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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Takers |

“ UT it on, 'Bumer!’”
“Go
P ‘Ha, h.\, ha 1"

Five Remove fellows were
scated in a cheery row on the broad
balustrade of the Remove landing.
Harry Wharton & Co. were talking
cricket when they were interrupted by
strange sounds from the staircase below.

Grunt! Gurgle! Gasp!

ad it been imaginable that a

grampus had got ashore and paid a visit
to Greyfriars School,. the Famous Five
mxght roally have supposed that it was

a grampus puffing and blowing its way
up the Remove staircase.

But it wasn't! It was Billy Bunter
of the Remove, in a hurry—a tremendous
harry.

Billy Bunter generally did steirs in

slow time. He had a lot to lift. Seldom,

indeed, was Bunter ssen to run up-
stairs, Now he was not merely run-
ning—he was bolting. He came up like
a chargmg rhinoceros. His fat face was
crimson—it streamed with p-mplratmn
He gasped for breath, he gurgled,
puffed, and he blew. But Ee came on
without a pause. It wag evident that
Bunter had reasons for hot haste.

Trom the landing above the Famous
Five watched him with interest, and
gave him encouragement.

“Put it on, old fat bean!”

“Heave ahead, my hearty |” chortled
Bob_Cherry.

“Don’t burst over the stairs!” called
out Johnny Bull.
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“Oocooh ! Ooooo-er!” came in gasping
tones from Bunter, Ee struggled on.

“But what's upf” asked Frank

“Nobady’s after him. that I
can seel”

Looking over the balustrade the chouns
of the Remove could see no pursuer to
account for Bunter's frantic flight.

But from below a sharp voice sud-
denly- called :

“Bunter 1"

“Oh, my hat! That's Wingate!"”
ovclalmed Hl\rry Wharton.

It wes the voice of Wingate of the
Sixth, head prefect and captain of the

scl It was not a voice to be passed
unheeded by any junior. But Billy
Bunter passed it un ed. Ho puffed

and panted on, reached the Remove

landing, and staggered across it,
gurgling.
“I—1 say, vou fellows "  gag

Bunter, blinking at rha Jumnrs through
his big: ol l¥
19

“Wingate's cefling you,
said Fiarry.

“ Qooogh I <

*“He's coming up.” said Bob, as there
was a sound of heavy footsteps below
As the mountain did not come to
to Mahomet so to speak, Mahomet was
coming after tha mountain.

“Oh lor'! I—I say. take this—
quick ! gasped Bunter.

Bunter's fat hand was clenched over
some small object. He held it out to
the neares’ »f the juniors, who happened
to be Bob Cherry. Bob stared at the
xmall nb)[mt. as Bunter’s fat paw un-

t was a cardboard packet of
mgm‘ett-

fathead 1™

“That

“Quick 1”  gasped Bunter.
I shall

beast saw it—he's after me!
get six! Take it, quick!”
“You pititing, pie-faced porker!”
gasped Bob Cherry. “Do you think I'm
g'mnq to hide your filthy smokes for
you?
“0Oh. really, Cherry—"
“Bunter I came Wingate's
again. from the middle landing.
“Wharton, old chap, take it, quick !"
gasped Bunter. “Ho will be hers in a
tick! If he finds them on me he will
make out that I smoke, you know——"
“What olse could he make out, you
fat owl?” asked Wharton, putting his
hands behind him
He was no more disposed than Bob
to take charge of the contraband goods.
Smoking was one of the things that
were not done at Greyfriars. Any fellow
found with cigarcttes on him was liable

voice

ped to geta whoppmg' Bunter was eager to

asoape the whopping that was due, and
did not seem to mind if another fellow
it instead. But on the part of
tha other fellows there was. naturally.
a lack of enthusiasm.
“ Nugent, old chap, take it—"
“Rats!” said Frank Nugent.
“1 eay, Bull—"
“No takers!” geinned Johnny Bull.
 Hide it, quick, one of you !” gasped
Bunter. “That a.w‘fu! 'hoas? will be here
in & minute! Oh lor
unter !” came ngalp s voice again
from the middle landing. “Come down
at once .”
say. Inky! Inky, old chap!
You're not such a beast as those h‘alsts'
Take that packet. dear old chap "
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh gnrmed a
dusky grin.
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“My csteemed beastfulness is equally
great,” he remarked. . §

“QOh crikeyI” gasped Bunter. “He's
coming 1"

Wingate’s tread was heard on the
Remove staircase now. Obviously, he
was coming | L.

Billy Bunter gave the grinning five
a devasting blink, and rolled on into the
Remove passage. Vernon-Smith was
coming down the passagoe, and he just
dodged the rolling Owl of the Remove.

"ioo!s where yow're going, fathead I”
snapped the Bounder.

“T say, Smithy—hold on!” gasped
Bunter. “I say, I've got some smokes
for you—the—the kind you like, old
chap! I got them specially for youl
Here you aro—teke them—quick!”

The Bounder stared.

“What the thump I” be ejaculated.

“Bunter |” came Wingate's roar.

“Quick I gasped Bunter., “He'll be
here in & minute| Take them, old chap
—they’re for you! I'm nob trying to
land them on you becauso Wingato's
after me, you know—nothing of the
kind1 I got ther. specislly for l;'ou
becauss youwre 8 smoky sweep—I—I
mean, beceuse I—I like you, old chap "

“Ha, ha, ha|” roared the Bounder,

He put his hands in his pockets. ‘Billy
proffered his packet of cigareties in
vain.

“ Boast 1" gasped Bunter.

He rolled desperately on. A study
door was open—that of Study No. 10
in the Remove. It was a case of any
pork in a storm. Billy Bunter tossed
the packet of cigarettes into the study.
He did not stop to see where it landed.
He rolled to Study No, 7, his own study,

and rolle. in, gasping.
He had got rid of the cigareites, any-
how, and he was feeling rather like a

murderer who had got rid of the body.
He plumped down in the armehair and
gasped for breath, and mopped the per-
spiration from his faoi face.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Found Guilty !

INGATE of the Sixth came

W tramping on the Remove

landing. His face was flushed

with haste and wrath, and

his brows 'were knitted. His official

ashplant was under his arm. ke

stared round the landing, apparently in

search of Bunter, but all he saw was the

Famous I"'ve and Smithy, who had just
joined themn

“Where's Bunter t” he rapped.

“Bunter 1" repeated Harry Wharlon
thoughtfully.

Fellows were bound to answer a pre-
fect. Still, it was possible for a fellow
1o take his time about it, The chums
of the Remove had very little sympathy
with 8 Lower School fellow who was
duffer enough to smoke. At the sawo
time, they had a natural desiro to
extend a helping hand to any fellow who
was up for a whopping. Delaying Win-
gate a little might give Bunter a chance
to get 1id of the body, as it were.

“Yes, Bunter! He must have passed
you here!” snapped Wingate.

Wingate was usually a very good-
tempered fellow, but he scemed annoyed
now. His authoritative voice had been
unheeded, and he had been given the
trouble of mounting several flights of
stairs.  Sixth Form prefects were not
supposed to be given all that bother.

“Yes, I think he passed us,” agreed
Wharton. “Did you fellows seo Buanter
pass?” he added, looking round at his
comrades.

“Where did he go?” roared Wingate.
“ Has he dodged into one of the studies,
or what?” .

“We saw him coming up the stairs,”
volunteered Bob Cherry. “He seemed
rather out of breath, Wingate—
who ” added Bob, in & wild roar,

s Wingate whacked out with the ash-
plant. . )

Possibly  the Greyfriars  captain
guessed that the juniors were trying to
waste his valuable time. It was not,

erhaps, hard to guess.  Anyhow, he
Destowed that lick on Bob, end then
tramped up the Remove passage, with-
out stopping to ask more questions.

“Wow I* said Bob. “Ow! Wow!”

“That fat idiot will get six,” grinned
the Bonnder. “He tried te plant his
silly smokes on me——"

“And on us,” said IFarry Wharton,
laughing.  “Hallo! Wingate's found
him ! t's bo in at tho death.”

Tho juniors followed Wingate along
the pessage. The prefect was standing
in the doorway of Etudy No. 7, glaring

at the breathless fat Owl in the arm-

chair,

“Oh, here you are!" he hooted.

“No—I mean yes! C-c-come in, Win-
gate!” stammered Bunter. -“I—I—I'm
awfully gig-giz-glad to—te seco you in
my study.”

If Bunter was glad, his looks belied
him. He was blinking at the Greyfriars
captain with deep apprchension through
his big spectacles. .

“Hand over those cigarettes, you
young rascal !” roared Wingate,

‘Walker, a prefect of the Sixth,
has always been heavy-handed
in his dealings with the Remove.
But there comes a fime when
Walker, the tyrant, is made to
see the error of his ways!

“Wh-a-at
Bunter.

“You fat sweep !” exclaimed Wingate.
“1 saw you in the gquad with a packet
of cigareties in your paw! You didn’t
come when I called you. ¥ou scudded
into the House.”

“I~—I never heard you!” gasped
Bunter. “I—I didn't pop into the
House becayse you called me, Wingate.
I—1 came 10 to—to do some lines for
Quelch. Quelch hates to be Lkept wait-
ing for his lines.”

“Give me those cigarcties at once!”

“T—1 haven't eny!” gasped Bunter.
“I—1 don't smoke, Wingate., I've
never emoked in my life! I—T
wouldn't! Last timo it mado me sick.”

*Ha, ha, ka !” came from the passage.

“Get out of that chair, and turn out
your pockets !” snapped Wingate.

“Oh, all right!”

Billy Bunter was qnite ready to {urn
out his pockets. turned them out
on the table. The cigarettes wero far
enongh away in Study No. 10

Quite a weird varicty of goods came
to light. There was a penknife with
both blades broken, and a chunk of
ancient {offes adhering to it.  There
was a piece of twine mixed up with
fragments of butterscotch, There were
gome aniseed Dballs in a dusty and
fluffy state. There was a handkerchief
seriously in need of a wash., There was
an imitation leather notccase, with a
folded newspaper page stuffed in it to
make it look as if it contained notes.
There was a threepenny-piece—the only

cigarettes?” stuttered

coin Bunter had, He still had it be-
cause it was & bad one. There were
several other curious things, but there
wero no cigarettes.  Nothing in the
nature of a smoke turned up.

Wingate gazed at the weird collection,
and then fixed his eyes on Bunter again.

“What have you done with the cigar.
ettes?*” he nsked.

“Qh, really, Wingate! The fact is, T
never had any,” explained Bunter.
“What you saw in my hand was a
packet of toffee.”

“Then where is it?”

“Oh, I—I've eaten it!”

“Packet and all?” asked Wingaie
grimly.

“Yes—no, I—I mecan—" stuttered
Bunter, *“I—I mecan, there wasn't any-
thing in my hand when jyou saw it.
Thal’s what I really meant to say. It
—it was just imagination. You—you
fanci »

“Oh, my hat!” said Wingate blankly.

“You can ask those fellows,” said
Bunter. “They knew I hadn't a packet

of cigarettes when I came up.  ‘They
saw jt——"

“They saw iL1”

“I mean, they never saw it. They

couldn't have, you see, as [ never had
it. 1 never asked them to mind it for
me, and they wouldn’t, too. I never
offered it to Smithy. Did I, Smithy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Smithy.
“Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at! This is jolly serious—a fellow being
suspected of smoking ! said Bunter
warmly, *“I—I say, Wingate, if you're
done here, I—I've got somne Tines 1o do
for Loder.”

“Y'm not quite done,” said Wingate.
slipping his ashplant down into his

hand. ~ “I suppeze you've thrown {he
cigarcties away. Bend over that
ehair 1”

“QOh erikey ! gasped Bunter. “ Wh-a-t
for, Wingate?”

“Six! And I'll make it a dozen if
vou waste any more of my Lime!”

“Oh 1o

Billy Bunter bent his fat form over
the chair in a dismal frame of mind.
Vhack, whack, whack!
“Yow! Ow, ow!” roared Dunter.
Whack, whack, whack !
“Yoop! Whoop! Yaroop!"
Wingate tucked the ashplant under

is arm.
“Take that as a tip, Bunler!? he

sa1d.
“Yow! Ow, ow!”
“IE I cateh you with smokes again.
I'll take you o your Form master! Got
4

tha

“Yow! Ow! Wow! Whooh!”

Wingate walked out of the study.
Billy Bunter leaned on the tablo and
roared. 'The “six” had not been a
very severe six, as a matter of fact. But
William George Bunter made as much
noise as if it had been sixty.

“Yow! Ow, ow! Wurrrgh! Oocooh!"”

“Oh, listen to the band!” murmuve:d

Bob Cherry.

“Yow! Ow! I say, you fellows.
fancy a prefect jumping on a fellow like
that!” groaned Bunter, “Prefects are
supposed to soe justice done, and all
that. Wow! Making out that I had a
packet of smokes, you know, just be
cansc he saw it in my hand! Wow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've a jolly good mind to complain
to the Head |” gasped Bunier. “I told
thio beast I never had any cigarettes. A
decent chap would take a fellow’s word.
I'vo a jolly good mind to go to the
Head, and say— Ow! Wow! Oh
lor' ! I shan’t be able to sit down again
to-day !

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“(Qh, shut up!” roared Bunter. “If
you want to cackle, go somewhere else
and cackle! Yah!” X

And the Removites departed, still
cackling. And Bunter was left to gasp
and groan, too much occupicd with his
sufferings to think, or care, anythin,
about the gmlr.at of cigarcttes he ha
1ossed into Study No. 10

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lost, Stolen, or Strayed !

AMES WALKER of tho Sixth Form
jumped.

He jumped almost clear of the

floor in his study in the Sixth Ferm

passago at Greyfriars.

“Great gad!” he i i

Loder and Carne, his friends in the
Sixth, stared at him. Loder was sit-
ting on the corner of the table. Carne
was in_the armchair. Tho three had
been discussing an awfully lmportant
subject—nothing less than the chances
of Nobbled Nick in the Swindleton
Handicap. And Loder had asked
Walker whether he had any smokes.
And Walker had put his hand into his
pocket, and then, like an elcetrified
kangaroo, he jumped.

“Gone I gasped Walker,

“Lost your smokes?” asked Carne.

“Oh ﬁmi—yes w

“Well, that’s nothing to make a song
and a dance about, is it ?” asked Loder,
staring. “Youw're not hard up for a
bob, nre yout?” .

Walker, instead of replying, began to
go through his pockets. ~He went
through one after another with feverish
haste. His friends watched him in
growing wonder. 'The sportsmen of the
Sixth were accustomed to smoking
cigarettes, in the strict seclusion of a
stady, so no doubt such a loss was
rather annoying. But Loder and Carno
saw no reason for the wild alarm in
Walker’s face.

But he was alarmed; there was no
doubt sbout that, His rather weak
face was quite pale, his eyes starting.
FFrantically he went through his
pockets. Then he came back to the
lirst pocket he had tried; pulled out the
ing, and examined it. Thero was &
hole in the lining. By that avenue of
escape, Ap?aront]y, Walker's packet of
cigarettes had disappeared.

**Great gad!” he repeated.  “That's
it—a holo in tho lining! T knew I put
them in that pocket—I knew it! Look
round the study, for goodncss' sake!
It’s just possible I dropped them here.”

“But what the thum A

asped.

for & moment in astonishment, went
into his study. Walker hurried back to
his own room panting, and tlere Loder
nnd Carpe gave him locks of amazed
inquiry.

“You howling ass!’ said GCerald
Loder. *1f you've dropped & et of
fags about the school, you'd belter not
be seen pickin’ it up! Do you want to
Iya called up before the Head, you ass?”

“T've got to find it1"

“Why?"” howled Carne. “What dods
it matter?  Nobody will kuow you
dropped it if it turns up. Leave it
alone, wherever it is.”’

Walker shut the study door.
was_almost ghastly.

“It's not the cigarettes!’ he gasped.
“But—but—but I made a note on it!
I—1 had to make a note after seeing
Banks, and—and I hadn't any paper
about me, and—and I made it on the
flap of the cigarctte-box. It's one of
those dashed cardboard packets with a
flap that tucks in at the cnd. And—and
there’s my fist on it!”

“Oh erumbs i

Loder and Carne understood now.

“If—if it's found, I'm done for!”
gasped Walker. * Anybody would know
my fist. It—it's not only that it will
prove that I had smokes on me, but—
Lut it's a note about a horse—""

“QOh, you prize ass!” exclaimed
Loder.

“1t's your fault!” exclaimed Walker
sagagely. “Banks gave me that rotten
message about 8 rotten horse for youl
Of course I jotted it down, as 1 might
have forgotten it.”” .

“And what exactly did you jot down,
you born idiot?" asked Loder.

“¢Saucy Sam, in the Wapshot two
o'clock race,’ as near as I remember |"
groaned Walker. *“Iow was I to know
the dashed thing would get lost? 1
never knew there was a hole in my
pocket,”

Carne whistled.

“Well, you’ve done it now !" he said.
“You'd better root obout and get that
packet back before a beak finds it."”

Loder shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously. Loder, the black sheep of
the Sixth, was hard as nails, cool as ice;
not_in_the least like{g to blunder care-
lessly like this, He had only scorn for
a_fellow who could not take care o
himself. Indecd, if Walker had been a
little better able to take caro of himsclf,
he would have had nothing to do with
Gerald Loder.  Walker, was a fellow
who was decent cnough in decent com-
Eany. and bad in bad company, Under

oder’s influence he was a good deal of
s black sheep—but he had not the
courage of his sins, like Loder. The

His face

of coming up before tho

i elker,, 1. bont. d it of Jare
his  sportin pals, ent lown  am o b g
searched thess!udy floor. But thero wus H¢ad knocked him over.

nothing to be found. He opened the
door and hurried down the Sixth Form
passage. e ecanned the floor &s he
went with almest haggard eyes. Win-
gate, coming from the direction of the
staircase, with his ashplant under his
arm—the ashplant that had been re-
cently exercised on Billy Bunter—
glanced at him.

“Hallo! Dropped somethingi” he
asked.

Walker of the Sixth straightencd up
with a crimson face.

“Yes! Nol”  he
“Nothing1 That is, yes

“Lueld, at all events,” said the Grey-
friara captain, *Like me to help you
look for nothing, if that’s what you're
hunting for?'”

“Eh Nol TIi—it's all right!”
Walker turned and went back up the
passago; and Wingate, after staring at
‘Tae Maoxer Lirary.—No. 1,318,

Sstammered.

“Pull yourself together, you ass!”
said Loder. “You're not sacked yet."”

“It's the sack if old Locke sees that—
my fist on a cigaretie packet,” muttered
Walker._“I’'m done for I”

“Qld Locke hasn’t seen it yet. You
may have lost it out of gates; and in
that case it will never be scen at Grey-
friars at all.”

Walker brightened a little.

“That's possible,” he admitted, *I
put it in my rocket after seeing Banks—
a half-mile from the school. It may
have fallen out on my way back. But—
but no—" His face clouded ngain.
“I remember putting my hand in my
pocket s few minutes before 1 came in;
it was still there then.”

“Then you dropped it in the quad
most likely. Better hunt for it,” said
Loder, “and the sconer the better. I
suppose your fist would be recognised,
if it was found—"

THE MAGNET

“Of course it wouud i’

“Well, you haven't been in the Houso
a quarter of an hour; ten to ono it
hasi’t been picked vp tet. Cut off and
i t.

You fell come and help,” said
Walker anxiouzly.

“QOh, don’t be an ass! A Sixth Form
prefect can’t go rooting shout after o
packet of smokes!"’ snapped Loder.

“Ain’'t 1 a prefect, you rotter?”’

“You won't be one much lenger if
that packet falls into old Locke's hands
You're wasting time 1"

Walker gave him a ficrco look and
stamped out of the :udy. Loder
shruzged his shouldors again, and Carno
whistled softly. sither of them had
i i n to be mixed up
in the peril Walker had brought on
himself.  They were his friends—but
friendship among the black sheep of the
Sixth was not of a very devoted kind.
All the more because they were Sixth
Form men and prefects, it would have
been the “sack,” short and sharp, had
their headmaster discovered their seerct
manners and customs, Loder and Carre
were no doubt concerned for Walker,
but they were mueh more deeply coun-
cerned for themselves.

“THhe carcless ass !’ said Carne.

“The silly dummy 1" said Loder.

And with that they dismissed the sub-
ject and resumcd tho wueh more inter-
estingl topic of Nobbled Nick

Walker hurried down the passage and
looked out oi the doorway of the House,
Ho tried to make his manner casual,
but he did not have much success.
Somewhere between the Iouse and the
rates that packet of cigarcttes lay, with
Walker's precious note about Saucy Sam
written on the flap. A master might
see it and pick it up, a prefect might—
Wingate, or Gwynne, or Sykes, or Tom
North—and ker trembled at the
thought. A g ct, perhaps, might
keep the matter quiel for the sake of
the reputation of the august body of
prefects; but o beak would be eertain
to take it to the Leadutaster. Or somo
fag wight get hold of it—some fag who
knew Walker’s “[ist.” The matter might
already be the talk of the Shell, the
Fourth, the Remove, the Third, or the
Second. Tt was an awful thought to tho

¢ hapless Walker.

o stured at the steps as he went ouf,
and then along the path to the gates.
Five Remove fellows who had strolled
out into the quad glanced at him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Lost
thing 1 called out Bob Cherry.

Walker gave him a glare,

“Mind your own business!”
snapped.

Bob stared at him. )

“Well, my hat! 1 was going to offcr
to help you look for it, Walker, what-
ever it is,” be answered. **No need to
bite a fellow’s head off.”

“Wa'll help, if you like, Walker,”
said Harry Wharton, with a rather
curious look at tho prefect’s scowling,
perturbed face. “Tell us what it is.”

“Clear off and mind your own busi-
ness 1" growled Walker, as he went on
along the path, trying to look as if he
was not looking for anything.

“Well,”” said Bob, “1 can’t say I ever
thought much of Sixth Form manners,
but that hooligan takes the jolly old
cake I””

“The cakefulness is terrific,”
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Blessed if I can make him out!”
said Harry. “He’s 'ost something, and
scems worried about it. I should think
he would liko fellows to help."”

Johnny Bull grunted.

“No fear1” he said emphatically. “T
fancy Walker’s Joct something that he

s0Me-
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d:ud o't want any fellow to help him
find. :
“How's that?” asked Nugent.
Another grunt from Johnny.

“Whero did Bunter get that packet G

of cigarettes?”” he asked.

“Blessed if I know 1"

“He's o silly ass, but not ass enongh
to spend money on smokes,” said
Johnny, “All his cash goes on tuek—
when he has any! He nover houg!
those smokes. Ten to one le picked it
up somewhero—""

“0Oh, my hat!” yelled Bob Cherry.
“TF that's what Walker's lost—"

}__" Bet your hat on it [ said Johnny

“QOh, go it. old bean!” said Potter.
“That’s the third time you've tried it!

Try again "

“ Frightfully inferesting I said
Teenc.

“It's easy cnough,” said Coker.

“That &id Kipps in the Remove does it
as casily as anything. I got him fo
show me. faney I can do what a
Lower Fourth kid can de.”

Potier winked at Greene. That, in
their opinion, was only one of Coker’s
many unfounded fancies.

The fact was, the trick was not so
casy as Coker supposed !

