beast !”

“1 ean get it back if Iytako the ticket
to him,” said Traill. * Look here, give
me my ticket 1”

“1 haven't got it!" roared Bunter.
“Leave off bothering a chap, can's you?
Give me a hand up, Bob !”

“But you have got it|” exclaimed
Traill, *You said you'd carry it—"

“Well, I dropped it—lost it! Blow
you! Don’t bother me aliout your silly

ticket 1

“You fat brigand!” roared Bcb
Cherry. “Have vou been bagging the
new kid's ticket off him %"

“0h, really, Cherry

“8it down, vou fat sweep!”

“Whooooop 1¥ roared Bunter, as he
sat down.

“Jump on, Traill! Room for one:”
said Bob cheerily, “You'll never zee
vour ticket again if you let Bunter have
1! The fat_sweep was travelling
without one! You've been diddled, old
bean! Jumpon! We're just starting I”

Bunter scrambled up, red with wrath.

“I say, you fellows, I'm getting on!
You're not letting that new tick get on
and leaving an old pal behind, I sup-
pose? I never had his ticket! I'vo
never seen him before! Don’t know him
at alll I don't even know that his
name’s Traill ! Never heard the name !”

“0Oh, my hat "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, lemme get on, you beasts
Yaroooooooh 1

Billy Bunter sat down once more, and
the bus rolled away for Greyfriars
School. Bunter scrambled up and
shook a fat fist after it—left behind,
while the “new tick ” rolled on to Grey-
friars in the cheery company of the
Famous Five,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up to Wharion !

ERBERT VERNON -8MITH,
H the Bounder of Greyiriars,
looked in at the doorway of
Study No. 1 in the Remove,
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were there, busily and cheerfully
engaged in unpacking verious things,
The chums of the Remove gave tie
Bounder a cheery nod,
“Hallo, 8mithy! Had good hols?”
“Topping 1" answered Smithy. * How
did you get on with your Easter
ernise 1
“Qh, fine. Only one fly in the ocint-
ment—a fat Ay—Bunter! Come in, and
help us with' this ecake!” said Harry
Wharton.
“I've looked in to tell é‘ou that Quelch

wants vou,” answered Smithy, with a
grig. "“You’ve got to cut off to Lis
study.

“0Oh, blow "

“T'1l help Nugent with the cake while
you're gone !” added the Bounder.

Harry Wharton laughed, and quitted
the study., As head boy of the Remove
and captain of the Form, his time was
not wholly his own, and h® was a dutiful
head boy. 8till, he wished that Quelch
would have forgotten his existence on
the first day of the term, when there
wera plenty of things to occupy a
fallow's time and attention, However,
the word of Henry Samuel Quelch, the
master of the Remove, was law in the
Lawer Fourth, and Wharton lost no time
in repairing to his Form master's study.

THE MAGNET

Mr, Quelch was not alone when he
entered that apartment. Arthur Traill,
the new junior, was there. Apparently,
it was not on matters connected with
the Form that Mr. Quelch desired to
speak to his head boy. It was in con-
nection with the new fellow,

“This is Traill, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch, “a new boy in the Remove |”

“Yes, sir. I've mot: Traill,” said
Harry, with a nod to the new junior,
“Wa were in the same carriage to-day.’
o o0h, very good!” said Mr, Quelch,
‘I hope you will be friends, Wharton,
a3 I am placing Traill in your study.”

Wharton barely suppressed a grimace.
He felt kindly enough towards the new
kid, but he did not want a third in
Study No. 1. But that was a matter for
Mr. Quelch to decide, so Wharton
answered dutifully :

“Oh, certainly, sir I

“You may go, Traill,” said Mr,
Quelch. “Please remain, Wharton, as I
?m.ge something further to say to you.”

Traill went, and Wharton waited.
The door closed after”the new junior,
and Mr, Quelch coughed, and then
coughed again. Finally he spoke,

“Wharton, you arn my head boy, and
I E]aos great reliance upon you, I can
ask you what, perhaps, I should hesitate
to ask of any other boy in my Torm.”
_“0h, my hat[” murmured Wharton
tilently, wondering what was coming,

“This new boy Traill,"” resumed Mr.
Quelel, “is, as perhaps you have
noticed, a little—not exactly dolicate,
but hardly so strong and sturdy as the
average Creyfriars boy of his age.
Some years ago he had an illness, and,
though he completely recovered from iu
and 15 now in normal health, he is by
no means so strong as the average
Remove hoy. In these circumstances, I
ghould like to ask you to befriend him
ss much a3 you e¢an, and—and make
things, so far as may be possible, easy
for him in his fivst term here. For that
reason I have placed him in your
study.”

“Oh ) said Harry,

Probably the captain of the Remove
did not look very enthusiastic. He did
not know Traill—had never seem him
before that day, or heard of his exist-
ence. To have a new kid—and a new
kid that nceded loocking after—landed
on him the first day of term was a
thing that might have dismayed any
Greyiriars man, Mr. Quelch looked at
him keenlﬁ, and Wharton tried to
sssume a cheerful expression.

“Yon are head hoy of my Form,
Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch. “You will
not forget that certain responsibilitics
attach to the position.”

“QOh, quite, sir1”

“T will say no more,” said Mr,
Quelch, “Although yeu have sonie
faults of temper, Wharton, you are the
boy I trust most in my Form, and I am
well aware that you have a kind heart
and a generous nature.”

“Oh, sir|” gasped Wharton, colour-
ing. This sort of thing was very
uncommon from Mr. Quelch,

“T will lcave it to you to do_ your
best to mieet my wishes,” said the
Remove master.

“J-will certainly do everything I can,
&r1® said Wharton, quite earnestly.
«Traill loocks a decent fellow, and I'm
sure we shall be friends. I'll do my
best, sir I

“That s all I can ask!” said Mr.
Quelch graciously ; and with that he dis-
misged his head boy. .

Wharton left the study, with a rather
theughtful shade on hia brow. He
locked round for Traill, prepared to
begin at once by taking him up to the
study; but the new boy was not to he
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seen. Willing as he was to do as Quelch
had requested, Wharton did not con-
sider that he was bound to hunt for the
new kid, and he went back to the
Remove passage, not doubting that
Traill would turn up sooner or later,

He found Nugent and the Bounder
getting on with the cake in Study No. 1,
and joined them in disposing of it.

“What did Quelch want?" asked
Frank.

“New kid coming into this study,”
answered Harry—"that kid in the train
—Traill.” )

Ho added no more while the Bounder
was present. Smithy was the fellow to
make sardonic fun of, the idea of looking
after a new kid and dry-nursing him and
bear-leading him, as Smithy would have

sheep on his first day,” said Frank;
“and that kid Traill seems rather un-
commonly sheepish in his looks.
Quelch asked you—"

“Nice for me!” grunted Wharton.
“Like to put in as head boy, Frank?
I'l]l resign in your favour.’.

“No. DBut I'll go and look for the
kid, if you like,” answered Frank.
*BShouldn’'t wonder if he's standing in
a corner, with his thumb in his month !”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“I'll go!” he said.

And he went. Half a dozen of the
Remove were in the passage, and
Wharton called to them.

“Secen a new kid, anybody "

“Yaas,'' answered Lord Mauleverer.

“0Oh, good! Where is he?”

As 1}
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staircase and went down. Nobody in
the passage had sccn Traill apparently ;
e had not come u?. On the landing
W!mr.tnn camo on Billy Bunter, wlio waa
grinning.

“Been the now kid Traill, Bunter?''
asked Harry.

“He, he, he!”
_“You fat image, what are you cack-
ling at?”

“Ide, he, he!”” cachinnated Bunter,

“Stop sniggering, you fat ass, and
answer ' snapped the captain of the
Remove. “I've got to find the kid; he's
been stuck in my study Where is he ('
He could see that Bunter knew.

“He, he, he " cachinnated Bunter.

Wharton took the fat Owl by one ear,

“Now, you podgy piffler—"'

“ Give Bunter a hand, I tell you,”* sald Skinner.

** Take his other ear.”

““Oh ! ” chuckled Snoop.

“Allright I “I

say—beasts—leggo ! '’ roared Bunter, as Skinner grasped his right ear and Snoop his left, and hauled him up.

“0Oh crumbs !

expressed it. But the Bounder had his
own occupations to ses to, and, after
the cake was finished, he went along to
Study No. 4, where Redwing was un-
packing. Then the captain of the
Bemove gave details.

“ All sorene 1™ gaid Nugent. “The kid
looks decent, and 1 duare say we shall
get on all right] Where is {m now 1"

“Wandering about somewhere,”
answered Harry. “He knows this is
liis study, and he will butt in socner or
later, 1 suppose.”

Nugent gave him rather a queer look,
and laughed. Wharton, who was begin-
ning again on the unpacking of a
picture " that had been brought to
decorate Study No. 1, paused, and gave
a grunt,

“Think I ought to go and find him?"
ke esked.

Well, a new kid is a bit like a lost

Oh crikey ! Leggo my ears! Oh—whoooop ! ™
“I esaw him gomn’ into Capper's
study.”

“Capper’s study !’ exclaimed Whar-
ton. Mr. Capper was magster of the
Upper Fourth. ** What the thumyp is he
doing in Capper’s study "'

“Talkin’ to Capper, I euppose,”
answercd Mauly—"or, more likely,
Capper’s talkin’ to him.”

“DBlessed if I can see why! Capper
hias nothing to do with the Bemove,'’

“But the new kid's in the Fourth,”
said Mauly,

“You silly ass!” roared Wharton,
“Do you think I'm inquiring after new
kids in the Fourth? Blow the Fourth!
1 mean a new Remove kid.”

“0Oh, I didn't know there was s new
Remove kid!" answerad his lordship
placidly. “¥ou said a wew kid."”

“Fathead |"

Wharton went along to the Remove

“Wow! Leggo!" Fowled Bunter.
“I'm mot going to tell you! You
needn't butt in and spoil the fun. That
new kid’s cheeky; making out that I
had his ticket— Wow ! Leggo my
ear [

Tap!

Billy Bunter's bullet head tapped on
the banisters, and the Owl of the Re-
move gﬂ-\'U a roar.

“Wow ! Beast! Wow!"’

“Now, where's that new tick?”
manded Wharton grufily.

“Ow!l Idon't know! I haven't seen
him since I got in!" gnasped Bunter.
“Legro my ear! T nevor saw Skinner
and HBooop taking Lim to Coker's
etody—"

“ What 1" roared Wharton.

“Desides, it’s only a joke; leave 'em
alone! Leggo my ear! The—the fact
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is, I—I think Traill’s in the gym—in
fact, I saw him there—— ¥Yaroooh!”
roared Bumter, as his head tapped again.

Leaving Bunter to roar, the captain
of the Remove tramped away to the
I'ifth Form studies with a knitied brow.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tabies !
% LCE study, what 1 said Skinncr,

N “Yery nice indeed ! said

Traill.

“It's really one of the best
in the Remove,” remarked Sidoey
James Spoap, with a private wink to
skinner.

“1 like it very mmuel,” eaid Traill
innocently.

It was, in fact, quite a nice study—
and Traill, unsuspecting, had no idea
that it was a Filth Formn study, and be-
longed to Coker and Potter and Grecene,
of that Form. After leaving Mr. Quelch
o had asked the first fellow lLe met
the way to Study No. 1 in the Remove.
Unfortunately, that fellow was 3kinner
—and SBkinuer was o humorous youth,
and his little jokes were net always
rood-natared. Taking o “rise ” out of
a guileless new “kid” seemed funny to
Hkinner, and that was his present ha.p!}y
accupation. Ho had seen Coker & Co,
in Mtall, so he knew that the coast was
clear, and with a solemin face he guided
the new boy to Coker’s study. Several
fellows, among them Billy Bunter, had
watched them go, with grinning faces.

It was rather a large study—Fifth
Torm were larger ihan junior studics—
and it had a big window on the quad.
Traill bad not expected anything quite
0 nieo as this, and he was naturally
pleased.

_“Mr. Quelch said that Wharton and
Nugent would be in tho study with nie,”
remarked Traill. *I left Wharton with
Mr. Quelch, Know where Nugent is?"

“May be up any minnte,” said
Skinner. *“Make yourself at home, old
bean, as this is your study. The fact is
Nugent asked me to Jook after yon a
bit till he came up. Did vou get any
tea? It's always a scramble on first
day of term.’”

“0Oh, yes!”

“8till, I dare say vou've got room for
meore,”’ said Skinner: *“and Nugent
asked me to see to it. Look here.”

There was a hamper in the corner of
the study. It was one of those well-
packed hampers that Horace Coker of
tha Fifth always brought hack with him
—packed by the loving lhands of his
affectionate  Aunt  Judy. Skinner
Llragiged it out of the corner and lifted
tha lid. All sorts of good things, beauti-
fully paeked, lay within. Snoop stared
w3 Skioner lifted out a bag of tarts
and & bag of dongimuts and a eake. It
was rather a risky business to interfore
with the posscssions of Coker of the
Fifth.

“Bit down, Lkid,” zaid Bkinner in
honeyed tones, “ T dare say you can de
with some of this stuff, what 1?

“Yeg, rather ! said Traill, “Bat did
Nugent say—""

“Exactly! e made a point of it.
Very nice cliap Nugent,” zaid Skinner.
“He epecially asked me to tell you not
to stand on covemony. Just tuck into
anything you like. He'll be pleased.”

Traill zat down at Coker’s table in
Coker's cliair. Tea in Hall on the first
day was, as Skinner had said, rather a
seramble. Traill, as s matter of fact,
was still hungry.  And that array of
vood things turned out of Coker's
THe MacxeT Taepary.—No. 1,317

hamper looked very tempting. Traill

lost no titue in starting.

“I—I say, we'd better cut, as we have
to see the Head,” said Skinner gravely.
“Cun’t keep the Head waiting, Trailll
He gets waxy if a fellow keeps himn
waiting. Yeou're all right here?”

“Oh, quite, thanks!’’ said Traill.

In the railway carriage he had not
heen very favourably impressed hy
Skinner, but he could not help thinking
now that the fellow was very good-
natured.  Certainly he seemed to be
taking a good deal of trouble about a
new boy—at the risk, it appeared, of
keeping the headmaster waiting.

“Wait here till Nugent cones,” said
Skinner. “He asked me to tell you to.
Dan’t Irave the study till he comes.”

Y Right-ho ! agreed Traill,

If ha waited til Nugent came—which,
of course, Nugent was not likely to do—
he was certain fo be there when Coker
came! Thet was the excellent Skinner's
ohject.

What Coker wonld do when he found
a fag in his study devouring the con-
tents of Aunt Judy’s hamper was an in-
teresting uestion—very  interesting
indeed to Skinner. What was lcft of
Traill might have to he carried away!
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It was abselutely certain that Horace
Coker would go off at tho deep end, and
that the hapless new kid would have the
time of lis life, Coker was not likely to
come yet; Wingate, the captain of
Greyfriars, was “jawing " about gamos
in Hall, But Skinner had astutely
sottled that Traill was going to wait
till the great Horace came,

Skinner helped himself to a couple of
the tarts. Snoop followed his example,
As Traill was to pay scot and lot, so to
speak, they saw no reason why they
should not sample the stuff, which was
really worth sa.mpling. Finding the
stuff roally good, Skinner and Snoop
helpad themselves to a little more; and
Traill was going strong. Quite an
jnroad had heen made into Coker's
hamper, when there was a sound of
hurried footsteps in the passage.

Akimner and Snoop started, but they
kuew that that light tread was not the
heavy stamp of Horace Coker. They
looked round as o rather breathless
junior appeared in the doorway. It was
Harry Wharton.

“Oh, here
Wharton.

Skinner and Snoop sidled to the door.
But the captain of the Remove occupied
tha doorway, and did not move for them
to pass. He planced at Traill, who was
scoffing tarts at o great rate, and then

you are!” exclaimed
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fixed his eyes grimly on the practical
jokers,

“What's this game, Skinner?' ho
asked quietly,

“Let me pass, please,” said Skinner.

“Not yet I"” answered Wharton coolly.
“I want to know what rotten trick
you've been playing on the new kid 1"

“Is there any law against pulling a
new kid's leg 7! sneered Skinner.

“Not at all—hut there’'s a limitl
Traill, you young ass, den’t you know
better than to butt into a senior study
and scoff 8 senior man’s tuck?” de-
manded Wharton,

Traill stared at him,

“A senior study | he repeated.

. “My hat! Didn't you know this was
in the Fifth 7"

“Eh? Tsn’t this your studyi”

“Wha-a-at §*

“Isn't this Study No. ¥ in the Re-
niove 1’ asked Traill, staring,

Oh, my aunt! 8o that’s what you've
told the irloung ass, Bkinner?”

“Look here, let me pass;, you rotter!”’
snapped  Skinner, &harton’s arrival
had completely spoiled Skinner’s littls
joke.

“Yon're not passing yet,” said Harry.
“8tand where you are! You, too,
Snoop! We're going into this, ‘f[‘ruill,
vou benighted young ass, what do you
mean by scoffing that stuff? Has
Skinner told you you can mop up
Coker's stuff 2

“Cokor's I” rcpeated Traill. “Who's
Caker 2™

“The fellow this stuly belongs to—
a Fifth Iorm man.”

Traill rose to his fect,

“I—I—I thought—oh, my hat! Isn't
it Nugent's—didn't Nugent say——och
crumbs I Traill brake off in dismay.
He was innocent and inexperienced;
but he was no fool. He could see now
how his leg had been_pulled,

“¥You young ass! Lucky I found you
hera!” exclaimed Wharton, “If Coker
came in and found you scofling his tick,
you'd have been carried away in an
ambulanece.™

“0Oh 1 gasped Traill,

“Will you let me pass, you cheeky
rotter 7" snarled Skinner. “Tll jolly
well shove you over,”

“Bhove as hard as you like,” answered
Wharton contemptuously., “Traill, you
young ass, get out! Wait for me in
the passage, and I'll take you to my
study.”

"“Oh, all right!”

Traill passed Wharton in the doorway.
Skinner shoved forward to follow him;
and Harry Ipushed him back without
ceremony. It was a hefty push, and
Skinner sat down,
carpet.

hard, on Coker's

Bnoop hacked away.

i k here, Wharton, it was only a
jape I said Snoop uneasily. “Can’t you
mind your own business?”

“ A jape’s a jape,” agread Wharton,
“It’s rather rotten to pull a silly new
kid’s leg—but if you’d bunged him into
the wrong study, and left him, yon
could eall it & jape) But it's no joke
to set him scoffing Coker's tuck. ou
know as well as I do that Coker would
have smashed him, if he’d found him
at it. Do you call it a joke to get a
new kid a frightful whopping on his
frst day in the scheol? Is tga.t your
idea of fun?”

Skinner picked himself up.

“Mind your own business,” he enarled
savagely, “ And now let nie get out of
this study, confound you! What ara you
at, you rotter?” he added in alarm, as
Wharton shifted the key to the outside
of the door. -

“You were going to leave Traill here,
for Coker to handle,” said Harry.
“Well, if you're g0 keen on Coker
handling somebody, you're not going

1
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to be disappointed. 8tay here your-
selves.” .

“¥You cheeky rotter ” bawled Skinner
in alarm, and Snoop Eava quite a squeak
of terror. “Leave that door alone!”

Rats!” .

“Back up, Snoopy !” panted Skinner,
and in sheer desperation, he made &
rush.  And Snoop, cqually desperate,
backed him up. .

Harry Wharton stood like a rock
in the doorway. He had no doubt about
being able to handle the two weedy
slackers of the Remove. They came al
him together, and Wharton's right
flashed out, and caught Skinner on the
chin Skinner established contact with
Coker’s carpet again, harder than
before. Snoop sprang back just in tine
to escape the left.

Slam |
The door closed and the key turned,
Skinner and Snoop gazed at one

another in horror. They were locked in
the study—to wait for Coker| Coker,
it was absolutely cortain, would tlirash
ony fags he found in his study with his
ratded hamper. It had seemed quite
funny to Skinner for Traill to get that
thrashing, It did not seem funny at
all to get it himself! The humour of
the situation was now entirely lost on
Harold Skinner !

“0h erikey |” groaned Snoop.

“The rotter !”iissed Skinner.

Harry Wharton’s footsteps died away
down the passage. The door was
lacked—the window twenty or thirty
feet from the ground. Skinner and
Bnoop groaned with dismay. Skiuner
lifted his hand to hammer at the door!
But he dropped it again. Hammering
at the door could only bring Fifth Iorm
wmen there—if anybody!

Leaving the door locked, and the key
outside, Harry Wharton joined Traill,
and walked him away to the Remove.
And BSkinner and Snoop, in Coker's
study, waited—for Coker!

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hunting Cover !

ORACE COKER, of the Fifth
Form, looked very bright and

cheery as he came up the
passage to his study. .

