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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Any Port in a Storm |
 pHEHRE 15 he!”
; “The wherefulness
terrific !”

“He camae ihis way—=—=2

“He can't be far off 1"

“We'll serag him I i

Billy Buater hardly breathed. Five
voices, all speaking at once, fell dis-
tinetly on ks fat ears. Five Remova
fellows wera searching for Rilly Bunter,
and they were -guite close at hand,
though thev could not, for the moment,
se0 % Bunter was hugging cover.

is

n.
The trunk of one of the old Greyfriars
elms was between him and the Famous
Five of the Homove, 1t screened him
from their sight. But if they came
round the tree—

The fat Owl of the Rumove hoped that
they wouldn’tl He hoped that they
would pass on their way, seeking him
further afield.

That ancient el stood by the windows
of Masters' Studies. Behind Bunter was
the window of Mr. FProut's study, wide
opent in the sunny June afternoon. If
Prout, the master of the Fifth, had
looked out ho must have dgeen Billy
Bunter's fat form erouching against the
old elm. Bunter hoped that Prout
wouldn't look out.

Footsteps came along the path that
ran before Masters' Windows., Tha old
elm wn3s between the path and the
windows. Bunter was in cover, so long
as the chums of the Remove kept on
the path. DBut if they stepped off it
and looked round tha iree

Bunter

“Oh lor’1” breathed BRilly
TrE MaicKeEr LiBRART.~No. 1,324,

inaudibly.

A SPARKLING STORY OF SCHOOL ADVENTURE—

FRANK RICHAR

Really, it was an awful moment. Billy
Bunter almost wished that he hadn't
snallled the bag of jaum tarts that was
clutched in his fat hand. But he couldn’t
quite wish that. LThere were six jom
tarts in that flimsy paper bag—Hfaky and
jutey and jammy ! DBunter had not had
tioe yet even to open the bag. ‘Lhe
beasis had been after him so quickly.
He hugred cover, and hstened with deep
tropidacion,

“TIallo, halle, halle!™ he heard Bob
Cherry roar. “1 say, Smithy, seen
Bunter about?”

“Looking for Bunter?”

Smithy’s voice came from the quad.

“Yes, Seen him?”

Bunter trembled. If Smithy had seen
hin dodge behind that elm

“Ha cama this way!”
Wharton.

“Ha's bagged my tarts!” Bob Cherry
was speaking again, hardly three yards
from the hidden Owl. “I'd just got a
bag of taris from the tuckshop, wou
know~—tarts for teal I lanid the bag
down for a minute while we were knock-
ing Coker’s hat off, and that fat villain
enaflled it and bolted.™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Smithy seemed amused.

“ Look hers, fathead, have you soen
him 1 demanded Johnny Bull

“Wo, I haven't sern him 1Y

Billy Bunter breathed again,

“\Well, he can't be far of,” said
Frank Nuogent. “Shouldn't wonder if
he's behind that tree all the time.”

Bunter trembled.

“We'll jolly weil zerng him,"” eaid
Bob, “8&npaffling o man’s tares fairly
under hia nose! We'll jelly well give
him the tarts if we fnd them on him.
We'll give him one on the nese, one in

said Harry

2
each ear, and the others down his neck.
That will teach him to leave a fcllow’s
tuck alone™

“Good eggl”

Dunter shuddered.

He liked jam tarts—in fact, he loved
them—but only when taken internallyl
Taken externally, even Dunter did not
like jam tarts! Jam tarts gquashing on
his fat little nose and his fat ears, and
sueesing down his podgy back, were
neither pratefuk nor mmiurtm‘?.

He blinked round him wildly for a
way of escape. Mr., Prout's window
behind him was wide open, and there
was no sign or sound of the Fifth Form
master there, Very likely he was not
in the studv! The desperate 1dea camo
inte Billy Bunter's fat mind of seramb-
ling headlong in at Prout's window and
hiding in the study.

Then he realised that if he quitted
the: cover of the free he would be in
sight of the juniors on the path. He
could mot reach Prout's window unseen.

“0Oh lor' I mumbled Dunter.

“Bet vou he's sticking behind that tres
all the time ¥ sald Johnny Bull, * Let's
ook, anvhow.”

" Let's 1™ agreed IHHarry Wharton.

“ And wo'll jolly well make him tired
of tarts,” satd Bob Clerey, “We'll make
the fat villain wish he'd never beard of
jam tarts [

“(h criker 1" breathed Bunfer.

They wero coming |

A fow moments more and the fat
pilferer would be revealed, with the bag
of tartz in his fat hand.

Dunter quite wished by this time that
he hadn't enaffled thos=e tarts. Obviously,
he was not going to be given time to
devour them, lle was going to be
caught with the plunder on him, and
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those julcy, jammy tarts were going to
be plasteved over his nose and his ears
and down his back. There was no escupe
~—atil seconds were precious. 3

The fat junior's brain in those thrill-
ing moments worked swifely., There was
cnly ona thing to be done—get rid of
the plunder before he was bagged. And
thero was only one way of getting rid
of it. To drop if, or throw it anywhere
within sight. was useless. DBut the open
study window was at hand—and the
siudy apparently empty—-

Whiz!

Tha bag flew.

In a irvaction of a second it vanished
through the epen window of 3Mr. Prout’s
study, and landed somewhere inside.

Bunter, crupty-handed, waited.

Footstens were approaching. _

Iive figures appeared in view, coming
round the elm. Billy Bunter blinked at
them through his big spectacles.

“71 say, vou fellows—" he begun.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo [

*Here he 13 1™

“LBag him 1"

¥ Berar him

“Ilamd over
sconmncdrel i

“Weo're going to plaster them over

ek *E
Jor The plasterfulness will be terrific, my
fat, cstecmed Bunter,” chuckled Hurree
Jamsot Ram Singh, “and the sticki-
ness will be preposierouns.”

“1 say, you fellows—leggo! Look
here, wharrer vou up to?” demeanded
Bunter indignantly. “Can’t a fellow
take a rest in the shade without a lot
of beasts rushing on him and grablung
him 7"

“Where are those tarts?” roared Bob
Cherry.

“What tarts?” asked Bunter.

The Famous Five releazed the cap-
tured Owl. They staved at him. Thers
was no bag of tarts to be scen. Thero
was no sign of tarts about Bunter. Had
he seoffed the tarts there would have
been indubitable traces of the same about
him. Thera was no trace—nobt a s1gn
of jam on Billy Bunter’s fat countenance.

“Look here! You bapﬁ]ﬂd those tarts,
you fat frump ! roared Bob Cherry, “I
AW you running a sccond afier 1 missed
them 1™

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Whera are they 7" demanded Harey.
YWharton.

“0h, really, Wharton—-—"

“You had them '™ roared Jehnny Bull.

"I hope I'm not the fellow to scoeff a
fellow's tarts 1™ said Billy Buanter, with
dignity. “You can see whether I've got
any tarts or not! You've pobt eyes,. I
suppose? I don’t knew anvining about
your tarts, of course. Of all the sus-
picious heasts I think you fellows take
the cake! DMaking out that a fcllow's
bagped your tarts "

“What were you running for?” de-
manded Bab,

“ Exercise,” answered DBunter ecalmly.
“I'm not a fellow to slack abount with
my hands in my pockets, like you chaps,”

“(M, my hattt

“Tarts ! said Bunter scornfully, ™ As
if I'd touch your tarts! 1 hope I'm
above that sort of thing! If vouw've
really lost any tarts, Cherry, I cxpect
ote of these fellows seedfed thems when
you woeren't  looking—Wharten, per-
hape—*

“What ¥ pasped the ecaptain of the
RL"IHHTH.

O Mugont e

“A—nee 1M ostattered Trand.

“ Anyhow, ¥ suppose vou can see that
've not got vour rotben fartz ' snid
Billy Bunter, with indignant scorn, “ IE

those tarts, you fat

you think I'd pinch a bag of tarts, 1
can only say— Oh crikey 1"
There was a sudden interruption.

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Six for Bunter !

LOTT was surprised,
F Mr. Paul P’rout, the master of

the Fifth Yorm at Greyirviars
Schoal, 80
surpriscd.

Life is full of surprises, some of them
pleasant, some of them unpleasant. 1$
was a4 surprise of the lutter kind that
had happencd to Mr. Prout,

Prout was sitéing in the armchair in
his study, facing the open window. It
was o very warm afternoon in June,
and Prout had found the Fifth Form
rather tryving, especially Coker, who was
a pupil that might have turned any
Form master's hair grey., {wmg
finished with the Fifth, Prout ha
retived to his study for a well.carned
rest.  His ample i{hrm filled the big
armchair almeost to overflowing as he
reposed after his labours with the Fifth,
His eyes wera halb-closed. He was not
exactly asleep, but he was nodding. In
the calm and peaceful atmosphere of the
study, D'rout forgot the worries of a
Torm master's life—forgot even Horace
Coker. He nodded—and doeed | And
then the surprize happoened !

had scldom  beon

Poor old Horace Coker—what

would he do without his Aunt

Judy ? For it’s thanks to her

that Horace doesn't get expelled

from Greyiriars for an offence
he never commitied !

Pras e —

Bomething dropped on his upturned
face,

His cyes opened wide,

He jumped,

His first irngrcssinn was that the ceil-
ing of his study was falling in. His sur-
prised stare went upward., The eeiling
was in its usual place—it was not that!

He sat upright in amazement.

He realised that it was something of a
soft and squashy nature that had
dropped on his face. It was also some-
thing of a flimsy nature, for it had burst
as it crashed ! It was, in fact, & Aimsy
paper bag, and it had burst on Prout’s
nose. The contents rolled down Prout
as he sab up. In a dizzy state of
astonishment, he grabbed at them—and
juicy, jammy taris squashed n his
fingers !

Prout sat transfixed.

To say that he was surprised is under-
stating the case. He was astonizhed,
amazcd, astounded—in  fact, Habber-
gasted |

In cach of his plump bhands was a jam
fart, squashing aver Eis plump Lngers,
jamuny and stickv., He had ¢lutehed
them without realising what they were,
but he was, of course, aware of their
jammy nature as they squashed over his
fingers.  Four mere jammy laris were
on him. sticking to his scholastic gown |
The burst poper bag was on his plump
kpves !

Transfizxed with amazement, I'rout satb

and goeod,
_ He was alone in the study. The ceil-
ing was intact, Yeb in somo mysterious
way it was raining jam tarts! It was
cnongh to  astanish any widdle-aged
gentleman suddenly stactled out of a
nap.

"Goodness  gracious ! murmured
Prout,

He held up the sticky things in his
hands and looked at them. They wera
jam tarts—there was no doubt abouk
that—and they had fallen on him an
his study like a bolt from the blue! On
a well-known historie occasion manna
fell from tho sky. But jam tarts falling
from the ceiling of a IForm master's
study was unheavd of. It was really an
amazing mystery, and for a leng minute
Mr, Prout sat and gazod at the tarts
m g Habhergasted state of astonishment,

Then lie was aware of a sound of
voices in the quadrangle without., That
sound divected his attention to the open
window, And his plump brain, clear-
ing from the mists and shadows of slecp,
ﬁrusmd what must have happened.

‘hat bag of tarts must have been flung
in at his study window. Some incredibly
impertinent young rascal had buzzed
that extraordinary nussile at him as he
dozed 1o lis study |

As he realised the truth Prout woke
to action. Amazement gave place to
overpowering indignation and wrath.
He DLifted his weight from the armchair.
Four jam tarts and a burst bag rolled
to the floor. Two sgquashed tarts stifl
clung lovingly te Prout’s plump hands.
He strode to the window and loocked out
into the June sunshine.

ITarry Wharton & Co. of the Romove
stood surrounding Billy Bunter of that
Form between the window and the elm.
Preut's cyes glittered at them.  And
Billy Bunter, as he saw the jammy
and infuriated countenance of the Fift
Form master at the window, ultered a
gasp of alarm, The study had not, after
all, becn empty, as DBunter had hoped
and supposed, Prout was therel And
he was glaring from the window with
an expression lhat the fabled Corgon
miight have cnvied,

“Dh erikey ' gasped Bunler., “I-1
say, you fellows——  Oh lor' 1V

“Wharton [ boomed Prout.

“Ohl Yes, sip)”

The captain of the Hemove spun
round towprds the window,

“Somao boy,"” boomed Prout, “has
hurled a bag of—of—of sticky comes-
tibles—in fact, of taris—jam tarts—into
the window of my study 17

“0Oht"” gasped Wharton,

The Famous Five knew now why the
plunder had not been found on Billy
Bunter.,

*“This missile fell upon me!” boomed
Prout. “It was flung at me—larled at
mo—by some boy outside my window ]
I find you herc! One of you boys hurled
this disgusting missile 1nto my study |
Was it yvou, Whartan "

“0Oh, my hat—I mean,
gasped Wharton.,

Mo doubt yon were all in the plot
together [* thundered Prout.

-“.,Dh dearl Mo, sir! Neot at all,
sir 1™

“Wa fear, sir!”

“The no-feariulness is
esteemod s 1Y

“Tt wasn't me, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“I—1 never had o bag of tarts, sirl
I've just beon tolling thesa follows that
I never had, sir!  As for buzzing it
in at your study window, sir, I never
thought of such a thing! DBesides, I
thought there was nobody 1n the study,'

“What *" roarcd Prout.

“1 did, sir, really !” gasped Bunter.
“I ecouldn't sce you, sir, and I thought
vout weren't thore.  Not that I threw
the bag of tarts in, sir! I never had
a bag of taris at all, and I wase't hiding
behind this tree because these fellows
fanecicd 1 had pinched thelr tfaorts,

L

and=——
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“It was you, Bunter "

Billy Bunter blinked at AMr. Prout
through his big spectacles. Somehow—
Bunter did nol know this—his denials
anly seemed to convinee the IMifth Form
master that he was the culprit.

Prout raised a commanding, though
jammy, hand.

“PBunter, go to wyour Form master’s
sludy =at oncel shall come there
immediately ] I shall report this to Mr.

Quelch 1”

“But—but I didn't—"
Bunter

“Go!"™ roared Prout.

#I—=I—1 wasn't——" .

Prout swung away from the window,
He was jammy and sticky, and more
wrathy than cither. No middle-aged
gentleman  likes to  be  suddenly
swakened  from o peaceful  nap,
especially by a bag of tarts falling on
hiz nose. Prout was alinost boiling,
He rolled ount of his study, leavin
jammy traces on the door handle, an
rolled along to Mr. Quelch’s study.
Quelch, the master of the Remove,
glanced up in surprise as PProut rolled
in. Deep in Latin papers for his Form,
Henry Sanmel Queleh had not heeded
tho buzz of voices under the windows.

“Mr, Prout! Whati—"

“ Look, =sir 1 boomed Prout,

He held vup his hands for Quelch to
gea, Tho Remove master gazed at them
in astonmishment.

For a moment he wondered whether
Prout had takon leave of his scnses. It
was really extraordinary for Prout to
come into his study and held up a paic
of jarmmy hands for inspection. It was
extraordinary for a gentleman of
Prout's age and gravity to have jammy
hands at all.

“What—" pasped Mr. Quelch.

“A boy of your Form, sir—a boy
named DBunter, sir—is the cause of this ]
A bag of jam tarts, sir, was hurled at
me—hurled, at least, into my study—
and erashed upon me, sir, and burst!
Look at me, sir! I nim smothered with
jnm ! Look 1M

“Upon my word !’ said Mr. Quelch.

“Thiz boy, sir—this—this Bunter—*

Br. Que n.'r!h, with a stern bhrow, roso
from his table and stepped across to the
window and looked out. A fat voice
floated up to his cars.

“1 zay, you fellows, old Prout’s gone
to old Quelch | T say, it was all your
fault! If you hadn't been frying to
make out that I had your tarvts, T
shouldn't have chucked them in  at
Prout’s window! How was I to know
the old josser was there? Now he's
gone to the other old josser, and—"

“ Bunter |

“Oh lor’ I

“Come to my study at once, Bunter [

“Oh ertkey 17

Billy Bunter trailed dismally into the
House, Harry Wharton & Co. walked
away, grinning, The tarts wers lost-—
gone beyond rceall. But it was probable
that the fat Owl would repent him of
having snaflled those tarts. The way of
the transgressor was hard.

Judging by the sounds that, a few
minutes later, echoed from Mr. Queleh’s
study, Dilly Bunter was in a state of
deep repentance.  Six fearful yvells from
that study Hoated out into the June
sunshine, indicating that Billy Bunter
was getting s, And whon the Owl
of the llemove crawled nway after that
J_nﬂjctlutt ho scemed to be understudy-
ing the voung man of Hythe, who wns
shaved with & scythe, and could do
nothing but wriggle and writhe, And
for guite a long time even jam tarts
ecould not have comforted himn.

TEE Magrer Liprany.—No. 1,324
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker All Qver ]

i MAN ecouldn’t be expected to
A stand it ¥

Horace Coker, of the Fifth
Form, made that statement,

Coker of the Fifth was moodily
npacing under the elms, his hands driven
deep Into his trouser pockets, and a
frown corrugating his :'uggm:l brow,
when Pottoer and Greene joined him.

Coker of the Fifth scemed to be in
a pessimistic mood. ©On that bright
summer’s afternocon the sunshine seemed
to be reflected in most faces at Grey-
friars Bchool. On Big Side, the scnior
men were at ericket, and looking as if
they enjoyed life, On Little Side, Harry
Wharton & Co, were knocking the ball
about after tea, and looking very meery
and bright. Dicky Nugent and a crowd
of the Sccond Form were leap-frogring
zlong & path under the irees wiih
vociferous enjoyment.  Everybody and
everything, in foct, seemed rather jolly,
excepiing Coker of the Fifth! (Coker
was moody, frowning, indignont, and
wrathy.

“A man,” repeated Coker, “c¢an’t Lo
expected to stand too much. There's
a limit, though Prout docan’t scem to
Enow it."

Potter and Greene nodded sympa-
thetically. It was not really to
sympathize thet they had hunted out
Coker. It was long past tea-time, and
#3 Coker had not come to the study
they had come in guest of Coker. They
were, in point of faet, thinking of tea,
not of Coker’s wrongs and grievances,
Still, they were preparcd to hand out
ssinpathy, if that was what Coker
wanted—az a preliminary to disposing
of & hampor from Coker's Aunt Judy!

Coker had rather beem through it
in the Farm-room that afternoon. Prout
hind beoen irritable. He had talked to
Coker as Mr., Twigg might have talked
to a fag in the Second, or Mr. Wiepins
io a backward fag in the Third, %’ifﬂ‘j
Form men were not supposed to be

jawed like fags. It hurt Coker. Tt
wounded him. It was insulting. [t
was, In fact, a thing that a man

couldn’t be cxpected to stand. Heneo
the moody, pessimistic frown on the
brow of Iorace Coker, and his forget-
fulness of tea-timal

A fellow has to give & bealt his
head,” went on Coker. “A fellow can’t
very well stand wp in Form and tell
a beak what he thinks of him. Can he®

TWell, no,” agreed Potter.,  ““Not
quite ! I showldn’t recommend 16"

“But I camo jolly near it,” said
Coker darkly., “You see, the trouble
13 that the man's 1gnorant. If Prout
ever learned anything at school he's
forgotten 1t. It's like that with lots
of schoolmasters. Prout makes mis-
takes, and iz too jolly self-satisfied to
own np to them. I# a fellow was wrong
he could stand it. But what's a fellow
to do when he's right "

“Um ™ zaid Potter and Greene.

“1 give the man his head,” went on
Coker, with prowing indignation. * He
malkes outk that I'm o dud at Latin: he
finds fault with my history—oven with
my "arithmeotic! Dot when 36 comes to
spelling=-well, I funecy I could spell
Prout's head off,”

“What a fancy ! murmured Greene.

"Fh? What did you say, Greene

*“I—1I said it’s past tea-time, old chap !
What about tea 7'

“ Never mind tea,” said Coker. * You
men heard how Prout jawed me this
afternoon—fairly picked on me—prac
tically holding me up to ridicule! Ho

THE MAGNET

falked fo me as he might have talked
to you, Potler——2
“Eh?™
“Or to you, Greene—2=
"'Dh!ﬂ'
“A man who has a position to keop
up in the Form can’t stand {oo much of
that sort of thing,” said Coker. * But
what's a fellow to do? I came jolly
ncar telling him he was an ass. You
heard what he ssid—making out that
I couldn't spell even simple wordal
Now, yoir fellows know how I spell i
“We do!*” agreed Potter.
“What are you grinning at?”’ da-
manded Coker. “It's not a grinning
matter, I can jolly well toll you. Take
only one sampla. You heard Prout say
that there was no ‘K’ in 'paniet
Flow's a man to deal with a beak like
that, I ask you?"
* Hut—but there isn't a *K’ in panie,
old chap ! gasped Greene.
“Don’t be & fool, Greenc.'
“The dictionary—" hegan DPotter.
“I don’t think nuch of dictionaries,”
snid Coker. *I've often found them
*-a-mn,itz. Some follows are born spellors—
and I'm one! I don’t brag of it—it'a
nothing to brag of. It just happens)
I can no more help spelling hotter than
you fellows than I can help plaving
crickot better.”
“0h1#
"X think I ean say that orthography
iz my long suit,” said Coker. “T could
hardly moke mistakes in spelling if

tried. Prout keeps on making out
that I can’t spell. It's not mercly
ignorance—it's cheek, as well! Prout's
e cheeky man |

¥ Dut—" murmured Potter.

“Take another sample—depose l—an
casy word for a fag! You fellows would
hardly beliove that Frout fancics there's
only one “p’ in depose, if you hadn’d
heard him say so.*

“Heow—how—how do you spell it
Coker*” gasped Greene.

U D-e-pepeo-sce—depose 1 zaid Coker
* Double E}[},' of courze! Xeep that il:
mind, Greene; don’t let Prout mislead
vou. Youw'd better make it & rule to
constilt me in doubtful cases.”™

“Oh! Ah! Um!?

“The question is, how much ought
a ntan to stand from a beal 1" said
Coleer. “There’'s a limit—and Prout’s
jolly near tho limit! If he makes ma
tell him off in Foarm some day ha will
be sorry for it. H

And——

*That beast, Prout!” came a squeaky

voice at that moment, and Horace Cokes
broke off and stared round.
It was Billy Bunter who was EFEBI:-
ing. He was addressing Peter Todd
and Wibley and Kipps and Ogilvy, and
two or three other Remove juniors.
Bunter scemed to be as indignant as
Coker, also on tha subjoct of Prout.
Coker, thercfore, might have been
expected to sympathise. Instead of
which, Coker glared st Bunter.

“T've had six from Quelch " wené
on DBunter. “Jolly hard, too! All
through that cheeky beast, Prout! Fas
old frump, you know! Fat old freak™

“Well, my hat!” =zaid Coker “
think that's the limit. Ilear what that
cheeky little beast is saying about cur
Form master 1%

“Qh, let him rip!? said Potter care-
lessly, “What about going in to tea,
Coker?  It's rather late—"

“If you think I'm going to let a
serubby little tick in the Lower Fourth
slang my Form master, Potter, you're
mistauken I'” retorted Coker, and he
strode off towards the little group of
Removites

Pottor

and Greene exchanged o
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ﬁ'.llnnce;, and walked away in the other
irection.

Coker,
Bunter.

Apparently Colker's view was that
nobody but he might be allowed to
glang Prout. That was Coker all over.

Prout himscli was no great shalkes in
Coker’s eyes. But hs was Coker’s Form
master ! A poor thing, but his own,
as 1t were., It really scemed to bo
Coker’s view that whatever importanes
Prout possessed was derived from the
fact that he was Coker's beak!

Coker was not the fellow to let a

frowning, bers down on

cheeky fag slang his bealk, He pro-
ceeded to make that clear to Billy
Bunter.

““Oh erikey !’’ gasped Bunter, as the jammy
“ Wharion ! ** boomed the Fifth Form master,
“0h!* gasped Wharion,

study I "

“The meddling, checky old ass, von
know—" Dunter was saying. “I can
joll¥. well tell vou fellows I'm going
to tell IProut that he’s a checky old
ass—— Yarooooh!"

Bunter was suddenly interrupted by
a grasp on the back of his fat necls.

I spun round and glared at Coker
of the Fifth through his big spectacles,
“Ow!  Leggo, you beast!” roared
Bunter. “Wharrer you grabbing a chap

for? Ow! Make him legro, you
fellows ™
Shake! Shake! Shake!

“Qoovogh!  Urrrrugh! Worrrg !™
spluttered Bunter as Coker shook, 1
suy, you fellows—  Groooph !

“You younzr sweep!” eaid Coker
wrathfully. “ Do you faney vou can talk
about scnior I'orm masters like that!?
Quelch doesn’t lick you encugh. I'll
jolly well—*

“Urrrrrrgh! Vou're  chook-chick-
choking me ! gurgled Bunter. 1 say,
you fellows, rescue! Croooogh !