Oliver Kipps of the Remove was a
conjurer of uncanny skill. Ilis father

]m
g

o
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saw! So far, al least, the amateur con-
jurer was able to get away with it. 1t

was the further proceedings that
baffled Coker.
Leaning on_ the elms, Potter and

Greene watched with interest. They did
not expeet to see Coker get away with
the trick of the vanishing half-crown.
They only wondered how long he would
keep it up before ho admitted that he
conldn’t handle it.

“When you open your hand, Tike that,
it's vanished—see?” said Coker, open-
ing his extensive paw,

“But it’s still there ! objected Potier.

“Don’t be a silly ass, Potter!”

“But it is, really,” said Greene.

1% hooled Wingate, glaring af the breathless Bunter in Study No.7. ‘“No! Imean, yes! C-c-come

' Oh, here you are
in, Wingate,” stammered the fat Owl. *' I—1—I'm awlully gig-gig-glad to—to see you."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar from the Iamous
Tive. If that packet of cigarettes was
what Walker was hunting for, he was
ot likely to find it in the quad; for it
cortain that Bunter, pursued by
ingate, had thrown it away some-
where in the Memove quarters in the
Hounse. James Walker was on a long,
tong trail—which was not likely to lead
Lim to the lost packet of cigarettes.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Merely & Misunderstanding !

1] LOW I” said Coker of the Fifih,
B Potter and Greene of that
Form grinned.

Coker did not grin; he
frowned and said “Blow!” as a half-
crown dropped from his hand end
thudded at his feet,

He stooped and picked 1t up, and gave
Potter and Greene a glare.
“If you don’t want me to show you
this trick—"" he snapped.

was a famous conjurer, who had per-
formed, according to Kipps, to many
crowned heads, and still morc un-
crowned ones!

Kipps of tho Remove could perform
all sorts of tricks, which other fellows
essayed in vain. But Horace Coker o
the Fifth Form had a fixed belief that
whatever any other fellow couid do he
could do quite as well, and probably a
little better.

So now he was showing Potter and
Creene Kipps® trick with the half-
crown—only, somehow, it didn’t seem
to como off. Why it didn’t come off
Coker of the Fifth did not know.

Potter and Grecne knew—it was
because Coker was 8 clumsy ass! But
this knowledge was hidden from Iforace
Coker himself !

“Easy as falling off a form!” said
Coker.  *“You take the half-crown in
your palm—like that! You close your
hand—like that1 Seo?”

Potter and Greene admitted that they

¢ vanished !

“Don't bo a faihead, Greene! I
haven't done the trick yet—I'm only
telling you ! said Coker. “The idea of
the thing is this—you slip the half-crown
up your sleeve unscen, and then, when
you open your hand, it seems to have
Of course, you mustn’t let
people see it go up your sleeve! Now
watch me!”

Coler closed his large hand over the
half-crown aogain. Potter and Greene
watched.

No doubt Kipps of the Remove would
have made the ?‘mt[-cruwn vanish as if
by magic. But it was clear that Coker
of the Fifth was no magician! He
endeavoured to glide that half-crown,
unseen, into his sleove, as he had seen
the Remove conjurer do. But he had
no luck !

Plop! The half-crown dropped once
more into the grass under the old Grey-
friars elms. Coker gave a snort.

“Blow it!"

Potter __and _ Greens __chuckled,

THE Macxer Lprary,—No. 1,318.
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Hitherto, they lad only grinned. Dut
Colker's conjuring secmed to have, so
1o speak, a cumulative effect, It scemed
funoier and funnier cvery time, They
chuckled.

Coker breathed hard.

*Would you fellows mind telling me

what you're cuckling about !” he asked,

in a sulphurous sort of voice.

“"Hem 1”

“If you think I can’t perform a simplo
trick that a kid in the Remove can
o on his head it only shows what silly
fools you are!” said Coker.

“Tlem 1”

“I can do it as easily as anything,
but now I won't ! said Coler. “If you
prefer to cackle, cackle—""

Coker stooped, Eickcd up the hali-
crown, and shoved it into his jacket
pocket. It was at that moment that
James Walker of the Bixth Form came
zlong from the dircction of the House,
hunting for his Jost packet of smokes.

Secing Coker stoop and pick up some-
thing and put it in his pocket, g\hlkcr
liroko into & rum, and came quickly to-
wards him.

Ile was quite unaware that Coker of
the Fifth had been doing—or not doing
—copjuring tricks. All he knew was
that Coker had suddenly stooped down
and picked up gome small object from
the grass beside the path and pnut it
in_ his That was an unusual
thing for any fellow to do, of course.
Walker had no doubt what it was that -
Coker had picked up.

“Give that to me, Coker!” he
exclaimed.

Coker looked round at him blankly.
Such a demand was astonishing. It
wstonished Potter and Greene as well as
Coker. They stared at the Sixth Form
man.

“Give it to you!” repeated Coker.

" Y¥Yes! I shall take charge of it, as a
prefect1” explained Walker, ITe could
rot, of course, admit that a packet of
cigarettes was his own. “Hand it over
ut once |

“You'll take charge of it!” gasped
Coker.

“Certainly ! Give it to me I”

“It's mine, isn't it?” hooted tho
umazed Coker. N

“Yours?” repeated Walker. *“If-if

i's yours, Coker, hand it over to mo
at once I

“I jolly well won’t!” roared Coker.
“What the thump do you mean? I
don’t care two straws if you'ro a pre-

feet—ecatch me handinf over {o you
what belongs to me! My hat !

“Look here, Walker—" began
Potter.

“Don’t you butt in " snapped Walker.
* Look here, Coker, I saw yon pick it
up.  It's not yours, and you know it!
1 don't want to report you to your
Form master! Give it to me at once,
and T'll let the matter drop I

“Not mine!” exclaimed Coker.

“You know it isn’t 1” snapped Walker.
“But if it was, it would make no dif-
ference.  You know that Fifth Form
men can’t have such things, any more
than juniors. Do you want me io roport
you to Prout?”

“Report me to Prout ! said Coker,
almost dazedly. “ Yes, you can report
!:'uls"to Prout af you like! Get on with
it!

Walker clenched his hands. e was in
i ing nerves, terrificd by

ility of that packet
falling into the hands of authority, He
had no doubt that that was what Coker
had picked up. What else could he have
sicked up?
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“I'm speaking as a prefect, Coker,”
he saiud, between his teeth, “I order
you to give it to me at once !”

“And I tell you I'll do nothing of
the sort1” bawled Coker. *Blessed if
I over hoard of such a thing! Why
should I give it to you?* .
“You'ro asking for a prefects’ beat-
ing, Coker——"

“Blow the prefects!” roared Coker,
ereatly incensed. “I've never thought
much of the Sixth, and I don’t care who
knows it! As for giving you what
helongs to me, I'll sco you blowed frst I

And with that Ilorace Coker swung
away and strode off towards the Houso.
Walker madoe a stride after him, but

paused. Coker was a rather hefty
fellow for even a Sixth Form man to
handle. And a shindy in tho quad

would draw attention — which was
exactly what Walker did not want.

Ho had no desire for publicity in this
matter—indeed, till that fatal packoet
was in his hands agein he was disposed
to understudy the shy, retiring violet !

Coker stalked away, angry and
jr!_cﬁant, and Walker sent a glate after
um.

**Look here, Walker,” began Potter.
“If you're not off your rocker, what are
you up to? It's really Coker's—"

“He dropped it, you know,” said
Greene, “It's really his—>"

Turn to page 17 of this
fssue and see the miniature
reproduction in black-and-
white of NEXT WEEK’S
HANDSOME SOUVENIR
PHOTO-PLATE. Then place
an order for your MAGNET
right away ! l

“Don’t tell me rotten lies!” snarled
Walker,

“Well, my hat!” said Potter ard
Greene together. And they followed
Ccker to tho House, greatly amazed
and puzzled.

Walker remained with his hands
clenched. He did not look any farther
for that lost packet. Ile had already
hunted up and down the path when he
spotted Coker picking up a small object
from the grass] That lost packet, he
had not tho slightest doubt, was in
Coker’s pocket. Iow to get it away
irom Coker was now Walker's problem.

And at last he went hacE to the
Ilouse to consult Loder and Carne on
the subject. And Coler & Co., at tea
in their study in the Fifth, discussed,
with utter wonder, the amazing nerve
and cffrontery of Walker of the Sixth
in laying claim to Coker’s half-crown !

A Smack—and a Shindy !

“ MILLE pardons—"
“Whoooop! roared
Napoleon Dupont, the French
He seaggared under that terrific
smack, and eat down, blinking in wrath-
There was, perhaps, some excuse for
Walker., Ilo was excited and worried,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“ Smack I
junior in the Remove.
ful amazement at Walker of the Sixth.
and his nerves were frayed. And

THE MAGNET

Dupont was running out of the IMonse
too fast to sce Walker as he came in.
Juniors were not supposed to bolt about
the place without seeing whero they
were going.

Nap ran full tilt into James Walker,
and was beginning to gasp out an
apology when Walker smote. And it
was “some” smite?

All Walker's worry and fear and un-
easiness, all that be would have liked
to give Coker of the Fifth, were con-
centrated in that angry smack, and it
sent tho French junior fairly spmning.
Tle sat down with a crash, his head
singing, and glared dizzily at Walker.

When Walker was in a bad temper
hie was a good deal of a bully: and he
was in a frightiully bad temper pow.
But this was rather over tho limit, even
for a bad-tempered bully Smacking
fellows’ heads was “taboo ™ at Grey-
friars. It was fortunate for Walker that
no master witnessed the action.

“Mon_Dicu!” gasped Nap., *Vous
ctes fou, n'est-ce-pas! Why for you
smack me ze tete—ze head—comme-ca ?
Mon Dieu! Wow P’

Walker glared down at him.

"Can’t you sce where you'ro runm-
mng, you young idiot? he bawled.
“Take a hundred lines! Get out!”

He gave Nap a shove with his foot
and passed him, and strode away to
the Sixth Form passage.

“8Shame !” cames a howl
staircase.

Walker glared round fiercely.
Cherry was on the stairs, and he glared
back at Walker, with a red face.

erry, you—-""

“You rotter ! bawled Bob. *What
do you mean by smacking a kid's head
like that? Tf'I wero Nap I'd go to
Quelch about it.”

Walker was a profect of the Sixth
Form. and Bob a_junior in the Lower
Fourth! But Walker walked on, with-
out taking any further notice of thn
indignant Bob. He did not want Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove, to
hear of that incident, With compressed
lips he walked on quickly to his study.

Bob camo down the stairs and heljed
the French jumior to his fect. Nap
gasped for breath and pressed a haued
to his erimson ear.

“Zo rottair!” gasped Nap. “Cicl:
I am hurt! I am damage! I have a
large pain in my nappair! Wow !

“Tha brute!” growled Bob. “Ii-
ought to be jolly well kicked! I kno
what's upset his silly temper, too. ITe's
been looking for a packet of cigarettes
he's dropped somewhere ebout—that's
what’s the matter with him. I jolly
well wouldn’t do the lincs, Nap!"”

“Zon zat rottair give nie six, per-
haps!” said Nap. “I zink I do zose
lines. Ciel! In my hecad I have one
encrmous ache!” He rubbed his heod!,
ond his black eyes gleamed. “Some
how I make zat bully stand up for zis!”

“Sit up?” asked Bob, with a broad
grin.

“Mais oui, T make him sit up. He
smack me ze head for nezzings, and 1
make him stand up—zat is to say, sit
up! Vons verrez!”

And Nap went out, leaving Bob grin-
ning. It did not scem prohable that a
Remove fellow would be able to make
a Sixth Form prefect cither stand un

or sit up.

Meanwhile, Walker of the Sixth
arrived at his study. Loder and Carm:o
were _still there, still deep in therr
sporting discussion. But they dropped
that subject as Walker come scowlirg

from the
Bob

in.
“Found it?"’ asked Carne.
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“No. A Fifth Form man's picked it
up,” snarled Walker, *“He’s got it now
—that fool Coker.”

“What on earth does Coker want
with it?" asked Loder, in surprise.
“Coker’s a blithering idiot, but he
‘doesn’t smoke. Why the thump should
he bag a packet of smokes?”

“Just his pig-headedness, I suppose,”
raid Walker savagely. “He's slways
cheeking the Sixth! I asked him for
it and he refused to give it to me.
What's to be done?™”

“He can’t refuse a prefect!” ox-
claimed Carne. “Why, if he's got a
packet of smokes on him you can
report him to his Form master.”

“Think I don't know that?” howled
Walker. “But do you think I want old
Prout to get bold of it and read my fist
on it?"

“Oh, my hat! That wouldn't do.
But I don’t see jt. Coker doesn’t smoke.
1f ke did he could afford to buy his own
fags. Hc's got tons of money. Sure he
picked it up?”’

“I saw him."”

“Well, it's jolly odd,” said Loder.
“Has he secnik"

“He can’t have. IHe put it into his
pocket when he picked it up, without
even looking at it. He certainly never
opened it. He can't know what I want
it for—can't even know it's mine. It’s
just his cheeky swank, refusing to give
it up. But I know where it is now,
and we've got to get it off him. What
do you fellows advise ?

“Where is ho now?” asked Loder,

“In tho House somewhere—in his
study, I supposc. It's tea-time,” growled
Walker. *“Look here, there's no time
to waste. If he happens to open that
packet he will sce my fist on the fAap.
He's the kind of burbling idiot to shout
it out all over tho school.”

“ Basy enough,” said Loder. “Lucky
it wasn't a beak picked it up. That
would have been the finish for you. We
can get it off Coker. We're prelccts,
and entitled to deal with the matter.
If rou're quite sure he's got it—"

“T tell you ¥ saw him pick it up. 1
can believe my own eyes, I suppose!”
Looted Walker.

“Well, then, this is how it stands, Coker
has smockes in his pocket—against all
the rules. We're bound to deal with
it, as prefects. We can make him hand
the packet over, and once we've got
it safe, we can report him for a pre-
focts’ beating, for defying a prefect’s
orders. We must get the packet safe, of
eourse. If ke won’t give it up we'll take
it. He's & hefty brute, but the three of
us will be able to teach him that Fifth
Form men can't back up against the
Sixth. Come on!”

“Good!” said Walker.

“RKasy as falling off a form,” said
Carne.

And tho three Sixth-Formers left the
study and proceeded to the quarters of
the Fifth, which were on the next floor
above. Tea was over in Coker's study
by that time, and Potter and Greene
wore coming out as the prefects arrived.

“(oker there?” asked Loder,

“Yes, in the studv,” answered Potter.
“What's the row?”

It was rather unusual for three rre-
fects to arrive at a Fifth Form study in
a 5 c
“Nothing. You can cut!”

Toder threw open Coker’s door und
marched in, followed by Walker and
Carne. The last of them closed
the door and put his back to it.

Coker of the Fifth stared at them,
('oker had 2 hali-crown in his hand.
He was pract:sing once more that simple

Here are some interesting facts you may
not know concerning

BUILDING

which forms the subject of this week’s free
Photogravure Plate.

THE
EMPIRE STATE

BUILDING vast enough to give
A ample space to 80,000 people,
rearing its_eighty-odd floors
hundreds of fect into the air
and piercing the clouds with its tip—
that's the tallest skyscraper the world
has ever known. They call it the
Empire State Building, and it's in New
York. You'd think there would bo a
difficulty about getting people to live,
or work, up above, say, the twentieth
story.

But the engineers responsible for the
building thought all that ont. So they
put seven miles of lift-shafts into it,
with sixty-seven different lifts, to save
peaple the fag of walking upstairs. They
shoot you up to the eightieth floor in
sixty seconds! You wouldn't want to
stop on the eightieth floor, though, with
that fascinating. steeple, or mast, to
inspect. o

A Problem Solved !

Lifts take you to the very top of
that,_steeple, and then you discover the
tip is actually a gigantic moor)ng-p}am
for Zeppelins and other airships. The
balcony that runs around, below the tip
and the tremendously powerful beacon
light. is for passengers entering and
leaving the anchored airship—through
a door, of course, in the latter, acros:
a gangplank.

Thal's solved o tremendous problem
for huge airships which cannot expect
to go to Test in ordinary hangars as
do acroplanes. They simply have to
make for New York and hitch up to
the tip of the Empire State Building,
and there they are. Isn't a hig air-

ship likely to pull this towering sky-
scraper down? Well, can you imagine
a building that contains 10,000,
bricks, 200.000 cubic feet of stone, and
over 900 tons of steel and other metals,
being at all rocky?

Safe, No Matter What Happens !

As an illustration of a skyscraper’s
strengtl, here is a startling instance.
A few weeks ago, during a severe earth-
quake in Los_Angeles {you've heard of
that placa in connection with “the
pictures ) a skyscraper 428 feot lugi-h
stood up to the shocks whilst neigh-
beuring smaller buildings flopped down.
And that skyscraper actually swayed
ten feet at its top without damage!
That's almost a midget compared with
the Empire State Building, but the
engineers have put all the skill and
science at their command into the latter.
So we needn't afraid an airship
could pull it over, even in a raging gale
well up above the elonds! N

You've got an idea now how high the
building  soars. What about the
ground floor? Well, the ground space
it occupies is two acres. Which 15 a
good deal more than it probably sounds
to you. But that doesn’t mean that the
Empire State Building goes straight up
all the way. American building laws
won't allow a skyscraper to be reared
in that fashion, because a strect of them
would be like a dark and airless chasm
down on the pavement. 8o the build-
ing is set back considerably after it gets
a certain height, so that it tapers off
to a point; in this casc the wonderful
and ingenious meoring-mast being the
tip.

Watch Out for Another Superb Photo -~ Plate
Next Week, Boys!

trick lie had picked up from Kipps
of the Remove—which was not so simple
as it looked !

“YWhat the thump do you men want#”
demanded Coker.

His manner was not very civil. Coker
of the Fifth made no sccret of the fact
that_he did not think much of the Sixth,

“Keep that door shut, Carne,” said
Loder. *Now, Coker, I hear that yon've
got cigareties—""

“What?' gasped Coker, utterly
astounded by that unexpected accusa-
tion. Coker had plenty of faults, though
he was unaware of them; but there was
nothing of that sort about old Coker!

“Hand them over at once!” seid
Loder sharply. *“I suppose you know
it'’s our duty, as prefects, to deal with
vou. You've got a packet of cigarettes
in vour pocket. Hand it over at once.”

“You silly ass!” roared Coker.
“Wharrer you meen? Think I'm a
silly, smoky ass like yourself—what?

I've heard fellows say you smoke in
vour study. Think I'm the same sort of
blithering chump®”

Horace Coker jumped up.

“Get out!” he roared. “Drefects or
no prefects, you're not butting into my
study and talking to me like that! Get
out—see ¥’

“Will you hand over that packet of
smokes?" demanded Loder.

“You pie-faced dummy!” roared
Coker. “If vou think I've got smokes
on me I'll walk along to my Form
master’s study with vou, if you like.”

But that was exactly what Loder
& Co. did not like !

“We're dealing with this matier, as
prefects!” said Loder. “And, as & pre-
fect, I order you to hand over that
pncfmt instantly 1"

“Go and eat coke!”

“If you prefer us to take it—"
“Take it! I'd like to sco all the
Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,318.
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Sixth, in a gang, fake anything from
mo " bellowed Coker. “Get out of my
study, before you're puti”

Loder sct his lips. Ile was not the
fellow to take that kind of tall, even

if there had been nothing at stake, e
made a sign to his comrades.

“Collar him !” he snapped.

The three advanced on Coker! But

it they fancicd thot tho odds against

him would daunt Coker, they did not

know Horace! Coker's bi[f' fists flew up
i

at once. In his wrath, he forgot the
awful penalty for * punching a prefect.'
tfo punched—quick and hard. And

l.oder gave a roar as he caught the
punch with his nose, There was a great
deal of beef in Coker, and Loder felt,
for the moment, as if his nose had been
pushed through the back of his head.

Come on!” bawled Coker defiantly.
*(‘ome on, the lot of you! I'll give you
smokes! T'll give you beans! I'll give
you toco! Come on!”

Lodeg, & Co, didd not need teiling to
come on. They came on with a rush
and mixed themselves up with Coker.
‘Three to one as they were, Coker was
not easy to handle, Coker put uvp a
light that was really and truly terrific,
and the four of them tramped and stag-
gered about the study in a wild mix-up.

Potter opened the door and stared in,
with Greene, both of them alarmed and
astonished.

“I—I say——"" gasped Potter,

“What the thump—" gasped Greenc.

“Back up, you men !” roared Coker,
“Lend me a hand! Back up!”

Potter and Greene had & natural shy-
ness about backing up in a shindy with
Sixth Form prefeets. They did mnot
want to be ealled before the Head and
r was tho only
¥ who was ready to
rizks of that sort!

Crash!
Coker went down.
He dragged down Carnc and Walker

aeross the Remove landing.  After
them ran the Bounder and Redwing
and Peter Todd and Squill. Tom

Brown and HMazeldene rushed ont of
Btudy No. 2; Russell and Ogilvy out of
Study No. 3; Morgan and Wibley and
Desmond out of Study No. 6; Kipps
and Hillary out of Btudy No. 5. All
the Remove studics, in fact, disgorged
their occupants n a swarm. Billy
Bunter, still squeaking out the exciting
news, was rolled over in the rush.
Quito an army of Removites tore into
the Fifth Form passage.

Fellows of other Forms were already
gathering there; the exciting news was
spreading. Temple, Dabney Co. of
the Yourth had arrived; Hobson and
half a dozen Shell fellows. The Fifth
Form passage was beginning to swarm.
Fifth Form men, coming to see what
was up, had to shove and push their
way through a mob of juniors.

Getting a front seat was not easy.
But the Famous VFive shoved ¢houlder to
shonlder, and got through to Coker's
study. Really, it was rather like a
Rugger serum,

_ “Ialle, hallo, hallo!
it 1” gasped Bob.

“Go it, Coker1” yelled Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Here, what's all this row?” DBlun-
dell, the captain of tho Fifth, shoved
his way up the swarming passage.
“What’s going on—what?”

“Leggo!” came Coker's

They're going

powerful

TO READERS IN THE IRISH
FREE STATE. -

“ Readers In the Irish Free State
aro requested to note that when
free gifts are offered with this
publicaticn, they can only be
supplied when the article is of a
pon-dutiable eharacter.”

with him, and they sprawled. Loder

jammed a knee on Coker’s waisteoat.

“Now search him1” he panted.

Coker was not easy to search. He
struggled, he kicked, he clawed, he
raved, and he hellowed. It was cult
work, and Loder & Co, got on with it
rather slowly. And ontside the study o
mob of excited fellows gathered, staring
in at the wild and whitling zeene.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ne Smokes !
SAY, you fellows!” yelled Billy

6«

E unter,

“Halle, hallo, hallo1”
“It's o fight—"

“Who, and where?”

“In the Fifth!” gas
“Coker and a lot of prefect:

“Great pip 1"

Nows like that woke up the Remove
passage like a hive of bees with a brick
dropped into it

“Coker—scrapping  with
gasped Harry {"rharlun.

“Qh, my hat!” yelled the Bounder.
“Como on!”