On either side of him walked Lis
chums, Potter and Greene. Following

him came Fitzgerald, Tomlinson, and
Price, all of the Fifth. Coker was not
always regarded as a man of conse-
gquence in ﬁis TForm; indeed, few of the
T'ifth made a secret of the fact that
they regarded him as a prize ass! But
on the first day of term Colker had e
certain popularity. Pleaty of fellows
scemed pleased to see Coker back again
—and tﬁis had a pleasing effect on
Coker. Ie did not attribute it to the
gorgeous things he brought back to
school with him—not being a suspicious
follow. Five Fifth Form men were
coming up to the study with Coker—and
he might Lhave had a dozen or more—
50 extensive was his popularity on the
first day of term, Later, it was likely
to wane.

Coker turned the door-handle and
shoved. To his surprise, the door did
not open.

“What the thump 1” ejaculated Coker.
“This blessed door's jammed, or some-
thing |  Blow [*

“ Locked I sugpested Potter,

“PDon’t be an ass, Potter |”

“'Hem 1"

“How could it be locked?" said
Coker. “Who the dickens could have
l?cked my study door”

“They key's on the outside,”
Greene.

“Don’'t be a duffer, Greene!

said

How
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key be on the outside!
broke off suddenly, as
he saw the key sticking out of the lock
on the outside of the door, “Well, my
hat! What silly ass has been playing
tricks in my study, I'd liko to know.”

Coker frowned wrathfully.

Within the stucdy, Skionner and Snoop
gazed at one another with almost
hagzard eves, as they heard the voices
outside. Coker was there—and they
had had a wild idea of collaring Coker,
taking him by surprise, and up-ending
him, and escaping before he got on the
rieht end agnin. But it was clear that
Coker was not alone; so that desperate
resource was impracticable.

On the other hand, to wait in the
study till Coker discovered them, was an
awful prospect! Coker had & quick
tenper, a heavy hand, and a hefty
boot ! He had a short way with fags—
and in the present circumstances his
way with Skinner and Snoop was certain
to be very short indeed,

“Make a rush as soon as that fool

could the
You—" Coker

opens the door—what?” whispered
Snoop.

Skinner shook his head.

“ No use—there's a mob of them I”

“ But—but what—I say, we shall get
a fearful licking—you were a silly ass
to bring Traill here

“SBhut up! Get out of sight, and
chanca it,” whispered Skinnmer. “DBy
gura, I'll make that moon-faced new cad
pay for this.” .

“It wasn't Traill—it was Wharton—"

“0h, shut up 1"

Skinner zlared desperately round the
study. Then he ducked his head and
dodred under the table. Snoop ducked
to fallow.

“No room for two!” muttered
Skinner, *“We'll be spotted! Find
somewhere else—quiet |

Snoop gave a soarl, and backed

behind the sereen that stoed in a corner
of the study. There was no time for
argument; Coker was turning the key
now. BSidney James Snoop was barely
* Tnz Mrexer Lisrary.—No. 1,317.



out of sight when the door was thrown
opern. .

Coker marched in.

He sgtarad asbout the study =us-
piciously. Finding the door locked on
the outside had made him suspicious.
He gave a snort, at the sight of the
open hamper and tuck on the table.

“My hat! Somebody’s been here!”
he exclaimed. g

“Yooks like it!”? said Potter, with &
stare. “ After the tuck! Quecr that they
should lock the door after them when
they went.”

“Jolly queer |” agreed Greene.

“Faith, it’s quare intirely,” concurred
Fitzgerald, “If they'd taken the key—
bt they didn't—" )

* Anythin’ left ?** drawled Price.

“That’s all right,” said Coker. “I1
fancy the young scroundrels must have
heen interrupted—there isn’t much
gone. By gum | I'll jolly well make them
sit up for raiding my study! Remove
kids, of course—they've got the cheek
for 16! Look here, let’s go along to the
Remove and give them a jolly good
whopping, what?” ) .

Skinner and Snoop entertained a brief
hope.

But it was brief!

The other Fifth Form men had come
here for a spread, and they were not
ilisposed to change it for a raid on the
Remove, Neither, probably, were they
z0 keen a3 Coker to wake up a Lornet’s-
nest.

“Better find out first who's done it,”
said Tomlingon. “Not much good
whopping the Removs, if it was some of
ihe Fourth or the Shell, what?”

“Well, a whopping always does fags
good 1” said Coker. “Cuan’t let a thing
like this pass. If we let the fags begin
the term by checking the Fifth, good-
ness knows where it will end,”

Coker was keen, evidently, on a row.
But Coker’s voice was like unto one ery-
ing in the wilderness. All the other
fellows were keen on the hamper,

“0Oh, let 'em rip!” said Tomlinson,
eitting down. “Like a fellow to hel{),
Coker, old bean? That locks a jolly
hamper.” . .

“1'opping |” said Price,

Coler grunted. Ile was in a minority
of one. He yiclded the point, and
started unpacking the hamper. 00
things galore were turned out and put
on the table. Aunt Jud; had done her
beloved mnephew remarkably well in
packing that bamper, The raiders, who-
ever they were, had net had time to
male a8 very deep inroad.

Quite a cheery party sat down round
the table to dispose of that gorgecus
spread, while Skinner trembled under
the table, and Snoop shivered behind
the screen. . :

“Borry, old man [” gaid Tomlinson to
Coker.

“Eh, what?”

“Didn’t I kick your footi"

“NO-”

“YWell, it was somebody’s foot. Sorry,
whoever it was,” saia Tomlinson., “This
cold chicken is a dream, Coker—a beau-
tiful dream I”

*(lad you like it, old man,” answered
Coker amiably. “Hallol Did I kick
one of you chaps?”

The chaps shook their lieads.

“There's something under the table, 1
think,” said Fitzgerald. ‘‘I've bang’ed
my knee on something All serene.

“You fellows are cTulfe,: to sheve
things under the table * said Coker to
his study-mates, “I believe in Leeping
a study tidy A place for everything,
and everything in its plazel Look at
those slippers on the hooksnelf—"

“They’re yours,” said Potter.

“Vou put 'em there 1 said Greene.
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“Oh '* Coker dropped the subject of

the slippers. *Well shoving things out
of the way umder the tabie is rotten
slovenly. I must say that. One of your

bags,

suppose, Potteri”

Not at all.”

" Some rubbish of yours, Greeno 1
“Not in the least " )
“Well, there’s something there,” said

Coker, reaching oui with a large foot

under the table. “I can feel it! There

—I've kicked it! It's something)”
There certainly was something! And

the *“‘something ** that Coker kicked

barely repressed a howl of anguish.

Snoop, listening behind the screen, was

glad that he was not, after all, sharing

Skinner’s hiding-place :
“Well, never mind,” said Tomlinson.

“What does it matter} Pass the salt,

Pricey I
*It does matter I” contradicted Coker.

“There jsn’t a lot of room anyhow,

without Potter and Greene stacking all

sorts of things under a fellow’s table,”

“But we haven't—*

“Don’t argue, Potter |

“We haven't——"

“Don’t talk rot, Greere! What's the
good of telling me you haven't stacked
a lot of rubbish under the table when
I can feel it with my foot? There—I've
kicked it.again 1"

“Ow! ow!l Owl” came a hideous
shriek from under the table. This time
Coker's boot had ¢lumped on Skinner’s

T
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ear, and it did damsze. “Ow! Ow!
QOooh [” !

And Colier & Co. jumped as if they
had been electrified.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Six for Skinner!

» REAT pip!” ’
“There’s somebody——"
“Under the table—"
“My hatl”

Coker and his guests were all on their
feet, in great surprise That frantic
howl apprised them that it was not
*something,” but “somebody,” that was
under the table,

“Why, who—who—what—
tered Coker.

He bent down and stared under the
table. His startled eyes met the terri-
fied and infuriated glare of Harold
Hkinner.

“A Remove fag!” roared Coker.
“Qkinner of the Removel| Hiding in
my study! My hat! We know now
wlfo’s been raiding my hamper! Have
him out !”

“Cheeky young scoundrel |” exclaimed
Potter. “Hook hin. out!”

“Come out!® roared Coker.

“1—I say,’’ stammered Skinner, “I—I
wasn't—I—I—neve S

“Come out!” bawled Coker. “You
know what you're going to get! Come
out!”

Skinner did indeed know what he was
going to get. It madc bin feel disin-
clined to come out.

“ Are you coming out?” roared Coker.

stut-
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“You—you see—I—I—" stammered
the hapless Skinner.

““Hand me that ericket bat from the
corner, Potter! I'll get him out fact
enough I””

::gera you arel’ -

ow, you young Ewee

Skinner yaflad a8 éoker qulﬁ'd
under the study table with the bat. He
rolled out on the opposite side. Pick-
ing himself up with great activity, he
made a bound for the door. But he
had no chance—three or four bi
egniors closed up in_ his way. an
grinned, and shoved him back.

“Collar him!” said Coker. *I'll
teach him to raid my hamper! Hiding
in the study all the time, after scoffing
mﬁ grub! Find a cricket stump, Potter,
old man |*

“Look here, let me get out!” gasped
Skinner. “I never touched your grub!
I—I was locked in here—that rotter
Wharton locked me in—"" :

“ And what were you doing in here, if
he did 7 demanded Coker. * Somebody
locked you in. But you were in the
study, what? And what were you up
to?  Scoffing grub from mv hamper]
Lay him over that ehair 1*

“Let gol” shrieked Skinner wildly,
a3 the grmning Fifth-Formers grasped
him and streiched him, face down, over
the chair,

. He kicked and struggled frantically,
in horrid anticipation of what was
coming,

“TI'll give him sixl’ said Coker.
“Give a fellow room! I'm going to lay
’em on—hard I

Whack |

“ Yarooch I”

Whack !

“ Whooop 1"

Whack !

“Owl Ow!

Skinner. - o

Skinner never could take a licking;
and there was no doubt that Coker was
laying it on hard-—ver hard. Six from
Wingate would have been nothing to
this—even six from Quelch. Skinner
writhed and wrigg'ed and roared.

‘Whack !

Stoppit I” shricked

“0Oh  erikey! You  rotter—
Yaraoop 1

Whack !

“Don’t break him, old bean ! =aid
Titzgerald. “He's rather a weedy

specimen. Don't break him in half}”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Whack ! .

The last whack elicited a fiendish yell
from Skinner. He rolled over as the
seniors released him staﬁgeted_up, and
bolted from the study. His flying foot-
steps died away down the Fifth Form
passage.

Coker threw down the stumg.

“1 fancy,” he remarked, "that young
sweep won't raid my study sgain in &
hurry! What 1"

And the Fifth Form party, chuckling,
sat down again to resume the inter-

rupted feast. i

ind the screen in the corner
Sidney James Snoon felt his flesh ereep
with terror. It did not occur to Horace
Coker, or to his friends, that there was
another fellow hidden in the study—
they had found the grub-raider and
stumped him, and they were satisfied,
and they dismissed the matter from their
minds.

Snoop was deeply thankful that he had
not been under the table with Skinner,
But the perspiration was thick on his
brow, as Ee crouched behina the screen,
hardly daring to breathe, The bare
idea of getting a stumping like Skinner’s
made him coringe : .

Minutes that seemed like hours, if not
days, passed: and Bnoop crouched and
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cringed and waited. But everything
comes to an end at last; and so did the
feast in Coker's study. Tomlinson and
Fitzgerald and Price rose to go—and
went, And Potter and Greene made n
move to follow them.

“I'm !g‘mng to unpack some things,"
paid Coker, glancing at Potter and
Greene, *You can lend me a hand.”

“Well, there’s n meeting in Hall, you
know,” said Potter.

' Never mind that |”

“Wingate will be speaking—" said
Greene.

“I don’t care about hearing Wingate
talk rot!”

Potter and Greens exchanged a
glance._ First ovening of term was

lled with matters of interest; and they
were not inclined to spend it in the
study—helping Coker unpack. They
had helped him unpack the hamper; but
that, of course, wa: a different matter.

“Look here come along with us,
Coker,” said Potter. *We'd rather not
miss it.”

“I think 1 said 2
unpack.”

Potter did not say: Unﬂack and be
blowed !” It would have been rather
ungrateful, after that magnificent
spread. What he said was:

“My hat! I've forgotten Proutl I've
got to see Prout!” and he scuttled out
of the study,

“Phew " exclaimed Greene. “I'd
forgotten Prout | and he scuttled after
Potter.

Onee out of the study, however, their
footsteps did_not lead them in the
direction of Mr. Prout, their Form
master. They went down to Hall

wi3 pgoing to

Coker grunted, and proceeded to
unpack on his lonely own. Behind the
seroen, Snoop shook an unseen fist at
him. All the other Fifth Form fellows
were gone, and the coast was clear,
excepting for Coker. But Coker, of
course, ﬁnd to hang on—that was the
kind of exasperating idiot Coker was!
Sidney James Snoop waited and waited
and waited: while Coker moved about
the study, humming a tune as he un-
packed books and other possessions.
Suddenly Snoop heard his voice.

* Now, whers the thump did I put
those Indian clubs?”

Snoop's knees knocked togetherl
There were a pair of Indian clubs in the

corner, behind the screen—Snoop’s
calves brushied them as be stood. If
Coker started looking for those
clibs—
He did!

Apparently he remembered where he
had put them, for Snoop heard his
heavy footsteps coming directly towards
the screen.

Snoop had a wild idea of grabbing
up one of the clubs, braining Coker with
it, and fleeing over his prostrate.body.
But he had no time for that, even if he
had had the nerve! Coker's hand was
already on the screen to move it aside!
lSpoop. dezperate, shoved it right at
iim.

“ Why—what—"" gasped Coker, in
astonishment,

It seemed to Coker, for one startling,
amazinr moment, that that screen had
Euddt_mﬁr coms to life, and was jumping
at him. Defore Coker could begin to
make out what was happening, it
crashed.

“Qooogh !” gasped Coker.

He sat down auddenlﬁ,_ with tha
sorcen on his head, It hit his head
quite hard, and his head burst through
it. Sitting in a state of dazed amaze-
ment, with the screen round his neck,
Coker had a %limpsa of a junior
scuttling out of the study like &
frightened rabbit.

“Doooch 17 gasped Coker. “What the
thump—who the dickens—my only aunt
—ooocogh—""

Snoop did not wait to hear Coker's
remarks, Bnoop was doing the Fifth
Form passage at a rate which proved
that Sidney James, under certain cir-
cumstances, would have had a jolly good
chanca for the Schoel 100-yards!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight in Study No. 1!

RTHUR TRAILL #at in the
armechair in Study No. 1, and
watched the Lkettla -on the
methylated stove in the fender.

Supper in Hall was over, and ib was
close on tima for dorm: but there was
to be cocoa in Study No. 1 before the
Removites went to bhéd. Wharton and
Nugent had gone. along the g_s.ssag_e,
to see DBob Cherry and Hurree

ingh in
No. 13. Traill's adventures in Coker's
study gave the chums of the Remove
the impression that he was rather an
asa; but they rather liked him, and
quite friendly relations had been estab-
lislied in Stody No. 1 in the Remove.

{Continuwed on next page.)
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Now lho cheerfully watched the ketile,
while his studymates were gous to
rather the Co. for the final cocoa.

The new boy was feeling tired, after
a day of such new and exciting expeor-
iences, and he was glad of a rest. ub
lis rest was destined to be interrupted.

The half-open door was pushed wide
open, and Traill glanced round, expect-
ing to see Wharton or Nugent. But it
was the Dbitter, malicious face of
Skinner that he saw,

“0Oh! You're here,’”
coming into the study. .

“Yes, here am,” apswered Traill
politely. He grinned a little. “ Did you
have a good time in that study in the
Irifth "

“You thonght it rather funny to lock
a fellow in, to got toco from that ruflian
Coker, didn't you?” said Skinner.

“Wasn't that what you intended for
nie ¥ asked Traill, "It seems to me a
vitzg of tlia biter Lit! I den't sco why
vou should play such 2 rolten trick on
a new follow.”

“Coker gave mao six with a cricket
simip i osaid  Skinver. “I've  becuw
looking for a clhaunce to see you”

“Well, yon can sce me now!” 'Fraill
Janghed., “You don’t want to seu
Wharton! It was he who locked you
im, you kuow.?

Akinner had excellent reasons for
not wanting to see Wharton about if.
IIe had about as much chance in a
~crap with the captain of the Remove
#3 Dha would have had with Carnera.
Skinner preferred to “take it out ® of
a fellow he could handle. And he very
much wanted to take it out of some-
hody., He had had no chauce, so far,
as the captain of the Remova seemed
to have taken Traill under his wing.
~Now he had found the new fellow alone;
and was ready to pass on to him what

said Skinner,

he had received from Coker of the
Fifth. He camo further into the study
and shut the door after him,

Traill eyed him warily.

“(iet out of that clhairi” said Skinner.

“I'm quito comfortable in it, thanks.”

Skinner stood before him, eycing him.
Skinner was no fighting-man, but he was
in a savage temper, and he had no donbt
that he could handle the slim, rather
delicate-featured new “Lkid.” e was
higger, and obviously stronger, than
Traill; and he had no seruple whatever
in taking advantage of those etrcum-
stances. In his present frame of mind,
there was sntisfﬁct.ion in the idea of
hammering the fellow right and left.
As Traill made no movement, he leaned
forward, grasped him by the shoulder,
and hooked him out ef the chair.

“Now put up vour hands, ¥you
yotter 1 he said between his teeih,
“You wouldn't rather wait  for

Wharton?” asked Traill, “Ha will be
back in a few wingtes,”

Skinner's answer was o drive vight at
his face, which would have lifted the
now follow lhalf across the study if it
bad lande.

But it did net land. With nnexpeetod
swiftness and neatness, Traill gunavded,
ainl Bkinner’s clenched fist p Liimn
hv, smiting the cmpty air, and Skinner,
carvicd on hy his own moementuni,
Lumped against Traill. The pew junior
id ot hit out, but gave the surpriso
Skinner a pu:h, sending him down 2
the carpet, where he sat hard,

“Oh 17 gasped Skinner.

“Rit there and take a rest till
Wharton comes back " suggested Traill
“lt's rea]i?r Wharton yon want to :ce,
yon kuow.”

Skinner serambled up. red with rage,
and fairly hurled himself at the new
Removite.

s

A

G"!

Accused of theft !
Third Form fag at St. Jim's, when Mr. Selby, his Form

master, misses a banknote!
he is innocent, but all the evidence is against

SCHOOLBOYS
SACRIFICE/

n
>

Book-length
School Yarn
for 4d.
ONLY!

That is the position of Frank Levison,

To the last Frank swears that
him! Heis

to be expelled—nothing can save him! Then, at the last
moment, his brother Ernest steps in and, after a mysterious
interview betwéen the Head and Emest Levison, Frank is

Ask
for No.
196 of

that Ernest is to

told that he is absolved of blame.

be expelled instead! Read this thrilling

yarn of school life, written by famous Martin Clifford and
featuring Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim’s.

SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN'

Now On Sale at all Newsagents

But he does not know

Librar

B 4d.

THE MAGNET

Traill gave ground, backing round the
table, under the onslanght. But it was
clear at once that ho knew something
about boxing; and though he was not
strong, he was light and active. And it
was clear, too, that he had plenty of
pluck, which Bi{inner rather lacked. He
guarded eoolly, and not one of Skinmer's
savare blows reached him; and they
cireumnavigated the study table. Traill
zmiling, Skinner panting.

“¥ou rotten funk!” gasped Skinner.
“Haven't vou pluck enough to stand up
to a chap ™

“Oh, all right ! said Traill.

Tustead of retreating farther, he came
on, amd Skinner, to his surprise and
annoyance, found his sawing fists swept
away, and a sct of knuckles planted on
L5 nose,

For the
o, .

It was not_a hard knock—Traill did
not seem to have enough beef in him
for a veally hard one. But it was
viough to floor Skinner, and it had
drawn o spurt of elaret from his nose.

<kinner clasped lis nose, and his
neers wore roddrned,  Traill sat on the
go of tho table and watched hinn
1'he ead of the Remove scemed in no
ey to get to his feet again.,

“{huck it,” suggested Traill amicably.
“What is there to row about, anybow?
You played a roiten trick, and got the
worss of it. That's elll I don’t want
to serap if vou den't.””

“You rotten worm §” gasped Skinner.

Fle scrambled up at last. By this
tite, Skinner was feeling rather sorry
that o had proveked the scrap, DBut
ha stmply could not back out from a
tirht with o mew fellow who looked
Gardly Dalf lis weight. Traill was
plucky, and he knew how to box; but
physically he was not Skinner’s match.
Skinner came on again, putiing all his
heof into it; and Traill slipped round
the table, and met him coolly and
steadily.

Tramp! tramp! tramp! For two or
three minutes they went at it, and this
time Skinner got in a couple of body
hlows that made the new fel!ow gasp.
That encouraged Skinmer, The fellow
was already tiring—thera was no beef
in him. Skinner pressed harder,

The study door was suddenly flung
open, and a little crowd of juniors
appeared in the doorway.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Chorry, “Scrapping already [”

ITarry Wharton ran into the study.