“"Come on, vou men!” grinned Peter
Todd, and he led a rosh.

Coker released Billy Bunter. He had
to, as half a dozen pairs of hands
prasped him on all sides.

Bump !

IHorace Coker szmote the eold, un-
sympathetic earth! He smote it hard!
He roared as he smote 16!

“Whoop! My hat! Yooocop!”

“Give him beans [ chuckled Wibley.

“Give him jip!™

“I say, you fellows, Iet a fellow gerrat
lham,” gasped DBunter. 1 sav, give a

fellow room to punch him in the cye.”
“Ha, ha, ha "
For a few minutes, Coker of the IFifih
was wildly mixed up with the mob of

5

As 2 matier of fact, he wasn't ! Prout
was scanning an imposition that Coker
had dona for him, It caused him dis-
satisfaction, It was scldom that Prout
was really “pleased with the work of
that bright member of his Form.

Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,
had declared in the games study, that
Prout had distinetly aged since Coker
had got into the Tifth. Tobson of the
Shell declared that llacker, his IForm
masier, looked vounger and brighter
sinece he had got rid of Coker. Whether
these  siatoments  were well or 1l
founded, there was no doulit that Coker
was the kind of pupil to make a school-
master feel that le was carning his
salary, and a litile over.

Removites. When they walked off, roar-
ing with laughter, Coker was left en his
back, gazing dizzily up at the spreadin

branches of the elms overhead, ane
ﬁttﬂgglinp; frantically for his second
wind., It was many minutes more before
he was able to totier away—a dusty,
dishevelled and dilapidated Coker!

——

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
No Tarfs for Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER raised a faf
hand—and lowercd 1t again.

Ho hesitated,

It was nearly time for prep;
and Billy Bunter should have been on
his way {o his study in the Remove
passape,

Bunter, however, was thinking of jam
tarts |
. Ele was standing outside Prout's door
in Masters' Passape. Prout was within
—Bunter could hear him grunting, It
did not sound as if Prout was in a good
temper.

and infuriated counienance of Mr. Prout appeared at thé window.
““Some boy has hurled abag of jam tarts into the window of my
He now Knew why fhe plunder had not been found on Bunter !

Prout grunted in the study, whila
Bunter hesitated without. DBut tho fat
Owl made op his mind at last. Havin%
beon whopped for pitching the bagp o
tarts inte Prout's study, Dunter felt
that he was at least entitlod Lo the tarts.
Prout could have no use for them, Evon
Bunter, it was likely, would be tired of
tarts by the time he was as old as Prout.
It seemed to Bunter a natural proceed-
ing te roll aleng to Prout’s study and
ask for the tarts. Still, that sound of
grunting from within the study made
lum hesitate~—and hesitate long. You
never really knew how to take a beak.
Bunter knew that by sad experience.

Beaks were uncertain amimals! The
had to be handled with eave. Still,
tarts were tarts: and DRunter was

hungry! Fe had had only two teas that
afternoon.

Ile tapped at last and opencd the
door. Preut looked up with a grim eye.
Coker's papor irritated him, In spite
of I'rout’s "jaw " in the afternoon,

THe Macyer Lierary.~No. 1,324,
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Coker had spelt panio " panick,” and he
had spelt depose “deppose™ Prout
doubted whoether this was shesr stupid-
ity or sheer impertinence, (Anvhow, ho
was fecling onnoyed, He glared ol
Bunter. o had trouble encugh in his
own Porm, without being interrupted
and bothered by Rr. Queleh’s bays.

“What do you want ¥ snapped Prout.

“If you please, sir—" bepan Buunter.

“ Leave my study.™

“{3h, certainly, sir! But—may I have
the tarts 7" stammered Dunter.

“The—-the what¥™

““Farts, sir! My tarts!™

Prout looked at him. That bag of
tarts had crashed on his nose. Two of
them had squashed over his plump
hands, making them jammy and sticky!
Those two he had, of course, sineo
washed off. The other four he had
thrown into the wastepaper-basket, Ho
had been far from satisfied with the
“gsix ” Mr. Queleh had given Bunter.
Sixteen or sixty would have been more
adequate. And now the impudent
young scoundrel actually had the
sudacity to come to his study and ask
for the tarts—the tarts that had im-
pinged viclently on Proul’s majostic
nose !

“You see, sir, they're my taris,” ox-
plained Bunter. *If you'd be so kind,
sir, I=I'd like to have them. Thayre
fourpenny ones, sir.’?

*Upon my word !" said Prout, address-
ing spaca. “This passez all bounds| It
passes all patiencel No, Bunter, I will
not give you the tarts”

“Oh, really, sir !” said Bunter in dis-
may. “Thay—they're mine, sir! I-I
think you might let me have them, sir,

or—or some of them, sirl If you've
eaten some, sip—"
“What ! gasped Mr. Prout..

“I--I dout mind, sir, reslly—but—
but if there's any of them left——"" said
Bunter, hopefully.

Mr. Prout rose from the table. His
plump face was purple. The suggestion
that he, an elderly and dignified Form
miaster, might have scoffed tho tarts,
was rather too much for him. Bunter,
of course, could not possibly guess that
Prout had thrown them away. That any
person in his right senses could throw
away Juicy, Jammy tarls, was unmmagin-
able to Bunier.

Prout looked round his table. Bunter
looked hopeful. Ila fancied that Prout
was looking {or the tarts, Prout wasn't.
He was looking for & cane.

* Btep into the study, Dunter!™
Prout in a deep voice.

Bunter stopped in quite brightly.

Prout found his cane and picked it
§+ Then he turned to the happy Owl
the Remove,

“ZSome hours age,” said Prout, “ yon
had the unparalleled impertinence to
hurl a bag of sticky comestibles into my
study. Now you have the unheard-of
impudence to come here and demand
their return. I shall not take yom to
your Form master again, Bunter.”

“0Oh, thank you, zir ¥ gasped DBunter.

He backed to the door.

“I shall deal with you myself,” zaid
Mr. Prout. “ Far be it from me to over-
stop the preseribed limits of my guthor-
ity and intervens in the province of
another master! Nevertheloss——

Nevertheless, far as it was from
FProut, he procesded to do exactly that!
_ Ho made a grab at Bunier’s collar,
Just in time fo provent the scared Owl
jumping back into the passago.

Swipa ! )

The cano ecame across Bunter's
trousers with a erack like a pistol-shot.

“Yuroooh 1” roared Bunter.

Swipe |

“Whooocoooop 1™

Toe Muicuer Lisrart.—No, 1,324,

said

“Now go,” said Proub, "and if you
coma here apain——=»

Bunter did not wait to hear more.
The moment TProut’s {at hand released
his collye, he made one bound into
the passage.

Prowt laid down the cane. and sat
down again, fecling a little betier!

Bunter, fceling worse, bolied down
Mastors' Passaro,

It was rether unfortunate that Me.
Lascelles, the maihis master, was coming
out of hiz study as Bunter passed the
door, running like a runaway stcam-
ClEine,

Urash !

“Oh!" gasped Larry Lascelles, stag-
gering from . the shock., He sat down mn
hiz doorway.

“Oh erikey ™ gazped Bunter, recling
across Lhe passage,

“ Bunter——" stutterad Mr, Lascellos,

il IE wasn®t me ! gasped Dontee.
“Oh lor'! Oh erikey 17

* You young rasepl—-vou-—"

Larry Lascclles staggered up.  Billy
Bunter did nob wait for him (o get on
hiz feet., He boltod again,

H}" the time Mr. Lascelles resyumed his
perpendicnlar, Bunter was going round
the far corper as if he were on the
cinder-path. Larry Lascelles stared after
him, and made a stride in pursait—and
then stopped. Bunter, unaware of that
cireumstance, charged on like an es-
caped rhinoceros. He went round the
corner at full peli—mnuech to the surprise
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of Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth
Fgrm, who wers standing near tha
corner engaged in converzation., 'They
ceased Lo converse as DBunter suddenly
happened.

Crash came Bunter—and Wingate
staggered to one side, Gwynne to tha

ather. DBunter sat down between them,
rureling,

" Dooooooogh 1

“What the thump—" spluttered

Wingate, as he bumped on the wall.

“What the dickens—-" gasped
Gwynne, bumping on the other wall.

“Owl Oh lor'l Oh crikey! Wow!™
gas?ed Bunter.

The two prefects glared at him, Then
they stepped towards him. Yrom one
side Wingate's foot, from the other,
Gwymne's, landed on Bunter, Thera
waz a terrifie roar!

* W hooooop 1

Bunter scrambled wildly up. Wingate
pot 1In one more &% he fled, and 1t helpod
Dunter on his way. A wild howl floatod
back as the Owl of the Romove
van eshod,

“h crikey,” gasped Bunter, as he
panted up the Remove staircase. ™ Oh
crumbs! Deasts | Wow ! Ooooogh 1

“Halln, hallo, hallo! Enjoving life,
old bean** asked Bob Cherry, as the fat
Owl came gurgling intoe the Remove
Dassage.

“Ow !l Oh dear!” gasped Dunter. ™1
say. you fellows, I've been whopped——"

“Good ™ said Harry Wharton.

“The goodfulness 1z terrific,” agreed
IMurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“That cheeky beast Prout!” pasped
Bunter.  “I say, vou fellows, it's pretty
thick when the Fifth Form beak wheps
a Bemove manl ¥You ought to go to

THE MAGNET

Quelch about it, Wharton, as captain
of the Form. e actually whopped me
for asking for my tarts.”
“Your tarts " ojaculated Dob Cherry.

“Hau, ha, ha!™

"I say, you fellows, he's seoffed them,™
said Buoter,  *Faney Prout scolling a
fellow’s tarts, and pitehing into him
when he asked for them.®

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites

They could not  quite  fancy the
majestic Prout scolling the tarts.

“Blessed 1f I sce anvthing to ecackie
at! I lold him [ didn’t mmd i he'd
eaten some, if he let me have the
rogt——"

“Ia, ha, ha!” shricked the juniovs.

“And then he prabbed e znd
whopped me——"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“You can eackle!” roared DBuater.
“Bul I think it’s pretty thick for a beak
to scoff a fellow’s tarts and whop him
into the bargnin, Prout’s a checky beast,
and I'll jolly well tell him 0.7

“IHa, ha, ha 1" roared Bob. “Let us
know when you're going to tell him
—we'd like to hear yon doing ip}7

“The bkefulness would be cerrilic 12

“Yah "

Bunter rolled on to his study, leaving
the Ronovites yelling,

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.

No Takers !
6 Y [}U’[LIEh plucky, Smithy 1"
1} I’IJJ
“That's what I've always
admired you for most—
p;;u:k ™ osand Billy Bunter enthusiostic-
ally.
Herbert Veroon-8mith looked at
Bunter, It was after prep that even-

g, and most of the Remove fellowa
were in the Rag. Several fellows heard
Bunter's remarks to the Bounder—and
grinned. Smithy did not grin—he just
stavad.

“Pluck I went on Bunter, “ia your
long suit, Smithy, old chap.”

“What ore you burbling about?” in-
quired the Bounder,
_ “Oh, really, Bmithy! What I mean
i5, you've got norve—iron nerve, and all
that 1 said Bunter. *“But you're not
afraid of tho beaks—not you, Smithy |*

“You howling ass!” said Bmithy un-
gratefully.,

So much hearty praise ought really to
have drawn a politer reply than that

from Herbert Vernon-Smith. DBut per-
haps Bmithy had no use ifor “soft
gawilor.”

Without even waiting to hear what
Bunter had been going to say, Smithy
walked across the Rog, to meet Hede
wing, who had just come in. Bunter
blinked after him, and sniffed.

“What are you trying to pull Smithy's
leg for, fatly ¥ ingquired Skinner.

PBunter blinked at Skinner.

“I say, Bkinney, old chapt
got heaps of pluck a

“Ton's 1" asserted Skinner.

“1 don't think you a sneaking funk,
vou know, like mozt of the fellows,” said
Bunter brightly.

“ INh i

*You're not afeaid of the beaks, like
that funk Smithy | VYou'd have nerve
enough to walk inte old Proul’s study,
just as 1f 1t belonged to yow.”

“0Old  Prout’s study 1™
Skinner, with a stare.

" ¥Yes, and stick something on bis table
for him to find when he comes back
from jawing in Common-room,” said
]Eunt,m:.+ & b‘::mething that will jolly well
make him sit up, seet®

You've

repeatoed
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“Oh crumbs 1™ said Bkisner.

“I've gobt it written out, you inew,”
grinncd Bunter., Y A message for hime=-
make him sit up—what® Checky beast,
vou know, whoppmg a Temove man!
Look here!™

Skinner, amared, logked.

Bunter drew fromm under his jacket a
rather erumpled shcet of fooclseap., On
1f waz wrilien a sentence 1 lavge capiial
letters—thi. being an ostufe deviee o
prevent the discovery of ihe wriker:
*1PROUT Is A CLHEALKY BEEST ™

“0Oh, Christopher Columibus I7 gasped
Shkinner.

“Yeou zee, he won't know a fellow’s
hand, as I've pul it in capitalz” grinned
Bunter., “Hather desp—what¥”

“I1a, ha, ha [" shricked 2kinner., “Ie
mirht Lknow a fellow's spelliogt™

“Eh?* Wharrer you mean? Fellows
gpell the same, you azs!”

“Not always!” elmckled Skinner.

O, don’t be an ass, vou know ! This
will make him siporm ! zaid Bunter,
“I'd tuke it to hiz stedy myvsell. only
he maght spot me—I—1 mmean, there 1sp't
ithe shighiest danger of being spotted,
Prout beinz in Common-room, vou know,
chinning with the ether old fessils. You
wouldn't eare, anvhow, heing so plucksy,
old chap!  You'ro [/l L:L-E;-; crough,
okinnee. " i

“ Plucky enough,” noreed Skinner.
“Bul neot stlly ass cnough.”

(M, really, Skinnep———" .

“ Ask Mauly!” suggested Skinner,
“ Mauniy's the bizgest ass 1n the Kemove
-—pgﬁacint"cmnpany excepted, of course.”

i “ |" l

Lord Mauleverer was stretched in an
sttitucde of lazy and graceful case, on
the sofa in the Has.  DBilly Bunter
blinked across at him and decided to
teke Skinner's tip. ®o he rolled over
tﬂ”I}[nu]y. g A .

say, Mauly, old chap——

“Oh dear " murmured Mauly,

“ Anything the matter, old chap?”
asked Bunter, blinking at him. A
minute ago, AMauly had been looking
quite bright and cheerful. Now he
gseemed quito depressod.

* Yaas!” .

“What's the matter, then? Anvithing
unpleasant happened

i Yaﬂ-s- 1

“What is it 7"

“Youl?

“0Oh, really, Mauly! T zay, don't get
up—I1've got something {o sayv! You
know how I've always sdmired wou,
Mauly——"

“ Ll

“I'or your pluck! The pluckiest chap
in the Remove, and chanee it said
Bunter. ® That's what comes of being
of noble blood, vou know-—a true
aristoerat ! That's what makes you so0
fearless 1™

“Great gadl?
A

“It's the same wilh me—"

“Oh seissors

“Being so plucky, brave as a lion,
and all that, vou wouldn't be afraid to
walk right into old Pront's study,” con-
tinued Bunter. “You'd do it without
turning a hair! Skinner advised me to
ask wvou, DMauly, beocanszs you're so
courageons, Ha didn’t sar 1t was be-
catse vou're the biggest fool in the
Remaove 1V

il Dh gﬂ-!l lu ._

“You'll take this paper and put it on
Prout's table,” said Bunter. ¥ See? I'd
take it myself, only I don't wank to go
to Masters’ DPassage. I'Il tell you
"N thiak 1 hy,”

thin can guess why,” grinned
Lord AMauleverer. £

gasped Lord Maul-

the sea.

DEPTHS

photo-plate,

HE cameraman  who “gets ™
E thrilling pictures for us to
gloat over at the local cimoma
has now Dbeen ecverywhere—oven
down the crater of a very-much-alive
voleano., But filming the red-het in-
ferno in the wvoleano's throat holds
searcely less thrills for him than filin-
g sca ercatures down in Lheir own
dark domain. Some of the most aston-
i=lnng underseas pictures ever scoured
were recently obtained on the sea-bed
whilst a tiger-shark and a giant ectopus
fought a terrific twenty minutes’ battle ;
and the cine-cumera elicked behind the
thick glass window of the big, metal
ball in which the cameraman crouched,
until the shork got the death prip on
Lhe ociopus, and the battle was done.

A Giant Telescope.

Decp-zea life never before ohscrved
at eclose quarters has in this way been
Brought to the sereen, thanks not only to
the pluck of the man with the eamera,
but the ingenuity of the designer of
the special watertight chamber in which
the photographer goes down io the sca-
bed, A ﬁowﬂr[ul light shines out
through the thick glass  window,
illuminating the darkness of the dee
water, and, incidentally, attracting aH
sorts of weird and cerio creatures who
want to discover whether this strange,
glowing objeet is as good to eat as the
Iasi meal that came their way.
 The cameraman’s connection with the
living world above is through the tele-
scopic pipe or shaft which joins the
chamber to the ship floating om the
sed. Air is pumped down through the
pipe, £ that he can remain under
water almost indefinitely.  When his
Jjob 15 done down below, he climbs up

—_——

“The fact is, I might see TLaseelles,
and I'd rather not! T shoved him over
just before prep——"

“You shoved Lascelles over ! gazsped
Alnuiy,

“Xes; he was in my way, and I was
in a hurry, and I just shoved him over.
So I'd rather nob see him again. Now,
Prout’s in Common-room—1L passed tha
tdoor and heard bim talking., You know,
he never leaves off when once his chin
starts, 50 ho's safe enough. If you cut
off to his study at once——"

“T1i 1™ chuckled Lord Mauleverer.

“You'll do it, old fellow?” urged
Bunter.

“ Not just now !

“Well, there’'s no ftime like the
prezent.  Buot when will you do it$®

“Ask me again on the thirty-first of
June,”

“Ei? There's only thirty days in
June, o fathead.”

“Yaas| Exactly.”

“You silly ass 1” rearcd Dunter. * Look
here, will yon do it, or won't you? Ii
you won't, say so

50" said Lord Maouleverer.

Here’s an inleresting article telling of the
cameraman’s iob of work on the bed of

FILMING THE OCEAN’S

forms the subject of this week’s grand

the steel ladder which 1s inside the tube,
and so vegains the ship, His descent is
marle siimilarly.

The big chamber! which is immensely
stroage, so that 1t can withstand tlie tre-
mendons pressure of water which might
otherwize sguash it flat, can be raised
or lowered at will by the men operating
the stecl tube from the ship, The tube
15 constructed in sccrions, rathor like a
giant telescope, and as it is quite
Hexible it can be moved along—very
slowly, of course—vlen the man insido
the chamber wishes to change his
position, the ship alicving its course
accordingly,

So Near, and Yet So Far.

It is not only for the purpose of get-
ting thriliing underseas pictures for the
cinema that this strange walortight
chamber can be used. If & wreek is to
be salved, it is a simple matter for the
cameraman to go dewn in lus metal bhall
and take as many picturces, from Jiffer-
cobt positions and angles, as are neces-
sarv fo enable the divers, who will later
go down, to get a full and accurate idea
as o just how the wreek s lying before
thev start their operations.

The man behind the thick glass win-
dow has all the fun without the risks

endured by the ordinary diver. For
whilst o sharp-toothed shark or a
shuddery  octopus  has an  excellent

chanee of making a snack of the unpro-
tected  diver, the same shark would
only dent its nose on the stout chamber,
wlilst the octopus might feel over the
chamber with if: many-tentacled arms
vntil it grew diezy, finally slinking
away i clisgust that the tempting
Immlcu} Was 50 near, and yeot so far from
reach !

Now turn to page 17 and see the miniature reproduction in black-
and-white of next week’s handsome souvenir photogravure plate.
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“Beast 1™

Billy Bunter turned a contemptuous
back on Lord Mauleverer, leaving that
noble vouth grinning. He rolled over
te where the Famous Five steod in a
group, cigaged in o cheery discussion of
the Bookwood match, which was tha
next big fixture on the Remove list.
Bunter, in scarch of a catspaw, was not
having much luck, so far. But hope
springs eternal in the human breast,

“I say, you fellows—"

“Bmithy will be a surprise-packet for
ithem,” said Bob., “You fellows know
how he bowled in the Hirheliffe mateh
—jolly near vour class, Inty——-—u""

“The nearfulness was terrifie.”

“T zav, vou fellows—"

“ Shut up, Bunter.”

“CUricket as wsual,” snorted Dunter.
“Can't you fellows think about anvthing
bt ericket? Talk about Pontius Pilate
fiddling while DManchester was burn-

Eb ]

nof—

“ O, my hat !
“TLook at this ! said Bunter, e held
up his crumpled paper, inscribed with
Tane Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,324,
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the nessawe that was fo have the cffcet
of making Prout *=it up.” "“Now, I
want one of you [ellows to mip inte
T'rout’s study and Ieave thos on lns lable
—see! You're a plucky chop, Cherey,
atd—"

“ ¥ou blithering idiot—"

“Fon've got pluck cnougl to Jdo i,
Nogenb—""

“You Lburkling bandersaalel-—-"

"TWhat about vou., Wharton? Ti's up
lo you, as capiain of the Form, to back
up ! Prout whepped me——"

“Tle docsn't seem to have whopped
vou enongh 1" remarked Havey Wiarlon,
“A nman ought t¢ be a bit more
ithorouglh 1

“You =illv ass! Now, loak heve, take
this paper 1™

“Hand 1t over !

‘0, gpood 1Y gasped Dunter.

And bhe Danded tho paper over
promptly to the captain of the Remove.

“You fathead ! bawled Jehnny Bull
“You're not going to do anything of
the kind! Prout wounld raise Cain if
he saw that paper! You're jolly well
not going to take it tn his study 1

“You shut up, Dull!?”  exclaimed
Bunter warmiy. “You leave Wharton
alone ! He ain't afraid of Prout, 1f vou
are 18

“Leok bere, Wharlon——"

AN serene ! said Wharton cheer.
fully. " ¥on're willing o leave this In
my hands, Bunter?™

“%Yes, rather, old chap ™

“And I can put it where I tinnk
bost ¥

"YWell, on Prout's table would he

best. But put it where you like, old
feliow !
“Done ™ said the captain of the
Remove,
With Dhis  left hamd he  grabbed

Bunter's collar. With lis right he pro-
ceeded to stull the crumpled paper down
Bunter's fat neck,

Bunter wriggled and roaved.

“Ow! Legpo! Wharrer vou up to,
vou silly beast? Oooogh! What do vou
think you are doing ¥
~ "Putting thiz paper where I think
west 1

"Hﬂ:, |1.|1, a1

“ Ow ! Legpo!”  roared Dumter,
sgquirming  frantically.  “ ¥Vow-ow-ow |
ou silly fathead-—— Ow ! Lesga! Oh

erikoy 17

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the
Wharton  stoffed  the paper
Buntei's hack with a firm hand.

“Beast ! Ow?! Wow! Rotter!
ow 1" roared Duntor.

“There you are!™ zaid the captain of
the Hemaove, releasing the fat Onwl at
last. " Alwawvs happy to oblige! Any-
thing more I ¢an do for you?’

“Ha, ha, ha

“Beast ' roared Bunter,

He rolled away, leaving the chuimns of
the Ilemove chortling. For quite a
long time aftcewards Billy Bunter was
busily and breathlesely  engaged in
striving to extract that crumpled paper
from his back, By the time he had sue-
eeeded, it was twne for derm.  That
night, at least, Prout was not going to
be made to sit up hy learning what
Billy Bunter thought of him!

Co.,, as
down

Y ow-

THE S1XTH CHAPTER.
Beetles !

i H, my hat ™
O™ s
“The fat idiot I

) It was in break the follow-
ing morning. Harry Wharten & Co.
wera standing In a lhittle group near
the House, watching Kipps of the
Tee Aligrer Lismany.—No. 1,324,

Remove. The schoolboy comjurer was
cntovtaining them with somo of his
sleight-of-hand  tricks. IKipps had a
mf.':{itur:[cal black beetle in his hand—a
lifelike imitation of the real article.
With a qguickness of hand that deeeived
the eye, he made that beetle appear and
disappear in a really wondertul way,
sn that a fellow could almost have swarn
that Kipps had a dozen or more black
beetles gbout him, and could searecly
believe that it was the same beetle all
the timne

DBut attention was transferred from the
Remove conjurer to William George
Runter all of a sudden. Frank Nugent,
happening to glance round, spotted the
fat figure of the Owl of the Remove—
in the very act of clambering in at My,
Prout’s study window !

Prout was aconstomed to take o walk
in the quad in break, so there was no
dount this time that the study was un-
tenanted. Evidently Bunter, having
failed to find a catspaw, was taking tho
matter in hand himself. He was going
to land that paper in Prout's study,
which was to inform the Fifth Form
master that he was regarded az a
“chesky beest,”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ bawled Bob
Clerry. " Come back, you fathead ™

“Etop, vou ass!” shouted Harry
Wharton.

