"THE MILLIONAIRE DETECTIVE!" o=gi:iéseee HARRY WHARTON & CO.

T N o e

e e i

i F
Lo
j o
L] T
...... L] -'_:
k5

-

ek pity
o L
| T i

f Ilﬁ- . I- E‘?

Mo, 1,330, Yol. XKL1V. EYERY SATURDAY. Wegk Ending August 12th, 1933.



STIRRING SCHOOL STORY OF THE CHUMS

OF GREYFRIARS, INTRODUCING

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Taking Any |

i HAT'S the game?”
W Bob Cherry’ asked that

question in surprise. Hali

& dozen other fellows, in the
Remove sisngﬁ at Greyfriars, glanced
round at %Iilly ugter.

-Bunter was coming out of Study
No. .. '

Ho waa heavy-laden,

'His fat hands grasped the edges of a
rather _qﬂa:fuda tea-tray. On the tray
were -piled & number of s books.

heir dingy and dog-earzd condition
thowed that they were Bunter's booka.
On tép of the pile of books lay a ¢lock
that was not ticking, a pair of slippers
with more holes than soles, and a cushion
from which the stuffing was exuding in
séveral places. The tray rested against
Bunter's well-filled waistcont, and the
top of the pile reached to his podgy
chin. He blinked over_it thmugh his
big ‘spectacles at the Remove fellows
who stared at him in the passage.

“I say, you fellows, gerrout of the
way |" said Bunter.

“Moving job 1”’ asked Harry Wharton,
“"Eh—yesl I'm chanlging my study,”
explained Bunter. "“I'm fed-up with
Toddy, and I've told him so. Now
#mithy's gone, I'm changing inte Study
No. 4 You can help me carry these
things, if you like.”

“(3h, my hat |” ejaculated Bob.

The door of Study No. 4 aleng the
assage was closed, That study had
Eeen shered by Tom Redwing and Her-
bert Vernon-83mith. Bt Redt".-‘inﬁ,‘ had
it to himself now. Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, was gone.
Smithy had becn “sacked " from the
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school.  Prohably Redwing felt rather
lonely in Btudy No. 4 en his own, But
wh&tﬁrﬂr he would like to have his loneli-
ness relieved by the fascinating mmgan%
of Billy Bunter was a rather doubtfu

guestion to the Remove fellows. Bunter
seemed to have no doubts. But, then,
Bunter knew—what nobody else in the
Remove scemed to replise—what an
attractive and charming fellow he was.

Heavy-laden, Bunter rolled down the
passage to Study No. 4, the Juniors
staring at him, zome of them grinmng.
He blinked round.

“1 say, Wharton, open the door for
me, will you 1" he squeaked., “I've got
both hands full |

“Has Redwing asked you?”

“Eh—nol T'm going to tell him "

“ Pleasant surprise {or him—what§"
chuckled Bob.

“Yes, exactly ! Bedwing's been look-
ing frightfully down in the mouth since
Smithy went,* said Bunter. "1 don't
know whether he misses Smithy. I don't
see how he could, really—8mithy was
rather a beast |”

“¥You fat owl1® ;

“Qh, really, Wharton, you jolly well
know that Smithy was a beast! Why,
he had a worse temper than yours 1™

“Ymt‘—‘:,':}u—-—""

“And that's saying a lIotl” said
Bunter, blinking at the captain of the
Remove. "1 faney Redwing will ba
glad to have a rcally decent chap 1n hiz
study after Smithy, you know. Open
the door, will youl?™

“Fathead I

“Open the door for me, Bob !”

“ Ass IV

“I say, Nugent—="

“Idiot 1V

“ Beasts 1 roared Bunter.
Bull—"

"1 say,

“You fat frump!” growled Johnon
Bull, “Keep out of Redwing's study !

“It's going to he my study now, you
ass| I say, Inky, open this door for o
chap, will you "

Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh shook his
dusky head and grinned.

“The botherfulness of the csteemed
Reddy is not the proper caper, my
idiotic, fat Bunter ¥ he said. " EHe is
terrifically cut up by the departure of
his chumlyl_:l pal.’

“Well, I suppose he would rather have
me in the study than Bmithy,” said
Bunter. *“That's all rightt It will
cheer him up 1"

*“Oh, my only esteemed hat 1"

“Will vou open this door for me?"
roarcd Bunter. .

“The answer is
negative.” )

" Beast 1”

Billy Bunter could not open the door
himsef:‘., neither could he knock at it.
He hifted his foot to kick—and the pile,
on the tray swayed. Hea set his foof
down again hastily, Skinner came along
the passage, grinning. .

“1 say, Skinner, open this door for
me !* squeaked Bunter. .

“ Certainly 17 answered Skinner.

Skinner was not an obliging fellow, as
a rule; but he could be obliging some-
times—in his own way.

“Look here, S8kinner, don't do any-
thing of the sort!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, frowning. * Bunter, voun ass,
keep out of that study!
doesn’t want to he bothered !

Every fellow in the Remove cxeept
Bunter know that Tom Redwing had
beon quite knocked over by the disaster
that had fallen on hia chum. Even 3Mr,
Queleh, the master of the Remove, knew
it, and hoe had been very considerate to

in the esteemod

Redwing

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



Redwing in class.  But such things were
trifles light as air to William George
Bunter. Bunter’s fat thoughts, as usual,
were concentrated on  his  fat  self.
Besides, no doubt he supposed that it
would cheer Redwing a whole lot to
find his lost studr-maté replaced by such
a recally agrecable fellow as W. (.
Bunter ! .

