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FRANK RICHARDS'

ROUSING NEW LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY—

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Spoot !

ILLY BUNTER groancd.
B Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent jumped. :
It was enough to make any
fellow jump. _

Wharton and Nugen: were in Study
No. 1 in the Remove at Greyfriars after
class, They were sitting on the study
table, disposing of a bag of cherries that
lay-between them, They discussed cricket
while they discussed the cherries. The
last thing they would have expected to
hear, at that peaceful moment on a
peaceful summer's afternoon, was a deep
and hair-raising groan. But that was
the sound that fell on their startled
ears, and it made them jump.

“What the dickens——" cjaculated
Wharton. ]

“That fat owl Bunter—"" exclaimed
his chum.

They spun round, staring at the door-
way., Framed in the doorway was the
fat figure of William George Bunter of
the %lem-::m. He blinked ot them
through his big spectacles and emitted
t second groan. ey gazed at him.

“] gav, vou fellows—="" began
unter: :

“You howling ass!” roared Wharton.
“What are you kicking up that ghastly

rﬂw fﬂ]‘ ?j.:‘ . " .
“I'm in fearful painl" explained
Bunter. “ Look !’

He held up his right hand. It was
mndaged in a handkerchief that was
ar from clean. Bunter's “hankies "
nd most of Bunter's other possessions
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goporally needed a wash—like their
OWHCT.

“I've got a fearful eut!” said the fat
Owl of ithe Remove. He emitted a third
groan, to leave no doubt on the subject
of hiz intense sufferings. “The thumb

nearly eut of—"
“¥Yes, T can see you walking round

with vour thumb nearly cuot oft I'' said
Nugent.

“The puin's [earful!”” said Bunter.
“Yeou soe, I was cutting some paper,
when the scissors clogsed suddenly on my
hand, and—"

“And why were Vou using scissors
with your left hand "

“Eh? I wasn't—"

HUThen how could they close on vour
right thumb " velled Wharton.

untor started. :

Apparently he hadn’t thought of that,

St I—I mean it—it wasn't the
seiggsors 1™ he oxelaimed hastily. " Tt—it
was my pocket knife—-"

"Your pp-pip-pocket-kuife !’
tered Nugont.

“Yes, old chap. T was peeling an
apple with my pocket-kuife, when a1t
suddenly closed on my hand, and nearly
eut off my forefnger—I mean iy
thumb—-"

* Great Beott 1™

The chums of Studvy No. 1 gazed at
the unheppy Bunier. As a fibber Billy
Bunter left Ananias completely in the
shade; and Baron Muonchausen and
George Washjngton were merely “also
rans.” But there was one drawback to
Bunter's fibbing--he scldom or never
made it probable. He seemed to be
satisfied 50 long as he fibbed—forgetting

stut-

that if a job was worth doing, it waos
worth doing well.

Why he was fibbing now was a
mystery te S8iudy No. 1. But he was—
there was no doubt that he was!

“I've bound it up.” went on Bunter.
“YTm in awful pein—but you fellows
krow how I can bear pain. I'm not
soft, like some fellows. But, I say, can
vou lend me some red ink ?"

“Hed ink " ejaculated Wharton and
Nugent together, quite startled by that
sud%en change of subject,

“Yes; I want some before T go down
to sec Lascelles—"'

“Has the maths master set vou pro-
Llems to do in red ink?'" selled Nugent.

“EBxactly, old chap! Insisted on it,”
suid Bunter, blinking at him. “He
said to me, ‘ Mind vou do these pro-
blems in red ink, Bunter! His very
words "'

“Oh erikey I

“There isn't any in my study,” went
on Bumter.  “Toddy used the last to
maop over.Coker of the IFifth. Have yon
fellows gol some ¥

“And youw're going to do geometry
with vour fin tied up like that ™' asked
Harry Wharton.

“Eh? Oh! Yes! I mean I shall do
it with my leit,”” said Bunter. “I'm
awfully good with iny left hand, you
know. 1 say, you might let a fellow
have some ted iuk. Lascelles won't
believe T've eat my hand if there aren't
any bloodstains—"

"Ha, ha, ha!"' shricked
juniors in Stody No, 1.

They undersiood now.

Bunter had an mnpol 1o Jo for My,
Lascebles, who waz mathematies master

the 1iwn
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—FEATURING BARRY WHARTON & €0., the CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

and games master at Greyiriars School.
“Tarry,” as the juniors called him, was
gmemiiy loathed as maths master, and
enerally beloved as games master.
unter loathed him in both capacities—
having no desire to cxert himsell either
at mathematics or at cricket.

Evidently the astute Owl bad thought
of o dodge for getting out of that extra
geametry. )

He had bandsged his fat puw—and
Study No. 1 was to supply the blood-
stains, in the form of red in

“ Blossed if I sco anything to cackle
at 1" gaid Bunter warmly., “Jolly heart-
less to cackle at a chap, I think, when
he's suffering fearful agony—with a
finger nearly nipped off—=" .

A finger as well as & thumb?
yelled Nugent.

“J—I mean n thumb! If you knew
what I felt like when the carving-knife
sliced my finger—I mean thumb—"

“The—the ecarving-knife?” gurgled
Wharton. ‘ ‘

“You koow I'm short-sighted,'” eaid
the fat Owl sorrowfully, “Wall, I

icked up the carving-knife by the
flide. Seet That's how it happened.”

“Which are you going to pive
Lascelles—the scissors, the pocket-kmfe,
or the earving-knife?’ asked Harry.
“Tt doesn’t matter which, so far ns I
can seo—but yon'd better stick to one
of them "

“0h, really, Wharton-—-—""

“a, ha, hal”

(roanl

Eilly Bunfer emitted a fourth groan

as a sign of deep suffering.  But the
ehums of the Bemove did not sym-
pathise. They had no doubt whatever

that if Bunter's fat paw was unband-
aged, tha fact would be revealed that
there was nnthini the matter with it—
execept that probably it needed soap and
water! Ho, instead of sympathising,
thev roared with laughter.

“Reasts 1" hooted Bunter. * Rotten,
unsympathetie beasts—that's what rou
sre ! Look here, will you lend me some
red ink? Just a few drops will do.
I've got to go down fo Lascelles’ study
at six—and it's only a few rmunutes now.
Look herg—""

“And you're poing to do yonr im?{;t
in red ink In & fow minutes 7"’ chuckled
Wharton.

“FEht Oht Yes! I'm frightiully
guick at geomctry, you koow,” said
Bunter. “I'm rather a whale at it. Do
give me some red ink! Ever so little
will do: I only want a few spots. I—I
mean-—"

“YVon mcan you want us to help yon
spoof Larry, you fat willain!™ said
Harry Wharton, *Wash it out, old ist
man! Larry's too jolly wide to be
spoofed with a dud like that 1"

“ Look heore, you mind vour own busi-
ness | Seet” hooted DBunter. “I1 don’t
want any jaw; I wank some red ink!
Just a fow spots—""

“¥a, ha, ha "

“*You might help a fellow—

Harry Wharton shipped from
table. . .

“¥1l help you, old fat bean,” he said,
“It's no good ir:nrmﬁ to spoof a man
like Larry with dud bloodstains. DBetter
have szome real onecs; and I’ help.
Wait till I get my compasses—7

“ What—what for ¥ gasped Bunfer.

“0h, here they arg! Now, hold your
paw steady, and I'll stick the compasses
inty it——=""

“What "' velled Bunter,

T run them right in—-"

(1] BEESL_'_FJ‘ ;

# And you'll have all the bloodstains
vou want—and & few over! What ave
vou backing away for, you ass, when

¥

the

Ity trying 1o help you? Where are you
g-::i:yﬁ. Bunter "

Billy Bunter did not stay to state
where he was going, or why. He just
went. There was no doubt that genuine
bloodstaing would have beecn mora con-
vincing than red ick—and no doubt that
& jab [rom the sharp end of the com-
passes would have igﬂf.iumd the genuine
article. But Billy Bunter did not seem
to want it somehow. He turned round
in the doorway like a fat humming-top
and bolted. Wharton, rcaching after
him, gave & geotle jab at the tightesg
trousers at Greyiriars. The wvell that
cama from Billy Bunter rang the length
of the Remove passage.

“Yarooooh 1™

“Ha, ha, hal"

Wharton and Nugent resumed dizcus-
sing the bag of cherries, and cricket.
Bunter, if ha was still in search of halp,
did not come back to Study No. 1 for
it. He had had enough help from that
study !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Atfack!

L ALLO, hallo, halla!? ejzcu-
H latad Bob Cherry.
“My only hat1” exclaimed
Johnny Ball,

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stared
blankls.

Not so very long ago ** Larry *
Lascelles earned his living by
knocking out pugilists in the
prize ring! Nowadays Larry
earns a living by *f knoeking **
mathematies into the heads of
the Greyiriars boys. But Larry’s
old ** pug ** pals don’t believe
that he’s finished with prize-
fighiing for good !

The three juniorz of the Groyfriars
Remove were coming back from the
village of I'riardale to the school. They
had taken & short cut across tha
meadows, and wera heading for o gap
in the high hawthorn hedge to get into
the lane.

From a distance they had obscrved
figures in that gap—two men with their
faees to the lane, their backs to the
field, and the schoolboys who were eross-
ing it, They wondered, without much
interest, why the two men were crouch-
ing in the gap watching the road, but
as thevy came closer they could see that
each of them held & thick cudgel in his
hand. Crouching in the gap, carefully
sereening  themselves from sight from
passers-by in the lane, the two men
watched the road, cudgel in hand. And
now that Dob and his friends had a
clear view of them from behind, it was
scarcely possible to doubt what they
wera there for.

“ My only summer boonet ! said Bob
Cherry. “Looks like o surprize-packet
waibing for somebody whe's coming
slong the lane”

“Tootpads 1" said Johony Bull.

* Blessed if T make it out,” said Bob.
“They're watching for someboady, but
they can't have the nerve to do bandit
stunts in Dbroad davlight, Hallo, halle,
hallo! There's some mervehant coming
along 1™

A black bowler hat showed over the

top of the hedge, coming along from
the direction nfgﬁha villege.

The hedge was high, and the school-
boys in the feld could see only the top
of the hat as it cama.

But the two roughs crouching in the
gap of the hedge evidenitly saw meore,
or they made s sudden movement.
They half-rese, cronching ready to
gpring, their attitude tense. They did
not glance behind them, having no ides
that there was mnyone in the meadow
becking the hedge. Their attention was
concentrated on the man who was
coming along the lano from the village,
and it was perfoctly plain that their
intention was to spring out at him &s
soon as he came abreast of the gap.

“My esteemed  hat!” murmured
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh. “It is up
to us to take o ridiculous hand o
these absurd proceedings, my ludicrous
friends.”

“What-ho !" murmured Johnny Bull,

“By gum! I believe that's Larry [
said Bob, with a quick breath. “Wa
saw him in the village, and he was
wearing & bowlar hat. And he's tall
cnough for his tila to show over the
hedge., If it's Larry—"

“Come onl” seid Johnny.

The three Reomove juniors ran on
swiftly, their feet making no sound on
the thick grass in the meadow, Through
the gap ahead they could ses &
of the lane, dusty in the June sunshina,
A rathor tall, athletic bgure came into
view—that of Mr. Lawrence Lescelles,
the maths and gomes master of Grey-
friara. And at the same moment tho
two r::rughs leaped ont from their am-
bush and rushed st him, their eudgels
swinging up.

“Buck up |” gasped Bob,

ok Cherry was shead of his com-
rades, and he had nearly reached the
hedge when the attack heprnédned.

Obviously, the men were not footpada
—they were not attempting to rob the
games master. They werse rushing on
him to attack bim, for what reason was
unimaginable to the juniors.

Bob came through the gap with a fiy-
ing leap, only a few seconds after them.
As he leaped, he heard Mr, Lascelles'
startled exclamation. A swift jump
back saved Larry Lascelles from the
blows that swept at him, and saved him
from serious injury. DBut his assailants
followed him up fast, and tho cudgels
would bave crashed on him hod not
help been at hand., Like & stons from
a catapuli Beb Cherry came at the
backs of the nseailants, barging into
them headlong, hitking out with both
fizts.

All their attention was concentrated
on Me. Lascelles, and that sudden sttack
in the rear took them utterly by sur-
prise.

Both of them staggered forward, their
savage blows missed, and they bumped
into Larry Laoscclles blindly.

Mr. Lascelles’ hands were up now,
his oyes ﬂasluu% over them,

Larry Lascelles had been a boxer
hoforea he became a master et Grey-
friars. He showed now that he had not
lost his old skill and quickness, neither
had he lost his hitting powers.

Before the two ruffians could recover
from their surprise, Larrg’s right and
left eame flashing out. Crash, crashl
came two fists that seomed like lumps
of lead, and the two roughs went stag-
gering. to crash on their backs in the
dusty lane.

It passed so swiftly that they were
down in the dust by the time Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh come jumping
through the gap in tho hedge.
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“Give 'em beans ! pasped Johnny.

“Give them terrific beans!” panted
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

But there was no need to pive the
two ruffians any more beans. They had
had alt the beans they wanted. They
sat up in the dust, one of them holding
his chin with both hands, rocking him-
self to and fro and moaning, the other
clasping his nose, from which a red
stream ran. ‘They had dropped the
cudgels, and Bob Cherry promptly
collected them and tossed them away
over the hedge. But it was hardly
needed. 'Those two rapid knocks from
Larry Laszcelles had knocked out the two
bruisers.

Bob stared at them, and chuckled.

“My hat! You ecan hit, Larry I” he
satd—"" [—I mean, sir !

Among thomselves the juniors always
ealled the pames master Larry, but that
mode of address was not suitable for
Larry personally.

Mr. Lascelles smiled.

“I should not have had & chance to
hit, Cherry, if you had not barged in,”
he aﬁ.id. “]1 am very much obliged to
you.

“"We saw them from the fleld, sir,”
explained Bob, “so we came along to
buit in—"

“1 am very glad you did.” Larry
Lascelles rubbed his knuckles, *1I think
the%? are going to be peaceable now.”

“They look 141" grinned Johony Bull.

“The lookfulness is preposterous|™
chuckled Elurreo Jamset Eam Singh.

Mr. Lascelles walked towards the two
dazed ruffians sitting dizzily 1in the lane.
They blinked at him. The man who was
heolding his chin—a squat, thick-sct
ruffian, with o dnnmged nose and many
zears on his rugged face, gave & groanm.
Thers was no doubt that he was severely
hurt. A faint smile played over Larry
Lascelles’ handsome face.

“What does this mean, Pug?” he
aszked.

Bob Cherry & Co. exchanged glances.
They ecould not belp wondering why
that savage attack had been made on
the young OGreyiriars master—a man
who was popular all through the school,
and so likeable by natuyre that it wasg
difficult to imagine hiz having any
enemies at all.

But Larry Lascelles had had a varied
and adventurous life befora he came to
Greyfriars, and it was clear that he
recognised. in his assailants some
ascquaintances of hia earlier days. Once
upon & time he had figured in the roped
ring—and the juniors could ses that the
two rouzhs looked like bruisers.
Apparently Larry had known them in
hiz old boxing days.

“It's years since I've seen you, Pug,
and T can't say I'm plad to seo you
now,” said Mr. Lascelles. “ And you,
Snipey ¥

The man clasping his nose did not
answer. He rocked and mosned, and
Ltha “claret ” ran in a stream through
Lis fingers,

“P've asked wou what this means,
Pug?” esaid Mr. Lascelles quictly.
“Have you anything to say beforo I
kick you along to the police station, and
give you in charge for assault 2

“Tha estecmed assanlt 13 rm"; '
boot on the other leg,” Hurree Singh
whispered to his eomrades—and the

rinned. It was true that Larry ha
ad & narrow escape of gevere injury,
but it was his assailants who had cap-
tured all the damages,

“Blow yer!" groaned Pug, groaning
dismally. “We've been 'anging about
for deys locking for a chance at vou,
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end pow we gets & chance, and—ow!
Oh! Ow!l You ain't forgotten 'ow to
'1it, Larry.”

“But why 1? demanded Mr. Lasoclles,
“We wers never friends, Pug Pilkin-
zon, but why the dickens are you
hunting for me like this, after so longt
What have I done to you?®

“As if you didn't know |” groaned
Pug.

Larry Lascelles stared down at him.
It was plain that he was perplexed
and mystified by the savage attack from
these old acquaintances of the boxing
ring.

“1 know nothing!” he declored. I
haven't tha fuintest idea how I've given
you offence—mnot the foggiest—unless it's
an old grudge.”

“¥You know all rig;ht!” groaned Pug.
“You make out you're a schoolmaster—
well, "qh;r can't you stick te your school-
masterin’?  If you come buttin’ back
into the ring, you can take what's
coming to you, blow yer!”

"Byt I have no such intention | ex-
cloimed Mr. Lascelles, in astonishment,
“Who's been pulling your leg, Pup? 1
could not keep my position at Grey-
friars if I were & boxer also; that was
all given up long ago. My headmaster
would allow nothing of the sort.”

Pug blinked at him.

“Mean to say you ain’t up to fight the
Game Chicken?” he demanded,

“@0h, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,
almost overcome %}r the idea of the
mathematics master of Gre}:friara being
“up " to fight the Game Chicken—who-
ever the Game Chicken was!

Mr. Lascelles burst into o lavgh.

“T've never heard of the Game
Chicken,"” he said. *You've been made
a fool of, Pug 1"

"“1Is that straight 7” gasped Pug.

“Quite] But you are still SaTne
rascal I knew you in the old days!”
said Mr. Lascelles, “Foul play was
always your line, Pug | You were going
to knock out @ man who was booked to
fight your man—as yvou thought#*

“There'as a lot at stake,” said Pug
sullenly. “Mor I dem't believa I was
took in, meither! I've had it fair and
square that Archie Valence iz puttin’
you up—-""

Mr, Lasceiles’ manner changed sud-
denly.

“Whoe 1" he snapped.

*You know him all right I” growled
Pug. * And he's putting you v M

“Nothing of tﬁa kind! I've heard
nothing of 1. And if I heard anything,
I should refuse on tho spot! If you
wnderstood anything of my present posi-
tion in a Publie school, Pug, you'd
understand that such a thing was impos-
sible—unless I resigned my post. You
arg a blockhead, Pug 1" )

“It's straight, Pug | groaned Snipey.
“Larry wouldn't tell us lies! We've
been took inl”

“T'l let you off for this,” said BMr.
Lascelles quietly. “¥You seem to have
been deceived by somebody, and you've

ot vourselves damaged for nothing.
ut 1f I see cither of you near this
quaiter again, look out for trouble |’

And he turned away from them,

The three Removites walked back to
the school with Mr. Lascelles, Pug and
Snpipey being left sitting on the grassy
bank by the side of the lane, nursing
their damages. It was quite some time
before DMessrs. Pu% and Enipe% picked
themselves up and trailed wearily away.
It was likely that their features would
remind them, for a long time to come, of
that encounter with the games master of
Greyfriars School,

THE MAGNET

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Talk on the Telephone |

& IBLEY, old man 1"
W Eilfj* Bunter blinked into
Btudy No. 6 in the Remove.
Willinm Wibley was there,
but he did not seem to want to ses Billy
Bunter., Ho waved an artificin]l mous.
tache at the fat junior, having that
article in his hand st the moment. Wib
was going over theatrieal gadgets in his
property-box when the fat Owl butted
n

“Hoolkk it]” said Wibley. “Busyl
Cuot off ! Buzzl Vanish! Disappear!
Avaunt! Off 1"

" Oh, really, Wibley "

“Go and do your impot for Larry!"
said Wib, “Ifel] want it when he comes
back from Friardalel It's close on six
I'I.El-\'p" I.IJ

“Dao let o chap spealk " said Bunter
peevishly, “I szay, Wib, you're the
cleverest chap in the Remove at making
up—in fact, in the whole schooll In
fact, I think you're the cleverest chap
in_that line in the whele werld 1"

Wibley stared at him.

“Granted 1" he answered. *1 koow
that better than you do. But there's no
need to lay it on so thick, I haven't
had a remittance, and I'm not going to
cazsh that postal order you've been
expecting for three or four terms|”

“{h, really, old chap, the fact 15, I
wanted to sce you do some make-up!
Lock here!”™  Bunter held uF is
bandaged paw. * See that? Could cﬁuu
make it look as if it was really crocked
—hloodstains, and a0 on 7

“Of gourse I could, fathead! T could
make it look so matural that you'd
almost feel o pain in it,”

“Oh, my hat! Well, Squiff says you
couldn't.”

¥ Squifi’s an ass 1"

“And I told him you jolly well could,
and I'd prove it,” said Bunter, “I'm
roing to show it to him, and—and prove
1t—gen 1"

“Oh "' szaid Wibley, He laid down
the moustache. Any call for & demon-
stration of his theatrical powers alwaye
found Wib ready. “I'll do it like a
shot] And you can tell Bguiff from me
that he's 5 fathead 1™

Wib opened his make-up box, and
Bunter grinned. )

Ile was getling on_ better in Study
No. 6 than In Study No. 1.

Wharton and Nugent, for some reason,
hadn't believed that his injury was a
genuine  one. scries ol agonised
groans, instead of convincing them, had
only made them chertle, So Bunter was
taking a different line with Wibley.
This time ho had backed a winner.

Wib, in this line, was in his clement.
He could make himself up as almost
anybody or anything. He had a master-
hand at make-up, and the task Bunter
had sct him was casy cnough to Wibley,

He wuntied the handkerchief, and re-
tied it in a more pqnfessinnal' manmner,
Then he added artistic red stains, Billy
Bunter, blinking at his bandaged paw,

could hardly believe that it was not
bleading,

“There!” smid Wib, “What =nbout
that "

“Oh, good " said Bunter, * Even that

suspicions  beast Lascelles will think
that’s all right !
Wibley jumped.
“ Loscelles ! he repeated.  “ You zaid
Squift 1"
apter  had  already forgotten thas

little fib, e bhelonged to tho class that,
proverbially, ocught to have good
memorics, Bubt he had a bad one,
which was rather a handicap.

“Oh! D-d-did I say Lascelles?’ he
stammered. “I—F mean SBquiff, of—of
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course ! T—I wonder what made me say

Lascelles 1 , :
"You fat villain ! exclaimed Wibley.

“Have you been pulling my leg? X
u've gﬂ}l up that gammy {in o spoof

arr

"’151}:. no! Nothing of the kind v
gaaped Bunter, retresting to the door.

ping to show it to Toddy now."

dy 1" exclaimed Wibley.

#1 mean Squiff—="

* Look here—-"

Wibley made a jump st Bunter.

Dunter mada a jump into the %asaa.ga
and bolted. It was too late for William
Wibley to unde his work. The fot Owl
:f:Fd down the Bemove passage to the

LTS,

I'm
“Ta

“You spoofing owl!"” roared Wibley |

after him; ond he went back into his
siudy and banged the door.

i

LTI

i i e = e LT
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Mr. Quelch unfastened the bandage, and Bunter, in {error, waited for {the storm to burst.
master, as the fat hand was disclosed to view.
playing this foclish trick ! *

“* Beast 1" gasped Bunter.

And he flew down the Remove stuir-
s,

“Hers, hold

grampus I’ )

On the middle landing he almost ran
inte Vernon-Smith and Redwing, who
were coming up.  Smithy gave him a
shove.

“Ow! Deast!” pasped Dunter,

“"Hurt your hand, DBunter?” asked
Redwing, glancing at the bandaged
[avw; nnd I;u:}hiug Emi‘tlif baek, asz he
scemed disposed to give the fat Owl
another shove,

"Eh—yes!l Awlully!” said Bunter.
“1 was cutting some coupons ont of a
paper, you know, ond the carving-knifo
clozed on it—-="

“"Wha-a-t 1"

] mean, the scissors—that is to say,
the pocket-knifet I'm in fearful pain [
paid Bumter. “If I wasn’t crocked,
Bmithy, 1'd jolly well punch your head |

on, you barging

1 say, you fellows, has Lascelles come
in ?

“Haven't secen him.™

“Well, the beast said six!” said
Bunter. I {suﬁpuse I'd better go to his
study ! I'm jolly well not going to wait
for him, blow him !

And the {at junior went down the
lower staircose, Smithy and dwing
staring after him as he went.

The Owl of the Remove rolled along
to Masters' Btudies, and stopped at Mr.
Lascelles’ door. He tapped and entered,
with bis damaged fin well to the fore.
But the study was unoecupied.

“Beast |” grunted Bunter,

Br, Laﬂeeﬁeﬁ. evidently, had not yet
come back from Friardale, and it was
just on six. It was like his chesk to

keep so important a person as Billy
Bunter waiting, of course |

But the [at
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“_‘_,.u.-r-lr'q
TR B *1'\-.
s omo ow AR,

‘I
i

** Your hand is uninjured !

Owl deeided that he bad better wait
for o few minutes, at least. Mr, Lins-
colles, though a very kind and good-
tempered young man, was not g man
to bs trifled with. Desides, Dunter
had his disabled paw all ready for in-
simtiﬂn as a proof that he hadn't been
alle to do the impot set him by the
matls master. Ife wanted to get done
with Lascelles, and done with t.hp
damaged paw. Ile couldn't keep it
bandaged tor over,

But minute followed minute, and
Lascellcs did not come in. As he had
told Bunter to come to his study at six,
hoe must have intended to be there; but
yossibly he had been delaved on the wWay
%mck rom Friardale. Bunter sat in
Lascelles’ armchair, and grunted with
unpaticnee,

Duzzzrrzzz !