Billy Bunter, half in the open window,
blinked round over a fat shoulder, his
big speetacles flashing back the rays of
the sun.

“Btop him 1" exelaimed Johnny Bull.

And the Famous Five ran towards
Prout’s window, and Kipps, dropping
hizs black beetle inte his pocket, ran
after them., The chums of the Hemove
shared, more or less, Bunter’s epinion
of Prout—as a meddlesome old gentle-
man, at aill events, if not exactly as a
chocky beast, Dot 16 was not judicious
for fcliows to let beaks know what
fellows thouglt of them. Bunter had to
be saved from his own folly, if possible,

“ Beasts | pasped Bunter.

He made an effort, heaved himself
over the window-sill, and dropped into
the study. The juniors arrived on the
spob a4 moment too late. The sill was
on a level with their heads, and Harry
Wharton tiptoed and looked in. Bunter,
gasping for breath, blinked defiance at
the captain of the REemave,

“¥You blithering ass!"
Harry, “Come out at once ”

[1] Y“h [ﬂ

“1f Prout catches you there——"

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter groped in his pockets.
There was no stopping him  without
clambering in at the window after him.
And as Prout was somowhere in the
quad, no fellow felt dizsposed to do that.
Prout’s eve might be on them at that
very moment, [or all they knew.

“Oh erikey ! exclaimed Bunter, as
iz fat hands came empty out of his
pockets. "L say, Wharton, I've loft it
in my shudy ™

“¥ou hﬂwiin% chump 1"

“It's your faulf, you beast! Von
erumpled up  that paper, sticking it
down my neck last mght, and I put it
on the stady table under a dictionary to
flattenn 16 out! And—and I've lelt it
there 1V

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“I sav, vou fcllows, one of vou cut
wp to the Hemove and bring that paper

Iroro—-"7
think 1" ¢huckled DBob

“1 don't
Cherry.

“Lock here, I can’t stick that paper
on Prout’s table when I've left it in
Stucdy Na, T—*

“Co hon "

exclaimed

THE MAGNET

“I'll wait here while you fetch it and
hand 1t 1in to me—"

“The waitfulness will be terrific |*

“ Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter enoried with wrath. He
had taken the visk and the cxertion of
clambering in at Prout’s window to land
that preciows documient on Prout’s table.
It was guite disconcertine to discover
that he had left it on hus own study
table in the Remove,

“Laook here, yvou boasts, go and felch
that paper for mo ! he hooted. “It'a
under Toddy’s die on the table in Study
Ney, Tee——

“And ics going to stay there [ said
Harry Wharten, langhing., * Safcr there
than in Prout's study !®

“Ueast! I say——"

“"Coave I same in a hurried whisper
from Wipps. * Hore comes Prout 1

“Oh lor' 1M gasped Bunter,

The [at junior ducked out of view at
once.  Tho q]mup, portly, majestio
form of Mr. PProut was coming aplong
the path by Masters’ Windowsz. Prout,
of course, was taller than the juniors,
and he could sce into tho study
when he reached the window, Bunter
crouched below the window, inside, in
a state of palpitating funk. If Prous
looked in——

Harry Wharton & Co. turned their
backs to the window., Prout’s eyes were
on them as he came along the path,
with a suspicious gleam. 1t was guito
unuwsual for six juniors to be bhunched
under a master’s window, and Prout
had not forgotten the mcident of the
prévious daiu He suspected that those
checry youths were up to somcthing !

“ Better cut I murmured Bob,

“No: stick it oull] whj::lmn:-q:]
Wharten, “ If he looks in at the window

he will spot that fat chump! If wo
balt, ho will be certain we've been up
to zomething, and it will be six for
Bunter 1f he spots him.”

“The stickiulness 13 the propee
%f_:pc:i' " murmured Hurree Jamset Ram

mgh.

:!.id the juniors remained where they
wore, with the most innogent expressions
they conld assume, trying hard to look
as if butter would not melt in their
mouths.

“I say, you fellows,” ecame o
frightened saqucak from within, “has he
spotted me

“Quict, you fai lunatic!
coming [

“Oh lor* I

Bunter  erovched and alpitated.
Prout rvalled on, suspicion ,f:ll:-muing in
liis eves. The six juniors locked quils
mnocent—perhaps a hittle too innocont !
Prout did not roll on his way past then;
he eame to a ponderous halt.

“What are you boys doing here?™ he
inquired.

* Nothing,
politely.

“The nothingfulness iz tervifie, es-
termed sirv.'”

Y I yvou have beon plaving disrespect-
ful tricks in my study—" boomed
I'rout.

“Oh, siv ™

“You were concerned with Bunter in
his impertinent prank vesterday ! How-
ever, 1 shall ascertain.’”

Prout left the path and stepped to-
wards thoe open window of his study.
Lvidently e was going to put lus
majestic head in at that window and
zoe for lnmeelf whother the juniors had
been “up ” to anvtlung, The KRemove
fellows  exchanged <dismaved  looks.
Bunter was for it now. The moment
Praut put his head in, the fat Owl would
he spotted williin, Nao doubt e de-
served fo be licked: s=till, the chuing
of the Remove would have zaved him

He's just

sir,"” answeroad Wharton
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if they could. It was Oliver Kipps who
came to the rescue—in a rather unex-
pecied way.

Kipps stepped quickly towards the
Fifth Form master.

“Excuze me, sir!” exclaimed Kipps.
“Did yvou know that theve was a beetle
on your coat §"’

Prout stopped—only a yard or so from
the window. .

“A—a beetle!” he ejaculated. “On
my coat ¥

“ Look, sir !”

Kipps stretched out his hand and
tonched Prout's coat.  Ha picked—or
appeared to pick—a blackbeetle off it

Prout starcd at the unpleazant ohbject
in the junior’s hand in horror and dis-
?‘ust. t was too lifelike in appearance
or Prout {o guess, or dremn, that it
was an imnitation beetle, He shuddered
at the thought of the horrible insect
having erawled on him. Kipps made »
motion of throwing it away.

“Upon my word!” pgasped Prout.
#Thank you, my boy! I cannot imagine
where that disgusting inscet came {rom.

did not see it—I was quite un-
awarc—— RBless my sounl !

Harry Wharton & Co. suppressed
their emotion with difficulty.  They
knew all about Kipps' beetle! Fortun-
otely, Prout didn't |

Praut made a movement to approach
the window apain.

.:]Er:.;cuzc]:ét_m, sir |
exclaimo ip

“Wha-a-at ?’P&

Prout stopped again, Kipps touched
his coal, apd a beetle appeared in his
hand again. Prout fairly jumped.
Apgain Kipps made a motion of throw-
ing the disgusting object away., Ewven
the juniors, who were watching him,
could not see it disappear inle his
sleeve, Prout did not dream of it

“This is—is—is horrible ! cjaculated
Prout. *“1 sat for a few minutes on the
bench under the elms. There must be
bectles there, They must have crowled
on me, Horrible I

“Is that another——"

“Coodnezz pracious '

Prout felt quite faint as Wipps picked
another blackbeetle off his ceoat.  Ilis
rosy faco wns almost pale.

“Why, sir, you scem to he swarming
with them!” exclaimed Kipps, with a
look of great concern. “Look here—
and herc-—and liere !

“Good heavens!"" gasped Prout.

He faivly stagpered and  gasped.
Diectle alier beetle appeared in Kipps
hand as he dahbed at the Form master's
coat. Bectle after beetle was—appar-
ently flung away as Kipps picked tﬁl‘*]'ﬂ
olf. That it was the same beotle all ihe
time was quite unlknown to Prout. e
was unaware of Lhe skill of the conjurer
of the Remave.

Frout shuddered from head to foot.
One beetle was bad enough; two or
three were horrible—and lie seemed to
be fairly smothered! He felt ercepy
from head to foot. He seemed to have
been invaded by an army of blackbeetles
—which was enough to make any man
shudder.

“Thank you, my boy! Bless my soul !
2en if there are any more. This is hor-
ribloe—fearful 1" gasped the Fifth Form
mester,  “Thoy most have erawled on
me in swarms while I zat undor  the
elms, T must speak to Gosling about

this——"'

Yz that one ?” exelaimed Pob Cherry,
enfering inte the mame as f were.
“1°'H jolly well knocl it off 1*

“rnack !

*Oooongh 1 pasped Pront, as his fat
shoulider recetved a heftr smack, * Ow!

Is that another ¥

(Continued on fiex! poge.)
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where your Editor can be useful to you all.

I bave arranged with the designer
of the Righy ** Super ™ Plane to supply
MaerNET readers with the full parts,
mechanism, and foll instructions for
assembling them, for the remarkably
cheap price of 4d. What a bargain,
eh ¥ Normally these parts would cost
you one shilling, at least, Now they
are offered to you for 4}d.—that is,
13d. for the plane, 1}d. for the
mechanism, and 14d. for postage. This is an opportunity you must not mizs,

The RIGBY ** SUPER "’ will reach you in an envelope, complete with
mechanism and full instructions for assembling the various parta.
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Not so hard, my boy! Thank you—but
not 50 hard 1"

“Ie that one on his foot? ex-
claimed Johnny Bull, " Stamp on it!"

“Yarooh! Oh dear! Thie s dread-
ful! What—what—  Burely that is
not one on my neck—"" gurgled Prout,
a8 Kipps dah{veﬂ at his collar.

“Took, sir!™ The blackbeetle was in
Kipps' hand as he drew it away.

rout gasped with horror,

“They—they—they are simply swarm-
ing on me!” he gasped, “I—1 must go
and—and change at once! This 15 hor-
rible—fearful—awiul—"
_ Prout turned and rushed away, head-
:mgrfl:rr the door of the House.

he Remove fellows contvived by

herculean efforts to  suppress  their
merriment Ll Prout vanished into the
House. Then they yelled,

“Hz, ha, ha!”

“1 say, yon fellows, 15 he gonel?
squeaked Billy Bunter,

“Yes, fathead—and you'd belter get
gono, too!”

“Oh lo' I gasped DBunter, He camao
rolling hurriedly out of Prout’s window.
“I say, you fellows, catch me; I'm slip-

ping ! 1 say—— Whoooop I*

Bump !

“Ha, ha, ha !*

“*Waw ! sgay—— Wow! Ow!
Beasts! Wow IV

Bunter sat and roared—while the
aother fellows stood and reared. They
were roaring with laughier, Dunter

wasn't !

Meanwhile, Prout had shot up to his
room, doing the stairs in record time.
There he changed—and searched for
beetles. To his surprise, he did not
discover a single beetle. Not one was
left on him! Those obhging Removo
boys, apparently, had clearcd off the
whole swarm?t Prout was red and

breathless when he relled into the
Fifth Form Room for third schosl
And he was ten minutes late for class—
for which the Fifth IForm were duly
thankful.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The High Horse !

€6 srepm, [ITTHIL ! said Greene.
: “NMuch  betler!™  urged
Polter, X
Horace Coker shook his

Licad.

Coker was adamant.

There was, as he had told Potter and
(ircene, a limit to what any man could
stand. Coker hoad now, it scemied,
reached the limit.

ITe was not standing any more,

There was tea in Coker's study—one
of thosa lavish teas which made Coker's
gequaintancee o thing worth culiivating.
Whatever Prout might think of Coker,
Cloker's Annt Judy, at least, continued
to have the highest possible opinion of
her dear Horace. A recent hamper
from Miss Judith Coker hoad  turned
that study into a land Nowing with milk
and honey. It did not hft the eloud
from Coker's rogged brow, but it
backed his study-matez  considerably.
Every now and then Potier and Greene
doubted whether {hey could siand
Coker much longer. But ane of those
hampers from home always made them
realise that Coker—in his own way, of
course—was by no means a bad chap.
Coker might be evory known species of
an ass, but there was no doubt that he
was an open-handed fellow. He might
be obstinate, fatheaded, seli-satisfied,
but these were good points about Coker
—those hampers, for instance. IMotter
and Greene were feeling very friendly

(TTITTL E T L]
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towards old Horace just now, and quite
concerned about him. From of old they
knew how futile it was lo argue with
Coker—vot they argued. If they could

save oker from lhimself, they were
zoing to save him.

Coker was grim, defermined—
adamant, n fact. Having stood all

that a man could rcasonably be ex-
poected to stand, Coker was not going to
stand any more. And that was that |

“YVon see,”’ TPotter =zaid patiently,
“beaks are beaks. You have to give a
beak his head, just like a fractious
horse. If Prout savs write it out over
again, et lim hove his way.”

“Rot ! said Coker.

“After all, it's a short paper!” said
Gireone,

“It’s the principle of the thing," ex-
mlamed Coker. “I've written out my
paper!  I've taken it to Prout! I
wrote 1t out very carciully ! Instead of
praising a follow, as a fellow might
reasonably have oxpected, what does
Prout do? Snaps at a man! ‘Tells him
to wrile it gut again, and write it out
correctly I DBundles a fellow ont of his
study when a fellow tries to explain that
it is quite correct.”

“The spelling——" hinted Polter.

“Don'’t he a cheeky ass, Potter ™

“Um ¥

“He practically shoved me out of his
study,” said Coker. *“Made out that I
was cheeking him—answering him back,
and all that! Ilow could I point out
that ho was making mistakes, without
answering him back 7"

L 11 Um !!

“T'm to write out that paper again,
and take it to lhim after tea!™ said
Coker hitterly., “Well, it's after tea
now! I haven't writton it out againl
I'm not going to!”

" Better—"" murmured Grecne.

“The man's checky,” said Coker.
"The long and short of it is, that the
man’s cheeky! Ho doesn’t scem to
have the [aintest idep of my position in
the Iform. IIe treats me just as he
I i;g%‘l}; H;mt one of you fellows !

“Y shall go to his study,” said Coker.
“He may feel beiter after tea, and be
in a moro reasonable temper. 1 shall
ask him ealmly to point out the errors,
ii any, in the paper I handed to him

vesterday. shall keop my temper,
whatever Prout does! 1 hope I have a
proper  senso  of dignity—if  DProut

hasn’t! 1 shall be perfectly civil, but
firma! I chall not enter into any wrang-

ling with the man.”

“Oh " gasped Potter, “Nunno, I—1
—1 wc-ulﬁn’t., cld chap. AM-an-much
better not.™

Cloker roso from the table. It was plain
that Coker had made up his mind. He
was going to be civil to Prout—but
firm! Very firm! [Ie was not going
to write out hiz impot a second time, on
the ground that it was net wrilten cor-
rectly, when he knew that it was abso-
lutely correct! Dut be was going to
give Pront a chance to point out the

crrors—if any! DPotter and Creene
exchangod hopeless looks,  IE was use-
less to argue with Coker, cspecially

wlienn he had meunted the hizh horse—
and he was on the hiph hovse now with
0 VOTECne:,

Haovaeo lelt the stadw.

Wl old Coker’s the mon to aslk for
i1 zaid Creene, when he was gone.

“IIe’s the man to =it wp on his hind
legs and bee for 161" sighoed oiter.
“1f we dide’t see Coker every day, old
chap, we conldn’t believe that there was
such an ot n exstence—ouiside a
homa for cdiofz, T moan.”

“Mardly 1" agreod Greene. ™ What
will Prout do to lom ¥ .
“Well, what ean he do?¥ asked
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Potter. “The Fifth ain't caned—
though Prout's forgotten that once or
twice, with Coker. He may forpget it
ain. Or he may take him to the
ead. Or give him detentions. T
8U ha can't very well brain him
with the inkstand."

Greena chuckled.

1* il"upr _-u:-llld cﬂksli I”
apple is jolly goo
péTapp:fng 5

"Caoker told us to Onish it—*

" 50 we will!”
And they did!

Meanwhile, Horace Coker walked off
to Masters’ Biudies. The masters
generally had their tea in Common-
room, and generzlly stayed there a
while after tea to exercise their chins—
especially Prout.  Prout’s plump chin
was the most thoroughly exercised .at

I zay, this pine-

Grevfriars School. Btill, as Prout had
told Coker to come to him after tes,
Coker supposed that he would be in his
sludy, asters’ Passage was deserted,
but at the corner Coker spotted five
juniors belonging to the Remove. They
were looking aslong the passage, as if
interested, indeed anxious, about some-
thing goinp on there. Coker stopped,
and frowned at the Famous Five.

“"What do wvou faps want here™ he
demanded,

It was Coker all over. Horace never
seemed to be able to get it inte his head
that he wasn't a Sixth Form man and a

refect ! Tt seemed frightfully hard for

oker to understand that he was not
as one having authority, saying “Do
this ! and he doeth 1t !

Lower Fourth juniors were not ex-
pected to hang about Masters’ Btudies,

M

and a prefect would no doubt have
ordered them —and the juniors
would have gone. But a Fifth Form
man they passed by like the idle wind
which they regarded not.

The chums of the Remove only smiled
at Coker.

* Cut off ! said Coker,

®1t's his lower jaw that moves, you
fellows,” eaid Bob Cherry gravely.
“Wateh him I™

“You cheeky voung sweep!” hooted
Coker. “ When I say cut off, I mean cut
off—szee 7"

“When he says cut off, he means
cut off, you men!"” zaid Johnny Bull.
“Ha's l:l_'jling us because he thinks we
might like toe know 1

oker of the Fifth breathed hard!
Thesa cheeky young  rascala  wers

(Continued on next page.)
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Readers whe want any knotty
gricket prohlems solved should

; E write, without delay, to
D “Umpire,'" ¢/o The MAGHET,
The Fleeiway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4, and then watch out for his

reply in this paper,

EXNOW quite & lot of MacxeT readers
l who are membera of their school

cricket teams, and I am natucelly

interesated in the doings of thess
teams, Recently, in showing thiz interest,
I have been g{:;i.ug.rn:.- young fricnds o bit
of a shock. hen I have run-up againast
them after they have played a mateh I
have not ashked the obvious guestion :
“ How did you got on ! " 1 have asked &
different eort of question: “ How many
catching chences did your tesm miss
to-day I "

Often I have discovered thaet the boya
who tried to answer such a guestion wero
not guite sure. Freqluenti:,r. owever, the
reply has been: " Oh, ssveral.,” In
such s reply you get tho anawer to the
gquestion of why meny cricket matches
ara loat.

Missed chances in the fleld
account for as many games being
lost as bad batting or indifferent
borolirtg.

So let us talk about ficlding this week,
by way of & change. Don't run away with
the impression that the talk is going to be
dull. The fielding side of cricket is not
dull if you look atit from the right angle.

While our English oricketers wors touring
in Australis I noticed in the newspapers
one day one vory Etip!niﬁcant. gentence.
It was to this effect : ** Immoediately the
match was finished Capteain Jordine
collected &ll his men and took them away
for gome fielding practice.” Obviously
the England sgkipper knew the importancs
of the ﬁcldin ide of the game ; realised
that if he could get this ap to the required
stendard, and keop it thers, he would have
taken & reasl step forward o the task of
winning back the Ashes.

If men who have risen fo be good
enongh fo play for Engluond need
flelding practice, hore much more
do the young players of the game
siced it 7

Take my tip then, chums, and get aa
much fislding practioe as you can,

THE IMPORTANCE OF FIELDING !

T was said of Percy Chapman's tcom
which won four out of the five Test
matches in Australia that in these
games no reasonable ehance was

migged by a feldsman until the last Test
ame of the tour. That last Test pame was
oat and the other four won. I could telk
for a long time about the importance of
thoe flelding in ¢ricket without getting home
& better lesson than ia contained in such
& staternent.

1 want yon to regard the flelding side of
ericket ag a part ﬂ% the joy of the game ;
tho fun of it,  ¥ou will feel like this about
it when you become efficient in the field.

Think of the joy of dismissing
a foml batsmen with an ¢ fm-
posgible ' ecateh; thinkk of e
pleasure of running out a batsprumn
weith o guicl: picle-up and an accurate
return to the wiclet.

And in passing I would say this: you
may not have it in you to become B
super-batsman or a really good bowler, but
I honestly believe that every ericketer
can be good in the fipld—if ho will Gy
and if he will practige,

“ON THEIR TOES!"

HINK of the runs s good fielder
can save in the course of an
innings. Oood flelding gets the
hatemen scared to try anything.

I remember o bit of adviee which was
onece given to a young batsman by his
mare experienced partner. . L. Jessop-—
one of the finest fislders who have ever
played for Enpgland—was a momber of
the oppozing side. Said the ong batsman
to the other: * Don't run {or a single if
the bzll goes towards Jessop, unless you
think thers is & possible two.” What =
tribute to a fieldsman !

You must be on your toes to be n
goad fielder; ihere i3 noe doubt
aboutl that. Watclh: the boltsman as
he shapes to make the siroke, and
try to anticipate wwhere he means to
play the ball.

Wateh the fieldsmen in a woll-drilled,
firgt-class mide. Those in front of the
wicket—eover-point, mid-off, mid-on—
start to move towards the bataman as ha
makes his stroke. They are closing in,
and being on the move already, are abla
to turn aside to the right or to the left
quicker than they would be able to if they
were standing firm-footed. That is one
thing which is meant by the phrase * on
their toes."”

slip fielding is not easy. I grant you
that. But when the fast bowlers are on
it is efficienoy in the slips which so often
tolls, Patey Hendren, the Middlesex
men, is one of our best fielders, and not
long ago he gave me a catching tip which,
80 he sald, has helped him to make guite
a lot of eatches, especially in the slips.

As he holds his hands fo take the
fost-moving bell he erosses the hwo
little fingers, thus locking the hands
tegether. By this means, according
to Hendren, he réduces the chances
of the ball forcing the hands apart.

That will do for this weok, so far as
fielding is concerned, and I must go on to
answer ocertain correspondents. Dofors
doing 8o, howevor, I promise some hints
for wicket-keepers in next week's tallk,

SNEAKING RUNS !

F the batsman at the bowler's end ia
E backing up a bit too enthusiasticsl
—leaving his erease before the ball
iz delivered, can the bowler run
him out? That ia one gquery which
reaches me, and the answer is in the
affirmative. Assording to cricket law the
ball is in play when the bowler starts his
run. If the batsman at hiz end hag left
his crease by the time the bowler gets
there, the bowlor gan run auch a batsman
out by removing the bails before be has
delivered the I:m.E,

The bowler need not change the ball
fromm one hend to the other to do this.
I must say, however, in connection with
this guestion, that running a batsman out
in this way, although legilimato, i3 omne
of the thin%a not often dono. The usaal
procedure for the bowler who notices
that thoe betsman at his end is eriugh:n
sneak a bit of ground is {0 warn him that
if e ingists on doing it he will run him out.
If, ofter such a warning, the bateman
continues to leave his crease before the
ball is delivered, then the bowler is
justified in taking such an action aa I hawve
desgribed.

Affer all, the batsman who is
backing up loo enthusiastically is
really taking o meon advantage.
Iy all means be ready fo run, bub
don't start fo go fowards the ofher
end uniil the ball has been delivered.

“ UMFIRE,"
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making fun of him. Coker could sce
that !

“If you want me to whop you——"
eaid Coler.

“Go 1t !7 said Bob invitingly.

Coker very nearly “went® it! But
ho remembered that he had to see
Prout, and he controlled his wrath and
marched on up the passage. The
juniors at the corncr starcd after ham.

“If he's going to Prout's study——"
eatd Harry.

“He'll spot Bunter !*

“0Oh, my hat!*

That was why ithe Famous Five were
there. PBilly Bunter was making one
more attempt to land his precious docii-
ment in Prout’s study! The Famous
Five had spoited him—ico late! They
had been debating whether to pursue
him as far as Prout’s study, and yank
him away neck and crop, when Coker
came along. But it was rather too risky,
as Prout might come along any minute.

Now Coker had gone to Prout’s study—
and the juniors wondered what would
happen when he ran into Bunter there !
Certainly Bunter’s antics were no busi-
ness of Uoker's—but Coker never was a
man to mind his own business, He
would mind anybedy's, but his own.

Coker, glancing back when he bhad
reached Frout's deor, saw five faces
looking round the passage corner after
him, with intent interest. He frowned
at them, and frowned more darkly when
th'eI‘y smiled back.

hen he tapped at Prout's door, and
opened  it. e could hear zomeome
moving in the study, and had ne doubt
that his Form master was there.

But 1t was not Prout! As Coker
opened the door and stepped in, there
was & sudden gasp of alarm:

“"Oh crikey !

And Coker stared at Billy Bunter,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Landed at Last !

ILLY BUXNTER blinked
B Coker.
2 Coker stared at Billy Bunter,
It was a mutual surprize.

Bunter gasped with relief.

When the study door opened, he had
dreaded to see Prout! For a second he
had been frightened out of his fat wits.
His pudg;..' brain almeost swam at tho
idea of Prout catchine him there.