“You mind vour own business,
Wharton 1" advised Bunter. *“Don’t
barge in, vou know ! I shall get on all
right with Redwing! He's not exactly

r class, of course, but I'm no snob.”

‘You blithering owl " 1

“¥aht! (et that door open, Bkinner 1"

“Look here, Skinner—" exclaimed
Wharton.

Unheeding the captain of the Hemove,
Skinner turned the latch and threw the
door of Study No. 4 wide open.

There was one fellow in the study—
Tom Redwing, i

He was seated at the study table, with
books open before himm. But he was not
working. He was staring straight before
him, with a dark cloud on his face, evi-
dently deep in painful reflections. He
started from hiz moody reverie, and
turned his head as the study door flow
open,

“What—"" he snapped.

Usually Tom Radwing was the best-
tempered fellow in the Remove, but he
seemed irritable now.

%1 say, old chap—" hegan DBuntcr.

“Don't bother 1"

“Oh, really, Redwing—"

“There vou are, DBunter!” said the
obliging Skinner, and he stepped back.

The next moment Skinner brought his
foot into plav, and gave the Owl an
unnximctedpjnit in the back.

Bunter had been about fo enter tho
study. Now he entered it—much more
guickly than he had intended. He few.

“ Oooogh " gasped Bunter,

Crash ! Bump! Thud! Crash! The
tray fell from DBunter's fat hands, and
books and clock and slippers and
cushion—all Bunter’s load, in fact—
crashed and elattered on the study floor.
On top of them sprawled DBunter,
roaring.

“Whooop! Yooop! Beast! Yarooop'”

“Ha, ha, ha!" came a yell from the
passage. .

“0Oh crumbs ! Oh criker !V

“Ha, ha, ha "

Tom Redwing jumped up. with a dark
brow. He was in no hamoor for jests,

“What the thump—" he cxclaimed.
“Look here—"

“Ow! Wow!" Dilly Banter sat up
amid his seattered properiy, like Marius
amid the ruins of Carthage. “0Ow!
Berast! I say Wow 1"

“What do veu want?™ hooted Red-
wing. “What have vou bronght all this
rublish here for, you fat dulfer?”

“Eh?®  Dunter blinked up at him
and scrambled 1o hia feet. “It's all
right, old chap! Help me to pick up
these things, will you® And, 1 say, vou
can come and lend me a hand to earry
tho rest, if wou like. T can’t bring the
armechaip-—--—"

“ What?" g

“Toddy savs it's his." said Punter.
“1le faake: out that the armehaic’s his.
liecanse bie boushi if, you Lkoow, Dut
Srmilhy's lefe his here, so thai’s all right!
You can have it wnen 1 don’t want it—
that's fair!”

“What the dickens 2

*T'min [-imngiug mto s sty px-
plained  DRunter, “I'm Fedoap with
Toddy in Studry No, 7. Now Bmilhx'a
gone=—""

“You fraljous owl! Gel onf 1V

“RER

“Cick out ! honled Redwing,

TOh, really. Redwing! I vou mean
that you don’t want me here—"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Just that! Get out!"

“¥ou can't expect to have a study to
yourself, you konow. Nobody has, in the
the Remove ! I'm changing into here,”
said Bunter firmly. “Dash it all, man,
you might be gratéful ¥

*“Ha, ha, ha ' came from the paﬁsgfe-

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Shot up, you fellows] ok herve,
Redwing, don't be cheeky, see? You
ought to-be jolly glad to get me here!
exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “It's a
bit of a catch, for a fellow of your class,
to dg'et e gentleman to share his
stndy——"

"IJ'IIE& ha, ha!” came another yell.

“And I'm rather an improvement on
Smithy, I suppose!’ said DBunter
warmly, “A rank outsider, sacked for
pub-hnunting——  ¥arcooh! Leggo!
Oh crikey! Leave off kicking me, you
beaszt | Oh jiminy ™

There was & shriek of lauglhter from
the passage. Billy Bunter, in Redwing’s
sinewy grasp, spun round tb the door,
A boot wes planted on the tightest
trousers at Greviriars. Buniter came
out of the doorway like a stone from

e catapult.
Bump !
“¥fa, ha. ha!™
“Ow! Wow!l I zay, vou feliows
Help! IKeep him off 1" shrieked
= w———y

ey = e =T

Mr. Vernon-Smiih, a City sfock-
broker, is mighty wild because
his son, Herbert Vernon-Smith
—more commonly known as
the Bounder—has been expelled
from Greyfriars ! In his amaz-
ing efforts to clear his som’s
name, Mr., Vernon - Smith
becomes a first-class amateur
detective !

Tunter. fellows——
Yaroooh 1™

Whiz, whiz, whiz! Bang, bang bang!
Dag-rared school-books came whizzine
out of the deoorway after Bunter, land-
ing on him one after ancther. 'Ihe fat
Uwl -'b%!ut']flﬂd and roared wnder the
hail,  Following them came a clock, a
pair of slippers, and a cushion, finallv
a tea-tray | They bumped and banged
and clattered on’ Bunter, till the last
article of his Rmport:.r had been ejocted
from Btudy No. 4. Then the door
slammed,

“Ooogh! Ow! Wow! Oh
gazped Dunter.

“Ha., ha, ha!™

Once more Billy Buuter sat up. like
Marius, amid the roins.  He pazped and
al}hullored for Lreath,

AN, You

“1 sar, ¥ou

criliey ™

TF

fellow s hig
guriled,

“Ha, ha, ha '™

“Bhall I open the door for vou azain.
DBunter *"' asked the ohliging Skinner.