» Stop that, 3kinner ! he rapped out.

“Mind your own bhusiness,” snarled
Skinner,

Wharton caught Lkim by the shoulder,
and stung him back. '[raill stoo
panting for breath. .

“It's all right,”* he pasped, “let him
come on.”

“Rot1” snapped Wharton. *“You're
not going to serap, your first day here!
Skimmer, you rotter, if you're ratty abous
what you got in Coker's study, you can
deal with me. I locked you in—nct
Traill

“Gkinner would rather deal with
Fraill 1* grinned Bob Cherry. * Skinner
thinks it’s more blessed to give than
to receive.”

“If that funk's going to hide behind
you, Wharton * cnecred Skinner.

“Bhut up, you rotter [*

Traill pushed the captain of the
Remove aside. .

“Let him come on,” he said quietly.
“1 think I can handle him—I'm going
to try, anyhow.”

“Hear, hear |” said Johnny Bull.

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton frowned. He was
mindful of his promise te Mr. Quelch,

socond  time, Bkinner sat
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and ready to kick Bkinner out of the
study, But he could hardly prevent
Traill from having his own way. He
gtood mside, while the combat was re-
newed

Skinner came on again with a rush.
Wharton looked on anxiously. It looked
a8 if the slightly built new fellow must
be rushed off his feet by sheer weight,
But Traill side-stepped swiftly, and his
list lashed out, catching Bkinner under
the ear.

Crash |

Skinner went over like a2 ninepin and
measured his lengih on the study carpet.
Ife sprawled and gasped.

“Brave !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Man down !” chnckled Johnny Bull,

“Good man!” said Wharton, in great
rehief,

skinner sat up.

“"Ow ! he gasped. “Wow !l Ow!t”

“"lake a hand up?” asked Johnny
Bull sareastieally. **Shall we lift you
on to your feet, eld bean?”

“Ow !l Oooh! Ow™
“Take your fime,” said Bob, “It's
dorm in a quarter of on hour. But

I suppose you won't be frightfully
disappointed if this terrific scrap is
mterrupted.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Skinner zeowled savapely, Az a
matter of faet, he Lad had enough. His
head was singing, and Skinner never
could take punizhment. IIe sat where
he was, and seowled.

“Well, 13 that the finish?” asked
Harcy Wharton. “If you're done,
Skinner, will yon erawl out, and elear?
You don't need telling that you're not
wanted here, I suppose 7"

Skinmer picked himzelf up slowly.
Traill watched him warily, bul Blinner
did not look gt him., Without o word,
but scowling blackly, he crossed to the
door and left the study. The fGght,
evidently, was over,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Skinner !
s 7INGATEE of the Bixth saw
A lights out for the Remove.
Traill came up to the dor-
mitory with Harry Wharton
& Co. He smiled faintly as he caught
a black seowl from Skinner, Skinner,
looking at him, was tempted to try his
luck again; & less keen fellow than
Skinner eould have seen that the new
Loy was hardly fitted to take his plaes
in the rough-and-tumble of life of the
Lower Fourih. Dut if he had not beef
and brawn he had pluck—and Skinner
was not the man for a fight to a fnish.
Ile still had several aches and pains left
over from the fight in Study No. 1, and
he did not want to add to his collection.
And there were other and less strenuous
ways of making a fellow sorry for him-
self—Skinner was not particular.

After lights out there was a cheery
huzz of talk from bed to bed, Traill
did not join in it. When Bob Cherry
spoke to him he did not answer.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Gone to zlecep
already, Traill?” called out Bob, in a
voice that would have awakened most
sleepers.

There was no answer from Traill
Evidently lie was aslecp, and in a very
deep slumber.

“Let the dear boy sleep!” jeered
Skinner. *The poor litile fellow’s tired.
Why did they send him here. instead
of to a home for crocks? He looks
ns if he would fall dewn if a fellow
pushed Iim."

“He didn't fall down
pushed him,” chuckled Bob.

when ¥ou
“Nou did

the falling down, Skinner! And you
weren't in a fearful hurry to get up
again,”

“Hn, ha, hal”

And Skinner gaid no more.

Blumber sealed the eyes of the Remova
at last, but Skinper did not sleep. There
was a pain in his ear and a pain in
his nose, which helped to keep him
awake. Dut Skinner had no intention
of sleeping till he had earried out a
little scheme that he had in his mind
for thp discomfiture of the fellow who
had licked him. But he was in no

hurry. Ha dozed off once or twiece, but
he was awake when eleven o'clock
boomed from the old tower. Then

skinner sat up in bed,

He listened for a few minutes, and
spoke in a low voice,

“You fellows asleep?”

Unly steady breathing, and the snore
of Billy Bunter answered him. Tle

Remove at that hour were deep in
ElLlIEI.!]E'I’-
Bkinner waited another minute or

two, and then slipped softly and silently
from his bed. It was dark in the dor-
mitory, only » glimmer of May starlight
coming in at the high windows. Skinner
groped his way ecautiovsly in the gloom.

From under hLis bed l:c had taken n
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tin of treacle. That tin was to be up-
ended over the slecper in Traill’s bed.
Skinner grinned ot the thought of the
sticky fluid streaming over a startled
face. Traill was going to have a sudden
and unpleasant awakening. Long before
he could be spotted Skinner would be
back in his bed—leaving the Remove to
guess who had played that trick on the
new hoy,

Silently, eautiously, Bkinner groped
his wav to Traill's bed. He bent over
it and listened for the sleeper’s breath-
ing, as o guide for the treacle.

He lieard no sound. Listening in-
tently he gave a start, It seemed, for
the moment, that the fellow was not
breathing at all. Then, in utter amaze-
ment. Skinner made a startling dis-
covery,

The bed was empty |

The bedelothes were turned back, just
ps the occupant had left them, getting
out of bed. He groped over the pillow—
it was cold. It was some time, at least,
since Traill's hend had lain there.

Skinner stood rooted with nstonish-
n:"lnl'.lt--

The discovery was ntterly unexpected.

Where was Trzill after eleven o'elock
at night? Skinner had not heard him
move, but he remembered that he had
dozed once or twice, During one of these
brief dozes Traill must have pot out of
bed and out of the ormitory.

11
Obviously, he ecould not be in tha
dormitory ! Where was he?

Dut of bounds !

Skinner whistled softly,

There were fellows in the Remove who
gsometimes broke bounds after lights
out—the Bounder, and Skinner himself |
But a new fellow, on the first night of
his first term in the school—that was
amazing | Keen as he was, suspicious
8s ho was, Bkinner had never suspected
for o moment that the innocent-looking
new kid was that kind of a sweep|
Breaking bounds at night—his first
night in the school! It was the limit!

“My hat!” breathed Skinner,

He carefully replaced the lid on the
treacle tin. That was not wanted now !
1The tin was hidden under Skinner's Led
again, and the cad of the Remove stood
for some minutes, thinking, Then, with
silent tread, he crossed to the dormitary
door, and with infinite caution turned
the key in the lock. He suppressed n
chuckle as he turned it. Hkinner had
been locked in Coker’s study, now
Traill was locked out of his dormitory.
It was tit for tat with o vengeance.
Skinner drew the key from the door

and laid it on the fleor under his
bod.

When Traill came back and found that
he was shut out, he would have to let
the other fellows know that he had been
out of bounds. He would have to
awaken some fellow to get him to let
him in. But Skinner did net intend
him to be let in. Traill could spend the
rest of the night outside, at the risk of
being discovered out of his dormilory
by a master or prefect. Skinner, as ho
crept into bed again felt that thot would
balanee the account and a little over.

He lay awake for some time listening
for a sound at the door. Twelve strokes
boomed out from the clock tower, and
Skinner's eyes closed in spite of him-
self, Traill had not come back yet—at
midnight | He was keeping it up 1
Skinner fell asleep, the last thenght in
liis mind being that he would waken
when Traill. at the door, tried to attract
the attention of some Removite to let

him in.

Clang, elang, clang |

It was the rising-bell that awakened
Skinner in the glimmering sunshine of
the spring morning. He had slept
soundly, after going to sleep so late.

Skinner sat up and rubbed his eyes.

“I say, you fellows! Dother that
bell 1 groaned Billy Bunter, *“I say,
don't make & row—I'm going to Linve a
fnwl!nr.rra minutns.‘f’

“"Turn out, you fat slacker 1" boo
Bob Cherry. boomed

Bob was
Remave.

“Shut up " hooted Buntor., 1 tell
you I'm going to have a fow more
minutes |

“"You won't have time to wash, old
fat man ™

"1 don’t need =0 much washing as
vou do! TI'm elean!” said DBunter.
“Shut up and et 8 fellow
W E unﬂr.s::-on::i lI ”d

unter rolled out in a tongle of sheets
and blankets, witn the Ir:glp of Bob
Cherry,

'* Beast I he roared.

Skinner sat rubbing lis eyes. Ha
remembered the strange happening of
the night, and bent over the side of his
bed, to glance at the door-key he had
placed there. It was still there, where
he had laid it.

The dormitory door was stil! locked—
Troill had not eome back—ho had not
tried to make any fellow wake and let
him in|
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“0Oh crumbs 1” ejaculated Bkinner.

Traill, then, must be still outside the
dormitory—in full view of early-morning
maids—outside a locked door; in-
dubitable proof that he kad been out of
bounds at night. Skinner chuckled.

A dozen Remove fellows were up
already, and Skinner wondered that they
had net noticed that Traill’s bed was
empty. He pglanced at it. Harry
Wharton was standing by it, shaking a
heavy sleeper by the shoulder to awaken
him.” Skinner heard s yawn from
Traill’s bed.

“My hat! VYou're a
sleeper, old bean,” said Harry.
you hear the rising-bell "

Arthur Traill sat up, blinking.

“Ehl No! I sleep pretty soundly!”

Skinner, stared at him. He could not
believe his eyes! He could not believe
his ears| The ghost of Arthur Traill
could hardly have startlel him so much !
He had locked Traili out of the dormi-
tory—the door was still locked, the key
where Skinner had rplaced it—and there
was Traill, sitting up in bed, as if he
had never left the gormii.ory at all}
Skinner, his eyes fairly popping out of
his head, stared at him, wondering
dizzily whether he was dreaming,

ol gound

i

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Sauee for the Gander !

1] ALLO, hallo, hallo!” Bob
H Cherry stared at BSkinner.
“What's the rowf Seen a

ghost, or what?”

Skinner did not answer. He looked
like a fellow who had sesn a ghost.
I1alf a dozen other fellows, as well as
Bob Cherry, were looking at him curi-
ously.

He was unconscious of it. With
bulging eyes, he stared at the new
fellow, sitting up in bed rnd yawning.
Traill turned out. It was Traill—not his

host, though Skinner could slmost have
Eelie\'ed that it was a ghost. His brain
was in a whirl, What did it—what
could it mean?

“ Jt—it—it's Traill I”
his voice at last, “It's Trailll
did he get here?”

That -extraordinary question drew
most eyes in the Remoyve dormitory on
Skinner., Nobody else in the room had
the least idea that Arthur Traill had left
his bed during the night. Traill seemed
a3 surprised as nhyone else. He looked
round at Skinner blankly

“What—what did you say I* he ejacu-
lated.

“Y gaid, how did you got here?”
cxclaimed Skinner. “How did you get
in after you were locked out?”

“Locked out?” repeated Traill,

“Wandering in your mind, old bean?”
psked the Bounder. “What on earth
ere you talking about, Skinneri”

Skinner got out of bed. He had not
intended to mention the trick he had
played; but he did not think of that
now. He was too amazed and discon-
certed to think of if.

“How did you get back?” he ex-
claimed, coming a fow steps towards
Praill. “How did you do it?”

“Get back ¥ repeated Traill. “From
where? How? What do you mean?”’

He looked at Skinner as if he thought
that the fellow was a little out of his
mind.

“ Are you making out that yon mever
went out of the dorm last night?”
demanded Skinner.

“Eh7 What? No nced to make that
out,” said Traill blankly. *Of course 1
never went out of the dormitory last
night. Why should I1¥
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Skinner found
How

“That's a lie!” yelled Skinner.

‘Iraill looked at him.
wrtWe had a sorap lass night,” he said.

Do you want to begin the day with
enother, -before breakfast ?”

“What on earth are you driving at,
Skinner 1” exclaimed Iiarry Wharton.
“What the dickens has put it into your
head that the new kid went out of the
dorm in the night?”

MBecause I saw his bed empty!”
hissed Skinner. “Ile was out before
eleven o'clock, and he hadn't come back
at twelve.”

“Great pip I*

“What rot!” said Bob Cherry,

“The rotfulness is terrific 1"

“Y suppose I can believe my own
oyes I exclaimed Skinner. “I tell you
I got up and saw his bed empty. I was
awake for an hour afterwards, and
heard twelve strike, and he hadn’t come

back.”

“'Oh crumbs!”  exclaimed the
Bounder. “Have wu got o new giddy
ant here, who breaks bounds on the

rst night of term? My hat!”

“Rubbish [” said Wharton sharply.
“1 suppose there’s no truth in what
Skinner is saying, Traill 2”

“Noue at all I’ answered Traill.

Skinner glared at him speechlessly. He
disliked the new fellow, and would have
been glad to make him out a *“ bad hat.”
Yet he was surprised to hear him make
a false statement. Traill did not look
like .o fellow who would lie. Vet he
was lying now—unless 8kinner had been
dreaming |

“Ig this one of Skinner’s jokes?”
asked Lord Mauleverer. “If it is, I
don’t see the fun myself. There's a
limit, you know, old bean.”

“TIt's the truth!” howled Skinner.
“Ha was out of bounds past midnight.
I locked the door to keep him out of
the dorm, and fancied that he would try
to wake up fellows to let him in. Bat
—the door's still locked. I can’t make
it out——"

“The door’s
Wharton.

“Yes, and the key's under my bed.”

“Are you potty? 1f the door’s locked
on the inside, how coula Traill have
got back, if you locked him out?”

“That's what I'm asking him.”

“Well, my hat]”

“T say, you fellows, there's the key.”
Billy Bunter blinked under the bed and
hooked out the key. He rolled across
to the door, put it into the lock, and
turned it. “The door was locked all
right.”

All the Remove watched Bunter as he
unlocked the door. There was no doubt
that it had been locked on the inside.
To all the Form but Skinner that was
proof that Traill had not been out.

Traill burst into a laugh.

“You've been dreaming* he said.
“Do you imagine that I was outside and
got in through: the keyhole '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner had gquite a dazed look. Ho
had not dreamed it—he was certain that
he had not dreamad it. Most of the
fellows were laughing now.

“He must have climbed back through
the window,” said Skinner at last.
“That’s all—he must have got in at the
window,”

“Some acrobat ¥ said Bob Cherry.

There was a loud laugh, The dormi-
tory windowe were more than forty feet
from the ﬁruund. Below the windows,
as some of the fellows krew, ran a
narrow stone ledge, adorned with
gargoyles, along which an extremely
agile fellow, with a nerve of iron, might
have passed to adjoining roofs—and
below that was a mass of thick old ivy,

locked 7" exclaimed
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by which a descent to the ground was
barely possible.

It was oo record that a Remove
fellow had climbed down from the dorm
windows. But the bare idea of a shight
fellow like Traill, & total stranger to the
F!a.ca, _performing such g feat, on his
irst night in the schoo. was absurd;
or_seemed so to the Remove. Tom Red-
wing, the sailorman’s son, might have
done what Bkinne: suggested—the
Bounder was said fo have dono it—but

Traill, whom Skinner himsalf had
deseribed as a “crock "—even Bkinner
realised that the suggestion was
ineredible,

Traill stared at him and laughed.

“I looked out of the window here
—yesterday, when I came up for the first
time,” he remarkel. “Jt made me feel
giddy, just to look out. I can zee
myself climbing in the dark—just =&
few 1

“Ha, ha, hal?

“How did you
demanded Skinner.

“1 haven't been out you ass!”

“You deny pgoing out of the dorm
last night, while all the fellows were
asleep 7 hissed Skinmer.

“Certainly.”

“It's a lie—a lie!’ Skinner almost
screamed. * You were out of bounds,
and I locked you out! ¥You know you
were out of bounds—"

get  in, then?”

“Hold on!’ said Harry Wharton
quietly. “Let’s have this eclear. You
fancied Traill was ou' of the dorm,

Skinner, and you locked the door—"

“T knew ha was out |”

“Well, you thought so, at least, as
rou Iockedy the door. And why did you
ock a fellow out?”

“]—I—I—" B8kinner realised that
he was treading on slippery ice, “I-—I
was going to give him a fright—of
course, I should have let him in when
he came back. I expected him to call
or knock——"

“ And how did it happen that you got
up in the middle of the night and foun.d
his bed empty, as you say you did?"”

“Never mind that—I did, anyhow !”
snarled Skinner.

“You got up to play some rotten trick
on the new kid—is that what you
mean ?”

“No husiness of yours if I did! I saw
that he wasn't in bed |

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Where did yon
bag that, Bunter?” roared Bob Cherry
suddenly. There was 2 tin of treacle in
Bunter's fat hands,

“Oh !” gasped Bunter. *It—it's mine,
old chap! didn't see it under Skin-
ner's bed when I got the key—"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“The—tho fact is, I—I brought it up
to the dorm with me last night. I hap-
pened to put it under Skinner's bed
instead of my own! If Skinner’ makes
out that it's his—"

“I dare say Skinner would rather not
make out that it was his,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Bring it here,
you fat frump! It's Skinner’s, anid
Skinner's going to have it |”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Hand it over ! -I think we've got it
clear now,” said the captain of the Re-
move. ' You don't usually bring & tin
of treacle up to bed with you, Skinner.
You don’t usually get up and sneak
plong to another fellow’s bed in the
middle of the night! I fancy we can
put two and two together! You wero
go_in% to mop that treacle over Traill.”

“Well, the rotter |’ exclaimed Traill.

“Buppose I wes?” snarled Bkinner,
“1 didn’t, because he wasn’t thera! If
he'd been there, he would have got it I"

“Well, he must have been there, as he
wasn't anywhere else. It was dark, I

]
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“Owi!l Wow! Ow!* came a hideous shriek from| under the table as Coker’s boot clump:d on Skinner’s ear. “‘ Ow [

Qooh ! ** Coker’s guests jumped up in surprise.

* Why, who—who—what——'’ stuttered Coker, staring under the table,

“ My hat ! It’s Skinner, hiding in my study ! Now we know who’s been ralding my hamper 1 Have him out ! *

suppose, and you fancied he wasn't!
Anyhow, you're not going to play
sticky tricks like that in this dormitory.
You've had a narrow escape of getting
fearfully sticky, Traill, Skinner'=s not
going to have & narrow escape—he's
going to have the treacle |

“Good egg!"” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“I say, you fellows, don't waste that
treacle I”’ oxclaimed Billy Bunter anxi-
ously. “I say, I like treacle—""

“Let's hopo Skinner does! It's his,
and he's going to have it. Where will
you have 1it, Skinner{”

“Ha, ha, ha I

“It won't be wasted,” continued
Wharton. “Skinper wants a lesson
about playing such a dirty trick on o
chap when he's asleep! After this, I
fancy he won't bring any more treacle
into the dorm. Here, Bkinner—"

By that time, Skinner was wishing
that he had said nothing! Bub it was
rather too late. He jummped away as
Wharton came towards him with the
open tin of treacls. Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull grasped him at once.

“Let go!l” yelled Bkinner frantically.

“My esteemed Skinner,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, "whoever
is saucy to the goose, must be saucy to
the gander, as the proverb remarks.”

“Urrreeggh 1 gurgled Skinner, as
the treacle streamed from the tin over
his face, “Wurrrrggh! Ow! You
rotter—groocogh | Gug-gug-gug1”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner struggled wildly. But
he was held, while the treacle
streamed down, covering his erim-
son face with & sticky mask. For

the second time, Skinner's jesting had
turned against himself; and this was

really rather worse than what had hap-
pened in Coker’s study. 8kinner lived,
and moved, and had his being in
treacle: and when he was released, he
clawed wildly at streaming treacle,
spluttering and gurgling and gosping,
amid yells of laughter from the Remove.

When the rest of the Form went
down, Bkinner was still busy cleaning
off treacle. S8kinner was late for prayers
thu.(}; morning. He had a lot of washing
to do.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“ Chuck It, Skinner !**

H, chuck it 1" said Snoop, in a
tired voice,
Sidney James Snoop was
fed-up.

“Yes, chuck it!” said Stott, with a
nod.
Frederick Btott scemed as fed-up as
Snoop | Bkinner, sitting on the table in
Study No. 11, scowled at the two of
them.

The new term was a week old.

A week was more than long enough
for the average schoolboy to forget a
“row " with another fellow.