It was the telephone bell, almost in

Lhis fat ear. Bunter jumped.

Duzzz |

5

He rose from the armchair end took
off the receiver. His first thought was
simply to stop the bell buzzing. Some-
body was ringing up seelles, and
Lascelles wasn't thera to take the call:
and Bunter intended to say so. DBut
socond thoughts—not mlways the best—
supervened. Curiosity was Bunter’a be.
sotting sin. No fellow’s correspondence
was safe from Bunter, if he could get
an oye on it. Minding his own businasa
was & thing that had never hed any
appeal for William George Bunter. Buk
he was always ready to mind anybody
else’s. Ha put the receiver to hLis fat
ear, with a grin.

“Hallo!” came through.
you, Larry, old bean?”

“Halla 1" murmured Bunter into the
trensmitter. © Who's speaking "'

“Iz that

'-:;‘__--“
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“ Bunter ! ** roared the Form

Explain immediately why you have been
For once the fat junior was at a loss for a ** fib.™

“Archin!™

Billy Bunter had never heard of
Archie before, but he concluded that
Archie was some friend or relative of
Larry Lascelles,

“Oh! You!” he said,

","&"1:5, old chap! "T'hat's Larry, 1sn’t
i7"

Archie apparently wanted to make
gura that he had the right man.

“Den't you know my volesit
Bunter calinly.

Even Billy Bunter hesitated to state
that he was Larry. But he lefi the
interlocutor to draw his own con-

clusions from that reply,
“ Tt sounds so different on the phone,™

came the answer, “I wanted to make
sure, old bean. And 1 wesn't sure of
catching you. I don't know your hours
for teachin' the young ides how to
shoot! I rang you yesterdey, withoat
getlin' an pnswer. But thoere you arel”
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Billy Bunter iﬂnnn{L There he was,
sertainly—though Larry wasn’t!

“I've got to see you, Larry!” went
on the voice. “Don’t tell me that you
don’'t want to see me. I know that 1n
advance. DBut it's urgent, end I'm
relyin’ on you te stand by me. Aren’t

yout fed-up on mathematics, by ihis
time "
“Yes, rather!” said DBunter. He

could answer that question quite truth-

u +

“{‘;E". it must bo frightiully quiet,
pfter the old life,” said ihe unknown
Archia, *I really wonder you haven’t
eut it, old man, *“I suppose you've been
keepin' yourself GBHI"

“Fit as o fiddle 1" zaid Bunter.

“"Good epg! hed no deubt about
that, Larry. I've seen your natne in a
Still keeping up

eou cricket match,
your ericket—what 17

“0Oh, ves.”

“How'd you like & go at the old
pame, Larry®?

“Eh? Oh, fue!” said Buunter,

What tho man was driving at Bunter
did not know. DBut he realiscd that
there was something very upusual about
all this—something a littla mysterious.
He was keen to learn more, He framed
his replies on Archie's questions, to keep
the man poing.

“You mean that?”  There was an
unmiztakable note of eagermess in tha
voice at tho other end, “Larry, old
bean, you mean it?’

! %uita " said Bunter.

“ By gum, that's good news! That's
ripping, Larryl I hardly dared to
hope you'd =may that. Oh, good mzn!
Good man! Look here, can I put you
up *

Bunter blinked at the telephone.
What Archie meant by “putting him
up®” was a deep mystery to the fat
Owl. But he went on with his pecoliar

game of pulling the leg of the man on
the phdne. )
“What! Put it plain, Larry—can

I put you up?” eame the eager voice,
‘Qh!" gasped Bunter. “Yes!"
“Good man! To tell you the truth,

Larry, I've practically done it already,

counting on persuading you. But 1

might have guessed fhat you'd be keen

after your old life! Look here, have
yvou heard of the Game Chickeni™

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

“What did you say, LarryiZ

“1 said * Oh, ves." ¥Yes®

“Think vou could handle him?"

“Oh! Yes"

“Well, T know you could. I'd put my
shirt on you, old man. T.ook here,
Larty, you can't be making a fortune
schoolmastering, and o few hundreds
would come in useful—what 1"

" Yes," gasped Bunter.

“It would mean that to you, &nd to
me. If I put up & man te kneck out
the Chicken it means & lot to me, as
promoter. Bub, of course, you know
that, I've had putrid luck, but 1f you
stand by me in this, Larry, I'll pull
through all right, You're keeping up
yaur boxing "

“Oh crumbs!”

“What?'

“Yes. Of course! Yeos™

“You'll havo to go in for a bit of
training, of counrse, But Fou know
that. That'll be later. Look here, you
giva me a fres hand to make the
arrangements "

“ Absolutely,” said Bunter.

“Larry, old man, I'll never forpot
thiz, I was afraid you'd turn mo down,
und I've heasitated o long timoe to get
on to you. And I can tell you it would
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leave me in the soup! Larry, old man,
you'va given me new lifol™

' Oh seissors I ;

“Teave it to me now,”' sard Archie
jubllantly, “I'll write in a day or two.
Cood-bye, Larry 1™

“Zaood-bye 1" pasped Bunter.

Archie waz gone! Dilly Bunter put
the receiver back on the hooks and
stood blinking at it.

“Oh lor' " murmured Bunter,

Inguisitiveness and fatuousness comn-
bined had caused Bunter to cnter into
that remarkable talk on Mr. Lascelles’
telephone, What he had learned was
rather mixed and mysterious to him.
Somebody named Archies wanted
Lascelles to handle a chicken, so far as
Dunter could make out. Thizs looked
as if Archio might be in the poultry
business, He had referred to ericket
nnd boxing, however, which had nothing
to do with poultering. Also, he had
wanted to know whether Larry had keiyt«
himsclf fit; and, so far as Bunter counld
see, & man did not have to be vory fit
{o handle a chicken! Even Bunter
could have handled a chicken! In fact,
he had handled a good many in his
time, and they had disappeared in-
ternally, It was all very mysterious,
and Bunter could not make it out.

But one thing was clear to him.
Avchie, believing that Larry Lascelles
had answered that call, ha off
believing that Mr Lascolles ba Iérﬂﬂd
to zomething ar other, That was clear.

Readers g the Irish Free Slate
are nestad 10 note that when
free ts are offered with this
publeation, they can only be
supplied when the article is of a
non-dutiable character.

———r——r

He was going to write to Larcy about
it in & day or two--probably very much
to Larry's astonishment. And if it came
out that Dunter had played tricks on
the telephone—answering a czll in a
master's name

Bunter shivered!

1t seemed to him that he could already
feel the Ilead's bireh whacking on his
portly person !

“0Oh log’ 1" repeated Bunter.

He rolled across to the deor, He was
not going to weit for Larry to come in.
If there was any inquiry about that talk
on the telspheno Billy Bunter did not
want to pet mixed up in b, He wantod
to keep it dark that he had been in the
gstudy at all.

Fromptly he loft the maths master’s
study and rolled down the corridor.

— S—

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Quelch is Too Kind !
b UNTER 2
“Oh P gasped Bunter,
By, Queleh’s study door
was open, Tha Remove

master was about to step out when

DBunter came rolling olong from
Lascelles’ study, 3
Bunter had almest forgotten his

handag;ntl paw, Bubt it caught MMr.
Quelch’s eye at once, and natorally
drew his attention. Wibley had done
his work well—too well, a3 it turned
out, Bunter’s paw locked as if it
had suffered serious damage, Mr.

THE MAGNET

Quelch waz too dutiful a Form master
to allew such & matter to pass un-
regarded.

“Bunter! Step into my study [

#l—l——— Oh! Ves, sir!”

Aer. Queoleh backed into the roomy,
and Billy Bunter followed him in. The
Remove master's eyes, often compared
by his pupils to gimlets for their pepe-
trating cqualities, wore fixed on his
bandaged hand.

“You have had an aceident, Bunter 2
asked Mr. CGuelch kindly.

“Yes—no—yes, sir,” stammerod
Bunter.

“Is your hand badly cut?”

“Frightfully, sic!” gasped Dunter,
“I—I'"m in fearful pain, sic.”

It secemed to Bunter thet cven a
Form master ougit to have sense cnough
not to keep a fellow jawing when he
was in fearful pain. Dat ho had touched
ihe wrong chord. 1liz manner only
increased Mr, Queleh’s kind solicitude,

“How did it happen, Bunter "

“The—the earving-knilo closcd on my
hand, sir——Y

[£Y mi!h_l-

#J1—1 mean the seissors.™

“The scissors!” repcated Mr. Quelch
blankly. .

“That 13, the pocket-kniie,” stam-
mered Bantor., “You szee, sir, I was
cutting some mu%una out of a paper
with gcissors when the carving-linife
slipped, and the pocket-knife closed on
my hand——"

“Bless my soul ¥ said Mr. Quelch.

“J~-1 mean—"" Bunter was geiting
confused, as he often did under BMr.
Quelch's peneirating cyes.  “ I=—I mean,
it mapﬂzd shut, sir, as I was peeling
the apple.”

“The carving-knife snapped shuti®
gasped Mr. Quelch.

“No, sir—the scizsors, I mean tho
pocket-knife. It waz a rather hard
apple, sir. I miean, the paper I was
culting was rather shiff, and so—so—:u
it—it happened, sir®

“Will you tell me at once what has
occurred, Bunter 7*° snapped Mr. Quclch.
“If vour hand is badly cut, the maticr
is serions. A neglected cut may lead
to lockjaw. I had better see it."”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh, sir, it—it’s all right{” he stot-
tered, “I—I don’t want to bother you
with it, sir. A mere trifie I

"You told me that you were in fear-
ful pain, Bunter 1™

* Jt—it—it’s paszzed off, =ir!F¥ gazped
DBunter.

“What? DBunter, untia vour hand at
once! I begin fo suspeet that there is
some trickery here!” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch.

“Oh loy’ ¥

“*1 shall cortainly examine your injury
and asecrtain whether it 13 necessary
for you to seo a doctor, Bunter.™

“{Oh, no, sir! XNot at alll I=I ecan
bear if, sir.”

“That is for me io judge!” snapped
Mr. Quelch. “ Remove those bandages
at once, Bunter! You arc execeedingly
foolizh to place a divty rag an a cut.
Dirt shoule be carefully excluded from
gm:,rlﬁut. It might ceuse blood-poison-
g

" Tt—it's my hanky, =ir.®

“Bless mwy  soul!™ repeated Mr.
GQuelech. He had mistaken Bunter's
handkerchicf for & dirty rag—judging
by appearances, of course. “ Dunter, you
are the most slovenly boy at Greyfriars!
Remove that handkerchict from your
hand immediately, and let me sce the
cut.”

“ It—it—it's rathor horrid to look at,
sir 1” groansd Bunter.

“Let me sce it at once [
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“In fact, gig-gig-ghastly, sir *

“1 shall E}ﬁﬁ vou if you waste my
time, Bunter! Take thot execedingly
unclean handkerchicf off your hand
immediately, I will provide you with
clean lint for bandaging it.”

“Oh lox’ I 1

Billy Bunter fumbled at his bandaged
paw with his left hand.

“ J—I can’t unfasten it, sir. I—I can™t
manage it with my left hand. C-a-a-can
1 g0 now it % E

“You foolish boy, this must be scen
to. Do you desire to run the risk of
lockjaw 1 exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

Certainly Bunter didn't. His jaw was
the most active ?‘art of him, and he would
have been frightfully dismayed had it
been put out of action. Dut there was
really no danger, 1f Br. Quelch had only
known it. Dut he did not know it—yet,
though ho was growing suspicious.

*Hold out your hand, Bunter|” he
rapped. .

“Oh crikey! I—I—you're nobt going
to cane me on—on—on a fearfully
injured hand, sir?” gasped Bunter.

‘¥ou stupid boy!l I am going to
untie the bandage. Hold out your hand

immediately [  rapped the Remove
mastar.

Thers was no help for it. DBunter
held out hiz hand. Mr. Queleh un.

fastened the bandage, touching it rather
gingerly. It was, in fact, not very nice
to touch. But he did it, and Bunter,
in terror, waited for the storm to burst
when the uninjured paw was revealed.

Blr. Queleh blinked at the fat hand
that was disclosed to view. IE was in
necd of a wash, but not of a bandage.
Even Queleh's gimlet eyes could discern
ne sign of a cut.

“Bunter 1 _ Quelch's voice was like
the rumble of distant thunder.

“0Oh erikey I

“Your hand is uninjured, Bunter 1™

" Je—iz—is 1f, sir?"” groansd DBunter.
“Perhaps the cut’s closed up, sir! It—
it may have healed] TI—I heal vory
tfifrklr’ gir, being zo healthy and—and
1 T

“Your hand has not been cut at all.
Bunter. requirea to know why you
have heen playing this foolish irick IV
satd Mr. Quelch sternly, “Explain
yourself ot once I’

(oY I_I_I_u_}?

“Well T

“ I—I—I—"

ALl vou answer me, Dunier?

UI—I—I—" stuttered the hLaples:
Owl, Bunter wai seldom at a loss for
a fib, but he conld not think of one naw.
Ho blinked holplessly at Mre. Queleh.
“I—I wasn't going to spool anybody,
sir. It's mothung to do with My, Las.
celles.™

“Mr. Lascelles?” repeated Mr. Quelch
blankly, _

“MNothing at all, sir. I never hail
an impot from him, and it wasn'i
peometry, and 1 did it at once, and took
it to him befora he went out, sic!®”
gasped Dunier. g

r. Quelel pazed ol that anleresting
momber of his Foermm, He did not speal
for a momont or two., DPerhaps Duuter
End taken his breath away,

“Upon my word ! he said at last.

“C.ccoan 1T go now, sir?” groaned
Bunter, My hand hurts fearfully [ 1
mean, I want 1o got o clean hanky.™

“It appenrs,” snid Mr. Queleh, ™ that
vou had some gpeometry task to do for
the mathemratios master, and I pather,
Tunter, that this pretended ininry to
wanr hand was intendod 1o deceive him
and account for your not having done
your task.” :

Bunter bLlinked at hiz M'orm master.

Piceadilly Cireus is onme of London’s
husiest quarters—yet deep down beneath
its surface British engineers have built

AN UNDERGROUND

CITY

which forms the subject of this week’s

Free Plate.

HEY made & complicated under-

E ound *eity " bencath the very

art of London’s West End, in

» matter of months, and few

of the swarming pedestrians who walked

sbove this miracle whilst it was being

performed knew anything at all about

it. The road traffic is as thick there—

at Piccadilly Circus—as can well be. The

engineers had becn told to make their
sugmrnnean eity without interferin
with the road traffic in any wey, an

without getting in the way of the under-

ground railways at that spot, and also

without taking too long over 1if.

Removing 1,000 Tons of Clay a

Month |
Enough to make anyona seratch his
head, orders like that. But the

engineers got on with it. There was a
very small “island ® set in the midst
of the swirling traffie, and that was the
only possible spot for them to sink their
shaft. They stuck s hoarding up around
it, and the shaft, weighteen feet in
diameter, was dug out over 90 feet deep,
and everything that had to come up
from the depths during the mighty ex-
cavations for the underground c¢ity—
inoluding about 1,000 tons of clay a
month—was brought up that way. And
practically everything that had to go
down to the workmen went down that
WaY.

\{Thila the traffic swirled and swarmed
around the lip of the shaft, the enginecrs,
réallmi cool and collected, did their magic

LOAY .,

Gradually the amazing Picecadilly
Tube Station took form, down thers out
of sight. It had {o serve two big under-

rround railways lyving at different lovels
boneath the steeols and roadways, there
had to be a vast booking-hall, with

subways going from it out to the various
streets around Piccadilly Circus, then
ancther and lower hall, and stairways
and escalators and passages, so that the
platforms were connected with all
points. -

Digging out the places to be oceeupied
by .alf tll:'esa things would be difficult
enough if thore were only seil, or clay,
or rock to delve straight anwn into. Duk
thezo cngineers know there was a perfect
spider's-web of wager-maing, goas and
electrie light and telephono connections,
in the way. And, just whero the big
hooking hall itsolf was te be, there
reposed & largo eewer.

Taking the Strain!

Well, the engineers had made their
plans, and had seen constructed a big
collection of models of all parts of this
great Tube Station., They knew just
where everything was to go and every-
thing that was in the way. And
overything that happened to be in the
way had got to be shifted somewhere
else—without the ﬁj}hﬂll_- supply of gas,
water and so oo being interrupted for
a moment., ;

So they built what they called a pipo
subway in addition to the other tunne
larger in diameter than the actu
tunnels through which the tube trains
run, to accommodate all the now pipes,
cables, and so on that were to do duty
for those displaced by the new under-
ground city. )

When they burrowed out the beooking-
hall they supported that part of London
which was immediately overhead with
many pillars or eolumns, four of them
cach holding up a weight of over 300
tons, fifty n&ers: sach taking the strain
of weights varying between 80 and 150
tons.

Next Week's Free Photogravure Plate Shows
“THE DREADNOUGHT DIVER!”
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a magician, or & Sherlogk Heolmes at
least, to jump at a thing like this. How
did Queleh do it % he wondered,

“1  hardly think,” cootinued RAr.
Quelelt “that vou would have succeeded
in deceiving Mr, Lascelles to that ex-
tent. Bul yvon will certainly not make
the attempt, Bunter,  Hand me that
cane from my table”

O erumbs 1

“Now,” eaid Mr. Queleh, taking the
cane.  bend over thoat chair £

“Oh, erikex

Whael, whack, whacl !

W ligo-hooh-hoogooop 1 )

“You may go, Bunter,” said DMr.
Gueleh. “Amd if vou ever atlempt such
a decepiion again—>" ¢ left tho
resk to Dunter’s imagination,

“Ow! Yow! Owl”

Billy Dunter yvolled dizmally awag.
e wrigeled and weithed his way down
the eorvidor. At the cnd he came on
Wr. Lazceiles. who had jest eome an,

Ti seomed to him that Queleh must be The maths master glonced at him and

smiled.  Bunter’s confortions told what
tacd happened to him. g

*Have yon telken yoour imposition {o
iy study, Bunter?™ asked Larry,

“0Ol. ne! I—I haven't been anywhera
near your study, sir!” gazped Dunter.
“T'm sorry, v, btk my hand was so
hiad from & fearful ont that I couldn’t
do the geometry, sir.™

“Your hand "

#]--1=I mean, T—did the geometry,
«ir, bot Toddy wsed it o light the sturi_v
fire and boil {he ketile, sie.™

“"l?t'l:li..:”

i Tn—he didn’t krow it was an impot
for you, sir. That's how it happened.
I—1 often have a lob of peomotry about
the study, sir. I=I do it for amuse-
ment, beeause—lweeatse I'm so fond of
ik,

Br. Laseelles looked at Donter.

“1 think you have just been eaned,
Bonlor ?™ he said.

0wl Yes! Queleh—"
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“Otherwizo I should eerteinly cano
vou myself 1 said Mr. Lascelles. “Go
away, Bunter, and bring your impo-
sition before bed-time,"

“0h loc*

Billy Dunter rolled away
lowest of spirits. lle had had three
swipes from Quelch, and he still had
the impot to do for Lascelles. It scemed
to Bil?y Bunter that life was hardly
worth living at a place like Greyfriars,
where everybody but himself seemed to
be a beast !

in the

THE FIFTH CHAFPFTIER.
Caught 1

b QURTFIELD two-double-O!™
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Groyfriars, gave
that number inte Mr. Quelch's
telaphone. It was the number of the
garage in Courtheld, where Smithy waos
aceustomed to hire o ear when he
wanted one, Bmithy was " persona
grata  at tho garage, where a ﬁi]l ran
up for hia millionnive father to pay.
Necdlesa 1o say, Mr. Quelch was not
resent abt the monient. The Bounder
ind watched Quelch walk out of gates
after class before he ventured mnto his

stndy to use tho telephone.

Quelch being safe off the scene, the
Bounder had strolled coolly along to
his study, stepped in quickly, and shut
the door. There waz no ono in Masters'
Passage at the moment; and it was not
the first timo that Smithy had borrowed
his Forin master’s phone in his absence.

As it happened, however, he was not
so safe as ho supposed. A young master
of (Gireyfriars wad leaning on the wall
by Mr. Queleh’s window, looking, with
a smile on his handsome face, at a
group of juniors in the distance.

Kipps of the Remove was standing by
& table on which reposed a quantity of
conjuring  paraphernalia, and the
Famous Five and a wumber of other
Remove fellows were gathered round,
watching him. Kipps was a conjurer of
almost magical powers; hea could make
varions avticles disappenr in o most mys-
tifving mauper, could turn rice into
water by merely wavinz his magpgical
wand over it ; could pass handkerchiefs
of various colours through a tube, and
maka them appear at the other end in
the form of a Union Jack,

As the young master watched, Kipps
was performing weird tricks with a
tamo rabbit which he made disappear
imto thin air and then appeay again n
a glossy silk hat borrowed for the oc-
casion Irom Lord Mauloverer,

he Greylriars juniors looked on,
gpellbound.  Larry Lascellos, from a
distance, watched alse. Dut the window
EI‘; his efbow was open; and wiihout

ing deaf, he could not have heiped
hearing tho volce that spoke at the tele-
phone in Quelch’s study. -

Mr. Lascelles ceased to watch Kipps,
and glanced rownd gt the window, He
was aware that Queleh was gone out,
having seen him peregrinato down to
the gates in company with Mr. Frout,
the master of the Fifth. Moreover, the
Bounder’s rather sharp, hard voice was
familiar to lis ears. My, Lascelles
frowned a little. He could hot help
being awave that a Eemove boy was
surreptitiously making use of his Form
master's telephonao,

But after a glanes at the window, ha
rave no further heed. e had nothin
Lo do with the Remove, except to teach
them maths: he was not a IForm master.
And ho had a great capacity for mind-
ing his own business. 1t was not, aftey
all, a vory serious matter; and Larry
Lazeelles decided to take no notice of it
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But he had to change his mind on that
point a foew moments later | .
“That the garage?” Vernon-Smith
hed got los number. “ Right ! Herbert
Vernon-8mith, speaking from Grey-

friara! 'That Pratt?' ]
Apparently the answer was in the
aflivmative, for the Bounder went on:

“I want the car at ten-thirty."

Besida the open window, Mr. Lascelles
gave a start.

Bed-tima for the Remove was half-past
nine; &0 it was rather stariling to hear
a Remove boy booking a ear for half-
past ten. Emit]‘ug could hardly mean
half-past ten in the morning, when the
Hemove would be in the Forme.room
with Quelch. Mr, Lascelles closed his
lips_rather hard.

“Yes—ten-thirty—wait at the corner
of the coppice near the scheol,” the
Bounder’s voice went on. “Don't show
any lights till I come along. Right!”

Vernon-Smith put up the receiver,
and turned away from the telephone.
Ho was about to cros=a to the door, when
a quiet voice spoke.

“ltop 1M

The PBounder started violently., Ile
spun round towards the open window.
Framed in the opening wera the head
and shoulders of Mr, Lascelles.

TOh! gasped the Bounder, com-
pletely  taken aback. He realised
wmstanily that the games master musé
have heard what he had =aid to the

arara,  For once, the cool, iron-nerved

ounder of Greyiriars was utterly con-
founded. Ile stared in blank alarm at
the rather stern face looking in at the
open window,

“Bo it 13 you, Vernon-Smith,'" said
Mr. Lascelles guictly, I thought I
know your voles®

“Oh” repeated the Bounder.
quite at a loss,

“I1 heard what you said on the tele-
phone, Vernon-Smith [

* Did—did you, siri¥
Smithy.

"1 econld not help heaving, Yernon-
Smith, as the window was open. You
will kindly tell me whet 1t means.”

A hard, sullen look came over the
Bounder's face. Smithy was always
“up against ™' beaks on principle. But
he had rather liked Lascelles, more or
less. Tho Bounder, reckless scapegraco
as e was, was keen on cricket, and he
had had many valuable tips frem the
games master. And az he was unusually
good at maths, he was never in trouble
with- the maths master on that account.
But any faint liking ha might hava had
for *Larry * was wiped out on the spot,
as ho stood under the master's stern eye.
Lascelles had had no right to overheoar
him—it was not a * fair cateh “—as the
Bounder regarded if.

“YWhat i1t means!” e ropeated. “I
should think you could guess that, sir "
Smithy was recovering s coolness, and
his mpudenee along with it,

“¥You were ordering a car for half-
paszk ten!” said Mr, Lazcelles, knittmg
hiz browa.