Most of the Remove fellows wero at
tea when Bunter brought the news.
They forgot tea now! Even Billy
Bunter forgot tea. If a Fifth Form
man_was fighting prefects, it was not
a thing to be missed. It was the sort
of thing that happencd only once in a
blue moon—if as often as that! Every
man in tho Remove wanted a front

seat |
Harry Wharton & Co. dashed away
Tre MacnNer Linany.—No. 1,318,

Bunter.
s 1

prefeets I

checky rotters, going
ockets ! Gerroff 1"
ng Coker!” gasped

roar, “You
throigh a man’s
“They're searchi

Wharton. “What on earth are they
searching Coker for? ¥You know,
TPotter 1

“Haven't the foggiest!” said Potter
blankly. “Can’'t make it out, unless
they've gone potty 1™

“Lemme gerrup!”  roared Coker.
“T'Il smash you! 1'll give you prefects!
1 spiﬁir;-ate you! T'll give you smokes |

ff 1
Loder.

that door!"™ panted
“Potter, shut that door at once !

“What are you up to?” yelled Polter.

“Shut that door, I tell youl”

Potter did not shut the door. Indecd,
the door would not haye shut,’ with the
doorway crammed with eager sight-
scers. Blundell, elbowing with ruthless
vigour, arrived at the doorway. He
stared into the study with starting eyes.

“My only hat!” he gasped. “Have

sou all gone mad? What’s all this
ubout? Look here, leave Coker alone—
seal

“ Draggemoil 1" gargled Coker,

“Rescue | Oh, iy hat! Ow 1"

Coker was still resisting. Some of his
pockets had been turned out. But there
was a battle over ecvery pocket. All
sorts of Coker’s possessions werp scat-
tered on the floor. But no packet of
smokes had come to light so far.

Blundell strode _into the study, with a
knitted brow. Ie was captain of the
Fifth, a great “DBlood,” a Iirst Eloven
man—greater in the cyes of most fellows
than even a prefect.  Still, he was not
a prefect—no Fifth Form man was; and

THE MAGNET

—in theory, at least—DBlundell had to
respect prc{ccts as much as any fag in
the Third Form. Nevertheless, George
Blundell was not going to stand this!
He grabhed Walker and Carne by their
collars and heaved them sway from
Coker. Then he pave Loder a shove,
and Loder sat suddenly on the carpet.

Coker sat up, struggling for breath.

“Now, what the thump—" «de-
manded the ecaptain of the Fiith,

“Qooooogh 1" gurgled Coker.

Loder, Carne, and Walker glared at
Blundell.  Blundell, clenching his fists,
glared back. Coker sat between them,
gurgling.

“Hands off, you checky fool!” ex-
il,.l'n]uucq. Loder. “If you interfere here,

“What are you up
Blundell, “Are you raggin)
like a gang of Lower lYourt

Loder controlled his fury. Prefeet as
he was, he was daunt so tre
mc'niolila a Dlood and games man as

to?” roarcd
in a study
fags?”

oker's got  smokes  here!”  he
gasped.  “ Are you backing up a man in
smeking in his study 1™

“Rot!” said DBlundell.  *“Cokei's
every other sort of a fool, but not that
sort of fool! He’s got no smokes.”

“Walker saw him with them! Now,
stand bac Coker's refused to give
them up, and we're going to take them
from him!”

“Walker saw him!” DBlondell was
rather staggered by that positive state
ment. *'1 don't believe it1 Look here,
Coker, what have you got to say?”

“Grooooooooogh 1

That, for the moment, was all that
Coker had to say. There was a chortle
from the passage.

“Quict, you fags!” roared Blundell.
“Caker, you ass, if you've pot smckis
here, wo'll jolly well give you a Forim
ragging! Now, then!”

“1 haven't !” gurgled Coker, “ Never
had! Groocogh! They're all mad
hatters Oooogh 1

“I knew ke hadn’t,” said DBlundell.
“And if you think he had, you'd n
vight to search him like a pickpocket.
as you know jolly welll \;:m shoui.d
have taken him to Prout or the Head !
You know that!”

Loder & Co. were quite aware of (hat
But they had their own reasons for not
going with Coker to Prout or the
Head!

“You think you can come here amil
treat a IFifth Form man like some
snivelling fag in the Remove " hooted
Blundell. .

“Draw it mild, old bean!” came a
voice from the passage. “Nol so much
of your snivelling fag i”

“Ia, ha, ha "

“8hut up 1” reared Blundell.
here, Loder, this won't do—sce?
The Fifth won't stand this!”

“Hear, hear!” said Potter and
Greene and several more of the Fifth.

“You say Coker’s got smokes; Coker
says he hasn’t! Pretty state of tl
when a Fifth Form' man's word isu't
taken 1”

“ I saw him 1 shouted Walker. “And
we're not going away without ihat
packet of smokes he's got in his pocket !
I saw him put it there not an lour

"

ago

“Tt's a lie!” roared Coker. Coker
struggled to his feet. Red with wrath.
he shaok a brawny fist in Walker’s faco.
so close to his nose that James Walker
jumped back quite suddenly. “It's a
rotten lie—sce? Look in your own
study 1f you're after smokes! T dare
say you'd find some there !

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go home, Walker!” called out a

“ Lock
Bee?
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w¥oico unknown. “You'll find your
smokes at home I”

“Ia, ha, ha!"

“Will you fags be quict?” roared

lundell, " *My hat! Half Greyfriars
gabbling in our passage, and—"

“And Blundell abbling _in the
study !” eaid the unknown voice from
tho rear.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Let Coker turn out his pockets!”
ponted Walker, “I tell you I saw him
pick up that packet of cigarettes and
put it in his pocket! Potter and
Creene saw him, too—they were therel
They jolly well know I”

. “We did?” gasped Potter. “Wo
jolly well saw nothing of the kind |”

“ Never 1” exclaimed Greene,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” yelled Dob
Cherry. “Hero comes Wingate !”

“The more the merricer I"* chortled the
Bounder,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

‘Wingate of the Sixth, with a [rowning
brow, shoved a way to the study. The
uproar had drawn the captain of Grey-
friars there. Wingate, as head prefect,
was in authority, and ho took control at
once,

* Quict, vou fags! Now, what's the
trouble 7 usked Wingate.

“That rotter—"" roared Coker,
poiuting at Walker,

*“Chuck that, Coker ! If you speak of
a prefect like that, T'll give you six,
Lere in your own study!™ rapped
Wingate, .

“Why, you—you—" gasped Coker.

“Shut up, Coker!” said  Blundell.
“Look here, Wingate, these Sixth Form
men say that Coker’s got smokes about
him, and I jolly well know he hasn't 1"

“I should think not!” bawled Coker.

“What rot!” said Wingate. “Who
says soi"”

"I do!” shouted Walker. “And I tell
vou I saw him pick up a packet of
cigarcttes in the quad, and he put them
in his pocket and refused to hand them

over to me. Wo've come here for
them,”

“He's mad!” said Coker, staring
Llankly at Walker, “I never picked up

any cigarettes! If I did, I should shy
the rubbish over the wall, not put it in
my pocket] I'II—FIl eat all tho
cigarettes I've in the quad.”

“1 saw him!” roa Walker.

“No need to yell, if you did,” said
Wingate, *If you've really got smokes
about you, Coker, and you refused to
give them up to a prefect, I'll take you
straight to Dr. Locke for a ﬂoggin’g."
.1 haven’t!” roared Coker. “The
idiot says Potter and Greene were there
when I picked them up! Ask them!”

“Nothing of the kind!” said Potter
and Greene together.

_“Not an hour ago,” panted Walker,
“1 came on the three of them by the
path to the gates, and saw Coker——"

“0h!” gasped Coker. “Do you mecan
when you asked me for my half-crown”

“ Your—your what "

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Potter and
Creene suddenly.,  They understood
James Walker's mistake now. How he
could have fancicd that a half-crown was
a packet of cigarcttes, they did not

know; but evidcntlf he did.

“This isn't a laughing matter!”
roared Wingate.

“Isn’t i7" gasped Coker. Even
Coker understood now. “Why, the
silly ass must be off his chump! ﬂ saw

me pick up something and put it in my
pocket, and came up and asked me for
at, and, of course, I wouldn't give him
my half-crown—"

“What on earth do you mean?”
snapped Wingate,

“T'd been chowing Potter and Greens

a conjuring trick with a halfcrown,”
explained Coker, “It dropped! I
picked it up! Then Walker r\zaged up to
me and told me to give it to him. Of
course, I wouldn’t! I mever knew he
fancied I'd picked up a packet of
smokes! How should g?”

Loder and Carne exchanged a glance
and looked at Walker. Walker's face
was a study.

“Well, my hat!” said Wingate
blankly.  “Walker, did you see what it
was that Coker picked up? Can you
swear that it was & packet of smokes?”

“N-n-no,” articulated Walker, “I—I
thought it was! It—it was some small
object in the grass—I—I thought—"

“You thonght it was s packet of
smokes, without cven seeing it?” ex-
claimed Wingate in astonishment.

“Yesl You sce, o

“Why on earth should vou faney it
was_smokes if you didn's see it?"”

—I—]—

“Walker was looking for a packet of
smokes!” came a howl from the crowd in
the gwnge. “He'd lost one.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar.

“Silence!” yelled Wingate. “Clear
off, you young sweeps! Walker, you
scem to have made an idiotic mistake!
Coker says it was a half-crown he
picked up—""

**Bo it was,"” gasped Potter. “We saw
that! Never saw any smokes! Ha, ha,
ha! Walker will have to look further
than this study for his smokes!”

“How was I to know he was after
smokes?” gasped Coker. “He asked me
for what I'd picked up—and I thought he
was trying to pinch half-z-crown off me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder and Carne were sidling out of
the study with crimson faces. Y
reglised “that Walker had made a
mistake, and mado a fool of himself—
and, worse still, fools of them! Ob-
viously James Walker, in his state of
nerves and terror, had jumped to a
wrong conclusion—Coker knew no more
about tho missing packet of smokes than
he knew about the man in the moon!
Loder and Carne shoved an angry way
through a yelling mob and disappeared.
Walker stood overwhelmed with con-
fusion and dismay.

“Well,” rapped out Wingate, “are
you patisfied now that Coker hasn't
any smokes, Walker?”

“[—I—yes—I—1 suppose so,”’ stam-
mered Walker. *“I—I thought—"

“You owe Coker an apology!”

“I should think so,” hooted Blundell.
“Butting into a Tifth Form man's
study and scarching his pockets—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sorry, Coker!” gasped the wrelched
Walker. “I—I—I thought— i
sorry—"" Ho almost stumbled to the
door. . .

Wingate, frowning, followed him out.

“Well,” said Coker, “I never thought
much of the Sixth! But this is the
limit~the giddy limit! Looks to me as
if Walker’s been dropping smokes about,
that’s why he fancied I'd picked "em up!
What?"

“ Looks jolly like it!” chuckled Potter.

“A prefect, too!” said Coker. “My
hat! Well, I never thought much of
the Sixth—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Towls of laughter followed Walker as
he went. Few fellows doubted how the
matter stood.  Walker's ridiculous
mistake could only have arisen from the
foct that he was looking for lost
cigarottes when Coker picked up the
h:lf-crownl That was ognaus. even to
Coker! It was plain to everybody—in-
cluding Wingate, the head prefect of
Greyfriars.  Walker's quest of the lost
smokes had only resulted, so far, in

9

advertising to nearly all Greyfriars that
he had had cigarettes in his possession,
and  had dropped them somewhere!
Which certainly was not what Walker
wanted |

Harry Wharton & Co. went back to
the Removo passage chuckling. It had

been quite an entertainment.,  Thera
were sounds of merriment on all
sides as the crowd dispersed. But

Walker was not fecling merry as he
went. Wingate went with him—and it
was clear that Wingate had something to
say before he left him—something that
Walker certainly did not want to hear
but which he had to hear, The way of
the transgressor was hard!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dupont’s Discovery !

L ON DIEU! = Zat cochon!”
murmured Napoleon Dupont.
Nap rubbed his licad rue-

.

ully.

That head was still singing a little -
from the angry smack Walker of the
Sixth had bestowed on it.

Walker had forgotten the incident
long ago. Nap had not forgoiten. A
smack on the head was one of those
things which it is more blessed to give
than to reccive. It was likely to be
sooner forgetten by the simacker than by
the smackee, so to speak.

* Zot peeg ! groaned Dupont.

is car was still burning, and felt
very painful,

¢ was deeply incensed. Ordinary
punishment, such as caning on the hands,
or “bending over ' and taking six, was
all in the day’s work, and Nap could
stand it as patiently as any other fellow.
But a smack on the head was an in-
dignity—an_insult—deeply wounding to
Nap's sensitive spirit. Even [ags in
the Second Form did not have their
cars boxed|

Nap was full of resentment; and ho
would have given a year's pocket-money
1o ba able to stand up to Walker of the
Sixth and give him the thrashing he
really descrved. But that was only one
of the happy things that could bo
dreamed about, but never done. Sixth
Form men could not be thrashed by
juniors—even had it been physically
practicable, it was_ the “sack " for
hitting a prefect. Nap's proud spirit
had to chate under the indignity; while
ho turned over in his ming many wild
schemes—all of them futile—for getting
his own back on the bully of the Sixth!

Tea was over in_the Remove studies.
Bolsover major, Nap's study-mate in
Study No. 10, was i1 the Remove
passage laughing over the sceno in
Coker's study, with a crowd of other
fellows. They were discussing whether
anything would happen to Coker for his
tusslo with the prefeets. The general
opinion was that in the circumstances
Walker & Co. would be lgltwl to say
nothing more about it. ap did not
join the fellows in the passage. He had
& hundred lines to do for Walker—insult
added to injury, as it were. He would
ruther have given Walker “onc in the
eye ”; but it was not a matter of choice,
and Nap, rubbing his head and
mumbling uncomplimentary  remarks
about “peegs ” and “rottairs,” looked
for his Virgil

Virgil was among many other books
on a very untidy bookshelf. The neat
and tidy French junior often put that
bookshelf in order; but Bolsover major
would soon make it untidy again; like
everything clse in the study. Nap sorted
over lxmﬁa in scarch of the one he
wanted—and thus it was that he came on
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a small cardboard packet that lay among_

the books on the shelf.

He gave a sniff as he picked it up. It
was o packet of cigarettes—the sort of
thing that ought not to have been in
any study in the Remove. Bolsover
major sometimes smoked a cigarette;
not because ho wanted to, but to show
that he jolly well could if ho jolly well
jiked! Dut it was unusually careless of
Bolsover to leave his smokes about the
study like this. REither or both of the
owners of tho study might have bagged
o “whopping ** if the contraband goods
had been spotted there by the cyo of
authority.

“Co i-olc ” murmured Nap. “Zat
silly asg!?

He took it for granted that the packet
helonged to Bolsover, Naturally, it did
not cross his mind that a fat junior,
il®ting up the passage, had tossed that

packet through the open doorway, and
that st had happened to land on the
hookshell opposite the door. Nap knew
nathing about Billy Bunter's adventures
that nf‘tcrmoon with a packet of smokes.

But as he picked ir up and looked at
it a change came over the Irench
junior’s face.

‘Lhe crash of the packet, when Bunter
had hurled it in, had knocked it open,
almost bursting it, Three or four cigar-
cites had dropped out on tba shelf, and
the cardboard flap at the end of the
packet was open.

On that blank flap there was pencilled
writing. Nap stared at it with wide-
open eyes, This is what he read:

“Saucy Sam, two o'clock, Wapshot,
Saturday.”
“Mon Dicu!” murmured Nap.
It was not Bolsover major's scrawling
hand that had pencilled that note. It
was nothing like Bolsover's “ fist,” which

Nap, of course, knew well, He could
sce that it was an older fellow’s hand;
and he had seen it before, though he
did not recall whose it iwas at the
moment. But one thing he was certain
about; it was not a Remove [ellow’s
writing.

Quite puzzled and mystified, Na
stood with the packet in his hand,
staring at that tell-tale note pencilled
on the cardboard flap.

Ho knew little enough of racing
matters; but he could see of course, that
it was a sporting “iip.” Some fellow
—apparently a scnior—had made that
precious note—abous » horse that wos to
run in the two o'clock race at Wapshot
on_Saturday.

It did not belorg to Bolsover, or to
any Remove junior That was certain.
How it had got into Studs No. 10 was
a mystery to Nap.

But, noting the burst state of {he
packet, and tho smokes scattored from
it, he could guess that it had been flung
whero he bad found it—ani flung hard,
tool

Evidently some fellow had passed the
study and pitched it in—why and where-
fore he could not imagine.

But though he could not guess how
the packet had come there, there was
something clse that Nap could guess.
Slowly a grin dawned on his face

The scene in Coker’s study was fresh
in his mind. Al the fellows were say-
ing that Walker must bave lost a
packet of cigarettes, to account for hiz
extraordinary mistake!

This was the packet!

Nap could hard!y doubc that. And
ihe pencilled note showed why Walker
was so desperately anxiou; and disturbed
about it. If it was in Walker's hand
—as he could hardly doubt—it was
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enough to get James Walker the “sack,”
if it came before Dr Locke.

“Mon Dieu!” murmu:ed Nap.

He grinned.

Walker had given him that savage
smack on the head because he was dis-
turbed about having loss this precious
packet ! His head war sthil aching from
the smack—and the packet was in his
hands,

e chuckled.

No wonder Walker had not found it !
Some fellow had P:‘ckcc it up and
thrown it into Nap’. study—why, was a
mystery—but the fact was clear! And
now Nap had it!

“Zat peegl” grinned Nap. “Zat
cochon, he smack m- zo headl 1 zink
zat I make zat peeg stand up! Mais
ouil Mon Dicu! if ze Head sces zis, it
is ze ordair of ze shoe for zat peegl I
zink he vill have grand fear! Ha, ha I

Napoleon Dupont, stood in  decp
thought for some minutes! Yo held
Walker's Iate in the hollow of his
hand!

He had no betraving  the
wretched sportsman of the Sixth! It

was no business of his to get a Grey-
friars man sacked. ' In other circum-
stances, Nap, who wa. a good-natured
fellow, would have conveged that
dangerous packet to Walker’s study and
left it there for him to find, But that
was not his intention now. He had
been pondering over ways and means
for making the hul]{' of the Sixth
“sit up.” The ways fnd means wers
in his hands now—in the shape of that
packet !

Chuckling, Napoleon empticd out the
cigarettes. Ho twisted them up in a
sheet of foolscap—to be returned to the
owper! He did not want such things
in his study | But the cardboard packet
he very carcfully locked np in his desk.
Ile was not parting with that!

Putting the cigarettes into his pocket,
he strolled out of tke study. He was
not thinking of doing those hundred
lines for Walker now,

“Hallo! Done your impot?” asked
Bolsover major, as the French junior
camo out of Studv No 10.

*“Non, mon amit T zink zat 1 vill not
do zem I” said Dupont.

“Hold on, old French hean!” said
Bolsover, “You’d better! Walker's in
a_ fearful temper to-day—he would bo
glad to take it out of somehody I*

“Zat for Valker!” answered Nap,
snapping his fingers. 1 care nozzings
for zat peeg Valker |

And Nap walked away, leaving his
study-mato staring Iie weat down tho
Remove staircase, grinning.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Sword of Damoeles !

HE next mornin there was ono
E fellow at Greyfriars School who
locked es if %o had accumulate}
most of the trcebles of the
universe on his shoulders.
That fellow was James Walker of
the Sixth Ierm
The bright May morning, which had
a cheering effeer on nearly everybody
clse, did not cheer Walker. x
At breakfast-tima. when the May sun-
shine streamed in at the old windows of
Hall, it showed up Walker's scowling
and worried face to great advantage.
He sat at the high tab! > with the other
prefects; and a good many glances were
cast in that direction,
Long before this all the school knew
about Walker!
Eversbody knew or, a: least, felu
certain, that he had had smokes, and
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dropped them about the school some-
wiere; and mnobody doubted that
Wingate, the head prefec:, had given
him & “royal ” jaw on the subject.

Teliows sai. that Walker was lucky
not to be reporte. to the Ifcad.
Prefects were supposed to set an
cxample of conduet to the school—and
certainly not an examiple of rowdyism.

But if Walker fele Incky he did net
look  lucky! IIc  locked worried,
morose, bad-tempered a
. After brekker, when he went out into
the quad, Loder joined him—Carne
giving him the cold shoulder. And
Leder had nothing pleasan: to say.
You silly ass!” was what Loder
said, in a low voice. *“Do you want all
Gresfriars to know that youw're afraid
of gettin® bunked? If not, you'd better
pull yourself together a little I” "

. And Loder walked away without wait-
ing for an answer.

Toder and Carnn were fed-up. The
ridiculous scene in Coker s study the
previous day had been rather too much
for them.

They had excecded their powers, as
prefects, in handling Coker, to search
Liim for that wretched cigaretic-packet—
and all the ti it |IE§ heen only an
idiotic mistake, dua to Walker's rattled
nerves!  They had to let tho matter
drop—to let Horaco Coker get away
with his resistance to authority.

Coker had actually punched prefects
—and they could do nothing! So far
from reporting Coker’s mutinous conduct
to the headmaster, they were only too
#lad that it wazs not tc come before the
Head at all! Th had n, as it
turned out, utterly in the wrong—and,
naturally, they were extremely annoyed
ith Walker for having placed them
in_such & positica.

In the Sixth Form Room that morn-
inz Walker tried to pull himself together
under Dr. Locke's eyes. But he made
continual mistakes; and he noted that
1 i veral times.
g continu-
ally of the awful possibility of being
called before the chief beak, to answer
for his folly. Indeed, it was more than
a possibility—it was probable—to the
wretched Walker it scemed nearly
certain.

He had searched nearly every inch of
the ground, within gates and without
gates, without finding that lost packet.
The only explanation was that it had
already been picked up. Coker haduw't
picked it up—he knew that nmow. But
somebody liad ! The power was in some-
body’s hands to get Walker “carpeted
by the Head, nng in all likelihood turfed
out of Greyfriar: It was really swiul
to think of.

At dinner
haggard.

1t was all very well for Loder to
advise him to pull himself together.
How was n fellow to pull himself
together, with a sword ot Damocles sus-
pended over his head in this way?

Who had picked up that wretched
packet? Not a beak—or Walker would
liave heard about it long since., Not
another prefect, or equally certainly he
would have heard of it. Who, then?

Perhaps the follow, whoever he was,
hadn't_noticed that note written on the
flap. Perhaps if Lie had noticed it, he
hadn’t recognised Walker's  “fist.”
Perhaps he had already emoked the
smokes and thrown the packet away.
Perhaps—and perhaps—and perhaps!
Walker's mind was full of perhapses !

The wreiched thing might be no
longer in existence, and he might be
tormenting himself for nothing, %n the
other hand, it might be just on the point
of turning up!

Walker  looked  almost

After dinner Walker went to his
study. Plenty of fellows had Jooked at
him—and to Walker's mind, in his pre-
sent worried and nervy state, it scemed
as if all Greyfriars looked at him, and
kept on looking at him, and lookud at
nothing else,

He slammed the door of his study,
with a slam that rang slong the passage.
Ile flung Limseli into lis ormehair,
scowling.

Then ke noticed a little paper packet
th: on the talle. It was something
twisted in a sheet of foolseap.

He had not placed it there. Some-
body must have slipped into his study
and put it on his_table, Wondering
what it was, he picked it up, and un-
twisted the foolscap.

A dozen cigarcttes dropped on the
table.

Walker stared at them,

Who, in the name of ali that was mys-
terious had brought a dozen cigarcttes
to his study and left them there?

Slowly it dawned on him.

That packet he had lost had been a
packet of a dozen. hese cigareties
were of the same brand—Golden Gorse,

Walker's jaw dropped as he under-
ke

ood.