But 8kinner had not forgotten.

Ilis dislike of the new junior, Traill,
geemed to improve, like wine, with
keeping.

Like many humorists, 8kinner hated
to have a joke turned against himself.
All the Remove had laughed over the
affair in Coker's study—where Bkinner
had captured the whopping he had in-
tended for Traill. They had laughed
again over the treacling in the dormi-
tory.

Btill more, they had laughed at Skin-
ner’s story of Traill having been out of
bounds after lights out.

The lost was, perhaps, the unkindest
cut of all. B8kinner was not very par-
ticular about the truth; and so, on the
oceasions when he did tell the truth, it
was intensely annoying not to -
lieved. The opinion of the Removeo
follows was, that Skinner wqulg:l BaY
anything sbout & fellow he disliked—
and not a fellow believed a word of his
story about Traill's breaking bounds.
Indced, it seemed to be disproved by
Skinner's own action in locking the
dormitory door,

Yet Skinner knew that it was true!

Traill had been out of bed, and out
of the dormitory that night, and Skin-
ner knew it.

The fellow was, therefore, a liar and
8 humbug; no better than SBkinner him-
self, in fact.

When Skinner was found out in a fib,
it did not worry him very much. But
to be generally set down as a liar, when
he was telling the truth, was intoler-
able.

Traill had made no mark in the
Form; many fellows hardly knew he
was there. But go far as his existence
was noted, he was rather liked.

He was good-natured, good-tempered,
agreeable; and he was on friendly
terma with the Famous Five, the
leaders of the Ilorm ! Except for Skin-
ner, he had no ememy. He was not
strong, but he was plucky, as he had
shown in his little trouble with Skinner.
He was quite popular, which Skinner
was not, and never likely to be

And all the time, he was, as Skinner

(Continued on page 16
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(Continued from poge 13.)

some sort of a ‘‘bad
who broke bounds at
right like Skinner himsclf, or the
Bounder, or Angel of the Fourth!
Harry Wharton & Co. would have
dropped him like a hot potato liad they
known what Bkinner knew! But they
did not believe a word of it; they toolk
Traill's word, and treated Skinnet's
with eontemptuous scorn.

Iven in his own study, Skinner found
that his own familiar friends turned
against him. BSnoop and Stott were fed-
up. and they told him so.

“ My advice to you,” said Stolt, in
Liis slow and stolid way, “is to chuek it,
ﬁl;;’nnerl You're making a fool of your-
S-(_‘ .)!

“I tell you,” said Skinner, ““that the
fellow's o black sheep, und Dbreaks
bounds at night.”

“And you don’t?” grinned Snoop.

%I don't humbug about it and tell
lies 1" snarled Bkinner. “1T don't make
ouk that I'm pi. That rotter does!”

“1 don't believe he'd have the nerve
to break bounds,” said Btott, “and I
cdon't believe he'd want to, if he had the
nerve [

“Well, I've told you—"

“Gammon | The sooner you leave off
telling that silly story, the better 1" said
Stott. * You've got your knife into the
chap, and that's-that "

“1 tell you " yelled Skinner,

“Oh, chuek it!” exclaimed Snoop.
“Let the fellow alone! I'm fed-up to
the back teeth with the subject, any-

was  cenvineed,
hat ''; a fellow

how. Look here, if you'te going to
abbl% that silly story over again,
'm off I”

And Snoop walked out of the studs
and Stott followed hkim. Bkinner
scowled after them. Genorelly, Snoop
and Stott followed his lead; but they
had no sympathy whatever with his
feud with the new fellow. Skinner him-
self might have got over it, but for the
bitter irritation of being condemned by
the while Form as a slanderer, when for
f|:uru:e. at least, he had stated the cxact
acts.

e left Study No, 11 and went
moodily down the Remove passage.
Qutside Study No. 1, there was a
choery group of juniors in flannels.
Harry Wharton had a bat under his
arm, and Nuogent a ball in his hand.
The Famous Five were going down to
cricket practice after eclass; end as
Skinner came along, Bob was shouting
to a fellow in Study No. 1.

“Come on, Traill! Games practice,

old bean.”

“Right-ho!” eame back Traill's
cheery voice. And he appeared in the
study doorway with a smile on his face,

Skinner gave him o bitter look. Traill
lacked a wholesome, decent fellow—not
at all the fellow to be suspected of
breaking school bounds at night. Harrey
Wharton & Co. were taking him at face
value, as it were. Yet Bkinner knew!
It angered and exasperated him to see
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Traill taking in these fellows wilh such
case. Thew never concealed their con-
tompt of Skinner, and his slack and
shady ways. Yet Skinner maintained
that lLe was, at all cvents, a better
fellow than Traill. If he sneaked out
of school after lights oul, as he did, at
any rate, he did not tell lies about it.
If he was a shady sweep he was not a
numbug. Teaill was both, in Skinner’s
belicf.

“Flallo, hallo, hallo! Wherefore that
sunny sniile, old beant” asked Bob
Cherry ; and the juniors laughed,

Skinner's face was wearing anything
but a sunny smile,

“You fellows haven't found that
spoofer out yet?"” asked Skinner, with
a hitter sneer. “1 dare say the prefects
will, sooner or later.”

“What is there for them to find out.
Skinner #” asked Traill.

“You know better than I do! Yaon
don't get out at night to admire the
sceriery by  meonlight, 1 suppose?”
jeered Bkinner.

“1 don't gel out at night at all,”
soid Traill quietly. “Can't you get that

sillv. rot out of your silly head,
Skinner 7” .
Skinner looked at him hard. If ever

a fellow looked as if he was telling the
tenth, Traill did. It almost took
Skinner’s breath away. He could lie
himself, but not in this quiet, convine-
ing manner.

“Well, vou take the cake!” said
Skinner. “You've spoofed these chaps—
anvbhody could spoof such mugs. But
vou know that I know! How you can
?tand there and tell such whopping
ies—"

“That's enough,” interrupted Harry
Wharton, * Look here, Skinner, every-
body’s fed-up with this! You've got
to chuek it!”

“I'll please
snarled Skinner,

"You won't !” said the captain of the

Remove gquietly. “I suppese you
dreamed that Traill was out the first
night of term. You seem to believe
your own silly yarn!| But nobody else
believes it—and you've got Lo chuck
it! You've said enough, and a little
over [
“The chuckfulness is the proper
caper I” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The fed-upfnlness is terrific,
my esteemed Skinner.”

“I've said, and I say again—" began
Skinner.

“Chuck it!” roured Johnny Bull.

“Y've said—"

myself about that!”

“My hat! Hes wound up!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Here, hand ma
that bat, Wharton! Now, Skinner,

vou've got to chuck it—see? Otherwise,
1 shall give you a dig. like that—"

“QOw!” roared 8kinner, jumping
away.

“And a lunge, like that—"

“You dangerons idiot, keep that bat
away 1" shrieked Skinner, dodging back
along the passage.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“ Are you going to chuck it %"

KBob. .

“Not!” yelled Skinner. “Tll say
what I like, and I say—— Yarooooh!
Oh erikey! ¥Yoooop I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the juniors, as
@kinner beat a hasty retreat along the
passage, Bob following him and prod-
ding with the bak.

Bob Cherry prodded rather hard.
Gkinner ran, and then he tore—and he
was going at about 60 m.ph. by the
time he reached his study. He rushed
in and slammed the door.

““Ha, ha. hat”

“More if you

grinned

want it, Skinner}?
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bawled Bob, through the keyhole. * Lots
more! Tons! Better think it over, and
chuck it, old bean!”

And Bol Cherry rejoined his comrades
and went down to the cricket with
Traill, laughing as they went. Skinner,
i his study, was not langhing—he was
gasping and groaning, Prodding with
a cricket bat, in Bob Cherry’s hefty
hands, was neither grateful nor com-
forting, And, savagely malicious and
revengeful as Skinner felt, it was borne
in upon his mind that he had better, az
he was advised, “chueck ™ it!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Biff for Bunter!

13 BAY, old fellow!”

E Billy Buonter blinked in af the
doorway of Study No. 1. 'Lraill,
the new fellow in the Remore,

was there alone, seated in the armchair.
The high back af the chair was towards
the window, and Billy Bunter, as le
blinked at the new junior through his
big spectacles, did not make out his
face very clearly. Ilowever, he recog-
nised him—it was Traill. And he pro-
cecded :

“I say, old chap, you might answer
a fellow 1”

Traill did not answer. His face was
directly towards Bunter, standing at the
door. Tlut he took no more notice of
the fat junior than if he had not secn
him.

Bunter grunted.

Y Look here, Traill—"

Rilence !

“Tf you call that eivil. staring at a
fellow ‘and not answering him, I jolly
well don’t!” snapped Bunter. “Look
here, I want to settle about that ticket
—I owe wvou two bob.”

Traill did not move or speak.

“T'm not a fellow to go about owing
fellows money,” went on Bunter., “I’ve
always been jolly particular about that
sort of thing. Neither a borrower nor
a lender be, you know, and all that!
Well, I'm expecting a postal order to-
morrow morning.”

Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a
reply. Like Brutus, he did not get one!
Iie snorted and carried on.

“The postal order will be for five
shillings! I'm going to square the two
I owe you out of that! Sce?”

If Traill saw he did not say so. He
was as silent as a stone image.

“Deaf?” hooted Bunter. “Can’t you
answer a fellow®”

Traill couldn’t, or wouldn't! At all
evenis, he didn't!

“Some fellows make out that 1 never
square,” went on Bunter. “Well, I'm
going to as soon ms my postal order
comes in the morning! Now, my idea
is this, Traill: I'm short of cash till
my postal order comes. Suppose you
give e three bob now, and take the
whole of the postal order—five shillings !
What ?”

Still no reply.

“What sbout it?Z hooted Bunter.

Silence |

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated the Owl
of the Remove, “Are you deaf, or
asleep, or what, you howling idiot?"

He rolled nearer to the junior in the
armchair, bent over him, and blinked
at him more closely. Then he made
the discovery that Traill's eyes were
closed, and that he was fast asleep.

He blinked at him in astonishment.
Traill had been at cricket practice with
the Famous TFive and other Remove
fellows, and he had come back alone
to the study, quite tired. There wes no
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doubt that Traill lacked the average
fellow's “beef,” and he tired soon—
and sll the more so because he was
determined not to be a weakling, and
50 rather over-did his exertions. Still,
it waa rather surprising to see any
fellow so sound asleep in the afternoon.
It had been noticed in the Remove that
Traill was a particularly sound sleeper
—but this was rather unusual. Billy
Bunter gave a disconteuted pgrunt as
he realised that his eloguence had been
wasted on a fellow buried deep in
slumber, who had not heard a word

1t

“Look here, wake up, you assl”
hooted Bunter. )

Traill's eyes did not open. DBilly
Bunter took hold of his shoulder and
shook him. That would have awakened
any fellow in the Remove excepting
perhaps Bunter himself, But it did not
awaken Traill He remained fast
asleep.

“Well, my hat!” said Bunter. “Talk
about Rip Van Winkle! Here, you
sleepy idiot, wake up! Sea? Wake

Treill stirred as Bunter shook him
again. His eyes dil not open Bunter
blinked at him in utter astonishment.
Traill, so far as Bunter could make out,
was pretending to be still asleep, to pull
hiz leg. He extended a fat hand, teak
Traill’s nose between a fat finger and
thumb and pinched it hard!  That,
Bunter considered, would wake him up !

The result was rather unexpected.
Traill made a sudden movement, and
his arm shot out, catching Bunter under
his fat chin  Bunter went over back-
wards and sat down with a bump that
almost shook Study No. 1

“Qooooh I” roared Bunter, “Ow!
Keep off, you beast! You rotter—wouw !
Oh crikey! Ow "

The fat Owl squirmed away and
picked himself up, in anticipation of
another punch, DBut Traill still sat in
the armchair,.and his eyes were still
closed.

“You beast I” roared DBunter.
“Making out you're asleep when you've
knocked a fellaw over| Are vou trying
to pull my leg, you fathead?”

Traill did not answer or move.
Bunter, from the door, blinked at him
blankly. Why the fellow was playing
such an idiotic game was a mystery
to William George Bunter, If it was a
joke, Bunter did not see the point.

“I've a jolly good mind to have you
out of that chair, and mop up the
study with you!” roarcd Bunter,

No answer,

“What are you plaving this silly
trick for—pretending to be aslecp,
when I know jolly well you're not*

Silence !

“You silly, fatheaded, frabjous ass!”
hooted Bunter. “Do you think it's
funny? Yah!®

And Bunter stamped out of the study,
and slammed the door after him, Then
he rolled away in search of Lenl
Mauleverer, in the hope of getting that
postal order cashed.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Ceold Shoulder !

ARRY WHARTON pat his head
H into Study No. 1, and called
cheerily :

“Teg with Bob, oid bean!”

It was deeply dusky in the study.
The chums of the Remove had kept
up games practice rather late, and it
was dusk when they came in. Tea was
in Study No. 13 that day, and Nugent
had gone on to that study with Bob and

Hurree Singh and Johnny  Bull,
Wharton locked into Study No. 1 to call
the new junior.

There was no reply; and a second
glance showed him that the study was

empty. Traill was not there.
Wharton stepped back into the
passage.

“Been Traill, any of you men?” he
called out.

“Blow Traill!” grunted Skinner.

“I saw him, about ten minutes ago,”
said Vernon-Smith. *“ He was going up
ithe passage towards Masters’ rooms.”

# }1’1111.11 the thump was he going there

“Blessed if T know! I called to him,
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but he didn't said the
under.

Greatly puzzled, Wharton went alon
the passago that led to Masters
rooms. Juniors were not supposed to
wander in that quarter of the House;
they had no business there. Traill was
a new fellow; but he had had time to
learn his way about the House, in more
than a week. Why he had walked
down that passage was a mystery.

However, Wharton followed. Tea
was late, and he was hungry, and he
wanted to gather in Traill and get to
Study No. 13. But the new junior was
not 1n sight in the passage, or in the
next one into which the captain of the

(Continued on next page.)
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Remove turned. Wharton stopped,
and looked about him. IHe was quite
perplexed.

The rooms occupied by Mr. Lascelles,
the mathematics master, were in the
passage he was stan(ilng in, As
he had no business there—except to
{ind Traill—he was unwilling to be
spotted there by any “beak 2 who might
happen to come nlong, .

“0Oh, here you arel” he exclaimed
suddenly.

The passage was deeply dusky; but
e recognised the figure that came in
sight, coming towards him from the
farther end of the passage. It was Traill
—apparently coming back from goodness
knows where. He was a dozen fect
from Wharton, when he came round a

corner,

“This way, Traill!” ecalled out
Wharton, “We're not allowed here—
what the dickens have you come here
[Dr?”

To his surprise, Traill did not answer.

e came on a few steps, and then
turned into anether passage that
Lranched off to the right.

Wharton stared blankly,

It was the “cut direet,” if Traill
could have been supposed to have any
reason for barring him, he could
hardls have failed to see and to
hear tiie captuin of the Remove; but
he had turned the corner without taling
the slightest notice of him.

Puzzled, and beginning te get angry,
Wharton walked quickly along to the
corner, and turned into the passage
Traill was following, ‘The new junior
was already somo distance along it.

“Traill 1" shouted Wharton.

Traill did not turn his head.

“Are you deaf, or potty?” shouted
Wharton, really angry now, “What's
this game, you silly ass? You're not
allowed here—come back at once.”

Traill walked on.

Wharton stared at his back in sheer

amazement, almost stupefaction. No
fellow eould have failed to hear his
shout; and Traill ecertainly was not
deaf.

“We're having tea in Bob's study,”
sliouted the captain of the Remove,
“Are you coming or not?”

Traifl, unheeding, walked on, and
disappeared tound another corner.
Wharton made a step to follow—and
slopped ! His face was red with anger.

There could hardly be & mistake now
—for some reason, or no reason, the
follow was deliberately ignoring him—it
was utterly unexpected, but it was
unmistalkable. Wharton set his li{)s.

He lhiad been friendly with Traill, and
made him welcome in Btudy No. 1—
partly on account of Mr. Quelch’s
request; partly from good-nature. But
any fellow who fancied he could treat
Litn like this, was not likely to get any
more friendliness from Harry arton.

He gurned on_his heel, and walked
away, leaving the new jumior to his
own devices.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo, where's Traill ¥
asked Bob Cherry, when the captain of
the Remove arrived in Study No. 13,

“Wandering about among the beaks'
rooms,” answered Harry, with a shrug
of the shoulders. * Let hum rip |”

“But  what—why——"  exclaimed
Nugent. “You haven’t been rowing
with Traill, surely 1"

“No!" snapped Wharton. “It pleased
the silly ass to cut me, for some reason;
I don't know his reason, and don’t want
to. I know that I'm fed-up with him
and his cheek !”

“Cut you?'' repeated Johnny Bull
blankly. “Why should he?”

“How should I know? I know he
turned his back and walked away when
I spoke to him, and that's enough.”
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“But—but what did he say?” asked
Mark Linley.

“ Nothing |
a word.”

“Well, my hat!” said Dob.

It was rather a surprised and uncom-
fortable tea-party in Study No. 13.
Traill did not arrive; but in the circum-
stances, the Co. were rather glad not to
see him.

After ten, Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent walked up the passage to Study
No. 1 together. Wharton's brow was
knitted. IHe was puzzled and annoyed
by Traill's conduct; and still more
annoyed by what he guesscd was in the
minds of his chums. ‘They had net said
s0; but he could see that they wondered
what he could have done, to give
offence to the new fellow—and he was
conseious that he had done nothing.

“Oh, here he is!" said Irank, as he
opened the study deor. .

Traill was thers, in the armchair.
Nugent switched on the light, and it
was then seen that the new fellow was
fast asleep in the chair. The two
juniors looked at him.

“RBnoozing 1" said Frank, with a grin.
“He got pretty tired at the ericket—
Lie's not strong, old chap! #He's for-
gotten tea.”

“Well, I told him tea was in DBob's
study,” answered Harry. “I suppose
he came back here, and went io sleep,
instead of coming to tea. Beiter wake
him up—the bell will be going soon for
call-over.”

Nugent nodded, and crossed over fo
the new junior, and shock him by the
shoulder. But he had to shake again
and again and again, to awaken Traill.

“My hat! He’s some sleeper!” said
Frank. “ITere, wake up, old bean—you
won't be able to sleep to-night, if you

go ;1; so strong in the day-time, Wake

up!’
oe;onecl at last, ITe sat

Traill's eyes
upright, and rubbed them, and stared

Just walked off without

at the chums of the Remove rather
dazedly.

“0Oh! Have I been asleep?” hLe
exclaimed.

“Just a few!” chuckled Nugent. “ Liko
u giddy top! Didn't you waut any
tea, old beani”

“Well, I'm hungry.” said Traill, “I
was o bib lired—I dropped off as soon as
I g’c:!: into the study., Ilave I misseil

“Well, rather!”

Harry Wharton did not speak. His
face was cold and hard, Traill glanced
at him, and glanced a second time, as
if surprised by his expression,

“Why didn’t you come along to Bob's
study to tea?” asked I'rank.

“Well, T seem to have been asleep,”
said Traill, “But I didn't know yon
were tea-ing with Cherry, as it
happens.”

“But Wharton told you.”

“Eh! If he did, 1 must have for-
gotten,” said Traill. “I don't remember

Wharton telling me.” He glanced at
Wharton again, :‘Perlmps I dida't
s

hear vou, Wharton.

“I shouted loud enough for half the
House to hear me,” auswered Wharton
curtly.

“Did you?” Traill stared at him.
“Well, I don't remember, that's a cert.
Hallo! What’s that bell #”

“Call - over!”  answered
“Come along I’

“Oh, my hat! I've had a jolly long
sleep !’ Traill followed TFrank Nugent
from the study, and Wharton went more
slowly.

He could hardly make the fellow out.
Traill must surely expect him to be
resentful, wvet Le act &3 if nothing
had occurred. And if he had forgotien
that Wharton had shouted to him to

Nugent.
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come to tea in Bob's study, it was re-
warkable—very remarkable indeed. MHe
had a good enough memory; he had
shown that in class. Anyhow, he could
hardly have forgotten that he had
turned his back on the captain of the
Remove and walked off without answer-
ing a word to him. Wharton did not
want to be on bad terms with a fellow
in his own study, but he certainly could
not forget or forgive that kind of thing.

Later in the evening, when the three
juniors were at prep in Study No. 1,
Traill spoke to Wharton several times,
and each time the answers were as curt
as Harry could make them. Traill
dropped into silence and said no more,
and when prep was over left the study
at once. Nugent glanced rather uncom-
fortably at his chum, and Wharton
shrugged his shoulders. There was a
rift in the lute in that study, and thue
strangest thing was that Traill did not
seem to know why.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Breakers of Bounds!