For he would have been canght in tho
very act! On Prout’s table lay the
gheet of foolscap, rather erumpled and
g;lhby, bearing in large capital letters

stavtling messago:

at

“PROUT I8 A CHEARKY BEEST!”

Bunter had laid it there, to catch
Prout’s eye when he came in. But he
did not want it to catch Frout’s eve,
and catch Prout’s cye himself at the
same time! Very mnch indecd Bunter
did not want that! He wanted to be
safe off the scena before Prout saw that
message. Dunter was placing a paper-
weight on the corner of that precious
document to Lkeep it in place, when

Coker happened.
"I_';}L}}I au ! gasped Bunter. “Only
"'jﬂlj" me !*  zaid Coker grimly.

*You Aricky young scoundrel, what are
you up to in my Form master's study—
what? X knew therc was something on
when I zaw that gang down the passage,
What are you doing hero?”

“N-n-nothing ! stammered DBunter.
He edged round the table. “JI—I—I'm
just going !

“What's that?” demanded Coker,
staring at the document on the fable,
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“Oh! N-n-nothing ™

“My hat!* Coker stared, and then
glared, at the document. " Prout is a
cheeky beast! My only hat!  You've
come here to check my Form master
like that ™

Coker was red with wrath,

His own line of action towards Frout
might have been deseribed, by pre-
judiced fellows, as checky! But Coker
was unconscious of that! Coker was
far from realising that his firmness and
dignity were, in fact, cheek—merely
cheek, and nothing more !

The bare idea of a wreiched fap ven-
turing to cheek his—Coker's—Form
master, was more than enough to rouse
Coker’s wrath. He had made that clear
the previous day, Now he made it
clear again.

“Cheeking  my beak!” ecxelaimed
Coker. " A measly, sheaking, scrubby
fag—sticking an nsulting message in
my beak’s study! Why, %"H—ﬂ-—"

He jumpod at DBunter.
~ Bunter circumnavigated Prout's table
i record time.

“Ow! Keop off, you beast!” gasped
Bunter.

Coker strode round the table. Bunter
dodged round it egain, Twice round
the table they went as if they were
Eln_ymg “Here we go round the mul-

erry-bush ! Then Coker paused, and
glered at the Owl of the Remove across
the table,

Bunter gasped for hreath,

M Leok here!  ¥ou mind your own
bisney, Coker—seo!” ho panted. " You
cheek Prout yourself, you checky ass!
Look here! Let a fellow pass|[™

Cokor

Prout’s eane was on the table.
grabbed it up.

“"Yarooh!” roared Bunfor, as Coker
reached across the fable with a long
arm, and licked with his Form master's
COne,

“"Take that, and—"

£ ‘n'ﬂlﬂﬂp !u

Billy Dunter made a desperata dive
for the door. Coker dived after him.
The cane whacked again as Bunter
flew, and landed on the tightest
trousers at Greyiriars with a crack like

a  pistol shot. Bunter roared and
bolted into the passage.

“"Yow-ow-ow! Beast! Wow! Ch
crikey ! Whoop !”

“T'll jolly well—*

Bunter flow,

“*Halle, hallo, halle! Here he
gomes [ exelaimed Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter fled for his life. Coker

sent a glare aller him, and then turned
back into Prout's study. He had to
wail for Prout. Also hoe had to deal
with that impudent message Bunter had
laft on the study tablo. Coker was not
going to let that impudent message
meet Prout’s eves. Hs had tos much
respect for his Form master for that.

Bunter reached the corner where the
Famous Five waited. And Harry
Wharton caught him by the collar, and
braught him to o halt,

“Ow! Legpgo!” gasped Bunfer.

“What bhava you done with that
wiolic paper?” demanded the captain
of the Hemove. “Have you left it in
Prouwt's study i*

“Ow! Yes! Leggo! DBeast!”

“Then cut hack and get 117 eaid
Harry. " You burbling ass. can’t you
understand that you'll get into a fear-
ful row 1"

" Beast !

“You blitherin% 1diot I said Bah.
“Prout will ralse Cain about it! You'll
get & fogging !

“He won't know—="

“Coker’s seen you in the study,™ said
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Nugent. “You'll be spotted at once if
he mentions it to Prout,”

“Oh lor’ ¥ pasped Bunter..

“Go back and get it!” said Nuogent.

“That beast Coker's theve ! gasped
Bunter. “I—1 say, vou fellows, oue of
you cut along and got 1t! I—=I'H put
it there again another time—see? Oune
of you fellows go—"

“Kick him " said Jonnny Bull,
“ Beast 1™

*Bunter, you fearful lunatic!” ex-
clatmed Wharton, “Go and get thas
paper before Prout comes along. It
may be a Iead's logging. Ten to one
vou'll bo zpotted 1™

“Leggo!”

“Are you gomg——"

“Ihy! Nol Legpo! DBeast!™
"Then I' tap your head on the wall
till you dot”

"0h, really, Wharton——  Wow!
Ow ! Chuck 18! Yooop!™

Bang !

"Yﬂrﬂﬂﬂh!”

Bang !

“Oh ertkey! I soy, I'll go—
Yarocop! Leggo!™ welled Bunter.

“Upon my word!” It was o dee‘f*
booming woice. “Upeon my word!
How dare you make such a dislurbance
here! I vepeat, how dare you!™

“QOh, my hat! Prout!"” gasped Bob.

It was Prout—coming along majestics
ally frem Common-room. ia halted,
surveying  the juniors with a por-
tentous frown. A  slundy at  the
corner of Masters’ Studies was zsimply
outrageous, in Prout's opinion. His
podgy brow was like a thundereloud.

“0Oh erikey !” gasped Billy Bunter.
He jerked his collar loose from Wher-

tom, and Hfed.
“How dare youi” hoomed Prout. *I
shall report this—this riot to your

In

Form master! Upon my word! I—

Harry Wharton & Co. departed aofter
Bunter, without waiting for Prout to
fintsh.  Obviously it was uscless to
think of retrieving that document from
Prout’s study with Prout in the offing.
Like the guests in Macbeth, they stood
not upon the order of their poing, but
woent ab onee.

Proug glared afler thenm wilh =
thundercus glare, and rolled dovwn the
passape to his sfudy. IIe had remems
beved that ho had to sce Coker there
after tea, and had come along for the
purposc=-not in the best of {empors.

If Coker had not written out his
unpot 8 second time, as commanded,
Provt intended to deal drasticaliy with
Coker. He had had more than cnough
imperiinence from Coker of the Fifth.
Frowning, he rolled into his study, and
found Coker there, standing by the table
with a paper n Lis hand.

Coker had picked up DBunter's
precious moessage, and was considering
what to do with it. There was ne fire
in the study in June, and the waste-
paper-basket was hardly a  suitable
place for such a document. Colior was
etill eomsidering that peint when Prout
rolled in.

“Oh, you are hepe ™ gronted Proat
crossly. Mo glanced at the paper m
Coler’s hand.  Naturally, he supposed
that it wos Coker's 1mpot, brought
there for his inspection. *1 trust,
Coker, that yon have written out your
paper correctly this time, with somoe
regard, at least, for the common rules
of orthography.”

Ho jerked the paper from Cokor'a
hand,

He looked at it.

Then ho stood iransfized.
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“*Is that a beetle ? *' exclaimed Bob Cherry, entering into the fun of pulling I"r-:-ut’f:I Iegr.
L 1] w I

** Ocooogh 1 ** gasped Mr. Prout, as his shoulder received a hefty thump.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Unparalieled |

asr B. PROUT at
"I paper.

He gazed at it dumbly.

His eyes almost bulged from
his purple face.

It scemed, from his expression, that
he could not quite believe the evidenco
of his eyes., Perhaps he couldn't.

Words failed him.

He was accustomed to trouble from
Coker, 1lo was aceustomed fo imper-
tinence. Ho was accustomod to wrong-
headod obstinacy; but he had never
dreamed of this.

This was the kind of thing that really
did not happen—that could not happon
~~that, at the very least, ought to have
been impossible.

Coker had been ordered to bring him
a ugnpen And this was the paper he
h brought—a paper bearing the
words in large capital letters:
“PROUT I8 A CHEAKY BEEST!®
The spelling did not surprise Prout.
He was used to that sort of gpelling
from Coker. But tho impudence of it;
the amazing coffrontery; the defiance of
all authority—thesa were tlﬁhgs caleu-
lated to take any Form master’s breath
aWAaY.

Thoy scemed to take Pront's breath
away. IHe could not speak.  After
some dumb moments he gurgled. That
was all. Ilie complexion, always rich,
was now purple. His eyes bulged. He
gasped like a fish out of water, Hbo
gazed at the paper. He gazed at
Coker. He gazed at the paper again.
Still he was specchless.

“Upon my word!” Prout found his
voice at last. “ n my word! Can
I believe my epesi?“?

“You see, sit—" began Coker.

Prout woke to action.

Smack !

gazed that

Coker gavo a roar. _

He was surprised—as surprised
Prout.

Boxing a fellow’s ears was unknown
at Greyvirviars, Even mm the Second
Form, Twige did not box the cars of
the fars, though ne doubt he was often
termpled to do so. In & senior Form
it was not only unknown, it was un-
thinkable, incredible.

Caker stagpered to the left as that
hefty smack landed on his right ear.
He was taken utterly by surprise, and
looked like pitching over on his beam-
ends. DBut another terrific smack on his
left ear righted him again.  After
staggering to port he took a list to
starboard.

“Oh ! roared Coker. "Ow!”

That Prout supposed that Coler had
written that prectous paper, and
brought it to him in disrqu‘:ect and de-
fiance, did not dawn on Coker's power-
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ful broin for a moment.
FProut, of course, could suppose
nothing elso.

Heo knew nothing of Bunter’s fatuous
roceedings. e did not know that
unter had been in the study at all.

IIe had expected to find Coker thers,
with a paper in his hand. 1Ie had
found him there with a paper in his
hand! And this wasz the paper!

What was Prout to think?

This was the culmination of Coker’s
many offences—Delion piled on Ossa, as
1t were! He had not written his impot
—he had written this, and brought it to
Prout! This was clear—to Prout!

In 2 ¢calm momont Prout would never
have dreamed of smacking a fellow’s

head! But he was not calm now. Ile
was anvthing but calm.
And he was not fnished yvet! Coker,

in great alarm, backed round the tablo
ags Prout eamo at him. Ile wondered if
the man was mad. Having given him
two broadsides, it appearcd to be

13
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“I'll knoek it oft.” Smack !
Not so hard, my boy I ™

Proni’s intention to rake him fore and
ait ! Coker jumped away.

His head was singing and buzziog
from those two hefty smacks! Ilis face
was crimson with wrath, Coker was not
a fellow to have his head smacked !

“Boy!” gasped Prout. *“Raseal! I

wil]——"
“Kecp off " roared Coker, “Look
round the table

here—— Oh, my hat!¥

Prout was comin
after him, just as Coker had gone round
the table after Bunter!

Coker made a frantic bound for the
door.

There could not be any doult now—
tha man was mad! Flse why was he
ﬂttaukm§ Coker in that extraordinary
manner? Plainly a fellow was not safe
in Prout's studly. Coker got out of that
study as rapidly as hiz long legs could
INOVE,

“Coker I” purgled Prout.

Coler did the doorway in one leap.

“Come back I gurgled Prout

Coler was doing the passage at about
60 m.p.h. Ile was not coming baelk ! Tt
was not likely.
 Prout panted to the door. He glared
into the passage. He had a momentary
glimpso of & long leg disaypearing
round o corner | That was the last he
saw of Hornce Cokor!

“My dear Prout—" Mr. Quelch was
looking out of his study doorway,
startled by Coker's feeing footsteps.
“Prout! What——"

The Remove master came anlong to
Prout, with quite o concerned cxpres-
gion on his face. He had never seen t.:lu';
Fifth Form master logking quite lke
thiz before !

“What has happened P exelaimed Mr.,
Quelch.

Prout gasped.

“Yon—you saw that—that boy—"

“Coker—wyos—"

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from puge 13.)

“It—it—it iz intredible, BIr. Quclch!
Even yet I can scarcely believe it!*
gasped Prout. “1t is outside all my
oxperience—beyond  anything I counld
have imagmed ! Ele will, of course, be
cxpelled ! You will hardly believe i,
Quelch—even of that impudent, that
disrespectful boy Coler I

“But what—" cxelaimed
move mastor.

Yesterday,” gasped Prout, “I gave
him an Ti!;uml;mn*—a short paper in
English, brought it to me full of
fg!ﬂrmg errors in spelling! I ordercd
um to rewrite it correctly, and bring it
to my study after tea to-day! And—and
this is what he brought!”

Prout displayed the document.

Mr. Quelch pazed at it in horror!

“ I3 1t possible ?” he ejaculated.

“1 should not have belioved.” saild
Prout, *that it was possible! T could
not have believed that it was possible!
The boy is foolish, ohstinate, wrong:
headed, ignorant! Dut this—this! A
direct defiance of his Form master! An
insulting message, handed to me by his
own hand! Brought to my study to be
handed to me ]lj{-.rsmmlly, in place of
the imposition he was commanded to
write.  Can you eredit it¥”

“Amazing 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“Y shall take this paper to the head-
master ! sald Prout, in a tremblin
voice. “I shiall place it in his hands !
ghall demand Coker's instant expulsion
from Greyfviarsf Nothing short of {hat
will satisfy mo! Nothing short of tha
will be adeguate ! T Liave no doahl 1l
Dr. Locke will moet my vipws!™

. “LI"Imrn_mn bo no doult on that point,
E"! "osaid  Mr. Queleh  consolingly.

Such disrespect—such defance—— I
am glad to say that there is ne howv in
a?y_t::l-!;*lmr Form at Gireyfriars capable
of i

Mr. Prout started a little!  Quielehy
was sympathetic; buk there was a barh
in hiz sympathy'! Sympathelic as he
was, ho evidently cousidered that (his
gort of thing ecould only Dappen in
Prout’s Form!

That remarl: from Quelch was a hint
of what was going to be said in Masters
Common Room—a forctaste of the
wrath to come, as it were |

Prout fairly shuddered at the thought
of the coming cackle in the Common-
room! This would be a topic—such a
topic as scldom came the way of the
beaks. They would fasten on it like
dogs on & bone! They would all give
Prout their sympathy—sympathy with a
cutting edga | hind his portly back
they would smilo [

It was awful to think of! It inten-
sified Prout’s wrath against the offend-
ing Coker!

He turned abruptly sway from the
symp:}ﬂmhc: Gueleh, and started for the
Head's study. That crumpled, grubby,
insulting paper was to be laid hefore
Dr. Locke. Coker would be sont for, and
prompily dealt with!

There was solace in that, at least.
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g under the chopper—
Form at Greviriars was

Coker was
and the Fift

m'l' going to lose 1ts prize fathead!
]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Aunt Judy Blows In}

bé ITTLE boy!™
[1 Bob Cherry jomped.
The wvoice that addrezsed

him sas wvery pleasant and
amiabla. But it ratlher made a
Remove man jump to bo addressed as
a little boy! Really and truly, Dob
Cherry was nob s Little boy! He was
quite & big boy—a hefty boy—almost
an outsize 1n boys!

But tha kind old lady who had drifted
in at the school gates and addreszed him
was unaware that at Greyfriars every
fellow was a “man.” Even the fags in
the Second Form were “men.” Much
moro the heroes of the Remove !

No doubt Miss Judith Coker, who was
no longer so young as she had been in
the nineteenth century, regarded all the
Greyiriars fellows as little boys, Bhe
might even havo addressed Wingate, the
captom of the school, or Blundell of the
Irifth, that magnificent and tremendous
“blood,” as “little boy ™ she
spotted either of them as she camo in.

Bob spun round. ITe raised his cap
politely, nobly suppressing his feelings.
Had Temple of the Fourth or Hobzon
of the Shell addressed Bob as “litile
bov,” there would have been fireworks
et once,  Such a fellow would have bren
strewn in the guad in a damaged eon-
dition. But nice old ladies, of course,
could not be strewn in the quad! Bob's
manners. were equal to the sccazion.

Suppressing his feelings, he raized his
cap.

BMizs Cloker beamed on Lim.

“I have soen you before, 1 think,” she
zaid pleasanti¥4 T think I remember

B 1t

YOUT Namo. not Plum #"
“Plum 7 repeated Dob.  “Nunno!
Cherry I*
“AR! T knew it was someihing of

ilie kkind,” smiled Miss Coker.

Bob gazed at her. It had never
occurred to lim personallyv, fhat the
name Cherry was anvibing like  Plom.”
Iie wasz glad that no other fellow was
within hearing, Miss Coker’s liitle
mistake was ¢nough to ecarn him iho
nickname of "Plum " for the remainder
of his schooldays had it fallen on olher
AT

“Whero iz Bliss
Cokor.

Thore might have been o dozen fellows
at Greviriars named Horace! I[lacker.
tho master of tho Shell, was named
Iforace. DBut to Misz Judith Coker
there was only one Horace in the wido
world. ‘That was Horaca Cokor, her
beloved and highly prized nephew.

Bob guessed which Florace she wantoed,
a5 he recognised Coker’s aunt. Diss
Coker did not often wvisit Ciroyviriars:
but she was a lady to be remembered,
Zhe_was o little old-fashioned, and gave
an 1mpression that she had not changed
her bonnet since Victoria was Queon.

“Oh' Coker? said Bob. “I think
he's in the IHouse, ma’am.”

“T think you are one of dear Horace's
friends,” said Miss Color, beaming.
“DBut 1 suppose all the dear little boys
are his friends, really, as Horace is so
popular.”

“Oh! Ah' Yesz! Quite!” stammered
Bob. "Weoe—we all like old Cokor,
ma'am. [a's really one of the Lest 1®

“The dear boy will be surprised to see
me,” said Miss Coker. I have not told
him I was coming to-day. It will be a
delightful surprise for Horace., You are

Horace 7 ashed
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gitre hie 15 in the Housa? Ho iz not play-

ing football 7

* Football 1" said Bob. “ Oh, my hat |
I—I mean, no, me'am; I'm quite sure
he's not p'ia "ing football 1*

It was really unﬁnemhablg that Coker of
the Fifth would laying football in
June! But Miss Coler's knowledge of
the various games played by thesp dear
little schoolboys was rather vague!

“Thank you " said Miss Coker. “Doar
Horace is well, 1= ho not? I suppose
you have seen fim to-day 7"

“Oh, yes, quite lately!” said Bob,
remembering the meeting at the corner
of Masters’ Passage a short while ago,
when dear Horace had had o narrow
escape of being wrecked and havocked
by the Famous Five. “Ie's quite well,
ma am—ho's alwavs well.”

“Is that Mr. Bnout?” asked Aunt
Judith suddenly, pointing with her
umbrella at Mr, Wiggins, the master of
the Third, who was walking in the quad.
It was a brilliant June day, but Miss
Coker carried an umbrella—she was
never without it. The climato, after all,
was uncerfain; and doubtless ¥Mizs Colker
aftached a considerable value to her
Victorian bonnet. Possibly it was an
heirloom in the family !

“Mr. Which?" gasped Bob,

“Mr. Snout—dear Horace's
masler,™

“Oh, Prout! Not Snont—Prout!
gasped Dob, wondering what on earth
Prout would think if Miss Coker ad-
dressed him as Mr, Snout. *“No, ma’am,
that's Wiggins, I think Irout's
indoors.”

. TA very bad-tempered old gentleman,
iz jm not?"’ asked Aunt Judith,

I—I believe he's o—a littla waxy
gometimes, ma'am,"”" answered Dob.
“But—but Prout's all right, really.”

*I should think him a very bad-
tempered man, from hiz  hali-term’s
report about Horace,” said Miss Coker.
“That is really why I have called. I
have something to say to Mr. Snout—
that is, Lout—I mean, Prout

The kind and amiable old face looked
quite grim for o moment,  Prout, ap-
parcintly, had let himself go in that
half-term report!

Miss Judith walked en towards the
iTouse. Tob gazed ofter her and
smiled. He did not envy Prout the
coming interview, if Prout had found
fault with Afiss Judith's darling
ITorace!

Skinner and Snoop, of the Remove,
were loafing near the ITouse steps, and
they grinned at one another as Miss
Coker satled up.

“That's Coker’s old frump of an
annt 1" remarked Skioner. “Rit of a
sketch—what 77

““She sends him jolly good hampers,”
satd Snoop.

“I suppose that's why he stands her
hore I said  Bkinner.  “Silly  ass,
thouph, not to give her a hint to steer
clear. Halle, she’s going to speak to
us. Let's shift! Coker can have his
jolly old aunt to himself. Bit too
skotchy for me.”

Skinner turned away, his manners not
boing snything like so nico as Bob

herry's., The next moment he jumped
almost clear of the quad with & startled
how! as thoe business end of an umbrella
poled into his back.

“0w 1 yolled Skinner.,

He glared at Miss Coker. That kind
old lady smiled swectly. Bhe had only
Leen drawing Skinner’s attention, and
was happily unaware that she had
pearly punctored kim.

* Little boy——"" began Miss Coker,

“What1” hissed Skinner.

Form
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“Please take me to Ilorace's study,”
said Aliss Coler.

Skinner was about to tell Miss Coker
that she could ring, and that n servant
emplaved for such purposes would take
her to Coker's study. But he did nob
Second thoughts supcrvened.

“ Horace’z study ?"* ho repeated.

“Yes: dear Horace—m" _

“This way, ma’am,” said Skinner,
and he ushered Aliss Coker into the
House. Creyfriars School was a rather
rambling, ancient place, and there were
innumerable studies, many of them
round unexpected corners or up un-
expected passages or stairs, and it was
not surprising that Miss Coker did not
remember her way to Hovace's study.
But she knew that it was up a star-
case, and so she was surprised when
Skinner led her into a Lroad passage
on the ground floor.

“Ts Horace's study here?’ she asked.

“(Oh, yes, ma'am.” _—

“Tt was up & staivease last term,” said
Miss Coker. “DBut perhaps Horace has
changed his study. Perhaps the head-
master thought it would be more con-
venient for him on tho ground foor.
Dr. Locke is so thoughtful.”

“0Oh erikey ! murmured Skinner.

To Miss Judith, of coursze, Dr. Locke
was only & portion of the environment
of Horace Coker, She regarded him as
a very nice old gentleman and quite
worthy to be Horace's headmaster. But
that, of course, was all he was!

“Here you are, ma’am,” said Skinner,
tapping at the study door of Horace
Hacker, the master of the Shell.

Miss Coker had asked to be taken to
Horace's study. She had not par-
tieularised which Horace she wanted.
Skinner was entitled to misunderstand,
if he liked.

Having tapped, Skinner opened the
study door and pmm}ilt.!;.r backed. "
“Thank you, you kind litlle boy!

gnid Biss Coker graciously. _

But Harold Skinner departed hastily,
without waiting to listen to thanks. He
preferred to be off the scene when Miss
Coker met that particular Horace!

AMiss Judith Coker sailed into the
study.
“ Horace—dear Horace!” sha ox-

elaimed as she sailed in. “My dear,
dear Horace! Give me a kiss, my
dear 1"

e iy

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Horace ?

R. HACKER jumped to his
fect.
He was husy correcting

Latin papers for the BShell.
And as he jumped, blots zcattered far
and wide from his pen over those
papers.

Hacker was astounded.

Ho blinked at Aunt Judith.

if he had over scen Cloler’s munt
beforo he did not remember her.  All
he knew was that an clderly female, in
gn ancient bonnet, had invaded his
study and asked him fo liss her!
Maturally, he was astonizhed, and
shocked and scandalized, too.

" hladam ! he pazped. “What—
what—whe are you, madam? A—a—a
kiss! Upon my word! Certainly not I

And Alr. Hacker stepped quickly
round the table, to place it between
himself and his wvisitor, as if in fear
ﬂuﬂ:- he might be kizssed against hisg
will !

Miss Coker blinked at him,

“Certainly not!” repeated Mr,
Hacker, with emphasis. "I should

not dream of doing anything of the
kind. Really—"

“8ir!" gaszped Miss Coker.

“Madam, please retire. Please leavo
my study ! refuse—I absolutely refuso
—ta kiss you, or anyone else! ex.
claimed Mr. Hacker, in great agitation.
“I have never heard of such a thing!
Such—such a request—="

“Sir!  ITow dare you?” ejaculated
Miga Coker, bridling indignantly.
“How dare you suppose——">

“Kindly keep your distance, madam!
I beg you—I insist upon you keeping
your distance '  shrieked Horace
Hacker. “I refuse to kiss you. 1

17

refuze absolutely ! Tpon my word—"

“Where is lorace?” shricked Miss
Coker.

“"Horace ™

“I was brought here to see Horace—
my dear Horace. I was told that
Horaeo was hera !