These were his smokes—the contenls
of the missing packet! There could be
no other explanation,

Somebody had found it, and had re-
turned Lim the contents in this extra-
ordinary  way—keeping  the  pucker
itself !

That meant that tha “somebody *
knew to whom the packet belonged—
had recognised Walker's “fist ” on 1t !

“Good gad!” breathed Walker, in
ulter dismay,

e gathered up the cigarettes with
trembling fingers. e put them out of
sight in a drawer. His face was like
chalk when he left his study. Gw
and Sykes of the Sixth were in the pas-
suge, and they looked at him, and ex-
clanged a glance.

“You fellows seen anybody go to my
study ?” asked Walker.

“No 1"

“SBomebody’s been there—some—some
fag, playing a trick! Sure you've seen
nobody 7

“Quite !

Walker went on his way. ITe ques-
tioned two or three more fellows; but
nobody seemed to havo scen unyone go
to his study. Obviously the visitor had
carcfully sclected & moment when
nobody was about,

He looked in the quad for Lader and
Carne, They walked away when they
saw him coming, apparently not anxious
for his cornpany. Walker hurried after
them.

“My hat ' murmured Bob Cherry, as
ha passed the Remove fellows, “ Walker
looks awfully sick!”

“The sickfulness is ferrific.” said
Hurree Jumset Ram Singh. “ Perhaps-
fully he has found his ridiculous cigar-
cttes and smoked them !”

The juniors chuckled at that sug-
geostion,

“What on carth’s the matter with the
fellow 7 asked Harry Wharton. “Lven
if his blessed smokes turned up, nobody
could prove that they belonged to him.
Everybody jolly “'elf knows—but that's

‘alker's own_ fault! Nobody could
know if he hadn’t made such a fuss!”

“IU's a jolly old mystery !” said Dob,

Certainly it sccmcg mysterions enough
—to fellows who knew mnothing about
Walker's fist being on that miserable
packet !

Loder and Carne walked more and
more quickly. In the present circum-
stances they preferred to keep clear of

Walker. ut he was not to be kept
clear of. e broke into a run and over-
took them.

n
“Look here!” lie panted.
“Oh, ring off 1" snapped Loder,
driven to stop at last.  “Look here,

Walker! Dor't make such a dashed
fool of yourself I Have a little nervel”

“T've got the cigarettes—

“Oh! Then it's all right?”

“No, it isn't!” proaned Waulker, and

he expluined how he had found the
cigarettes on his study table,
. “Well, my Iat !” enid Carne,  “That's
jolly queer! They must be the same
smokes, of course ! Somebody's got tho
packet they were in. Some checky fag
pulling your leg, old man.”

“But who*" groaned Walker. “If I
kaew who it was, I'd jolly soon get that

him! DBut who?”

packet off hi

“Must be a fag—a senior wouldn't

lay a silly trick like that.  You'd

etter find out who it is, somehow.”

o How 1" hissed Walker. |

What's the good of asking me?”

Loder and Carne walked off again.
Walker had no help to expect from
them. He stared after them bitterly.
Ho realised that they preferred to kecp
clear of o fellow who was in danger of
coming up before the Head. They did
not want to be dragged into it, As a
matter of fact, it was not from his sport-
ing friends, but from a fellow who was
not his friend, that he received the help
ha needed.  Wingate tapped him on the
he  stood i i

-

arm. as staring after his
“friends.”

Walker jumped.

“Oh! You!” he gasped, looking

round and seeing the Greyiriars eaptain.
He hardly knew what he had fearcd—
perhaps the sight of the Head, with a
grim and frowning brow,

“What the dickens is the matter with
you, Walker?” asked Wingate. * You
seem to be trying to get everybody’s eye
on you. I told vou yesterday what 1
thonght of vou, ro I won't tell you
again.  But T'll tell von this—the sooncr
this affair is forgoticn, the better. You
seem to be doing your best to keep it
alive,”

“I've got to find that packet!”
muttered Walker desperately, * It—it's
got something—sometling on it that—
that lets out that it belonged to me!”

“Oh!” Wingate gave a whistle, and
his face became very grave. “ That
means that vou may have to come up

efore the Ilead about vour filthy
smokes—a jolly serious matter for a
prefect 1

Wingate did not guess how much
more serious than that the matter was,
and Walker did not tell him.

“Well, I think I can help you out,
though I can’t say I think you deserve
it,” said the Greyfriars caplain,  “I
faney it was young Bunter of the
Remove that picked up your rubbish.”

Walker started.

“Bunter? Why—how—-"

“1 mean, I spotted him in the quad
vesterday with a packet of cigarcttes in
his paw,” cxplained Wingate, “1
thougftt then tﬁat the young ass had
been smuggling smokes into the school,
and went after him. But now I know
vou'd dropped a packet, it looks more
likely that he picked it up. I gave him
s but he had chucked the packet out
of sight somewhere—and I didn't get
it. You can ask him.”

Walker panted with relief. Tt scemed
to him as if a heavy weight had becen
lifted from his Leart,

“Oh! Thanks!” ho gasped, “I-YI1
seo the kid, and—and ask hin
you've donc me a good turn,

“8o long as vou don't let
again, that's all right!”

Walker hurried off to the
look for Bunter. But the bell was
beginning to ring for school, and when

Tue MagNeT Liseary.—~No. 1,318,

Wingate.
it happen

House to
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he sighted the Ow!l, Buater wos going
10 the Form-room with the rest of the
Remeove.  Walker had to leave it till
after class—and it was not a happy
Walker that_sat with the Bixth thab
afternoon, with the sword of Damocles
still euspended over his head.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

¢ ¢ CNTER! Bunty! Buant!”
% Bob Cherry’s voice raung
alang the Rmno\a passage.

“Here, old chap!” Bill
Munter  rolled out of Stu\]y No. T.
“Iteady, old fellow! Where is it7”
Where's what ?” asked Bob.
feed! In  your study,
Wharton's "
Bob Umng

or

chuckled. It was nearly
1ea-time, and Bunter’s fat thoughts, of
course, were running on that most im-
portast of all matters, the mext meal
time. Bob’s were not. 5
“Irathead! Walker wants you,” said

Nob. *He's told me to send you to his
~ndy.”
Iirmler' face

fell,
ow  Walker !
‘\\’Imr. does Walker want#?
“Forgot to ask him. But you d better
cut,  He' s not in ar&ood temper,”
“You. don’t he wanis me to
reat” ashed Bunte

“Well, he mlsht—but- ho didn't look
like it,” chuckle “Ilave you got
uny lines for him$”

“No! Frogey has—and he basn't
dono them, either! Aro you sure it's
mo he wants? T fancy Dupont had
better
‘\\Lﬁ he may have meant Duponr,
but he suid Bunter,” grinned Bob, *and
T shouldu’t keep him waiting, if 1 were

ho grunte ed.

soun,”
Billy Bunter grunted disconientedly.

Ha did not want to go to a prefcet’'s -

-‘uﬂ;,wn. was never on record that any
junior ever did want to go to a prefect’s
Sndy ! Still, he realized that he bad
hetter go—and he went. He approached
Walker's quarters with deep misgiving.

Walker of the Sixth had been in a
ratten teinper lately—and when he was
in a rotten temper, he was rather a
brute.  All the Remove knew about his
smacking Dupont’s head the day before.
Dupont’s head, of course, did not matter
—“but Bunter's head was rather im-
portant, and he did not want it smacked.

1le tapped gingerly at Walker's door,
and opened it a few inches and blinked
in through his big spcrtacles

“T say, Walker! It wasn’t me!” said
B nter hurriedly,

* Come in, Bunler," said Walker quite
ably.
Surprised, Bunter ro in. Walker
gave him quite a good-tempered nod.
Tle was not feeling good-tempered. He
was feeling disposed to pwh up his
ashplant and make it ring on Bunter’s
tight trousers. Dut what Walker chiefly
wanted was to get back that tell-tale
packet. Thrashing the fag who had
pivked it up in the guad might come
later.

“8hut the door, kid,” said Walker,
with laboured good-humour. Bimnter
rather uxmi!lillgly shut the door.

“I'm not going to lick you, for plax-
ing tricks m my study,’” went on
Walker, with an almost ghasily smile.
“F can take a little joke—ha, ha! No
harm done, kid1 That's all right.”

*But—but I haven't played any trick
in your atudy, Walker 17 gasped Bunter.
“Thaven't been in your study.

“I tell you I'm not going te whop
yon for it,” said Walker. “That's all
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Ak here. Vou
garetics in the
sterday aftornoon.”

w'e gasped DBunter.

Buanfer.

right,

Bunter

“On1 L say, Watker, you're not going

to rake that up, when I've lad six
irom Wingate—"
Not 2t all,” said Walker. “That’s

l}um-_r' 1 happen to want the
“hats all.” I don't mean that
mine,” he added. “I had—"hem—
it froim a Fourth Form kid, and—
spened to drop it, as—as 1 was
to Capper. As I—=Ive men-
1it to Capper, I've got to produce

saw—more than  Walker
PR Lim to see. Punter was not
I:koly te believe that Walker was o
anxious about that packet because he
had taken 1t from a junior who was to
b roported to his Form master.

in

l_‘m sure you meant no harm
iing i up,?  went on  Walker
Bly. “You just happened to sco

T

nd picked it up, that's all.”
es, tiat’s all, Walker,” said Bunter,
“Wingate 3IIIIIDL"| on_me, you know,
and made out that I'd got smokes,
just beeause he saw me with it in my
laud. I hadn’t had time to smoke any—
I niean, I wasn't going to smoke them.
T never heard Wingate calling to me—

I dodged into the House because—
had some l‘me: to do for
e, and-—aud
give me the pan.]mel »
haven't got it.”
tker's brow darkemed. His hand
strayed towards his ashplant. DBut Le
withdrew it

“Now, look here, Bunter,” he said.
I found the e:F..xettcs on _my {able,
where you put them. DBut I want the
packet they were in. I'm not going to
Ium:.h you, iI yvou hand it over at
onee.”

Bunter's eyes grew round behind his
spetacles.

“I—I never put zny cigarettes on
vour table, Walker I he stuttered. " I—
1 haven't been in your study at all.”

“Yon young rotter!” Walker’s good
linsour dropped from him like a cloak.
He jumped up, and grasped his cane.
“Give me that packet at once! Do you
hear? Tl thrash E‘ou till you can’t
crawl if you dcnt and it over.”

“Oh erike: I—I haven't got it—
leggot”  yel ed Bunter as_ Walker
m'asﬁed him by the collar. “Yarooch I”

Whack ! whack !

“ Yow-cwv-ow! Whoop! I haven't got

* shricked Dunter, “1 never picked
lt up in the quad yesterday. I haven't
scen it] I don’t know anything about
it! I haven't touched it, and I threw
it away vhen Wingate was after me—
whooop !

“You

Valker.

“Qw! Wow! Leggo! Yes! Wow!"

“Where?” hissed Walker.

“Oh lor' | I chucked it into a Remove
study,” gaszped Bunter. forgot

threw it away?” exclaimed

frorwards, 1 didn't know it
don't believe you

wost

study did

Yamopl I—I think it was Bolsover's
=lud‘.7\\nw‘ ch, 1 remember now it
w-ow-ow!l Leggol”

\Valher he!d tha terrified waat arms-
Iength, staring at his fat, scared face.
e realised that Bunter was telling the
truth, It had not been tho Owl of the
Remove who had placed those cigarettes
so  mysteriously on Walker's table.
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Dunier  knew nething  about that
wretched packet, sinco be had got sid
of 1t when Wingate was pursuing him.
e released the -;!lu;l.ermg Owl.

eft

t  was Bolsover's
asked.
‘v ! Yes! Ow ™ groanerl Bunter.

“Has be {ound it there?”

“1 don't knew! 1 forgot all about
the rotten thing! 1 suppose they st
h.uu found it lying about the study.”

“You can cut !’ said Walker, throwing

open the door,
Billy Bunter was only too anxious to

But Walker atuod beside the doer,
 m his hand. Bunter had
a led apprehension that he
was going 1o get a lick from that eane

us he eut.
i Walker:
wered,

&2y,

“Cut!” roared Walker.

Bunter made a desperate  bound
througli the doorway, As he had so
rfully auticipated, Walker whacked
ut with tho cano as ho bounded. It
Junded with a terrific swipe, and helpml
Lunter iuto the passage.  Ho
appeared with a terrilic yell.

Walker was done with Bunter! He
had to deal with Bolsover now—at leasr,
<0 he supposed | And his next proceed-
ing was to consider how he was to
deal with Bolsover major of the
Remove.

in

eut,

he stam-

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Walker Has to Walk !

“ (1, listen to the band I” chauted
O Bob Cherry.

»
shall

CW-OW-OW-0W-WOW |
Whisper, and
I:--.'u' 1" suggested Frank Nugent.

“Waow | Wow!”

' Licked " asked Harry Wharton.

“Ow! Wow! Yes—and lor nothing
”IOdllcd Billy Bunter.

v's a hard life, for really nice boys
at s llcob remarked  Bob  Cherry
gravely. " Always getting licked—and
always for nothing] What was the
nothing you did this time, Buntyi”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

Ols, really, Cherry! Wow! That
beast Walker ! Ow ! I couldn’t belp him
I g his filthy cigarettes! Yow! 1
bl well wish the beak would catch
him smoking! Whooh | Laying uno o
fellow for nothing! Oh crikey !

Billy Bunter came along the Removo
passage, looking as if he was putting
in active practice as a contortionist!
e writhed and he wriggled; he
wriggled and he writhed, And he
announced his arrival by sounds of woe
that preceded him along the passage.
Bunter secmed to be in a lamentabla
staie, amd his lamentations beat those
of ancient Job to a frazzle.

A good many Remove fellows were
comm" up to tea, so Bunter had quite
a large audience. He blinked rou:l
dolorously [or sympathy,

“You fellows know 1 mnever had
Walker's cil'nre(les.“ he groaned. “ You
were eye- \\|mc~. , as you saw me with
them-—"

Uh, Christopher Columbus 1”
nd you know that beasl. \Vingaln
spotted me, and got after me,” groaned
Bunter. *““Making out they were mine,
vou know, when I'd only picked them
up in the quad. I wish now I'd gone
and handed themn to him when he r.-.x]lu|
me. But I didn't hear him call e

“1la, ha, ha

“DBlessed if T seo anyrhmg to cackle
at! I had six, hadn't I?” demanded
Buater warmly, “Then Walker goes
and rakes it all up again. He makes
out_that T put the cigarettes on his
study table, and kept the packet they
wero in! As if I should, you know?
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Blundell grabbed Walker and Carne by their collars and heave
the thump are you up to ? * roared Blundeil.

got smokes here,” gasped Loder, * and he's refused to give them up I *

I iold him I'd never scen the roften
things, and that I chucked them iuto
Bolsover's study—and like a rotten cad,
he wouldn't take my word——"

“Now I wonder why he doubted
Bunter’s word ¥ said Bob. “Can yeu
icllows account for itf”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the fellows.

“Whacking me right and left,” said
Bunter, “I wish Coker had blacked his
eve vesterday ! 1'd jolly well thrash the
cad ‘myself, only—only it’s rather bad
form_to wallop a prefect—"

“IIa, ha, ha!” roared the Removites,
The idea of Billr Bunter walloping
Walker of the Sixth secmed to bring
down the House.

“You can cackle,” said Dunter.
“I've Leen frightfully whopped, all
because that rotter is afraid the Head
will nail him! Blow him and his
Leastly emokes | My belief is that he's
going oft his chumpl He owned up
that he'd got the cigareties back, and
ha makes out that he wants the packet
they were in. What for, I'd like to
Lkunow! I sav, you fellows, do you think
Walker's mad "

“1 zink ke have a verrce big Iright!”
chuckled Napolcon Dupont.  “Zat
Valker has grand fear, I zink.”

“Can’t muke the fellow out,” said
Harry Wharton. “He's making the
thing the talk of the school, ab this
rate! The Head will be asking him to
his study for & heart-to-heart talk about
smolkes, if he goes on like this.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hold that row, will you!” roared
the voice of Bolsover major, from
No. 10. “I've got to get this dashed
exercise done for Quelch before tea,
and how’s a man to work with all that
cackle going on?”

“Alors ! Taisez-vous, mes amis | said
Nap. “Zat noise interrupt my shum !

“I say, yvou fellows, I'm suffering
fearful “agony,” said Billy Bunter
paihetically,  “That beast  Walker

whopped me right and left! Like beat-
ing & carpet, you know! Grabbed me!
He was nbsolutely ferocious! All
becavso he fancied T had a silly card-
board packet with nothing in jt! My
belief is _that he’s mad—mad as a
hatter! I think somebody ought to
tip the Head that Walker's going
potty—

“Shurrup !” said Bob Cherry hastily,
as the figure of James Walker of the
Sixth rose into view on the Remove
staircase.

But Bunter had his back to the stairs
and did not see Walker coming.
Neither was shutting up in Bunter's
line.

“COh. really, Cherry! T tell you
Walker's potty—simply potir—spring-
ing at a fellow a tiger, and grab-
bing him and laying into him with a
cane; and all about a silly cigarette-
packet! What does he want the packet
for if he's got the ecigarettes? I wish
the Head would drop i,er) his study and

catch him smoking—

“Quiet !” gasped Harry Wharton.
“He's coming !

“ Eh??

Billy Bunler spun round and blinked
in horror at Walker of the Sixth, who
was not only coming, but had come!

“Oh_crikey 1” gasped Bunter. “I—I
say, Walker, I—1 wasn’t speaking about
you, you koow! I—I don't wish that
the Head would eatch you smoking in
vour study, Walker, end— Whoooop !’

Walker had his ashplant in his hand.
One lick from that ashplant made
Dunter jump clear of the floor, with a
vell that woke every ccho in the
Removo studies.,

d them away from Coker.
“ Are you ragging in a study like a gang

Then'he gave Loder a shove. “ What
of Lower Fourth chaps ? **  ** Coker’s

“Wow! Yaroooh!”
and he bolted. L

Walker gave the juniors a_scowl,
tramped into Study No. 10, and threw
the door shut after him. The juniors
stared at the closed door.

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“He's after those blessed smokes n
vour study, Nap! Bunter says he told
Liim he ehucked them in {here.”

“7 zink he find zem not!” said Nap,
grinning.

In Study No. 10 Bolsover major was
at work on an impot, which he had left
till almost the last minute, in his usual
way. He glared up as Walker came
in; then, sceing who it was, he stared.
He could imagine no reason why Walker
of the Sixth should come there.

“Want anything, Walker 7 he asked
gruffiy.

“Yes,” gaid Walker grimly. “I want
the cigarette-packet that Bunter threw
into this stndy yesterday.”

Bolsover stared at him blankly.

“Did he? I never knew it, if he did.
I've seen nothing of it

Walker breathed hard.

“You found it here, Bolsover. You
put the cigarettes on my table and kept
the packet! I'm here for it! Hand it
over !”

“Blessed if I know what you're talk-
ing about!” said Bolsover major, quite
mystified. “If DBunter chucked any
emokes into this study, I dure say
they're  lying  abont ~ somewhere.
haven't found them.”

“Will you give me that
asked Wu%kur. between his teet

“ow can 1 give you a packet when
I haven't got it?’ roarcd Bolsover.
“Look herel I've got to get this work

(Continued on page 16.)
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Fag’s Nature Book!

Wao understand that Di hy
has latcly been studying
anonymous author of a hook w
shorily be pulilished by |
Publishing Co.

WHO XOSE.”

s Duplicator

The title of the book is * How to Dis. |
tingwish the Sents of Flowers. By ONE

will

|
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UNCLE SKINNER
HELPS YOU

Our “Human Document”

Department

“XNAP" (Remove). So your siudy-
mate eats all your tuek, wallapa you and
smashes your furniture, ©

Well, whatever you do, lad, Leep your
temper and remain meek and “mild in the
hour of your distress. Do good for evil ;
help your rough study-mate with his prep,
;-mfhrulg in more tuck and furniture jor
him to demolish. He'll fall on your neck
|an with remorse !

1 it fails give him a terrific punch on
llm ' jaw while he's not looking.

“HOBELESS ™ (Third). “1 am the
trezzurer of a junior sports club and T've
spent all the funds. What can I do ?*

Face your troubles like a man, * Hope-
less,” and make a clean breast of every.
thing. By go doing you will be lifting .«
weight off your conscience, whatever the
onsequences may be. You will never
regret it, Altermatively, you can arrange
a “cod ™ burglary.

“TOR 1T * (ll]lper Fourth). “T am
hooked for a Head's swishing for breaking
hounds, and 'm itulmg in a fearful funk.
Can you adviso me 1"

Grit your toet h and go through with i
like a hero, “ For lt,” mmemhenm: that
the way of the transgressor is hard. At
the same iime yon can stuff a rubber mat
in your bags and thus avoid all possibility

of pain,

“FURIOUS " (Remove). “ My Form
master has just walioped me and 1 shan’t
vest till I \e got even with him,”

Tut tut, *“ Furiows ! Don’t give way
0 your fechngs like this. ** Let not your
angry passions rise,” as the poet observed.
Remember that your Form master did it
for your good and that it hurt him more
than it hurt youw. Remember that the
day may yet come when you will thank
Lim for what he did to you.

You can, of courss, get even with him
by fixing a pailful of mud, trencle, ink,
and ecot well mixed, over his door, 50
that it tips on to him when he walks in.

(When your soul is torn with anguish,
and you need consolation and philoso.
advice, WRITE UNCLE
INNER ABOUT IT. You ean nl\'rq:
wely on him to put you on the right path !
—Ep1)

BODY-LINE

BOWLER'S

BOAST

“Batsmen in Armour Soon!”

Bolsover major walked
own to net practics last week
wearing o tigerish look on his
face. He told us he had
become a demon bowler.
During the Easter vae. ho
had !aken s few Jessons in
** hot "' bowling from a demon
baseball-pitcher from U.S.A.,
and he was going to make all
Greyiriars sit up and teke
notice LoOw,

* I'll be the first man in the
sehool to use leg-theory to

riection,” he suid, with a
ierocious chuckle. ** When 1
gzt going, you'll see hody-line
bowling that’d give the ma-
jority of Test Match players o
nighimare. Take my word
for it, there’ll be batsmen on
Little Side wearing suits of
armour soon !

Nervous  batsmen shud-
dered at the prospect, but
Wharton  heroically velun-
teered to go to the wicket and

sce what his puny efforts
conld achicve.

Buigmcr, grinnir -f ﬁBndlEh.ly

k a fiity yards run and
sent the ball ‘whizzing from
his hand like a bullet irom a
zun, Wharton didn’c even
see it.

As a matter of fact nebody |,
else saw it, the reason being
that the ball had by some
mesns flawn backwards in.
stead of forwards! A bellow
of pain and rage from Coker
of the Fijth rave the first
hint a3 o its destination !