*Just so, sir 1" assented the Bounder,

“An hour after lights out in the
Ruomave,™

“0Oh, no, sir!” said Smithy coolly.
“Talf-past ten in the morning ! I hope
to pet leave from my Formm master.”

*“And you warned the chauffeur not to
zhow lights, at hali-past ten on a June
morning.” said Mre, Lascelles, grimly.

The Beounder bit his Lip hard.

It i3 nseless, as well as contenmplible,
1o uiter falselwoods, Vernon-8mith, sakd
the games master, quietly, “You wers
ordering the ear for to-night, with tho
mfention of going out of bounds after
lights out.™

“Do you think so, siv?"

“1 am sure of it.”

“Then 1 don't see why you azked me

ITe was

stammored
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what it means, if you know already,”™
gald the DBounder, with eool imperii-
Dence.

Mr. Lascelles’ brow darkened.

“I am not your Form master, Vernon-
Smith,” he said, “or I should certainly
Elve  ¥ou & Eevele Caning !:DI your
msolence.™

“You're not!” agreed the Dounder.
“And I don't see hwow the matter con-
cerns yvou ac odl, sie! OF courze, I never
knew you wore Iislenmg,”

“That iz enough! Heving become ac-
quainted with your intention, Vernon-
Smith, I cannot allow you to proceed
with 1t. I am reluctant, bowever, to
lay the matter before Mr. Quelch. It
15 not agreeable to report a boy for
punishment—even a reckiess young ras-
cal like yourself. 1f I could trust you
to give up this {olly—'" Hs pauscd.

'The Dounder looked at him curiously.
This was a chance——and the Bounder
jumped at it. A report to Quelch meant
a caning, probably detention, and cer-
tainly & suspicions oye on his movements
for the rest of the term, That did not
suit tho scapegrace of Greyfriars at all.

“Well, sir, I shouldn't be likely ta
get on with it, after you've spotted me,”
=aid the Bounder, with ap air of great
frankpess. “I'm not exactly askin’ to
ho hiked in te the Head to be bunked |
If yow'll let me, sir, U'll ring up the
FArage apaln and wash it out.”

Mr. Lascelles looked relicved.

“Very well, I shall be satisfied with
that,” he said.

Veornon-Smiihh stepped to the tele-
phone again. He rang up Courtfield
garage, and rapped into the mouth-
piece :

“Ilallo | Vernon-Smith speaking from
Greyfriars. I can't get leave after all—
cancel the car for io-night.”

“Yes, sl

“Is that all right, sir 7 asked Smithy,
furning to the young master at the
window, as he put up tha receiver.

“Quite " said Mr. Lascelles.  Now
leavo the study.”

Vernon-Smith left the study and elosed
the door after him. He stood in Master's
Passage with a faint, cynical grin on
his [nce. Ho had, as he believed, at
least, pulled Lascelles’ leg, and satisfied
him., But he had not the shightest in-
tention of giving u{‘) liis excurgion for
that night if he could help it

ITe moved along to the passage win.
dow, and looked out into the quad. He
stood there for ten minutes or more,
patiently watching. ‘Then he had the
satizfaction of sceing Mr. Lasceiles walk
away from the House, in the direction of
the group of juniora surrounding Kipps
of the Remove, Smithy's lip curled as
ke waiched him go.

Then he cut along the passage to Mr.
Prout's study., Prout had gone out with
Queleh, and the const was elear,

Stepping info rout’s study, Vernon-
Bnuth closed the door and ran across 1o
Frout's telephone. Prout’s window was
shut; he was not a believer in fresh air

like Quelch.

Coolly, the Beunder rang up the gar-
GEe agait.

“That you, Fratt? Bring the car alen
fo the coppice fo-night at ten-thirfy=—
finad that I can got off, after all. Is that
elesr?  Right ™

With a grin gon his face, the Bounder
gquitted Prout’s stady, and strolled cue
of the Flouse, 1Ta joined the Little erowd
round Kipps, and stoad at Mr, Lascelles'
elbow, watching 1he weird porformances
of tho schoolboy conjurer.  Lascelles
planced at hin; and if there was o
lingering suspicion in ‘his keen eyes, the
Bounder did not obzerve it



EVERY SATURDAY

TEE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Takers !

ARRY WHARTON and Co. had
finished prep. .
Thera were doughnuis in
gindy No. 1, and Bob Cherry,
Johnny Bull, and the Nabob
Thanipur had come along to help
Wharton and Nugent dispose of them.
And when the rather hard face of
Ierbert Vernon-Smith loaked in, he was
chieerily bidden to enter, and bag the
last of the doughnuta.

Smithy camo in and shut the door
after him; but he did not bother about
the doughnuts. The Famous Five re-
garded him_ curiously. Evidently the
Bounder hiad something to say that he
did not want overhieard in the passage,
which mede the chums a little restive.
In ericket, the Bounder was at one with
the cheery Co, They prized him as &
valned member of the Bemm'ﬁ- _Eleven,
and made no secret of it, But in other
matters they seldom saw eye to cye with
Smithy. And thoy really did not want
to hear anyvthing from him that all the
Torm might not have heard.

“Any of you fellows game?" asked
the Bounder, leaning his back on the
door and scanning the Famous Five.

“That depends,”” answered Wharton.
“What iz 1t—a rag on Coker of the
Fifth "

“Rats |
Fair 7"

“¥Yes: wo're thinking of going next
hali-hol. What ahont it 37

“I'm going tﬁ-ﬂiﬁht."

“Fathead " said the
tagather.

“Aore fun after dark, you know,”
said the Bounder. “And it goes on till
twelve, s0 we shall have plenty of time
if we leave at half-past ten in o fast car,
What 7"

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at him.
The Bounder was the man for reckless
vicapades. But leaving the school in a
fast ear for Lantham ¥air an hour after
bod-time was rather startling even from
the Bounder.

“¥ou don't moan to say you've got
leave ™ eoxclaimed Frank Nugent.
“Quelch would never——" .

‘T haven't asked for it. I'm poing!
Any of vou fellows game to come? I'm
standin’ the car.” )

“You howling ass 1" said Johnny Bull,
“You'll be hooked up to the chicf beak
and sacked if you de anything of the
kind 1"’ _

“What's life without risk? DBesides,
there's no harm in going fo a fair, [

You've heard of Lantham

Famoua Five

EUDPOse, £ it wos & pub crowl 1
i-.hu&:.l’ciln’t ask wyou fellows. This iz a
&k,

“The larkfulness Is rather too terrific,
my esteemed Smithy,” said  Huerree
Jamsot Ram Singh, shaking his du=ky

game, whati”

head.

“ Mot asked
Iounder, with a sneer.

“Oh, don't bo an ass, BSmithy "' said
Harry Wharten sharply. “We're game
enough, but it can't be done. lt's n
flogging, at least, for hreaking bounds
after lights out—and it might be the
boot. T'he Lealks would want & lok of
convineing that fellows were only poing
to n fair if they were cought out of
bounds late at night.”

“Might bo soon there, you ass. and
reported "' said DBob Cherry.  “Cut it
ont, Smithy, and go to sleep like & good
little boy in tho dorm {n-night.”

“Como with us on Saturvday,” said

the

HHFH{'!M--, : :
“I'm going to-night! The ear’s
ordered, and will bo wailing. I.ook

hicre, there's no harm in a lork—"
{Continued on next page.)
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An Astounding Offer! Cheap to Buy . . . Easy fo Fly!

THE RIGBY “SUPER™ MODEL

& o % T I3
[ Dimensions: It Fliesl
Length, 9 ins.
Wing Span, It Stunis !
107 ins. .
Colour, Red. It'sa SIl[I'EI' !
% % % & 3

All MagreT readers, I know, are keen on flying, and would like fo Bae
a real flying model plane of their own. To get a reliable model plane like the

RIGBY * SUPER,"

slready assembled and ready for flying, would cost you 28. 6d. Realising that
this amount i3 beyond the reach of every boy's pocket, the Editor of the
MaaNET has arranged with the famous
designer of the Rigby “ Super” to
supply “ Magnetites "’ with the neces.
sary parts, mechanism included, and
full instructions for assembling them,
at the remarkably low price of 44d.
This is an offer well worth taking
advantage of. These parts, which
would normelly cost you a shilling, at
lcast, are offered to you for 4id.—
that is 13d. for the plane, 131d. for the mechanism, and 13d. for postage. Make
up your minds now, chumas, to get this superb flying plane. You will get great
fun out of agsembling the various parts, and be more than delighted with
the perforniance of the made-up medel.

The RIGBY ‘“ SUPER ** will reach you in an envelope, complete with
mechanism and full instructions for assembling the various parte.

It's simple to make, and if instructions are followed it's

A GRAND FLYER

incorporating all the improvements in design resulting from years of experiment
by one of the greatest model plane experts in the land, ¥ B

THIS IS AN OFFER YOU MUST NOT MISS!

WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO TO GET THE PLANE.

On this page yon will see a special coupon marked Magrer Aeroplane
Tolen, ©One of these will appear In MAGNET Every Week | hen
:ou have collectcd three Maaxgr Tokens, fill in the application form below.
%\Te:;t pin three 1ld, stamps to the application form in the space provided
and send 1t to:

MAGNET Aeroplane Offer,
The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,
Bear Alley, Farringdon Streei, London, E.C.4.

POINTS TO REMEMBER.

You must first colleet THREE TOIKENS before sending in your application.
Tokens must be taken only from MAGXET.

11d, stamps only must be sent,

Stamps must be pinned to the application form and NOT sfuck,

: AGNET”
{ AEROPLANE TOKEN.

iE

Gut this out and keap It by
be another token In next wesk's MAGHET.

 C— — Y
APPLICATION FORM "2ons”
Please send me a Rizsby “ Super™ Acroplane, for
which I enclose thres Macner Tokens and 4ld. in PIN 3
stamps.,
13d. STAMPS
Name (in block 1ebters)mmueernivreecrseeeerens d.
HERE,
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*No bhorm, perhaps’ sagreed Whar-
ton.  “But. Ef won't do, Smithy.
Lantham Feir gets fearfully rough and
rorty late &t night, too. We're allowed
to go in the day-time. What's the good
of asking for trouble?®

“Smithy thrives on trouble,” grinned
Bob, '"“He'd rather go in the day-time
if we wera m!]i allowed to go at night.”

Vernon-Smith grinned. There was
something in what Bob said. Dreaking
the rules, and defying or eluding
uuthority, had always had an attraction
for the lawless Bounder of Greyfriars.

“Well, I'm going,” ho =zaid. *“All
vou fellows got cold feet "

Wharton shrugped his shoulders.

“No colder than yours, Smithy. Bub

ueleh dida't appoint me head boy of
the Farm ta racé about in cars at mid-
night, Wash it out.”’

“Mo takerst Redwing's turned it
down, and Skinner funks it,” said the
Bounder. “I thought you men might
have a littla more nerve. Well, T can
go on my own.'’

"1 say, Bmithy————"

It was the fat voice of Billy Bunier.
Smithy fairly jumped. Bunter certainly
was not in ithe study, and the door was
shut, Ho realised the next moment that
ihe fat voice came through the keyhele.

With a black scowl, the Bounder spun
round and dragged the door open.
Reeckless as he was, he did not want his
scheme talked of up and down the Re-
move by the fat tattler of Greyfriars.
It was risky cnough without that. As
the door swung wign Eilly Bunter rolled
in with a fat grin on hia face.

“I wasn't listening, old chap !"* ho ex-
plained, first of all. “I never saw you
come into this study, and never won-
dered what you shut the door for. As
for listening at the kevhole, of course,
I shouldn't dream of such a thing, I
happened fo stoop down and tie my
shog-lace-——  Here, keep off, you
beast I  Billy Bunter dodged rapidly
round the study table. “I say, you
fellows, keep him off ! What's he get-
ting his rag out for, I'd like to know 1"

“You spying worm!” roasred the
Bounder.

“(Oh, really, 8mithy! Look here, it's

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

all right!” exclaimed Bunter, backing
behind Bob Cherry, and blinking at the
Bounder from the protection of Bob's
sturdy form. “IV's all right, old chapl
I'll come,””

“¥ou'll—what 1"

“I'll coma,’ said DBunter. "These
follows are all funks—— I szay, keep
him off |

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I'm no funk, as
tinued Bunter, still do
and watchi tho
through bis big spectacles. “I've got
lots of nerve—keep off, you beast—
stacka of pluck—— I say, Cherry, keep
that beast off I"” yelled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, bal” roared the Famous
Five.

Dob Cherry pushed the Bounder away.
The enraged &nithg seemed disposed to
make an example of the Peeping Tem
of Greyiriars.

* Hook it, Bunter I'" gasped Bob.
can't keep Smithy off for ever.”

“I aay, Smithy, don't be waxy, old
chap! I'll come with you tonight,™
sgueaked Bunter. “I'm not funky like
these fellows—"

“Ha, ha, ha "’

“I'll stand half towards the car if
vou like—only you'll have to let that
wait till my postal order comes.'

“Ow!l” recarcd Bob Cherry, as the
Bounder suddenly hooked a leg from
under him, and he sat down on the ficor
of Btudy No. 1 with a terrific bump.

“0Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter.

His protector was pone—and 1t was
clearly tima for Bunter to be gone also |
The fat Owl made a bound for the door-
way. The Bounder leaped after him
and kicked.

Crash! Bumpl

* Yaroooop |

Bunter landed in the passape. Ho
roared as he hit the floor. But he did
not stay to roar twige. The Bounder
was striding out at him., Bunter picked
himsalf u;ij_] with wonderful colerity, con-
sidering the weight he had to lift. Ha
dizappeared up the Eemove passape like
a hunted hare. _

Vernon-Bmith turned back into SBtudy
Ne. 1. His face was red and angry.

eu know,” con-
ing behind Bob,
ounder warlly

H’I
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“The Grimslade boy who tres-
passed in Grimslade Chase
yesterday will report himaself to
Dr. Sparshott after third school.”

il he had no relish for a licking.

about it.
Fritz von Splitz knew he was not the

Why 2
Richards, in this week's issue of

FRANK RICHARDS’
Ripping School Stories in
“The RANGER?”

Ginger Rawlinson, when he saw that
notice, thought he was the boyconcerned.
But Cinger did not vizit his headmaster ;

Iim Dainty, who had alsa trespassed
on Crimslade Chase, kept very quiet

‘ boy referred to in that notice—but Fritz went to “Sammy "™ Sparshott
* and confessed that he was the culprit |
Read this enjoyable school story, written by famous Frank

e RANGER

e

Oon Sale
Every
Safurday

2"

Bob Cherry had serambled up, and he
was looking rather grim.

“You cheeky ass—"" hoe bogan,

TOh, ean it!" interrupted the
Bounder. *Any of you fellows comin
to Lantham Fair ta-nj&:ht-i‘: Yes or nol™

“No, ass1” answered Harvy Wharton,
“And if you've got the sense of & bunny-
rabbit you'll chuek it now Bunter knows,
What Bunter knows to-day all Grey-
friars knows to-morrow.”

:‘Rats "

The Bounder slammed the door and
stamped away. Evidently he was in a
bad temper. The Famous Five in Study
No. 1 finished the doughnuts, absolutely

undisturbed by the Bounder's bad
temper.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Out of Bounds !
the BRixth saw

ot 7 INGATE  of
Yy  lights out for the Remove
that night—certainly without
the remotest suspicion that
any memhber of that orm had an en-
gagement booked for later in tho
cycning.

He did not obsceve that Billy Bunier
only half undressed before turning in.
Eut had he observed it ho would hardly
have suspected that tho fot and fatuous
Uwl of the Remove was thinking of
breaking bounds at night. But thut, as
it happencd, was exactly what Billy
Bunter wasz thinking of. For once,
Bunter's deop snoro was not heard a
minulo uiter the light went out and the
prefect departed.  For once, William
ieorge Bunter was not seeking the re-
pose of the land of dreams, Bunter had
almost to prep his eyes open—but he
kept them somehow from shutting.
Bunter was not losing this chance.

It was surprising, perhaps, that the
fat Owl was keen on taking the risk—
which Bkinner had turned down, and
nobody else seemed to think good
enough. But the fact was that Bunter
did not think of tho risk—Bunter nover
thought of anything till it happened.
Until danger was in sight Bunter was
a3 bold ms & lion. And it was rother
a “catch "—a trip in & motor-car after
lights out, and the fun of the fair; a
rush home in the dark, and bragging
to the fellows next day about his pluck
and nerve and daredevil recklessnoss,
Bunter was not going to miss this,

At half-past ten, with all his super.
Lhuman efforts to keep awake, Billy
Bunter was nodding off. But he came
back to wakefulnesa with a jork, as he
heard a whispering 1n thoe silence of the
dormitory. He sat up in bed, groped
for his big spectacles, and jammed them
on his fat littlo noze, and blinked round
in the gloom. In the starlight from the
high windows he dizccrned a shadowy
figure, and he realised that the Bounder
was up.

“Leok here—coming?” e
Smithy’s angry whisper.

“No! Warrer you waking mo up
for?” That was Skinner's voice. “ Lot
a fellow po to sleep, bother youl”

“¥You rotten funk ™

“0h, rats! You said yourself that
Lascelles heard you phoning for the car.
You must be potly to take the risk after
that I'" muttered 8kinner sulkily,

“1 pulled his feg all right.”

“Perhaps you did—an Ipﬂrhﬂ 3 Jyou
didn’tt Anvhow, 1I'm well not
riskin' it, and you're a fool if you do!”

“(h, go to sleep, then, you worm !
growled the Dounder. )

And he turned away from Bkinner’s
bed, and began to dress in the dark,

{Continued on page 12.)
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A SPECIAL NEW FEATURE FOR CRICKET FANS!
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BODY-LINE BOWLING |

RICKET is in full awing again,

ﬂ and we are going to talk about
this wonderful summer game in

the MaawET every week. I am

poing to do the talking, naturally, but I
have moro than a suspicion that my
readors will decide what 1 ghall talk about.

There are 8 hundred and one things you
want to kmow about ericlket, aren’t t
1 lmow that some of you den't quite
understand the rules ; some of you are not
certnin whether you are on the right road
to success either as batsman, bowler, or
wicket-keoper. Well, I want you to fire
along your questions, addressod to me
care of the Editor, and it will be my
pleasure to give the help required.

If the cricket questions sent to me
make for repliea of general interest, they
will bo answered in the Maguer. If the

articular guestions can only be of interest
to the young player himeelf, then he will
receive & direct reply through the poat.
The t thing is that I want you to
gend in your guestions, I sm abt your
BCTVice. _

There is one wery big question being
digeussed everywhere in these early days
of tho new cricket season. It relates, of
course, to what is called body-line bowling.
That is the name the Australians gave to
it when our fellows, and Harold Larwood
in particular, were winning the * Ashes."
I know that even very young players are
interested in Ithis body-line ‘i}uwllf:'xg.
Not long ego I spent an evening at &
ericket ﬂﬂhﬂ%i whag Patay Hendrem, the
Middlesex batsman, was teaching s number
of young playors. And one young hopeful
after another, etarting to bowl, had a

uestion to put to the famous bateman

about body-line bowling. Moat of theae
lads wanted to bowl the leg theory stuil,
SUICIDE ALLEY !

O neeessity to enter, at this stage,
into argumentz aa to the fairuess
or otherwise of lsg-theory bowl.
ing. We can leave the ** hoads ™

of cricket to do the ing on that line.
Rather let us talk about what it is; how
it is done, and whether it is worth whils
young playera doing it.

In the firal place leg theory
bowling wmeans bowling divected of
the leg stump, or just outside the leg
stump. The trap for the balsman
iz set with serveral ficlders com-
paratively close up to the bat on the
leg aide. In Ausiralic, Larwood
sometimes had a8 mahny a3 five
men clustered round the batsman's

legs.

If you think for a moment, you will
realiss that fielders placed insuch & pogition
are in very grave danger of gerious hurt
if the bataman is ﬁmﬂ. enough to hit the
ball hard—or if the bowler is not clever
enpugh to provent the batsmen hitting

HUMPIRE ' 18 AT THE DISPD3IAL DF

EVERY UMAGHNET™ READER WHO

COMES ACRO53 A KHOTTY OCRICKET

PROEBLEM. WRITE T0 HIM TO0-DAY,

o/a THE " MAGHNET,” AND THEN WATCH

FOR HI3 REPLY IN THIS3 WEEKLY
FEATURE.

hard to leg, In fact, I have heard county
cricketers refor fo the loptrap as puicide
alley—from the fielder's point of view.

There werd two main reasons why
Larwood was so successful with this leg
theory mothoed in Australia. One was the
rernarkable  pace at which he bowled,
and the other was the smazing accuracy
of the bowling. It is perfectly obvious,
however, that playera with the pacs and
accuracy of Larwood don'’t grow on every
currant bush, otherwigs every county
wounld have a Larweod ; every club team,
and every school team would have one.

Now let us suppose for o moment that
young playera who aren’t Larwoods try
the Larwood method. What is going to
happen ¥

They are going to drop some balls
Lery gsgwrl ¢ they are likely Lo send
sone bells o feol or more oulside
the leg sfump, and even ordinmey
players with the bat are going to
hit those deliveries mighty hard.
The fellows who are making trp the
feg-trap will spend most of their
time, not picking wup catches, but
dodging end ducking this way and
that to prevent themselves being
Enocked out.

2o I will tell you, chums, that leg theory
bowling is not something for anyhody
and evervbody to try.
PERSEVERANCE PAYS!
WOULD rather talk about Larwood
! in anothér connection, because there
are many leasons which voung
cricketers can learn. Larwood, in
the first placa, has risen to eminencs in
ericket a!? apainzt the odds. He ia not,
physically, built on the lines on which
most good fast bowlers of the past have
been built. He iz comparatively short of
atature. But he got himself out to be a
fagt bowler, and overcame his handicaps.
Thet's the spirit. It has been shown by
Larwood in other ways.

Even when this still boyish-looking
plaver of Notta was pln;ring in Leazue
cricket—hefore he was introduced fo the
county &2 & bowler—he was such a poor
bat that last man in was hiz ueual place,
When he atarted with the connty at Trent
Bridge, he made up his mind that he would
goet runs in county cricket, az well asg
wickeia. So from the very beginning of
his county ericket carcer he set himself to
the task of lenrning how to bat.

He wged fo io o George Gunn, the
famous Notta batsman, for lessons
fn bafting. He made a study of
batling, and as everybody knows,
he has made a lot of rung both in
Test ericlet andd in county cricket.
“ Risen by pergeverance' i3 the
veal lesson of Larieood. What he
has done other young ericheters
ceom do. So stick i, boys |

LEG BEFQRE!

AX a bataman be out leg before
q wicket to a bowler bowling round

the wicket ? This is one of

the gquestions most frequently
asked by voung plavers, and incidentally
it is a question frequenily answrred
wrongly. Many people are of opinion
that & bataman capnot bo oul to such a
bowler. He certainly can ba out.

Thoe tules gay that a bafsman can bLa
out leg before to a ball which is pitebed
in a atroight line from wicket to wicket,
and which would, in the vmpire's opinion,
have hit the wicket if it had not en-
counterad the batsmaon's leps.

Xow think how ihis rule can work wilh
a bowler bowling round the wicket, Heia
a left-lrander, gay. Fre pitches a ball on
the off stump which is going sway a littls
towdrds the leg, but only gufficientily to
hit the leg sturnp if it ** carries on.”” That
iz a ball fram which & batsman can ba
out leg before.

Many of the vrost succesaful slow
bowlers—Ilike Jack White of Somer-
gct, for cxample—get a lot of wcickeis
with a ball wchich stroightens oud
after it has pitched. When it drops
it 1a going across, bul g litlle Uit of
spin stroighliens the ball. And owd
leg Lefore is the propey verdicl if
the bataman's Icgs arc in {he woy.

Here is another problem which is in {he
pature of & * enteh ' question, How can
a bowler get & whole side ouf without
bowling & gingle ball which ia counted as
part of the over ? I& can be done, snd
thia iz how tho bowler can do it. Ha
bowla ten wides in succession. It is
plainly. laid down in tho rules that =
wide.-ball doea mot count az park of an
over. Therefore, if a howler howled
ten wides in suceession, he did not, literaily,
bowl a single bell which counied. The
fact remaing that in spile of not bowling
& gingle boll which eounied in the owver,
the bowler eould heve all the wickels
crodited to him, There are at least two
ways in which thiz could be done. The
Batsmen could ha oub, hit wicket, in
attempting Lo play the ball, or each man
eould bo stumped in the effort to play the
wido, amd failing to pget back quickly
anougst.

Now send me vour rfuestions abont
anvthing connacted with ericket ; players,
records, how to hat, how to bowl thia or
that type of bali. They will all be
angwe It i3 by nsking gqueslions,
learning from thoge who hnow, that vou
cAT Improve vout game.

“ UMPIRE "
Tre Macuzr Lisriry.—No. 1,321,



12
THE BOXING 'BEAK’!

(Continued from poge 10.)

Ho started a little at the sound of a
creak, Anothor fellow was rolling out
of bed, : ;

“That you, Reddyi” whispered the
Bounder.