II, my hat!" breathed the
Bounder.
Smithy backed into the

deep shadow of an old elm
hardly breathed. It was past

and
vleven o'clock, and there was a gl immer
of spring starlight in the quadrangle at

Greyfriars. Smithy of the Remove was
supposed at that hour to be asleep in
the dormitory with the rest of the Form
—but Bmithy had some manners and
customs that were, fortunately for him-
self, unknown to the school authorities.

Not that on the present occasion
Smithy had been up to any great harm.
He had stolen out of bounds after lights
out to enjoy a joy-ride in a car. Smithy
liad plenty of money, and that was one
of his ways of spending it. A rapid rush
through the night in a swift car, with
the excitement of being out of bounds,
and the possibility of discovery and
yunishment, was a thing that the reck-
css Bounder liked. Now he wos on his
way in, and he was stealing towards the
flouse in the shadows, when a tall,
angular figure loomed up in the star-
light, and S8mithy had just time to hunt
cover and escape the gimlet eyes of Mr.
Queleh, his Form master.

Reckless as he was, much as he en-
joyed taking risks, the Bounder’s heart
Licat uncomfortably fast as he crouched
Lichind the tree and listecned to the
Remove master’s steps coming along the
gravel path. Had Quelch sern him?
e was sore not: bub his  heart
thumped. Quelch sometimes took a turn
in the quad before going to bed—which
was rather dangerous for breakers of
bounds. The footsteps came closer,
closer—and  passed. And  Herbert
Vernon-Smith almost panted with relief
when they were by.

Quelch, unsuspecting, disappeared into
the shadows. But the Bounder did not
inunediately emerge from cover. Quelch
niight turn back; it was only judicious
to give him plenty of time to get clear.

I'ive minutes passed in silence, and
then the DBounder was glad of his
ciution, as he heard footsteps again,

To his surprise, however, they did not
come from Mr. Quelch's direetion, but
from the direction of the House.

“Oh gad!”’ muttered the Bounder.
“Is there another beak np? Is it going
to rain beaks to-night 1"

He peered cautiously round the trunk
of the elm. In the dim, soft starlight
hz made out the figure coming along
the path, the footsteps faint, but clearly
audible on the gravel. It was not a
Leak; even at a distance end in the
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Before Coker could realise what was happening, the sereen crashed on him, and his head burst through it.
he gasped, as he sat down in a state of amazement, with the screen round his neck.
out of the study like a frightened rahbit.

dimness, o could sce that the figure was
that of a boy.

The Bounder grinned. Another
breaker of bounds, evidently—and going
out, not coming in, as lie was pgoing
away from the House. He wondered if
it was Skinner, or Angel of the Fourth.
He could see that it was a junior—the
fizure was not tall enough for & senior—
and there was something {amiliar abont

1t.

«Traill " mutterad the Bounder sud-
denly in amazement,

Heo made it out more clearly nearer
at hand. The upper part of the face
was shaded by the peak of a cap pulled
low, and lic could not sce the eyes. Bub
the featurcs below were familiar
enough, in spita of the dimmness. It was
Arthur Traill, the new junior.

Vernon-Smith stared at him, amazed.
He had not believed a word of Skinner's
story of the first night of term. But he
believed it now. Yor here was Traill on
his way out—at an hour when Smithy,
reckless as he was, was coming in

Traill came quictly on, walking as
earclessly as if he had been taking a
saunter in the quad in the daytime.

As he came opposite the tree where
the Bounder was hidden Smithy made a
movement. Traill was going the way
Quelch had gone five minutes earlier;
he was in danger of running right into
his Form master. Smithy was not the
fellow to let him do that unwarned. He
dared not show himself, or call out,
with Mr. Queleh in the offing, but he
whizpered as Traill passed the elm.

“Hold on, Traill!l '"Ware beaks !’

That warning should have been
enough for any fellow out of Houss
bounsa at vleven o'clock at night. But
Traill did not heed it, or cven turn his

head towards the speaker; he walked
straight on.

Vernon-Smith
stupefied.

He had whisperad cautiously, but
Traill must have leard him, passing
only & few fect away. 'The fellow was
not deaf, At the risk of being heard
hy the Remove master, Vernon-Smith
called again in a louder key.

“Stop, you ass| Beaks! Hunt cover,
you duftfer {"’

T'raill did not even turn his head. He
disappeared from the Bounder's amazed
eves in the decp shadow of the Elm
Walk.

“Weall, my hat!” muttered Smithy.
“Tf ever o fellow asked for if, that
silly ass is doing it! 1Ie'll run right
into Queleh.”

The Bounder listened intently. He
was puzzled and a little angry. Traill
muset have heard his warning, and if he
did net choose to heed it he might, at
least, have acknowledged it. But he
had taken mno more notice of the
Bounder than of the elm.

Tf Quelch was coming back along the
path ho was bound to meet Traill.  But
the Bounder heard nothing; apparently
Queleh had continued on his way, and
was not coming back. The Form master
might be anywhere among the shadows
and the glimmering patches of star-
light, and Smithy was not inclined to
quit cover till Mr. Quelch tired of his
strol! and went back to the House, He
continued to listen, hoping to hear the
sound of a clesing door.

It was a quarter of an hour later—a
weary fifteen minutes to the Bounder—
that he heard a faint sound in the dis-
tance that told of a closing door.
Queleh had gone in at Jast.

stared  after him,
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“ Qooooogh ! ™
He caught a glimpse of a junior seuttling

Herbert  Vernon-Smiith  quitted  his
cover and hurried round to the back of
the Mouse, where lie was not lomg in
climbing in at the box-room window le
had left unfastened.

Traill, he was certain, was still ot of
the House. The Bounder was about to
fasten the box-room window, when it
ocenrred to him that it was by that very
window that T'raill had got out. Leav-
ing it unfastencd, Smithy crept away on
tiptoe to the dormitory.

The Remove were fast asleep when tho
breaker of bounds crept in, He struck
a match ond looked at Traill's bed.

It was empty.

The Bounder grinned a cynical grin
and shrugged his shoulders as the match
vent out. Skinner had been telling the
truth, after all; the fellow was n
breaker of bounds. And he was evi-
dently a fellow of nerve, unsuspected in
the Form; for as Skinner had locked
the door against him the first night of
term, he could only have got in by the
window on that occasion. Smithy, iron-
nerved as he was, would have hesitated
to risk his neck in such a climb at night.
Looking at Traill, no one would have
belicved that the slightly built fellow
was capable of it. Yet it was clear thut
it must have been so.

Smithy turned in quietly. It was ten
minutes or more before he elept, and in
that time Traill had not returned.

Oneo he slept, Lie did not open his eyes
again till rising-bell. Then he remem-
Lered Traill and glanced towards his

bed. The new fellow was there fast
asteep, deaf to the clang of the bell
Smitﬁy remembered that it had been ihe

same on tho previeus oeeasion; evidently
Tag Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,317.
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Traill’s nocturnal adventures made him
slcepy in the miorning.

Bob Cherry shook the new fellow and
woke him up. .

“Rip Van Winkle again!” said Bob,
laughing. **Blessed if you don't beat
Bunter at his own game, Traill I

“I a good sleeper,” confessed
Traill. *Has the bell gone?"”

“Yes, ass] Turn out 1’

Traill turned out,

The Bounder grinned. He wondered
whether Bob would have been so cheery
and so pally had he known what Smithy
knew. It was not the Bounder’s business
to give any fellow away, however, and
he said nothing, But as the Remove
went down Smithy joined Traill and
spoke in a low voice.

“Had a good timel"”

Traill stared at him.

“¥h?t What and how ?"* he asked.

“You kept it up pretty late,” said
Smithy, “I wasn't an carly bird myself,
Liut you were going out when 1 was
coming in. You were lucky not to run
intad(?;!uelcln Did you spot him in the
quad "

*“Is that a joke " asked Traill blankly.

Smithy gave him a look.

“Are wyou trying to spoof me!” he
asked, “You know I saw you in the
quad last night—you must have heard
me speak when you passed me.”

“In the quad! What the thump do
vou mean:”

“I mean what I say,” snapped the
Bounder angrily. “I'm not going fo
give you away, if that's what you're
afraid of, you asst”

“There's nothing to give away that 1
know of! Look here, if this is a joke
I don't sce it! I've Lad enough of that
rot from Skinner!”

And Traill walked away, frowning,
teaving the DBounder staring after him
quite blankly,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !
€@ SAY, vou fellows!”

E ¢ Bow-wow |”

“ Something’s up,” said Billy
Bunter.

“Tell us zomething we don't know,”
suggested Bob Cherry.

Most of the Greyfriars fellows had
spotted the fact that something was
“up ? that morning. Some of them had
noticed that the beaks locked unusually
serious at early prayers. Quelch’s face,
at the breakfast-table, was uncommonly
grim. Prefeets of the Bixth Form had
solemn leoks, which showed that they
knew—whatever it was!

“Somebody’'s for it!” said I'rank
Nugent, * But who—and what—and
w'h.‘.‘, ?))

“The wholulness and whatfulness and
whyfulness are terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.  “ Something is
terrifically up.”

“What is it, Bunter 7" demanded Bob.

“Ih? How should I know?” asked

Bunter. “I know there's something up,
but I don’t know what it is.”
. “"And what do you mean by not know-
ing1” demanded Bob. *“Aren’t you our
Peeping Tom and Paul Pry end In-
quisitive Jack ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Let's bump Bunter for not knowing,
when we're all burning with giddy
curiosity,” suggested Bob.

*“Hear, hear!”

“1 say, you fellows, don't play the
goat! I say, I heard Quelch say to
Capper that it was certainly not a
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Temove boy! What do you think he

meant by that "
“What ho said, very likely,” answered

Wharton, “Quelch often does!”

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Somebody’s been up to something,”
pronounced Bob Cherry. *Hallo, halle,
hallo, Skinner! What have you been
up to this time?”

Skinner laughed.

“Nothing,” he answered. “But it's
pretty plain that somebody has, Per-
haps your precious pal Traill has been
spotted.”

“0Oh, shut up !” growled Bob.

Vernon-Smith, probably, was the most
uneasy fellow in the Lower School that
morning. IHe was certain that Quelch
had not seen him th¢ previous night or
he would have heard about it before
this. But the Dounder was very anxious
to learn what was up.

It was not till the Remove gathered
in their Form-room that they learned.
Instead of proceeding immediately to
business, Mr. Quelch had something to
say to his Form. No doubt the other
beaks in the other Form-rcoms were
putting the same questions to their
respective orms

“J require to know,” said Mr. Quelch,
in a deep voice, “whether any boy in
this Form left the Remove dormitory
after lights out last night.”

The Bounder felt an inward tremor,
though his face was expressionless. Red-
wing's eyes turned on him—Redwing
had known that the Bounder had

lanned one of his reckless excursions
or that night. The Bounder glanced
at Traeill, But Traill's face was as
unconscious as Smithy's own.

There was no answer to Mr. Quelch’s
question, The gimlet eyes scanned tho
Form, but read nothing beyond ouri-
osity in the attentive facea.

*“This morring,” resumed Mr. Quelch,
g box-room window was found un-
fastened."

The Bounder gave a slight start at
thaf. He had leit the window un-
fastened for L'raill; it had seemed
certain to him that that was the way
Praill had gone out; and he was not a
fellow, like Skinner, to shut out a
breaker of bounds. IHad the fool lefs
l';h% window unfastoned when he came
in

“Does any boy present know anything
about thisi"

No reply.

If any boy present knew anything
about it, he did not seem disposed to
confide in Mr. Quelch.

“It has been nscertained,” continued
Mr. Quelch, “that the window was
fastened last night. That is beyond
doubt. It must, therefore, have been
unfoastened later by some Greyfriars
boy. The box-room in question is the
one at the end of the Remove passage,
which has caused some suggestion that
the oculprit was a Remove boy.”

“That doesn't follow, sir,” said Harry
Wharton. * Anybody could go along te
our box-room.”

“Quite so, Wharton! And I shall
not believe that it was a Remove boy,
without proof. But it certainly appears
that the window was opened at night
obviously for the purpose of getting
out, And whoever used that window
must have forgotten to fasten it again.
1f any boy in this Form can tell me

anything about it—"
Mr. 5ualch paused. But there was
no answer. Evidently no boy in the

Form had anything to tell Mr. Quelch.

It was quite a long and painful pause.
The matter was a serious one—very
serious indeed from the point of view
of the Head and his staff. It was
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scarcely to be doubted that some Grey-
friars fellow had broken bounds the
night before and carelessly left the
window unfastened on his return, No
clue whatever existed to the culprit; but
the fact was fairly certamn. And such
an offence meant a Head's flogging, a¢
least—it might mean expulsion. Tho
matter could hardly be more serious.

But there waua nothing to be learned
from the Remove, and the matter had
to be dropped. ‘I'he Bounder sat with
compressed lips and bitter anger in
his heart. He was safe, so far as that
went; but he had had some very un-
cornfortable minutes. And he knew, too,
that the incident would make the beaks
and prefects suspicious and watchful,
adding very considerably to the risks
of fellows who kicked over the traces.
It would not be safe to use that box-
room window again this term, at any
rate. Why hadn't the silly ass fastened
it after him?

When the Hemove went out in break,
Tom Redwing joined his chum, with a
troubled brow.” He had been deeply
alarmed for Smithy,

“You awful ass, Smithy,” he said, in
a low voice, as they went into the quad.
“If you must play the silly goat you
might at least be careful about it. It
was simply asking for it to leave the
window unfastened.”

“Do you think I'm such an idiot?”
growled the Bounder. “I left it un-
fastened because another fellow was out.
The silly ass forgot it when he came
in, I suppose.”

“It's not like Skinner to forget a
thing like that—"

%1t wasn't Skinner—it was Traill.

Redwing jumped.

«Tpaill | ‘What rot | Don't be an ass,
Smithy! You can leave that tosh to
Skinner.”

“ Yt was Traill, I tell you,” said the
Bounder savagely, “and I'm going to
pick a bone with him. The beaks will
be rooting into this for days and days,
and goodness knows what they may nose
out. I jolly well wish I'd shut him .
out now—it would have served him
right.”

“But I can’t belisve—"

“Qh, rats| I tell you I saw him!”

The Bounder looked round and
spotted Traill under the elms with
Harry Wharton & Co. He walked
across at once, with his eyes glinting
under his knitted brows.

“You silly foolI” That was the
Bounder’s greeting to Traill. He waa
far too angry to measure his words. *“If
you want to be sacked, do you think
othor fellows do? Why didn't you
fasten that window last night”

Traill did pot answer—he simply
stared. Harry Wharton & Co, stared,
too—blankly. Nugent was the first to
speak.

“What the thump do you mean,
Smithy ! Are you pottyI”

“You needn’t butt in!” snapped the
Bounder. “I dare say you fellows have
guecssed that I went out of bounds last
night.”

“That wasn't a hard one to guess”
said Bob Cherry dryly. *“You were a

dummy to leave the window up-
fastened.”

“Not your usual style, Smithy 1" said
Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“1 left it for Trailll”

“Qh, don't bo an essl”
Harry Wharton.

The captain of the Remove had
neither forgotten, nor forgiven Traill's
offence towards him, and since that
occasion he had had little or nothing
to say to the new fellow. But he spoke
warmly enough now.

exclaimed
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“The fellow’s taken you in, as Skinner
says,” sneered the Bounder. “I may
as well admit that I was taken in, too,
till I raw him out of bounds last night.
Quelch came jolly necar bagging the
pair of us.”

“What utter rot)”

“T1 tell you I saw him—as near to
me as you are now!” snarled the
Bounder. I left the window unfastened
for him—I wasn’t going to shut him

out! And then the silly fool leaves
it unfastened—and starts _the beaks
nosing all over the shopl I've a ‘;?313

good mind to punch his sillg hea

“You'll get your own punched, if you
say that T was out of bounds last night!”
snapped Traill,

‘“What ?”” The Bounder glared at him.
“Ary you going to tell lies about it
now, tga same as when Skinner s ptteli
you? Are you making mo out a liar?”

“ Just that: *

The Bounder was already furious, and
that was the last straw. He fair]_'.r
sprang at Traill, hitting out right and

eft.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Heold onl”
roared Bob Cherry.

“Stop that, Smithy!"” exclaimed
Wharton,

Arthur Traill staggered back under
the Bounder’s furicus rush. But he
rallied at once, stood his ground, and
gave blow for blow. His usually quiet
and good-tempered face was hard and
angry, his eyes flashing. He was
nothing like a match for the sinewy
Bounder, but he stood up to him
resolutely.

“Htop it 1” exclaimed Wharton. He

rushed at the Bounder, grasped him by
the shoulders, and dragged him back.

“Let ﬁf’ you fool " roared Smithy.

“Chuck it, old bean,” said Bob Cherry
soothingly. “ What's the jolly old good
of scrapping ?”

“I'll emash him——"

“You won't!" said Wharton curtly,
gtill grasping the Bounder, and holding
him back. “The kid's not up to your
weight, Smithy! Leave him alonel I
know he called you a liar, but—I, for
one, don’t beliove him.”

“Harry ¥ exclaimed Nugent.

Traill flushed crimson.

“You don’t belisve me, Wharton?”
he exclaimed.

“No!” answered the eaptain of the
Remova quietly. “I belicved you when
it was your word against Skinner’s—
but S8mithy's not a lar like SBkinner !”

Smithy gave the captain of the
Remove a curious look. He calmed
himself, and unclenched his hands.

“You can let go,” he said, “I won't
touch him again!”

“You can come on as soon as you like,
you rotter | exclaimed Traill. “I'll take
all you can give me, Vernon-Smith.”

“There wouldn't much left of
you |” said the Bounder with a grin, and
he shoved his hands in his pookets and
walked away,

Traill looked round at the faces of
the Famous Five. Ha_rs{] ‘Wharton’s
was cold and set. He bit his lip hard.

“So you believe what Vernon-Smith
has said 7" he asked.

“Every word!" answered Wharton.
;'It"sl'l t.rue-—yqu‘d better say no more,

raill.”
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The Co. were silent. They hardly
knew what to think, It seemed imposs-
ible that Vernon-Smith could have been
mistaken—and obviously he believed
what he said. And yet——

Traill's lip trembled.

“Yon seem to have something wuwp
against me the last few days, Wharton,”
he said. “I'm not surprised at this—
from you! But—the other fellows—I
thought they might take my word.”

" Blessed if I can make it out,” said
Bob slowly. “8mithy couldn’t have
dreamed it, I suppose.”

“1 give you my word that I was not
out of the IHouse last night! Can’t you
take my word "

“Well, yes, if you put it like that—"
said Bob still more slowly.

“Of course,” said Nugent, after a
moment’s hesitation.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and
Johnny Bull nodded. Harry arton's
lip curled.

“Your word’s no good to me, Traill,”
he said, “Smithy saw you out of the
House last night, and that's that! It's
no bizney of mine—I’m not your keeper!
But I've called Skinner some pretty
names for saying what I now know to
be true—you've pulled my leg all
along 1"

“I've done nothing of the kind.”

“You'd better say no more, I think,”
said the captain of the Remove
contemptuously. And he turned on his
heel, and walked away. The Co. looked
after him, and lcoked at Traill; hardly

(Continued on next page.)
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knowing what to do, or what to eay.
The bell for third school came as a
welcome interruption.

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught In the Act!
§KINNER sat up in bed.

His narrow eyes gleamed, in
the dusk of the dormitory.
Half-past ten had chimed out
from the old tower; and most of Grey-
friars was buried in silence and slumber.
Only from some of the masters’ study
windows, lights still glimmered.

But Skinner was awake—and watch-
ing! Many times Skinner had resolved
to remain awake, and keep o watchful
cve open; but generally he had fallen
asleep. On this particular night he was
on the point of dozing off when a
‘sound in the dormitory jerked him
back to wakefulness. It was the creak-
ing of a bed, as some fellow got out.

Skinner sat up silently, and peered
through the gloom. A few beds away,
there was a moving shadow—and
Skinner knew that it was some fellow
dressing in the dark. Whether it was
[raill, ke could not see—bui he had no
doubt that it was. . L.

He remained quite silent, grinning.
He was in luck at last—catehing the
breaker of bounds fairly in the act; as
tie had often intended, but failed to
do. He waited! There was going to
no mistake about it—this time! He was
going to give the spoofing rascal plenty
of rope! Not till the fellow was out
of the dormitory, was Skinner going to
chip in.

Straining his eyes in the gloom, he
could make out the figure. It moved
away from the beds; and Skinner
started a little @s he saw that it did
not take the direction of the door, It
moved towards the window—and there,
in the glimmering starlight it was
clearer to the view; and he knew,
beyond doubt, the slight, slim figure of
Arthur Traill

Skinner stared, puzzled and per-
plexed. It was Traill, and he was going
out of bounds—that was plain! But why
was he going to the window—when he
might have gone to the door? Did the
fool prefer risking his neck?