“Ow! Ne! Keep it shut!™” yelled
Banter.

“1la, hia. ha

Billy DBunter staggered up. Ila
pathered up hiz property, stacked it on
the tray once more, and rolled, gasping.
back to Stody No, T, lollowed br a
roar of langhter from the Removites.

In Study No. T Peter Todd rave Lim
a starc as he rolled wearily in.

“Aron't Vol clianging out *v
demanded Taddy,
“Nw! NMNo! I'm not going to have

anything to do with that fellow Ned-
wing ! gasped Dunter. “He's an o

3

beastt  Oh dear!” Bunter
sank Ea?.f".‘-ﬁ into Toddy's armcheir.
Ow! This is what comes of being
km{} to the lower orders, Toddy ! They
don't eppreciate it—and they'ra uie
rateful ! I refuse to have envthing ta
o with that fellow Redwing [
“ u-:}f}' man " said Toeddy.
You're not going to lose me, after
all, Toddy !
Poor me!™ sighed Toddys. “I
fa.Emed it was toe good to be true!”
Beast 1™
And Peter Todd did not lose Bunter!

It was, as he had feared, too rond
bo true! r 8 ke

grateful

[ —

HH ALLO, halla, halle!? Linjoying
Third Form, jumped, as Bob
The fag had been wallking in the
face, Tt was that decp cloud, rather
attention,  Yence Lis greeting, and the
ssaack ;  butb there was a lot of beeof in
g0 durk and gloomy that sunny after-
And this periicular member of the
of Greesfriavs—which was a great dis-
Lut there was no doubt that Wingate
vonthinl shoulders; and he had locked

“turfed ¥ ot of Greviriars School,
between Jack Wingate's glum looks and
so far az most fellows knew, Wingate
not cross Bob Cherrv’s mind that the

Jack Wingate rulled

goodd-

naturedly. “TIs anyihing up?"
Mr. Wiggina had the pleasure—or

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Woes of Wingate Minor!
life 7 eoared Bob Cherry,
Mingate  minor, of the
clapped him on the shoulder.

“ 01" he gasped. “You nsz I
ruad, with his hands driven deep into
hig pockets, and & deep clond on his
unusual onn the brow of a Third Form
Fag, that had deawn the chieery Bob's
smack on the shoulder that made Jack
Wingate yell. Tt was a clieery, friendlv
Bob Cherry's arm.

Why Jack Wingate should be Inoking
noon was rather a puzzle. The Third
Form, as a rule, took life cheerfully.
Third was the young brother of Geo
Wingate, of the Bixth Form, captain
tinchion, and gave liim some conse-
guence among the other fags.
minor looked es if most of the troubles
in the universe had descended an his
like that ever since Herbert Vernon-
Smith, of the Remove, hed been

Few fellows, however, were likely to
guess that there was any  connection
the DBounder’s expulsion. “The Forms
Lhad little te do with one another: and
minor and the Bounder hardly knew
one another by sight. Certainly, it did
fag was thinking ef the fellow who had
been expelled.

his shoulder,
seowled, and turned awar,

“IHold on, kid!" eand Taob

“Nol! gprunted the fap.

“Wigpins boen whopping vou?”
otherwise—ol being Form master of the
Thard, :

':[ Blow Wigzions ! snapped Jack Wine.
gate,

Ile moved awax, but Dol made a step
after hin.

“Took here, kid." zaidd Bob., “the
olher day vou asked me if 1 could lend
vou o guid, and I eouldn’r. Is it that?
ITard upi”

(11 ':,';n [p:

“What T mean ks, 10 1173 that, Tve had
a remittance.”

“71 dou't want rour monev '™ grunfed
Wineale minor.

Bob Cherry’s Llue eyes glinted, Ha
did not have so many remittances as
pleaty of other fellows—and_he had a
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good many roads for one, when he did
have one. A kind heart, and a rather
thoughtless head, had prompted his
offer; and the fag's ungreteful answer
was raether irritating, even to a very
good-tempered fellow,

"Well, you noxious [ittle sweep, you
wanted it the other day, or 1 suppose
you wouldn't have askedl!" said Bob
gharply. “And if you weren't the cap-
tain’s minor, I'd jolly well !:-a.ng your
head on a tree for your cheekl

“(Oh, go and eat coke ™ said the fag.

And he slouched away—very narrowly
e=caping @ helping foot as he went,
But Bob restrained his natural impulse
to kick the checky young rascal. ke
did not think much of Wingate minor
personally ; but ho thought a very great
deal of “old Wingate,” the captain of
Greyfriars. Tor the major's sake, he
meagnemmously forgeve the miner, and
walked off in another direction, leaving
Jack Wingate unkicked. :

Tubb and Paget and Bolsover mimor
of the Third, called to Jack _Wmﬁate
in the quad. Instcad of enswering them
or joining them, Wingate minor walked
on more quickly, leaving the fags
staring. .

* What's the matter with that shirty
little sweep, you men!” asked Tubb.

“Goodness knows! Let him ripl”
answered Paget.

“Ha's been stuffy ever since Monday,
when he was trying to borrow & guid
in the Form,” said Dolsover minor,
“ At if any man in the Third bad & quid
to lend! Bother him [*

Heedlezs of the comments of the fags,
Wingate minor slouched on. He caught
sight of Harry Wharton, the captein of
the Remove, 1n the quad, and changed
hia, direction. He did not want to see
Wharton !