While Coker was heing
carried off the field, the demon
body-line bowler had another
shot. The speed of his bowling
was marvellous. The ball
flew so high in the air that it
looked like never coming
back. The only drawback
about it from the practical
point of view wes that it
didn’t  go iywlhere near
Wharton, Fiy, of the Upper
Fourth, caught it e‘enhm\iy,
on the other side of the field !

n the third orcasion,
Bolsover tock a run of about
sixty yards aml put_every

AS OTHERS e

What I Think of Dick
By Piet Delarey

Penfold told you last week that Lam a lover
Rite true ; ‘and, strangely ewough, one of

%n me 80 is the fact that in'England 1 ha
Penfuldi

Dick Peniold is indeed of the best type of
son of a humble village cobbler, he overcame tre
in his determination to % et to. Greyfriars,
scholarship and got there, ho fought with %lsh
the prejudice that existed against him.
pretty obvious to anybody who comes into eo
circles. Dick Penfold to-day,.as a matter of
most popular fellows in the Farm, and even
him most in the early days are glad now to cle

It goes without sa that be's a swot,
being the sad, bespectacled, round-shouldere
word usually denotes. To look et, Le's a
athlstio Engl}*h lad, and to talk to-he's a el
fellow with an inexhaustible supply of Lumi

Young as he iz, he has alrcady gained consi
writer of light verse and he ig, inaddition, an
Fl‘ﬁmﬂo.

I foretell & brilliant future for Diek Penield
be more delighted to see him achfeve it than

ounce of beei he

into one mighty Eﬁ'ﬂrl Then,
for reasons unknown fo ue
at first, ho whirled round
a top and sat down, howl

We crowded round a
asked him what was wrong.
For about two minutes the
only response was ** Ow.wow.
wow-ow | and “ Yoooop! ™
At the end of ihat time,
Bolsy staggered to his fect
and tearfully explained. Tho
ball, which nobedy had seen,

=
&

'Lonzy’s Little L

Dear Editor,—I walked into a sooty haoby
great annoyance, To put it in more intelligi
upmmg the docr of my domicilinry apartiner
noid receptacle was precipitated om to oy
with consndembla _momentum, . :hs:eby [:

t and excita
ferous glands and envelopmg me meresver i
conglutionous compound.

Cousin Peter says that * the ailly ass who d
better.” Rendered more correctly, the pur
was that the inconsiderate individmal respo
utrucme unification of this fuliginous pr

had apparently  taken a
straight line towards the
centre of the earth. On the
way it had d Bol-
sover's knee—and the ball
had won !

Hine haec lacrimae, as they
say in the classics !

Perhaps it's hardly neces-
sary to tell you that Bolsover
has given up body-line bowling.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

DICKY NUGENT’S

WEEKLY WISDOM

Never 1rust a Chinuman, deer zeeders !
Last week, when T had a skrap wi
sover minor behind the chapel, [ lelv my

1

for prefects.

Alter the skrap, my :ulhd silver tickes
ng, and I'm jolly well sertain that y
eathen bad it.

All hie says zhout it is that I told him
* keep wateh ! "

ecat
with Hop Hi, who was kecping an eye out

wag
)

Y e

Mr. Hacker of the Shell and w.
Cawe:aol_the Upper i'unrlhhue
e

to

the last siz In

Ly fa
lhrehlmt Mr. Capper has won

fishicg in Pegg Bay.

from an old

successicn !

Mr, Prout_enjogs a hall-day's

Tha other
afternoon be eaught 3 * sols
—whieh had hecn:gae detached

s should sct with
comprehension, Wherein I find myself in ¢
with my consanguincous colleagne.

Betaceonsly
’

(To use language like this overa mere pail ¢
to us most un-* soot “-able '—Eb.),

'L‘\ (,//
e

Hurree 3ipgn Das inventsd a Buster ann
new type of spin bowling w!neh hndad to
is  wreaking h.lm lma . Gr
opposition sides this a-ﬂ-nnvsl!
Last week he skittled Hl:ncllﬁe whale week,
out for twenty | baving miEl‘



MORE LEISURE FOR
SCHOOLBOYS!

Mass Meeting in the Rag on Tuesday
next at 8 p.m.  Harold Skinner, Esq.,
President of the Greyfriars Early
Closing Association, will speak on
“QUR IDEAL: 6% Days' Holiday
per Week!” ROLL UP!

W

¢ HARRY WHARTON.

May 20th, 1933.
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ink of Dick Penfold
y Piet Delarey

veek that Lam a lover of England. That
ngely enough, ome of the things that has
that in England 1 have met iellows like

d of the best type of Englishmen. The
sbbler, be overcame tremendous handieaps
] fet to Greyfriars. Ilaving won his
e, he fought with equal grit to wips out
ted against hire. That he succceded is
dy wha comes into contact with Remove
o-dav, 88 a matter of fact, is one of the
| the Farm, aud even those who derided
sy are glad now to claim him as & friond.
g that he's n swot. Bnt he's far from
cled, romad-shouldered freak which that
To look ‘&t, he's a typical bright-eyed
d to talk to he's o cheery, good-natured
stible supply cf humour.
s already gained considerable suceess as a
| ho is, in addition, an arlist of exceptional

aturo for. Dick Penfold.  And nobody will
p him achicve it than myself.

- Little Letters

ed into & sooty booby-trap to-day, to my
put, it in Taore intelligible English, on my
7 domiciliary apartment to-day, an aryle-
recipitated om to my cercbral appenduge
mentum, . thereby occasioning me severe
and inordinato cxcitation of the sudori-
loping me morcover in a uliginous fluid

at ** the gilly ass who did it ought to know
ore correctly,. tho purport of his remark
erate individmal responsible for the con-
of this fuligmous practical pleasantry's
ents should act with moro diseriminate
ein 1 find myself in completo avcordance
us colleague.
Setaceously yours,
ALONZO TODD,

o this over o mere pail of sooty water seems
".able '—ED.).

Day Out for

Peter Todd has slways|
boasted that when Study No. 7
do things they do ~ things|
properdy. He ran a river picni

PETER’'S PLEASANT
PICNIC

Study No. 7.

picnickers by the arms and
rushed them down the stairs,
sending Mr. Quelch flying and
hus ensuring lickings all round.

for No. 7 Jast week, and that
pienic certainly was all that a
pienic should he,

He marched them down 10
the river at last and chose o
boat with which o gong of
fags had been tampering.
Several leaks became n: bl

By that we mean that he
chose the kind of day tl
locked fine at first and ended|
up in & jolly good downpour.i

Ho allowed Bunter to pnek[
the hamper and thus made sure
that nearly overything
eaten before the day began.

He tried unsuccessiully to
make Dutton understand what
was ‘““on,” Dutton remaining
finnly convinced throughout
that they were all going some-
where to read ** Pickwick.”

He grabbed his fellow-

was

very quickly and the trip was
awiully exciting in consequence.
He landed in a wood up river

Strange, But True

We found Alonzo Todd using)
a feather duster on a et of
clinssmen in the Rag last night.

“ (leaning 'em up, Lonzy 17
we nsked.

“No, as a matter of fact, 1
am endeavouring to study o
hobby recommended by my
Cousin Petor, He said it would
keep my mind oceupied.”

“Ho told you to dust chess.|
men for a hobby I we gasped.

“Well, he didn't put iv in

those words,” ‘Lonzy said,
returning  enthusiastieally to
his work. " What he said

exactly was that 1 ought to
learn how to tickle the ivories.
I presumed that this was what
he meant.
stood him, do you think 1

We didn't reply. We couldn’t.

*Lonzy had left us epeochless !

Have I misunder-

ut tho exact spot whers Fon-
sonhy & Co., of Highelifie,
were enjoying a quiet littlo
game of banker.

Huaving ascertained that Pon.
& Co. outnumbered his party,
Poter sternly ordered them off,
backing up his request with the
intimation that unless they
buzzed off quickly, they'd all
pet thick ears.

This resulted in o very ex.
hilarating screp and thick cara
?:Il round—for Peter Todd &

0. !

And then came the rein !

As we say, it was all that o
pienic should be, Study No. 7
cortainly can show the world
lhow to do things when they

really get going!

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

TEA FOR TWO
POUNDS

—

How to be Economical

We've been picking up o few bints on
Eeonomical Meals, from the ladies’ pages
of the newspapers. It never struek us &1l
we read them how absurdly extravagant
most of us are. We often trot over to
the tuckshop and buy a currant cake
for 25, when, according to these Economy
Hints, we could easily 1nake one for aboug
13s. Ridiculous, jsn't it ?

Whet's wrong with most of us is that
we don't use up the seraps in making fresh
dishes, Hali tho stuff we buy is thrown
awny as waste, when, by spending a
trifie of 10s. or 50 on it, we could casily
turn it into a nice palatabls dish worth
at least half-a-crown,

Take bread, for instance, You chaps
are alwoys throwing eway hali-loaves of
bread heesuso they're stale, Why not
keep your heli-loal instead 7 Tf you eut
it into slices, toast them, add a pint of
whipped cream and  boiled, erushed
grapes with a hali-pound of hothouso
strawberzies, you can make it into a nice
little titbit to po with your tea. The
whola thing won't cost you £2, and you'll
have the satisfaction of knowing that
you Liaven't wasted your bread.

To make it more atractive still, add
some ice-cream.  Iee-cream keeps well in o
small reivigerator, which shouldn’t 1w
you into more than £20.

1t nearly broke our hearts last weok
when we saw Squiff shying the remains
of & lin of haked beans at an unwelcomo
caller, 1t Squiffi bad only paused end
thonght it out, he would have realised
that by crushing the beans, adding 1 Ib.
of fresh salinon, shredded asparagus,
and forced mushruoms, boiling in wine,
mixing with 1 doz. new laid eggs, rolling
and baking, he would have had some
quite tasty fish-cakes for his supper.

And they wouldn’t have cost him more
than, say, £3.

It's high timo you fellows woks up
to the fact that half the tuck you buy is
wasted at present, Chuek it, and stars
coonemising instead, On the lines we've
indicated you can casily cut out all wasto
—and you won't be more than o tenuer
a week out of pocket!

i

Scotsman’s Unusual Illness

We tegret _to annonnee that Ogilvy is ab
wsent laid up in the sehool sunatorinm,
nny on his study

Fallowing the loss of a holipe
floor, Qgilvy spent cight hours crawling about
tho study before finding tho m g coin.

Soom after his ordeal Lo complained of o
fecling of weakness in tio legs, and within
an hour lis had been transferred to saniy.

has

hern diagnosed s

inveted f Bunter adcounced twal he ine Rupert de Coutcy, the * Cater- Coker tecontly atterupted to swim  His complaint
sling which tesded fto  become 8 second pillar "' of Highelifie, is the the Cheznnel, starting from Pegg liouser I's lanee.
s amonget W. 0. Grace, and practised sieepiest Tellow on record ; but Bay. The Pegg liteboat letched — nmnong his thea rops, Wibley has a
ﬂm;uaunn. n;ﬁluousl utatha nets ‘jnur a ﬁ!an;: or ctrickl:t hahplug up ‘hu? h:\:.llgTﬁmus(cd‘ but g:m- collection of o llimE;
ighclife whole week, He gave up then— likea ‘rojan, to please his chum, testing thal was only wailing o ) et Yo e
ity | baving '"i”f,g rers, ball bowled Courteray. for the turn of the tide | I‘s:‘:: b l‘““l‘“ befora that he eften lends Tick
m'! X aand.



doue, and—and— Leggo! Oh.
hat! Hauds off, you rotten bully!”

Walker grabbed Bolsover major by
tlie coliar and jerked him off his chair.
Iis cane fairly rang on him

Bolsover major bellowed
and wrath.

“Legro! Stoppit! You rotter! Oh,
my hat! Leggo!” ’

with pain

Vhack, whack, wha whack!
“Now give me that packet, vou
scoundrel I hissed  Walker.

Toung
young

s the word! T'm not waiting!
Hand 1t over instantly !

“T've not gobt it—"

Whack, whaek, whack !

“I'll hack your shins!” yelied
Bolsover desperately. “Let me go. you
bully ! You rotter! Oh crikey!”

The door of the study flew open.
Napoicon Dupont, with blazing eyes,
ran in, Walker stared round at him
suvagely.

“(ict out, Dupont! I—-" x

“ Jamais!” exclaimed Nap. “Laisscz
mon shum! Let Bolsover alone, you
vottair! It is mot_Bolsover zat find
vour smokes—it 1s I! Clest moi, moi
gui vous parle!”

“0L17 gasped Walker.

Heo relcased Bolsover major, who
backed away, grunting and gasping.
He made s stride towards Napoleon
Dupont, his eres glinting. Ile had
found the right party at last!

“You—you young rascal!
that packet at oncel”

A crowd of juniors stared in at the
doorway breathlessly. Walker was in

Give me

a state of fury, and obviously could
hardly

keep his hands off the French
But Nap faced himi with perfect

coolness.

“I have not vour cigarettes, Valker,”
he answered. I put zem on ze table
in your study.”

“You kept the packet they were in!”
gasped Walker. “That’s what I want!
Give it to me at once!”

“Maiz ce paquet ctait sans valenr—
zat packet he have no vaiue,” said Nap
coolly. “Vy for you vant zat packet,
Valker?”

“T've told you to hand it over! TI!
take the skin off your back—""

“ Allons donc!” said Nap cheerfully.
“Take off zat skin and I go to ze head-
master! I zink zat perhaps be like
verree mooch to see zat packet.”

Walker seemed about to sprin%nt the
French junior like a tiger. But he
stopped dead.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked on in
utter wonder. Why Walker wanted an
utterly valueless cardboard packet was
a mystery to them. And why he did
not collar Wap and whop him with the
ashplant was another mystery.

But Walker did not. Nap's words
had sent a chill of terrar to his very
soul. If the Head saw that packet, with

er's fist on it—

‘T'here was a long moment of silence.
Then Walker spoke again in a husky
voice.
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“@Give me that packet, Dupont! I—
1 want it very particularly I

“Je le sais bien!” said Nap. “DBut
I give him not! If you vish zat I give
him to ze headmaster, I give him. To
you I give him not.”

“You young rascal!” roared Walker,
his temper breaking out. “I'll thrash
vou till you can’t crawl! I'll—" He
made a stride 2t Nap and grasped Lim
by the collar. * Now—""

“Zrash away!” said Nap. *Zrash
il you vish, you rottair! And zen you
go and pack you ze box to go home.”

he ashplant, lifted to  whack
dropped. Walker's  nerveless  fingers
fell away from Nap's collar. Those

words were & proof that Dupont had
seen the written words en the flap of
the cardboard box, that he knew that
they were in Walker's handwriting, and
that he realised all that it meant to
Walker if the Head saw what ke had
scen, Walker  unders

d  only  too
clearly that his v in the hands
of the French junior; that Napoleon
Dupont, if Le liked, conld get him

turfed out of CGreyfriars! He stood
gesping and glaring. Nap lifted his
hand and pointed to the door,

“ Allez-vous-en I” he said. “Zai is to
say, get out!™

“Wha-a-t 7" gasped Walker. i

“Get out of my study!” said Nup.
“You are a roftair, Valk
not rottairs in my stud
vunee viz you!”

“Oh, my hat " gasped Bob Cherry.

The Remove fel%ows gazed on, spell-
bound. With_ lifted hand a Remove
junior ordered a Sixth Form prefect out
of his study ! It was time for the skies
to fall! Walker, for 2 moment or iwo,
stood rooted to the floor. Thon, to the
utter amazement of the juniors, le
turned and walked out of the study!
With & erimson face, he pushed through
the amazed juniors and went down the
passage te ihe stairs, And  the
Removites watched him go, wondering
whether they weve dreaming.

Go avay at

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Tries It On!

ERALD LODER gave an angry
G grunt,
“Look here, Walker—" Le

began.

Walker came into Leder's study, and
closed the door after him, Loder’s look
was far from welcoming. Walker fell,
rather than sat, on the corner of the
tabie, and Loder eyed him surlily,

“What's the latest?” he asked sar-
castically. “Have wou dropped the
¢ Sporting Times ' in the Hcad[‘.a study
this time?”

“Don’t be a fool!” Walker's voice
was husky. “I'm in a fearful hole,
Loder. Youw've. got to help me out
somehow. It was all through you thai
I wrote that stuff on the cigareite
packet. It was a rotten bookie's mes-
sage to you. I was a fool—"

“Why use the past tense?” sneered

oaer.

“1 tell you I'm in a fearful hole! A
Remove kid has found that beastls
packet, and he's keeping it. He's
threatened to show it to tho Head.”

Loder sat up.

“Oh gad! Who's the kid?”

“That little French beast, Dupont "

“Dupont!” Loder stared. “He's a
decent kid enough—not the fellow to
play a dirty trick. I suppose you've
put his back up—is that it?—and he's
getiing h_is own back. If you had any
sense—" E
“T've done nothing. Well, I remem-
ber I smacked his_head yesterday for
running into me. I'd forgotten that.”

THE MAGNET

“Laoks as if he hadn’t,” said Loder.

“Ile's got it, and refuses to give it
up,” said Walker. “He knows what's
written on it in my Gst, of course, or he
wouldn't dare.”

“Why didn't you get it from him,
then ?”

“With a crowd of fags looking on?
Ile might not have had it on hint,
either.  More likely lidden it for
safety,” muttered Walker. “If I make
a row about it and bring the beaks into
it, it will L"' preduced, and if the Head

L

“Your number’s up, in that case!
Old Locke mustn’t see it,” grinned
Loder, “But don’'t be a weak-kneed
ass! It's something rather new, if &

1 gets his cavs up and defies
prefects, Send for him to come to your
study.”

“Do you think he'd be fool enongh?
He can do as he likes, now he's got uie
un‘(ilol' his thumb.”

Um!” said  Loder thoughtfully.
“Well, I'll send for him. He won't
dare to disobey me, I fancy. Onee we

get him here, he'll congl up the blessed
thing fast enongh. if he's got it on him.
If he hasn't, he'll tell us where to get
hold of it.”

“He won't:

“He will, if you twist his arm till he
does,” said Loder pleasantly. “IKeep
behind the door when he comes, omd
shut it as soon as he's in the room.
We'll fix him all right.”

Loder went to the door, opened it,
and shouted “Fag!” He had to shout
two or three times before Tubb of the
Third appeared. But that youth turned
up at last.

“Tubb, go up to the Remove, and tell
Dupont to come to my study.”

“Yes, Loder.”

Tubb of the Third cut off.

Walker leaned on the wall behind
the door, waiting. Loder sat down in
his chair again. In a few minutes
there were footsteps at the door, and
Loder made Walker a sign to be ready.

But it was George Tubb of the Third
who put his head into the study, with
a scared expression on his face.

“I—I say. Loder,” stammered Tulb,
“hu=ho——-"

“Haven't
young ass?”

“Yes; but he—he—" Tubb slam-

mered, evidently hardly daring to de-
liver his message. But Le had to get
it out. _*“He—he says—he says he won't
come, Loder.”
“What !” roared Loder, jumping up.
“That's what he said, Loder!” gasped
Tubb. “I—1 couldn't help it, you
know. I told him, and—and he ‘said
he wouldn't come.”

“(Get out!” snapped Loder.

Tubb of the Third got ont promptly
enough. The expression on Gerald
Loder's face was alarming, And Tubb
rather dreaded that the vials of wrath
might be poured on his own head.

“That tears it!” muttered Walker.
“Of course, the kid knows jolly well
that we're pals, and he guesses—"

Loder picked up his ashplant.

“T'Il jolly well see whether o Remove
kid will defy me!” he said, between his
tooth. “By gad, I'll make him sorry
he hasn’t come ¥

“Look here! For goodness’ sake be
careful I panted Walker. “If wou
take it out of him, he may—"

“Leave it to me,” said iodcr. “X
fancy he'll be glad enough to crawl
here on his hands and knees when I've
done with_him."”

He strode out of the study. Walker,
by no means feeling so assured, re-
mained in a state of trepidation.
Loder went up the stairs two at a time.

vou told Dupont, you
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Several fellows in tho Remove p
looked at him curiously when hLe ar
there. He strode along to Swdy No. 10

Arrived at that study he ted the
door open, and strode n.

Bolsover major aud Napoleon Duy
were there.  Bolsover was still grun
and  wriggling from Walker's car
But he was thinking more about I
study-mate than  himself. Ile
heard Nap's reply to Tubb of 1t
Third, and he expecterl to seo Loiler
arrive with a cane m bis hand. The
burly Bolsover was accustomed rather
to play the part of protector to the
French juaior; and “qpa reply to the
fag had amazed him. Cortainly Bals-
over himself would never have ventured
to send back such_an answer to a pre-
fect of the Sixth Form.

Nap, however, seomed perfectly cool.
Ile was standing by the feader, and as
Loder came in he stooped and picked
up the poker.

“Nap, old
major.

*“Dupont, did you fell Tublb that you
would not come down to my study*”
asked Loder grimly,

“Mais oui! I am not one silly ass,”
explained Nap. “I do not want to s
znt Valker in your smn?\' i

“Bend over that chair!
swishing his can

“Je crois non !

“Bpeak English, you fool!”
Loder. * What do you mean?”

1 believe not,” said Na
“1 zink zat I bend not over, Fo
vill not be zrash.”

“You—you—you daro to dicoboy a

|:lh Form prefect 7” stuttered er,

“Mais om1!” said Nap checriuily

Loder made a stride at him. Nap
swung up the poker, and Loder backed
just m time to save his nose.

“You—you——" Loder fairly gaspad.

“Are you mad? Put down that poker
at onco! If you dare to resist a pee-
feet, you young fool, I'll take you to
the Head !

“Zat is vat [ vant,” answered Nap.
“Nap, you fathead!” gasped Bols-
over major. “It’s a ﬂoggmg‘ it may be
the sack! Don’t be an ass!

“1 zink 1 know vat I do, mon ami.”
answered Nap., “I vill not ba zrash
Jawais! 1 vill see ze Head, and I vill
ask bim if T am to bo zrash, because
Valker smoko (IgauHM and bet on les
chevaux—ze horses.”

Loder eyed him almost wolfishly.
the matter went before the ead, it
was the “sack ” for Walker. That was
a matter in which Loder did not want
10 bo mixed \gw He was in danger of
being dragged into it, anyhow, for
Walker was quite Illmlv to let out
secrcts, if the “chopper™ came down
on him, Loder eertainly did not desire,
or intend, to take Dupont before Dir.
locke—in the circumstances.

“Bend over that chair, Dupont!” he
rnpcntui Lis voice husky with rage.

“Jamais!” answered Dupont coolly.
“Nevair!” He shrugged his shoulders,
“1 vill go to ze Head if you wish,

Lodair. T am ready,”

‘That evidently was not what Loder
wished.

" Put down llmt poker 1

“I vill not!

“\ou young rascal I zasped Loder.

“Allons done! It is you zut are zo
rascal !” answered Nuap. “Valker is
one rascal, and you are anozzer rascall
And I zink zat ven ze Ilead know
mer_‘,zulg, you go avay ven Valker go,
Lodair.”

That was too much for Loder. He
made a jump at the French junior with
uplifted cane.

Crash !

man!” gasped Bolsever

3

* said Loder,

roared

calm]\
dair.

If

The poker met the cane with a con-
sion that

et

kand.

Tt was ‘3
Lader

17

a state of great e\u;omc H
and zat, and =

ITe danced round L wlar,
the poker. Loder took shem.  Ile coubild
not help it. Bolsover najor stared on
. dike a fellow in a dicam, He conll

har ve that it was ile ol
polering
this extra-

“And zat,
knocked it out of Loder’s
The next moment Lader gave a
el Lhn end

Tunging with

o I.Uch‘r
P uﬁ you young vills ]
as Nap followed him up, lung-

cred Nap who was
orm prefect  in
ary mamniier,

ko zat, and zat, and zat 17 shricked

“ont Qw! Ooaogh' Oh gad
Lader squirmed fmnlu.ully away irom
lunging poker, and hounded to his
1o howled o But he
(Cantinued o i

hefiy lange,
on his thivd
ve a gurgling ga:

and it took
sleoat Lnftan.
D, ond sat down

gllrgln\rl Lader.
? houled Dupont,

"ale ml it naw in
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stopped short, and bounded ba k again,
just in time to escape a ternilic swipe
irom the poker, which would have done
2 lot of damage had Loder caught it

“ You—you—you—" gasped Loder.