Apparently he did; for he arrived at
the high window, and drew himself up
to the wide window-shelf. There he was
silhouetted against the starlight, Skinner
heard a faint sound as the window
opened.,

He suppressed a whistle of astonish-
ment,

This, then, was Traill's usual way of
getting out of House bounds. On the
lizst might of term, Skinner had been
driven to the conclusion that Traill,
finding the door locked when he came
back, had gone out again and climbed
to the window, That, he realised now,
was a mistake. It was by the window
that he was accustomed to find egress
and ingress. What Skinner saw now
was a proof of it. That accounted, too,
for the hox-room window having been
left unfastened on the night of the
Bounder’s  escapade—Traill had not
come in that way at all. Smithy had
naturally supposed so—but it was nat
S0,

Skinner watehed, lis hearl beating
vather fast, as the slim, active figure
climbed out of the window,

The fellow was risking his neck—the
danger ho was incurring made Skinner
shiver. Was he a human eat, to clamber
about roofs in the dark? No one would
have supposed that the slight fellow had
the strength to pull himself up to such
a height by the ivy. But if he did not
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use the ivy, he had to clamber along
a narrow ledge, at & dizzy height from
the ground, and reach a landing window
at a distance, where there was a fire
escape ladder clamped to the wall.
There was no man in the Remove who
would have ventured to take such a risk
—it made Skinner's head swim to think
of it] Was that what Traill was up
to? The fellow must have a nerve of
iron.

The figure disappeared.

Skinner crept out of bed. He crossed
to the window, and clambered up, and
put out his head into the starlight.
There was no no sound of rustling in the
thick old ivy; no movement. Traill
was not going down that way. Skinner
looked along the ledge below the win-
dows, that ran along the House wall,
towards the landing window at a
distance. Then he saw Traill,

His heart gave a jump.

He knew that the fellow must be
there; but le hnd expected to see him
crawling cautiously along. Dut he was
not crawling—he was walking!

Skinner could scarcely believe his eyes.
Was the fellow absolutely without
nerves, that he could walk elong a
narrow stone ledge, with a yawning gulf
under_ his elbow?

Traill moved along slowly, but surely.
He walked as easily as if he walked on
firm earth,
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Skinner rubbed his eyes. It seemed
to him that he must be dreaming, Every
instant, he expected to see the fellow
fall. Yet ho realised that Traill must
have done this before—more than once.
There was something uncanny about it.

Evidently, ke was muking for the
landing window, and the iron ladder
clamped to the wall beside it. That
window was near Mr. Queleh’s room,
and the Remove master had to pass it
when he went to bed. Most likely
Quelch had not gone to bed yet; but
he might come wup =any minute.
Traill was not only risking a terrible
fall; but he was risking being seen
from the landing window. It was a
puzzle to Skinner.

But at all events he had now the proof
he wented, There waos no doubt about
that. All the Form had set him down
as a slanderer, and now he had proof.
The fellows would have to own up who
was the liar when they hecard what
Skinner had to tell them now. He
grinned as he dropped back to the floor
of the dormitory.

A moment later he was ehaking Harry
Wharton.

“Wake up, old bean!” chuckled
Skinner.

“Ih, what?”

. Wharton came out of slumber with a
jump. He sat up, staring at Skinner.

“What the thump? What are you
waking me up for, you ass?”’

“A little bit of news for youl!”
erinned Skinner. “Traill's gone out of
bounds 1"
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Wharton gave & grunt.

“Did you wake me up for that?"

“Didn’t you want to know I” sneered
Bkinner.

" No I)J
Wharton laid his head on his pillow
again. Since the cpisode of the

Bounder and the box-room window he
had had no doubt about Traill's ways—
though Skinner was not aware of that.

“Look here—"' muitered Skinner
savagely.

“Leave me alone, you ass!”

Skinner gave him u scow! and turned
to Nugent's bed. Frank came out of his

sleep as he was shaken. Another
moment and the bedelothes were
dragged off Bob Cherry.

“Wake ups old beans!” said Bkinner,
“Wale up, tha lot of you! You're all
going to hear the jolly old news!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What—""

“Is that 8kinner? What—"

“What's the row?’ came three or

four sleepy voices. Plenty of the
Remove were waking up now.
“Traill's gone out of bounds!”

chiickled Bkinuer.

“0Oh, rats!”

“Zhut up 1"

“ Chuck it, Skinner "

“Look at bis bed 1" said Bkinner. He
struck a match and held it up over
Traill’s empty bed.

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “ Where's Traill '

“ Feho answers where [’ grinned the
Bounder.

“Estecmod echo answers that the
wherefulness is terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“He—he—he's gonel” stammered
Nugent. :

“(Cone from our gaze like a jolly old
beautiful dream!’ grinned Skinner,

He was enjoying this. *“And he won't
come back by the door, either; he pre-
fers roof stunts! He went by the
window, and I fancy he’ll come buck the
same way.”

“The window!” exclaimed Bob.
“Rats! Rubbish! He eouldn’t climb
down the ivy—he hasn't the beef in
him—""

“He's gone salong the ]edg’e to the
landing window near Quelch's room;
he goes down the fire-ladder—""

“Rubbish! He couldn't|” .

“]  watched bhim go!” grinned
Skinner, “He¢'s some acrobat, and no
mistake | I wouldn’t hayve believed he
could do it—only I sauw him "’

All the Remove were awake now, ex-
cepting Billy Bunter. Bunter's decp
snore still woke the echoes.

“Wharton doosn’t want to know about
it, it scems!” grinned Skinner. “But
the whole Form’s jolly well going +to
know ! I’ve been called some nice
names for telling the truth——"

«Well, it was rather a new stunt of
yours,” said Bob Cherry. “You couldn’t
expoct anybody to guess that you were
telling the truth.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, you can sce for yoursclves
now,” jeered Skinner, “If you like to
squint out of the window you'll see him
walking along the ledge, like a circus
man on & tightrope! Blessed if I know
where he gets tho nerve 1"

Harry Wharton sat up suddenly,

“What’s that, Skinner? He can’t be
doing—— Is the fellow mad? He will
be killed 1

“He's done it before—more than
once—"

Harry Wharton was ont of bed with a
bound. He made a leap for the dormi-
tory window and pul his head out. The
colour draincd from his face as ho saw
the junior outside. Traill's back was_fo
him’ as ho passcd along the ledge. He
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Bunter took the sleeping junior’s nose between a fat finger and thumb, and pinched it hard.
Traill made a sudden movement, and his arm shot out, eateching Bunter under his fat chin.
junior.

ras moving slowly, but seemingly with
a sure step. He had almost reached the
‘ggg landing window when Wharton saw

im.

Harry gazed at him, spellbound.

“Traill 1" he called out Loarsely.

The junior did not seem to hear; he
gave no sign. And Harry did not call
again—{fearful of startling him and thus
causing the catastrophe he dreaded.
He gazed at the slight figure, his eyes
almost starting from his head. How the
junior kept his footing was a mystery.
A gulf of death yawned under his elbow,
yet he moved with sure steps as easily
as if he were walking on a path in the
quad far below. It was such a feat as
only a circus acrobat might have been
expected to perform, yet Traill per-
formed it without a tremor.

“Good heavens!” breathed Wharton.

It seemed impossible that the junior
would not fall. Had he done this before
successfully 7 Wharton could not believe
it. And why was he doing it at all?
If he wanted to get out of bounds there
were safer ways than this. For a long
moment Wharton stared in horror and
stupefaction at the slow, but steady
figure on the ledge against the wall;
then he dropped back to the floor, raced
across the dormitory to the door, and
dragged it open. His only thought now
was to get to the landing window when
Q'vaill arrived there, get it open, and get
him in.

“You'll wake the beaks!™ called out
the Bounder,

“Harry——

Wharton did not heed. There was a
life in deadly peril, and the utterly
reckless fellow had to be saved. He
rushed owt of the dormitory and tore
slong the passage in the dark and
reached the big landing, where the

L

“* You rotter—wow ! Oh, crikey !

starlight fell in, in a silvery flood,
on a broad space hetween the window
and the stairs. Ho jumped to the
window and dragged open a casement.
The narrow parapct on which Traill
was walking ran below, and as Wharton
looked out, Traill was just reaching the
window, his chin on a level with the sill
In tho elear light of the stars Wharton
had a full view of his facc—and in utter
amazement he saw that Traill’s eyes
were tightly closed.

For an instant ho gazed at him, dumb-
founded.

Then he understood.

Traill was a somnambulist, and he
was walking in his sleep !

THE SIXTEFENTH CHAPTER.
The Somnambulist !
ARRY WHARTON slood

motionless' for the moment,
gazing at the calm, composcd
face of that strange sleeper.

Like a flash it came to him.

A somnambulist—that explained it all.
Back into his mind came that incident
when he had looked for Traill in the
passages and the fellow had turncd his
back on him; aflerwards hie had found
Traill asleep in the study. Ile knew
now what had puzzled and angered him
then—Traill had been asleep at the
time; he had slept in the study, and
walked in his sleep—as he was doing
now. He had been asleep when the
Bounder had secn him in the guad at
night, though Smithy had not guessed
it, Wharton felt a pang of remorse.
The fellow had denied what Wharton
knew must be truc—but he had denied
it in good faith, for he did not know.
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The resulf was rather unexpected.
** Qoooooh I ** roared the podgy

Oow!”

Obviously, he remembernd nothing in his
waking hours of what he Jid in the
strange state of sommnambulizm,

*Is the fellow mad?”

Tt was the Bounder's voice, husky, at
Wharton's elbow. Smithy had followed
him from the dormitory,

Wharton panted.

“He's asleep L

“ Asleep !”” 'The Bounder gave a jump.
“ Asleep—what—"'

“ Bomnambulism !** breathed Wharten,

“Oh, my hat!"”

Traill had come to a stop. Ilis face
was not two feet [rom the two staring
Removites, but Le was unconscions of
their presence. Ilis eyes were fost
closed. The Bounder made o movement,
hut Wharton caught his arm.

“Don’t touch him I"* he breathed.

Smithy nodded, He was aware that
it was said to be dangerous to wake a

sonmambulist in  the act of sleep-
walking. . i .
“But we can’t leave him {o it 1" whis-

pered the Bonndoer,
“No, but—"
It was clear that Traill had done this
before—that Lie had made that perilous
journey along the narrow parapet and
deseended from the iron ladder clamped
on the wall in perfect safety. A som-
nambulist can do many things impos-
sible in waking moments, But, though
the sleep-walker was unconsciouz, some
strange sense scemed to tell him that the
window, usually closed, was open.
Instead of moving farther along, Lie had
turned his face to the sill and grasped
it with his hands.
“Ie's coming
Smithy.
“Thank Ileaven !” breathed Wharton,
To touch the sleeper might wake him.
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suddenly and precipitate a tragedy.
With deep thankfulness. they saw him
climb in at the window. A load was
lifted from their hearts when he stood
on the landing witnin, and Wharton
turriedly shut the casement behind bhim
and fastened it.

Traill moved on, with a slow, steady
step, across the landing. Wharton and
the Bounder followed. There was a
sound of footsteps on the stairs, and the
clectric light flashed on. Some beak
“was coining up to bed, turning on the
lights as he came.

“Oh, my hat! Queleh!” muttered
Smithy.

“Phew I'

Mr. Quelch cam: up stepped
on the landing, and stared at Wharton
and Smithy and Traill.

“What—" ejaculated the Remove
master, in angry astomshment. * Whar-
ton, Vernon-Smith, Traill—what are
vou doing out of your dormitory?”

“Let him pass, sirl” exclaimed
Wharton.

“YWhat, what?” Mr. Quelch was
standing directly in Traill's path, and
the sleep-walking junic. was walking
scraight at him. “'What do you mean,
Wharton? Traill!l Stop! Do jou
Lhoear me? Stop! What—"

Bump!

Traill walked righ! into Mr. Quelch.

" BU): 1” gasped the Remove master.

“He's asleep,  sir—"  gasped
Wharton. .

‘" z?slunp}—what—nonsensa ! Traill—
wlia N

Mr. Quelch grasped the junior by the
shoulder. Traill's eves were open now
—the sudden shock ot the bump against
tie astonished Form master had
awakened him.

He blinked.

“Why—what—"" ¥e stared round

lLim  blankly. “What—wLeve  the
dickens am I—what——"
He broke off in sheer amazement.
“Traill I gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Alr. Queleh—what—how did I get

Loare 3" panted Traill.  “What does it

zoan? Wha »

Wharton pressed his arm.

“It's al! right, old chapl All
sarene,” he said. “Come back to the

dorm! You've been walking in yonr
sloep—it's all right.”

“Oh erikey! I—1 haven't—I—I—1
couldn't have—" Traill stammered.
* Oh erumbs [”

Mr. Quelech understood now.

“Take Traill back to the dormitory,
Vernon-8mith,” he said.

“Yes, sir!"

The Bounder led Traill away. When
te was out of hearing, the Remove
master turned to Wharton again.

“How did you find this
Wharton 27

The captain of the Remove explained
tnat a fellow had been mwake and had
sonn Traill getting out of the window.
e, Quelch shuddered.

“It was very sensible not to mention
that before Traill—no to let him know
the terrible risk he has run,” he said
“To-marrow # Mr. Quelech did noi
finish that sentence. “We shall see!
Traill had better not remain in the
dormitory—lie is scarcely safe there, in
thesa strange cirecumstances—I will see
liim in safety for the night, and to-
morrow—->"

Again Mr. Queleh broke off.

A fow minutes later Traill, with a
troubled and dismayed face, followed
HMr. Quelch from the Remova dormitory.
The Remove were left to slumber onco
riore—but it was a long time before they
slept. Even Billy Bunter was awake,
and for a long time there was a buzz of
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discussion over that strange and unex-
pected discovery. X

“Poor old Traill [* said Bob Cherry.
“1 suppose he renlly was ouf, frst night
of term, after all—"

“I told you so, didn't 17" grunted
Skinmner.

“Yes, that's why I dide'c believe it,
old bean| We might have guessed this
before, if you hadn't been such a fibber |
But how was any fellow to know that
you were telling the truthi”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That's a thing no fellew could be
expected fo guess! You'li admit that
yourself, Skinner?”

“0Dh, go and eat coke!” growled
Skinner,

And the Remove slept at last.

THIS WEEK'S TONIC
LAUGH!

“Don't put off until to-morrow
what you can do to-day!" says
Robert Platt, of 94, Crowther
Road, Stockland Green, Erding-

ton, Birmingham. He's sent in

the following ribtickler, and has
won a pocket knife for his trouble.

{7
Johknny : ' Mother, Peggy’s
been a naughty girl.” :
Mother : ** Why, what has she
done 7 ¥

Johnny: “ Bhe says she's not
going to wear those 'darned’
socks any morel??

More jokes and Greyfriars
limericks wanted, please !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

ILLY BUNTER grinned,

Great thoughts were working
in the podgy brain of William
George Bunter!

It was the following afternoon.

From Study No. 1, iu the Remove.
came the sound of cheery voices. A
feast of tho gods was going on in that
study.

It was. a sort of farewell feast. It
was given in honour o. a fellow who was
leaving. That fellow was Traill, who
had been hardly a couple of weeks at
the school, Nobody wanted to lose him;
but it was clear that the sommambulist
required the care ot th parental roof
—and Traill's father was coming for him
that day.

The little rift in the lue in Study

No. 1 was, of course, over now—now
that the curious mystery of the new
bog: was explained.

tven Skinner had told the new fellow
that he was sorry. And Smithy was
with the tea-party—one of the founders
of the feast. Billy Bunter wasn’t!

That, to Bunter, seemed a drawback
that had to be remedied. Bunter had
seen magnificent supplies carried into
the study after class. It was to be a
record spread. Traill was to take away
with him a pleasant recolloztion of good-
fellowship.

Bunter had rolled in—and two or
three juniors had rollec him out again.
In the passage the fat Owl stood lﬂ(ﬁ a
podgy Peri at the gate of Paradise.
But Bunter's brain was at work. It did
not often work—and when it did, the

y results were not tremendous, as a rule,

But if anything could spur on Bi
Bunter's fat intellect to great efforts, it
was the prospect of s feed—and such a
feed |

That was why he grinned. Bunter
had an idea—a brilliant idea!l Ia
rolled into hiz own study—No. 7—where
Peter Todd and Dutton were nt tea.
He plumped down in the armchair,

“Mind you don’t disturb me, Toddy,"”
he admonished. “I'm tired—awfully
tired—and I'm going to sleep, If I
walk in my sleep, mind yo don't wake
me—it’s dangerous to wake a fellow
walking in his sleep !”

“What-a-at?” gasped Toddy.

“Jolly dangerous!” said Bunter.
“Mind you don't do it, see?”

Toddy gazed at him.

Bunter closed his eye- and opened his
mouth| A minute more, and he was
snoring 1

Toddy still gazed. Ie seemed dumb-
founded. Up from the armchair rose
Billy Bunter, his eyes shut—or nearly
shut—behind his big spectacles. He
extended his fat hands and groped out
of the study. Toddy just gazed—he
seemed incapable of specch.

With eyes shut and hands extended,
Bunter rolled along the passage to
Study No. 1. Skinner, iu the passage,
stared at him.

“What on carth’s that game?” he
asked in wonder.

“I'm asleep

“Wha-a-at "

“Walking in my sleep, you
said Bunter,

*Oh crikey!”

»

know,”

Bunter rolled on, leaving Skinner
almost in a state of collapse. He

reached the half-open door of Study
No. 1. Cheery voices came from within.
“Rotten to Iose you, old chap,” Bob

Cherry was saying “But of course,
you'll be better at home.”

“Yes, that's so0,” Bunter heard
Traill answer. “Of course, nobody
dreamed this would come on here.
After my illness a few years ago I had

an attack of it; but it wa supposed to
be over and done with, and I'd for-
gotten all about it. I dare say the
cxcitement of coming to school brought
it on again—my first doy hore was a bit
exciting, one way and another. I'm
sorry to be geing; but the pater’s taking
me on a sea voyage—he to'd me on the
phone to-day—and 1 fancy I shall have
o good time. OF course, 1 shall get
over it all right.”

“1 was rather an nss not to spot what
the matter was, that night in the quad,”
said the DBounder.

“Same here—that da; ir the passage,”
said Harry Wharton “Bat, of course,
a fellow wouldn't guess———"

Snore !

Harry Wharton broke off suddenly at

{Continued on page 28.)
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WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Ever since Nobby—a nameless waif who
had lived his early years with the circus
ewned by Don Carlos—came to Perriton
Rovers, Daniel Willoughby Thundersiey has
schemed and plotted with the Don for the
yvoungster's downfall. Then, when Lord
Waeatherstone, Thundersiey's uncle, legally
aﬂnx.u Nobby, a last desperate attempt is
ma by the conspirators to get rid of
Nobby. The scheme fails, and it comes as a
tremendous shock to Thundersley when he
learns from Ferrers Locke, the famous detec-
tive, that Nobby is his own brother who
was kidnapped when an infant by the
sooundrelly Don |  Thoughts of a terrible
revenge food Thundersley's mind as the
Don phones through to say that he is
coming along to see him.

(Now read on.)

Hand to Hand !
“ ILL you please go in! The
n;a?,t’er is expecting you,
The Don needed no
introduction. He brushed past the man-
servant as if he 'did not exist, entered
the Jounge—and walked st.mig"nt to the
window |

Thundersley eyed him wonderingly.

From behind the shelter of the hang-
ing curtains the Don gazed into the
roadway below. Directly opposite stood
a tall individual in a lounge suit and &
bowler hat. That individual seemed to
advertise to the world at' large and
to the Don in particular that he was a
plain-clothes man, which indeed was the
case. What was more to the point, the
Don had seen him many times before
that day. Actually the tall man in the
lounge suit bad paid very especial
attention to the olive-skinned circus
proprietor directly he had received
orders from headquarters that he was
to trail the man wherever he went.
The Don had tried his utmost to throw
the persistent shadower off the trail on
his journey up from the circus, but the
view from the window proved that he
had not suceeeded.

“(Caramba!”’ exclaimed the Don.
“What does he follow me for? Ah"—
his eyes lit up with cunning—“T will
leave by the back entrance, yes.”

Having reached that decision, he
turned to Thundereley with outstretched

i
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i
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But the strange look on the
young man’s face brought him up with

hand.

&€ .]El' . 3

*What is the matter, my friends?
Are you ill1”

“Not in the way you would under-
stand, you dirty, scheming, double-
crossing dago,” answered Thundersley
in a voice that was vibrant with loath-
ing. “But eit down for a moment.”

The Don’s lips parted in a snarl;
his whole face changed.

“1 am in a hurry, my friends,” Le
hissed, “but even so, I do not permit
anyone to call me names like that.
CUgramba ! It will suit you better, my
friends to choose your words to me.
1 have called for my money.”

Thundersley laughed.