He would have been glad enough had
his own chum joined up. It was un-
likely cnough, for Tom Redwing never
joined in the Bounder's wild cscapades,

“Ji's me, old chap!” came & [at
whisper.

The Bounder

“¥You fat ool
tones of William George Bunter.
back to bed, you potty porpose e

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Quict, you idiet! Do you want to
wake the wheole dormi” snarled the
Deounder. :

Billy Bunter chuckled. He nob oniy
wanted, but intended, to wake the whole
dormitory if he did oot go on that
happy excursion wilh the scapcgrace of
the Remove, The fact that tho Bounder
had declined his eompany made no
difference to William George Bunter.
Bunter wanted to go—and he was
going! If Smithy did wnot like ik, he
conld lump it, 'That was how ihe Owl
of the Remove looked at it

Bunter was dressing  with nnusnal
rapidity, Ha did not mean to let tha
Bounder dodge him in the dark., Ile
was finished a8 soon as Swmithy, as he
had left himself less dressing to do.

Vernon-Smith trod softly across o the
door. Billy Bunter volled after him. At
the door e Bounder halted, his eyes
gleaming like a cat’s in the gloom,

“Yon fat chummp ' he lissed. “What
do you wang :

“I'm going {o Lantham Fair, old
chap ™ ; .

“¥ou Llitheying idiot—"

“You can give woe a 1 in your car,
if you hike I zaid Bonter breczily, and
without taking the trouble to lower his
voiee, “T'H pay balf, as T told you,
when—when ¥ get my postal order.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” same a slecpy
murmur, “Is that sonfebody up ¥

Yernen-8mith choked baek his angry
aunoyance, opened the door, and stepped
ouk intoe the dark paszsage. Buonter
followed him out, grinning. The
Bounder slipped away ewiftly in the
dark.

“1 sayv, Bmiiky ¥

™o reply,

" Smithy I hooted Bianler.

The Bounder, already a dozen foect
awny, stopped, 1rembling wiih rape.
Bunter was calling oot quite reckleszly,
and any beak “on the prowl” might
Bhave heard him call. The faet was ihat
the unscrupulous Owl of the Remove

itted hiis teeth.
gf He kuew the duleet
“Get

Bhad the wpper lhand, and hie was
using ik,

“ Wait for me, Smithy ! said Benter,
groping along the dark passage
“You're Emng lo give mae a Jift in the
ear, you know 1"

“Quict [ hiszod the Bounder.

“All right!™  Bunter joined L,
grinning. “Don’t make me enll Lo you,
you know, T can't sec in the dark,
Keop near me, old chap, or 1 shall miss
you, amd have lo eall out agein,”

“Will you go hack to the dorn®”
bregthed the Hounder,

Not for worlds, if ba could have
helped it, would the Bounder have hur-
elencd himself with the fat and fatuons
Uwl on such an excucsion, It was risky
enough for a eocl-headed fellow with all
his wits about him. But it was begin-
nimg to look as if he could not Lelp it

“I'm eoming, old fellow!” ~ zuid
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Bunter, *“I'm rather keen on it1 I
you den’t want my company——--:7

“Well, T don't1” enarled Vornon-
Smith,

“Oh, really, Smithy,” said Bunter,
rapsimg his voice., ““If you really mean
that yon don't want me——"

“C%uic.-t- " Inszed Smithy,

“Rats 1" retorted Buntor coolly, “I'l1
speak as loud as I like! Ii?Quelr:h
happens to come along——-=="

* Hold your tongue ! Come with me 1”
muttered the Dounder, hardly able to
rogist his intense desire to take Bunter
by the neck and bang bis head on the
passage wall,

But that, evidently, was out of the
gquestion.  Ivery sleeper in the school
would liave been awakencd the next
motnent,

Smithy tred on lhis way, Bunter at his
heels, e did not get out of the fat
Jumior's reach agam. JIle was awave
that Bunter would have called to him
if ho did. They creps down the stairs
lo the Remove passage, and along that
passagae it the boz-room at the end,
Below, lights were still burning, but this
part of the Elouse was in darkness, In
the Hemove Dbox-room, Vernon-Smith
opened the lower sash of the window,

It wes a glorious night in early June.
Tlecey clouds floated om a  sky
durliest blue, and a silver edge of the

Iﬂllilﬂl AR ERAR RTINS EF RN !

STILL THEY COME !
On page 17 of this issue you
will see a reproduection in
miniature of NEXT WEEK’S
FREE PHOTO - PLATE.
Take a glance at it, and then
place an order for your
MAGNET right away !

LI RN LI A LR R AR LI I aT]]
SfiniigdaEFEd i RENER AN FEFA A imEE

moon showed ameng them. The cool,
vlean air from the sca was keen and
invigorating, Vernon-Smith drew a
deep breath as he put his bead out, A
joy-ride on such & summer’s mght was
enjoyable enough, and lo the Bounder
ihe sk he wasg taking gave it an added
zest.  Ho forpok for the moment the fat
My in the cintment. Ie was reminded
of it when he dropped out on the leads
below the window,

“Leud me a hand, Saathy 7

Ho turned back, gritting his teeib,
and glaved wt Bunter,

HStay where you are, you fab feol!
Go and cat coke!”

“Oh, all right!” answered Bunter,
“1f ¥ woke up any of the beaks, going
hack to the dormy, 1 won't be my fauls!
I shall have to explain that I came after
vou, Bmithy, Bab I suppose you wou't
wiing that,”

Bilently the Bounder reached up and
helped Billy Bunicr down from the box-
room window 10 the flat leads, Dunter
was no climber. He kicked the Bounder
in the rbs as he came down, and
jammed a fat clbow into his neck, and
}mt‘haps it was by accident that Smithy
ot gpo, and allowed him to fall on the
leads with a hump,

“Qoooooop | spluttered Bunter.

“ Quiet, you fool |

Ow! Wow!l Wharrer vou let me
fall for, you silly idiet ! hooted Bunter,
“I've a jolly good mind not to eome
now ! Wow {7

“Do you want to wake everybady in
ihe House, wou blithering hander-
snateh T?

“I don't eare! I'N jolly well (ell Tem
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you were breaking boun sod I came
after youl Look hwere, I jolly well won's
conie now, and I jolly well won't let you
go, cither ! You joily well come back
with me 1o the dorm, or 111 jolly well
wake the whole blessed House 1™ hooted
Bunter.

That bump on the lerds seemed to
have had & deteriorating c¢ffect on
Bunter's temper,

The Bounder almost trembled. Ho
had much more to fear than the fatuous
Owl if be was discovercd out of bounds
at that hour, as Billy Buntcr was well
awarc,

“Quict!  I--I'll help you down!’”
The Bounder was almost choking with
fury. *Come on, you fat idiotl This
way '

“That's all very well,” said Bunier,
“Bur let's have it plain. 1 don't trust
vou fariber than I can sce you, Vernon-
Smith 1

H E':Fﬁﬂk low, yvoun idiot 1"

“Shan't! Yoeu're the kind of follow
to turn a fellow down alter inviting hin
to come ™ said Bunter. “Are you
giving me a lift in the car?”

“Yes !'" said the Bounder, botween his
tonth,

There was no help for it, thouzh he
promised himself the pleasure of kick-
ing Billy Bunter the whole length of the
Remove pazsage on the morrow.

“And standing the oxes at the
fair 7" demanded Bunter. “You'll keep
aecount, of course. I shall settle out of
my postal order to-morrow—or—or tha
day after! Keep a striet account, you
know ! I refuse to be under any mong-
tary obligation to you, Vernon-Smith "

“Will yvou be quiet, and ecomei™

“You haven't pnswered meo yot 1

“Yes, weal” hissed the DBounder.
“Now shut up, and come|”

o 'I:ll'h, all right ! Give a fellow o hand
up ¥

pTlm Bounder gave him a hand up.
Then he helped him down from the
leads to the ground by wey of the rain-
Eipﬁ. It was easy work to Smithy, who

ad dong it many a time belore; but it
was hard work to Bunter, snd he
growled and grouscd and gasped and
gurgled as he wenit., Buab he was safely
landed at last.

Then Vernon-Smith led the way round
the bulldings, to cut across the corner
of the quad to the Cleisters, which was
Iriz way out, Thiz brought him in
view of the Dlasters' study windows
from a distance, and he planced in that
divection, One window waa  still
lighted—that of My, ﬁ!uefnh: the others
were dark. The thought of AMr. Lascelles
was in Smithy's mind: but as his
study window was dark, it locked as if
Lascelles had gone to bed,

It was getting towards eleven o'elock
now; Bunter had rcauted a great deal
of dolay. The car from Courtfield had
long been watting at the coppice down
the road.

“Don’t  race like ihat!"™ pasped
Bunter, “Keep with me, you beast!
¥You jolly well want to leave me belind,
you rotter ! 1 say, Bmithy——"

The Bounder slowed down, There was
no geiting rid of Billy Bunter, He was
glued o the Rounder, ke the Old Man
of the Bea in “ Sindbad the Bailor.”

“ Will vou buck np?” snarled Smithy,

“No, I won't !’ %untfr’ﬁ NLCoOMIMmMon
exertions had told on him, and his
rper was pelting worse and  worse.
“FH jolly well take as long as I like,
and you'll jolly well wait for me—see?
.l"‘.l“d"_'_”

“Cave!" breathed the Bounder. Ha
gave & sudden stare, and lis  heart
thrilled at a sound m the =ilent guad.
“Quiet! I ean bear—"

“0h, don't e & nervy ass! Theres
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nobody—— Groooogh !” gurgled Bunter,
a5 the Dounder clapped a savage hand
over his mouth,

“Silenes, you fool! It's a beak !
hissed Vernon-Smith,

“(Oh ¢rikey 1” gurgled Bunter.

The Bounder grasped a fat arm snd
dragged Bunter almost hesdlong into
the deep shadow of one of the old Grey-
friars elms. It was the only cover at
hand. Under the thiek, wide-spreading
branches the darkness was black—a
patch of blackness in  the silvery

limmer of stars and moon. Vernon-

mith pressed close 1o the great
%ﬂﬂ.rle:'l trunk, hizs heart thumping.
venr Bunler realised the necessity of
silenece now, and he hardly breathed,
his little round eyes almost popping
through his big round spectac with
terror.,

There was an unmistakable sound of
& footstep in the silence.  Someone,
obvigusly o besk, was abroad in the
deserted qundrangle, and approaching
the =pot. Very probably some zound of
Bunter's volce had reached his cars in
the silence.

Breathless, the Bounder watched. A
tall figure came into clear view in the
glimmer of tho moon and halted, not
1more than ten or twelve feet from the
Lig clm, In the silvery light Mr. Law-
rence Lascelles was easily recognizable.
The Bounder shut his tecth hard. It
was plain now that he had not pulled
Larry's leg so thoroughly as he had
believed, The games master was not
gone te bed, after all—he was walking
mm the quadrangle, evidently with a
keen eye epen for breakers of bounds,

“Oh erumbs1” breathed Diily Bunter,
all his courage oozing out at hiz fat
finger-tips at the sight of a beak. Ie
leancd on the ¢lm in a staie of palpitat-
ing funk.

he Bounder pressed his arm as o lunt
to be silent—so hard that the fatb Owl
could barely repress a sr:‘uﬂpk of pain.
And in silenee, wrapped in dorkness
under the elm, they watched the athletio

figure standing only o dozen feet away
i the moonlizht.

.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Up to Smithy!
TIIE Bounder hardly breathed.

Lozcelles was standing still,
looking past the elm wunder
which the two juniors hugged
COVET,

It was {Jlﬂil’l cnough that he was sus-
picious, that he had heard some sound
that put him on his guard.

Only the Bounder’s prompt dedging
into cover had saved him from dis-
covery, but it was doubtiul whether it
would save him for long. Larry waa
gwara that somebody was about, and
he was not likely to leave the spot with-
out investigation. A long, long minute
ra&ﬁadﬂsixm seconds that scomed each
ike & long minute—and still the games
inaster stood where he was, watching
and listening, and apparently puzzled.

In that long minute the Bounder had
amploe timo to reflect on what this would
mean to him, end he set his teoth hard
with suppressed rage.  What was the
games master meddling for, he asked
himself savag&lf, Ha was not o beak
—only & maths master and pames
master ! Tt was no business of his if
Quelch's Form kicked over the traces.
Why couldn’t the meddling fool mind
his own business ¥

The Bounder did not realise, or did
not choose to realise, that having
become aware of his intention, Lascelles

“ Lend a hand here, Smithy ! "’ gasped Bunter. :
“ Oh, all right ! ** answered the [at junior,

the Bounder.

i3

“ Go and eat coke ! M sald
* If I wake upany

of the beaks It won't be my fault. I shall have {o explain that I came alter you,
Smithy 1" Sllently, the Bounder reached up, and helped Bunter down from the
box-room window.

could not possibly let the malter dyop
unless he was quite satisfied that that
intention had been abandoned.

IHow long was he going to stand there
like & stuffed dummy? the Bounder
asked himself. Discovery, and a Head's
flogging, was almost better than tlos
miserable suspense. Savapely  the
Boutider watched the man in the woon-
light. As for Buater, he was collapsiug
against the thick trunk of the el in
o state of Lopeless funk, thinking of
nothing except what an ass he had been
to get out of bounds.

Behind Larry, as he stood looking
towards the elm, the shadow of another
and more distant tree lav on the earih.
Black in- the moenlight. Larry, of
course, could not see it ns it lay behind
him, but the DBounder's glance, passing
the man in the moonlight, saw the black
shadow stir. Ile gave & start of
astonishment ; but ho grasped the fact
that a stirring shadow was detaching
itself from the shadow of the further
tree. In ulter amszement the Dounder
watched a creeping figure emerge into
view, directly behind the games master
of Greyirviars,

His eyes [airly bulged at the un-
expectad sight.

He would not have besn surprized
had some other Gregfriars master been
taking a walk in the quad on that
glorious June mnight. Hut the man
creeping up behind Lascelles evidently

did not belong to Greviriurs, It was
some intrader who had climbed in over
l!_n*:fE school wall under cover of the
niziat.

Lascelles saw and heard nolhing of
im. But the Bounder watched the
mwonlight gleaming on a hard, set face
—tha faco of a bruiser, marked wikh
the scars of many a combat, the nose
a little out of the siraight, a tooth miss.
ing, and ihe stubbly chin blue with &
recent broise,  Smithy had never seen
the thick-set, stocky rulfian before. but
Bob Cherry would have recopnised him
as Pug, ong of the bruisers who had
attacked Larry in Friardale Lane a
couple of days ago.

But Smiathy, though he did not Lnow
tlie man, could not be in doubt of his
imtention,  Thers was a short, loaded
stick gripped in his rmight hand as he
crept up belind the games master of
Greyfriars, and his little, close-set,
pizey eves glinted like & beast’s. And
Suithy knew ghat it was some enemy of
Larry's who had crept into the school
at that late hour to seek him, and had
unexpectedly found his task easy—find-
ing Larry Lascelles out of the Hause,
clear in the moonlight, off hizs guard.
Vernon-Smith watched the man s he
crept closer and closer behind his un-
suspecting vielim, with fascinated eves.

Would Laery hear him, and turni

(Continued on page 16.)

Tuz Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,321



The thick-zet ruffian stretehed out on the

round and lay there. That single drive
d knocked him out, and he lay almost

. ghnnned,

i : 5
] ¢ TE

{E'win‘u:c'; ‘_a:mn; ::ﬂ-:zgs 13.}

Ho did not hear & sound. The stocky
ruffian crept as softly as & cat. Larry
did not stir. It was easy to guess why
he was standing so still end waiting.
Ho *%new that someons was out of
bounds, and had dodped into eover at
his approach. And he was watching and
listening to spot that someono. As the
breaker of bounds, chvionsly, was not
behind him, Larry did not think of
looking round.

‘The DBounder's heatt beat.

It was a flogging, it might be the
sack, for breaking bounds at night. The
fatuous Bunter would be caned, but
Smithy's old reputation was asgainst
him—lie was not trusted, and there was
many an old scoro against his name.
And he was safe—safe as houses—if Lo
allowed the games master lo be struck
down the man who was creeping
behind him. And he eould not warn
Lascelles without betraying himself.

To the Bounder's credit be it said
that he did pot hesitate. He waited only
till it seemed certain thai Larry would
not torn hiz bead and discover his
danger himself, Pug Pilkinson was
within six feet of the games master’s
back, and it was eclear that te wait
longer was to leave Larry to kis fate,
when the Bounder acted.

He sprang out from the circle of black
shadow under the elm, and shouted :
“Look out—behind you—quick 17

Mr. Lascollea stared at him  in
astonishment, Pug, taken still more by
surprise by the schoolboy’s sudden
appearance, halted a second. Larry was
%l;uker on the uptake than Pug., The

wmder pointed as he shouted, and
Larry, after an instant’'s amazed stave,
swung round.

“Giad 1" be ejaculated.

For & moment the two men faced one
another—the handsome, athletic games
master of Creyfriars. and the Jow-
browed, ruflianly bruiser. Then Iug
catne springing on, the loaded stick
lifted. .

Smithy eould not help admiring Larry
05 he watched what followed. The
young master leaped backwards with the
ezility of o panther, a good six feot
in & backward spring, and the bLlow
that scemed certain to smash him down
missed him by a couplo of feet, Pug,
overborne by his own momentum,
plunged forward, the loaded stick crash-
ing oo the ground as it met with no
vesistance, the bruiser staggering almost
to his Lnees.

With as swift a spring Larry camo
forward again, and as he came bis right
sliob ouf, catching Pug fairly belween
the eyes.

The bruiser gave a grunt and pitched
over like o felled ox.

“Oh crumbs 1" gasped the Bounder,

He new that Larry had once been a
bozer in the ring—that circumstance
was known, though almost forgotten, at
Cireyiriars. Probably Larry had never hit
harder in his old days within the ropes.

Tag Magxer LisraRy.~—No. 1,321,

Lascelles hardly !ginmmd at him after
he went down, 15 eyes were about
him keenly and watchfully, in search of
other enemies. But it was soon clear
that Pug was alone. Thers was no
sound or movement in the glimmering
lights and shadows of the moonlit quad.

T'ho games mastor's tense manner
relaxed. He stepped towards the fallen
bruiser and glanced down at him with
g faint smile. Pug stirred, and blinked
up at him dizzily. But he did not
attompt to rise—he could not,

“"¥ou again, Pug!” said the games
master guietly. “Thiz iz the second
time—and the last!”

A mumbled oath answered him.

“You came hers to find me,” said
Lascelles, still in the same quiet tone.
“If I had not chanced to be out of
the House vou would have entercd—is
that it? You will not have another
chance for another six months, Pug—
I shall take care of that!®

ITe turned to Vernon-Smith.

“So you are out of bounds, Vernon-
Smith! I had no doubt that it was
you'! Who was with you?”

The Bounder had forgotten Bunter.
But Bunter was not to be seen., The
fat Owl was hugging cover under the
elm, hardly conscious of what was pass-
ing in his terror, only hoping that
whatever happetied to 8mithy, he would
escape detection.

Smithy was not the fellow to give
him away. He stared at Lascelles as he
asked the question, ‘

“Nobody's with me, sir,” be answered
coolly.

“I thinkk T heard voices, Vernen-
Smith, which caused me to come in this
direction.™

“¥ou can see that I'm alone, sir.”

“At the present moment, un-
dotibtedly,” agreed Mr. Lascelles, * But
{::m wera under that elm, I think, and

have mo doubt that your companion
is still there”

“QOh Jor' I* gasped Bunter,

Mr. Lascelles stepped closer to fhe
el and peered under the black shadow
of tho branches. Then he dimly mada
out a fat Gpure hugging the trunk.

“You may step out ™ he said.

“I—I—I'rn not hore I gasped Bunter.

“What 71

“I-I—1 mean—— Oh lor'! Ch
crikey I groomed the fat Owl.

“Cowne out at onee 1™

In deep dismay, the Owl of the
Remove tottered out into the moonlight.
Mr. Lascelles gave a start as he recog-
nised Bunter, and his cyes turned on the
Bounder grimly, Bunter was about the
last fellow he would expected  fo
fined in company with a reckless breaker
of bounds. His brow grew dark and
stern.

“8Ho you are not satisfied with break-
ing the rules' of the school wourself,
Vernon-Smith, but you have deawn this
foolish, stupid boy inio wour lawless
escapade ' zaid the games master,

“The fat fool butted in,” said Smithy
coolly. "1 didn't want him. He hooked
on to me.”

*“QOh, really, Smithy——"

“Are you going to report me to tho
Head, sir?” asked the Bounder, with a
glitter in his eyes,

“I have no cheice in the matter,
Vernon-Bmith.”

“I might remind you, sir, that I gave
myself away, and that if I hadn’t, that
brute would have knocked vour brains
ont from behind.”

“1 am aware of the service you have

THE MAGNET

rendered me,™ szid Mr, Lascelles, “and
I shall certainly explain it to Dr
Locke a3 an exteninating olrenmstancs,
L can do no more than that.”

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“Ii I'd left {au to be knocked out—=
he said hitterly.

“That wc:nuldllr have been the act of a
coward and a raseal, of which I do ot
believe you capable,” gaid Mr. Lascelles.
"You were bound to act as you did,
and if the matter rested with me I
should certainly overlook your offcnces.
But it docs not rest with me.”

“You could keep it dark,” suid the
Bounder sullenly. “You'd be lying
thore instead of that brute if I hadu's
shown up—and I needn't have.”

“I conld not keep the matter eecret
if I desired. Vernon-8mith, as that man
will be charged and taken into custody,
and the matter therefore must become

public.” said the games master. “Say
n¢ more,™
FPug Diikinson sat up, groaning.
“You give s bloke into custody, will

youi” he muttered. “You, a school-
master, puiting up to fight for & purse!

ow'll like all this 'ere school to ‘ear
about it, I dessay, and your ’eadmastoer
too—I don’i think 1™

“Get up 1

Lasecelles %rra.spcd the ruffian's shoulder
and jerked him to his feet. Pug lurched
in his grasp,

“Iollow me, Vernon-Smith and
Bunter ! gaid the games master, Aud
with an iron pgrip on Pug's shoulder,
he marched him away, the Bounder and
Billy Bunter following. A couple of
minutes later Mr, Lascelles, still hold-
ing Pug by the shoulder with one hand,
was Lknocking at the Hedd's private
door with the other.

[

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Belore the Beak!

R. LOCKE, the Greyfriors head-
D master, seemed to be undergoing
the surprise of his life. He
blinked over his glasses at Mr,
Lascelles, at the Bounder, at BRilly
Bunter, and at the low-browed scowling
Pug in almost dizzy astonishment.

The Head was in his study, sitting
up rather late ever a knotty point in
Sophoctes, when Lascelles knocked at
hiz door, and as the scrvants were gone
to bed at that hour Dr. Locke admitted
the games master himself, Lascelles he
was not sarprised to see, but Bunter
and Vernon-3mitn, of course, should
havo been in bed and asleep long ago;
and as for Pug, the sight of him was
both amazing and unnerving to the old
gentleman, Dr. Locke stood like s
statue of astonishmont.

“1 arn sorry to disturb you, sir,” said
the games master in his quict, pleasant
tones, “but I have to acquaint vou with
what has ecenrred, and I must telephone
for a constable to take charpe of this
man.”

“S'clp me!" murmured Pug,

“Bless my  soul!? said I:I[fn:n Head,
“Please ecome into my study. Dless
my sou] |

Still grasping Pug's shoulder, Mr,
Lascelles led bim 1n, and the two
juniors followed down the passage to
the study, In that apartment the Hoad
fall rather than sat into his chair, and
blinked.

“Mr. Lascelles, what—"

*“This man, sir, is named Pilkinson, ™
said Mr. Laseclles. “He entered the
precingts of the school to-night with the
object of making en sttack upon me.
You will uﬁ»ptm'q of my giving him in
charge of the police
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“Most certainly ! gasped the Head
“This is—is most extraordinary! ITs—
ig==is the man =afe, Mr. Lascelles?”

“* Quite, sir 1™

“But what=—what couald Dbe
object ¢ o

“Ha i3 a man connected with tho
hoxing ring, sir, and, &5 ro0 are aware,
I did some boxing before I-became a
master at Greyiriars”

The Head =zat nF. i

“Bub that is all over, Mr. Lascelles
I was given to understamd that the con-
nection was broken—entively broken.™

“Euntirely, sir. Bat this man has an
extraordinary fancy that I lhave re-
engaged In scme contest in the ring. [
need not say that his belief iz entirely
unfounded—=~="»

‘“‘Help me " gosped Pup.

“In iha belief that I was pubt up to
moeet soane hoser, a man called the
rame Chicken, in whom Le 13 interested,
he wished fo knock me out—that 1s,
to incapacitate me for the fight” eox-
plained AMe, Lazcelles. “vm a previeus
occasion I told him shat he was mis-
taken, but i present action indicates
that he did not believe my assurance.
Why, I cannot say.”

o Hulp wu: ! pasped Pug apain.