Wharton somchow had guessed—the
-ag did not know how--that it was on
his account that Smithy had broken
gzhool bounds ab night—the cofence for
which the Bounder had been secked.
Bimithy had warned him that prefects
were “on the prowl,” among them his
brother, head prefeet of Greyiriars—and
geaved him from being caught out of
bounds after lights-out,

He had escaped; but Emiﬂn}; himself
had not cecaped, and Smithy had paid
the piper! And Wharton knew—or, at
least, suspected. The wretched fag did
oot want to mect his eyes,

When he had first heard that Smithy
had been caught, his fear had been
great that the Bounder would speak out
and give him away. The Bounder had
eaid nothing—and his fears were
relieved, But almost as bad was the
trouble on his conscienco,

ITe dared not tell what Smithy had
not cared to tell; but 1t weighed heavily
on his mind. It was no wonder that
the Third had found him moroso and
irritable since the Bounder had left.

“ Jack !

The fap gave a jump as his name was
called. He spun round, and his
troubled face flushed erimson, under the
eyes of Wingate of the Sixth, The cap-
tain of Greyfriers eyed him very curi-
ously, and a hittle steenly.

“Come into my study " he said.

#1—1 was just going out—" stain-
mercd Wingate minor.

“Come along with mo instead 17

The fag locked rebellions. Buat Win-
pate major was not only his brother
Ueorge, but also captain of the school,
whose word was law,

Unwillingly, Jack [ollowed him into
tha House and lo his study.

There, Wmgate of the Sixth sat on
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the edge of the table and surveyed the
fag's sullen face with keen eyes.

“What'a up i he rapped.

“ Nothing I i ] :

“ Now, look here, kid,” zaid Wingate
quietly, “1've hed my eye on you the
last few deys. Last Monday you told
me you owed some money up and down
the Third, and I steod you 8 quid to get
square. 1 supposed thet was thehend of,
it. It scems thet it iso't] You've got
something on your mind. What is 167"

“ Nothing.” i

“It's & bit odd that a kid in the
Third should owe as much as a pound.
Was it more then that, and you didn’t
care to say sofl

“Nol :

“If vou're in debt, you youn
tell me at once! Whatever 1t 15,
sea you through. Now, then ™

“I don't owe any money.” :

“Qure 7 asked Wingate doubtingly.

“Well, then, what's the trouble!” de-
manded the Greyfriars captain. “T tell
you I've had my eye on you, and I
can sce that there’'s somothmg up.
Especially the last day or two! What
is 16"

* Nothing I _

Jack Wingate was edging towards the
door. It was evident that he was only
anxious to escape from the study. Win-
gate eyed him ocuriously and rather
snxiously. The captain of Greyfriars
had plenty of occupations, but he did
not, like some elder brothers, forget that
he had a young brother in the school.

“Yeu'va nothing on your mindi~
asked Wingate at last.

“ What could I have?” grunted Jack,

“Blessed if I know—but you lock
like it! I hear that you've been io hot
water with -Wiggins a good deal lately.”

“ Bother Wiggins I grunted the fag.

“That isn't the way to speak of your
Form master, Jack—and to a prefect!
Any other prefect would give you six—
and I oonght to!™

“1 don't carel”

Wingate slipped off the table.

“Cut1” he said briefly.

Jack Wingate, in palpable relief,
scudded out of the study. Wingate of
the Sixth was left with a thoughtful
brow. Something, it seemed clear, wag
wrong with his minor, but it was eqlun!ly
clear that Jack did not mean to tell him
what it was. And Wingate, though he
thought deeply over the matier, never
camo anywhere near guessing the
truth.

459
shnii

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up to Coler !
CGI{ER, of the Fifth Form, gave a

snort. :
“This won't do!" said Coleer,
“TEh, what?” yawned Polter.

“ive us o rest, old chap [ mumbled
Urecne. i

Coker & Co., of the Fifth, had been
taking a walk that afterncon. Coker,
who was bursting with encrpy ab all
times, had ncarly walked Fotter and
Creene off thetr legs,

Coming back to the school by way
of the towpath along the Bark, the
green mossy banks had tempted Potter
and Greene—sorcly in need of a rest
Cokor was not the fellow (o take a rost,
or to lot any other fellows take a rost.
With greal cunming, Polter had sup-
pesled that Coker shonkd tell them all
ahout that late eot of his—a late cut
of which Coker was very prowd, it being
eng of Cuoker’'s unfonnded beliefs that
he could play cricket. So they sat down

THE MAGNET

and Greene all about that late cut. And
Coker told them, Potter and UGreena
resting luxuriﬂuﬁij in the grass and
heading Coker's voice just as much aa
they heeded the drone of the insects in
the summer air.

20 long as a fellow did not listen to
it, Coker's conversation, on the whaele,
was ng worse than the hum of =
or the buzz of & wasp, And Polter and
Cireene, of course, did not listen. After
Coker had been talking for a quarter
or an hour, their minds were still a
beautiful blank on the subject of
late cut of his.

Suddenly, howeaver, Coker snorted, sat
up, and declared that it woulde't do.
YWhich his comrades supposed to mean
that the strenuous Horaco wanted to get
going again and use his legs instead of
his chim,

“But lock hers, we're {frightfully
interested, old chap 1" said Potter hypo-
critically. “ You were telling usg—"

“It's really an education in ericket to
hear you on the subject, Coker,” mur-
mured Greene. “Do go on, old chap 1*

“If you fellows had your eyes open,
instead of geing to sleep while a chap's
talking ‘to you, you'd see “wlhot I've
seen,” said Coker, severely. " Look I

He pointed. Potter and Greene lazil
lifted their heads from the mossy ban
on which the said beads rested, snd
lonked,

Coming up the towpath from the
direction of the school, was a fag of
the Third Form~—Wingate minor]! He
was tramping with his hands in his
pockets and a moody look on his face.