“Money? You said over the phone
sottlement in full Well, you slimy
dago, vou shall have your settlement.”

The Don’s face creased into an oily
smile, .

“Now you are talking, You geeve
me five hundred pounds and you an’ me
are all square, yes? Nobby, the pig-
dog, the carrion—he is safe. Verree,
verree safe, yes. The Don—he always
keeps his word.2

“And sometimes a Thundersley keeps
his, you rat!” exclaimed Th_.undersley,
rising from the chair and bringing the
revolver into view for the first time.
“Vour settlement will take the forin of
an ounce of lead.”’

The Don teaped out of the chair and
backed towards the window, His lips
parted and curled back over his yellow
teeth in a snarl like that of a cornered
beast. .

“What are you talking about, my
friends,” he said huskily. ‘‘Put that
gun down.”

Thundersley advanced towards him
slowly, revolver levelled from the hip.
His face was pﬁmstiy pale, his eyes
unhealthily bright. The Don thought
he had euddenly gone mad—and gone
mad Thundersley nearly had. The
thought of what his young brother had
endured at the hands of this inhuman
monster, and of the part he himself had
pladvﬂd, sent an overwhelming loathing
and hatred through his whole being.
In his eyes, the Don was like unto a
'{)msonous gnake, something that should
he exterminated.

‘mocked Thundersley,

I know everything, Pedrillo
Radini—"

The Don’s olive face blanched. That
name he had left behind him, as he
thought, years and years ago.

“I know you now for whai yon are,”
continued Thundersley. “ My father’s
enemy—my brother’s enomy, My
cnemy—"

The Don shook as if with the ague.
How nmuch did this white-faced figure of
vengeance know ?

“Ferrers Locke is the man who has
hounded you down,” grated Thundets-
Epv. “To him I owe my brother's
1 e‘__!’

The Don recoiled with a sharp intake
of breath. Recovering, he tried to bluff
{glfmsuif out of the tightest corner of his
ife.

“You are mad, yes. Mad, mad! I
know nothings of what you say.”

Thundersley laughed shortly.

“Mad am I? Well, perhaps I am,
But, you Iympilwretch, whether I'm mad
or not won't help you. You killed my
mother—you killed my father. You did
vour best to kill my brother, You even
schemed to send me to the gallows,
Now it, is your turn to suffer.”

“Mad—mad |” screamed the Don, his
dark eyes roving the room for a way
of escape, or for a weapon., “Keep that
gun away.?

“You have a few minutes left to you,”
“Rive, to be
precise. When that clock on the
pedestal strikes the half-hour—" he
broke off, but the abrupt halt was just
as significant as any spoken words,

The Don shivered. How all his
secrets had become known he did not
know. At that moment all his thoughts
and his cunning were concentrated on
dispossessing  Thundersley  of the
revolver, :

In the black silk sash that girded his
waist was o keen edged stiletto, without
which the Don never ventured abroad.

Stealthily his hand sought it, plucked

it out and flung it in almost one move-
ment. What happencd next Thundersley
hardly knew. Something bright whistled
through the air, and bit dcepl&‘ into the
hand that held the revolver, Thunders-
ley’s finger tightened round the frigger
a second before he dropped the revolver,
Tre Magyer Lierary.—No. 1,317,
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with a scream of pein. And in that
gecond thers was a blinding flash, a
shattering explosion and the crash of
breaking glass.

The bullet went a foot wide of the
crouching Don and splintered the
window in & thousand pieces~:a circum-
stance which prompted the plain-
clothes man waiting below to fake a
hand in the game.

He was across the street and racing
up the spiral stairway to Thundersley's
rooms in the same moment that the Don
leaped forward with & snarl and
fastened his long fingers round
Thundersley's «throat.

“Caramba! ¥You would kill the Don,
ch? But the Don will do the killing,
my young friend. I know not how you
found this out, but it won't help you., I
liate you—I hated your father! He sent
me to Devil's Island to a lingering
death, But I have tasted revenge.
Now I will take vengeance in full "’

The while the words poured from him
in a torrent his fingers were slowly
crushing the life out of his victim. Just
for a moment he looked up to see the
terrified face of the servant peering in
at the door, and those terrible fingers
relaxed, A hasty grab at the stiletto
lying on the carpet, and once again that
terrible blade was whistling across the
room straight for the servant,

The servant mever moved a muscle—
and that fact probably saved his life.
The hissing blade Hew past his head
with nothing more than half an inch to
spare, and stuck guivering in the door.
Long before it ceased to quiver the
elderly servant had collapsed in his
trocks in a dead faint.

But that respite, brief az it was,
gserved Thundersiey well.  Despite his
wounded hand—for the stiletto had
pierced it deeply—he struggled with the
courage and strength of desperation.,

The revolver lay a yard away or
more, If he could reach it—

The Don guessed his intention and
chuckled with fiendish glee. He was
more than a mateh for Thundersley—or
s0 he thought. He would never get his
hands on that gun, This was to be
settlement in full—and bare hands would
decide it. He reached out with his foot
as he struggled with Thundersley and
deliberately kicked the gun to the far
sido of the room, then he waded in with

both hands and feect like an Apache.
Thundersley fought back blow for blow,
with equal savagery. He realised that
the Don was fighting to kill, All the
primitive animal ferocity in his nature
was uppermost—that and the old over-
whelming dcsire for revenge on the
Thundersley family. Up and down the
air of them tramped, overturning the
urniture, smashing at cach other with
murderous punches. And while they
fought like wild-cats the plain-clothes
man was belabouring the door with his
burly shoulder in a persistent effort to
break in before murder was committed.

Inside the room Thundersley stag-
gered away half a dozen feet, as the
Don's clenched fist caught him under the
chin. He slithered along the carpet,
crashed into o pedestal upon which was
a handsome Oriental vase and sent it
clattering into fragments. Through
half-blinded eyes he saw the Don catch
up a chair, saw it whizzing towards him,
and dodged away in the nick of time.
The chair elattered against the wall,
brought down a heavy, gilded picturo—
and 1t was that massive picture-frame
which thudded against the Don’s head
as he rushed in to deal Thundersley the
final blow.

—_—

The Arrest of the Don !

ASPING and reeling against the
G farther wall, Thundersley could
hardly believe that his wild-cat
enemy was, for the moment,
knocked cut. His own senses were slip-
ping from him. Both eyes were dark
and puffy, both cheeks were streamin
crimson where the Don's long nails ha
torn them, whilst loss of blood from his
damaged hand was fast sapping his
strength. It was fortunate for Thun-
dersley that the burly shoulder of the
plain-clothes man splintered a panel in
the door. Another vigorous charge and
the panel gave completely. Through the
jagged aperture reached a massive fist,
and the groping fingers soon found the
cateh of the lock and released it.
“(Great jumping catswhiskers 1’
gasped the plain-clothes man, ms he
strode into the hallway and carefully
stepped over the prostrate form of the
servant.  Then, catching sight of the
ruin that lay bevona., he whistled. He

THE FINEST STORY OF KING CRICKET EVER TOLD!
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This real-life story told by JOHN BREARLEY, author of previous * Magnet"
successes—" The Teat Match Hope!" and * Up the Rovers!™

STARTS IN NEXT WEEK'S “MAGNET."”

Don't miss the grand opening

chapters, whatever gou do !
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had seen a few "rauqh houses ** in his
time, but Thundersley’s one-time luxuri-
ous lounge looked as if a bomb had ex-
ploded in it. There was hardly a sound
piece of furniture in the room. Chairs
and tables and pictures lay strewn about
the floor in wild confusion. Catching
sight of Thundersley, who was reeling
against the wall, gulping in greak
breaths, the plain-clothes man’s expres-
sion became stern.

“Wot's all this ‘ere?”" he demanded.
“Who's who? And wot's wot, eh "’

Thundersley couldn't speak; he just
pointed to the prostrate figure of the
Don in a meaning gesture.

“QOh, 'im, is it?"” remarked the plain-
clothes man indifferently. “Is he
dead 1"

Thundersley shook his head, olawed
his way towards a chair, stood it on its
four legs, and sank into it, done to the
wide. Meanwhile, the plain-clothes man
was examining the unconscious Don.

““He's only knocked out,’” was his ver-
dict, after & brief inspection. “Looks o
bit of a mess. Hallo!"—catching sight
of the manservant, who was now sittin
up and blinking about him. *“He's a
right, too.  Swell fight, if you arsks
me."”

No one paid any attention to the
plain-clothes man. The servant sat on
the floor, gazing, as if mesmerised, Bt
the long stiletto which was buried in the
door; Thundersley completely relaxed,
indifferent to what was happening about
him; the Don slowly began to return to
a conscious state.

The plain-clothes man seemed at a loss
for o moment, but, eatching sight of the
phone, he rang up headquarters and ex-
plained what he could of the affair. His
superior officer was terse—very terse—
when asked for instructions.

“ Arrest the man, you dolt! I'm com-
ing along now."” .

There was the sound of a receiver
being hastily hung up, and the plain-
clothes man, slightly aggrieved, fumbled
in his pockets and drew out a pair of
handeuffs.

“ Arrest 'im, ch? 'E didn’t say who.
I'll arrest all of them to make sure !’

He reached down, shook the Don into

sensibility, &and then dragged him
towards Thundersley.
Click !

When Thundersley became aware that
something had happened he found that
his right wrist had been joined to the
Don's left wrist by means of the single
pair of handeuffs. But he was foo far
gone still to offer any objection, while
the Don was only dimly conscious of
what had happened.

“'Lre, you,” said the plain-clothes
man to the servant, who at last had
scrambled to his feet, “come over "ero.
8it down. Now, don't arfue. 8it down.
You can do a spot of talking when the
boss arrives. When I said * Bit down,’ I
thought you’d ’ave enough sense to get
yourself & chair. But I don't mind.
You can sit on the floor if you like,”

And the plain-clothes man began to
while away the time by whistling
“There's No Place Like Home.”” He
stood smartly to attention, however,
when the tread of feet echoed along the
hallway, and Inspector Pyecroft, accom-
panied by Ferrers Locke, strede in,

“Good lor'!” exclaimed the C.LD.
man, as he gazed at the scene of desola-
tion. “Looks like an earthquake had
happened "’

ke made no comment. He was
quick to see the stiletto sticking in the
door, and the revolver against the
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wainscoting on the far side of the room.
Ho knew what had happened just as
well as if he'd been present to witness
it.

Catching sight of Thundersley hand-
cuffed to the f)on, he frowned.

“ Helease that man immediately !” he
said gruffly.

“But Inspector Pyecroft ordered me
to arrest hBim,’’ protested the plain-
clothes man.

“Nonsense ! snapped Pyecroft. I
said arrest him!” And he pointed to
the Don.

“Makes no difference to me who's
bloomin’ well arrested I”’ was the plain-
clothes man’s inward comment.

At that moment the Don blinked him-
self into full consciousness, and the first
face he saw was that of Ferrers Locke.

“Well, Pedrillo BSadini,”’ remarked
the private -detective, '‘you've a lot to
answer for. I wonder if they’ll be
pleased to see you back at Devil's
Taland ? Rather fancy they will, what?"’

“Caramba! Never, never!”

The look that the Don fHlashed him
would have killed Lecke on the spot—
if looks could kill !

“Take him to the station, Morriss,”
said Inspector Pyecroft. “You’ll find
the van outside.”

And yelling threats and imprecations
in a mixture of Spanich and broken
English, the Don. alias Pedrillo Sadini,
was hustled out to the waiting police van
and driven off to gaol.

A police photographer took a couple
of flashlight pictures of the wrecked
reom. Pyecroft very gingerly collected
the revolver and the stiletto. and then
turned to Thundersley.

“Congratulations, Mr. Thundersiey !”
he said, holding out a horny hand.
“Mr. Locke's told me the rews about

your brother on the way up Jove, old |P

Weatherstone—ahem —Lord Weather-
stone’ll go barmy over this!”

“Thank you,”” said Thunderaley, wrap-
ping a handlrerchief round his wounded
hand.

“By the way,” said Pyecroft suddenly.
“Quppose this dage tried to kill you,
what? That's what he came for, eh 7"

Thundersley shook his head.

“On the contrary, I tried to kill him
—but he was too quick with that
stiletto.”

“1 don’t think we need hear that
officially, eh, Pyecroft 7" laughed Locke.

And Pyecroft, winking, remarked that
he always had been a bit deaf. :

“Well, it’s nearing the time we paid
his lordship and young Trevor a visit!"
chuckled Locke. “Jack’s gone along
ahead of us to start the ball rolling.
Bat you look in need of a little atten-
tion I{rst, Thundersley.” He was exam-

ining the stiletto wound. “Tt'll heal

nicely, old man. 'That's the best of
these sharp weapons—if they only

wound the healing job is always &
simple one. Let me dress it for you.”

A Fresh Start !

HERE was a joyful reunion of the

I Thundersiey family that after-
noon at Weatherstone Court, and

to Ferrers Locke was entrusted

the delicate task of breaking the final
news to his lordship and Nobb ack
Drake having very carefully led up to

1t.
His lordship looked like fainting, as
bit by bit E.'Looka pieced the puzzle
together ; but he took the sheck like the
stout old warrior that he was, and
clasped young Nobby—or, to give him
his right name, Trevor—to his breast.
As for Nobby, he felt that the whole
thing was a beautiful dream, from
wh he didn't want to tear himself

away when the waking moment should
dawn.

One whose joyfulnes: was not so
wildly pronounced as tha others was
Deaniel Willoughby Thundersley. His
heart was heavy, for he had determined
on & full confession; but eatchin
Nobby’s warning glance he remni.neg
silent.

At the first opportunity Nobby—for
Nobby he must remain to the end of

‘this narrative—drew his brother on one

side.
“Look here, Dan ""—he coloured as he
used the name for the first time—“1

want you to do me a favour.”
“Of course T will. Wha* is it, old
box?”

‘Keep mum about the—the affair,”
whispered Nobby, referring to the safe
robbery. “I honestly believe it would
break the old man’s heart if he knew.”

e

“You think so?” ssked Thundersley.
“T had made up my mind to come clean.
I've got a lot to get of my chest. At
the end of it you will hate me.
Listen I

And forthwith he plunged into a full
account of his miserable dealings with

the Don,

Nobby, pale-faced and troubled,
heard him out. He was shocked—
shocked to the core that any man could
plan such villainy, let alone his own
brother. But his hard days among the
circus had developed in Nobby »a
generous heart. Quite simply he offered
his hand to Daniel.

“1 think I understand, Dan,” he said.
“Let's forget and shake hands, Let's
start afresh from to-day. My brother
—my brother {”

*“Nobby, I'll make it up to you for

(Continued on page 28.)
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TCOME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glod to heor from you, chums, so
address : The Editor, The
Press, Lid., The Fleelsvay House, Farvingdon

A stomped,

the followin
The A
H Sireet, London, E.C.4.

drop me a lne lo
Magnet ' Librory,

, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.
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VERY day now, chums, m -
bag is choeck-a-bloak W of
readers’ letters, paying how
pleased they are with the hand-

some Free Photogravure Plates. Allow
me, then, to thank you one and all for the
appreeciation shown, You've got another
fine photo-plate this week to add to your
collection of '‘ Marvels of Modern En-
gineering,” and I can well imagine how
leasad you are with it. Don't forget
there are

NINE MORE PHOTO-PLATES
TO COME

—and every one is a perfect specimen.
The only way to make sure of getting the
completo series of photos i to give your
newsagent & standing order for the
MaeNeT. You'd feel awfully disappointed
if you missed one of them now, wouldn't
you ? Next week's souvenir plate illus-
trates the world's tallest structure, the

EMPIRE STATE BUILDING.

(A Man-made Mountain of Brieks and
Steal.)

Don't spoil your collection by failing to
get it !

Having got that off my chest, here's
some more interesting news for yfu.

Now that good weather is with us, and.

the great outdoors is calling, would you
like a

RIGBY SUPER MODEL AEROPLANE

which is easy to construct and guaranteed
to fly ¥ You would ! Good! Then here'’s
your oppprtnnlitsr. These aeroplanes,
already sssembled, would cost you 2s. 6d.
in the shops. You, however, will be able
to get the various parte and full instrye-
tions for assembling the plane yoursslf
for the modest price of 4}d. Isn't this an
offer worth teking advantage of 1 Yes,
Bir, every time ! ink of the added fun,
too, assembling your model. If you are
interested, make certain of geiting next
Baturday's MaeNET, for in it you will find
full partioulars of this remarkable offer.

By the way, you'd do well to read this

week's eplendid school tale of Tom Merry

& Co. in our companion , the
Y GEM.” It's enti " 8T, '8 FOR
EVER!" and tells of the exciting ad-
ventures of Tom Merry and Kerr, both of
whom are m rading as new boys at
Rylebmbe Grammar B l, in & dan'ng
attempt to square accounts with their ol
rivals. You can take it from me, chums,
this yarn is a real winner.

DON'T MISS THIS OPPORTUNITY !

Clockwork B boats, Yachta, Gliders,
Camerss, and (Games are only a few of the
dozens of wonderful gi which are
illusirated in the new Nestlé’s Gift Book.
Of course, you know that a coupon or
part coupon is enclosed with all the
wrap varieties of Neatlé’s Choocolate,
from the 2d. bar upwards! If you write
to Negtlé’'s (Qift Department 47), Bilver-
thorne Road, Batiersea, London, B,W.8,
they will send you a eopy of the new
Nestlé's Free Gift Book, and a Voucher for
five free coupona. It would be an ahsolute
crime to misa this chance of obtaining one
of these splendid gifts !

Now for next week's programme.
The Greyfriara yarn which I have in store
for you ia a real corker, and Frank
Richards has let himse!f go in :

‘“TAMING A TYRANT I

which tains more and thrilla
thas I've encountered for a long time.
Ag you will notice, the curtein rings down
this wetk on ‘* Nobby, the °‘Bhooting
Star.’” Let me tell you, however, that
John Brearley, whose previous s ng
sporting yarns proyed so popu
MacweT readers, is ** stepping ' into pages
of the MagnET with a rattling fine story of
King Cricket, entitled: ' ALLISON OF
AVONBHIRE ! " The ':fenjng chapters
of this grand story will appear next
Baturday, so don't miss them, bays!
Added to thess fine features is the usual
two-page ‘* Greyfriars Herald "' supple-
ment, which i guaranteed to raise a
laugh, our usual shorter features, and

OTHER SBUPERB FREE FHOTO-
PLATE. If you've not sleady ordered
your copy de so pow.

YOUR EDITOR.

I L
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AFTER LIGHTS OUT!

{Continued from page 24.)

that eudden antl uncxpected sound
irom the door. All eyes turned door-
ward in amazement. Snores were not
uncommon, at night, in the dormitories;
but such a sound was quite startling in
the afternoon at the door of a study.

“Why, what—" pgaspod Frank
Nugent.

“ Bunter—"

“What the thump

The tea-party i Study Neo. 1 sat
transfixed. Billy Bunter, with his eyes
shut behind his spectacles, his fat hands
extended before him, groped into the
study. The juniors stared ot him as if
they had been mesmerised.

“What the—— Oh crumbs!” ox-
claimed Traill. *“Is the fat ass potty?”

“The pottifulness is terrifie,” gasped
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singl.

“Bunter, you benighted ass—"

Peter Todd's grinning face looked inio
the doorway after Bunter. Behind
‘Peter another face grinned—Skinner’s.

“Don’t be alarmed, you men,” said
Toddy.  “Bunter's walking in his
sloep.”

“What I” yelled the tea-party.

“He's caught it from Traill, you sec!
Mind you don’t wake him—it's rather
dangerous to wake a somnambulist, - He
said so just before he started snoozing,
Just as 1f he knew, you koow.”

“Walking in his sleep!” gasped
Wharton.
“Yes, rather,” yelled Skinner. “ITe

told me so—just told me in the pas-
sago.”

“(Oh, my hat "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors gazed at Bunter as if
fascinated. That even the fat and
fatuous Owl of the Remove fancied that
he could get away with a spoof like
this was amazing. But cvidently Bunter
hoped so. 1f one fellow walked in his
sleep why shouldn’t another?  The
fellows believed that Traill was a
somnambulist. Why shouldn’t they
believe that Bunter was one? That was
how the fat and egregious Owl of the
Remove looked at it.

Bunter reached the tea-table. Tle
reached out to a plate of tarts, and
took one. It crunched into lis capacious
mouth.

“0Oh scissors!” gurgled Bob Cherry.
“That's the game, is it7?

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Crunch| Munch! Bunter grabbed a
second tart. If the fellows believed that
he was walking in his sleep, it was all
right. But it was a very big “if.”

“Well, my only hat!” said Johnny
Bull. “Bunter takes the cake, and no
giddy mistake! Jevver hear of such
& born idiot?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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There was a roar of laughter in the
gtudy. Bunter, evidently, fancied that
he was taking the fellows in.