His eves, already blackening, were
fixed on AMr, Lascelles in dizzy amaze-
ment,

The DBounder was
Leenly.

Bunter was blinking at the Head in
terror. But the Bounder had all his
wits about hini, as he vsually had. And
the Bounder could sce quite elearly that
Irug Wilkinson’s breath was taken away
by Larry's denial. His look was that of
a man amazed to hear falsehionds recled
off o0 ghblr. Hight or wrong, it was
evident that Pug firmly believed that
Larry was lying to his headmaster, And
ithe Bounder wondered,

“On & provions oceasion,” weont on
Mr. Lascelles, I allowed this man to
escape, hoping that he would realise his
mistake and leave me in peace. But
sinee he has ventured into the precincts
of the sehool, there is no alternative but
to give himd fulo custody.”

I quite agree, gaid Dr, Locke.

* Oy, stow o, Larey [ burst out Pug,
“My eye, I've ‘eard some lving in mny
time, but this 'erc beats it all! It da
that ! Aiu't Archic put you up to Hight
the Chickea for five Tumdred pound?
~ow, I asks vou I

“Cortainly pot!”? rapped Mr. Las-
eolles.

“How can  vou imagine such &
ihing ¥ exclaimed the Head.

“But i's down in black and white !
roared Pug. T tell vou it's down in
Llack and white, and it's fixed. ‘That
bloke's a-taking of yon im, sir! That's
lus game! I tell vou w's all fized for
him to fight the Chicken for a purse of
five "undred pounds, fixed between him
amd Archie o

“Bilenee, sir!” rapped  the Iead.
“Can you “umagine that I shonld fake
vour word against that of a master
this school? Be :ilent !

“On my davy, &ir.  Ask any man in
tha faney. #ir, and he'il tell you, It':
all fixedd 1”7 gasped Pop.

“Bo zilent [’

“Hue's took you im——=

“Bilonee, I say!”

Tha Head's maiesiie manner cowexl
the bruizer inte :silenee.  He  stood
glaring at Larry with his blackening
eyes, swmmering  with  fury. The

under’s lip curled, Evidently Pug
believed what he said.  He could hardly
have made o sirange a miztake., Ons
thing seemed clear 1o the Bounder—
Farry Lascelles was mixed wvp in the

his

watching him

ring apgain, and he waa pulling the
woal over tiw eyes of the Iead of Grey-
friars.

That, to tell the truth, would not have
shocked the Bounder very much, In
other circumstances he would probahb!
have wished Larry luck. But bis feel-
ings were very differcnt now.

. Xhe bruizer having been reduced to
silence, Dr. Lecks turned his faze ol
the Bounder and Bunter.

“‘ These boys—— he began,

I am sorry to say that they were out
of bounds, sir, and 1 found them in the
quadrangle,” said My, Lascelles.

Bless my soul 1
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*I muct add that Vernon-Smith gave
me warning when this ruffian was sbout
to strike moe down ifrom bobind, and
that but for his intervention I might
have fellen a helpless wictim. I :oust
say, too, that but for Vernon-Bmitii's
action in warning me I might not have
discoverad that he waz ont of bounds,
May I hope, sir, that you will take this
into consideration in dealing with him,”

“I ghall deal with him in the morn.
ing,” said Dr. Locke. *“PBoth will now
return to thetr dormitory. Go at oneo 1%

“I-—-I say, sir,” stuttered Bunter, “It
was only a lark—"

{Cantinued on next page.)

R N D B S S S S P S S S RS OSSO OB 00S 0000000000000 5

FREE—NEXT WEEK !

The Eighth Souvenir Photo-Plate

n this senes of

“MARVELS OF MODERN ENGINEERING”

Mlustrates

The DREADNOUGHT DIVER

and will be

Saturday’s MAGNET !

Above i3 a ﬂmali- black-and-white r&pmdcﬁ-:}n of NEXT
SATURDAY'S BIG PHOTOGRAVURE PLATE., Make sure you
add it to your collection by ordering your MAGNET in advance !




“1 shall question wou in the morn.
ing, Bunter. If you will keep that
man in your charge for the present, Alr.
Lascelles, ¥ will ring up Courtficld
police station and e&sk for a comstable
to be sent.X

“1 gay, sip———=3:

“That will do, Bunter !

“But—but it was only a lark, sicl®
groaned Bunter. * We—we wera only
gaing [or—for a strell in the quad, sic.
We weren't going in a car to Lantham
Fair, were we, Smithy "

The Head gave guite a jump,

“Upon my word! Is it possible,
Vernon-S8mith, that you had any such
reckless intention?’

The Bounder gave Bunter a look as
if ha could have bitten him,

“We—we just wanted to see the quad
by—by mcr':mIith, sir, stammered
Bunter. “That's all, ain’t it, Smithy?
There #n't any car waiting for vs down
the road, is thers, S8mithy

“Leave my study ! rapped the Head.

“0Ohk lor'!

Billy Bunter's fat Lnces fairly bent
under him as he crawled out of the
Head's study. And the Bounder, with
s savege face, Ioltowed him,

e —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter!?

ARRY WHARTON awoke sud-
H denly. B0 did every other
fellow in the Remove
dormitory, They were awak-
ened by a fearful yell
“¥Yarooooooh ™
“Whet the thump—>"
Wharton started up in bed.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!*
“My esteerned hat! What—-"
“Great gad!” yawned Lord Maule-
verer, ‘*'What the merry dooce——"
The light was on in the dormitory.
Vernon-Smith had switched it on as he

came in, Every fellow sat up in bed,
staring and blinking, They saw a re-
markable gight—two fellows, fully

dressed, going along the dormitory &t
a rocing pace—Bunter in the lead, the
Bounder close behind, kicking at every
other step! Why Bmithy had started
kicking him a3 soon as they were inside
the dormitory, Bunter did not know.
But there was no doubt about the fact!
Smithy was kicking him, frightfully
hard! Yelling on his top note, the Owl
of the Remove fled and dodged—in
vain! The Bounder dribbled him up
the dormitory like a fat football, and
back again.

“My only hLat!™
staring blankly.

It was half-past eleven—a time of
night when slumber's chain generally
bound the Romove fellows, Dut they
were all wide awake now. Bunter's
frantic howls would have awakened a
dormitory of Rip Van Winkles!

“Bmithy I'" shoufed Redwing.

“Yarooh! Help! I zuy, vou fellows,
keep him off 12 ghrieked Bunter.
“What's he kicking me for, I'd like to
know? Yarocop!Z

*“Hz, ha, ha!’

“Go it, 8mithy!"? chorviled Skinner.
“You'll have Quelchy up here soon, at
this rate! Go it!Z

The Bounder did not heed. Bunter
dodged round o bed, scrambled over
another, and fled down the dormitory
again, After him went the infuriated
Bounder., The Removites stared on in
amazement, Bunter howled and dodged
and yelled and hopped, and spluttereri
and blew and panted. Thud, thud,
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gasped Nugent,

ﬂ%uu, came the Bounder’s boots behind
m,
“I gay, yvou fellows—roscue ! raved
Bunter. “He's pone mad! Dragimoff|
Sit on his head ! ObL lor" !
“Ha, ha, hat”
Tom Redwing jumped out of bed, ran
E[ter the Bounder, and grubbed him by
M Briig.

" For odness’ sake, chuck it
Smithy !” he gasped. “That fat duffer
will wake the whole House! You'll get
Quelch hers.”

“Yaroooh! Whoop! Help!”

The Bounder panted. He
surly assent and went to his bed, to sit
down and take his boots off., Xe
thought that perhaps Bunter had had
cnough, Bunter's impression was
that he had had too much,

“Ow! Ow! Ow!2 groaned Bunter.
“I've a jolly good mind to mop you
ip, rou beast! Pitching into a chap
for nothing! Wow! Ow! Wow!”

“But what on_eartl’s the row ! ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, “Have yon
twe pifling duffers been out of bounds 2

“You knew I was going,” snapped
Bmithy.

I_‘quu L:m'lan‘t, got back from Lantham
Al

“Never got outside the school!”
snarled the Bounder. * That fat idiot
glued himself on to me, wnd gurgled
and gabbled and got us spotted by a
berk in the quad.”

“Phew! That means going up before
the Head ! exclaimed Johnny Bull

“We've 1 before the Head.”

“1 say, you fellows, I only went out
to—to tell Smithy to come back, wou
Lknow,” wailed Bunter. “I—I was
shocled at him, you know, and—and I
went after him to—to persuade him to
—to—to come back, 1 sary, it was all
ﬁmiﬂ:rty’s fault we were spotted. Oh

car [

“One comfort is, that
burbiler will be Hogped!™
Bounder savagely. *1I
better than he can.”

“0Oh crikey! Tt was 2!l your fault,
vou beast! You fairly dragged mo into
going [ gasped Bunter. “And then
you had to show up and let that beast
Lascelles spot you-—-7"

“Did Larry spobt you?” exclaimed
Wharton.

The Bounder snarled.

“¥es, hang him! I thought I'd
pulled his leg all right, but——"

“But you hadn't ' grinned Skinner,
“1 jolly well warned you, Smithy! I
knew he was too wide to be spoofed.”

“Dh, shut up "

“Ho wounldn’'t have spotted wus”
grunnnﬂ Bunter, “But that fool

mithy had to show up just because a
man was going to bang Lascelles on
the back of the head with a stick—"

“YWhat?' velled the juniors.

“Of course, I didn’t want Lascelles
to have his silly brains knocked out, but
that would have been better than a
Hopging ! groaned Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 wonder if Larry would think sof”
chuckled Bob.

“'IE

ave A

blithering
said the
can stand 1t

that fat Owl romancing, or
what?'" asked Harry Wharton, in
wonder, “Has anything happencd,

Bmithy, besides your getting nailed 7

“Only that I've been a bigger fool
than even Bunter,” said the Dounder
bitterly. "“Heg had sense cnough to keep
in cover. I showed up, when & man
went for Larry with a stick—some old
bruiser, he looked like. A man the
rotter knaw. He called him 'Pu,; o

“IMug I” exelaimed Bob, *That's the
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merchant who went for Larry the other
day in Friardale Lane.”

“Ob, he knows him all right—some
old acquaintance,” sneered the
Bounder, “We ali know that Lascelles
was & prize-fighter before he came here.2

“{h, rats I

*And he was here—inside the school??
exclaimed Wharton. “My hat! He
must be determined to knock old Larry
out if he butted into the school to get
at lum!™

It seems that Lascelles is booked for
B prize-fight, and Pug thinks his men
will get the worst of it,”" jeered the
Bounder. “That's why.”

“That’s rot, Smithy! Larry chucked
all that long ago—-1?"

‘:Pug doesn't scem to think so.”

“Larry told him he was making »
mustake,” said Bob Cherry. "I heard
him, the other day, in the lane—""

“He told him lics; and he's been
telling the Head the same lies,”” said
Bmithy, *“It's true enough.?

H'Rnt IH

“The rotfulness 1= terrifie”

“I say, you fellows, the man was
behind Lascelles, and Bmithy showed up
te warn him,” said Bunter. * Lascellea
might have let us off after that.”

“Might have let Bmithy off,”" said
Bob. *I don't see why he should les
you off, you fot fraud.”

“Well, I~I was just gpoing to rush on
the man and—and knock him down I™
said Bunter. “In another second 1
ghould have knocked him spinning—=2

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. We're up for a Hogging now, and
it's all Smithy's fault! Why coulds™
he stick tight, like I did?

“Wish I had!” snarled the Bounder.
“I jolly well know that if I get & Head's
flogging, I'll make that cur Lascelles
pay for it somehow.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass, old chap,” said
Harry. “ Lascelles couldn't keep it dark,
whatever yvou did for him—and it was
inpossible, too, if that man Pug was
mixed up in 1t—"

“He would be lying with a c¢racked
head now, if I hadn't tipped him,” said
the Bounder between his teeth. *After
that, he takes me to the Beak! He'd
never have spotted me, if I'd let P;ﬁ
get on with it. I was a fcol not to. 1
I get n_flogging—" Ilo gritted his
teeth., *I’ll make him squirm Ior it—and
I fancy I know how, too! He can take
in tha%—lead-——ha can't take me in 1"

“Bow-wow ! You'll be cooler in the
morning,” said Bob, s.mthingIJ}u “Turn
in and sleep on it, old bean.”

"1 say, vou fellows, we've got to see
tha Head in the morning,” grosned
Bunter. “I say, I told him we only went
out for a stroll in the quad, but he
didn’t seern to believe me, though I
specially mentioned that we weren's
going to Lantham Fair IV

“Ha, ha, ha 12

“1'd be at the fair now, if that fat fool
Ladn't hooked on to me,” growled the
Bounder savagely.

“Look hers, Smithy, you'll jelly well
have to own up to the Head that vou
persuaded me to come——"

Smithy was -about to turn in, but at
that remark, he grasped his pillow and
turned away from Ins bed. He made
a stride at William George Bunter.

“I say—keep off!” yelled DBunter.
“Oh, my hat! Oh scissors! Oh crikey!
Yarooooaooh [

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Whooop | Etu_l]:rmt 1" shricked Banter,
rolling over under the hefty swipes. of
the Bounder's pillow. “Help! Rescuel
I'ire! Yarooooh!”

wipe, swipe, swipe |l
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“ Look out—hehind you—quick ! ** shouted Vernon-Smith.

rufflanly brulser spra

- - i s
i — . o—l—

“Gad ! As Mr. Lascelles swung round, the low-browed,
ng at him, the loaded stick lifled. The young master leaped backwards with the agility of a panther,

and the blow that seemed certain to smash him down missed by & couple of feetl

“Cave |” thouted Hazeldene, as the
door opened, .

Mr. Quelch, with a grim brow, looked
into the dormitory. Apparently the
Bemove master had been upgrrsm_i of
the startling happenings of the mEhh
and had come up to see the two breakers
of bounds safe back to bed. He arrived
at a rather exciting moment.

Bwipe, swipel

“¥arcooh! Help! Whooop! Beast]
Stopput 1”

“Vernon-Smith I roarcd the Remove
master. He strode into the dormitory
with a brow of thunder.

“Oh 1 gasped the Bounder. He ceased
to swipe with the pillow, ]

“Heow dare vou, Yernon-Smith! Go
to bed at onco !l ﬁunt-:-r, go o bed !V

“Ow! Wowl Ow 1*

“1 am informed,” said Mr. Queolch,
in a grinding volce, ™ that you two boys
of my Form ve been out of House
bounds at this hour of the night. As
tha matter is in the headmaster's hands,
I shall not deal with you myself, If
the Head should decide io expel you
from the school, Vernon-Smith, I shall
sssuredly not utter one word on your
behalf, [ think it probabla that teo-
morrow will be yvour last day ab
Greyfrinrs [*'

““And Bunter's, too, zir ! znoered tha
Bounder.

“Ow! T say, sir——"

“That stupid boy, whom vou have lod
into your own reckless ways, Vernon-
Smith, will certainly be severely
punished

1} Uw lﬂ‘t -

“Dut it 12 quite casy to see who was
the ringleador n this disgraceful ad-
venture,” =aid Mr. Quelch sternly.
“ Obviously, that foolish boy was only
follr::winﬁ your guidance, I have no
doubt whatever that Ur. Locke will take

the severest possible view of the matter,
and I can hold out no hope that you will
be allowed to remain here.' 3

And Mr. Quelch turned out the light,
and left the dormitory—leaving the
scapegrace of Greyiriars to what sleep
he could got after that,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Sentence [

& QO0KS rotten for the Highelilfa

E match [

Bob Cherry mads {hat re-

mark after breakfast in the

morning, when the Famous Five went
out inte ths gquad,

Harry Wharton nodded. .

* Looks as if Smithy won't be playing
after all 1 he said.

“Tha silly goat!” prowled Johnny
Bull, “It serves him jolly well right—
btk wo want him in the cricket, all tho
sate,”

“AMavn't be the szck,” said Nugent,
hopefully, “ After all, be secms Lo hava
done Lorry o jolly good lurn. Locke's
bound te consider thal.'’

“Um 1” said Wharton, douwbitiully.

Few feltows in the lemove doubted
that Ilerbert Vernon-dwnith would be
“bunked ® that morning, It wns not
as if 1t had besn the Dounder’s first
offenee. ITo  had olfended  agam
amd mgmain; but somehow his Iuck had
always pulled him through, ‘Lhe eye
of suspicion was always on him, mora or
less: and now he bLad been caught
fairly 1in the act. ,

Dreaking bounds at night was too
serioua an offence te be passed over;
and thoe Dounder knew quite well the
rick he had been running, It was m
his favour that he had warned Me,

Lascelles in the moment of denger,
thembg betraying himself. Also that
he had only n going for a d]ﬂ"j’ﬂdﬁ
to a fair—if the Head belisved that!
But it was quite possible that the Head
would not believe that his intentions had

been so harmless.

Smithy was suspected, and mora than
suspected, of “ pub-haunting,” and he
was not & fellow whose word could be
taken by a master. In the Hemove,
among fellows he knew, the Bounder
would have scorned to lie; but he held
tho rather dangorous doctrine that all
was fair in war—and ha was &t
war with autherity, To a master
he would lie with a ecool compeosure
and untroubled econscience. But the
result wasz that & master would not take
hiz word—honesty would have been the
best policy in the long run.

Srmithy, as he walked in the quad,
waiting to ba called beloro the 1lead,
was not thinking of the erchet—keen as
ho was on games, [lis fate hung in the
balance—ho did not know whether the
f;a.tna of Grevfriarz would close belund
im for the last time that day. The
doubt and suspense were bitter enough—
and he put them dowa to Mr, Lascoljes'
account—and his feelings towards Larrey
wora bittor indeod.

The man might havo leb him off, anld
kept tho whele thing dark, alter what
he had done-—ihat was how the Bowder
looked at 1t Dot for im, Lascelles
would have had o cracked and bandagoed
head that morning. Yet he had reported
ihe bregker of boands Lo Ghe cbhet boak,

That Alr. Laseelles ecoull not havoe
actod] otherwise, tho Dounder dil not
onzider, 1o was in no mood to he just.
The matter could net have been kept
secret, unless o Pilkinson had  been
allawed to po freo, mslead of bemyg
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handed over to the police. Even Smithy
realized that that would have been a lob
to ask. 8till, in his angry ponderings on
tho subject, he came back to the un-
doubted fact that he never would have
been canght he not ntervened to
save Lascelles from injur'{{ For that,
it was up to Larry to ses him throughl
S0 the Bounder considered, DBitterness
and anger, resentment and revenge, ran
viot in his breast as he paced in
quad that sunny June morning.

Billy Bunter was the picture of woe,
IHe did not fear the sack—but he feared
a Bopging. Almost, ho would have pre-
ferred the sack—it did not hurt so much.

When Mr. Quelch appeared in the
doorway, and beckoned the two culprits
into the House, the Bounder  went in
scowling, and the fat Owl in fear and
trembling,

“You will follow me te Dr. Locke's
study I said the Remove master, briefly.

And they followed him. They were
to ba dealt with before classes an;
and the Bounder wondered hitterly
whether he would ever sit in the Remove

orm Room again.

He had half expected to see the games
master with the Head, but Mr, Lascelles
was not there. He had said all that ho
had to say to Dr. Locke; and his pres-
ence was not required.

“Here are thoe boys, sir!” said Mr.
Quelch, Quelch’s face was grim, and
his eyes stony. The whole effair was
deeply annoying to the Remove master.

Dr. Locke fixed his eves on the two
delinguents as they stood before him.
Billy Buoter’s fat koces knocked to-
gether, and his oyes goggled dismally
behind his big EFEﬂtﬁ-ﬂlﬂH. The Bounder
stood erect, cool and calm., If he was
going to i;af-.:a the knock, he was going to
take 1t without flinching. That attitude
did not please the headmaster, and Dr.

ke's frown deepened.

“ Vernon-Bmith | You were found out
of the House at a late hour last night.
With what intention had you left the
Houge ¥

1 was going to Lantham Fuir, sic!”™
ans?'erxﬂ-d Iﬂm c;und&r. B

* I—I—1 wasn't, sir,” gas unter,

Dr. Locke turned on iiﬂ ?at junior,

“You were gommg with Vernon-S8mith,
Bunter "

¥Only for & walk in the
groaned Bunter, “ I—I never
was & fair at Lantham, sir.”

“You had better tell Dr. Locke the
truth, Bunter, you foclish boy,'’ snapped
Mr. Quelch., -

“Oh! Yes, sir! Certainly, sir! I-—I
always do, sir. It was nn.[y e lark "
proancd Bunter,

“The matter i3 serious enough,
Verpon-Smith; but I should certainly
take a less sorious view of your conduct
if I could bo assured that you intended
to go to the fair at Lantham, and not to
some more disreputable piam," satd
the Head sternly, " but I regret to say
that I cannot take your word; and your
companion does not bear out your
staternent,” '

“I told o lot of fcllows I was going
to the fair, sie"

“ Possibly. But gs you are not a
truthful boy, that counts for nothing,”
answered bhe Ilead dryly. And ihe
Bounder winecd.

“I=I'm teuthiul, sir,”” greancd Bun-
ter. " You azk my beak, sir—"

“¥What 1

“I—1 mean my Form master—vou ask
him, and he will tell you that 1'm tho
most truthiul ehap in the Remove—"

“On the other hand, you are the most
intruthful boy in my Form, Bupter !’
said AMr. Quelch grimly,

“0Oh, really, sir——""

“1 certainly think, sir, that thero is
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gad, sir!™
new there

no doubt that Vernon-Smith was the
leader in thizs ezeapade, and that this
foolish, obtuse boy—Bunigr—was led
into it by him " =atd Mr. Qualeh.

1 have no doubt of that,” said Dr.
Locke.

The Bounder sneered. Tt was what
the beaks naturally would think, con-
sidering the characters of tho two. They
were not aware that the fatwous Bunter
had hooked on to the Bounder against
hiz will, and certainly would not have
taken Vernon-Smith's word for it. The
Bounder's systemm of “stuffing ™ the
beaks was coming home to roost now, as
1t were.

“You state that vou were not poing
to Lantham ¥Fatr, Bunter, as Vernon-
Smith has declared " asked the Head.

*Oh, no, sie!"” pasped Bunter, too
obtuse to understand that hiz denial
made matiers worse. “Not ab all, sirl
I never knew thers was o fair at Lan-
tham—I never heard Wharten  and
Nugent talking about going there on
Saturday afternoon, sir !l

I warn you to keep
Bunter |

“0h, certainly, sir! I—1 wouldn’t go
to the fair, sir, 1f—if 1 was asked!”
gas%d Bunter. “I'd have refused, just
a3 Wharton did when Smithy asked him
in the study last night—""

* Vernon-Smith asked my head bor to
nccompany him on this escapade 1" ox-
claimed 3r. Quelch,

“Oh!{ No, sirl” gins_ped Bunter. 1
never heard them talking in the stody,
sir—] was nowhere near fthe keyhole.
As for hiztening to what they said, I'd

to the truth,

seorn it 1"
“Bless my soul?’ said the Head,
blinking at DBunter over his glasses,

“And they all turned it down,"" went
on Dunter. “And—and—and I never
told Smithy I'd come, nz they were
afraid. Did I, S8mithy ¥

“"You did " answered Smithy.

“(h, you rotter !’ pasped Bunter. 1
jolly well didn’t! 1 eame after you
from the dorm to fetch you back, I
told you it was—was—was wrong to go
to the fair after lights out, and—and—
and—" ¥

“8ilenee, Bunter! It would appear
from this foolish boy's ramblings, Mr,
Queleh, that Vernon-Smith actually was

cgoing to the faar,"' said Dr. Locke.

L]

“It would appear so, szir,"” said the
Remove master,

“But I wasn't, sir!"" wailed Bunter.
“T never told SBmithy I'd wake the
House if he dida't et me come—"

“ Bless iy soul !

Vernon-Smith grinned. Billy Bunter
was thinking only of his own fat skin,
but he was unconsciowsly serving the
Bounder's turn.  There was a pereopt-
ible lightening of the {enso atmosphere
in the HHead's study., The two masters
were gelfing an inkling of what had
really happened  Smilhy had hitherto
figured as the “villain of the piccn®
leading a foolish young rascal into law-
lpssness. It was growing clear that
that, at least, was not the case.

“Bunter.,” rapped Mr, Quelch, "did
vou force yourseif on Vernon-Smith
apainst his willi"”’

“Oh, no, sir! It was all his fauli 1™
=aid DBuanter. “I1 shouldna’t have heoen
awake at all, only 1 heard him spoaking
to Gkinner, and Skinner funked it
Anpother minute and I should have been
asleop.™

“Bunter came against my wish, sir,”
saidd the Bounder.

“I should not bLelieve that, Vernon-
Smith, but 1 seoms to be borne and hy
Bunier's confuged statements,” =and iho
ITead. *“1i vou were a boy whose word
could be taken, the matter would be
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vory different. Ilowever, it seoms clear,
Mr, Queleh, that Vernon-8mith did net
intentionally lead this stupid boy into
sharing his escapade,”

“I think so, sir.”