From the other directionm, where the
Three Tishers Inn nestled among the
trees by the river, came & man with a
red necktie, a beery countenance, and
a bowler hat on tha back of & shiny,
oily heoad,

Neither the fag nor the beery gentle-
man observed the thres seniors under
the trees, half-hidden by grass and ferns
and foliage. Bubt they observed one
another.

Wingate minor gave guite a jump and
stopped dead, almost opposite the spot
where the Fiith-Formersz lay under the
traes back of the towpath. His faco,
at the sight of the beery man, registered
dismay.

The man in the red necktie, on the
other hand, gave him & grin and a ned
of recognition, and guickened his pace.
Evidently, he knew and recognised Jack
Wingate, of the Greyiriars Third,

“Lhis won't dol" repeated Coker of
the Fifth. " ¥ou men see that? I've
scen - that blighter before—his name's
Leach, 1 believe, and he’s & billiards.
matrker at the Three Fishers. Nice sort
of hii{uter to be speaking to a Groy-
friars kid—whatt”

“Lattle sweep ! said DPotter, with a
vawn. “I wonder what old Wingato
would say "

“1 wonder what he'd do?” grinned
Greene. “I fancy he would give that
man Leache o prize nose to take home
with bim.”

“Well, Wingate isn't here,” eaid
Coker. “I don’t think s lot of Win-
gate of the Sixth—he's vather an ass in
a lot of things. Look at the way he
leaves me oub of the cricket!
not going to sce a  fellow like
that szpeaking to his minor! If hLe
speaks to him I shall hit him ™

“0Oh, tmy bat ! murmured Potter and
Groeno.

They rather wished that they had
walked on now. Coker was the man
to Lhont for frouble, wherever trouble
was to be found by an assiduous hunter.
But Potter and Greene really did not

that

under the trees for Coker to tell Potter wunt to bo mixed up in a shindy with

But Pm.
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a disreputable loafer from a disreput-
able “pub=

“You're not & prefect, vou know,”
Patter pointed out.

*“That's the Head's fault and the
school's loss,” answered Coker.

“ Dotter not chip in, old feilow.”

“Ton't ba an ass, Potter [

“Look here, let's get out Y suppested
Greecne.

“Don't be an idiet, Greenc I”

Potter and Greene sighed, and gave it
up., From of old, they knew that argu-
ment was wasted on Iorace Coker.

Coker, in a determined mood, watched
with grim eyes. Certainly, a character
like BIr. Leach, of the
was a most wudesirable acauaintance for
a Grevfriars fag., And from the look of

‘hree Fishers,

anvthing now, Leach. I paid that pound
on Honday.”

“Who's saying wou didn't?" asied
bMr. Leach., * FPhe "orse lost, dida't he?
And didn't I put the quid en for you?
And dide't I wait a week for you to
setile? And a precious row you'd get
into at vour school, I'll be bound, if it
was knowed that vou came along at
arf-past ten at night to see a man.”

Wingate minor's face paled, as 1if all
the colour had been drained out of it.

“You—ryou wouldn't tell ! he stam-
mersd.  * You—vou wouldn’t be such a
beast—you couldn’t ™

“*Course I wouldn’t!” said the
hillizards-marker of the Three Iishers.
“But a man expects a civil word, And

; s '“.-,d;,.,,rﬁ T T
T :‘\ ' i'cs:; b
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“f happew to be a Greyfriars man,”

siorted %ﬂk!‘:h “and I happen to see
vou trying to strike up an acguaintanes
with o kid belonging to my school—and
I happen to be just the fellow to gﬁ"i’ﬂ
vou what vou want! Get out of this,
voung Wingate! Now then, my man,
put up your bands; I'm going to whop
vou !
T HI—=1 say—"" stuttered  Wingate
minor. Ha had no objection to the
whopping of Mr. Leach te anv extent,
but e was in terror of what the man's
resentment might make him do afters
walds.

“Get out!” snapped Colker. " You
ought to know better than to let a fellow
of this kidney speak to you! Get out!”

Ho gave Wingate minor o push thet
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“ Whoop ! *” roared Leach, when, after fwo or three wild and whirling minutes, he got Coker's right in his eye, and went

down on his back.

“* Yoo<hoo=hooop ! "

“ That’s a tip! * said Coker calmly.

** Keep clear of Greyiriars fellows, See?

You’re a had egg, you are ! ”* Meanwhile, Wingate minor was scudding away up the fowpath.

things, he was forcing himself on Win-
gate minor. The fag looked as if he
wanted to retreat, but did not dare to
do so. It was not, perhaps, Coker's
buziness—but muinding ,l:[si own business
thiad never been one of Horace Coker's
weaknesses, Anvhow, he had made np
his mind that 1f the man Leach did
speak to Jack Wingate he was going 1o
weigh 1n, with emphasis.

And the man Leach did. He came
up to where the fig was standing and
stopped, with a grin on his face. The
Cireviviarz seniors were not near enough
1o hear what was said, but they saw
thiat the man was speaking.

“'Fre you are again, sir 1" said Leach.
“Coming up to the Fishers, sir?”