“Ay name 13 Horace," pasped AMr.
Hacker. * What—what—"" It dawned
on the master of the Shell that there
was a mistake in the matter. * Who—
who—who are youi"

“1 am Miss Coker!” smapped Aunt
Judith, with angry disdain. “Is this
not Horace’s study 7"

(Cantinued on next pege.)
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“Ohi* gasped Mr. Hacker. “Miss
Coker—no doubt a relation of Coker
of the Fifth Form. I remember his
name is Horasce—at least, I think so.”

“Where 18 Horace ™

“Probably in his study, madam!
Coker is no longer in my Form. He
had his remove some time ago, thank
goodness—""

“ What g o

“I—I mean, no doubt Coker.is in his
study. I will ring for the pagoe to
conduct you there——"

“A kind little boy led me here and
told me it was Horace’s study,” said
Miss Coker, eyeing tho master of the
Shell suspiciously, She had & doubt
whether that unfortunate gentleman had
been drinking. His conduct seemed like
it, to Miss Coker!

“It would be wiser, madam, to ask
for a boy by his surname,” snapped Mr.

Hacker. *“There may be o doren
Horaces in tho sghool. I will ring
for—""*

“You need not trouble, sirf” ma?pe:d
Miss Coker, and she Hounced out of the
study, greatly to Horace Hacker's reliek.
Ha fell into his chair and wiped his
perspiring brow.

Miss Coker sailed off on a voyage of
discovery. Wingato of the Bixith wuas
standing by an open window, talking to
& fellow outside. The captain of Grey-
frisrs gave a sudden yelp as Miss
Coker’s umbrella poked 1n his ribs.
This scemed to be Aunt Judy's ustal
way of drawing attention when ehe
needed it.

w1 Wow !  howled Wingate,
rether to the surprize of the fellow
standing wunder the window, and he
whirled round. “You silly ass! Yon
blithering chump! What the merry
dickens— Oh, my hat! Oh!" He
gtared round at Miss Coker. “I—1 beg
vour pardon, ma’am. I thought it was
sume fellow—— Oh crumbs ™ _

“I hope I did not startle vou, little
boy,” said Miss Coker. “I am loaking
for Horace's study. Horace Coker,”” she
added, taking that tip from Hacker.

“Oh!" gasped Wingate. “Oh! Yes,
I—1 =ea! Up the stairs, madam, in tho
Fifth Form psssage, past the games
gtudy—— Here, Wharton ™™

Harry Wherton, passing in the dis-
tance, looked round. Wingate beckoned
to him, snd the captan of the Remove
came up.

“Take thizs lady to Coker’s study,”
said Wingate.

“ Certsanly,” said Harry politely,

“"How do vou do Miss Coker? Per-
hags you remember me?”

“0Oh, quite I" said Miss Judith, “You
are one of the dear little boys whe
visited Horace one Christmas. Your

name is Parker. 1 think 7
"Wharton, ma&'am This way.” said
Harry.

He led Miss Judith away. This time
Aunt Judy had a reliable guide, and she
was dul?j-. piloted to Coker’s study in the
Tifth. The door ot that study was hali-
open, and there were two fellows in the
room—Potter and Greene  They had
finished the pineapple, and were busy on
& box of succulent and luscious pears.

“Thia i3 Coker’s stud>. ma'am,” said
Harry.

“Thank you, my dear little boy.”

Biss Coker sailad in.

“Dear Horace, give your old aunt a

kiss—— Where ts Horace "
Potter and Greone jumped up.
Ot BMiss Coker!™  ejaculnted
Potter.

“Colier’s punt I murmured Greene.
“Where iz Horaco? arked DIiss
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Judith., “That dear little boy Plum—
I think his name was Plum—or—or—
Apple—told me thet Horace was not
playing football—so—""

“He—he's gone to see his Form
maskter, ma'am,” stammered Potter.

“That cross old man, who =ent such a
bad report 1 gald Miss Coker, frowning.
"Well, well, Horace did not know that
I was coming to-day, or I am sure that
he would no have gone to see  Mr.
Snout just mow. Perhaps one of you
little boys will run along and tell him
that I am here.”

“ Please sit dovn. ma'am—we'll go at
once I'' said Potter,

Miss Coker sat down, and Potier and
Grreene retreated doorward., They were
not going to have Coker's aunt lended
on them—not if they knew it!

Outside the study Potler called fo

Wharton, who was going down the
poassagn :

“Here, :si‘-:-ung Wharton 1™

Harry glanced round.

“* Just cut elong to Prout’s study,” said
Fotter. “Tell Coker his aunt has
arrived.”

“My dear man,” said the captain of
the Remove genially, “what ever put it
into your head that you can fag the
HRemove?! You can't, you know.”

Apnd Wharton walked round the
corner and vanishod,

“"Well, vou'd better go, Gresng—

“1 was thinking that you'd better go,
cld chap.”

“0Oh, rats!"” grunted Potter. “Prout
must be jawing%.zim. to keep him all this
time. I dom’t want to butt in, if the
old bean’s got his rag out !’

“Same here™

“Well, alfter all, he'll come back to
the study when Prout's done with
him,” said Potter. “Can't really call a
fellow away when his beak's jawing
him. Let's get out.”

And they got out. Neither of them
felt disposed to butt into Prout's study,
if Prout was giving Coker a “royel
jaw ® in  that apertment, They
went down end walked out of the
House, and strolled across the quad,
And then, greetly to their surprise, they
saw Coker!

Coker was standing under the elms,
leaning on e tree, with & fixed and
g-lmmg cxpression on his face. He
seemed wrapped in deep and glocmy
thought. Apparently he had been there
some. time, tou deeply engrossed in his
deep thoughts to give heed to anything
clse. Qbviously, he was unaware of his
Aunt Judy’'s arrival. Potter and
(Greenes ceme on him quite unexpect-
edly, and they stared at him.

“Hallo ! exelaimed Greene.
you with Prout?”

It was rather a superfluous guestion;
plainly, Coker wasn't with Prout.

Coker's eves were fixed on the ground.
He raised them and lecked glumly at
Potter and Greene.

“Prout jaw youl?" asked Potter.

He could ses that something was up,

Coker drew a deep breath.

“He's mad 1" he said,

“Ehl Who's madi"

“ Prout—mad 1
W hat—"

“Lwook at my ears!™ said Coker.

That injunction made Potter and
Creene wondaer, for 2 moment, whether
it was Coker who was mad! But they
looked at Coker's ears—which were
certainly large enough to be seen.
Thoee ears were red and burnin

“He smacked them!™ said Coker.

i

"I--ﬁin'h

ejacilated Greena,
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" Prout smacked your ears!" ex-
claimed Potter and Greene together, in
amazement.

*Ha did 1”

* Oh, my hat! But—but what did

ou do to him 1" ?gpad Potter. * DMlust

ve made him frightfully wild if he
did that.”

“Nothing! 1 never even had time fo
tell him [ hadn’t done the impot—never
had time to say a word—"

“ But—bhut—"" stuttered Greene,

“"Came at me like a tiger!” said
Coker. * Bmacked my head right and
left| I ran for it! Dodged out of the
etudy and hooked it! I could herdly
knock him down, you know—a Form
master—"'

“Ohl No! Hardlgl” gurgled
Poller,

“Mad as & hatter! Raving!” said
Cloker. “I eut out of the House—I half-

expected him to get efter me, with a
poker or something ! Insane, you know
—dangarous "

“ Phew [

“I've beon trying to think it out!
What's a fellow to do? 1 can't hava
my head smacked, of course. Shall I
go to Dr. Locke, and tell him that
Prout’s mad, snd suggest sending for a

dovtor 1"
D-d-don't do

“Oh crikey !
that, Coker [

“Well, in the ecircumstances—"'

“Oh, here you ara!” Loder of the
Sixth came up, locking decidedly angry.
“I've been looking for wou, Coker!
The Head wants you! What the thump
are you sticking here for, oot of zight,
when you're wanted?"

“The Head want: me?” repeated
Coler.

“Yes,” grunted Loder. “What have
you been up to, you ass? Some more
of your cheeky rot—what? Prout's
with him, qukiu?' az fierce as a tiger.

a

Nunno !

You're for it, I fancy! Cut off to the
Head.”

Loder stalked away, ennoyed at
having his valuable time used up in

hunting for Coker.

Coker looked at Fotter and Greene.
They looked at him.

“I1'd better go, I suppose,” ha said.

“1—I think so—when the Head sends
a prefect for you, 1 think you'd better
go—reafly 1" murmured Potter.

Coker nodded, and walked to the
.Eﬂuﬁe. FPotier and Greene gazed after

1.

“What on earth’'s he
asked Potter.

“Goodness knows! Must have driven
Prout wild, if the man really smacked
his head ! Can't imugina Prout doing it
—but I supposs he did, &z Coker says
g0, Nothipg in it to damage any-
how 1" addad Greene.

Meanwhile, Miss Judith Coker was
waiting in Horace's study for dear
Horace. But she waited in vain. Dear
Horace did not come.

done now1*

—————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Mad |
['{; SAY, you fellows!”
H " Bow-wow [ ) )
“Tt's  worked [™ said Billy
Bunter.
Bunter was grinning.
“He's pot it!1” he added.
“Who's pgot what?” yvawned BRob
Cherry.
“Pragt! Wild az—as &« Bed Indian 1"

said the Owl of the Remove. “Foam-
Eill‘lg!" He's gone to the Head|l I saw
1IT.
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Mr. Prout gazed at the paper, and his eyes almost bulged Irom his head, for on If, in large capital letters, app.ared 2
“* PROUT i? A CHEAKY BEEST !'* The Fifth Form master woke fo action. Smack | Coker gave a roar as a
terrific smack landed on hls ear. ““Oh] Ow!l?”

Punter chucklod.

Harry Wharton & Co. did nod
ghuckle. They looked very serious, If
Prout had found Bunter’s precious doeu-
ment in his study and gone to the Head
about it, it was not a chuckling matter.
If Buntar was discovered to he the
author of that document, he was likely
goon  to  be utterin% sounda nob
resembling chuckles in the wery least.

“You left it in his study, really?”
askod Franlk MNugent.

“"Yaz, rather! On his table, with o

aperweight on the corner,”” said tho
ga!‘. Owl. “He was bound to sea it
pay, you fellows, you don’t think Coker
will mention that he saw me there—he's
not a =noak.”

“You benighted ass!” sad IHarry
YWharton., 1t may come out!”

“Well, alter ali, it's only Coker’s
word against mine,” said  Bunler
“ And you fellows ean hear witness that
I never went near Prout’s ztudy, as you
saw me po—you're repl cye-witnesses,
vou know.”

T erikey 1

“1 shall expect my pals to stand by
e, of courze, if there's any ;tlf,};],ruﬂi::m
that I had o hand in it,” said Dunter.
“ Lucky you were thers, as it turns oub—
what 7"

“You pernicioms porker—-""

“0Oh, reallvy, Whartonl 1 say—"
Bunter chuckled again, “1 zay, Prout
looked perfectly [ramiic. Foaming et
tho mouth—"

“ Fathead 17

“Well, jolly nearly, and prinding his
tecth—" ] .

“ Oatel him grinding Ins feclh 1 =atd
Jahnny Dull. * They might comie out 1
ho dud 1"

“1le never even looked at me when
he passad me in lha Ilead's corrider,”

him to hear, you

grinned Bunter. *“He docsn’t know I

Jdid it! I say, ho had it in hiz hand—at
least, he had a paper crumpled in his
hand—and

it mmust have been that

paper, MNever cven looked at me—

brushed past! I zaid: * Silly old assl” ™

“You said that to Prout$” shricked

Bob Cherry.

“Well, I didn't say it loud cnough for
know—-="

“Fou howling fathead

“Oh, really, Cherryl 1le fairly
rushed into the IHead's study! Old
Locke was startled; I beard him say:
*Great piph ™

“ Yoz, f can_hear the TIead saying
*Great Pip1? It sounds like him I?

“1 mean he said ‘ Good gracious!® 1

coldn’t hear what they sald in the
study, as that beast Loder came olong

the passage,  Of eonrse, I shonldr't have
listened. I was nowhere near thoe key-
hole, I say, you fcllows, 1 told yano
I'd make Proutb sit upl I'vo jolly well
done it!  He, he, he!”

"Youve done i, amd no miztake !
gaid Nomenk, ¥ Naw von'd betler pack
soma exercise-books in yeur hage, veady
for what the Ilecad will do.?

“h, really, Nugeni—"

“The donciulness iz terrifio, grinned
ITnrvee Jumser Ram Singh.

“Woll, they'll never know,”  said
Tiunter.  *Nobody knows I did i, and
vou follows are wilnesses that T didn't?
roat kknows what we think of him now.
Yo feilows would nover bhave the nerve
io fell 2 bealt that he was a clocky
Loast. ™

Y1 hape we shouldn™t bhave the bad
manners, anyhow,” satd 1Tavey Wharlon,

“aind leape yor won't geb  spolled,
you  {rabicuz owll Hallot  There's
Coker 17

Cobkyr olanced round at the Removites,

“Have you kids seen Prout?? heg
nskad,

“I jolly well have I chuckled Bunter.

“He's mad 1™ said Coker.

“Mum-mum-mad 7 stuttered Wharton.

Yoz ! Keep an oye open, H you come
peross him—that's a tipl He's mad-—
might stact on-any fellow any minote™

Cokor went on s way, leaving the
Removites staving.  Ile went on to the
oad’s study, He tapped at Dr. Locke's
door, and entered. .

I'reut was thero, and Coker eyod him
uneasily as he came in.  In the prezent
state of Prout's sanity Coleer would nob
have been surprised i1f Prout had sprung
at him1 However, Prout showod no
intention of epringing. Ho only gave
Cokor a look like thunder.

Dv. Locke was looking thunderous,
too ! Wever had the chiel beal’s [ace
Leen o stern.

au

“You sent for me, sir?” smid Coker,
locking at his headmaster, but with one
eve on Prout.

“1 sent for you, Coker,”™ said tho
Tlead, in 2 deep voice, “io expel you
from the school 17

Clalker almast fell down.

1l starved at the Iead.
at it 1 I the bust of Socrates, on the
1lead's Bookcase, had uitered those
words, Coker could hardly have been
marn astonisiod.

“Wha-a-t 7" ho steltered.
dercd if ko hiad heard aright.
you say cexpel me, siv "

1 did, Coker1?

“Well I'm Llowed 1™ said the amazed
Caolker.

Dr. Locke, with a slim, whilo fore-
finzer, tapped a crumpled, grubby sheed
of foolscap that lay on his desk, hear-
ine the disrespectiul words: “ PROUT

Tue dMicHer Lipnany.—No. 1,324,

ITe gogoled

ITe won-
“D-dl-did
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I3 A CIHEAKY REEST!™ That docn-
ment stared Coker in the face, withoub
alarming him, however. It was nothing
to do with him, so far as Coker could
s08,

“Mr. Prout tock this paper from your
hand, Coker, in his study |” said the
Head.

“Yos, sir,” ogreed Coker. “I had
it in my hand when he camo in!
thought I wouldn't leave it lying on
the table.”

“Whether you lelt 1t lying on Mr.
Prout's table, or whether vou handed ik

to lum personally, is immaterial I said
Dr. Locke.

*“The unparalleled insolence of this
boy—" hogan Pront.

“Buch inzolence, sir, will net be per-
mitted for one hour, one moment, ab
Greyfriars,” said the Iead. “For
tunately, 1t iz yet early enough for Coker
to take the train from Courtfield—"

Coker blinked.

“You will proceed at once to pack
your box, Coker—"

“Pip-pip-pack my bib-bib-box I stut-
tered Cokor.

“1 shall ring for a taxi-calh—=""

" A tubt-tut-taxi—"

“To take you to the station—"

“The stut-stut-station——"

Coker scemed to be afflicted with
slammoring,

. “Xou wi[il reach your home quite carly
in the evening—"

Coker pasped,

“ But—but—but what " he howled.
“What am I sacked for, I'd like to
Enow? I'm jelly well not going to be
snekod 1

Dr. Locke raized hizs hand.

“You are expelled, Coker, for caleu-
lated inselence to your Iorm master]

Such conduct cannot possibly be con-
doned. You will explain the maiter to
yvour parents when you reach home—="

“But——" gasped the hapless Coker.

T pever—I didn’t—I wasn't—"

Ho became s little inccherent.

“tad you been a junier boy, Coker, 1
should have flogged you! But in the
caso of & senior boy only expulsion will
meet the case.”

“But—but I never—I—I—I never
ever raised my hand 1Y pasped Coker.
“I let Prout smack my head, and never
touched him! I can't belp it if Prout
goos mad.”

“What " boomed the Head.

“Upon my word ! gasped Prout.

“Smacked my head mght and left !”
panted Coker. " And all I did was to
dodge out of the study. If he's mad—"

“Bilence ! almost roared the Head,
starting to his fect in ﬁrent wrath.
“How dare you, Coker? This additional
insolence will not berefit vou, sir ] Leave
my study.l”

“But [—I—J—

“In half an hour you will leave the
school 1™

“ B-b-b-but—-"

“¥ou are expelled! Enough! Gol”

“ B.h-but—" Coker gazed dizzily at
Dr. Locke, wondering if the Head was
mad as well as Prout. * B-b-but——"

“Go 1" thundered the Head.

“ B-b-but—-"

“If you do not instantly leave my
gtudy, Coker, I will ring for a servant
to remove youl"

“Oh crikey!” gasped Coker.

He staggered to the door. In a state
of bewilderment that almost amounted
to idiocy, he tottered into the passagme.
Gaping, he tottered away.

“1 say, you fellows!” came a fat

i
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aqueak, as he reached the corner. “Look
at Coker " _

Harry Wharton & Co. came quickly
towards Coker, quite startled by the lock
on his face.

“ What on earth's the matter, Coker 1"
axclaimed Harry.

*The—the matter I" stubiered Coker.
“He's mad [

“Prout " asked Bob.

“"The Head I" gasped Coker,

“Oh crumhbs 1™

*1 told you Prout was mad! Now I
find that the Head's mad, too!” gasped
Coker. "It seems to be catching! Ie
says I'm sacked !™

“ Backed 1 yelled the juniors.

“B8o he says—old Locke, wou knowl
He must be as mad as Prout|”

* But what for i shricked Bob.

“ Nothing—nothing that I know of |
I bhaven't donc anything—and le says
I'm sacked! I never did that impot
for FProut—but they don't sack & man
for that| ‘There’s nothing else that
I know of! He's mad—a: mad g3
Prout! IFancy a mad headmasier in a
school 1™

Coker tottered mway, leaving the
chums of the Hemove almost as amazed
and bewildered as himself.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sacked !

(13 ITTLE boy1®
E It was George Blundell, the
the captain of the Fifth Form,

member of the First Eleven, a
double Colour, and the meost tremendous
“blood ¥ at Greyfriars, who was this
time addressed ps * little boy ** by Miss
Judith Coker.

Blundell. magnificent in flannels, and
a First Eleven blazer, an Olvmpian of
tha Olympians, walked in the I'ifth TM'erm
passage as Augustus Casar might have
walked in the Forum in ancient Home!
And Aunt Judy, putking her kind old
face and Victorian honnet out of Coker’s
doorway, addressed him as “littde boy 1®

Quite ignorant of the shoek to the
svetem which she thus administered to
Georpe Blundell, Miss Judith smiled on
him kindly.

Elundell, specchloss, gazed at her.

At that moment, as he told the men in
the games study afterwards, vou conld
have knocked him down with a feather !

“Can you tell me where Horace 133"
asked Miss Coker. *I have been wait-
g here for some time, but Ilorace has
nol come, ™

Ol gasped Tlundell.  “Do yon
mean Colier?y On! Al! I—1 think
he's pone to the IHead—Loder asked mo
if T'd seen him, because the Hewd
wanted him”

“Thanl you, little boy.™

“Oh! Not at all!” gasped Blundell.

“Perhaps T had belter go to the
Head,” said Miss Celker thoughtiully,
* Perhaps yon will show me the way,
little boy! This i1z such a rambling

ploca———*

“0Oh! Quite! Pleased ™
Blundell.

“Thank wou =o much,™ said Miss
Coker, with a winning smile, coming
out of the study. “I think Greyfriars is
such a nice school {or Liorace! All the
dear littlo bovs have such nice mannora.
Ave vou a great friend of Horace's 3™

“We—we're n the same Form!"
articelated Blundell

“Aud vou play football together, and
~—and wmarbles?  eaid  Misz  Coker.
“Iow nice! Tlow very nice mdeed

Blundell did net apswer that. He
couldu't ! The supposition  that ho
played marbles bereft him of speech.

pasped
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In a sort of stupned silence the great
man of the Fifth-——whom Miss Coker,
in the innocence of her beart, mistook
for a little bov—guided the dear lady
down the staireaze and headed for
Hoad's corridor.

At the corner of that covridor, &
fl'ultp of Hemeove juniors stood—the
famons Five of the Fomove. IR was
not five minutes since Coker of the Fifth
hatd passed therm, and gone—and they
were (iscussing in amazement what he
had teld ihem. Billy Bunter had rolled
away, bursting with the startling news
that Coker of the TFifth was sacked.
Bunter liked to be the spreader of news
—and this time he had an item ealeu-
lgted to make fellows jump when they
heard it. Bunter was losing na time,

But the Famous Five were there—
anl t[mi,' ceazed to speak as DMiss Judith
came along with Dlundell.  Blundell
pointed ont the Head's door; and con-
sidering thal he had done enough with
that, took himself off. Miss Coker gave
the juniors one of her kind smiles,

‘T'hey looked at her in dismay. It was
an unfortunate time for Miss Judith to
have called at the school to sco her
nephew—when he hed just been sacked
by his hecadmaster.  Her sweet and
gracious smile showed that she had not
scen Coker, and knew neothing as yet.
Awful news awaited Ler! [larvey Whar-
ton stepped forward.

“ Are—are you goiug 1o sce the Head,
ma'am ' ha stammerod.

Yo, little boy. Ilorace i3 with his
headmaster now,” said Miss Coker,
Y Dear Horaeg—-=""

*I—1I think he's left the Head's study,
ma'am—in fact, he passed ws o few
minuies apo,” stammered Wharton, He
was anxious to spare the pood old soul
if he could, “1li—if vou like, [’Ildgn
after him and—and lind him, and-—
and—"

“Thank you, my dear little fellow,”
said DMiss Judith. “ But 1 think I will
see Dr. Locke now I am here. I hove
to speak to him akout Horace. T am
very far from satisfied with the report
his Form master gave him at the half-
term—I must speak to Dr. Locke about
Mr. Snout.”
~And Miss Judith passed the dismayed
uniorz and went up the passace to the

fead’s study door. Harry Wherton &
Co. locked at one another.

“My only hobt!” murmured Bok, * Al
the fat will be in the fire now! If the
Beak tells her he's sacked Cokor—-*"

“The fatfulness in the esteemed fire
will bo terrific!™

“Ti's rotten,”” said Harry. " What on
earth can he have sacked Coker for?
There must be some mistake somewhere !
Coker’s a born idiot—but they don’t
sack 3 man for being a fool! He'd have
been sacked his first torm in that case.
But_”

“Poor old soul ™ said Nugent.

" Poor old Head ! said Johnny Bull.

“1T wouldn't like to be too ncar her
umbrella 1f I was the MHead telling hep
Coker'zs sackoed. Yon know how Coler

got his remove into the Filth-—she camo
ta see the Mead about 16, and theo
fellows zay that she was going to whap
him witiv that brolly if he didu’t give
Coker his remove——>"

“Ha, ha, ha*

“We'd better find Coker,” said Harry.
“ e went out into the quad. I suppose
he will go home with hizs aunt as he's
sacked. Dut what the thump can the
Beak have bunted old Coker fory”

“Uheeking Prount, perhaps—-""

“Yes, 1 suppose that's it:; I heard
that he hiad some trouble o with lhis
bealk., Dut it’s joily queer! That poor
old dear will be fearfully upset.”

The Famons Five went out of the
Housze. On their way they passed Dilly

Bunter—iha ecenlra of an  interested
group of fellows. Bunter was spreading
tha startling news,

. o Backed, you know!” said Bunter,
‘Coker, you know! 1 fancy he hit
Trout! Looks like it. In fact, I know
he did! From what I hear, he knocked
Lront 5F:nn1ng across his study—-m="

The ehums of the Remove passed on
without waiting fo hear more. Bunter
conld never Lell & plain unvarnished
tale. He was already improving on it.

It did not take the juniors long to
nd Coker, Cober was the centre of a
crowd in the quadrangle. Ie had nob
gonr to pack his hox, as the Head had
bidden him. Coker was boiling over
with wrath and indignation. He was
telling the world.

" ;‘l"-lnr:l a5 o hatter ! roared Coker.

Prout’s mad, and Locke's madl A
:E]ﬂu:’ of dathed old lunatics, if you ask

.