“1t seems clear, too, that his object
was to visit the fair—a sorious matter
cnough, but not so bad as I feared. A
foolish, reckless, lawless adventure—but
that 15 the worst that can be said of it,"
said Dr, Locke. “In thess circum-
stances, and taking into account the
service which he undounbtedly rendered
Mr. Lascelles——"" The Head paused.

Fie Bounder’s heart grow lightor.

Bunter, without knowing it—and cer-
tainly without intending it—had saved
him from the worst. Ho was not to be
“sacked.”” Bmithy realised that it had
Lbeen fortunate for him, after all, that
Bupter had **hooked on.” His awn
word would not have been taken. DBut
the beaks were satisfied now that they
had to deal only with a reckles
ezcapade ; that Smithy's destination had
not been the Cross Eeys, at Friardsle,
or the Three Fishers up the rivor|

‘_Thﬂ Head remained szilent for a few
minutes, conzidering the judgment ho
would deliver. Probably he was glad
cnough himself that it had turned ouk
possible to avoid an expulsion in the
school.

“In the circumstances,” he resumed
ot length, “I1 shall not expel yom,
Vernon-Smith. 1 shall administer
very severe Hogging—which, 1 trust,
will be & warning to you. Bunter I
shall leave to you, Mr, Quelch, and you
will deal with him as you think fit.”

“Oh lor” I

* Yery well, sir.”’

"The school will assemble in Hall to
witness the flogging,”' said the Head,
rising.  “It will take place hefore
classes. Vornon-8mith, I earnestly hope
that this punishment will induce you to
rospect the laws of the school te which
vou belong—and to which vou will ¢case
to belong if you should come before me
ogain on such & charge !"’

The Bounder made no reply to that,
Had lie told the Head his thoughis on
that subject, probably Dr. Locke would
have changed his mind and sacked him
on the spot, In silonce he followed Me,
Quelch from the study,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Mutual Surprise !

ARRY LASCELLYES stood in Lis

E stody, by the window, with a
letter in his hand, at which he

was gazing with almost popping

cyes.  That Jotter, whatever 1t con-
tained, scemed (o have astonished Mr.
Lascelles—in faet, to have petrified him.

He stood as if transhxed, gazing ot it
in the bright June sunshine at the study
window., Larry was due for a maths
“get " at mine o'clock, and nine was
chiming from the old clock-tower of
Greyfriars, For onee, Lascelles, usually
the sou! of punctuality, had forgotion a
clasz. The chime died away, eand the
sounds of scurrying fect in the passages,
the hum of voices, died also, Mr. Las-
codles still stood transfixed, staving at
thee lotter 1n bis hand,

“Great pad ™ he said at last.

Tie lotter was written in o flowing,
rather sprawling, hand. it was sipned
by a name that Lascclles knew well—
only too well—the name of his cousin,
Archie Valeneo.

In other davs, gz a fighting-man in
fhe ring. Larery had come a pood doal
inte contact with that rather diamput-
allle cousin of his, but at Greviriars
Archio was “taboo'"—ho had never
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visited Lascelles at the school, Archie,
with his hat on the side of his head, a
cigar sticking out of the corner of his
mouth, a tie that could be seen o
quarter of a mile off, and spats that
lcaped to the eye, was not the sort of
visitor a Greyiriars master wanted the
boys to see. Archie had played many
parts in his time—punting on the races,
poker-playing in the smoke-rooms on
Atlantto liners—and his latest oceupa-
tion was promoting fghts. That was
why the one-time boxer, new a Groy-
friars master, had hbeard from him
agaimn,

A letter from Archie, cadging a loun
~—ta be repaid at some vory uncertain
date—would not have surprised Mr.
Lascclles,. The young master had had
many missives of that sort. But the
lotter that be now held in his hand was
& startling one. It amazed and mysti-
ficd Larry. It ram:

“Dear Larry—ITriting az  per
nromise on the phone. Ilight as rain!
You're up to mect the Game Chicken
—afl fized and scttled, but for a few
details, which 1 must discusy with you,
When can I zec you? The sooner the
guicker, [f wpou'd wrailier I dida't
blow inte the jolly old seholastic head-
guariers, § con meet you at fhe
Pogoda, in Lentham. I suppose
you're kecping (his guiel, in the circs.
Phone me «Lontham 120 any time
Thuersday.

“Fours o o cinder,
“ Ancmrg,

“Is the man mad?” =aid Mr. Las.
celles, speaking aloud in his amazement.

"Iy he stark mad? Has he been talk-
ing this rot? And is that why Pug
{ancied that I was going to knock his
man out? My only hat!” :

Hao stared at the letter pgain.

Ho had wondered why Pug was so
earnestly -eonvineed that he was “up ™
to fight the Chicken. This seemed to
explain it. Archie Valence, apparently,
had put him uE, taking his consent for
granted, Dut the reference to & promise
on the phonie was utterly mystilymng.
He had not talked to his cousmn on the
phone since he had been at Greyfriars.
Ile had warned Archie in the plainest
terins not to ring him up at the school,
and, so far o3 he knew, Archie bad
never dono 0.

He erumpled tha letter at last into
his pocket, and erossed to his telephone.
The gquickest way of elucidating the
mystery was to ring up Lantbham 120,
that was clear. My, Lascelles’ face was

rim as he rang up the exchange. Ha
1ad some very plain language to spoak
to the happy Archie, )

“Hallo!  Whe's speaking ! came a
voice over ihe WIrcs,

“TIs that you, Archie?™

“Larry, old bean! Litils me—waitin'
to hear from youl Never been so glad
to hear your melodious toctl™ came
Archie's fruity veice—the very toncs of
which told a tale of fat cigars and
whiskies-and-sodas. “You had
billet-doux this mormn’—what §”

“What docs it mean 77

“Fh! What it says, old thing!
you run across here to.dayi”

“Tf 1T da I shall give you my lelt,
Archie,”

“Wha-a-t "

my
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“You utter fooll What do you mean
by writing me such a letter? Hoven't
vou sense enough to understund that I
threww up the ring when | bocame a
Public school master? 1 should never
have entered it only 8 man bhad to live
till he could get a post. You know
that | You uttor ass, are you fool
enough to imagine that I should throw
up my positton hero fo take up boxing
againl Are you madl!”

“1 think you are, Larry!" camo
Archis’s astonished and indighant veico.
“Mean to say you're lelting mo down?
You've changed your mind—"

*Certeinly not i ]

“Then you'ro meeting the Chicken ™

“Nol” hooted Mr. Lascelles.

“Thon what the dooce do you meani
I admit I talked about fixing thia up
before I asked you, boping to bring
you round. But nothing was settled—
it couldn't be without your consent.
But I put it to you plein on Mon-

day—"

“What 7" roared Mr. Lascellpa, ™I
never heard from you on Mﬂh&ﬂ.{ll X
haven't heard from you for months.”

“You—you—you haven't heard from
me for—ior months " stuttered Archie.

“Mol As it bappens, I heard your
nama mentioned on Menday., Pug
Pilkinson mentioned it He fancred
that I was booked for a fight, and that
you wers putting me up. 1le laid for
mo with another rascal, like the double-
crogsing rotter he isl I told him thero
was pothing in it

“Was that before 1 phoned ™

“You did not phonel If you did, I
did not take the call.™

(Continued on nexnt page.)
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“But you snswered mel” hooted
Archie. *“1 phoned you & few minutes
after six on Monday.” )

“¥You niust be mad! It was at six
o'clock on Monday that Pug and Snipsy
were going for me in the lane a mile
from here.”

“Great Carneral You're mad! You
answered the phone, and agreed to meet
the Chicken, and told me L could put
ou op.” ]

*1 did nothing of the kind [

“You did I yelled Archie.

“I did not! I was not in the school
at the time.” : .

“Then who Fhune.d in your name?

“Nobody! 'Lherc can have been no-
bedy in my study—and if there had
been, nobody could have answered you
in my name and made such an arrange-
ment. Don't bo a fool, Archiel Do you
imagine that you are going to rush me
into o prize-fght with a silly tale like
that 1"

*Larry, don't be a rotter] I can’t
back out now—I tell you it’s cut and
dried! I've signedl Do you get thati”

“More fool you! You've asked me
this before, and I've told you 1t was
jmpossible.  You ought to understand
that! Do you think my beadmaster
would give me leave to fight in the
ring agaip, you ass?” ] .

“g.l suEpmed you were keeping it
quigt—"-" .

“¥You supposed that I was deceiving
a man who trusted mo? You're a rotter
through and throngh, Archiel”

“Oh, eut it out! You can't back out
now and let me down! I tell you I
can't meet my engagements if you do,
pod it's ruinl®

“That’s your look-outl If you use a
man's name without his leave, you cen
take the consequences!” ;

“1 had your leave—you gave it ma]
I admt was surprised when you
played up so willingly., DBut you did—
you know you did! You gave me full
authority to act for you—"

“] suppose you had been drinking on
Monday, and dreamed it [* snapped Mr.
Lascelles contemptuously. “I was not
oft the phone at all, and if T had been
1 Elmulg bhave told you what I thought
of youl”

“You agreed—"

“MThat's encugh "

“Lorry ! You can’t let me down now !
It's gone too far!” Archie’s voice had
lost its fruity tone—it was a shrick
on the phone. “I'm relvin’ on this
fight to pull me through—I've got you
backed—"

“Serve you right !

“You're lettin® me downi”

“You can call it that, if you likel
I'm havipng nothing whatever to do with
vou, you ass! You must have dreamed
that phone talk on Monday—I've told
you {’ was not even in the school at
the time. By gad, I've & mind to come
over to Lantham and bring a horsewhip
with me!” )

“Tarry, be a sport! Fou can't let
me down at this stage——"'

“Oo and eat coke |®

nfr. Lascelles slammed the receiver
back on the hooks with a slam that
made the telsphone roek., He strode
acrozs the study to the door, and went
cut with & flushed face and a glinting
eva., He remembered the maths sof,
for wwhich he waz now ten minutes late.

Hardly had he left the study when
the telephonc-bell rang. It rang again
and again at short intervals, unheeded
by Larry Laseclles, who was far away
from his study with his mathematics
class. Dut Trotter, the page. came in
at last and teok up the rccoiver.
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“'Allo 1" said Trotter.

“Larry | Is that you, Larry i came
Archie’s agitated voice.

“"Ouse page speakin’,™ said Trotter
stolidly. “Mr. Lascelles is in his class-
Toom, .5ir. Can I take a message?®”

“Tell kim to come to the phons at
once—urgent| Say it's Archie.”

* Yessie.” ]

Trotter left the study, leaving the
receiver off. Ila came Emck from Mr,
Lascelles’ classroom in a couple of
minutes, alone. Thers was a grin on
Frotter's stolid face as he took up the
TECHIVED AZLIN.

“You there, sir?”

“Yes, yos! Larpy——>

“Mr. Lascelles says, sir, that he ecan't
be bothered, and that he doesn’t want
any messege from you, sirl”

*Hang you!”

“Wot 1" gasped Trotter, nearly drop-
ping the receiver.

“Tell him he's a rotten, double
erossing our l” yelled Archie, from the
Lantham end. “Tell him I'l make him
smart for it!"

“0Oh, my eye!” gasped Trotter.

And he put up the receiver. He was
not likely to deliver messages like that
to & Greyfriars master. At short inter-
vals during the following hour the tele-

hone bell rang again and again in Mr.

ascelles’ study, unbeeded. And the
unhappy Archie, raging at the Lantham
end, raged in vain,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Hits Back !

ERBERT VERNON - BMITH
H hardly koew how he got
through classes in the Remave

room that morning.

Mr. Quelch, tempering the wind to
tha shorn lamb as it wers, was very
easy with him—in fact, letting him slone
all through lessons. The Bounder had
only to sit it out. But a Head's flog-
ging was not a light infliction, and the
Head had laid it on well. Dr. Locke
had a light hand, as a rule, in inflicting
punishment, but there were times when
it was judicious not to spare the rod.
And the Bounder had been through it,
hard.

Most of the Romove fellows sym-
pathized. They considered that it was
vough luck.

The Bounder, efter all, had been up
fo no great harm—it had not beon one
of hiz pub-haunting stuntz—thera was
nothing disgraceful about his action,
though it was reckless and lawless. And
he might have evaded detection if he
had mnot shown up, aof his own accord,
to warn Lascelles of danger. It was
rough luck, and they sympathised.

Svmpathy, however, did not help the
smarting Boonder much. He =at, or,
rather, wripgled and squirmed, in ¢lass,
with a pale, savage face and scowling
brows. e had no reseniment towards
the Head—a Hogging for breaking
hounds after liehts out was all in the
day's work—and 1t might have been
Worse,

But fowards Larry Lascelles his feel-
ings wera deep and bitter. The man
he had saved from a eracked head had
handed him over—to this? It was an
unreasonable way of looking at it—but
Smithy was in no framoe of mind to be
reasonable. Probably e found some
solace in finding an eohject upon whieh
to concentrafe his hatred and bitterness
a3z he writhed ofier his sovere pumizh-
ment. It was all due to Lazcelles, and
he was going to raake Lascelles pay for
it somehow.
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“How * was rather a problem, buk
vague, unformed schemes were already
afloat in the back of his mind. Lascelles
was mixed up in prize-ring stunts again.
He waa boxing for a purse, unknown to
hiz chief. Smithy had no doubt about
that—partly because he did not want
to have any doubt sbout it. e was
assured that Lascelles had lied to the
Head that night in Dr. Locke's study,
and if the truth came out—— It wou
be the “push ™ for Larry if the Head
knew that ho had been taken 1o

HAmitny was thinking of that whila
Mr. Queleh so kindly let him off lessons.

Billy Bunter, meanwhile, was puncs
tuating his lessons with grunts and
ﬁmans. Bunter had been caned. He

ad mot had half so much in the way
of punishment as Smithy, but He was
the fellow to make more than twice as
much fuss about it. DBunter, however,
was not an object of sympathy. The
Bemove fellows considered that he had
asked for it—in faet, begged for it—
and that it scrved him right—as no
doubt it did, Certainly it was likely to
be a long time before the fat Owl
“hooked on® to the Bounder again for
a mﬁht out of boundsl

When the Remove were dismiszed, the
DBounder slouched out with a scowling
face. Redwing glanced st him, hesi-
tated, but did not join him. Being in
Smithy’s company at present meant
listening to fierce ‘nvectives against
Lascelles, and Redwing, who liked and
respe::tmf the games master, did not
want to hear Smithy's tirades on that
subject. The Bounder slouched away
by himself, still !eeiileg bitter twinges
from tho ﬂngging, and in a black and
savape temper.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Feeling 1t, old
bean 1 asked Bob Cherry by way- of
comfort.

“0Oh, no! Enjoyin' myself hugelyt”
answered Vernon-Bmith, with savage
sarcasm. “The Beak only gave me a
flick or two !

“T'l wear off, old son” said Bob,
“Locke did lay it on. It sounded like

istol-shots in Hall. But after all,
gm-il.h:;, yvou've had luck. It mizht have
been the sack, you know!”

“I Lnow that. DBut it was pretly
tough, all the same!” The Dounder

ritted his teeth. “And to think that
g asked for it—that I got ity just to save
Lascelles from a eracked head [V

“Well, that's hardly the way to look
at it,” said Bob, laughing, “I'm jolly

lad you saved old Larry’s nut, Smithy.

e couldn't have kept it dark.”

“ 1t would have been kept dark enough
if I'd let his old pal P':_% knock him
on the head I snarled the Bounder, 1
with [ had now.”

“Rot! You don't, really,” said Bob.
“Vou played up like a good little man,
and you'll be glad of it when you've got
over that whopping. Thank goodness
vou'll still be liere to play Higheliffe!”

“T don’t owe that to Laseclles,” said
the Bounder sourly. “The rotier!”

Ticb shook his head. 5

“ Easy docs it, old chap! Larry isn't
a rotter. He's a real white man !”

“ Mot a rotter, when he's fooling old
Locke and pulling his leg?”’ sneered the
Bounder.  “Making out that he's
shocked at’ a fellow getting out of
bounds, and he's booked for a prize-
fight——"

“Bosh, old bean!™ .

“He's put up to fight some bruiser
ealled the Game Chicken. That's why
that ruflian was treing to knock him out
last night. And I'll tell you what I'm

oing to do,” snid the Bounder, with
gittm‘ emphasis. “I'm going to find out

when and where the fight takes place,
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Swipe, swipe, swipe !
pﬂlﬂw’. “Help! Reseue ! Fire !

inte the dormitory.

and show Lascelles up to the whole
schonl. I'1l make it the talk of Grey-
friara! And I'll see him get the boot
from here when old Locke finds out that
he's spoofed him, sea?”

“ Bow-wow 17 said Bob, “Come and
have an ice, old bean, and cool your
temper.”

“(Qh, go and eat coke 1™
Bob laughed and walked away, leav-
the Bounder slouching and scowling.

r, Lascelles, in flannels, came out
of the Housa with Wingato and Gwynno
of the Sizth. Smithy watched him with
Litter eves, Very handsome and fit the
games master looked as he walked down
1o the senior nets with the two Bixth
Form men. Harry Wharton & Co.
followed on. Lascelles was always
worth watching on the ericket ground.

Lascelles did not leok like a man whoe
had a deceitful secret to keep; the
Bounder had to admit that. ut the
fellow had plenty of nerve, Bmithy told
himself scornfully. Sometimes Lascelles
was away from Lhe school, on Jeave, for
two or three days at a time in the
cricket scason, playing in big matches.
But ihe DBounder, his mind seething
witht  suspiclion, was wondering now
whether it really was ericket that took
the games master away on those oeca-
sjong. More likely, Smithy told him-
solf, lie was at his old game of punching
for a purse in ihe roped ring, deceiving
the Icad, who was the easicst man mn
the world te deceive. And that was the
man who had reported Smithy for a
Aogging ! Well, perhaps Smithy would
have somelhing to report—if luck
favourcd him!

The Bounder stood watching Lascelles
till he was out of sight. His bitter
thoughts were working. Lazcellea was

1

“ Whooop ! Stoppit 1 ** shrieked Bunter, sta
Yarooooh ! ** The door opened sudd
“ Vernon-Smith 1 ™ heo roared. ** How dare youl”

safe out of the House for an hour at
least, Vernon-Smith went into the
House and went (}umﬂy along Masters’
Paszzage. MNone of the “beaks” was In
sight, and the Bounder coolly let him-

self inta Mr. Lascelles’ study, and shut
the deor after him,

Hiz heart was beating fast, but ho
was_quite cool and quile Jetermined.
Spying and prying were not really in
Smithy's line at ail; but be was there
now to spy and to pry, though le did
not apply those names himself to his
actions. Lascelles had watched for him
in the quad that eventiul night—wel],
le was going to wateh Lascelles in his
turn. If Larry really was mixed up
in matters of the ring again, surely
there would be some evidence of it in
his study, among his papers—a lelter
or two at least. Evideneo was what
the Doundet wanted.

The desk in the study was locked, and
the Dounder, now absclutely unscrupu-
lous, tried bis own bunch of keys on
it, but in vain.

A coat hung on the door, Lhunt Smith
hesitated te go through the poclkets. It
came inte his mind that this sort of
thing was altogether toe much like
Bunter. TDut Lis hesitation was brief.
He set his lips and ran his fingers
through the poelots.

A crumpled letter ecame out in his
hand.

He hesitated to look at ik, It went
sorely agoinst the grain. Dut again his
hozitation was brief, He unfolded the

letter and looked.

“Oh gad? ho gasped the next
moment.

It was the letter that had so

astonizhed Mr. Lascelles that morning
—tho letter from Archie Valence.

ring under the hefty swipes of the Bounder’s
enly, and Mr. Quelch, with a grim brow, looked

# Archio,” tho signature, was the name
Pug had mentioned in the Head's study.
The Bounder read the letter and read
it again, his eyes starting.

It came into his mind in those
moments that he had cnly half believed
that Lascelles was engaged in a decep-
tion. That was proved to him by hia
surprise at finding ihis proof.

For it was proof |

What could be elearer? The man
“ Archie ” wrote plainly enongh. He
roforred in plain terms to the fght with
the Game Chicken, to Lascelles “keep-
ing it dark,” and to & comumumication
on the telephone on the subject. It was
proof positive |

Smithy's eyes blazed.

“ By gad, I've got him !” he breathed,

Ha thrust the letter into his pocket,
What he was going to do with it he
conld not decide as vet, but ultimately
it should meet Dr Locke's eyes. He
hold the foto of the games master of
Groyiriars in the hellow of his hand !

Quietly he left the study and wallied
away. bLazeclles would miss that letier
zponer or later, bot he would not dare
to inquire after it. Smithy grinned at
that thought. Smithy had been through
bitter suspense that morning. Larry
could go through it in his turn.  And
}\'hnn the Bounder chose the blow would
allt

Smithy was still fecling sharp twinges
frons his flogging, but his face wore a
zmile as ha strolled down to the ericket
ground, Tom Redwing joined him,
rolicved to sen him looking so cheerful.

“ Feeling better, old chap?™ he athed

“ [Heaps 1™ said the Bounder. * Let's
have a look at Lascelles. He's givin'

Toe Magxer Liagany.—Ne. 1,721



24

them some bowlin' stunts. May be our
last chanes of seein’ him at it."

“Eh? Why?” asked Redwing, puzzled.
“He's not leaving, iz he?”

“Y fancy he mavy be gona before
Tong," chuckled the Bounder. * What do
wou think old Locke would do, Reddy,
if he found that the games master here
was keeping up his connection with the
ring and punching for a purse?”

“Well, I suppose he would ask him
to resign,” said Redwing. * But that's
all rot, Smithy! Lascelles 13 doing
nothing of the kind. Dr, Locke would
never permit it, and he's not the man
to deceive anybody.”

The Bounder laughed, but he said no
mere. He stood watching Larry Las-
celles for some time, wifi a mocking
light in hiz eyes. The young man’s face
was cheery and careless. o did not
glance at the Poumder or notice him
standing among the fellows who were
looking on. Smithy’s hand grasped the
crumpled letter in his pocket, Lascelles
would not have been s0 carelesz and
cheery if hoe had known that the letter
from Archie was in the possession of the
seapegrace ho had heanded over for a
flogging ! The Dounder grinned as he
reflected how utterly the fellow was at
his mercy !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
About a Chicken |

R. QUELCH raised hiz eye-
M brows,

[he telephone-bell was buze-

ing in Lascelles’ study aolong

the passage. A dozen times that day, at
least, it had buzzed. It was growing
rather remtarkable. It rang so cmphatic-
ally, so persistently, and so frequently,
that all the other beaks were aware of

it, and remarked on it. It was geiting
qluil:c & nuisance, in_ fack. Xvery time
the receiver was lifted, whether by
Trotter or by Mr. Lascelles himsolf, the
voice of Archie was heard from Lan-
tham—sometimes  angry.,  somefimes
plaintive, sometimes distresﬁ_ﬁi H-]."i'l:ﬂ-:fﬂ-
persistent. Now, after class, it was ring-
ing once mora, and Mr. Quelch, comin
aglong Masters' Passage, heard 1t an
raised his evebrows. It really was
growing troublespome.

Prout locked out of his study. Capper
looked out of his study. They glanced
at Mr. Quelch’s raised eyebrows, raised
their own, and popped back again,
grunting. Mr. Quelch walked on to Ius
study, and was glad to see Lascelles
coming into the passage. = =

“] think the telephone 1s ringing in
your study, Mr. Lascelles,” the Remove
master observed in a very dry tone.

Larry flushed faintly.

“Thank youl” he gaid. ]

He walked on rather quickly to his
study, threw the door shut after him,
and strode acress to the telephone with
glinting eyes. Other masters were fed-
up with that persistent ring, but not so
much as Larry. The games master was
fed-up to the back teeth.

He jerked the receiver off the hooks
and fairly barked:

“Who's there " s

“Larry! It's vou!” came Archie's
plaintive voice., *“‘Larry, old man, do
fi‘h"ﬂ me & chance to speak! For the

ve of Mike, old bean, don't let ine
down at this stage I'? ]

* Lisico to me, Archie Valence ! zaid
Mr. Lascelles in & low, concentrated
voice, “You've boon ringing me up all
day ] The whole House iz beginming to
take notice of i, It's got {o stop !”

“You can't let me down! Ii vou
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Adventure!

Here they come! The |
Three Musketeers of the air
-"-ma.ring down out pf the
night si-::,r on one of their
Lightmng, unexpected raids
that have made them the
most dreaded air-hghters ’
on the Western Front!

Picked aces frqm the
famous 201st Squadron—
Baldy's Angels—the
amazing exploits of this
daredevil trio, their thrll-
ing adventures and hair-
breadth escapes over the
enemy's lines, will hold
vou spellbound all through
this vivid Great War yarn !

THE MAGNET

dide't want to meet the Chicken you
should have said so when I phoned last
Meonday., You took it on then, sad
you've got to stand for it now.'