“Weoneno o staminered Jack Wingate.
“1—1I sav, Leach, I=—I wish you wonldn't

speak to moe hero!  Weo omnzght be
B ———"

“ And s'posa we was?" said bMr. Leach
disagreeably,

It would get me into a row," faltered
the fag. “I—I sar, I—1I don't owe you

if rou wanted to put a quid on a ‘orse
again, ain’t I ready to 'elp "

“No fear " pasped Jack Wingate.
“Wot likelv! T was a fool io do 11—I
was a fool ever to set foot in the place
at all, I-—T Look here, Leach, vou
leave me alone! JI—"

A _ltlem'_'.' tramping of feet on tha tow-
path interrupted Jack Wingate, He
stared round in terror. and Leach
scowled round. Coker of the Fifth was
weighing in!

“Now then, what does this mean?”
demanded Horace Coker in his most
dictatorial tone,

Jack Wingate could only gasp, A
Groviviars fellow had seen him in talk
with the man from the Three Bislicrs!
Fortunately, 1t was not a prefect. DBut
a seerck liko the wrerched fag's eouid
not be teo deeply hidden. 1le could
on!y stare at Coker in uiter dismar.

Ieaoh, however, did not seem alarmed,

“Whoe may you 'appen to be when
on're at ‘ome?" he demanded trucu-
cntly.

gent him staggering, thea he bestowed
hiz attention on the becrr man. Mr,
LEeach backed away along the towpath,
looking a little alarmed. He was a
man rather acenstorned to shindies, and
Coker waz a schoolboy: but Coker was
a big, burly, beefr fellow, and the more
Bfr. Leach looked at him the less ho
liked his lools. e backed away slowly
at first, and thon faster. till he was
almost running backwards. Hoiace
Coker followed him up as fast,

“I told veou to put your hands up!”
reminded Coler, ]

“Look ‘ere, wou keep of ! said
Leach. 1 don't want no trouble with
vou, What's the "ammn in passing the
time of day with the voung bloke ™

“Lots " said Coker, " For one thing,
it's moing to geob ¥ou o wnopping.
That's for a start”™
B Waw ' raared . Leaclh, as Coker's
knuckles eztnblished condace with a beery
nose.  “Ow! Wow !  Why, I'll—"

e jumprd lo Cloker.

Tue Macxel Ligpany.—ivo. 1,330,
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“Oh, my hat!” zaid Potter. Potter
and draen& werg on their feet now,
locking on. Jack Wingate, catclhun
sight of them, gave them a startled loo
and seudded away up the towpath
towards the school.

Coker and Leach were too busy to sea
him go. They were ElE«:rimg: 1t hammor-
and-tomgs. Coker b sbout as much
science as a buffalo—a rather backward
buffalo. But he was encrmously strong
and packed full of pluck. And when one
of Coker's terrific drives got home it did
demeago; it was a good deal like a tap
from a sledgehammer.

“Whooop I'" roared Leach when, after
two or three wild and whirling minutes,
he got Coker's right in the eye. IHe
went down on his back on the towpath
gauir Coker's fist had been a cannon-

RN

“Man down I'* chuckled Greene.

“Voe—hoo—hoaop ! howled ILeach.
#Oh, my eye!l Oh, my 'at! Wheoop !V

Coker, panting, glared down at him.

“Have some more ¥ he demanded.

“Owl Wow! VYou keep off, blow
ver I roared the billiards-marker of the
Three Fishers. “You leave a bloke
alone! Wow! Oh, my eyel”

“That's a tip,” said Coker calmly.
“Keep clear of Greyfriars fellows. Sest
You're a bad egg, you are|l Come on,
snujfullnws, we'd better ba getting In to
tea.

Coker walked down the towpath with
Potter and Greens. My, Le did not
sit up till he was gone; then he Ea‘h_ﬂi},
OBTCASING  One eye—which was rapidly
blackening—and blinking after Coker
with the other.

“Dh goshi 1" said Mr. Leach.

And Ee picked himself up at last and
walked back to the Three Fishers to get
& beefsteak for that eye—it needed 1t

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Father and Son |

({4 ERBERT ! :

H Mr. Samupel Vernon-Smith,

the millienaire, ul:-t::red his

son’s name in surprise. The
school holidays were near at hand, but
it was not yet the end of the term, snd
Mr, Vernon-S8mith had not expected to
sea his son at home.

Smithy was standing in the hall of
the house in Courtman Sguare, London,
which was Mr. Vernon-Bmith's town
home., Ho had been there seversl days,
since he had left Greyfriars School, His
father had heen absent.

Mr. Vernon-Smith was a busy financial
gentleman, with many irons in the fire,
and was often away on journeys for days
or weeks, It had been rather a relief
to Smithy to find that his father was
away when he got home on the day of
his expulsion from school; it postponed
a painful meeting, at least. But as one
day followed another Smithy restlessly
wighed that it was over. Heg knew that
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his disaster would be a terrible blow to
hig father, and he hardly knew how Mr.
YVernon-Smith would taks it. It was o
heavy blow to himself, so far as that
went, but the Bounder of Greyfriara
found himeelf thinking more about his
father than himself,

My, Verpon-8mith was abroad, the
date of his return uncertain, Letters—
among them the explanatory letter from
the headmaster of Greyfriars—accumu-
lated, awaiting his return. Larkin, the
butler, could only tell Smithy that his
father was expected back within the
week, They were weary and restless
du{g for Smithy.

ore than once he repented, or half
repented, of the resolve that had caused
him to get it ““in the neck ' at Grey-
friars. o called himself a fool—ten
times a fool—f{or having bothered hs
head ahout a wretched, frightened fag
at all, for having cared a strow whether
Wingate of the Bixth found out s
brother’s disgrace. And yet at the
bottorn . of his heart he could not be
sorry for the line he had taken. But he
dreaded the meeting with his father—
not for his anger, but for hiz dismay
and consternation.