** Allez-vous- yelled the escited
Nap. “Get out! Allez! I crack ypou
2 teto—ze head—viz zis pokair—

“Keep oft ! shricked Loder. Oh,
my hatl I—I—I'll— Keep off -

Ho dodged another —swipc—and
another. Then he dodged out of the
study. That poker, in the hands of the
excited Gaul, was dangerous at clese
quarters. .

Nap picked up his ashplant and fung
it into the passage after him. 1t landed
on the back of Loder's meck, nud hLe
gavo another yell.

Dupont slammed the study door.

*Ypu—you—you mad ass!” gasped
Dolsover major. “You'll be sacked for
this I”

“1 zink not

“Loder will
Head 1 o o

“] zink not!” said Nap again, with a
chuckle. X

And Nap was right. Loder did not
comg back with the Ilead ! He did not
come back ot oll. Ile seemed to have
L:ud enough of Nap.

' said Nap. .
como back with

the

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Whip Hand !
ILLY DUNTER grinned.
B That grin cost Bunter dear,
Bunter felt entitled to grin.
Any fcllow might have grinned.
“I'he expression on Walker's face was,

s Dunter told the fellows afterwards,
crough to make a cat laugh. And if a
fellow felt disposed to grin, a fellow
was entitled to grin—so Billy Dunter
considlered ! Therefore, Bunter grinned
—but he repented it.

It was the following day, after class.
Most of the fellows were out of the
Ilouse, in the bright May sunshine.
Napoleon Dupont was sanntering with
n cheerful face when Walker came
along. Ile smiled at Walker, but that
cheery smile brought no answering smile
from the black sheep of the Sixth, It
brought a bleck scowl

Nap laughed, and walked on past
Walker. The Sixth Form man gazed
after him, with an expression that could
only ba likened to that of a demon in a
pantomime. Hence Billy Dunter’s grin.
Bunter thought it funny.

Walker didn’t! Catching that wide
grin_on Billy Bunter's fat face, Walker
strode up to him. The grin irritated
hirn in his present temper; but that was
not all.  Bunter, really, was the cause
of the whole trouble. It was Bunter
who had picked up the cigarette packet
that had ¢o unfortunately slipped
through the hole in Walker's pocket.
But for that, Walker would probably
havo found it where it fell. Bunter was
the cause of Walker's woes and tribula-
tions. Walker dared not take it out of
Nap, as he longed to do. But he could
take it out of Bunter—and he did!

Billy Bunter ceased to grin as Walker
strode at him. Instantly he realised
that it was no grinning matter! Dut
it was too late!

A finger and thumb that felt like a
steel vico closed on Billy Bunter's fat
car! Ile gavo a yelp of agony.

* Qooooooooooh 1"

The grip compressed.

Dunter yelled.

He felt as if his fat ecar was being
punctured.  Walker, deriving  solace
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from the operation, compressed his grip
harder and harder. The hapless Owl of
the Remove fatrly squirmed.

1o gasped, he yelped, and he howled.
It was not till five or six fellows, drawn
by Bunter's unmusical howling, came
running towards the spot that Walker
released his viee-like grip and stalled
away.

Billy Bunter clas, a fat hand to a
fat earand roarcd. Generally, when Bun-
ter was damaged he made a noise quite
out of proportion to the damage. But
he was really hurt now; his uproar was
almost justified. Walker, perhaps, did
not realise how very hard he had twisted
that fat ear. Bunter felt as if it had
been in a pair of pincers.

“Ow, ow, ow! DBy ear! Wow!
Wooooogh!” roarcd Bunter.

“What_the jolly old thump!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, the first to arrive
on the scene of anguish

“Qoocogh! That beast Walker—
Whoooop 1”

“Damaged your flapper?” asked
Skinner.

“Yaroooh! It's nearly pulled off "
wailed DBunter. “Ow, wow !”

“Ilard luck!” said Skinner. “Won't
you be able to use it at a keylole
again?”

“Beast! Ow! Wow!”

DBunter rubbed his fat ear in anguish.
It was crimson, and it had a pain in it
—a very severe pain.

“Ze rvollair !” said Nap indignantly,
“Zat is vat he vould like to do to me,
mais il n'ose pas—he dare not! So he
do him to le pauvre Buntair !

“What the thump did Walker twist
your ear for, Bunter?" asked Harry
Wharten. )

“Owl Nothing!” wailed Bunter. “1I
—1I just smiled at him, that's all
Wow | Just a pleasant—wow !—smile !
Ow [”

“Walker's rather dangerous to smile
at these days!” said Dol Cherry,
shaking his head.

“Ow1! The beast! e was glaring
at Nap like a—like a—like a dangerous
maniac!” groaned Bunter. “Ir was
enough to make a cat laugh! Ow! My
ear’s nearly pulled off. Wow 1”

“Rotten bully !" growled Johnny Bull.

“T'he smilefulness was not the proper
caper!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Tho estcemed Walker is
terrifically infuriated 1"

“Ow, wow | Ow, wow!”

“Zat is too mooch,” s Nap. “Zat
Valker sall not do such zings! For zis
I vill make him sit down—zat is to say
up! Mon pauvre Buntair, vencz avec
moi—ecome viz me—"

“Ow, ow, ow!”

“Ts it zat you are in ze great pain?”
asked Nop sympathetically.

“Owl VYes! Frightful! Wow !”

“You are in so mooch pain zat you
would not like one verree mice
spread—="

“Fh! No fear!” said Dunter
promptly. “If vou're standing a feed,

old chap, I'll come with pleasure !

“He, ha, ha!”

“Yenez avee moi,” said Nap, “It sall
be ome enormous spread—so mooch as
more zan you can eat |”

Billy Bunter almost forgot the pain
in his fat ear as he walked to the Ilouse
with Nap. This was a glorious prospect !

“I—I say, Nap, I—I always liked you,
old chap!” said Bunter. “I always
thought you & splendid fellow. I never
thought you were o horrid beast to cat
frogs end things, you know.”

“T zink you are one silly ass, Bun-
tair! DBut come viz me, and zere sall
be one verrce cnormous spread !
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“What-ho!” chuckled Bunter.

Ile rolled into the House with Nap.
It was tca-time, and Billy Bunter had
been considering upon whom he should
land himsclf for tea when that unfor-
tunate saffair with Walker occurred.
Now the problem was solved for him.
But, o his surprise, Nap did not hLead
for the stairs. He started in the
direction of the Sixth Form passage.

“I say, old cl where are we going
to have the fecd:” usked Bunter, jerk-
ing at the French junior’s prm.

“In ze Sixth, mon ami! Venez!”

“Mean to ray a Sixth Form man has
asked you to tea inquired the per-
plexed Owl.

“Zat is all right—you come!”

Greatly perplexed, Bunter rolled into
tho Sixth with Dupont. DBut he halted,
with a squeak of alarm, as the French
junior stopped at James Walker's door.

“Wharrer vou up to, you asst” he
gasped.  “That's Walker's study !”
“Je le sais—] know itl Zat is all
right I

“You fathead, do yvou think I want to
sco Walker again?” howled Bunter.
“Think I want my other ear twisted ™

“You come viz me &

“I'll watch it!” gasped DBunter, and
as Nap tapped at the door he turned to
run.

Napoleon caught him by a fat arm.

“It is all right, Buntair !

“Leggo !” gasped Bunter. “ You silly
ass, leggo before Walker comes out!
Leggo my arm, you silly frog-cater I”

But Dupont did not let go. Ile threw
open Walker's door with one hand, and
with the other jerked Billy Bunter into
the study. Walker of the Sixth was
there, about to call his fag to get Lis
tea.  He glared at the two Removites.

“I—=1 say, I—I mnever came here!”
gasped Bunter, in terror. I mean,
that French beast dragged me herc—
dragged me in Oh lor' !

“N'ayez pas peur, mon ami—have no
fear, Buntair,” said Nap. “It is viz
Valker zat you comé to tea ! Valker pull
vou ze car, and for zat he make you one
big spread! N'est-ce-pas, mon bon
Valker

Walker glared,

“Get out of my study!”

“Ow! Leggo! I'm going, if that
ast will lesgo '™ wailed Bunter. ©1
"“ alker, make hiw leggo! Oh

lor’!

Nap held on to the fat arm. Walker
was looking as if he would like to bite.
But he made no hostile movement. He
vearned, from the bottom of his heart,
to scize his ashplant and lay it around
the two juniors, putting all his becf into
it. But_he dared not, Even Billy
Bunter, in spite of his terror, realised
that Walker was afraid, somekow.

“Get out!” breathed Walker.

“Is it zat you will not ask Buntair
to tea?? asked Nap.

“No!" gasped Walker. *“Get out !”

“Verree vell—in zat case, Buntair.
please valk viz me to ze Head’s study—1

have somezing to show ze Head—"
“Stop [” gasped Walker in awful
dread. “Dupont—stop—I—I say, be a

decent kid—I say—hold on— Oh gad !
Hold on!”

“[Is it zat you ask Buntair to tea?"

“0h! Yes! Yes!” ped Walker.
“(ertainly I He
perspiration from his forchead.
{er, will you—would you like tea here?”
The pride seemed to be drawn from
James Walker like teeth. “I—I—TIll
be glad if—if you will, Bunter.”

Billy Bunt linked at him. Fle
blinked at Walker was scowling
like a demon—Nap was smiling ! Bunter
did not understand. He did not begin
to understand. Walker, it was clear,
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Loder made a jump at Napoleon Dupont, with uplifted cane. Crash !
it out of Loder’s hand. The next moment Loder gave a roar as Napo
“Ow !* he gasped.

walstcoat,
was taling orders from Nap of the
Remove—why, was a deep, deep mystery
1o Billy Bunter. But one thing stood

out  cleer—Walker, for  wlatever
mysterious reason, was asking lim {o
tea!  And  that, after all, was the
important matter.

FI—=I—I say, il you mean it
Walker # gasped the Owl of e
Remove.

“Ok! Yes! Certainly!”

‘Done” suid Bunter quite affubly.

“I'll have tea with you with pleasw,
Walker! 1 say. don't you go, Nap!”
added Bunter.  Whatever the mysterious
explanation might be, it was clear that
it was Nap’s presence that kept Walker
under control.

“J'y reste!” grinned Nap. “1 stay—
zat is all right] Valker, I desire zat
you make a verree good spread for mon
ami Buntair, of whom you pull ze ear.
If it’s not a good, verree good spread, 1
sall be angry viz you, Valker.”

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bunter,

“I—I—yes—all  right!”  stultered
Walker.

And he called his fag, and gave that
youth instructions to get tea—on an
unusually munificent scale. Walker's
fag, that term, was Nugent minor of
the Second Form. Dicky Nugent s'ared
in surpriso at the ten-chilling note that
Walker bhad given him to take to the
tuckshop. Itwasseldeinthat Walkerstood
a fea to that extent; still moro scldom
that he had Remove juniors to help him
dispose of it. But ‘there it was—and
Nugent minor, in a state of great
wonder, carried out his instruetions;
and Billy Bunter. in still deeper
wonder, but considerablo satisfaction,
prepared to enjoy himself.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tea In Walker’s Study !

“ ANGEZ!™ said Nap.

M Billy Bunter did not need
telling to eat! As soon as
the fcast was on the table,

Bunter was ready to begin; more than
ready.

Walker's fag prepared tea—in a state
of suppressed indignation. It was bad
cnough, in Dicky Nugent’s opinion, to
have'to fag for the Sixth. Fagging for
a Remove kid was the limit; the outside
edge.

But Dicky suppressed his indignation
very carclully. The gleamm in Walker's
eve made him wary. Walker did not
look the part of tho hospitable host, the
polite cntertainer. Ile looked like a
dog that longed to bite. Dicky was
rather afraid of getiing the bite, as it
were, il he drew his fag-master's
attention on himself, Never had Dicky
made toast and cooked eggs witk such
care, And he had to make unusual
quantities, Walker was in no mood for
fea with his guest. Nap disdained to
break bread on his enemy’s table. But
Billy Bunter had appetite enough for
three—if not for threc-and-twenty !

Bunter was enjoying life!

o sat at Walker’s table and tucked
in. How it had come about Bunter did
not know—but there it was! It was
already rumonred up and down the
Remeve that Walker of the Sixih was,
for somis reason, afraid of Nap, All the
Form had_talked over the amazing
episade of Nap ordering tho Sixth Form
man ont of Study No. 10 the previous
day. Bunter realised that, amazing as
it was, it was the fact—Walker dared

The poker met the cane with a concussion that knocked
leon lunged, and the end of the poker jammed on his
**Qoooogh ! Keep off, you young villain !

not resist.  And Walker had twisted his
fut ear! It was not only a pleasure to
enjoy an extensive feed; it was a
pleasure to make Walker sit up! Bunter
fully_enjoyed both pleasures! So long
as Nap was able to sce him through,
Bunter was the fellow to spread himself !
And he did spread limself—far and
wide!

“Any  more jam-tarts, Walker?”
Bunter had disposcd of many eggs, and
mountains of toast, a cake, and cups of
tea galore. There were half a dozen
tarts, which went down like half a
dozen oysters.

“Noi" hissed Walker.

“I'd have liked somo more tarts!”
said Bunter.

“Valker vill send_his fag for some
more of ze tarts,” seid Nap. “Vill you
not do zis zing, Valker?”

“No—yes—yes!  Nugent mi, cut
down to the tuckshop for a dozen tarts,”
gasped the wretched Walker.

“Bring another cake,” said Bunter,

“and a dozen doughnuts! You don't
mind, Walker?”
“Valker docs not mind,” said Nap.

“N'est-ce-pas, Valker?”

Walker gurgled,

“Make 1t_two dozen jam-tarts, will
rou ¥ said DBunter.

“Oh! Yes! Cut off, Nugent mi—ack
Mrs. Mimble to put it to my account—
two dozen tarts, another cake, a dozen
donghnuts,” said Walker in a choking
voice.

Nugent minor, lost in astonishment,
obeyed. When he returned with the
fresh consignment of provender, Walker
signed to him to go. It was bad enough,
witheut his fag witnessing his humilia-
tion. Dicky Nugent departed to tell
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the strange tale among his friends in
the Second.

“Look hers, I don’t seo sending thay
fag away !"” grumbled Bunter. *T like
to be waited on.”

Walker made an_ indistinck sound.

“Valker vill vait on you, Buntair,”
said Nap., “Vill you not, Valker?”

Walker gasped for breath.

“Well, that's all right,” said_Bunter.
“Cut that cake, Walker! Have it
ready for me when I've finished the
tarts! Pour out another cup of tea!
And look sharp!”

Undoubtedly DBunter was spreading
himself.

Walker, slmost convulsively, grasped
at his asf-plnnt. Ho caught Nap's eye,
and let it go again. With feclings that
could not have been expressed in words,
James Walker poured out tea for
Bunter, and cut the cake. Billy Bunter
grinned, and travelled through the tarts,
and then the doughnuts. By that time,
DBunter was breathing rather hard, and
his face was shiny and sticky. Scldom
had even Billy Bunter packed away o
spread to this extent. But he was en-
joying it, though he certainly had to
exert himself a little! He was rather
glad, after all, that Walker had pulled
his fat ear! It was turning out un-
expectedly well!  Bunter would have
had both™ his fat ears pulled, twice as
hard, for a feast like this any day!

Nap, sitting on a corner of the table,
watched with a cheery grin on his face.
The varying expressions on Walker's
speaking countenance scemed fo enter-
tain him.

Even Bunter could not quite finish the
cake. There was, actually, no more
room inside Bunter! Ile merely toyed
wwith it, The spirit was willing, but the
flesh was weak!

The study door opened
Loder of the Sixth looked in.

“I hear that you've got Dupont here
—why—what—what the— Oh crumbs!""
ejaculated Loder. He stared in blank
amazement at the tea-party.

Bunter ceased to munch cake. He
blinked in alarm at Gerald Loder, and
rose hastily to his feet

“I—I—I think I-T'll cut, Walker,”

suddenly.
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he stammered. *Thanks ever so much
or_the feed!” .

He sidled to the door, with a doleful
eye on Loder. Loder's eye was on Nap,
sitting on the corner of the table, cool
as a cucumber. He held the door wide
enough for Bunter to roll out; and shut
it after him. He did not wani any
witnesses to what was to happen next,

“J—I say——" stammered Walker.

“You've got something belonging to
Walker, kid!" said Loder very quietly.
“Hand it over, now!” a

“Mais, but I have not got him wiz
me,” smiled Dupont. *“I am not onhe
silly ass to bring him to Walker’s study,
Lodair.”

“Where is it, then?”

“Zat you find out!”

#] think we’ll find out quick enough,”
said Loder grimly. “You're not in the
Remove passage now, my beauty. And
if you don't tell mo where to find that
cigarette packet at once, I'll twist your
arm till it cracks! Got that?”

“Qh, good!” said Walker, with o
deep breath, “Cough it up, you young
rotter! I'll go and get it, Loder, while
you keep an eye on him here.”

“That's the big idea!”

er.

Nap did not seem alarmed, however.
Loder’s back was to the door, and there
was no escape for him. And in a tussle
Ie had not the slightest chance against
one of the seniors, let alone the two
together; But the French junior was
quite cool. .

“Zat you touch me not,” he said.
“You touch me, and I bring ali ee
school here viz ze noiso terrifio zat I
make 1”

“Will you?” hissed Loder, and he
made a stride at the Irench junior.
“(et hold of him, Walker!”

Nap slipped from the table and seized
the teapot. For the moment Loder and
Walker supposed that he was going to
use it as a weapon, and they paused.
But that was not Nap's intention.
Taking the teapot in both hands, he
crashed it down in the midst of the
tea-things on the table. The crash and
smash of crockery was torrific. It
rang far beyond the limits of Walker's
study.
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“Why, you—you—"

Loder, panting, jumped at Nap.

Nap leaped towards the window,

There was no escapo that way, The
window was closed, But Nap was not
thinking of escape. He grabbed up tho
nearest handy object, which happened
to be a cricket bat, and crashed it on
the neacest pane of the windov.. There
was 8 fearful smash, and fragments
of glass were scatter~d in the guad out.
side. From the quad came a startled
shout.

“Get him!” breathed Loder, He
heard footsteps and startled voices out-
side the smashed window in the quad.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob

“¥hat the thump—=

at the thu &

“It's Nap—"

I say, you fellows,
Walker have got him
bullying him. I say, you fellows—""

Crash! Another pane went under the
cricket bat, Fragments of glass flew far
and wide, amid shouts of amazement
from the fellows pgathering outside.
VWalker panted with utter terror, Even
Loder was daunted. A shindy like this
was certain to bring masters on the
sceno—peobably the Head himself, They
wero more anxious now for Nap to go
than Nap was to get away. Valker
grabbed Loder by the arm.

“Btop it! Lot him alone. Wo shall
have the beaks here. Get out, Dupont !
Do you hear? Get out!”

“Comme vous voudrez, mon cher 1™
answered Nap cheerfully.

And he strolled to the door. Loder's
fingers twitched in their eager desire
to seize him, but he dared not. Walker
was uakinngith funk, Already Mr.
Quelch and Mr. Prout, who were in_the
quad, were walking up to the window,
startled by the crashing of breaking
glass.

*“What is this?” Mr. Quelch stared
at the broken panes. “Have you had
an accident, Walker? What—"

¢ Extraordinary !”  boomed
“What is the matter here?
your window is
What—what—"'

“Jt—it—it was an—an accident, sir,”
babbled Walker. * I—I—I was showing
Loder a—a cut with my bat, sir, and—
and it hit the—the window.”

Walker would have told anything but
the truth. He only hoped that the
masters knew nothing of Nap having,
been in the study.

Loder and
in the study,

Prout.
Walker,
broken—emashed |

“Very ocareless of you,” boomed:
Prout. “Very careless indeed,
Walker.”

“QOh! Yes, sir, I—I—" babbled
Walker.

“Really, Walker, this is most extra-
ordinary,” snapped the Remove master.
“J can scarcely understand such clumsi-
ness,”

The two masters walked away,

Walker turned from the window, his

brow wet with perspiration. He gave
Loder an almest homicidal look.
“You fool! You jolly near did for
me! If they knew it was Dupont it
couldn't be kept quiet; and then the
Head would see that—— Oh, you fool!
You silly idiot!”

Loder stamped out of the study and
slammed the door after him. Walker
was left alone, staring at the broken
window and the smashed crockery, and
mopping his perspiring brow. Un.
doubtedly the way of the transgressor
was hard !

(Continued on page 22.)
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TAMING A TYRANT!

(Continued from page 20.)
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Loder Knows How !

ARRY WHARTON looked
naon.
“Coming?" he asked,

into Study No. 10 in the
Remove, on Wednesday after-
Napoleon Dupont was standing by his
desk. There was a shade of deep
thought on Napoleon’s brow. But
ovidently he was not thinking of the
picnio that was arranged to take place
in Friardale Wood that afternoon, The
desk was open, and Nap’s attention was
fixed on a small object in one of_ the
pigeon-holes within. Ho started a
little and looked round at the captain
of the Remove. 5%
“Forgotten the jolly old picnic?”
asked Wharton, with a smile. “We're
ready, kad! I've been looking for you.
What the thump are you sticking in
your study fori”
“1 zink!" answered Nap.
“\Well, give it a miss,
another time,” eaid Harry,
“Mais nonl!” said Nap., '“Now zat
you are here, mon ami, 1 toll you, and
nsk you ze advice. Voyez!”
To Wharton's astonishment he took
an empty cigerctte packet from the

and think

CsK.

“What the thump—"" said Harry.

“Voyez! See!” said Dupont, and ho
opened the flap at the end of the packet.

‘Wharton stared at what was written
thercon.

“Saucy Sem.  Two o'clock race.

Wapshot. Saturday.”

Wharton’s oyes opencd wide.
“What the dickens is thaty™ he ex-
claimed.

“Zat is one tip.” .
“A—a—a tipi" repeated Wharton,
blankly.

“Saucy Sam is one horse,” explained

Dipont. “He run in a race——"
“Why, you howling ass! Have von
taken up that sort of roti" exclaimed

the captain of the Remove indignantly.
“Vou can leave that muck to Swmithy
and Skinner, You young sweep—"

“Non, non, non!” gasped Nap, in
a great hurry  “I take him not up.
Jamais! Zat race is run last veek, It
is all ovair. Mais voyez—know you
not zat writing 7"

Wharton looked more clowels at the
pencilled note.

“I've seen it before. 1
member—-"

“It is Valker's.”

Wharton jumped,

“Walker of the Sixth! Great pip!
Ves, I know the fist now. For goodness’
sake, don't let it get out! The man
would be sacked !’

* Zat is vat he fear!” grinned Nap.

Harry Wharton looked at the French
junior, long snd hard, and his face
grew rather grim. Ife began to under-
stand.