“1 never answered the phone on
Monday, as I've told you five or six
times,'

“That's a lie1"

“'What 1" roared Larry.

“A lie!” came in & furious howl from
the other end. “Just a licl And, by
gad, if you let me down and try to ride
off on a rotten lie like that I'll make
vou pay for it somehow, Larry
Lascelles |

BIr. Lascelles set his lips hard.

“Now, listen to me, Archie " he said.
“That's the limit| It looks as il some-
one must have answered the phone when
I was out, and pulled your leg. I can't
understand it—Dbut if you got an answer,
it was some sort of trickery. ow
you've got to stop persecuting me. I
you ring me up once more—once, mind—
I'll jump on my ligger ond come
straight over te Lantham—and you
won’t know your own face in the glass
after I've cuﬁed on you. I mean that-—
every word! I'll thrash you within an
inch of vour life 1"”

“You double-crossin’ rotter——"

“That's enought! If you've been
fooled, serve you right for bothering
me at 2ll! Leave me alone, or look out
for yourself I

With that the games master of Grey-
friars slammed the recciver back on the
hooks. )

The bell did not ring again.

Archie evidently did not want his
features altered to such an extent that
he would not know them in the glass!
And Lascelles’ voice had been too
savagely earnest to leave him in doubk.

The gnmes master paced hiz study
with a knitted brow, thinking. Ilo
conld not deubt now t(hat someone
netually had answered the phone when
Archie rang up on Monday afternoon;
the man's desperate persistence proved
that he had been decoived by some
trickster. Mr. Lascelles was rather
keen to discover that trickster and teach
him not to play tricks on a master's
telephone.

It was a puzzling matter; for obvi-
ously no one could have known that
Archie was going to ring up—Lascelles
himself had not knewn., BSomconce must
have heard the bell ring and answered
it—someone who had come to the study.
The thing must have been unpremedi-
tated—done on tha spur of the moment
by somcone whoe happened to be there,
Whao had been there? Nobody had any
business in the study, unless it was some
junior who had to bring in an impot.
And Mr. Lascclles, following that line
of thought, recalled that a Hemove boy
—Bunter—hiad had an impot to bring
to him at six o'clock on Monday.

o remembered, too, that when ho
had come in, =oon after six, he had mek
that Remove Loy in Masters' Passage;
Buntor had been coming away, after
being caned by Quelch. Had ho been to
tho study? Ile had said that he hadn't
—which counted for nothing [ Certainly
he had not handed over his impot, or
loft it in the study—bhut that counted for
pothing, either, Bunter was more likely
to turn up with an excuse than with
work done. On the other hand, the fat,
obtuse, dense Owl of the Remove was
hardly the fellow to play such a trick—
o it scemed to Mr., Lascelles. Bub it
seemed probable that Bunter had been
there at the time—and extremely un-
likely that anyone else had been there.
And Mr. Lascelles resclved to question
Billy Bunter on the subject. If the fat
Owl had mischievously capzed him all
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this trouble, the fat Owl required a
sevters lesson.

Mr. Lascelles looked out of his study
window. The Remove were out after
class, and he called to Harry Wharton,
who was in the quad,

" Wharton | Please send Bunter to my
study.””

“Cortainly, gize!”

The captain of the Remove went to
lopk for Bunter. Mr. Lascelles poced
his study with a frowning brow till
there came o tap at hizs door, and 1t
opened to :weaf the fat and fatuous
countenance of the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter came in with a rather hopeful
expression on his fat face, He had no
impot for Lascelles now—and the cheer-
ful Owl had long since forgotten his
trickery on the telephone on Monday.
S0 he could not guess why Lascelles had
sent for him, unless it was to ask him to
iea. Tea with a beak was not, as a
rule, & very enjavable function—hbut any-
thing in the eating line was welcome to
W. G. Bunter! Bo he came in quito
brj_f_htly. .

i3 face fell a little as he saw no sign
of tea in the study. But if it wasn’t tea,
what on earth did the beast want him
for? ¥t must be teal

*“I have sent for you, Bunter—"
began Mr, Laseclles, with his keen coyes
on the fat face.

“NYea, sir, I've come,'" sald Bunter.
“Very pleased, sir I’

“Indeed ! said Mr. Lascelles rather
grimly.

“0Oh, yes, gir!” said Bunter. * Somoe
fellows hatoe teaing with beaks—"

“ What 1

“I mean with masters, sir! They say
tIm{( never get enough to eat, and the
beak heeps on jawing all the time ! But
I don't mind, air. Can I help with the
—the shopping, sir "

“1 havo not sent for you to tes,
Bunter."

di {}h !II

“1 think you camo to my study nt six
o'clock last Monday, Bunter. You had
some geometry to do for me*

“Yeg—no—I mean—" Bunter tried
to remember. “Oh, sirt! I did it later
—you remember you told me to have it
done by bed-time—I hadn't been to
vour study, sirl Owing to the injury to
my hand—I mean owing te Quelch
gpotting me—that is to say, I—I--[—"

“¥ou came to thiz study, I think, and
found that I was absent,’ said Mr. Las-
celles, “1 was delayed, os it happened,
in '.f'rmrdala Lane. Did you wait for
me "

' Well, I-T thought I ought to wait,
sir, to—1io explain about my hand being
cut, sirt—I mean I-—1 thought you'd like
me to wait—""

“Then you did come to the study ™

“0h, no, sirl Never came near it]
I wasn't in this part of the Housze at all
on Monday,"

“T met_you in this paszsage when I
came in, Bunter.”

“Y—=T1—1 mean Quelch called me into
his study mz I was passing—that is, I
wasn't exactly Ipn.saing—-l_—vl " Bunter
spluttered. = I—I say, sir, c-c-can I go
now? Wingato of tha Sixth wants me
to give Ihnm some bowling, sir.”

“It iz clear that you woere in this
study, Bunter, at zix o’elock on Monday.
Ind the telephione-bell ring while vou
wers hero ™

“Oh lor'! T mean no, sir! I never
heard it1 T should have been bound to
hesr it, sir, if it had rung, sitting in
that arm®hair 1" stammered Bunter.

“Did you answer the phona '

“I—I might have—have just taken the
receiver off, sir, to stop the row,”
groancd Bunter, ‘It was kicking up no
end of & row, sir "

“And what did vou =say eon the
phone " asked Mr. Lascelles, watching
the hapless Owl’s fat face very curiously.
It seemed impossible that this fat, obtuse
fellow could have pulled the lﬂlg of a
man of the world like Archie Valence,
yet 1t wag clear that that must have been
tho case.

“ Nothing, sir I’* gasped Bunter. “I—
I thought I'd better take the receiver
off and stop the bell ringing, that's all,
sirl I never even thought of hearing
what the man had to szay—I'm not
curious, sir, or inquisitive, or anythiong
of that kind,”

“I think I understand, Bunter,”' zaid
Mr. Lascelles wery quietly., *“Your
motivae was a foolish and contemptibla
curtosity to hear what did not concern

ou.  But why did you tell the man
alzchoods?  And how did you know
anvthing about my affairs "’

* L didn’t, sir |” said Bunter promptly.
“I just let him run en! I don't see any
harm in speaking to 2 poulterer on the
phone——"

“ A—a what ?” stuttered Mr. Laszcellos,

“I think he was & poulterer, sir,” said
Bunter, "I couldn't maeks i1t out, but
he was talking about chickens—"

“Chickens |” gasped Mr, Lascelles.
“What name liitf he give, Bunter,?”

“Archer, I think, sir—or something
like Archer,” answered Bunter. "He
said something about ericket and box-
ing, I think: but chiefly about chickens,
Ho said something about handling a
chicken—I remember that distinctly.”

Mr, Lascolles gazed at him |

“That'a all, sir,” said DBunter. *I'd
have told you, ﬂl‘j]’j I thought ?:m might
bo wary—I mean, I forgot all about it
—that ig, I—1 mean I wasn't in the
study at all, sir, when Archer rang up.
Ca-can I now 1"

“1 think you are the stupidest boy in
the wide world, Bunter,” said Mr,
Lascelles. “You have caused a mis-
understanding and a great deal of
trouble by answering the telephone in
my name.’’ ;

“I never said I was you, sir—that
man Archer thought so of his own
accord. I mean, I never said anything
at alll I—TI'll pay for the chicken,
BIf———"

* Wha-at 1 :

*1 mean, if he's delivered the chicken,
sir, and—and you don’t want it, I—I'll
pay for it!” gasped Bunter. “I—I'm
expecting a postel order very shortly,
51

“Upon my word ! said Mr, Lascelles,

“J==1 think the man was rather mad,
sit I” ventured Bunter. * Ho said some-
thing about putting his shirk on you—
a3 i% you'd want his shirt! And he
asked if you thought you could handle
a chicken, as if you werp a cook! 1
don’t know wha he was—ihere isn't any
poultry-shop in Courtfield with the
name of Archer, that I know of—"

“That will do, Bonter! Como with
ma ! saud Mr., Lascelles.  “You must
learn to mind your own buziness, and F
have no doubt that your Form masler
will ba prepared to give you in-
struetion.”

*“Oh lor’ I gasped Dunter.

Mz, Laseelles dropped a lieavy hand
on & fat shoulder, and led William
Georpe DBunter along the Fa&sﬂgﬂ to
‘éhmh: 's study. Dunter entered that

read apartment in fear and trembling,

“1 regret, sir.,” said Alr. Lascelles,
‘“to have to report thia boy to you for
playing tricks on my telenhone. His
folly has had the result of cauwsing a
misunderstanding, which has led to a
nian ringing me up continually to-day.”

“ Bunter——"

“I—1 dida't, sir!” gasped DBunter.
“It—it's all & mistake, sir! I wa=n't in

25

the study st all, and the telaphone-bell
never rang whila I was there, sir, and
I only answered it to tell the man Mr.
Lascelies had Funu out, sir. And—and
—and I'll pay for the chicken if it's been
delivered ™

“You may leave Bunter to me, Mr.

Lascelles,” said the Remove master
grimly,
The games master quitted the study,

and Dilly Bunter would have been very
glad te do the samo.  But thera were
some rather painful [i»mﬂcedin to be
gono through first. Thoe whacking of a
cang was audible in tho paszsage, and a
sene&ﬂl of wild gells audiblo across the
qua

When Billy Bunter departed he Jooked
as if he was practising as & con
tortiomist ! He wriggled Eia. WEETY Way
to the Hemove {fmmge, and blinked
dismally inte Study No. 1, where Harry
W‘Iiarta:m & Co. had gathered to tea.

I =ay, you fellows—" groaned
Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, halle! How did Bunter
know we had a cake?” asked Bob
Ehei'rp I

“I say, I’ve been whopped I groaned
Bunter. * Just because lpnmwered the
phone for Lascelles the other day to
cblige him! I'm always doing these
pood-natured things—and look what I
get! It was only & poulterer talking
about a chicken, too, and I offered to
pay for the chicken! Owl! Wowl 1
sy, you fellows, 1 don't mind if I have
some of that cake|”

“We do 1" said Nugent.

But what the ten-gnrtj' in Btudy No. I
minded evidently did not mntgurw[ur
Bunter had some, and then had some
more, and some more after that!

Eur[]ter did not go till the cake was
gone

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothing !

LE]

" ARRY

i " Sacked "

“I fancy so!? drawled the
Dounder,

The fellowa in the Rag, after tea,
stared at ITerbert Vernon-Smith. The
Bounder's manner was quite cool: his
eyes gleamed with malicions mischief.

Tom Redwing looked at him rather
uncasily; the other fellows in amaze-
ment.

“What do you hapgen to mean, if
vou mean anything ™ asked Harry
Wharton curﬂg.

“Exactly what I savy—noither more
nor less!™ said Ilerbert Vernon-Smith.
“ Lascelles caught me kickin' over the
traces, and felt bound to report me to
the bealkk! I've caught Lascelles kickin'
aver the traces, and feel bound to report
him to the beak! Ona pood turn
degerves nnother !

“And what's he done?” asked DBob
Cherry.

“Booked for a pglove fight—>

L1 RJ].E'E Iil.l'

“The ratfulness is terrifis 1

“You'll seo!” drawled the Bounder.
“T'm goin' to see old Locke about it
now | I fancy it's thoe boot for Lascelles!
Ha made mo squirm—and I'm goin' {o
make him squirm !

Vernon-Smith walked out of the Rap.
A score of fellows followed him. They
followed him as far as the corner of
Ilcad’s passage, whero they saw him—
from a distance—tap at Dr. Loche's
door and enter. And in amazement
they waited for tho result,

The Bounder, cool and iron-nerved as
Lin waa, felt a slight trepidation ns he
entered the presence of the headmaster.

{CTantinued on page 28.)
Tae Migxwer Lisnany.—No, 1,321,



THE GREATEST CRICKET STORY EVER WRITTEN !

Bill is Defermined !

UT on the pitch Terry, the
O (irammarian skipper, had just

hit a boundary, and he and
Frank Peters
back to their wickets.
had been scnt out into the country, and
was pacing up and down, with head
lowered, hands in pockets, sulking.
Frazer, one of the Avcnshire's profes-
sional change bowlers, had taken up
the attack in his stead. ]

Moodily Bill turned AwaY. What
putrid luck to get out lie he'd done,
just when he was getting set for a slash-
ing knock ! .

“Busted head or not, I'm jolly well
going to bowl against the pro's this
afternoon ! he mumbled, and doggedly
mads his way across the dressing-room
to the washbasins, where he soused his
groggy head in cold water, and dried
1t pingeriv.

I‘aee g a littls better after that, he
returned to the window, just 1n fime to
see snother Grammarian disaster. )

Terry, rendered over-confident by his
boundary, had jumped out to drive
Frazer for a “sixer,” only to be beauti-
fully stumped on the legside by Dick

ayes.

Ehzﬂ{ittﬁ
marian &

WEre

strolh
Len, Bill nﬂtcx:f

hisz head rueinlly, the Gram-
ipper camg slowly back to the
av, amid Iung and loud applansze. He
‘Ea& played his usual sound, steady
innings, and it was bad luck that the
first mistake he had made should have
proved fatal. :

“Blow it} I ought to be kicked, fall-
ing for old Frazer's leg-spinner like
that ! he snorted as he entered the
dressing-room.  “How're you feeling,
Bill? Pretty rotten?”

Dumping his bat and gloves, he came
aver and gmlmd at Lis chum keenly.

“You ought to pet changed, chump.
Want & hand? 1'll halp you.”

Bill’s heart skipped a beat, and ho
wheelad sharEly from the window.

“

ALLISON- 0% >AYONSHIRE

Enu’ra going to play any more, do you?”
o asked. *'Cos you're not. Not with
that head. Old Tom says so, and I za
so. In fact, I've already arranged with
Jerry Tempest for Phillips to act as sub
for you this afternoon.”

Stubbornly Bill thrust out a sguare
chin, his snxious expression changmng lo
ono of cast-iron determination.

For o moment he hesitated before
?pilling all that had been on hiz mind
or the last tweo days, then came to a
decision.,  After all, he conld trust
Terry. They had been the best of pals
since the day they had first entercd the
Grammar school. He came a step closer
to hiz chum.

* Listen, Torry! You've got to let me
bowl this afternoon,” he said, with an
emphasis that made the skipper stare.
111 be all right afier lunch, 1 feel sure.
And—and this mateh means a lot to me
—a whole lot, savvy? I'm szort of
regarding it as a County trial all for
myself,”

“Wha-at?"

“That's right. Ob, I Lkoow it may
sound a bit selfish, but I don’t mean it
that way, Terry. ¥You know that. It's
just—well, 'y like this.” The words
came wikth a sudden, insistent ruosh.
“¥You know how things are at home
with us. Dad's broke, and needs money
badly, and he won'’t let me leave school,

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Simon Allison, onte part-owner of the great
Allizon Motor Works, invenis a powerful
supercharger, hut fails through lack of funds
to put it on the market. An attempt on the
pgart of his rascally nepheéw, Lan Allizon—
* boss " af the works and a ** big noisg " in
the county cricket team—to tarrify tha old
man into parling with the supercharger at
a low price Tails. Shorily after this, Eill
Allison, Simon's son, turng out for his achool
—who are doing badly against Avonshire Glub
agnd Ground—to face the demon howler, Leén
Allison, Just when he looks ke getting set,
Rill iz felled by one of hia eousin's SXpress
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By JOHN BREARLEY. e

either, to try fo help by earning some.
YWell "—Bill's chest heaved in a long,
coap breath. ®*I'm going to leave schoo
this term and chanece it. Sorry and all
that, but I must. And as doad won't let
me go in for engines and cars, I'm
going in for the only other thing I'm
arq% good at.”

erry whistled softly, half guessing
hiz big ehum’s intention.

To ham, Bill, the humorous, casy-going
“madman,” as the schoel called him,
seemed to have changed curiously all at
onee. He looked older, somehow; older
and surprisingly grim. Just like his
indomitable father, in fact, The Gram-
marian skipper blivked.

“You mean—"

"“Yes,” nodded Bill firmly. “If I can
bowl well against first-class batsmen to-
day, I'm going to leave school and ask
to be taken on as an Avonshire county
professional.”

“ Wh-what—"

“And I'm geoing to do something.
nnyway, to beat those two swabs, Len
anlg ‘ Corsica,” Phil Valetti, tool" he
added fiercely to himself as the
astounded Terry sank down on a bench.

The Test!

Bill's cool announcement struck Terry
all of a heap.

Yor tho first few scconds he could
do nothing but gasp like & new]i? landec
fishh, Had it not been for the dull ache
in his head, and the importance of the
oceasion, Bill would have laughed out-
right, so ludicrows was his chum's
exprossion. .

You say vou're going to chuck up
vour schelarship hera and=—and turn
pro for Avemshire!” eried tho ineredu-
lous Grammarian skipper, after ho hod
got his breath back. _

Bill gave him another determined
look.

“Yos—or, at least, I'll ask the County
for the job if I can bowl well against
the Club and Ground this afterncon ™
“8o, Terry, old hess,
lot me play

“Cheanged i” he queried, his face deliveries that natchumijim II‘IJII’ on t}!l'-lia fnrl_: pe o o

i nxious., “What for?® head. Left alone in the school pavilion nsw .
wb{?'::-rauﬂjngesl hLils eyebrows staggers to the window and looks out. : you'va jolly well got to

H i - 1r

“Well, vou ass, you don't think (Now read on.) OIL—5ee
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l{g glanced through the window at
the Bsunlit field, where the School's
seventh-wicket .pair were making &
dogged stand, then turped again to
Terry.

“We've atill got thres wickets to fall,
and it'll be lunch-time¢ in about ten
minutes., Counting that ip, it ought to
give me about a couple of hours to
#it quiet and get over this biff on the
nut. I'll be O.K. all right by the time
wa take the field—I've got to be 1 Bill
andded sturdily.

Terry grunted and bent down, Addling
with his bootlace to hide a worried
frown. If apything further happened to
his chum part of the responsibility, of
counse, would fall on him. Nevertheless,
now that Bill had explained why he
was 50 desperptely anxious to.carry on,
Terry wae just as keen to help him,

“We-gll,” he szsid at last, **if you

think you'll be fit enough, you obstinate
chump, you ean bowl your bleomin’ arm
off as far as I'm concerned. And, golly,
I wizh you all the luek, old son, apart
from winning the match. I know your
dad’s hard-up—you've told me that your-
self,” he grioned swhkwardly, " But
leaving school -and turnin% pro! He'll
kick about that, won't hef”
- "He'll kick like an Army mule,”
agreed Bill, with foreed airiness. ** Still,
the noble family of Allison needs moncy
—lots of it—at least, one branch of 1t
does, I know I?

Bill sighed, his thoughts switching in-
veluntarily to his prospergus-seeming
cousin, Len. But then his old cheeriness
came to the fore again, and he struck a
mock-dramatic attitude.

“And behold, the young hero will
ventura forth to restore the family for.
tunes 1¥ he chuckled—" that
the pro's paste me all over the zhop
this afternoan, and old Jerry Tempest
langhs himself silly when 1 apply for
thea job 1"

“ They won't paste you!”

Terry eved Bill Allison seriously,
albeit with the shecpish air of one about
to @3’ a pal a compliment to his face.

“You're the best bowler this school
ever had, Bill, and if you once do get
g footing in first class ericket vou'll
show ‘cm something. Old Janes says
s0, and he never throws lauweels at a
chap unless he earns 'om. And T think
he's right ™

“1 'umbly bows,” svioned Bill; bt
he flushed = little and gave Tevry a
little dig in the ribs. *“Thanks, skipper!?
I feel better already. Now thal's scitled
I'll just— Halle! Lunch! .

Outside, the players were strolling
back to the pavilion with the score
¥2 for 6. The seventh-wicket pair had
continued to hold the fort valiantly.

During the interval, Bill's bruised
foreh was doctored again by Tom
Janes, and the old coach, like Terry,
taok some persuading bofare he wmaﬂ’l
agree to the Grammarians' star bowler
playing agein that dav. In the end,
howeaver, Ei‘ii won the day., And cor-
fainly, now that hiec was keyed-up with

excitement, the tall, tough youngsier
Jdid look & whole lot better.
To pive himself every chance of

recovery. toa, Bill sneaked off 10 a quiet
corney of the baleony after lunch, where
he sat nursing hig throbbing head and
watching the play by himself,

Len Allison, afrer his display of bad
temper and bowling 1n the morning, had
again been Dbanished to the long feld,
where, judging by the froquent goffaws
and hiz own surly attitude, he was
coming in for a spot of barracking from
1the local fans. Against the less-violent
attack of the other C. & (. bowlers
the Grammar School tail waggad stontly.

is, unless.
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Thus, it was past three o'clock when
the last wicket fell, and Bill had bad
a longer rest than he had reckoned on.

All out 144 was the final score—a much
hetter total than the school had expected
at one time. But, with six first-class
batemen, including Len, opposed to
ihem———

113 H?m ]?‘.I‘

Bill roze and grimly
fingers of his left hand.

"My little ones, you've got some work
to do now, or else we're in for & real
ri t_ht- fanning ¥ he murmured to him-
self.

B0 thought ithe rest of the Liram-
marian XI.

“On your toes now, chaps!” ordered
Terry, as he led his team out after the
umpires. “We haven't done so badly,
but they ought to get the runs sasily
unless—"

Then, suddenly looking up, he caught
sight of Dill's rugged face, and smiled
thoughtfully.

“No-o! FP'raps they won't get ‘em
s0 eastly, after all. Our Willism means

“COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS1!”

ELL, chuwma, you've got another
w topping souvenir photo-plate
to add to collection this

weaek., And don't forpet there

are five more of thess fine photogravure
plates to come. If you haven't already
given a standing order for the MasxET, you
ghould do so now, as the demand for your
favourite paper is greater than ever.
You'd be’ awfully dmsappointed if you
missod one of these free gifts, wouldn't
vou 7 Next weel's phﬂtﬂp&ﬁmﬁ late is &
reg]l corker, and shows " THE DREAID-
NOUGHT DIVER,"” who, encased in hia
all-metal suit, exploreas the ocean's depths
for sumken treasure, or does valuable work
in the selving of wrocks., Lowered over

waggled the

the side of the diving-ship on the end of

a ateel rope attached to & crane, he is
able to talk to the erew of the ship b
means of & telephone, Your collection will
not be cmn%et& without next week's
phote-plate, chums.

I feel that I muvst draw your attention
to our stupendous offer of a * Righy "
super model Aying plune, which is offered
at the astonishingly low price of 44d.
to all readers of the MacNET,

Thiy remarkable 1nodel is the last word
in  design, strengeth, and rformance,
and if eorreetly assembled, flice in & way
which bas brand-new thrills as compared
with anything ever produced before. Bhe
can take off Eﬂ-ﬂil&.’ on account of exoess
gmﬂ-r and proceeds on & eiroulsr climbing

ight to come down about where she
started from. If launched into wind, ahe
climbs to hitherto impoassible heights io &
few seconde, and then divea into a glide,
finally to land all ) .

Now for next weck’s prograxome :

“THE KIDNAPPED MASTER I "
By Frapk Richards

i the vitle of the long complete yarn of
Greyfriars. The title alone is sufficient
to tell you that you are in for a rattling
fine story that will hold your interest to
the very end. There'll be another yiPpmﬁ
instalment of * Allison of Avonshire |

and a full-of-fun igsue of the ever-popular
“ Groyfriara Herald.” * Umpiro," the
MagneT's special cricket contributar,  will
ke at your disposal to answer any intricate
problems you eare to put before him,
while, to complete o super issue, there
will be another handsome free photo-
ut in your album.

avure plate to p
gcm’t misa this issue, chums |

YOUR EDITOR.