A telephone-call to Lorkin announced
ot last that Mr. Vernon-Smith was re-
turning. When the big Rolls sm?pﬁd in
the square Smithy was in the hail wait-
ing for his father to come in, anxious to

et it over. The millionaire bustled in;

arkin took his silk hat, ancther man.
servant his coat, and then he saw his
son and stared at him. -After the first
moment of surprise ha looked pleased.
Mr. Vernon-Smith was not a soft-
hearted man; m the City ha was con-
sidered hard as nails. But therg wga a
goft spot in his heart for his only som;
he was always glad to see Snuthy.

“You at home, Herbert! BSchool
broken up ecarly—or what !

“ Mo, father, but——""

“Ixtra holiday? Well, I'm glad to
see you, anyhow! You're in time for
lunch.” Mr. Yernon-8mith did not
et know that his son had been days at

ome. “You'll lunch with me, and if
vou've got leave for the night we'll do
4 theatre this evening—what 1"’

i u HE
“That's all right; talk at lunch.”

Mr. Vernon-3mith bustled away. The
Bounder was left with & clouded face.
Hiz father had not the fainfost sus-

icion of the blow that was to fall
gmithy knew that thersa was a letter
from Dr. Locke, and he wondered
whether his father would open it before
lunich. But the cheery expression on
Mir. Vernon-Smith's faco when he come
down to lunch showed that he had not
heard the bad news.

While the servants were in the room
Smithy did not care to broach the sub-
jeck, Hoe had no doubt that there would

g an explosion from his father when he
heard. Lunch was rather an ordeal to
the Bounder: he said little, while Mr.
Vernon-8mith talked frecly. Tha mil-
lionaire was in great spirits. It was his
custom to talk bosiness affairs to his son,
to prepare him for the position he was
to occupy some day, and Smithy was
keen and shrewd, and more than once,
ter his father’s great delight, he had
mude some sugrestion or ocbservation
wliich showed that he was o chip of the
old block.

It scemed that Mre, Vernon-Smith had
brought off a “coup ™ which was going
to add considerably to s  already
enormous fortune. Hizs talk ran on
West African gold-mines. I'or yvears
and years and years geld-mining in that

varter of the globe had swallowed up
sharcholders’ money, like & sponge sop-
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Samuel Vernon-Smith,
with his wsual keen judpment, had
spotted when the tide was turning.
Shares that he had bought for shillings
in the big slump were now worth pounds
—and wers going to be worth much
maore.

West Africa, he told hia son, was the
coming gold-producing country; it was
going to be as big a thing as Bouth
Africa had been, Most people did not
know it vet; but Me. Vernon-Smith
knew it, and he was laying in shares
and concessions aod options in that
country—a risky business for any man
who did not know how to tell the
genuine from the spoof, safe enough for
Samuel Vernon-Smith. At any other
time the Bounder would have been
keenly interested; now he hardly lis-
tencd, his mind full of what bo had to
tell his father.

After lunch, when Mr. Vernon-Smith
settled comfortably in an armchair with
the single cigar he allowed himself dur-
ing the day, Smithy had & chance to
speak, His father was so cheerful, so

ecased to see him and talk to him, that
10 shrank from deshing the biow. DBut
it had to be dealt.

“"I've got something to tell wyou,
futher." The Bounder got it out at last,

ping up waler.

“l—I—I— Buppoese I left Grey-
friars?"  He was trying to break if
gently.

Mr. Vernon-SBmith sot up and stared.

“ Left Greyfriars? Nonscnse [

i Yﬂu EEE_J‘?

“1 thought you were happy there.
What's the trouble? You surely don't
want to leave ™

ic Nﬂ‘ Eut ¥ )
“1 understand,” Mr. Vernon-Smith
smiled, * You're impatient. Ilenty of

time, Herbert, my boy—plenty of tine |
You must be a boy hefore you're a man.
I was never at & Public school, but I
know it's valuc; that's why you're there,
Herbert. You're a keen, sensible lad,
and I can talk freely to you. Al wyou
learn there is s0 much rubbish—granted |
You'll never meet an ancient Roman in
the City to talk Latin fo. Ha, hal
The French you got there is useless,
except as a foundation for learning the
language clsewhere. You get zhreds
and patches of various subjects; nothing
esz¢ntial or useful in muny of them.
Unless you choose to learn, you learn
nothing; and if you choose to learn,
you'd have & better chance of doing it
anywhere but in a Publio school, All
that's true, Herbert, but—"

“1 mean—-"

“But,” went on Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“you've not got to kick for vourself on
the bottom rung of the ladder of lifa!
If you had, a Public school education
would be s La.ndiuap! You'd come away
able to play games, and wanting to play

ames and disinelined to stick to work,

ou’'d know all about couniy. cricket,
and rmthi% about the foreign ex-
changes!| You might be able to read—
who was in the orniginal
Greek—"

“Latin, dad!™ said Smithy, with a
Frif.