“Draw it mild, old man!’ murmured
Potter,

:;L‘huek 1617 said Blundall,

“If they ain’t hatly, what do vou
Elu:uk _they mean?™ * roared Coker.
" Sacking 4 man! T haven't done my
mmpot—1 knaw that! Do they sack a
man for leaving an impot over? Calen-
Inted insolence—that was what Locke
zabkd I The man’s balmy,™

“Buet youre not really sacked?” ex-
claimed Greene,

50 the Mead says!” hooted Coler,

Yoh—you—vou're not going?' oxe
elaimed Pottor blankly. * What on earth
have you done, Caker ?”

“Nothing ! roarcd Coker.

“Well, that's rot, ou  knowi®
argued Hobson of the Shell. *They
:}3;-”5 sack a man for nothing! That's

“I tell you I've done nothing! I tell
you Prout smacked my head and T never
touehed him! I jolly well felt like
knocking him down in & heap, and I
faney he would have buest, if I had!
I never even told him what I thought
of him! That might have made him
wild, of course! 1 just dodped out of
the old lunatie’s study—and now the
Head says I'm sacked ! Sacked! Me!”

Did you check the Head?' asked
Elundell,

“ Certainly not.
rmad—"*

“Oh crikey !

““Well, T had to tell him! Prout's not
safe! Suppose he started smacking old
Locke’s hiead, all of o sudden—>"

“Oh crumbs !

“Tis, ha, hg!?

“He might!” said Coker. “But it
laoks to me as if the Head's mad, too!
What elze has he sacked me for?®
" ¥You must have done something—"
smid Hobson,  “I tell you-—  Here,
Lkeep off —  Yaroooh—whoooop !

Coker was at_ boiling point. Now ha
boiled over. e jumped at Hobson of
the Ehell, got his head into chaneery,
and procecded to make James Hobson
sorry that he had spoken.

Bang! Bang! Dang!

“Oh, my hat! Drasgime!' yelled
Hobson, strugeling  wildly. “Oh, my
nose! Whaooop! sene M

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Coker was dragged off. Harry Whar-
fon caught hin i‘v the arm.

“(Coker, old man-———'

Thump !

“"Yooop " reared Wharton, stagpger-
i hack.

“Hands off, you cheeky fag ' hooted

I told him Prout was

Coker. “I'll smash wou! 1'll smash
the lot of you! I'H—"
“Youn angercus  maniac,”  yelled

Wharton. * I was going to tell you—"
“Blhat up! I'll jolly we i
“Your aunt—>aliss Coker—she's hera!™

shyicked Wharion, dodging another
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thump. ™ ¥ou howling ass, your Aunt
Judy—I eame to tell yop—-=

“Oh ™ said Coker. 1o calmed down
a little. “1 haven't scen ler—I didn't
know——="

He started for the House: leaving a
swarm of fellows buzzing with exeite-
ment in the quad.  From end ta end of
E:Pt—*}'l’rmrs the news was spreading that
Coker of the IMifth was sackod—and for
the time being, that startling news
banished every other topic,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid far the Head !

By LESS my soul I murmured Dr.

i) Loclke,

L B e gazed at Mizs Judith
Coker,

If there was any person in the wide
world whom the Iead of Greyfriars
School did not desire to see ot that
moment 1t was Coker's Aunt Judy,

Had that good lady heen annownced,
the Head might have found some means
of avoiding the interview. e might
have sent & messape that he was NCIY

ust, or even that he was ill; or ho
might even have retived to the lihrary,
or some other secluded spot, to lie dopgro
till Miss Coker was gone.  Buot Aljes
Coker announced herseif.  8he tapped
£k i.hF door, and in rvesponse to the
Head’s “Conte in!™ she camo in. And
there she was!  And Dr. Locke, only
too painfully conscious that he had just

sacked ¥ her beloved nephew, Horace,

azed at her, as Priam of old might
wve gazed at the dread figure that
drew his curtains at dead of night,

It was rcally an unfortunate moment
fg:rr .t'!l.l:lIJt‘- Judy to blow in, especially as
she evidently knew nothing of the recent
happonings at Greyfriars.  Hor sweot
and innocent smile showed thet, 8he
smiled her kind smile at the headmaster
ﬁ.\'ijir:-ﬂ{mrl just sggl{edtﬂnmce !

Slum-mum-Mass Colier I stanmney
the Hoad, o
=1 hope,’” sald Avnt Judith, with her
winning smile, *that I have not inter-
rupled you.”?

“The—the fact fs—yes—quite=—the
fact is, I—I am very—oexceedingby—busy
lh:‘ﬁ afternoon I stammored Dr. Locke.
y I am so sorry!” said Miss Coler.

And I certainly should not take up
your time, dear Mr., Locke, if the
matter was not so very important.”

My—my dear Miss Cokor—*
“ It is, of course, about orace,’ =aid

Aliss Coker,
“Oh, ves! Quite! But—

The Head had to offer Miss Coker g

ik

chair. Ie longed for her Lo Ha
would not have been displeased had the
flaor opencd and swallowed her up,

But she evidently did not intend to go,
and the floor was salid! Courtesy con-
straiming him, ho offcred & chair, and
AMiss Coker sat down. She beamed on
tho Head.

"I have not seon Horace vel,” sho
confided to him.

D, Locke had already puessed (het
much. Had Miss Coker seen Iovace,
iz his sacked state, her smile cortainly
waonld not hnve been so sweet.

“Oh! Um! Quite! said the Mead,

"I trust,” satd Miss Coker, *that
ITorace 13 progressing satisfactorily, and
;I_mt you are very, very pleased with
tim.

Dir. Locke pasped.

“I have every faith in vou, dear Alr.
Locke,” explained Miss Coker, “and I
am stive that vou do not share the views
of Alr. Spoyt.”?

" Mr—cr=—8nout !'?
Houd,
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“Dear Horgce's Form master.”

“Oh, Mz, Prout!"

“Mr. Soout—did you say Prout?-—
appears to misunderstand Horace,” said
B-El::s Coker. “The half-term’s report
was & great disappointment to us all.
Mz, Snout does not seem to understand
Horace as we understand him, In the
rn?n-rt the words ‘eareless' and
‘slovenly ' were used. But perhaps the
whole thing is a mistake, and Mr, Snout
was thinking of some other boy.”

“The—the fact is, madan—"

“I hope, dear Mre. Locke, that you
are not about to say that you approve
of Mr. Snout’s wvery extraordinary
expressions——="

“The fact is, Miss Coker, that—that—
that—"" The Head giusped, almost
like a fish out of water, Really, e had
a very difficult thing to sav. “The fact
15, that—that-—possibly it would be con-
venient for you to take Coker home with
yoii, as you arc herp—"

“Alosk  ceortainly ' beamed  Aliss
Coker, "I you are gronting dear
Horace an oxtra holidoy 24

[ 18 D]l [lJ‘

“It wiil be a pleasure to us all. Dlore

especially as we shall take it as an ex-
ression of your logh opinion of dear
orace,’

“I=I—I was not referring to a holi-
day!” gasped the Fead., “The—the
fact i3, Miss Coker, that—that the boy
iz leaving the sehopl—"? .

“Leaving the school?” repeated Mliss
Colier blankly.

“Owing to cortain cirenmstancos——-""

"I searcely undersiand you. Horaee's
EAIH"NIIE have no intention of removing
um from this school. We are all quite
satisficd with the schoel. 1 belicve that
Horaee is happy here.”

“™No dounbt! DBut »

“You do not think that Horace is
bappy  here?  asked Misa  Coker
anxionsly, " Surely that is an error,
sir! He has made no complaimnt.”

“ My dear madam——-"

“He docs not even complain of that
very cross old gentlemman Mr, Snout.
Horace has a very kind and patient
nature,”

“Ay dear Miss Colter——"

“In the event of Mr. Enout continuing
to misunderstand Iorace, that coald
casily be arranged. No doubt vou would
dismiss Mr. Snout,”

“Madam,” gasped the ITead, “T must
speak  plainly.  Your nephew  must
leave Greyfriare. He is sent away from
the school for an act of deliberate in-
solence and defiance to hizs Iorm
master, ™

Mizz Coker blinked.

“Nonsense 1" she saiwd, as soon as she
recovered her voice. * Nonsense 1

“Madam—"

“ Absurd !

“Madam, I have told Coker of the
Fifth Form to pack his box. Doubtless
you will take him away with vou.”

“And what,” eaid Misz Coker, in a
trembling voice—"what has tho dear,
goodd boy done, Dr. Locke, to be sent
away from school? What excuse have
you to make for this act of folly and
injustice 3"

‘Bladam " gasped the Head.

He picked up the crumpled sheet of
foolzcap from his desk. ¢ handed it
to Miss Color. She pazed ab it and
read: “PROUT I[85 A CHERAKY
BELST " Sho blinked at it.

“Madam,” said the Head, “your
nephew  was  ordered by his Form
master to write oub an imposition and
bring it to his study, TInstead of doing
g0, he brought this insulting paper
which he hancded to Mr. Prout.’”

“Nongense ¥

TrE Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,381,

“1 assure vou, madampe—*

‘I was already aware,” said Mliss
Colicr, *“that Bnout had a prejudiee
against the dear boy; but that he
should go to this length—io the length
of making o false aceusation—""

Fl‘. Locke jumped.

‘Madam—"' ha stuttercd.

“A wicked and false accusation!™
gaid Miss Coker inexorably, “1Is it pos-
sible, D Lecke, that you believe this?
Cir are vou 1 the plot "

“Uoodness  pracious!™  gasped  the
Head,
Miss  Coker flicked the offending

paper back to the Head’s table with
contempt.

“Horace did not write that!” she
gaid.

** Madam, he did not deny—"

Horace did net write that, Dr,
Locke! You have been deecived and
deluded.”

Dr. Loclee gazed at Miss Coker.

“Or possibly Mr. Snont may lave
been deceived,”” eonceded Miss Coker,
“He may not be a bad, designing man,
but enly a very foclizsh ane ™

“RBless my soul 1

“ Horace iz quite incapable of such an
action, Dr. Locka! He did not wrile
that paper. The internal evidenco is
convineing. The spelling i3 incorrect.
Horave would never——* '

“Madam, Mr. Prout took that paper
from yonr nephew’s hand in his study,
The matter is at an end. Coler leaves
Gireyfriars to-day, I am eoreyl I
deeply regret, bup——

ITer

Aiss Colier roze to her fect
hand was tightly cripped on her wm-
brella, Dr. clie kept a rather une
nasﬁ' eve on that instrument. T*erhaps
a doubt erossed  his mind that Miss
Coker might intend to use it as a
weapon of offence.

“Horace,” said Miss Coker icily,
“will eertainly leave this school, D,
Locke! T zhall take him away with me.
I cannot trust him in the hands of a
headmaster  unwarthy my con-
fidence.™

“ Madam——"

“I shall certainly take Ioraee nway
from a school where he is misunder-
steod, maligned, and the vietim of faleo
aceuzations,” sa1d Miss Coker. *1I chall
consult  with his parents whether to
bring an action against Mr. Snogt—->"

“ Madam—" gaid the Head fechly.

“Or whether {he action had better be
brought against you, sir——"

* Madam—--"

“Or both ! Drebably you ave cqually
to blame!" said Miss Coker. “It i3
clear that both of you misunderstand
and misjudge Horace!™

Miss Uoker swept from the study, Dr.,
Locke sank back feebly in his chair, and
passed his hand over Ius brow,

“Bless my soul 1™ ho said faintly.

He was deeply relioved, af least, that
Mizs Judith Coleer was gone. But Aliss
Judith was not gone yot !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Takes a Hand !

T 7w HARTOXN I
L “ Yoz, Cokey |V

Horace Coker rapped out
Wharton's name like a
prefect calling a fagz,  But the captain
of the Remove answered him with swéek
civility. Coker, sacked or unsacked,
was always Coker | But a good-natured
fellow was prepared to temper tho wind
fo the shorn lamb. I Coker wanted to
throw his weight about, during his last
fow minutes in the school where he had
thrown 1t about so often, Wharton was

THE MAGNET

nol the fellow to zay him nay. He was
more than willing to allow Coker that
Little indulgence.

“It seems that my aunt’s with the
Head,” said Coker. “'Wait for her to
come out, and tell her I'm packing 1™

W'his was a direct order, sueh as Lodoer
of the Sixth mizght have handed out
to Tubb of tho Third. But Wharton's
cheery forbearanee stood the strain. He
noddded assent.

“¥Yes, Coker! Cortainly I’

“ Boetter take her to the visitors' room
and ask her to wait there, if she's dona
with {hat old donkey before I come
down ! added Coker,

“Yes, Coker I said Wharton again.

Coker walked awny with Potter and

Creene, They were going to help him
pack. They were looking scrious
cnough. No doubt they wonld miss

Coker when he went,  There was still
less doubt that they wonld miss Aunt
Judy's hampers. They were glad to sce
him keeping ealmn, at all events. Coker
had told them that he had a jolly good
mind not to po: and if he decided not
to go, he was of opinion that he wouold
ba a difficult preposition 1o handle. He
was  prepaved to knock all the Bixth
TForm prefects inlo a series of cocked
hats, if it came to that,  Indeed, it
appeared that enly one consideration
restrained Coler from going on the war-
path. He admitied that a shindy was
nof the thing, with Aunt Judy on the
spot.

A shindy, with Cokor whopping the
Sixth Forin prefeets rvight and  left,
would upsct the old lady, he told Potter
and Greene, On the whele, Coker de-
cided o act with quiet dignity. That
was a relief to his fricnds, They did
not want to seg Coker leaving Urey
friars by the rough and drastic procoss
of being hurled forth headlong ! If he
had to go, he might as well go on his
fect as on his neck, Potter and Greens
thought. And they weve really sorry
he was going. 8o were plenty of other
fellows, Even the heroes of the Remove,
who had so often ragged Hovace Coker
for his own good, were sorry ho was
gomg,

Harry Wharton waited at the end of
EHead's eorridor for Miss Coker. Io
had been waiting about ten minutes
when the Head's door opened and Aunt
Judy came out. 8he swept out rather
than walked, with her nose in the nir,
her eyes sparkling with anﬁer and indig-
natioh—evidently very indignant after
lier interview with the Head, 8he knew
now, that was clear. But a3 she came
down the possage, angry indignation
fatled her, and her old head drooped,
and Wharton heard a sound suspiciously
like a gob. The junior felt a lump in
his throat.

He hurricd towards her.

* Miss Coker 1

She blinked at him_with wet eyclids,

“They are sending Horace away | she
faltcred. “Dear, good Horaco, who is
s0 loved by all the szchool, so—so
admired, so—so popular

“Coker's f:(onn up to pack,” said
Harry, hardly knowing what to say to
comfort the dear old soul. “ You won't
have to wait for him long. If you'll let
me take you to the visitors' roorn——"

Miss Judith laid & trembling hand on
Wharton's armt and he led her awavw.
He piloled her to the visitors' room,
whera Mliss Coker sank into a chair.

“I'm so sorry ! murmured Wharton,

“;I_]:i iz false I exclaimed Miss Coker,

[ 13 1,.!"?“

* ¥ oraeo never, never, never—l am
certain that e nover—-

[{3 ';}h IJ?

Wharton realised that DMMisz Coker
must be alluding to somelhing that had
passed in the interview with the Head,
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Wingate gave a8 sudden Hﬂ?p
ass—you blithering c¢hump !

as Miss Coker's umbrella poked in his ribs. “Ow ! Wow !’ he howled.
What the merry dickens—oh, my hat | **

He stared round at Aunt Judy.

** You silly
“ 1—-1 beg

your pardon, ma’am [ * I hope I didn’t startle you, little boy,’” said Miss Coker.

“He i3 such a dear, good, kind, re-
spoctiul, well-mannered boy 1 said Miss

ker tearfully. “No doubt he has a
very low opinion of Mr. Snout, but he
would never express it in such o manner
—never 1

Wharton looked the sympathy he felt.
It was known that CUoker had heen
sacked for checking Prout, as the
juniors termed it; for “calenlated inso-
ence,”” ags the IHead expressed it.  All
over the school lellows were wondering
exactly what Coker could have done.
Coker, personally, scemed unaware that
he had denc anything. Dut, of course,
he must have given fearful offence, as
Prout had not only lest his temper and
smacked Coker’s head, but had o
dircctly to Dr. Locke and demanded his
expulsion from the school. There
hardly scemed room for a mistake in
the matter. Still, Wharton wondered,
Prout was hasty, and Coker was a fool.

“What was it Coker did, ma'am?i”
asked Harry.

" MNothing ! answered Aunt Judy.

“H'm! [ mean, what is he supposed
to have donai®”

“They say—they say that he wroto
that paper 1" sobbed Miss Judith, * As
if Horaco would zpell so incorrectly—a
clever boy like Horace !

Wharton mnearly cjaenlated Ay
hat 1 ke knew what Coker's spelling
was like; 1t was on a par with Billy
Buntor’s.

“And such cxpressions 1™ said  Miss
Coker. “Horace would never dream af
using them ! e 15 always so gontle, so
polite, so delicately courleons m overy

way 1"

Evideptly Coker at heme differed
from Coker at Groyfriavs! Ne Grey-
friave man would have recopnized Colior
of the IFifth from Aunk Judy's descrip-
tion !

“It iz false!™ said DMiss Coker,

* Horaco never, never, never——"

“Cloker wrofe a paper?”

Wharton was trying to get at what
had happencd, but it waus not casy.

“No: I am sure e never did
“But what was on the paper?” asked

Harry.
“Bome jnsulting  words,” said Miss
Coker. “Dyr. Locke showed mo the

aper: he zaid that Mr, Snout took if
?mm Horace in hiz study.™

Harry Wharton jumped.

“Bome insulting wordzs—on a paper—
in My, Prout'z study ! he ejaculated.

Light was dawning on Wharton.

TY¥es, Az if Horace—"
“Oh ernmbs!  You've secn that
paper, Miss Coker?” exclaimed

Wharton, in great excitement.

" Yot

“Was it written in capital letters—a
shect of foolscap, rather grubby and
l;rumiriﬂd i

“Oh! ¥Yes!”

“(ireat pip! And were ihe words:
‘PROUT IS A CHEAKY BEEST "7
almaost shouted Wharton.

Miss Coker blinked at him.

“¥pg. Those were the words, my
dear littkle boy ! Az if Horace——""

“h, my hat! ©Oh, great Chris-
topher Columbus!®  gasped  Wharton.
“Coker was in the study; Prout teok
the paper from him—the silly assi”

“What "

" J—I—1 mean—hut why hasn't Coker
told them he never wrote 167 ox-
claimed Wharton, “ DBleszed if 1 can
make that out ! But he's idiot enough
for anythingp—I—I—I mean——"

“Wha-at 7"

“I—1 mean, it's all a misiake ™
gngped Wharton, “Uoker never wrote
that paper! I know he didn’t] I know
who did ! Oh erikey 1"

Mizzs Coker gazed al him,

“¥You—you know " she ejaculated,

“Wait therel!” pgasped Wharton.

“This has got to be put right! Thank
goodness you told mel Just wait!”

He rushed out of the room, leaving
Aunt Judy blinking after him.

“ B3oly, where's Bunter 7

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" The Co. cama
up as Wharton ran out of the House,
}:]!.3 face ablaze with cxcitement, “ What
i- ”:_u

“Whera's Bunter " gasped Wharten,

“In the Rag, I think. But what——"

“Oh, come onl We've got to find
him—Dbefore Coker goces !

Wharton rushed inte the House again,
his startled chums at his heels,

“ Buk what—" gasped Nugent,

“No time to lose | We've got to find
Bunter ] He will have to own up, the
howling ass !

And they ran into the Rap, where
they found DBilly Bunter going strong.,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Taking Any!

ILLY DBUNTER was rather
B enjoving life. Ho was the contre
of a crowd of fellows who were
Lstening te him in the Rag.
Bunter, no doubt, was sorry for o fellow
who was sacked—if he had had time
te think about it. But he bhadn't.
Bunter was going strong. It was Bunter
who had first spread the news that Coker
of the Fifth was speked, DBunter was not
content o leave it at that, Buntor liked
to bo regarded as the fellow who knew
things. Nobody knew why Coker had
wot the push, Bunter no morve than any
other fellow, coxcopt that it was for
cheeking his  heak, Everybody was
cnrious to know, Bunter was the fellow
to satisfy their curiosity, In the absenco
of knowledge, he drew on his fertile
nmagination, His imagination scldom

failed him.
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_“Jolly mnearly brained tne man,”
Bunter was saying, ss the Famous Five
came breathlessly into the Rag, “You
see, 1 was there—that i3, I'd just becn

thero—in Prout's study, vou Lkpow,
MNever mind why I was there, [ ma
have landed o message on  Prout's

table, and I may not.” Bunter chuckled.
“Prout's a cheeky beast, and some
fellows have the nerve fo tell him so.

“Coker came barging in while I was
there, vou know, I could see in his
face that he was going to cheek Prout.
It was just after that that it ha‘:p&nﬁd-
FFrom what I hear Prout smacked his
head. He called Prout an old donkey,
and Prout smacked his head., Coker
frahhcd‘up the inkstand and knocked
]:'+u:| spinning—jolly nearly  brained
uim—"

“ Bunter I

"I say, vou fellows, don’t interrupt
me when T'm belling these chaps what
happened in Prout’'s study !™

“You fat idiot!™

“Oh, really, Wharton ! Having felled
Prout wiith the inkstand—  DBeast!
Leggo! Leggo my  collar!”  roared
Bunter, as the captain of the Romove

razped him, thus effcctually culting
short his thrilling narrative.

“You [ab ﬁl:]ui"il}\'!l You've got to
own up!” gaspe erhon.

‘Flﬂggﬂ !E :

“What the thump——" exclaimed
Vernon-Smith,

“I've found out what they've sacked
Coker for!” gasped Wharton,  “Tho
Head tald Miss Coker, and I've got it

from her. Thoy think that Coker
wrote that idiotic paper.”

“Bunter's  papert” yelled Bob
Cherry.

(1] YEE.J‘J

“{h, my hat!"”

“Vou fellows have zll scen Bunter's
fathcaded message to Prout ! pasped
Wharton., “He landed it in Prout's
stucly after tea, ond that ass Coker
barged in, and somehow Proub zcoms
to think that it was Coker”

"0Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter.

“Coker all over!” chuckled the
Dounder. *“What a man to ask [or it 1V

“¥ou'll have to go to the Ilead,
Duntor—"

“What #* yelled Bunfer.

“And tell him you did ittt

“You silly idiot! I should be
whopped 1"

“That doesn't matter [

“Deesn’t 161" shrieked Bunter,  “1
can jolly well fell vou it aces! Cateh
me asking the Head for a whopping [

“You can't let Cloker be sacked.”

*Blow Cokor!” roared Bunler indig-

nantly.  “Why, he whacked me with
Frout's cane in Prout's study ! Catch
me getting whopped for Coker!  Be-

gides, I mever did it 1"
i Hﬂu_j'ﬂ“_“‘”
“I wasn't there! I never went near

FProut's study! Don't you get making

out that I did it, Harry Wharton!

Mean, I call !

Harry Wharton stared at the fat Owl
of the Remove. Minutes were precious,
But persuading Bunter to own up was
obviously not a matler of minutes. It
looked more like & matter of vears.

“Well, I shall go to the Head ! said
Harry. ;

“Well, if you like to go and ewn up,
all right,” said Bunter. “I've no ob-
jection to that, QOnly don't rmenkion
me. I prefer to keep clear of the whole

thm‘gi"
“You fat chuomp!™
“Oh, really, Wharton—>="
“Look here, Bunter, you ought to
own up. I can't give you awaw, but
Tue Macker Liarary,—No. 1,324,
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I'm bonnd to let the Head know that
Coker never wrote that silly paper.”

“Well, tell him you did 1it, then,”
suggested Dunier. “The Ilead may let
you off lightly if you own up—in &
frank and manly way, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, wou benichted bandersnatch I

aspod Wharton; and he turned and
wurried to the door,

Bunter yelled aiter him.

“1 =zay, mind yvou don’t menfion me.
Don't you get making out that I know
anything about it.”

Heegdless of the alarmed Owl, Ilarey
Wharton left the IRlag. Withouot lozing
& moment he hurried down the Head's
corridor, and tepped at Dge. Locke's
door. He opencd that deor without
waiting to be bidden, and stepped in.

“My dear madam ! exclaimed Dr.
Locke.

iil:glqvently the Head fancied that ib
was Miss Coker returning to the charge.
Then as he saw Wharton, he frowned.

“What “ he almost barked,
“I—I had to come, sir!” gasped
"'p“r:lfuil;rturlu;: “ Coliecr nover did i, siy—-"
oy

Wharton’s eves fell on the erumpled,

ubby sheet of foolscap, with its start.
ing inscription. It slill loy on  the
Head’s table where Miss Judith had
contemptuously tozsed it.  He caught
it up, The Head started to his feet
with a brow of thunder. But the cap-
tain of the Remove wos undaunted,

“Y must speak, sivr!  This iz the
paper that Coker was supposed to have
written.™

“What do you mean, Wharton? How
dare you? That iz the paper that Mr,
FProut toocl from Coker’s hand, and
which hestloes not deny having writfen.”