27
business,” murmured the Grammar
chool captain to himself. Moistening

& finger, he held it up to test the slight
breeze. ' Alee, you u}lan tho huwl:gﬁ,
and Bill—second over from the top end.
Wind's blowing across the wicket—
ought to I;Egv you a bit—whati”

Bill nod without speaking. Whilst
the others ware passing the ball sbout
between themselves he walked on to
examing the wicket,

The pitch, having been treated to the
!iﬁht roller, was hard and ot
likely to help a spin-bowler much, Bill
noted glumly. &till, he did find one
slightly worn patch well up on the leg
side, which he eyed' more hapefully.
The ball wonld turn quickly -anuush gn
that all right—if he could only find and
keep his length.

“Men in!” came Terry's sharp eall
at that moment; and Bill went quistly
to hiz place in the slips, pressing his
cap more firmly over the bandage,

To Terry's inquiring glance he
answered only by a wink, end rubbed
his hands with an air of briskness which
he was very far from feeling.

Mr. Jerry Tempest and Forbes, Avon-
shire’s MNo. 1, came out to start the
innings for the C. & G., and against
Alec Bromley’s fast bowling they opened
the seoring with disheartening ease.

The one-time captain and present
secretary of the Ceounty cut the fisst
ball for a single, and Forbes, after play-
ing the next three cannily, drove the
lagt two for & 4 and a 3. The School
supporters wriggled uneasily in their
saats as the field crossed over.

Then Ter_rf' tossed the ball back to
Bill, and Bill’s own private Test maich
bagan |

“Good old Bill I"

“Go it, madman'! Schoooool |

It was &8 heart-wearmin shout
of encouragement that broke from
the School the moment Bill gave his
cap to the umpirea and began rolling
his slecves higher. The locals all joined
i, too, partly in sympsthy for the
yup:r;:!gater with his bendaged head, but
chicfly because they knew of hiz feats
in school cricket the season befora, and
looked upen him as & coming “ big
noise,

That friendly ovation, however, went
through Bill's aching head like & red-
hot knife.

For one ghastly second he was seized
with the horrible fear that he was gbhout
to faink,

Never before in his life had he felt
g0 rotten, now that the test had come.
Stage-fright, as well as pain, made him
feel sick ond dizzy, while tiny brilliant
specks of light danced jerkily before his
eyes. He swung his left arm clumsily,
to loosen it—and the ball nearly slipped
from his moist, nerveless fingera. % d-
denly he realised that everyone—bats-
men, heldsmen, and uwmpires—were
staring at him, half-curiously, balf-
anxiously,

“Are vou all right. lad? I've slready
called *Play' once!” exclaimed Tom
Janes, in a low voice.

Bill's already pale face went a shade
whiter,

“SBorry—didn't hear you! Ves I'm
fine !'* he mumbled. Then, to himaelf:
“Come on, you fool! Here's the chanee
you've been waiting for, haven't you?
Pull yvour blessed s¢lf together ™

(Wil Bl Allizon’s nerves fuil Aim,
or will he——F Whutever now do,
chums, be 2ure and read the follow-u
of thiz greal sporting stery which will
appour 10 next weck's Free GNift faaue
of the MaGrET.)

Tor Magxer Lisaany,—No. 1,321;

+* -
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THE BOXING ‘BEAK'"!

{Continued from page 5.}

Dr. Locke pecred al Lim ever his
glassos,

Smithy breathed raiher havd, but he
did, nat falter.

“ Vernon-Simith ! What—"

“I feel bound to tell you, sir, that
what that bruiser was say ing in this
study last night was trite—"

FWhat? What?” cjaculated the
astonished Iead.

“Will you look at this Jeber, e ?”

Vernon-3mith laid ou the Head's
writing-table the lotter from  Archie,
nhmhg;a had taken from ihe povket of
the coat in Lascelles” study.

In complete astonishunent Dr. Tocke
looked at the lotter.

Thunder gathered in his brow.

“VYernon-Smith!  This  letter, ap
parontly, is the property of My, Las-
velles "

“ Yes, sir :

“How did it come inta your possis-
gion? How dare you show it to me?”
thundered the Head.

The Bounder quailed a litile. Dut ho

EI?

kept firm. Ile was toking a risk, and
he know it; but he had the norve to
take it.

“I thought I ought to bring it io
vour notice, sir! Let 3Ar. Lascelles
IP!HI.II it—if he can!”

The Head gave him onc cold, hard,
chilling glare, and then touched the bell.
Troticr came to the door, and was fold
to request Mr. Lascelles to step to ihe

study.

In o few minutes DMr. Lascelles
enteved the study., Ile glanced in rome
purpriso at Verpon-Smith.

“You desired to see me, Dr. Locke?”

“Yes, Mr. Lascelles! Is that letter
your properiy "

Larry Lascelles started vielently., Ilor
a moment he was dumbfounded by the
sipht of Archic's letter lying on the
Head's table.  But he recovercd hime-
self very aquickly.

“Yes, sir,"” he said epielly,
letter is my property,™

* Please ta'lic it.”

BIr. Laszcellos fook ii.

“This boy, Vernon-Smith, brovghd ik
to me and placed it here,” said the
Head, “I regret that I have seon il,
My, Laseclles,” )

“Not at all. =ir,” said Laseelles. *I
havo no objection whatever to your see-
ing it, and smee vou have sgen it I
shall cortainly mnhm the mnlber™

The Bounder's lip curled. Ie Fancied
that Lovry would have some diffiealty
in explamning thal lelter.

“1 have not asked veu for an sxplong-
tion, Br. Lascelles,” said {ho Head—

“That

H
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though there doubt that Lle
1Lgliirufl Ohe.

Y1 shall give 1t wunasked, thea, =™
suid  Lascelles, with a smile. “This
lottor is from @ former connection of
mino whe hasz uwrged me many limes—
I need not say in vain—to re-engage in
boxing E(‘d‘itﬂaiﬂ Last Monday ho went
g6 far as to ring me up on the telephona
aond repeat his wrgings, I was out of
the Ilouse at the time, but it happened
that a junior had gone to my study,
and be answered the phone, causing the
matn to believe that [ was speaking.”

Vernon-3mith siarcd. Heo counld not
soe what all this was leading to.

*1 have reported thiz junior to his
Form mastor, and he has been caned for
his trickery,” continued DMy, Lascelles.
“ Unfortunately, the harm was done
ITis foolish talk on the telephone caused
this man, Archic Valence, to beliove
that I had acceded to his demands, and
agreed to do as he wished. 1 was un-
pwaoroe of thiz until ihis morning, when
the lotter arrived from him—gréatly to
my astonishment. I bhave since in-

wired into the maotfer, and learned of
the trick that was playved. T have now
explained to the man that hLe was
deceived, and warned him from making
nILY Eurthcr communication to me. That
iz all, sir.”

The Bounder sloed, almest stupcelied,

To his suspicious mind this seemed
about the thinnest story he had ever
heatd. Ho wondered whether even the
simple ol Head coold swallow it!

Lvidently the Head did—though he
was not so simple as the Bounder sup-
poacd.

* It was really unnecessary to explain,
Mr. Lascellos—and I need not say that
1 am entirely satialied with vonr
explanation,” said Dr, Locke, ™ Vernon-
Smith will new explain Imw this letter
cume into his possession.’

Was no

The Bounder grifted I'IIE tecth. It
was neck gr nothing now !
“] knew that Mr.. Lﬂhl‘.l.‘“i.‘ﬁ was

docaivi ing you, sir,” hin H&ld mn & clear,
fand T looked for

hard - voice, LTI
proof of it. I took that letter from his
stucy

“You knew—you dare to spy—"

Yo 13 deceiving vou now, siv’" sl
the Bounder stubborniy., I yon baliove
him, I can't help it, but that letter
proves=——" :

“Bilence ! exelaimed  (he  Head.
¥y ernon-Smith, yon dare {o stand in
iny presence and east doubk on the word
of a momber of my staff ! You confess
to having purloined a letter from a
master’s study, You will go and pack
vour box immedistely—yvou leave Grey-
friars to-day | I ‘shall request My
GOneleh to take von to the station ! Go !

The Bowndey felt an icy shiver. He
had done it novw-—the pame was up!
Iis malice had recoiled on his own head
—it was not Larry who was going to
be sacked, but the Bounder himself
But he was game | He gavoe the gomoes
masicr ene black, bitier look, and turned
to the door .

“Stap 1 snid Mr. Lascelles quicily.

ITe turned to the Head,

“ Dr. Locke—may I speak a word for
this boy? Ile has sacted foolishly.
maliciously, disvespeetfully, but he
rendered me a servico last night, aod
indirectly resnlting  from it he was
flopged- this inorping, That is the cawsc
of s present conduct, and I am con-
vinced  that he will I_Innh belicr of if,
and.vegret his folly.”

D, imke was asilent for a moment
or twe. During those momenis, whicl
seemed ages long to him, the Bounder
stood - in suspense,

“Very well, My, Lascelles,”
Head at Inst. = If you wre prepared
fﬂrguc this hm s offeneo——-""

“Quite, sir.’

“Then I shall leave his punishraent
in your hands, sir,” said Dr. Leocke
slowly, with visible reluctunce.

M. Lascelles smiled faintly:

“Thank you very much, sir! In lat
caso I shall et the matter rest whero
it, 13, and leave the boy to his own
reflections and better nature.” 3

The Head made Vornon-83mith a sign
to leave the study.

He wend.

He was spared. The man he had
sought to injure had spared him. At
the moment, that seemed like the

aulmination of bitterncss to the defeatod
Bounder. His faco was white, His oyes
glittering as he left the study and went
down the passage. He had forgotten
the crowd of fellows waiting for him
at the corner—but they hed not for-

gaid the
to

gotten him.

“Huallo, hallo, halle! Here le
comes "

“What's  the jolly old  verdie,
Smithy 1

w La.rr{ got the push—ar you ™™

“Ha, tha, hat"

The Bounder did not answer. He
shoved his way savagely through ihe
crowd and trampoed away. nd na
cliwckle from the Removites followed
him a5 he weni.

THE EXID,

(Don'd swmsas the prand seguel fo this
wirn, chuwms.  IM's entitfed: “THE
KIDNAPPER MASTER!"™ awd will

appear an nert  Soturdays DMagxer,
which will olso contain another hand-
samme  Free Phoefogrecure FPlate.  Ne

gure and erder yawr copy carlyl)
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permitiin on
behind 8

nesday next. Competitors allowed
| race on motor-bikes, push-bikes,
roller-skates,
of cheers!

the

“Greyiriars Herald.”

GREYFRIARS SPEEDWAY !
Positively opening (beaks and prefects

waste ground
the cycle-shed at 3 p.m. Wed-

No prizes, Lut plenty
For details, write the
Secretary, Remove Speedway, ¢fo,

to
o1

No. 36 (New Series).

EDITED BY H..BY WHARTON.

Take our tip and take a trip to Ye
Olde Village Fayre at Friavdalel We
arrange
put, Dbooked seat in charabanc, and
reduced prices at all the shows. What
more can you ask?

YE OLDE VILLAGE FAYRE! —

everything—prefect's pass-

Send deposit

I

} 25. #6d.,, and name your night!
OKAY NIGHT-LIFE BSERVICES,
Inc. {Proprieter: Fisher 7T. Tish),
Study No. 14, Remove.
June 10th, 1933,

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What 1 Think of
Donald Ogilvy
By Monty Newland

Ponald Ogilvy's & Seotsman. I'm a Jew.

If -the funny stories that are told about our
regpective racca eontained any haais of truth,
you'd expect me to be an oily, unserupuloua
ugurer and Ogilvy a pawky, humourless,
haggis-swiping tightwad, What I'm like
mysgelf, it's nok up to woe to say, bubt I can say
for eertain, anyway, that Opilvy is absolutely
the oppesile of ithe Scot thoy depiet in the
comie papers.
. Ogilvy is just the normal, healthy, fun-lov-
ing Briton of a kind which (fortunately for the
future of thia little island !) can he duplicated
at any school in the country, DPlucky as they
make 'em, loyal and chivalrous to a degree,
yet devoid of false sentimentality, of average
abality in clnsa work and of mors than average
ability at sports, he commanda the admiration
of his friends and the sincere respect of his
rivala,

Of Ins enemies I can say nothing, for one
exeollent reason—ho has none !

The Seots ave roputed to be mean, but lonk-
ing for meanness in Ogilvy is comparable with
logking for & necdle in a haystack. One
Scottish  characteristic he does possoss,
though, ia shrewdness., You have fo get u
very early in the morning to cateh H..nﬁﬁ_m
Ogilvy napping, I can assurs von.

Snobbishness is a trait which ho doesn't
possess and doean’t pretend to understand.
The only distinetion he malkes Ia batween those
who are zood sports and {hose who are uot,
and, incidentally, he ean discriminate very
woll between the two. But to lock downona
lellow beeause he's poor or of another race
or ctead i3 something of which Ogilvy is
utlerly incapable.

In brief, Donald Ogilvy is a jolly good
fellow and I, for one, am proud (o koow him ¢

(Now ‘that'a what wo enll o first-class
houquet ! Whether Ogilvy will give Nowland
s bouguet or a hridkbat in return you'll be
uble to find oub in gur next numbor '—EDp.)

DICKY EGGWZHHW. WEEKLY
WISDOM

Bolsover minor rosently had the cheek to
m:._“mmﬁ nﬁnﬁﬂﬂﬁ. Hmﬁpm:.mqa ﬁ_.__m. titla of this
feoturs *Dicky Nugent's |WEARLY
Wisdom 1 < m :

Ho is at present in the sanny reeovering
fromn one black eye and two ihick cars. So
whatever he thinks about my wisdem, he's
never likoly to suffer from the delusion that
thore’s anything WEAKLY about wy ouchileat

——r

——

WINDOW-LEDGE JOY

Wo strongly recommend
you to grow Howcers on the
ledge outsids your study
windaow,

The sight of half a dozen
geramums in lower-pots every
time you look out of the
window is one to inspire any
Removite. On thess long
summer evenings nothing is
wmore calculated to make a
Fellow enjoy deing his prep.
than flowers on the window.
ledge

Squiff has heen telling us
about his little display,

“It's wonderful  what a
difference they've made,'* he
anid, as he toved with an
antirrhinumy in his button.
hole,

“ Once I used to sit down to
prep. dejected and morose—
unable to do justice to Latin

[ S

Let Flowers Brighten Studies

proge and Irench irregular
verbs that should have been
& joy to e,

* Without knowing why, I
would ocecazionally jump up
and scream, or horl lexicons at
-y study-mates. At other
times I would bite my nails
and langh bitterly.

“ Now that I hove o little
garden on my window-ledge
—what a difference! I grin
like a hyena while delving into
Livy aud sing at the top of my
voice while memorising H...EEUW
conjugations.  Say it with
flowera—that’'s my idea! ™

Of course, there are draw-
backs. Peter Todd turned
hig window-ledgo into o minia-
turg conservatory a little
while ago and struck several
suaga in rapid suecession.

To begin with ho amd

[T e

Prosopopocia,

characterised by

centviiugally from an area o
the formation of o .ump:.p.mmmui

mumnificenes for that perio
relation fo that preceding it.

and benefit to your reoadera.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE
o T ST

mm._a.....___.ﬂu. SKINNER !

In & competition to ses who could wallk
farthest on his hands Skinner gave in after &
few yards bocause he folt his nose itching,

Gratters, Skinner, old scout ! Jt's the firat

time in history you've ever beem known to
come up to serateh i

Bee-keeping is & bobby of Mr.
Twigg, the master of the

about bees when bha iried fo

out it & ok when o o
whe

came ouf (o deal with EEJ

Lonzy’s Little Letters

Dear Editor,—Sines the functional operations of that
: 1, the Weeather Clevk, are of moment to all who
evinea an inclination to participation in outdoor recrestive
avoeations, I take the liberty of appending, from a friend with
a predisposition to fatidical accomplishment, o moteorological
prognosucation appropriate to the forthcoming quarter,
inordinate cireurnstantiality :

A preliminary extornal rotary

suggestive of tha maintenance of principally
ditions up to the penultimate month of the
mateorological deterioration may cventuate consequent upon

an intensification of humidity up to the re-cmergenes of solur
i distinguished by anteriority in

I am gure that thiz information will Lo af immenso interest

Yours lLelplully,

(The interest and benelit would doubtless be terrific if our
readers have eny ides what 'Lonzy’s talking about ! But if it
really is meant to be a weather furecast, we can
the English climate cepable of doing all

Second, Bouih Aoy
gcond, Sou ican veldt, fa
Sammy Bunter didn’t know moch camper, Soiha) et o

thgn a half-holiday in the

atmospheric impulse actuated
high barometric pressvre is
propitious con-
period, when o

tempestiuons phenomenon and

Avroxzo Topb,

ruite believe

Dutton got badly stung b

bess that had leen en.
courgzed by the horti.
nw._#E..E show outside Study

No. 7.

After that, & nest of anta
that had settled in the flower.
pots started exploring the
study and got mixed up with
the seed cahe, with disastrous
results to the digestions and
tempera of Toddy and his

colleagues, mﬂ._
Thon a water can wield

by Alonzo somehow emptied
its contents on Wingate E:ﬂ

.

North, swho were standing
helow, chutting.

Finally the housekeeper’s:
eat toolk it into its lead to
Jump on to the window-ledze
and knock down n couple of
flower-pots ut  the wvery
moment the Ifead passed
bencath. Dr. Locks got one
on his pet corn and the other
on his nose, and Study No. 7
ot a thousand lines betweer}
them,

Nevertheless, wo etrongly
fdvise you fo prow flowers on
the ledge outside your atudyh
window,

PROPHECY FULFILLED

Fish has just had “aix ™
from the Head for selling a
dud pramophone to a Mr,
Time, of Courtlield,

We alwaya snid Fish would
Le “ doing Time *’ one of these

e E—————

TIDAL WAVE

towpath at

ON RIVER

Heasure-Makers’
Panic

A disester which cauglhit
fupdreds of pleasure.malkera
epared oecurred on the
River Sark after echoo! last
Toesday, when o tidal wave
of tremendous proportions
surged along the entive length
of the rniver. Many boata
were overturned end bathers
were swept downstream or on
to the banks like matehsticks.
The  phenomenon  was
graphically described to a
Emumwﬁ_.nw:ﬁ.u of the *' Grey.
friars Herald ™ by Tom Brown
whe was strolling along tho
thoe time..

“The river was fowing
siong perfectly peacelully and
normelly,"”  Brown  said,
“when suddenly, in the dis-
tance, & veritahla monntain
of water appeared, racing
downstream at an almaost
mcredible specd.

“ It was a tervifying sight,
snd the thundcrous roar with
wineh it swept along simply
froze the marrow in my bones.

* Pienickers on the river
benks fled precipiiately for
higher ground, end fellows
who were aclually on the
river could only close their
eyes and hope for the hest.

“It was amaring aiter-
wards to sce the wreckage
drifting along on the turbu.
lens waters—satraw hats, over-
torned boats, picnie hampers,
punting poles, &ll jumbled
up bogether.

** It was a sight I shall never
forget o long as I live.”

o understend that the
fidal wave was caused by
Billy Bunter jumping into
the water from the diving-

he says [—Ep.)}
IT?

days |

board at the swimming pool.

MAULY’S

IMPREGNABLE
STUDY

Electric Ejector’s
Amazing Success

Manly's new Electrio Ejec.
tor is the sensation of the week
in the Remove. For months
Lord Mauleverer has been

uzzled to know how to keep
mw_._eﬂm out of his stedy
ﬂ:lam his frequent smoozes.
Ieys he always loses,and bolts
are soon broken by persistent
gallers, and the problem
seemed heyond the wit of man
till he conceived the iden of
writing Bernard Glyn, the
celebrated 3t. Jim's inventor.

Glyn soon got to the root of
the trouble and the result was
the Eleciric Ejector.

Tho Electnc Ejector is
reaily an  amazing little
machine, It starts work as

zgon as the intending visitor
sots foot on a ewitch which iz
concealed under the lino
putside tha study door. As
soon as this happens a voice
from a loudspeaker criea
“ Buzz off, therc’s a good
fellow | " and an electric sign
above the door flashes out a
message : ** His Lordship is
Asleep.”

Should the caller, however,
remain adamant and put his
hand on the door handle, a
oireuit is completed and he
received & wviolent electnic
shock.

The shock is sufficiently
powerful to scare off all but
the most obstinate., 1f the
ealler happens to bo one of
that Lind, however, tho
Electria Ejector hos one
further gurprise in store for
him. The moment ho succoeds
in opening the door, a big
sooop  eweeps through the
doorway, gathers lhim up,

trained on
and asks nothing better
with a coupls of chums,

the Pigher T. Fizh has: 8 |

il M.ﬂﬂuﬂ u_u-
open upsuslly with matarial

small

advantage)
4o bimself § G

articles hﬂn_uﬂaww ﬂuﬂ-:.:uﬁ__ ._:Hu.m: Wible

! c o mights in the : A
with - other lellows—  Noo-Stop Follies had (o u____ ﬂ_m_w..
mu#id.liwn—a tha
out impositions for making too

la " . - -,

ol six conseculiva

actors wrota
much noige |

carciea him out, and throws

GREYFRIARS

Wun Lung thrilled the Removites
with a really clever exhibition of
tight-rope walking in the gym.
Bunter was inspired {o imiiate
bim—bot once was ezough !

himm half-way down the pas-
sage,

The Electric Ejector first
carne into operation yesterday
afternoon. Mauly was suooz-
ing at the time, but ho heard,
a5 in a dream, the sound of
footateps stopping outside the
study and the voice of the
londspeaker nu._asmum ‘“* Buzz
off, thero's & good fellow 1

Then the door handle rattled
and there waa a frantic how! of
pain and rage from the caller
who auccceded in opening the
door. Out swung the big
scoop and the visitor was
speedily turfed out and fung
down the passage.

Burmp !

There waos a howl.

* Poor beggar | *"uurmured
Mauly, dreamily.

Then the vizitor, havin
ﬂmnwan himszelf up, trampe

ack sgmain and insceried his
foot in the door just belfora it
lozed,

" Mauleverer ! " Lhe roared.
“Boy! Wretched, depraved
yvouth [ "

And Mauly woke up with
FE ._.__..c_uw__..ﬂ...m.nn_..-__um-

FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

The visitor was Mr. Queleh !

- ......_.__

captain of the

mmﬁnn.mﬁwa%ﬁ ion sto

is the ¢ pion

waller of the Hﬁ._.uﬂm_.#n.. nﬂﬂ
can hit out on occasion, howaver

—&iB WAE d when he soored 50
in Aty feg against Highcliffs}

HIKE ON BLACK

PIKE

Remove Enjoy Day Out

The Remove Hiking Chib teock advantape

of the day's #&Ewﬂ iven !nat weok in honour
of the Head's birt to do the uumﬁhmu to
the top of Black FPike. Bolieva ua, BT,

you'd have enjoyed every minute of it if you'd
been there.

Fully a score of enthusiasts assembled in
the morning under the leadership of Wharton
and the tramp started in brilliant sunshine.

The beauties of nature quickly eaptivated
the hilers and the miles passed pleasantly in
guiet discussion on philosophiecel esubjects
and contemplation of the #flora and foune
observed en route.

Perhapa * miles ** 1a a slight exaggeration,
now we come to think of it, for we had only
gone & hondred yards when wo ran into
Trumper & Co., from Courtfield. Trumper
& Co., for reasons best known to thomaelves,
saw fit to make derigive romarks and cat.calls,
a0 wo ahandoned philogophical dizeussion for
the time being and sailed into them.

Having left the Courtfield fellows strown in
little picees all over the lane, wo went on our
way rejoicing.

A heath fire on the lower slopes of Black
Pike engaped cur attention before we had time
to regums philogophy. Two strenucus houra
passed before we had it under control, and
warm work it was, too !

Someons suggested lunch, Then we made
the discovery that some gipsiea hed taken a
fancy to our lunch baskets while we had been
fighting the giddy fames, and we had a thres
mile chase and a terrific scrap with the
Romany gentlomen before we got them back |

Wo ghould have made oxcellent progrees
after lanch, but for ranning into a shepherd on
thoe hilleide who had sprained his ankle, This
neceasitated our carrying him to his cottage
in Pegg villago and egcorting the sheep back
to the farm. After a delay of about threo
hours we started off again.

Undoubtedly we would have been philo.
gophising and contemplating flora and fauna
like one o'clock after that if a wretched pen-
mist hadn’t come on and cavsed va to loss our
way entirely.

‘The gea-mist rather spoiled the latter atages
of the hike, tempers getting & little frayed in
the warnn argumenis that developed on the
aubjeet of where wo were and how we could
get back. However, wo arrived back safely
gt Greyiriara only an hour after locking-up
time, with not more than about ten acraps to
mar the homoward journoy.

We didn’t oxactly achiove all we had set oud
for. But thinga don't always go aecording to
programme, amd we're all agreed that we had
a ratiling good day.

Thore's something soolhing and  rostful
about a day’s hike in tha country, aftor {he
hurly -Burky of everyday life, isn't thore T

¥

HELP !

The Head hasz saggested that wo devote a
scolumn & week to uplifting articles by mem.
bera of the Board of Governors.

We've gently but finnly declined., As we
oxplained to the Head, our readers have long
gince got ' bored " of Governors ]