“Is that the packet that Walker lost
a week ago?” he asked. “Is that why
he was making such o fuss? Yes, I
can see 1t now. Nap, you young rascal,
have you been holding that over
Walker's head 77

“Justo!” said Nap. *'He smack me
on go head, and he whop my shum
Bolsover. I zink zat I make him sit
up. I make him =it up verree mooch!
Zat Valker havo grand foar.”

Tae Maexer Lisearr.—No. 1,318,

dor’t  re-

“This won't do, Nap!” said Harry
abru})tly. “Tho man's a bit of a bully,
and he deserves to be kicked for smack-
ing your head, but—lock here, & fellow
has to draw a line. This isn’t good
enough. See?”

“Zat is vat I zink,” answered Nap.
“Now zat I have make him stand up—
zat is to say, sit up—I zink =zat is
enoff! Now I zink zat T let Valker
have him back, and he no longer have

ze grand peur—ze great fear! 1 zink
zat he is punished enoff.”
“All right, then,” said Harry. “And

the sooner the better. Lots of fellows
have been wondering how you handled
Walker as you did, and—woll, therc’s
4 limit. Let him have it back.”

“Ca_val!” said Dupont, end  he
slipped the cigarette packet into Lis
pocket. “Ven I sec him I give it to
him, viz zo kind regards, isn't it? 1
zink zat ho has had enoff.”

“Good!” said Harry. “And now
como on—the fellows are waiting.”

Nap went down the Remove stai
with Wharton, and they went into the
quad. The rest of the Co. were wait-
ing for them there, Bob Cherry with a
basket in his hand.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob.
“Buck up, slow-coaches! Do you want
to wait for Bunter?”

“Where's Bunter?” asked Harry.

Bob chuckled.

“I told him Mauly had had a remit-
tanco. He's gone to luok for Mauly.”

*Rough luck on Mauleverer.”

“Well, as he's gone out in & car this
afternoon, Bunter isn't likely to find
him. Let's get off before ho finds us.”

* Ha, ha, hal” :

And the chums of the Remove got off.

Loder of the Sixth was lounging at
the gates when they went out. Loder's
cye was on them—especially on Nap—
though he affected to take no notice of
the party. DBut he stood watching them
as they went up Friardale Lane. He
stood with a thoughtful frown on his
brow as they disappeared in the distance
in the winding, leafy lane. IHe turned
round at a sound of grunting and gasp-
ing behind him.

*1 say, Loder—I say, have you scen
my pals go out?” gasped Billy Bunter.
“I—=I've missed them. Did you sce
which way they went?™

Bunter blinked out
But the picnickers
sight by that time.

ase

into the road.
were safe out of
He blinked at

“It’s a picnie, you know 1" ho said
breathlessly. “Thes swere waiting for
mue, reallv, only I went to look for
Mauly. 1 say, you might tell a chap
if you've scen them, Loder! Did they
go towards Friardale, or Courtficlc

“Oh, a picnie, is it?" said Loder.
“Don’t you know where, Bunter "

“Well, they mentioned the old priory
in Friardale Wood,” said Bunter, “ But
they might have gone the other way;
it would bo like them, the beasts—
dodging a chap! I believe that beast
Cherry sent me to look for Mauly just
to cut while I was gone! T say, Loder,
if you saw {hem: "

It was, of course, fearful cheek for a
Remove junior 1o question a Sixth
Form prefect, but the matter was so
urgent that Bunter did not stop to think
of that. Dut Loder did not kick him.
Loder was already forming his plans—
and to earry out those plans Bunter was
useful.

“Yes, I think I saw them about ten
minutes ago.”’ said Loder. “They went
towards Frinrdale.”

“Oh, good I"" gasped Bunter, “Then
they're going to the priory.”

“Hold on a minute, Bunter."”
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. 11 say, Loder, I—}'m in rather a
S

“Hold on, I tell you! If you sce
Dupont this afterncon, tell him to come
in et once; there's a telegram from
France for him.”

“I believe he's with them,” said
Bunter. “I heard Nugent say they were
going to ask him: 2

“Well, give him the message if you
sco him—it's from Queich. It may be
an important telegram—somebody  ill,
or something.”

“Right-ho 1" answered Bunter, and he
rolled out of gates, and puffed and per-
spired in _the bright sunshine along
Friardale Lane.

Loder walked back to the House. ITe
went to Walker's study, where he found
James Walker in a rather limp state.

“(iet a movo on, Jimmy,” said Loder.
“I faney we've got it all right this
time. For goodness’ sake, don’t look
like a dying duck "

“All very well for you!” snarled
Walker. “You're not in danger of tho
chopper coming down every minute! I
tell you, Loder, this is geiting on my
nerves, and I can’t stand much more.
I was a fool ever to get mixed up in
anything of the kind—""

“Cut that out—""

“A fat lot you care!” growled Walker
savagely. “You and Carne got me into
this shady rot between you, and now
yow'd turn your backs on me, only
vyou're afraid 1 might let something out
when I come up before the Head. You
needn't worry about that; if I get the
boot I shan't squeal about you and
Carne.”

Loder did not fecl quite so sure of
that. He could imagine & fellow like
Walker crumpling up under the Head's
stern eye and blurting out all sorts of
things that had better be kept dark—-
from Loder's point of view. Walker
had not Leen enjoying life of lante, but
his precious pals had been far from casy
in their minds.

“I was a fool—a silly ass!” went on
Walker. “Playing the giddy ox, and
‘p;uuing"um]['r the thumb of a checky

Ag——

It

“ We'll make him sorry for it."”

“Well, the little brute has given me
a rotten time,” said Walker. “But—
but T smacked his head for nothing—
harder than I meant can hardly
blame him for taking it out of me now
he's got a chance. If T hadn't been such
an ass—""

“You'll never be anything but an ass,
old bean,” said Loder coolly. “Are von
going to sit there gabbling when I tell
you I've got it cut and dried to deal
with that young scoundrel 2"

“There's nothing doing——'

“He's gone out with some other fags
for a picnic in a lonely place in the
woods,” said Loder quietly. “I've sent
him a message that will bring him back
alone. We shall mcet him on the way
back.”

“What's the good? He doesn't carry
the thing on him: he's too jolly wary
for that. He's hidden it away some-
where.”

“1 know that.  And he will tell us
where he's Lidden it.”’

“We tried that on in this study—"

“There won't be anybody to hear him

"

in rdale Wood,”' said Loder coldly
and grimly. "It will be rather dif-
ferent. By the time I've handled him

he will be ready to tell us where to find
that deshed packetl  Tle can yell as
loud as he likes in T'riardale Wood."”

“Oh 1™ said Walker.

“Come on!" grunted Loder, “We'll
pick up Carne and start. No time to
waste,”

The two Sixth-Formers left the study



EVERY SATURDAY

““ 1 say, Nap, old fellow, I’'m really sorry if your father's been smashed up, and, I say—Whoooooop !’ Bob Cherry picked
upan egg and sent It whizzing straight for the fat junior. Billy Bunter's flow of sympathy was suddenly interrupted as the egg

squashed on his fat little nose. Squelch ! * Yaroooop !** roared Bunter. * Why, you beast—oh lor’ !

together. They picked up Carne in the
quad, and the three left Greyfriars,
Loder had a stick under his arm—and
the expression on his face hinted that
there was a heetic time in store for Nap
of tho Remove when Loder got going
with that stick.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Egg for Bunter !
“ SAY. you fellows!”
E *Oh, my hat! Bunirr!”
“Toujours le Buntair!”
grinned Nap.

Pink  with _ecxertion, pufling  for
breath, Billy Bunter arrived in the
priory in Friardale Wood. The May
sunshine fell brightly into the old ruins,
and shone on six cheery faces. Over a
firo of sticks a tin kettle was swinging
and singing. An old n
on a fat mass of ancient 1
a fﬂnte good tablecloth. Cherry,
with a rather red face, was boiling
oggs on the wood fire—getting a little
broiled himself in the process. It was
not really so comfortable and convenicent
as tea in the study, but evervbody
agreed that it was ever so much better
—wspecially as Billy Thunter couldn’t
roll in.  And then in rolled Bunter!

Bunter mopped the perspiration from
his fat brow with a handkerchief that
had long required a wash, and blinked
at the picnickers. They stared at him.
If Bunter expected an uproarions wel-
come, he did not get it. Even Bunter,
indeed, could not quite imagino that the
pienickers were delighted to see him.
if they were, they were experts at hid-
ing their feclings. -
“1 say, you fellows. I jolly nearly
missed you 1" said Bunter.

v quite 7 sighed Boly

“The quitefulness would have been an
esteemed boon and a ridiculons bless-
ing,”” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

*Oh, really, you know! I say, I hope
you haven’t forgottea the cake! Did
you bring any doughnuts?”

“Not one !’

“Well, you know I like doughnuis
suid  Bunter  reproachifully. “Bit
thoughtless, old chap. But never mind;
see you've got a pot of jam.  DBut
what the thump di‘T you bring plum
jam for, Wharton? You ean’t say you
didn’t know I prefer strawberry.”

“Bow-wow "

* Selfishness all round,” said Bunter,
“Well, I'm used to it. Lucky I got
hero before you started, wasn’t 117"

. " Blessed if I sco where the luck comes

“Oh, really, Wharton! After a
fellow's fagped miles and miles to tell
a chap that there's a telegram waiting
for him at the school—=""

“Telegram for whom, fathead ¥

“Froggy,” answered Bunter, “He's
gob to go back at once—telegram from
France. That's why I really came after
you, you know: I wasn't thinking of ihe
pienie. Now I'm here I'll join vou, if
vou really want me.”

“If wo really want him!" gurgled
Bob Cherry. “Only if we really, really,
truly, truly want him, you men! Not
otherwise 1””

*Ha, ha, ha!”

‘ Zere is telegram for mo?” exclaimed
Dupont, rising from the mossy chunk of
old masonry on which he was seated.

“Yes—message from Quelch! He
seems to have asked Loder to find you;

g

5

Yarooch [’

and Lader, of course, shoved it off on
me. I'm ulways getting things shoved
on me—it’s my good nature. Not that
Loder cares much whether you get it or
not, T funcy.” Bunter chuckled. “ 1
told me o tell you if I saw you. Then
I remembered you'd Le with these
fellows, and cama on here, I came
specially to tell you, Dapont; I'd for-
potten all ahout the picnic—in fuet,
never knew there was a pienic—1 w
anywhere near the study door when
f-l]lo\\‘s wore talling ” about it

[

Look here, siop and have a Dbite
Nap 1” said Nugent. “The telegraim
can wait a few more minutes.”

Nap shook his head,

“Mais non,” he answered. “IT zere
is one telegram from France, it is verroe
important. Perhaps somevun is malade:
—eccl! Helas! Somevun in ze famille
max_be verree ecel '

“Pegging out, perhaps?” suggested
Bunter brightly.  “They'd hardly wire
for you from France unless it was
scrions, old chap. 1 dare say there's
awfully bad news waiting for you at
Greyfriars! Aro those cggs done 1™

“You fat, frabjous, foozling frump 1™
roarcd Bob Cherry. “8hut up!”

“0h, really, Cherryl I'd cut off, if
1 werp you, Nap! Depend on it, it's
jolly bad news!”

“Will you shut up?” howled Johnny

ull,

“0Oh, really, Bull, T think you might
let me sympathise with poor old Nap

when there's a serious illness in  his
family [ said Bunter warmly. *Some
fellows have a sympathetic nature.
We're not ell selfish, Bull! Most

likely, it's Nap's fathor—"
‘Tue Macser LiBrary.—No. 1,318.
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“Kick him I” said Harry Wharton,

“Run over by a motor-car, perhaps,”
said Bunter. “There's an awful lot of
these accidents nowadays. I say, Nap,
old fellow, I'm really’ sorry if your
futher's been smashed up And, I
tay—— Whoooooop 1"

Bob Cherry had cracked an egg to see
if it was dono. It wasn’t. It was barely
half-done. But it was done enough for
the purpose for which Dob now used it.
Billy Bunter's flow of sympathy was
suddenly interrupted as that half-done
cgg squashed on his fat little nose.

Smash | Squashi

* Yarooooop 1” roared Bunter. Why,
you beast—— 'l Oh crikey!
Why, you awful rotter! Yaroooh !"

“Ha, ha, ha 1" a

“I'res bien1” chuckled Nap. *Zat
serve you left, Buntair—zat is to say,
he serve you right ! Ha, ha, ha1”

“Grocooo | Oooogh ! h
Bunter's handkerchicf came into action
again, and hoe mopped ege From his fat
face. That hanky was more in necd of
a wash than ever. “Look Lere, you
rotters, if that's how you're going to
behave, T jolly well shan't stay to this
picnie!”

“Give him another egg, Bob ™
. “Ila, ha, ha I”

“Keep off, you be
jumping back, and sti
“I gay, you fellows—-""

“Au revoir, mes amis!" gaid Nap.

And he started off, hurrving ont of
the old priory, to take the path back
through the wood to the school. The
news that a telegram had come from his
native country naturally made him
anxicus, and Bunter's ¢ Cery | BUgEes-
tions had not lessened his anxiecly,

Nap disappeared at a trot: and
Bunter, with a wary eye on Bob Cherry,
sat down, still rather eggy.

“Poor old Nap!” said Iarry. “I
hope it's not had news!"

“Never mind Nap!™ said Buater.
“Pass the sandwiches! I suppose Fou
don’t want me to get up, now I've sat
down ?
s0_jolly solemn about all of a sudden?

1t did not oceur to Bunters powerful
brain that the juniors were feeling a
littlo perturbed by the possibility that
Nap had bad news, Cerfainly that
possibility did not perturb William
George Bunter

"'I‘E; to one it's all right,” said Bob.
“Only old Nap will miss the jolly old
picnie.””

“Well, you don’t want Nap,” said
Bunter.  “You've got me!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Bit of an improvement—what ?” said
Junter, “I say, pass those sandwiches |
You'ro keeping me waiting 1"

. And the picnic roceeded—groeatly
improved, in Bunter's opinion, by his
fuscinating company instead of Nap's.

roared Bunter,
dabbing egg.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Unexpected |

" ERE heis ™

H Napoleon Dupont gave a

start as he heard Loder's

voice, Tle was a half-mile

from the old priory, and going along

the leafy, shady footpath at a trot,
when he heard “it.

From the trees by the footpath threo
Sixth Form men ‘stepped out. Nap
camo to a sudden halt as ho recognised
Loder, Carne, and Walker.

Loder caught him by the arm,

“I'his way 1" be said quictly,

. And, with a swing of his arm, he
jerked the French junior away from the
path into the trecs,
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Nap struggled.

“Laisscz-moi 1" he shouted. 1 must
go to eo school | Zers is a_telegram for
me zere! Laissoz-moi, or I hit you viz
ze foot |

“You needn’t worry sbout the tele-
gram,” eaid Loder, with a fgrin.
“There isn’t any telegram 1™

“Zat Buntair say—"

“1 told him to tell you! There's no
telegram 1” growled Loder. “Now shut
up, and come along 1”

Nap glared at him indignantly.
understood now that the message sent
by the fat Owl was n trick to get him
away from his friends, so that Loder &
Co. could waylay him in the wood and
deal with him. "It had worked like a
charm, and Nap was fairly in the hands
of the Philistines,

“Mon Dicu! You rottair!” he
panted.

“Come along,

Nap had ne

He

you young sweep "
choice about coming
along. Loder gripped his arm and
dragged him, and, as he held back,
Carne lct out a foot. Nap gave a
howl as it landed, and he went,

Walker followed on behind, rather
shamefaced. Walker was not such a
bully as either Loder or Carne, and ho
was by no means satisfied with tho
present procecdings.  Still, he had to
get that miseruble packet into his hands,
and that was that.

Nap was led to a good distance from
the J)slh into the thick depths of the
wood. Loder stopped at last and slung
bim  roughly against o treo, Nap
clenched his hands, and glared defiance.

" Now,"_safd Loder in & low, concen-
trated voice, “you've got  somcthing
that belongs to WalkerI™ You're going
to tell us exactly whore it is, and two
of us will stay here with you while thoe
other goes back to the school and gets
hold of it—sec? And I warn you not
te waste our time 1" .

Nap’s eyes glinted.

That tell-tale packet, with Walker's
fist™ on it, was, in point of fact, in
the inside pocket of his jacket at fhat
moment. He had fully intended, as he
had told Wharton, to hand it over to
the wretched black sheep of the Sixth
next time he saw him., ﬁut that inten-
tion was completely abandoned now,

“I tell you nozzing 1" he  said,
between his teeth. “ You are one rottair,
Loder, and Carnc is anozzer rottair, and
Valker is anozzer rottair| And I vill
tell you nozzings 1

“We'll sce about that!” said Lader
grimly. “Hold him, Carne, while 1
give him a few! He will change his
tune pretty soon, I think 1"

“I fancy s0l!” grinned Carne, a3 he
took a grip on Nap's collar. “Now,
then, bend over, ¥Fou ycung scoundre] |

“You've giot Lo give it vp 1" growled
Walker. “What's the good of playing
the goat, kid? You'll be licked till you
tell us where it is.”

“*Jamais! Nevair "

“Qive him a few and see!” grinned

arne.

“Zat you let go!” yelled Nap. -1
vill hit you viz ze foot—-""

* Better not. it yon know what's good
for you!" said Carne, “Why—yarooch
voooh—you young villain— Wow |”

Carne yelled and hopped, as Nap
kicked out and caught him on the shin,
He hopped on one leg and clasped the
other; ‘and Nap, releassd for the
moment, made a spring to escape.

Loder’s grip caught him s he leaped,
and he was dragged back.  With
savage force, Loder flung him into the

grass.
Ow " howled Carne. *Wow!
Oh, my shinl Ow!”

“I'll give him & fow extra for that 1"

growled Loder. “Hold him down "
Carne gripz;‘nd the French junior
again by the shoulders, and pinned him

to the earth, face dowr in the grass.
Loder raised tho stick and brought it
down across Nup's trousers with a
terrific swipe,

Nap's frantic yell woke most of the
cchoes of Friardalo Wood. He wriggled
and struggled wildly.

Loder laid it on hard and fast.

“Now, you young rotter, where's that
packet 7" he ¢narled. “Is it locked up
in your study, or what? If it is, givo
e tho key. Sharp I”

“I tell you nozzings!”
“Coclion! ~ Peeg! Lachel Coquin !
Pecg! I vill tell you nozzings!”

Tho lashes came down narder and
faster. Tt was such a "whnlpping »” B3
even Loder of the Sixth had never
administered -before—and euch as even
Loder would never have dared to hand
out in aa{ht or soun " ot ti ¢ school. But
he had laid his plans well; there were
no ears to hear Nap's frantic vells in
the depths of the wood.
Mon Dieu! Teeg!” yelled
“Peeg 1”

Whack, whack, whack! Loder's face
was black and bitter and ho laid it on
with a savage hand. Walker made o
sudden movement s the stuick was
rising again, and caugh® Loder's arm.

“Look here. chuck it!™ he said.
“Thai’s enough 1"

“Don't be a fool: He's got to tell us
where to get thal dashed paeket!”
snarled Loder “Do you want the sack,
you dummy 17

Loder gave James Walker a shove
that sent him staggering backwards, and
he sat in the grass. The stick came
down again on Nap and thero was a
wild how! frow the Irench junior.

Walker sprang to his foet. Ilo made
a jump at Lode:, and snatched the
stick from his hand. The next moment
it was sont whirlins away n the tree-
tops. Loder turned on him like a tiger,
and Walker’s hand- came up.

“Let him alone o1 I'Il jolly well
knock you spinning I” shouted Walker.

*“Look here, you fool—" exclaimed
Carne.

“You shut up!” snapped Walker
“Leave that lu'c{) lone I” " He grabbed
Carne’s collar and draggea him away
from Napoleon Dupont  “Now, then,
kid, cut while you've got the chance 1"

Lodgr made a clutch at Nap as he
leaped up. Walker mit out and the
bulllly of the Bixth rollcd over with &

ell.

? The next second Nap of the Remove
was vanishing in the woud.

“Why, you—you—> Lode:
gered to his feer breathless with
*You—you_ idiot—you dummy—you—
you—  I'm done with you now!
Come on, Carne—leava tie silly fool
alone 1*

Loder and Carne owuns away

“Look here,” begar Walker, “you
needn’t—"

But they were gone.

Walker of the Sixth shoved his hands
deep in his pockets and tramped away.
with a dismai face FHeo had quarrelled
with his friends—which was not, T
haps, much loss Bui thot miscrable
packet was as far off a- ever, and he
had no more help tc expect from Loder
and Carne in getting hold of it.

“Valker I"

The Sixth-Former gave a jum}:.

Nap of the Remove emerged rom the
thickets and stood grinning at him and
wriggling at the sam-- time. Walker
gave him s scowl.

(Continued on page 28.)

velled Nap.

stag-
rage.
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OF A REAL-LIFE CRICKET

-

OF;

4

Y

JOHN

BREARLEY.

When it comes to work, cheery Bill Allison drives ahead at full speed; but when he

starts bowling on the cricket

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ruthless [
“Whee-zy Anna! Whee-zy Anna!

Down where tho water melons grow,
Tah-di-lum-ta-ra-rah—""

“C

OME on, bike, gct & move on!
You're @ wheezy euna, all

right{”
Breaking off in_the middle
of his "song,” young Bill Allison

grinned and bent even lower over his
racing handlebars. Under the drive of
his long, hard legs the lightweight
machine fairly whizzed along the wind-
ing lane that led from Avonport to
Kelscy village. =

As o matter of fact, Bill’s sorely tried
bike was anything but a * Wheezy
Anna "—trust her cheerful, but eflicient,
owner for that!

Bill’'s_tweed jacket and grey fanncl
bags might be shabby and stained, his
shoes dusty, and his school cap, jammed
on the back of & tousled head, old and
faded. But his bicycle, though ancient,
was as clean, well-oiled, and smooth-
running as only the bicycle of a lad who
knew and loved machinery of any kind
conld be.

Nor was there any real nced for Bill
or the bike to “ get a move on.” He was
only going home to tea—which he would
have to get for himseli—and he was not
particularly hungry, anyway. Never-
theless, Bill scorched as though his life
depended on it, taking the frequent
corners at top pace. He was that sort!

In Avonport and Kelsey, where he
lived, opi differed iderably
coneerning young Bill Allison.

o people—his admiring school-
fellows at Avonport Grammar, for
instance—insisted that Bill was a born
speed-ace.  Others—chiefly the older
folk, growled that he was “a barmy
lunatie, like the rest of his barmy
family.” The fact remained that when
Bill Allison did anything, he 'did it
quick ! ¥

pitch he'’s slow ... But, gosh,

At work or play he was always the
same—always cheery and cool, but
always driving ahead at full speed.
Indecd, the only “slow” thing about
Bill was his left-hand bowling at cricket.
But, cven there, as Terry Mason, the
Grammarian captain, observed, “the
only reason the blighter bowls slow is
’cos he can get wickets quicker that way
than by slinging ’em down!”

Terry had made that rucful remark
only half an hour ago at the “nets,” as
it bappened, and Bill, nipping round
another sharp corner, chuckled as the
words came back to him. )

In spite of his slapdash ways, Bill
Allison was s modest youth. Yet there
was no getting away from ii, ke ha
been_in deadly form at practice thav
evening—bhetter even than last scason.
None of the scheol batsmen had been
able to touch his curly spinncrs, and old
Jenes, the groundsman and pro, had
declared roundly that the tall, smiling
youngster was in a class by himself,

“My lad, you ought to have a greal
scason this year if ye keep this form
up. In fact, if ye don’t go breaking
your silly neck first, mucking about with
bikes or cars, youw'll play for Avonshire
vet—ay, and mebbe England, too, onc

day!™ the grizzled veteran had
prophesied.
Whereat Bill had reddened with

pleasure, for, next to machinery, he
loved cricket better than snything else
in the world.