“IIe never wrote it, sir!” pasped
Marey,  “I know who did. Twenty
fellows know whe did. It was a junier,
sir, ot a Filth Form man at all
Coker muszt have found it in Mr.
Pront’s studgy.™
- “"Coker has not denicd writing that
insulting message to his Form master,
Wharton.™

L ean't understand that, sir,  But
he never did write it. ¥Why, sir, this
paper has been in my hands before!
1 jammed 1t dewn the fellow’s back for
being such a fool as to write it—that's
what crumpled 1f.  We tried to stop
him from taking it to Irout’s study
aiter tea.”

“Dless my soul ™ eaid the Head, “Is
it possible that there has been some
extraocdinary mistake? Yet Coker did
not deny—— However, I will guestion
Coker again in Mr. Prout's prosence.
Go and find Coker at once, Wharten,
and bring him lo my study.”

" Yes, sir”

Wharton rushed out.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear!

ROUT griunted.
P The Head coughoed,
Horace Colier stared.

The two masters wera ready
for Coker when he arrived with Harry
Wharton. Wharton followed Coker in,
and remained modestly by the door.

Dr. Locke scanned Cboker’s rugged

face. Prout regarded him  with
mimical grimness, But Wharton wos
feceling hopeful.  He felt that this
strange and mysterious matter was

going to be cleared up.

oker,” =aid the Head, in o decp
voice, “a statement has been made by
this junior, which has caused me to re-
open this question. CGive me a direct

answer, Coker. DNd you, or did vou
mfti' w;iijza Ehis aper ?” 14
15 slhim torebnger tapped the paper

on the table. Be ] e

Coker blinked at him.

" Eh—what? No, of course T didn’s,
gir I stammered tha pstonished Colior,
“Does anybody thinl I did#”

Wharton winked at the eeiling.

“¥ou did net?® exelaimed Dr,
Locke. "Then why did yon not tell
ma so?

* ¥You never asked me, sie”

“Wha-a-t?" Dr. Locks realised that
thiz was true; he hadn’t asked Coker,
He had aceepted TProat’s slatemoent,
“DBut—but you knew that I was in-
formed {hat you had written these in-

sulting words.”
“I didn’t. Never thonght of such &
thing I* gasped Coker,

dless my soul! Is this boy utterly
stupid *” exelaimed the ITead bLlanklw
“Mr. Prout—you believed—have you
any douvbt——"

‘I tool that poper from Coker’a
hand in my siedy, siv,” said Prout.
“He brought it there instead of his im.
position, as I have told youw.”

“Brought it there!” gasped Cokor.
FEven on Coker's solid brain o glimmer-
ing of light was dawning., ~ “1 never
brought it there, sie.”

“It was in your boomed
Prout.

“"¥es, T picked it up off the table.”

Prout gazed at him,

“Is it possible, Coker, that you mean
te say that vou found that paper on
my table when you went to my study ¥

“OF course T odid 1™ stuttered Colier.
“I know who put it thers, too, and I
jolly well whopped him for his cheek.”
_ “Coker,” arvticulated the Iead, “if—
if, a5 you say—if you found ihal paper
on Mr. Prout’s table, why did you
moddle with % How comoes it thas
Me., Prout saw you with it in vour
hand 7V

“I was going to desfray it, sir,” cx-
plained Coker, “I wasti't going to let
a cheeky fag chieck my Form master
like that, OF course, I wasn't going to
leave it there for Alr, Prout to sce.
Hardly 17

“Why did ven not tell Mr. Prout
50 ?Y pasped the MHead., *Why did you
allow My, Prout to supposo—"

“Did Mr. Prout suppose that I'd
writfen it, =ir ¥ asked Coker, as if
this was an entirely new idea to him.

“Certainly he did ! What else could ho
have supposed in the circumstonees?™

“Oh enkey ! pasped Coker, e was
seeing light now, “ Was—was—was that
why vou smacked my head, sir¥”

“Why else did you think I boxed
vour ears, Coker,” pasped Prout.

“1 thought yvou'd fone mad, sir—="

“Wha-a-at?"

“Tnough " exelaimed the Hend
hastily, “Mr. Prout, it scems that o
mistake has been made—owing to this
boy's  almost  incredible obtuseness.
Wharton states that he knows the junior
boy who wrote this paper—that other
boys are aware of it—"

“Certatnly, =ir,” said IHarry.

“Tia name!” exclaimed Mr. Prout.
“I am propared to believe that Coker's
nnexampled stupidity has led to a mis-
take—but—"

“MThe name must ba piven!” said the
Iead.

Thera was a pause. Whartan had no
intention of giving away the Owl of tha
Remove, Coker shared hiz feelings,
narcow as his own escape had been. ?n
that pause there came a tap at the door,
and it opened to admit a fat face and
& large pair of spectacles.

Billy Dunter blinked in.

(Continued sn paye 28.)
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MORE THRILLS IN OUR WONDERFUL CRICKET STORY!

WHAT'S GOMRE BEFORE.
Simon A'lizon, ance part-owneér of the great

Alligon Motar Works, invents a powerful
supercharger, but fails through lack of funds
to put it on the market. Realising that the
new invent-on will revolutionise the small car
industry, Len Allison, Simon's rascally nephew
—% poss ™ of the works and a " big nofse '
in the counlty cricket team—detérmines to
steal the plans, Later, while bowling for his
school against Avenshire Cluh and Ground,
Bilk Allison, Simon's som, proves too good for
Len and hig fellow-batsmen. Seething with
rage, Len plots with a hired thug named
Valetti to steal the plans that might, and
then raturng 1o 1he fiald of play to see Bill
sventually howl Conway, the steadiest bat in
Avonshire.,

{Now read on.}

The Hero of the Game !

ONWAY, however, woro a frown

ﬁ of surprise as he entered the

pavilion, tugring at his cap I
enswer to the ovation. :

After batbing nearly seventy minutes
he had thought that he had got Bill's
every trick taped.

“Then, blow me, if he don’t go and
spring a new one ! he grumbled, good-
humouredly. “The young blighter!
T'm tellin® you, chaps, that kid's the
goads 1™

“Hm! That's mora than we are!”
Ted Forbes pulled a_wry face. “Gosh,
hundled out like this by a schoolboy!
Doesn't make our prospects look too
bright for the County Cricket seaszon
this year, does it " ]

Some of the men shook their heads
rucfully, while others Ehrugjf‘d. But
Mr. Jerry Tempest, that kindly sports-
mart., hastenod to put in a few soothing
worls. L

“Rot ! he said, pufling meditatively
at his pipe. “ You chaps don't seem to
realise that we've been taken by sur-
prize by a youngsler who's gomng to
nlay for England one day1” He held
up an impressive finger. " He will, you
mark my words! MMy ecxpericnce of
county cricket goes  back  thirty-odd
vears: and if young DBill ocut there
izn’t ng good as Wilived Rhodes when
he first staried, then I'H chuck ericket
and take to gardening! All I'm hoping
iz that the lad will be able to afford te
play for Avonshire when he leaves

1,

;,

ALLISON-OF AYONSHIRE
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school, And right now I'll be glad to
gsee him in the county team after the
way he's just diddled you, Frank!”

Bill, too, was sceretly thrilled by his
latest and greatest success of that
trinmphant afternoon; for last season,
when he had tried to produce that
hafling “outswinger ™ and off-brealk, ho
had failed every time. The faet that
he had been able to do 1t now and Lrick
such a batsman as Frank Conway
showed beoyond doubt that he had im-
prm'e::L That ball was one more weapon
in his armoury.

As for his chums and the crowd in
general, ﬂu:i:.-' were still eagerly disenss-
ing Conway's downfall.

With 62 runs still to get, Conway out,
and only three tail-enders to come 1in,
the game was az good as over., Never-
theless, none of the omlockers moved
from their seats. All wanted to stay
and cheer the first Grammarian victory
aver the Club and Ground for many a
long season—with a spocial cheer for the
tall, plucky lad whoe had won the
victory in spite of a badly damaged
head, ]

Bill did not keep them waiting long.

Four balls later hoe howled Frazer
neck-and-crop with another off-brealk,
which the Avenshire bowler never saw
after it pitched. Then one of Alec
DBromley's fastest expresses wrecked the
wicket of Bates, another county
trundler, That brought in the last man,
Dick Iawes, tho perky little wicket-
keeper—and one of the duddest bats in
first-class cricket, as Dick himself con-
feszed quite cheerfully.

An old friend of Bill's, he
%u_u] g wheedling grin as he wad
13170,

“Now then, vou big stilf, be a pal I
he arged.  “Those chomps in the pav
have bot me I'm out for a blob—sce?
So go casy, William, po ecasy, or n
stomper’s enrae be upon your fat head ™

“Oa-er 1" clinekled tho light-hearted
Bill: and as =zoon as Hayes was
reedy

“Alind your cve, Dick!™ he called,
aned deliberately chucked up a slow full-
loss on thao leg-side, -

With one mighly swipe the litile
county Lkeeper promptly ?ashl::d it out

%m‘e the
dled past

'
1
\
\
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By JOHN BREARLEY e

of the ground, amid mirthinl shouts
from the erowd and derizive hools from
the pavilion. _ _

But the next ball—well, Dick tried to
slog that, teo: but, deceived by the
corkscrew  swerve, he lammed oub
valizntly at ompty s, and swung
ronnd again, to sece his middle-stump
nearly Bat.

The match—DBill's own “Test Mateh ™
was owver., The school had won by 55
LS.

On to the field then rushed a horde of
Grammarians, yelling and laughing as
they swarmoed aroumd Bially, brushing
aside his protests and struggles.  In
another minute the hero of the game
was swaying, red-faced and breathless,
on their shoulders, and chaired, amid
bedlam, into the pavilion.

It was a trivmphant moment—tho
most oxhilaratine of Hls lifn. And
for him the only fly 1in the cintment was
a brief glimpse of Len, dark-faced and
handsome, staring down at him from
the baleony with coldly inscrotable
oyes,

But even his ecousin's silent cnmity
failed to trouble Bill very much just
then.  For all his modesty, he knew
that he had made a success. Besides
gaining & long-overdue victory for the
school, he had taken a bhig stnide
towards his own ambitious goal.

By main force he managed to wrench
free of his cheering captors at fast, and
fairly siaggered into the dressing-room,
whore ha was mobbed afresh by his
jubilant team-mates. And Tervy Mason,
running down from the seorer’s box,
Iknoclked tho last remaining breath out
of him with a hearty thump.

“MHere's vour analysis, Bill—nine for
42, and six of ‘em connly menl Golly,
but you bowled some 1Y

Then, grabbing Bill's arm, the Grams-
NILrinn siip]mr vanked his cham away
from the others and dragged him over
to the washbasins,

clianes  of

“You've carncd  your
becoming a pro now, Bill I” he breathed
cagerly. M Jerry  Tempest’s
Iurbling about vou—just heard him !
When are you going to ask to bo taken
ot

With one Iusty jerk Till stripped off
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hizs shirt end beamed as he shied it
across the room.

“Monday, after schiool 1 he answared.

“Good 1V eried Terry excitedly.

But neither youngster could guess
what events, stirring and fateful, lay
in storo for Bill Allison "twixt then
and Monday event Only Len Allison
possessed that knowledge.

And he was already driving home-
wards te play his part in the schemoes
of Corsica Phil Valetbli and the mys-
Levious Unknown, * Joc the Hump.”

The Fake Plans I

IRED, but happy a3 a sandboy,
E I}ill alss wended his way home-

ward half an hour later, though

at nﬂthinﬁ like hiz usual tear
away speed.  Now that the thovilling
match was over, his bruised foreheadl
had begun to make itself felt once more,
and a slizht riddiness warned hun to go
careful,

But if, perchance, he had to ride with
cxasperating  slowness  through  the
dusky, winding lanes to Kelsey, Bill's
thoughts, at least, were racing.

That he stood a gilt-edped chanece of
getting on the Avonshive County stalf
conld not be denied now. Mr.-Tempest's
warm handshake and the pro's genial
congrals at parting showed how much
they had been impressed by his bowling.
What his father would say about the
idea of turning cricket professional Bill
did not know, Lhutl§h—ur at least, he
did, but refused to think about it! His
own mind was firmly made up.

“Dad’s pretty obstinate—but I can be
8 bit of & mule myself!"” the lad grinned
as he Lkicked open the cotiage gote.
“ Anyway, I'm sick of being o passenger
when meoney's so tight, so I'm just going
to take the chance—and chance 1t after-
wards. Do or die—that’s the ticket,
ain't it, Wheczy Anna?"

Encouraged by this ehiaracteristic picee
of philosophy, Bill wheeled his precions
bike into the toolshed and entered the
workshop, cxpeciing to sce his father
busy as uzual with the new Allison super:
charger.

Rather to his Eurrrisn, however, the
plans and the small, partly-assembled
model of the “blower” lay on Mike
Doyle's bench for onee, _and the
mechanie was poring over one of the
blue prints. All that adorned Simon
Allison’s bench was an untidy pile of
bills, while the old inventor himself
stood idle, frowning at them glumly.
Bill noted, with a pang, that s
father looked fagged and dejected.
There was an ominous droop fo the
broad shoulders, and his lhands were
deep in his pockets.

At the boy's cntrance Mike turncd
quickly, hiz decp-sct, expressionless eyes
narrowing as he saw the bandage round
Bill's forchead. But Simon Allison, be-
vond a brief: "“That you, lad?” kept
hiz moody gpaze on the bills

“Hallo, dad! What-cheer, Cannon-
ball 1" Bill sang oubt gaily, and strode
across to lay a hand on Ins father's
shoulder. “What's up, father Simon-—
tiredd ¥ he asked affectionately. * Been
slogring at the pood eld blower again®”

Simon Allison shrugged heavily.

“No,” he pgrowled. “Mike's been
fiddling with that all day—I've becn
doing & repair-job for old Davis, tho
houlage man.” He sighed. “I'm get-
ting about tired of the blower, anyway,
Biil! The only people interested in the

infornal thing are Len and that foroign
Lrute, who—— Here, what the
dickens 1"

For the frst time the dispirited old
mon noticed that Bill had been hurt.
Uttering a zharp exclamation, he made
an anxious elutch 2t the boy, who
smiled soothingly as he dodged.

" It's -all right, dad—just stopped a
ball with tny ﬁeau, that's all I* Bill ex-
flﬂinﬂn'n diserectly forgetting to mention

en's part in the affair. “ I'm fine now,
and we knocked the stuffing out of the
Clith and——"

“Iald yvour noise, and let me look !™
ordered old Simon Allison, hustling Bill
to the window, while Mike Doyle, rolling
up the plans neatly, limped across also.

Az soopn as the bandage was undone,
the ex-racing star gave the ugly bruise
a cloze, expert scrutiny, and grunted.

“H'm, nasty place—scen worse,
though,” he drowled in his dour way.
“Don’t fuss over the young rip, guv'nor,
anyway. He'll be O.K. after a night's
gleop [V

Calmly sidestepping Bill's indignant
elout, he tapped the roll of pians.

“Want these any more to-might? If
not, I'll shove 'em away and get along
home !

SBimon Allizon, still “fussing ™ over
his son's injury, shook his head absently,

“No. Stick 'em in the safe, Mike!
I don't want "zm ! he mumbfc-d, and
Bfike, after a moment's hesitation,
turnced away.

Tueking the plans under one arm, and
picking wp the model of the super-
charger, he ducked beneath Simon
Allison's workbench, and opened tha
already-unlocked door of the small safo
there, The model he placed carefully
inside. Then, just for another sccond,
he hesitated again and flicked a search-
ing glance at his employer.

v this time Simon Allison had
jammed the protesting Bill down on a
stool and was genily retving  the
bandage. s back was turned squarely
to Mike and the workbench.

The ghost of a grin Nitted acress the
mechanie’s tight lips. Then, quick as
lightning, his hand streaked inside his
jacket and came out 1gr::usr.n-i:ng: a sccond
rell of paper, identical i1 size and shape
with the one undor his arm.

Quicker still, he macde the change.

Simon Allison’s valuable plans van-
ished—the fake roll was thrust into the

csafe. There came a lowd clang az the
licavy steel door f:'lqsnd. {ollowe _hy tha
elick of tumblers in the combination-
foedk.

Cannonball Blike Doyle rose fo his
feet.  Nonchalantly he erossed to the
workshop door and opened if, turning
an impassive, hard-bitten face to I3l
and his father.

[Eo it

I'm off now. guv'nor !” he drawled.
“&'leng, DBill—get to bed early!”

He went out into the dusk wilh a curt
nod az the others bade him pood-night.

Onee outside, with the door closed be-
hind him. Aike Doyla took a quick,
almost  instinctive look round, then
limped away down thoe dark lane into
Kelsey Village, where bhe lodped i one
of the cottages. As he went, e pressed
his left arm closer to his side and
grinned sardonically at the faint crackle
of paper under his jacket.

“You won't bo missed till morning [
he multered to himseif.

Angd the smile still lurked on his fips
as he entered Widow Johnzon's cottage.

Onee safely inside his own smali, bare
roont, the smile grow to 8 sudden Ot of
grim, silent laughter, though a stecly

THE MAGNET

Pulling a suitcase from under the bed,
Mike Doyle tossed the Allison plans in-
side and stood nodding down at them,
softly rubbing his game rigit leg the
while.

“II'm! Well, now laugh this off,
Corsica Pl " he said harshly. “You
beat me once, maybe—but maybe I geb
even this time! You an’ that Len
Allison ponp don't get your mitts on
these plans this trip!  And——"

A brtter, dorisive sneer twisted his
mouth as he locked the suitcase and
kicked i back inte hiding,
~ *The same applies to Joe the Hump,
if j?::u’re hringing him into this stunt,
too !

The Masked Hunchback !

s HERE, that'll do! It's a size-
E able bruise all right, lad—
must have been o real fast
ball that hit you, ch? Thank

your stars you've pot a thick head!”

All unaware of Canngnball DMike
Dayle's piece of juggling with the plans
of Liﬁ important mvention, old Simon
Allison finished the re-tying of Dill's
bandage, and gruflly ovited the
youngster to “‘clear out.”™

He himself followed, after carcfully
locking-up the workshop for the night,
though without another glance or
thought for the safe under his bench,
in which he had told Mike to place tho
precious plans. Father and son strolled
into their littlo cottage and, as usual,
prepared supper together.

It was a glum, silent meal they ate,
howaver. ]

At first, Bill, eager to broach his plan
of turning pro. for Avonshire, made ong
or two wily attempts to start a diseus-
sion on  coricket, but met with no
encottragement. INow that he was
satished that his tall, tough son had not
been sgeriously hurt in the Club and
Ground mateh, Simon Allison turned
to thoughts of his own work again, and
sank into 3 moody roverie

That he was badly upset by the
constant failure fo launch his neow
super-charger on the motor-world, was
painfully obvious. Bill never remem-
boered seeing his stubborn father look
so tived and discouraged.

Wisely, thercfore, the youngster kept
his schetno bottled-up for that might, at
loast; and about nine-o'clock, when the
old inventor still shewed no signs of
wanting to talk, he betook himself and
iz zore head to hed.

“{heerio, dad !
cheorily.

“'Night, bov. Slecp well 1 murmured
old Simon Allizon kindly, but absently,
and was soon absorbed in a note-book
{ilfed with ealeulations before Dall was
out of the door. .

Upstairs in his small room, which
overlooked the back garden, Bill un-
dressed and flopped wearily into bed,
rlad to get beiween the cool sheets
afier a stirring day, But though he
counted invisible sheep, and performed
othier sleep-inducing stunts, execitement
and his bruised forehead kept lum
awake

ilis thourhts were fixed on Monda
evening, when he firmly intended to ask
Mre. Jerry Tempest, the county scere-
tary, for o job on the Avonshire staff,
and he was wondering—woll, lots of
things! Wondering about his ¢hances,
wondering what his dad would sax, and
—he grinned suddenly—how cousin Len
would take it if he was engaged.

“Golly. never theught of that before,”
he mused. “I'll bot Lea'll have a hit
if we ever plav for the Clounty togeiher,

1

I'm off,"”" he said

rlitter shone in his eyes,
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with him as the lordly ' amachewer’
and rae just a pro. Maybe he'll set that
big ox Valetti on to try to scaro me out
of it, like he tried to scare dad into sell-
ing the invention for about tuppence.
1 woulde’t put it past him—though, m

hat, I wish both of 'em luckl They’ 1
need it if they try any more rough stuff
on ug agsin v

Restlessly, Bill tossed and turned in
bed, until at last, when the downstairs
clock chimed ten, he heard his father
come slowly up the stairs, For another
minute or so, there were sounds of move-
ment in the next room; then the night
gilenee shut down once more, broken
only by the oceasional hoot of an owl,
or the rustle of trees in the meadow
behind the cottage. And presently Dill
drifted off into fitful slumber,

What exactly roused him again, Bill
could not discover for the first few
gseconds. Nor did he know for how
leng he had slept. But all at once he
found himself sitting belt upright in
bed, eyes wide open and heart pounding
through the shock of sudden awakening.

Something had jolted him violently

from the depths of slecp. But what?
. His head was spinning and worse, an
1cy feeling of dread—of dire danger—
made him shiver. It was as though
he had just started up from an awiul
nightmare, yet somchow he knew there
was a more solid reason for the queer
panic that gripped him, i

Holding his breath, he listened. Not
a sound came from his father's room.
Frowning, he turned his head to stare
out into the dimly-starlit night. Then,
all at onee—— ;

“Yo gods, someone's trying to—"

Next instant, Bill was out of bed,
with head and shoulders thrust through
the ever-open window, and muscles taut
with alarm. )

By craning his neck, he could just
gee thoe black shapeless blur of his
father's workshop adjoining the coftaye,
And from the interior of tho shed
floated sounds that drove him 1o furious
setion.

There cama suddenly a sharp, breath-
less cry—his father's wvoice, nstantly
gtifled I Then strangled gasps, tha dull
thud of heavy blows, the scrape and
sculfle of feet. A brief flash of electric
light stabbed the gloom, followed by
the metallic crash of a falling torch
Someone had broken into  Simon
Allizon’s workshop, and the old inventor
had discovered him, snd was Lghting
for dear life!

Bill did not hesitaie a second—did not
even waste time by dashing down the
stairs and out through the cottage
pariour.

With the recklessness so typical of all
hiz actions, he swung himszelf vigorously
over the sill in his pyjamas, clung to the
window-ledge for a bare instant, then
let go his hold and dropped sheer into
the garden twelve feet below,

Thud ! . A

Foet first, Bill landed, pitching over
backwards among the rese-bushes in the
flower-bed. Fortunately the soft mould
lessened the impact, and fighting-mad,
he hardly noticed the ﬁh&rﬁl thorns that
seratched and tore his I 'E1tl}J.' clad limba.
Serambling up dizzily, he burst free of
the bushes and raced to the aid of his
father.

He was just teo late, however, for
evenn as e reached the corner of the
cottage, there sounded the smash of 2
last wicked blow, and a groan of agony.
Then out of the workshop reeled Bimon
Allison, who threw up his arms and col-
lapsed without another sound. A
moment later hia assailant appeared
alzo, bending low over the old man he
had ,}'uﬁt stunned. _

Bill stopped dead for what seemed an

a, then horror froze him in his tracks,
He could only lcan against the cottage
wall, staring with glazed eyes at tha
nightmare shapo hovering over his
father like some missifapen ghoul of
darkness.

A cold thrill ran down the boy's spine.
Int the soft starlight he just made out a
squat, powerful figure clad in black
high-necked jersey, trousers, and rubber
shoes, A close-fitting skull-cap of the
same sable hue covered the thug's head,
and all Bill could sce of the lowered
face was a thick, unkempt beard cochked
at = brutal angle.

But worst feature of all was the un-
sightly, crooked hump that disfigured
the bowed shoulders.

To Bill's fevered imagination the

risly deformity twisted its owner into

o likeness of some hideous gorilla,
gloating silently over its wvietim, A
sudden spasm_of disgust, increasing to
blind, hateful rage, shook the lad cut of
hiz momentary stupor, and he sprang
forward from the shadows.

A savage oath of surprise parted the
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bearded ]ii::a of the stooping raider at
sight of Bill's pjfjama-clag form bearing
down swiftly, and just as quickly the
hunchback ?eapt- aside from the pro-
strate inventor. In omo black-gloved
hand he gripped a rubber cosh; mn tho
other a crumpled roll of papers. The
Allison plans, Bill knew at & glance.
Hugging the roll closer to his chest,
the thug snarled like a dog over a bone.
For perhaps a second he halted, glaring
malovolently through the slits of & crepe
mask and balaneing his eosh, as if un-
gertain what to do next.
Bill settled the question for him.
“You devill” he cried, shooting
through the air in & smashing low-
tackle, :
Full at the hunchback's knees Bill
aimed, wrapping his arms round o pair
of muscular thighs and planting his
man good and hard, There was a jar-
ring thump, a hoarse grunt, and &
tangle of legs and bodics as the two
slammed "to ‘earth together, Bill upper-
most. Then, rolling elear, he made a
(Continued on next page.)
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the following address : The Editor, The " Magnet ” Library,
The Amalgermated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House, Farringdon
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ensure g reply.