“0Oh gad !” said the Bounder. “Don’t
wake him! It's dangerous to wake a
sleep-walker! Ha, ha, ha! And, of
course, we all believe that he's sleep-
walking 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Crunch, went a third tart! Smithy
rose and picked up the teapot.

“ A little of this down his neck!” he
remarked.

Bunter jumped.

“0l, really, Bmithy!
beast 1

*Do  slecp-walkers
sleep ¥ grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Mind you don't wake me!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I'm fast asleep, you know
—snoring ! Keep that teapot away; you
beast 1Y

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anytling lo cackle
at! I say, you g

Kcep off, you

talk in their

fellows—yarooool !
roarcd Bunter, as Smithy weighed in
with the teapot.

“Ha, huo, hal”

“Awake now?” asked the Bounder,
“Here, hold him and I'll give him some

more! Better make a job of it "
*1 say, you fellows—leggo! XKeep
that teapot away! Whooop! 1 say,

I'm fast asleep I—I—I mean I've woke
up now ” yelled Bunter. “Leggo! I've
woke up 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Where am 11" gasped Bunter. " I—I
seem to remember gomng to sleep in my
sbudy ! How—how did I get hiere?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“You got here on your feet, old fat

spoofer. But you're going out on your
neck ! Now then, all together 1™
Bump !

(L]

“Yuroooch !

Billy Bunter landed in the Remove
passago.

“Yow-ow-ow | i |
Whooooooop 1™

“Now pour the tea over him——"

Billy Bunter did not wait for the
tea. He bounded to his feet, and
bounded away. And a roar of laughter
followed him as he bounded.

Beasis! BAY———

Harry Wharton & Co. hoped, when
Traill left, that he would be cured of
hiz somnambulism.  But about Billy
Bunter, at least, there was no doubt—
no doubt whatever! Billy Bunter was
completely cured !

THE END.

(Next week's rollicking story of Hurry
Wharton & Co. i3 entitled: “TAMIN (¢
A TYRANTI? Be sure you order your
copy early., and thus wmake sure of
the magnificent PHOT'OGRAVURE
PLATE whick will be PRESENTED
FREE with thia dssue.)

NOBBY, the
‘SHOOTING STAR’!

{Continued from page 21.)
this,” said Thundersley. “1I swear ii—
but I must tell uncle about the robbery.
I must—"

“Don't tell Lim to-day,” implored
Nobby. *I know it's wrong morally to
Leep a thing like this to ourselves; but,
after all, if telling the truth is going
to kill & fine old sportsman like uncle,
without hesitation I say tell him
nothing.  Perhaps some day you will
be able to restore the money. Duy
why don’t you ask Mr. Locke?”

“Nobby's right,” was Ferrers Locke's
considered opinion when the wreteled
Thundersley approached him on thy
subject. “Let well alone.”

And although it went against the
grain to the reformed Danicl Willoughly
Thundersley, he remained silent about
that wretched cpisode.

As for the Don, he cheated justice
liefore he had been languishing in_gaol
twenty-four hours. They found him in
his cell, lying still and silent. By lis
side was a tiny pellet of poison similar
to that, which, analysis proved, hal
ended his life.

On his right hand was a heavy gaoll
ring, in the seeret cavity of which the
cunning Don . had stored his poison
pellets against such an emergency.

To the Don, death by his own hand
was preferable to a living, lingering
death on Devil's Island, for back to
that inhuman penal settlement lo
assuredly would have gone.

Terrers Locke nodded grimly
told the news.

“Rather what I expected,” heo
remarked, “It will save everybody con-
cerned a lot of trouble, Look hery,
Pyecroft, you've got an afternoon off on
Saturday, haven't you?”

“Sure,” replied the C.LD., man.

“Well, come along with me and Jack
to the Rovers' miatch against Matter-
ton Athletic, Y11 get three seats -from
old Sandy.”

“That's 8 go!” chuckled Pyecroft.
“ And I'll bet you a couple of cigars ta
a box of matclies that the Athletie
win ”

The worthy C.ID. man lost that bel,
for Perriton Rovers won by two goals
to nothing. And the goals were scored
by Daniel Willoughby ‘Thundersley aml
his new-found brother Trevor—or, as ho
will remain for all time to the cxcited
supporters of the Rovers, Nobby—the
shooting star!

when

THE END.

{You've read the aunouncement on
page 26, haven't youw, chums? Well,
now sit tight wntil next Saturday when
wou witl be able to reud the opening
chupters of: “ALLISON OF AVOY-
SHIRE " the greatest sporiing yurs
erer writien.)

1933 SPECIAL

A 10/8 Bat for 5/8.
A 7/0 pair Pads for &f1.

GEO. GROSE & CO,,

| With Rubber Grip.

i Treble Rubber.
A 7/6 Leather Ball for 2/8.

A 7/6 palc Batting Gloves for 3/9.
Send for Cricket Bargain List Post Free.

OFFER
9'6

Each

8, New Bfll‘.'{. 8t,,
London, E.C.4.

‘;‘}’rit-a for my free Bargaln Lists

a8
14 DAYY
PAID. Cash price £3:10:0, or terms,
All accessories FREE.

beit ALL-BRITISH Cyoles.
APPROVAL. OARRIAGE

Value 21/-

w." Beli-conselonansns, Worrj
5, snsble Foars, -P‘ cured o
baok I plsts Course, B/e, Detalls—
BB L riShIng " Doas Rosd, London, N. W3

Your Height Increased in 14 d:lu or Money Baok,
Complets Oourse, 55—, Bookfet fres privately.
—I'F BERING BYBTEN, 28, Dean Roa
LO. N, N.W.2 ’
| ri luding P . G i .
SOUTH 8 A Ui WILIR, BRI | | oot
3 0, A i . for pos —
PACKET FREE | £{fiys ‘8 TOWNSEND (018, Livorgool. All applications for
| { own height to 61t.83ins.11 T.H,, 16}, to BIt,
INGREASED ?ﬁ" T::eeﬁ. l'rgm 5::..! Enl.‘nTBﬂ.. 101 8 oS8, ﬂwnl
is Genuine. Fnroi'and Watoh Yoursslf Growl Fee £2 25,
Farticulars 1id, stamp.—P, RO88, Helght Spccialist, Scarborough.
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tuition in Dormitory Warfarc.
Guerrilla Fightine after CGraduation.

Study No. 2, Remove.
N.B.—DBring your own pillows !

PILLOW-FIGHTING INSTRUCTOR

Offers services to squads requiring expert |
Hundred
per cent [Efficiency Guaranteed in Oue
Month. Specialised Courses in Siege ._H::___ q
Class
beging Saturday evening next, 8 p.m., in

top box-room.—Inquirics to TOM BROVWN, |

o EEEEE R S g 2

EDITION

~

May 13th,

£1 REWARD!

Offered to any gentleman willing to break
into the Porter’s Lodge next Monday and
put back Gossy's alarm-clock Two Hours.
I'm presiding over the Annual Meeting of the
Reniove Dormitory Recreation Commitiee,
begad, and I don't want rising-bell to
interrupt my morning snooze nest day !—
Volunteers please apply to LORD MAUL-
EVERER, sStudy No. 12, Remove.
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Summer Glories SECRET SOCIETY’S e fd™e i | *Lbnzy’s Little Letters | rmtvie? rittiaici BLUE SHIRTS SWEEP

of Greyfriars

School at Its Best

"% Oy te be at Gregfriars,
Now that Sumaner’s theyve ! V

The poet’s words ring as truly now as
when they were written. Qreyiriars is a
great place at any time of the year, of
courge ; but in early summer it's o treat
lo tiwe giddy peepers !

The rhododendron trees down by the
gatea are already in [ull bloom, and the
old elms round the quad are a mass of
folinge, while the Head's flower.beds
ure a glowing tribute to the tonder carp old
Mimble bestows on them,

Oun a * halfer,” if you're in o lancuid
mood, you can stretch out under the
shude of one of the great trees near the
tuckshop, suck at an ico.walor, and lision
te the morry click of the distant criclet
ball and the restful rustling of the leaves
and imagine yourself in heaven |

If you're more encrgetically disposed,
you ean help old Mimble by ploying his
hose over one of the lawns, proforably
when _HEEH”___: of the Fourth 18 eoming
along, resplendent in brand new flanncls
and blazer and just in need of o cooling
shower-bath |

If you feel like venturing abread, the
silvery waters of thoe Sark are only a
stone’s-throw away. ‘There you cun have
a little punting exercise or o dip, just ns
you like. If you have a punt out and you
run inte Highelifians you'll probably have
n dip az .Emnm_. whether you w_._:u it or not !

Oh, it's great when the summer sun
shincg down on Greyfriais, chaps! Even
old Gossy'’s erusty face is creased up into
a smile, and Loder passes o Femove man
without scowling! Even Skinncr & Co,
have for once come out from the stuffy
vonlines of Study No, 11 to take the aiv
behind the chapel—not to maontion as
much of each other's woalth as a rame of
jrenny nap permits |

Don’t forget, then, readers all, if you'rc
thinking of looking us up et Greyiriars,
come in the summor-time and seo the
school at its best |

— ——— -

DICKY NUGENT'S

WEEKLY WISDOM

That silly old fogey, Coker, is ywurricd.
Ho’s wundering what to say when tho Iead
inds out that his motor-bike nocked down
en old maiden lady in Friardale yesterday,

As Coker happens to be the world's worst
kricketer, I should imajine the most truthful
thing he can say is that he never bowled a

“ muiden over " in hig lifel

SECRETS

“Behind the Scenes” Revelations

This weok wo are able to
reveal just what goes on
behind the scenes at the
meetings of the A.0.G.P.

The Ancient Order of
Guinea-Piza is & szecret
sociely of Fourth-Formers
whiclhh bas long defied the
efforta of Remove slouths
to find out its secrets,

Well, one of our re.
porters has got in, any-
way. He adopted tho
smple ruse of oponing
his mouth like a codfish
ond  looking as if he'd
lelt hLis brain-box behind,
with tho result that he
was Iaken for a TFourth-
Yormer aud allowed to
Oiltar.

Ha nsswres us that the

nothing to

AOVGP. s

writé lhiome abount. The
Qrand Master i8 our old
WUE l, Cecil Reginald Temple,
uring the proccedings thisg
gilded ormament of the
Fourth wears o tablecloth
over his shoulders and a
lnmpshade on  his  head,
and carries & battle-axe
in his vight hand.

As soon ag the Brothers
are nsgembled all lighta are

switched off with the
excoption of & pockot-
tore tied round the
Grand Master's neck, This
makes everything secm
very weird, and gives

the Guinea-Pigs a feeling
of solemmnity.

New brothers are
initiated by the simple
process of being stood on
their hoads while the
assembly sings the Sacved
Song of the Guinea-Pigs,
After  this ceremony the
DBrothers quaff the WWine
of the Opder (which our
reporter  recognised | as
Mra. Mimble’s home-made
minger-beer), then Bit
vround and tell each oiher
how much  better the
Fourth is than any other
Form at Greylrviavs, That

telligence displayed !

The  Brothers  work
themselves up iuto quite
# pitch of enthusiaam

when they talk about how
they're going to mop up
the Remove at ericket
next week, and how the
Head is poing to be made
to realise what an im-
portent  factor they are
in the rchool. But they're
curtously silent about the
lickings the Remove have
given them in the past, and
the obscurity which sur-
rounds them as a conse-

quence of the Hmelight
mﬂwmnﬁ.um by our little selves !
Ho, wyou see, there’s

nothing very exsiting to
tell you about the Guinca-
I'igs, They’re only Temple
& Co,, trying to overcome
their inferierity complexes
by swanking in the dark,
and we don’t think we
shall  trouble to attend
their mectings arain,

In any case, the strain
of getting down to the
LUyper  Fonrth  mentality
3 100 much altogether for
the members of our stafi'!

ftar Editor,—Notwithstanding that I am in
nowise lacking in authoritative deference, 1
canfiot forbear to give ulterance to a critical
disgeriation concerning Mr. Quelch. FPermit me
to {ociferate my griovance explicitly. ,

¥ the termination of our antemendian
stihuction to-day, I approached Mr. Quelch

conferning & lineal imposition due froin me, and,
aftdr an introductory prolegomenon, respectfully
posfulated certain logieal theses supporting my

hlity to achieve its consummation in the
requisite chronclogical period. Assuming his
eapfhbility of empirieal inferenze and deduction,
I sthmitted as ressons for the posterior accom-
plishment of the undertaking my preoccupation
with scientifie investization and metaphysical
specalation, not to mention anthroposophical
ragearch and similar studies in transcendentalism.
I was about to supplement my discourds with
agseverative dicta on my literary activity and
philesophical acquiritivoness, when, to my not
ineonsiderablo eonsternation, Mr. Queleh grasped
an instrument of fagellation and applied it
foreibly to my anatomy.

I submit, dear Editer, that this infelicitous
magisterial proponsity lor punitive cperations is
inequitable to the point of incomprehenszibilily,
Dissidently yours,

AroNzo Tonn,

(After all, 'Lonzy, you ean't cupect Quclch
to worry hiz head about yeur scientific investi-

Mﬁnﬁﬁ& when he's m_.u.P.___u_m_..__ you an -_Hupmuﬂ.wnﬁmc.ﬁ_ .imm_uru

has fallen |

Weo might have pgucsscd
Coker was up to something
when we saw him standing
in front of a mirror in his
study, looking like & beiled
owl, holding up his right
hand in salute, and yelling,
** Hail Cokerl?”

We might have known
something was in the wind
when ho appeared in the
quad in o blue shirt, top
boots, black beret, and with
the light of battle in his eyes,

But we didn’t !

Now, alas, it's too late |

Last mnight, for the firat
tirne, the school heard, with
a sickening shudder of
horror, that Coker had
raised a Becret army—tha
Grevivigrs DBlue Shirte—
and hasl been drilling them

for several days. He had
spent  moeoney lavishly on
them, buying them all

blua ghirta and providing
tuelr at the end of overy
drill. The Blus Shirts,
accarding to all acccunts,
were onthusiastic,

And now. they'ra abhout
to sirike ! As our trembling

SCHOOL

Coker on the Warpath

fingers tap out this article
on the typewriter, we can
hear Coker's voice address-
ing thern in the quad.
“*Tollowera! The hour
has come! Greyiriars
arises in hor might and
overthrows the weaklings

—
e LS

AS OTHERS SEE THEM

‘What I Think of Piet Delarey
By Dick Penfold

everer and Vivian, his study.

Bunter's Improved

Asg iz well

known,

It's the same o} round,

miates, are as iar Temoved Bunter is wvery inodest | Last year at bowling his
from him in their idens and etk Boi pnd rarely spoealks about | ball finished up on the
timperament ©3  can Do ricket FOTM  himgelf, = (Help —Ep.} | average about twenty-
imagined, they recard him as i, |[It was all the more |five yards wide of the
gt G the _.._m.w.w. And when & Is Bunter good enough mpressive, therefore, | wicket, Thia year it's

chap’s ons of the best to Manly | gloven 1

for the Greyiriars DPirst

when he told ua

that

only about filteen yarda

. g i : T : dnd Vit van  San  tiakon : ol batiing he was prob. | wide.
_.._.H.u._m.:. Delarey hails from South. tinguish Delarey from the aver- | j1. 0t ﬂﬂﬁvnmm:nr ._.ﬁ.mm.m.“ LR Bunter himsalf stated|ably :.E_uu_um.m.w E_pﬂ in Av flelding practice
A His futher fought|age Euglish fellow. His fiery | _ quite detinitely at the|the school, while at|he used to ecatch about
ngainst  Dritain in  the Boer|tempe 1 atubb inud _..H_E W . ! : o
Var: but Ik . sAARIRL ML CAUIESRIOPIN.  FiiCde | Delar d . .y panmial meeiing of the | bowling there  was | one ballin fifty, But now
War ; but, like mauy other|pendenco stamp him az a borm elarey and Greyiriars will | Bemnogve Cricket Club nobody to touch him, e din Neld ahe I
Boers, he alterwards became| rebel—and, in point of fact, tle | continue to et on well togather, | that ho was. In support |  Tests down at tho nets | twenty.

more aitached to the PBritish
Apg than to that of his ewn
mother country. Pict, too, is as
pro-British as they make 'en,
and his aftection for England
and English institutions eould
not be preater il his ancestors
had lived here for centuries |
Thera are, nevertheloss, cer-ichap while th
tain  characteristics t(hat dis-ivight for Lim.,

WOULD YOU BELIEV

E IT?

Heomovae,

[ can assure yvou !

terrors for him.

Rebel is Lis nickname in the
. Delarey in a temper
18 & sight not casily forgotten,
| When he'’s
in the mood Form masters,
even the Head himself, hold no

Still, he's a mild-mannered
g3 are poing all
Though Maul-

1 fancy ; and when the Rebel

af
finally leaves w3 {o return to

hia

contention  he
explained  that

hava secrved

Aduring

te  show
thut Bunter undoubteadly

Without any question
his progress in the great

mbm-._hm.— .._.,._.Hinb, _.._H.“_.: ha m_...um_"_“__ the | (he FHaster Lhels. a County | has T._._Huﬁ___...q.un.._ marvel- | Bummear Fane 18
kind of ambassador of zood- ericketer who was n|lously on his last year's | phenomenal.
or | will and ._m.E__u._.:E_:ﬁ ﬁ:mﬁ._.cE. friend of his pater’s|siandards. Will he being fame
naumwacémp:r ot Nutions | had given him extra| Last year, for instance, | and glory to the Remove
i : coaching which had{he hit one ball out of | by gaining o place in the
(Dolavey spills ihe beans | brought shout a mar-|twenty on the average, | First Elaven {

about 'enfold next week, boys !
Look out for it I—ED.)

A

-_

GREASE-PROOF PAPER.

Supply wanted for next Wednesday by
Cricket Team puffering from Butter Fingers |
—8end (with our compliments) to C. R.

TEMPLE, Fourth Form.

elsa fancies him that

however |

T

Horace Coker wounld like to go Frank ==mw2 has kept a diary
in for politics, and fancies himself from the

in the role of a dictator. Nobody Iriars, but he steadfastly refuses
way, all offers to publish i, Nugent is

wise |

y be came to Grey-

An ancestor of

imprisoned

m.munnn for #ﬂmﬂﬁww
erTy EUgges 1}
glept most of the

everer’s is reputed to have beem ¢lsima to have delivered over
in the Tower o} uﬁia letters
ars. Bob 'ikring th
¢ probably
time |

voious hinprovemnent in
his ericlket form.,

in ten.

ths Friardale postmno, W.
at Greyiriars
e past ten wyears, He

deserves a tip !

/. G. Bunler has (ried to cash

his postal-order 167 times this

term already, He has reczived
exactly 167 refueals |

T

Reuiding the
hiy

'This year he hitas one

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

L

2 Head
favourite strawberry
Sammy Bunier was caught by
the cook—and he lomnd himsgelt
in 8 different kind

taken before

s kitchen for

the Head |

Fronkly, it wouldn't
BUrprise us!

and traitora who have
overned her in ihe past !
io forward om your vyics
torious task|! March to
the prefects’ room and
throw them out, neck and
crop ! M

“ Hail, Coker!" shout
the wild.eyed Blue Bhirts,

* Hail, Coker | "

“"Let every prefect in
the school know that from
now on he ne longer gives

arders—ha takes 'emn !
" Hail, Coker! "
“On, then, my fol-

loweral ' concludea Coler,
with a sweeping gesturo
towardas the Hehool Housa,

* Forward io viclory !
Strike I ™

It's the haur, right
enough! Ty {for your
lives, follows! 'Tha Hlue

Shirts are coming !
Wait a minute, though |

They're not coming,
after all ! They're walking
away instead! Some of
themm are strolling over
to the tuckshop. Others
aro sauitering down to thoe
patea.  What can it mean ?

Well, the only meaning
we ecan abttach to it I8
that the Blue Shirts havo

“ptruck " in the wroug
way, Instend of siriking
at. ug, they've pgone on

strike againgt Coler !

Apparently that’s what
Caler mﬁEurm. too, Any-
way, his face iz purple,
and ho's waving En“MdE._
tists in the air and doing
a sort of Irish jiz on the
gravel path,

It's all right, chaps;
the Bloe Shirta coup
won't happen, after all!

We breathe sgain !

_E;&E
I'irn EEHM __u.n_____.u..._u___..

EXPLAINED !
We noticed Bolgsover major in Courlfield
last woeelk amusing himself by pulling bell-
belonging to private houzea and

Now we know ﬂrﬂ he is sometimes referred
to aa the Terror of &

e Ring!"

B,

'

of jam when

hat |

CULTIVATE A HEARTY LAUGH

Soctal guccess i3 yours for the asking if
you own & hearty laugh.
popular by acquiring one,
All you need do is go down to tho nets and

watch Coker at cricket practice. If you den’t
come away with a hearty laugh, we

Make yourself
It's quite caay.

eat our