“Hope I can keep my form—specially
on Sahnrd:&y against the County Club
and Ground,” he murmured, as he r
along. “I suppose they'll have half the
County pro's out, as usual, to give 'em
some practice before the season starts.
Decent chnﬁu. too! Golly, I hope they
do better this year than they did last!
Poor old Avonshire! That's the worst
of being a hard-up county and not
being able to afford a nursery! Jove,
I’d certainly like to play for ’em after
T leave school sometimes !”

At the thought a faint shadow

how rapidly the wickets fall!

clonded Bill's freckled face. Ilis firm
lips tightened a littlo, and he shrugged.

“County cricket,” he mused, a trifle
wistfully.” " Guess that's all right for
chaps like Cousin Len, buf some hopes
for me, with poor old dad as breke as
he is.  Now, 1f only he could put that
invention of his on the market and
clean up a fortune, I might—"

Wharr-ree-rr-huh 1

The sudden, long-drawn, and raucous
blast of a horn—right in his ear, it
scemed, corashed in on BilPs thoughis
iust like a bhombshell. Deep in_day-
dreams, he had not even heard the
approach of the long, low roadster that
cume_sweeping up behind him now,

4 Ppractically in silence save for the brisk

hiss of tyres.

And truly the seowling young man at
the wheel had lefi it mighty late before
rounding his warning.

Startled, Bill jerked wupright in his
saddle, flung & hasty glance to the
rear, and saw, among other things, a
pair of hard, intolerant eyes staring ac
him maliciously through a windshield.
Then, with a sharp gasp, he swerved
desperately—just in time.

What followed was all over in a
second | .

There came another deafening blast
of the horn, a contemptuous shout. At
a reckless speed the powerful car shot
alongsids, and then, as Bill eontinued to
swerve, the driver swerved after him,
crowding the lad deliberately into the
side. As an example of road-hogging
it was as cfficient as it was vgly and

p dangerous.

TFor one awful moment Bill thought
Lis timo was up. The roadster’s mear
wing flashed by, almost scraping his
knee. FHe canght a brief glimpso of
{wo sneering faces turned towards him;
felt o stifling rush of wind. And
then:

Crash! .
His front wheel struck the raised
grassy margin of the lane full-tilt, while

Tre MaGRET L.xmm!.wNn.,l.Blﬂ.
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his back wheel rose into the aic. And so
did Billl Diving head-first_over the
handlebars, he hit the ground with the
back of his neck and went sprawling
into the sharp brambles of the hedge.
By the time he had opened his oyes
and the world had ceased to spin round
his mischievous aggressor had vanished.

Trouble Brewing |

“ QU rotten ontsider !

H Slowly, groggily, Bill got to
his fect, wincing as & myriad
thorns stabbed inte  him

(hrough his well-worn clothes, He spent
a minute or two Egt.tmg himseli all
over and shaking his muszy head to
clear it. Then he limped across and
pigked up his fallen bike,

“Him1

That was all
examined the buckled front wheel and
twisted handlebars. -But presently he
began to whistlo softly through
clenched  teeth—always an ominous
sign with Bill, as certain of his fellows
at Avonport Grammar had discovered
to their cost. i .

Good-natured and boisterous, Bill

he srid for a while as he

Allison rarely lost his temper over
anything. Even when he did, he never
blew up. He just whistled tunelessly,

‘while his stubborn jaw became rock-like
and a_cold light frosted his pleasant
cyes. DBut once_a fight started he was in
jt—hitting hard and relentlessly to the
bitter end. )

Now, as lie straightened and stared
up the lonely lane, Bill was in fighting
mood with a vengeance.

Although he himself was a scorcher,
he never abused the laws of the road,
and despised those who did. He krew
that the driver of the roadster had
crashed him purposely, and that only
the thick grass beside the lane had
saved him from what might have been
serious injury. Worst even than that
was_the fact that his beloved bike—the
only means he had of satisfying his own
craving for speed—had been wrecked.

Bill stopped whistling abruptly and
doubled lus big fists. )

“Ye-es, that's what you are, Cousin
Leonard—a _rotten, road-hogging out-
sider !” he dvawled at last, still staring
in the dircetion the roadster had taken.
“You always were and always will be.
Thought I didn't recognise you—eh?
And I suppose that littlo stunt was just
your gentle way of showing that you
can pelt along in Allison Straight
Eights, while poor relations have to
sweat on common jiggers 1

He grinned mirthless!y.

“Well, anyway, whatever car you've
got, you'll never be a real driver, my
tulip—not if the Allison Works turned
out & million cars a year, and you drove
‘em all! And one day—2

With a quick heave, ho hooked the
bile_over one broad shoulder,

“One day, dear old T.econard,” he con-
tinued, in’the same level voice, “I'm
roing to_give you such a wallop on the
chin, and you'll wender what's hit you.
Yon may p'raps, give me a licking
afterwards—or may not. But, by gum,
T'll knock that sneering grin off your
dial first, you swollen-headed galoot,
and chance what happens!”

Taking a firmer grip on the machine,
he started to walk tho last mile to the
little cottage where he and his widowed
father lived. At cvery plodding step
his anger increased,
“The  swankin

El,v.

blightor I™
growled disguste Y

“No

he
wonder

everyons in Avonport gives him the go-
‘w, even if he is boss of the Allison

orks now, and a first-class cricketer.
Wonder who the other chap was he had
with him-looked a tough. Just the
sort who would be a pal of Len’s.”

Sore, and still & bit dizzy from his
heavy fall, he tramped on, a prey to
grim thoughts, Slightly envious
thoughts, too, though he tried to stifle
them. But, being only human, after
all, he could not help contrasting his
own lot in life with that of his elder
COusin,

At twenty-four, Leonard Allison was
not only the best amateur all-rounder in
the Avonshire county team, but a
wealthy man also; owner of o large and
beautiful house in Avonport, a flect of
cars, and the great Allison Motor
Works into the bargain, one of the
blisest plants in the country.

1ll, on the other hand, was the son

‘“COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!”

ELL, and what do you think of
W this week's handsome Freo
Photogravure Plate t  Isn't it
just splendid ¥ You should
have four photo-plates all told now, as
well as & fo{)der to put them in, But this
sories of Free Gifts is not finished yet.
Oh dear, no! There are twelve photo-
plates in all, and when you have collected
all of thom you will ive a collection of
sonlasvenm that will bo the envy of your
pals.

* HARNESSING THE WATERS OF THE
NILE ™

is the subject of next week's topping
photogravure plate, and if iyuu take my
;.?: you'll order your copy of the MaaxeTr

OW ! No collection will be complete
without Photo Plate No. 5.

the way, on page 21 of this issue

you will find full particulars of an amazin
offer of a RIG] “SUPER " MODE!
AEROPLANE for 4}d. These super
fiying planes, assembled and ready for
flying, would cost 2a. 6d. at the shops.
Just think of it—through the medium of
the MagNET %au can get, the various garts.
togother with the mechenism end full
instructions as to how to assemble the
plane, for the modest sum of 4}d.
Irrespective of the fun of assembling your
model, just imagine the hours of enjoyment
you'll get fiying your plane. See page 21
at onee |

Bpace being rather limited, I've only just.
room to tell you what's in stere for you
all next week, Topping the bill comes
Frenk Richerds’ first-rate school yarn:

*“THE DESERTER | "

in_which guu are guaranteed excitement
galore and tons of fun, John Brearley's
sparkling story of king cricket will give
{roa 8 feast of thrills, while you'll chuckle
oud and long over the rollicking fine
* Greyfriars Herald ' supplement. Last,
but not least, you will receive

ANOTHER SUPERB FREE
PHOTOGRAVURE PLATE.

Be sure, thon, and order your copy of

the MAGRET without delay I
YOUR EDITOR.
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of a clever, but irascible old man, em-
bittered and impoverished by years of
disappointment and bad luck.

A pioneer of motoring, and still a
shrewd inventor and designer, Simon
Allison, Bill's father, had once been a
power in the automobile world, as well
as part-owner of the family firm. But

now—

Bill sighed. He had never got to the
real bottom of why his father had sud-
denly chucked up the works, or why he
had sold his own topping house in Avon-

rt and moved out fo tiny, slecpy

elsey.

All the lad knew was that there had
been a fierce quarrel between his father
and his late uncle, Jacob Allison, a big,
masterful man, with s harsh voice that
had always put the wind up Bill as a
kid, And after that—the crash!

‘The Allison brothers had dissolved
partnership forthwith,

imon Allison, no longer rich, had set
up a small workshop in Kelsey, employ-
ing, after a while, one mechanic, Mike
Doyle—a queer, loyal old “crab,” as Bill
called him privately, There he had
produced two moderately successful in-
ventions, and then started on his latest
and_ greatest—a super-charger for small
engines, moro powerful and reliable
than any others in existence. So far,
however, all attempts to put it on the
market and prove its worth had failed
through lack of finance.

Jacob Allison, apparently wealthier
and more influential than ever, had con-
tinued to run the works until he died
six months ago, and ncither brother had
ever seen or spoken to the other again
after the quarrel.

For some reason, after Jacob’s death,
there had been some funny rumours
flying around that Allison’s were not
doing quite so well as formerly. And
these rumours still persisted, in spite of
all the dashing Leonard’s efforts to

uash them,

‘Bill, trudging along with his buckled
bike, sniffed,

No one in Avonport tried harder to
make himself popular than Len Allison
—and no one failed more lamentably.
He was good-looking, rich, and always
perfectly dressed; a stylish batsman
who had scored a century against
Surrey last year, and a fast, though
erratic bowler. Yet, in spite of all this,
Avonport folk fought shy of him,

He was t00 much like his father, they
said, just & bit too conceited and
domineering. So long as_he could get
his own way and go his own road,
nothing else mattered to Len Allison.
The ruthless way he had just swept Dill
from his path was characteristio of tho
young owner of Allison’s.

“Ah, well1” prinned Bill, ¥
sudden return to his usual philosophical
style as he thought of all this. *i
wouldn't change places with the beggar,
anyway, for all his cash. Dad and me
snd Mike haven't got much money, but
w3 do have fun—sometimes. And, any-
wg-r- Gosh, my only sainted aunt!”

sudden, sharp, incredulous exclama-
tion burst from Bill Allison as he turned
o last bend and came in sight of his
home. Ho blinked, unable for the
moment to_ believe his own eyes, for
there, outside the cottage gate, stood
Leonard Allison’s car, the same sleck
roadster that had downed him only
fifteen minutes previously.

Bill gaped, open-mouthed. Then
§raduall a dull red Aush spread across
his freckled face.

“Well, I'll go to sea!” he snorfed.
“Goliy, that road-hogginf blighter's
got a nerve all right. Knocks me Bying,

with a
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* turer on earth, Len Allison!
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and then has the infernal cheek to
stop at our house! Wonder what the
game is? My stars, I'l=T'Il—"

‘Dumping his bike behind the hedge,
Bill sprinted along to the little cottage,
a tall, hefty figure, ready and eager for
war. After vaulting the gate, however,
be checked abruptly as the sound of a
loud and angry voice his ears.

Bill's jaw hardened still more.

“Hallo! The beggar's got dad's
goat, too, has he 7" he muttered grimly.

Prowling round to his father's small
workshoo behind the cottage, he
caulim_asif peeped in through the dingy
side-window. He grunted at what he
saw.

Inside, lounging carelessly against the
door. were Leonard Allison and the
other man Bill had glimpsed in the
roadster, a burly, swarthy-faced
stranger in leather coat and gauntleu.

Old Simen Allison, his stiff, iron-grey
hair bristling as it always did when he
was in a rafe, stood %;laring at them
half-wrathfully, half-sullenly, like some
old bear 3dgered by mongrels. And
in the farther corner, Mike Doyle, lean
and stolid, was apparently absorbed in

stéod eyeing him sardonically through
the smoke of a cigarette.
“Now, listen, uncle—" began

Leonard, only to be cut off by a sweep-

ny ure,

EIgm'l’t. call me uncle, either ! roared
the irate inventor. "I know you're the
con of my half-brother all right; but,
believe me, I'm not proud of the re-
Jationship! 1 don’t like you, I don’t
want you, and I won't do business with
you! "D'ye get that?” )

Simon Allison's stocky figure quivered
with wrath, With his suff grey hair,
s(iuare, ill-shaven chin, and soiled over-
alls, he made a strong contrast to the
handsome Leonard, slim and spruce in
immaculate plus-fours. Yet, in’ spite of
his_ unkempt appearance, there was a
solid dignity about the old man that his
nephew would never attain if he lived
to be a hundred,

“1 had e'noug'll of dealing with your
father, my lad,” he continued, in a
quieter tone. “It's not for me to say
anything about him now—especially in
front of a stranger “—and he shot a
brief, measuring glance at the swarthy
man. “But you force me to speak

u

The great Allison Works aren’t doinE
so well these days, since you tool
charge, ¢h? A lot of people are guess-
ing at the truth, but I know! You
can’t hide things like that from a
veteran_like me, even though T'm oo
longer in the family firm |7

His faded eyes were bitter.

“Your father got me out of the firm
—hounded me out!” He fung the
words in Leonard's lowering face.
“And now you and the firm, too, are
perilously near the rocks! Allison cars
are slipping badly, and that's the
reason you want my invention!”

Still closer he came, staring deep into
his nephew’s wavering eyes.

“A ruined man, iuu called me!
Perhaps so. But you know that ruined
man has invented something thav’ll pull
Allison Works out of the rut you've
slipped into. You're trying to get hold
of my new su arger at a fool's
price to save yourself, Well,” he
rasped, “you won't get it!”

Snapping_ his fingers he stepped back.
panting slightly. For a long wminute
silence followed, broken only by the

oceasional clink of a tool from Mike

kvt
7\ A
4

some job at a work-bench, keeping his
back turned squarely to the visitors.

One ﬁl"‘“"e at the three faces he could
see told Bill that tempers were rapidly
rising. He could almost sense the elec-
tricity in the air, Then, as he heard his
father’s next words, uttered in o strong,
vibrant voice, Bill started.

“Oh! So that's it, eh? The same
‘old stunt!” he breathed. “AHN right,
Mr. Leomard, youw've come looking for
trouble, and you'll ﬁet it! When dad’s
finished_with you, T'll start!”

A smile crossed his lips as he gently
yubbed his hands together and stole
away.

A Swarthy Siranger Buits In!
« % 'VE told you before, and I'm tell-
I ing you again—I wouldn't sell
you my new
were e last

invention if you

motor-manufac-
Besides,
your offer amounts to just what I'd
expect to get from you—nothing !”

rms akimbo, with lined, rugged face
flushed with exasperation, old Simon
Allison glowered at his nephew, ignoring
completely the swarthy stranger. whe

Crash | -Bill Allison's front wheel struck the raised grassy margin of the lane
Diving head-first over the handlebars,

full-tilt, while his back wheel rose into the air.

Bill hit the ground with the baek of his neck and went sprawling Into the hedge !

plainly. Your father was a hard man,
Leonard, to say the least. And I told
him that once, to his face,”

Leonard Allison scowled blackly. Two
hectic spots of colour appeared suddenly
on his prominent cheekbones, and his
dark eyes glittered. When he spoke
again it was in a_cool, insolent voice
that cut like a whip.

“Ye-es. you did. And you pulled his
nose in his own office, too, I balieve!”
he drawled. “But that assault, my
dear uncle, evﬂntuall% cost You an
awful lot, didn’t it? In fact, it—er—
practically ruined yon! As you say,
dad was a hard man who knew how
to deal with people who stood in his
l[\‘u,y. And,” he added softly. “so do

e

At that, Simon Allison struck back
with a barsh laugh. If Leonard ex-
pected him to be impressed by the
veiled threat, he was disappointed.

“You! Huh! You pretty-faced
pup !’ he grunted, and suddenly took a
quick pace forward. “And don’t yap
so much about my being ruined!” he
went on then, so significantly that
Leonard Allison blanched. “Ha, that
gets von, doee 11?7 Thought it would!

Doyle’s bench in the background. t
worthy seemed deaf to all thar was
going on.

Old Simon stoed rigid. chin thrust
out, fists clenched on his hips, waiting
for Leonard's reply. But the young
motor magnate was dumb; confused by
his uncle’s fiery statements, which were,
alas, too true. Meantime, the swarth
stranger. cigarette drooping from thic
lips, studied both antagonists closely
with his queer, heavy-lidded eyes,
sleepy, yet curiously menacing. like
those of a cat watching a mouse.

It was he who at last broke the tense

h.
“A-ah. gee! We're
Len!’

With a scorching oath. bruta; as an
unexpected blow, he suddenly heaved
rimself away from the door and towered
aver Simon Allison, spreading his broad.
learher-clad shoulders truculemily. Next
momeni a thick stream of smoke took
the old man fairly between the
a gauntleted hand landed heav

wastin® Lime.

arm. ) .
“Now listen. you!” The man's voice,
marked by a faint foreign accent, was

Tne Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1.318.
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“Toemme iniroduce
meself. I'm Phil Valetti. Maybe
you've heard the name, huh? No?
Well, anyway, I'm Len's new pardner.
And a working pardner—get it?”

Furiously the inventor broke frec;
bracing himself as though to dash his
fist into the dark, sneering face before
him. Just in time, however, he relaxed.

It was one of Simon Allison’s greatest
failings that, unlike Bill, he invariably
head when aroused. But now
something  in  Valetii's  threatening
personality, something lurking in those
cat-like eyes, made the explosive old
Inan pause.

In a flash he recognised quite clearly
that here was an opponent to be
reckoned with; a brute, but a fighting
brute, bold, clever, deadly determined.
The blu:tm-mg, dandificd Leonard sund-
denly faded into insignificance. Another
stronger, far more dangerous figure had
suddenly loomed mtu the Allison fmmh
feud.

The realisation of this fact acted Jike

s rough as a filo.

a cold douche on Simon Alliso Visely
he took a firm grip on himself; became
very cool, very alert all at onece. Ilis

leak as Valetti’s as he

slare was as
answered quiet]
“Yes, I get it! Working partner, or
hired thug, ch? . Well, what now?™
Valetti’s \\hlie teeth glimmered,
“This! We're not bargaining with
you for l'h:nt_ vention any more!” |
purred, empliasising the “awo! “We're
just giving you a last chance to take
our terms as they are, sce? We want
your supercharm—a_t our priee! And
)'ou re going fo se!l it, or else——"
rew ;a deep, hissing

g1

he demanded

else—what

" Valetti only smiled and glmcorl fur-
tively across the shop at Mike Doyxle’s
bent back before answering. ..

~“Just or else,” he nodded calmly,
lowering his \oacc at the same time.
% But maybe you’remember how Jaceh
A treated you when you stuck ouf
agaiast him, huh? “aMaybe _you'll
'remem'ber what he did to saum)fepl}'fa-
~tion in the motor world, which is why
‘You can't gel anyone who'counts lo
iake an intercst in you now ! We-ell—"
Valetti's evil smile broadened; - chill

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

cruclty glowed in his eves—"old Jake
started something. And mazbe, if you
don't behave vourself with us, mavbe
we'll finish—"

“Now !I”

The single word, uttered in the
quietest of voices, stopped Valetti like
a bullet. Even Simon Allison received
a shock.

He swung round. Leonard Allison
frowned and grasped his * pardner’s’
elbow. Roughly Valetti shook liim off.

A startling change had come over
Len Allison’s ster new pariner.

Valetii's artl complexion  had
turned a dul] lmsn u\]ln\‘, while hix

coarse lips, drawn back in a snnl of
e and alarm, revealed tightly
ched teeth. The heavy- lickded eyes

v

bulged as he stared stupidly at the
mechanic who came slowly towards him
from the work-bench; a lean. lanky
man, with a dour, cxpressionless face,
big, bony hands, and a slight limp.

Ile halied: #lood motionless, long.
museular drooping limp at his
sides. Only his lantern jaw  moved
steadily, rhythmically. for no one yei
had ever seen Mike Doyle withom his
chewing-gnm. Nér bhad ~anyone ever
seen him excited, .

Impassive as a sphiny. he survered
the cronching Valetti with blue. deep-
sel devoid of all emotion, But if
he had been a man-eating tiger, ihe
cffeet of his appearauce on the foreiguer
could not bave been more astounding.

Twice Valetti strove to speak, though
all he achieved was a slram;lo(l croak
as he gazed at Mike's imperturbable
face, scen clearly for the first. tine.
Then  suddenly, ilo. Leenard and
Simon _ Allison 1 petrified,  and
onng Bill trembiled \\th oageriess oul-
e the cor. the  swarthy  bully
exploded in a wearing gasp :

“Corpo di Bacehi! You!
ball Mike Doyle "

The spell broken, he fnll hack againsl
Len Allison, . glaring .n the moechanie
like a trapped “nlf

Cannon-

{That T'.uicm vml .'lhh Doyle harve
met before is obrious, liuz where and
how? “There's a sirprise in store fur
the Allisons and -you as” well in nert
week's Free Gifl issue of the MAGNET.
Order your.copy in good time!)

TAMING A TYRANT!

(Continued from poge 24.)
“You young rotter—" he grm\led

“Zere it somezing for you!” said
Nap, and, to Walker's amazement, he
llrr'“ a cigareite packct from his pocket.

Zat you catch!”

Walker canght it.  He stared at it
Nap disappeared inlo the wood again.
leaving Elll‘l starving  at ik, With
trembling fingers, W alker drew out the
flap of the cardboar hox aud ree ognised
]m “fist” on il

“0Oh gad ! he murmnred,

It was his at last. J.oder had faile Lz
but Walker, guite nnespectedly, had
sneceeded.  Fle had reason to bhe glad
that he had intervened fo save Nap
from that thrashing: This was bis
rr\wnrd'

“Waltker hreathed deep and hard-
Tighted a mateh and watched the o
ettn packet burn away to a fragment.
His step was light and his face was
bright as he walked back to Greyfriars
—and {he Bounder, who saw him come
opined. Ernm his looks, That he had
ed @ winner

Imlln. hallo IMere’s  old
Nap! Lucky there's some cake left!”
The picnie was not over when Nap of
1he Rr-vnmn. still wriggling a little,
arrived in the old priory again.
ive feliows were glad to soe him there
ne wasn't! Billy Bunter grunied.
There was still_some eake left.

hid & you fellows, that eake—
quicl said Bunter. Took here, 1
dare say Nap's had his tea—he won't
want .cany . cake. Hund  me——
Yaroooh 17 -

Whit was handed to Bunter was nat
ake—and it made him fip backwards
d land on his podgy back, with a

ld roar. Nap sat down the place
he had inveluntarily v 1

“ Zank yon, }iuuhm

"lIa, hn, ha!”

There was no more cak> for Punier!

TOE END X

(Now losk out for mext Suturday's
Macxer and another ripping fine yarn
of  Greyfrigrs, entitled: 1 H E
DESERTER!  Aud daw't Jorget (hat
this isswe will also contain anothir Free
Photo Plate. Be sure and add it (v
woir collection.)

“H: 1o,

he said.
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