OME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS! |

! Alwways glad o hear from gou, chums, so drop me a line o
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ALLO, chums! You've pot
H' another magnificent free gift
photogravure plato this weelk,
bringing your total up to fen.
But this series of photos showing ** Marvels
of Modern Engineering * has not finished
yet. Noxt week's free souvenir photo-
plate illustrates ** The Flying Hamburger ™
—a veritable monster of the iron way
lying between Hamburg and Berlin.
Ele-e-, and con't she move ! This handsome
hoto-plate is undoubtedly one of the
Eaat— in the geries and sheuld not be missed
on any account. Give an order for next
Saturday’s MAGNET now end you won't
be disappointed. o
I have some mora interesting items to
bring to your notice this week, chums.
First, is & great new summer scheme mn
which.

A QUARTER OF A MILLION BARS
OF CHOCOLATE

will be given away free to ** Magnotites.”
Feaders of the MaoweT who are about to
visit the seaside for their holidays will be
jolly glad to learn that Messrs, Cadbur
Brow., of Hournville, have contribute
no fewer than two hundred and fifty
thousand bars of Dairy Milk Chocolate for
the gonsumption of readers buying tho
MaoweT from beach sellers, Lioske, and
other sueh places at most of our popular
seagide resorts. In addition to this,
Cadbury Bros. ara contributing pound
boxes of their delicions assorted chocolates
a3 prizes ot our Concert Party, Cinema,
and Clala Competitions. e sure, themn,
ond watch out for the MaoXET repre-
sontatives when vou are ab the seaside
thie summer.

And now a word about our great
acroplane offer which I feel suro you will
all take advantage of. II you've not
alrondy started collecting the mnecessary
threo coupons do 8o now—you don’t want
to be left out in the cold, do youl! LUy
the way, will my Irish chums please note
that there is no duty on these aeroplanes,
an Irigh readers can take advantage of
this stupendous offer on the same lines
as readers in the Old Country.

And now let me put you wise to the
corking yarn of Tom Merry & Co., of
St. Jim's, entitled : * THE SECRET OF
THE TOWER 1" which appeara in thia
week's "* Gem.” Gore, the cad of the
Shell, tempts Fate once too often with
the result that he is given * the order of
the boot.” OF the consequences which
follow and the everlasting lesson Gore
learns ia told in Martin Clifiord’s inimitable
style. You will find this story both
thrilling and amusing and I am sure you
will thoroughly appreciate it.

Bofore switching on to next week's
Fmgmmmﬂ I have just room for a Grey.
riars limeriek, which ¥, Driecley, of 40,
Laurel Street, Tottington, near DBury,
Lancs, has sent me, and for which he
will reccive a handsome pocket-wallet.
Hera it is :

The fellows all chuckle and snigger
At Bunter's preposterous Ogure.
He's as lazy and fat
As an overfsd eat,
And hasn'f a ha'porth of vigour 1

m o OW for next week's programme;
e Frank Richards, of courss, "heads
tho bill " with a first-class yarn
of the chums of Greyinars,
entitled :

“ BUNTER'S HUNDRED-POUND

BOATER | ™

You can take it from me vour fuvourite
author has packed this story with some of
his best work, toe. COnce you stert reading
it you won't want to lay it aside until
you've read every line of it. Johm
Brearley, too, i8 1o fine fottle in our
powerful erickot story, whils a rib-tickling
“ Greyfriars Herald,” together with more
of “ Umpire’a" interesting answers to
readers’ queries will round oft 8 programme
it'll be hard to beat.

Meet you all next week, chums,

YOUR EDITOR,
Tee Micrer Lisrapy.—No. 1,324,
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enatch at the plans
the gloom, and pil
cursing foe again.
A ferrific punch under the ear was
followed by a kick in the ribs that drove
him backwards, E‘rﬂg’ﬁj“ and winded,
into & bush. Rage, the desire for re-
venge, alone forced him top his fect
again. He tottered forward once more,
letting fly right and left, as the hunch-
back also serambled up. DBug thé black
bullet-head bobbed skilfully; a "light-
ning jab stopped ‘the lad's rush, and

then—

Bil sensed rather than saw the
vicious sweep of & rubber cosh.

Mare by luck than judgment, he
ducked in the nick of time, and the
murderous ‘wikapon swished over his
gshoulder. DBut, though he escaped pos-
Eiﬁ'ﬂ death, ho gould not dodge the
hunchbsck's down-swinging arm  alsg,
which thudded down squarely on his
injured hend. That was t finish,
&till consoious, but helpless with pain,
Tl went to earth like 4 log and stayed
there.

Tho hunchback was off in a flash,
thrusting the Allison plans into his hip
pocket as he fled,

“Help| Stop thief!”

Teaebly Bill tried to shout for aid, but
a husky croak was the only result. He
heard the cottage gate click, heard the
fast-fading patier of running feet, and

resently—a sound that killed his last
iopes—the purr of a powerful engine,
perfactly tuned. It came from some-
wherg a.l-:m% the dark lane, murmured
in his ears for & brief minute ouly, and
then coased.

Bill writhed in sheer fury.

That he had put up a storming show
against an older, experienced, and far
stronger foe brought him no comiort.
All that counted was that the mysterious
hurehback, aided by & confederate with
a fast car, had got away with the plans.

11 Dad I]‘l i )

Gritting his tecth against the faintness
that threatened to overcome him, Biil
crawled back to his fether—a motionless
heap, lying half in, half out of the
workshop door. The boy’s hand trembled
as he touched the grizaled head, and a
horrified ery escaped him when his
fingers came away moist and reddened.
The Fear that his father was dead
already stabbed him like s hot knife.

{Lnok out for further thrilling chap-
ters of this popular erickel story in néxt
week's Bumper Free Gift tssue of the
MaGxEL.)
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AUNT JUDY AT GREYFRIARS !

{Continued from page 24.)

“Bunter | rapped the  Head.
“ What—" )

“1t wasn't me, sirlt

“What '’

“Tf Wharton says it was me, sir, it
wasn't | gasped Bunter, “I—I thought
I—I'd better come and—and tell you,
sir, that—that I never knew anything
about 16! I told Wharton it wasn't me,
and he jolly well knew it wasn't, too,
because he was thers with the other
fellows when I went to the study——"

“To Mr. Prout's studyi” asked the
Head, with awful grimness.

“Oht Nol I mean, I never went
there, sir--never went near it! As for
writing that paper, sir, I never aven
thought of such s thing. I—I shouldn’t
dream of telling Prout that he was a
cheaky beast, gir ! I'm much too respect.
ful to tell him what 1 think-——"

“ Bunter !” gasped Mr. Prout.

R If—lf—ﬂ'” harton savs it was me,
sir, 1—l—

““Wharton has said nothing of the
kind, Bunter,” said the Héad grimly,

“ Neither, I think, is it necessary, Mr.

.i NIRRT TR LR T R P I e e T PP AT ]

CRACK A JOKE and i
WIN A PENKNIFE !

One of this week's useful prizes
aes to: Tom Brown, 93, Askew

venue, Gipsyville, Yorks, who
sent in the following ribtickler ;

NN SEENANNARREREAE SERNAFRERENTEE

" Foreman : *‘ Nowp, then, Hill,
whot about carrging wp seme
more bricks 7 ;
Bill : ‘I ain’t feelin’ well, guv’-
uor ; I'm fvemllin’, aoll over,”
Foreman: * All wight, then
get busy with the steve [ ™ =

]
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Prout, I think the whole matter is clear
nﬂw‘ll

*I=I think so, sir.”

Harry Wharton left the Hﬁud%r. -Bil'ljs'
Bunter would gladly have followed,
The Head, in ao awful voice, told him
to remain, He remained for execution.

] = ¥ - - £ % i

“Dear Horace—="=

“It's all might 12

“My deasr, dear boy—""

“Right as rain !

Horace Coker hugged Aunt Judy and
almost danced her round the room. Miss
Coker smiled through her fears.

“You see, it was all a silly mistake,”
explained Coker, <heerfully. * Prout's
rather dense, and the Head's not very
bright | They fancied I'd writtén that
silly paper—as if I would, you knowl
Gioodness knows what put such an idea
inte their heads—but schoolmasters
are rather a fatheaded lot! Of courss,
I never knew what they'd got in theiwr
silly heads! Lucky ¥you told -:ux?
Wharton and he went to the Beak, It
wag rather E.'I'I.E-Ek'}]'] of him perhaps, but
he meant. well—he's not 2 bad kidl
And it's all right—right ss rsin—
hurrah ! 2

It was a_relieved and happy Aunt
Judy that departed later i & taxi for
the station. MHer wisit to Greyiriars
that day had been, after all, fortunata
for her dear Horace, But for that, it
was very probable that Coker would
have departed—sacked—and still in
sublime ignorance of what he was sup-
posed ta have done. Grapiriars fellows
chuckled over the story—they roared
over it—they howled over it—they
wondered what sort of brain was parked
inside Coker's rugged head, and mndeed,

whether there was any brain there af

all! Coker was puzzled to knoew what
all the merriment was about. So far as
he knew, he had done nothing to set
the House in a roar.  But Coker wore
a cheery grin that evening. MII WAS
well that ended well; and the Greyfuars
Fifth was not to lose its brightest
ornament ! i

There was only one fellow who did
not laugh.  That -was Billy Bunter.
When the Head had done with him,
Bunter did not feel like laughing, and
he resolved then and there never to tell.
a beak what bhe thought of him.

‘ THE END

(Billy Bunter and the chums of Grey-
friars appear n another grond narn
next week, entitled: “BUNTER'S
HUNDRED-POUND BOATERI" et
ready for another hearty laugh, chums,
and don't forget that neéxt Saturday's
Magxer will econtoin another Free
Photo-Platel)
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chapel any evening.

ment :

I Fish hos just paid his annual sabseription
" No. 39 (New Series).

to the cricket club.

SITUATION VACANT
Ambitioua lad, desirous of riasing above his
fellows, wanted to sit on the chapel roof and
ell out when the beaks are coming.—Apply
olsover's Free Fight Syndicate, behind the

SMELLING SALTS
May be obtained at the sanatorivin if you
feol faint aftor reading the following announce-
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EDITED BY HARKY WHARTON,

rsHeral

FIFTY PER CENT COMMISSION

Paid to any gentleman who will collect the
ten bob 1 lent Loder last term.
preserver, knuckledusters, and suit of armour

provided free.—Apply
r 77, * Greylriars Herald.”

SUSPENDERS WANTED!

Lascelles i2 go fed-up with my maths paper,
Ly he says he'll report me to tha Head unless I
i e, {uil my socks up !—H, SKINNER, Study

5 No. 11, Remove. }
July 1st, 1933 i -

Mausl, lifo.
“HAD S0ME,” Dox

URGENT ]

“CYCLONE” SQUIFF
GETS SCOOPS

New Reporter’s Amazing Methods

Bquiff earned the nicknamo
" Cyelone " very soon after ho
joined the staff of the * Grey.
riars Herald," and we're going
totell you, without fear of ¢on-
tradiction, that he collects news
like othor people collect Free
Gift coupons. Boy, what a
reporter | Why, the lad’a the
greatest genius ever known io
journahgm !

Within half an hour of his

appointment he had returned
to the editorial office with news
of & bomb explosion, a ericket.
field riot, n shipwrock, and an
armed hold-up. Our Editor
elmost wept with joy.
. " Bquiff, old ¢hap,” ho said,
In & voice broken with emotion,
* you're wonderful—marvellous
—the man we've been waiting
for for yeara! How on earth do
you manago it "

** Oh, it just comes naturally
to me,” Squiff answered, with a
maodest emile. ** Matter of faet,
it's & kind of instinct—what
they call news-gense, 1 beliove.”

“Whatever it is, it's just what
we want on the ' Herald®! ™
Wharton eaid. * Thank good.
ness we found you whon we
did | ™

Mind you, we'll admit there's
& drawback to Squifl’s particu.
lar kind of news. We found
that out within five minntes
of his return to the offico, whon
Wingate looked round the door,
" “Squifl here *"” he nzked.

Oh, there you are, you young
sweep | 1 understand that
on've distinguished yoursell by

mg & cocoa-tin with gun-
powder, and firing it by a taper
—thereby causing a bomb ex.
plesion.  Report to the Head
i ten minutes’ time, will you 1

“Oh crikey ! murmmured
Bquiff, as Wingate buszed off.

Wharton gove him a rather
peculiar loolk,
* Is that the bomb e¢xplosion

you reported, Squiff 1" he
asked.
“Yes, that's the one!™

Squiff asnswered coolly. “1
wonder what silly ass gave the
game away 17

“ Well—my hat 1"

Before we had time to tell
Squiff what we thought of that
itemn of news, Buntor had burst
mto the room, squeaking with
terror.

“Save me!” he howled.
" Bomeone’s found out I waa

uasing my ventriloguism to make
the Shell and Fourth punch
each other on the cricket-fiold,
and the blessed teams are both
after me now! ‘Toll *sin how
you gave mo five bob to do it,
Sguiffy, or they'll serag met ™

The aditorial staff as;‘;ed.

“ Is this true, Squii%':’ " asked
Wharton,

" Well—yes, In a wa
anid Squiff rathor sheepishly.
“Oh crumbs ! ™

Tha last ecxclomation as
Coker and Pottor and Greene

burat into the editorial office,

T —

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

When a lady visiter told our Form masler
wa looked like angels, ho said he was quile

gertain nong of ns ?mcl winga.

All the snme, he ean't deny that we're
always skylarking about in the Form-rocm !

© = I B B, o .
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stroaming water all over the
place.
* There's the man that took

out. the plu and mearly
drowned us!" roared Coker,
pomting to Bquiff. ** Smash

him1 "™
“So—so that was SBquiff's
r%{rrtu& shipwreelk ! ' stuttered

arton, almest dazedly, * But
what the thump——-""

Ho broke off in amarement,

a8 two ovildooking tramps
stepped in,

* There’z the young pent!™
roared ono of them, * Told us

‘o'd give us ‘arf.a-crown if wa'd
protend te ‘old up another
young gent, "o did; and now
we've done it, the arf-crown
turng out to be bad !

* M-m-my hat !

The two tramps wore the
armed hold-up men, whose
exploit Squiff had just reported !

All the sensational happenings
Souiff had reported from be-
ginning to ond, had been ar.
ranged by Squiff himself !

Thon dollowed a riot, which
hecame a free fight when the
Fourth and Bhell ¢ricket teams
turned up, thirsting for Squiffs
ZOPD.

Only the Head was able to
quigten things down—and there
was a riotous scena in the Head’s
study when he got Squiff back
thoro !

" Cyelone ™ Squilf has heen
firod from the * MHerald™ re.
Fc:rt.ing staff. We're firm be-
levers in hot news, but Squifi’s
kind of news iz a bit too hot
lor ug !

Amateur Bullfighters’

—Attention

Grand Compotition after tea
next Monday, to geo who can
vonture nearest to Farmer
Hedges' mad bull, waving a red
flag. FPrize: A  beautifully.
bound  volume on ** Spanish
Bullfighting.” Ordor of eniry

will he decided by tossing up,
Ordor of exit probalily ditto !

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

BUNTER STILL UNCHALLENGED

Linley's wunecle, who is an experimental
clath designer in » Yorlshire woollen mill,
has recently invented some armazing yarns.

We understand, howewver, that thoy are
not half so amazing as the yarns Bunier
for calling-over

invented whon he was late
last night !

Mark Linley baz a unique col-

lection of auntographs, including

nedrly every inmate ol Grey-

friars—even Bunter,

signature, incidentally, {akes up
the Jargest area I

really do. He
village pond,

Bunter's

Coker just missed P.C.
other day when showing what hiz
re-conditioned motor-bike could
didn’t
b bowever, from
which Tozer gallantly rescued bim.

(NOTE.—This article is
in responsc to tmcerons
regquests  for somcthing
Fresle frome Colier’s pen.
Me asked hinme to malee it
Berious, s0 af o give gos
@ good Iowegh. He ealls it
“ly Dream Gl ! —

Efllj

You may wonder why a chap
of my standing and inflewance
should rite for a farg jornal.
The explanation ia that that
cheeky wyoung asa \Wharton
told me the public wero clam-
mering for an article {rom my
pen and with my usuol good
nature I provamised to give him
the bennyfit of my mitey brain
for once.

I have called this article * My
Dream Girl.,” By that, I mean
My Ideal Girl. Now I happen
Lo have had & lot of ogosperience
of Girls. There's somethiog
about my rugged, manly ap-
pearancs that appecls to thom.
As Misa Fillis Howell, of Chif
Houso, once remarked, when a
girl's with mo sho feels safe
agminst robbera and bandits, for
one look ot my face would
strileo terror into the scoundrelly’
harts.

But while I admit I've had a
lot of eggsporionce of givls, I
must also Konfess that thora's
spmothing misterious and elu-
stve about them that  still
pruzzlea me—something almost
forrin to the open, manly out-

Deey dﬂl!

Fifih-Former
Spills Sentiment

loek of aghap liko myself. They
seem to e lilke anything when
L telk in a seriouns wvain; and
ret, when [ tell them sereemingly
unony ] lees, they uasually look
ad eollem a3 boiled owla.

They som to lack a senso of
logic, You'd think any girl
would be glad to be protected
agsingt insalts, wouldn't you 1
Fet I remember an incident
thet maskes me wonder whother
that’s always trew. It was an
oecasion when I was talking to
a Cliff Fouse girl named Clara
Treviyn, in the lane, Two
Remo+  kls—Rake and Wible
—bapy Al to pass, and hﬂtﬁ
had the awdassity to wink ot
hee ! Quivering with anger at
the rde¢ wf o young lady being
insulted in my prescnce, J
rushed ef them and nocked
their hesds together. And then,
to my mmazement, the very girl
I . had lwen defending twmned
round gnd gmacked my faco!
I defy snybody to understand
B {nuug lady like that !

fy Diream Girl i3 something
very diffirent. The meer thought
of raisirg a hand ngainst e
would ~wver oceur {o her. Sho
woildosy ¢ mo ag I went in to
bat: at'encket, she would respect
me and admirc my overy
anction, she would agree witi
overyth¥ig I said, be suitably
sariousg when I spoke serioualy,
and lar! like anything when 1
cracked s joke.

I renember telling Miss
Barbara Boedlorn this, ono doy.
Much to my surprise, she (olid
e that what I wanted was vot
a givle et a ventriloguist's
dumm? |

Dashed if T can sco any scnsoe
in that statement, Can you ?

Tozer the A

Sportiva

migas the sticky end when Win

by Harold Bkinmer, came to &

Remove Secret Society—the In an eight-oared race petween

Blades—presided over Remove and Upper Fourth crews,
Emuw won easilly by three
] _ gt Temple & Co. hadn't
Gwynno raided the first meeting— a pult Jeft in them at the finish |
# card party—with their ashplants,

gate and gths.

£

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of Master

Tom Brown
By Mbs. Jessie Mimble

(Nore.—Mrs. Mimble firmly declined to
cornmit her opinion of Browny to paper, so
we had to tuke it down in shorthand as she
spoke. Hare it is, verbatim !—Ed.}

Nao, Master Wharten, I have quite enougl
writing to do, making up the books for my

 little shop, without starting to write for the

newspapers. Me write for the newspapers,
indeed 1t The vory idea !

But I wilt say, if you want me to tell you
shout JMuaster Brown, that—yes, Master
Tomple, they're freshin to.day, Half a pound?
Thanl: you !

Woll, a5 I was saving about Master Brown—
what’s that, young Master Tubb ? ** North
hasn't had his parcel yet " 1 You go back
at once and fell Master Worth I gave ib-to
Frotter to deliver quite an hovur ago ! Ieario
10, ihat page-boy is the bane of my life!
You'll pardon the expression, Master Wharton?
But about Jaster Brown

Giopd.afternoon, Master Coker ! Bettle your
hill ¥ Yes, it's two pounds, five and sixpence.
Thanlk you, sir! No receipt ¥ But you must
hasve a receipt-—dearie me, the boy's gone.
Just like Master Coker ! But as I was saying
about Master Brown

No, Master Bunter ! Yes, I said * no,” and
I mean “no™! And if you dare lay your
hands on those tarts—oh, very well, Master
Wharton, if you ingzist on paying ; but Mastor
Buntor doesn't deserve it. He's a greedy
boy, and I don't care if you do hear it.

Now, what I was going to eay about
Muoster Brown was this—oh dear, hore aro
the boys fvom the ericket game, all wanting
wes and lemonade, I'l be bound1l 1f you
don’t mind waiting half an hour or so, ['ll
tell you just what [ think of Master Brown,
and-—ves, Master Hobson ¥ Thank you,
Master Fry 1 1f you'll rench me those glasses,
Master Bolsover

{At this point, seeing that the only way of
gotting Mrs., Mimble's opinion of Tom Brown
was to knock her up in the middle of the night,
Y chucked 1t 1—12d.)

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT|

Unele Clegg. who runs the bun
shop in Friardale, makes Bunter
pay ¢ash for every purchase—a
wis¢ precaution, dus to Bunfer’s
long-standing account |

Harry

latest
Jade's.
master,

Wharton o top of
Remove bafting list so far,
score i 142
Mr. Lazcelles, the games
eonsiders Wharton an
England hope ot the fantore |

WAKE UP, GREYFRIARS!

Mauleverer’s Rousing Advice

“ Wake up, Greyfriara!" was
the rousing injunction issued by
the Earl Mauleverer, in the course
of an interview yesterday.

* It'a my beliof that the chap.
piea are gottin' slack an’ lazy in
their old age,” went on tho languid
lovd, with a sigh, " When I was
a lad, Greylviars used to win
casily at the games the chappies
playad—{footet an® crickball or
somethin®, I fancy.

' But nowadays, dear man, the
bagrars occasionally lose ! Only
this weak, I understand, somo.
hody or other beat them at somo-
thin', Shockin’, isn't it ?

" Thanga all round seem guister
an' tamer than thoy used to be.
Everybody used to be frichtfully
cnorgetic, and fellows used to
rush about like anythin'! They
don’t do it half aa much to-day.

* I beliove in a certain amount
of rushin’ about, y'know. Labor
omnia what's it, as thoy say in tha
elagaics ;. you undorstand Latin,
I hope, of® bean ¥

“ Rushin' about or scmethin’
has helped to make our far-flung
what-day call-it whatever 1t 13 or
gomethin® or other like that-—L
forgel exaclly what,

“In a word, what's wanted
to-day at Greyfriars is a groat
revival-—a resurgence of esprit
do what'a it, if you follow me,
denr man.

“ Wale up, Groyfriars! Waka
up as much as you like |

“* There's only one thing T ask :
Don't wake ma'!*

And, exhansted by his oratorical
cfforts, Lord Maunloverer sank into
the arma of Morpheus

 WHEN AMATEUR GARDENERS CALL—
leaga loave Llieir sncks of enrth and pailﬂ

On the Editor, will they p

of water autside T We don't want people to think we're going in for

a mud-slinging campaign |

—

'Lonzy’s

in the aural

Little Letters

Dear Editor,—In the anticipation that my
istolary activity may ameliorate tho felicity of
:ga animate existence of a confederative associate
= of my domiciliary apartment, I am constrained to
tranggresgive oceupation ol your unoccupied spatial
capacity inthe interest of a potential increment
puissance of that individual.

The semi-imperviousnesa to aural sonsation eor consciougness
exporioncad in thiz ecaze contemporansously with the indubitabla
juvenile propensity for indistinct verbal andibility would scem to

actuato the infercnes that the extirpation of lngu
ositive clartication of the enunciative issue would

hensibility and a

bo immeasurably beneficial.

al incompre-

My remarks are relativo to o juvenile known as Thomas Dutton,
Yours for auricular amecliceration,

Arowzo ToDp.

{(What *Lonzy means is that if we'll only speak up, young Tom

Duiton, our hard-of-hearing specialist, will hear us !

But it takes

‘Lonzy half a dictionary to say it !—Ed.)

among

MASTERS' COMMON-ROOM NEWS
Owing to
Prout has 1 b ] T
eolleagues with his exciting stories of big-gamo
hunting in the Bockies.

%mssum of work this month, Mr.
conn unable to entertain  his

E!l:mp:,r sickness, ‘which was very provalent
tho mastera, has completely
anpearcd singe the end of last monlhb.

dis-

—n

the
His
against St il

This ia the first postal * order
haa received this year |

NOT THE KIND HE WANTED

Bunter'as p
shilt up from the bottom of the Form, unless
he wants & jolly good hiding at the end of the

ater has writton to tell him to

Dunter