“It docsn't matter which, so far as
the realities of life are concerned, as
vou know as well as I do, Harbert,
Tha whole thing's pifle, from =a
practical point of view. But it's one of
the praces of life—like music and paint
ing. You will be able to afford it] Ard
the pamez—that's really what the Publio
school exists for, and it's right,

it #—Livy,

Herbert | Healthy mind in a healthy
body—what? You can put that in
Latin 32

“1 hope so!” said 8mithy, laaghing.
“Well, put it in Latin. Let's see what
wa're getting for our money.”
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" Mens sana in eorpore sano,” said the
Bounder, humouring his fathee. ]

“Good I said Br. Vernon-Smith.
"Games—plenty of open-air exercise—
that's what & boy wanta! Physicalnfit-
ness is worth all the book-learning that
ever was learned, Herbert! Get fit!
That's the thing! Keep fit! You gel

and you keep fit at Greyfriars!
Education—real education—will begin
after you've left. Don't be in a hurry
for it! It's hard work when it comes™

“Yes! But—

"1 never had your chance, Herbert!
At your age I was stamping and posting
lettors in an ufﬂuﬂ—ﬂns EAVIDE Up Hix:
pences, I should be a happicr man lo-
day if I'd been playing ericket 1 There’s
a time for everything! Play cricket
while yow've got the chance, and the
time| Everybody hasn’t the chance,
more's the pity ! Now X®—Mr. Vernon-
Smith glanced at hiz watch—" I shall
have to ]}EE to the City—"

“But, Fathor—-—=

“My dear boy"—Mr. Vernon-8mith
waved his clgar at the Bounder—"don’t
gay any more! You're tired of school—
of stulfing your mind with piffle, and
protending to take sericusly a lot of
old donkeys who haven't brains cnough

to be anything but schoolinasters! 1
understand | But it won't do. ‘T'oe the
line, my boy—take your fathoer's
advico—"

# But—1"

“Rot!” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“Think it over, and say no more.

You're not leaving Greviriars! Touch
the bell, will you? I want to tell
Larkin to order the car(¥

Mr, Vernon-Smith rose. The Bounder
had to geb it out now.

“Thora's no choice in the maiter,
father,” he said.

“What? What do vou mean?”

“I'm sacked !

It was out now!

e —

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
The Vials of Wrath [

1 ACKED [*
§ Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith
stared at his som as if not

understanding. Smithy rose to

his fect.

“Racked! What do sou mean by
sacked? You don't meen expelled 1%

" Yes I

“lxpelled—from your school !

“Yesll

“Good gad!™

MMr. Vernon-Smith sat down again—
or, rather, he fell into his chair. Ile
gazed open-eyed, open-mouthed at his
son. He forgot all about the Cily and
the car—and even the prozpects of Waat
Africa as a pold-producing country ! lle
gaspod. :

Bmithy stood silent.

“You voung rascal! sad  AMr
Veornon-Smith at last, " What have you
been doing :

“T've hod roogh luek, father.”

“You voung raseal [

“It woasn't wholly my faalt—"

o Ez-:]'mllvd*. Iicked out of Crey
friars 1™ "The millionaire scemed unahble
1o assimilate the stariling information,
"Cheok ! Nazhed impudenee! A
dashed schoolmaster! DBy gad, T coulid
huy him up, lock, steck, and barrel, with
tlie dashed schonl thrown in! Expelled

—my son ! We'll seo—we'll seol”

Wha Dounder bit hiz Lip.

“There’s  nothine can  be done,
fatlwr—-"

“Thatl's not for vou to sav!l Do you
thinkk 1I''m poing to have my  son
expolled  from  school 1 roared  Ar.

Vernon-Smith, It was the explosion!
(Continued wn next page.)
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“By gad! This is because I've spoiled
you, instead of thrashing you, Herberi !
I toought you had sense--sense enough
to stecer clear of trouble with an eld
donkey ! But he will hear from me—
shﬂrg |4

“ Fathep——=23 .

“"You wvou razcal ! You oun
fool!l What havé you been doing?
You've been near this before. I've inter-
fered more than once snd saved your
bacon! What have vou done? It will
have to be accommodated somehow.
Can't you understand, you young idiot,
that s thing like that will ching to you
for life? sides, it disarranges my
plans for you! I ghall not allow it for
one moment 1"

“* But—"

“Not for & moment !
My son sacked! Great
dashed impudence of a da
master—we shall see I o

The Bounder stood silent, waiting for
tha storm to pass. Mr. Vernon-Smith
was angry and excited; but he s=oon
cooled down. He wag first of all, &
business-man, and anger and cxcitement
wore & wseless waste of energy! He
very soon pulled himself topether.

“git down, Herbert ! Tell me—"

“There's & letter from the Head wait-
inﬁ for you—2 : ,

Nevor mind thatl Tell me what's
happened ! I've got to see to this, and
accommodate ] T shall have to cut
appointments in the ll:htqu You young
rascal ! Get to it—don't waste time!
The son of your father ought to under-

We shall scel
ad! The

ad school-

stand that time’s money! Now, what
was it

“ Broaking bounds—"

" Rubbish |

“* After lights-out——"

“¥You young rascal I

Smithy made no reply to that, As a
matter of fact, it was his father's reck-
less indulgence of him that had helped
to make him the reckless scapegrace he
'_i;:r.s; and both of them were aware of
1

Mr. Vernon-Smith was silent, too, for
some moments Ie was well aware of
the serigpusnces of the offence stated by
his son. Personally, he regarded it
lightly—and schoolmasters as a =pt af
nervous gnd cranky old women! DBut
he had to deal with facts—and he was
accustorned to dealing with facts!

“Five me the wheole story,” he said
at last, speaking ecalmly. *'What did
you hrealk bounds foe 7

“It was to get a silly kud out of a
BOTA R
The Boundor eoloured as he made that
answer. Ile wanted to make out as good
a case for himsclf as he could: at the
same timoe he loathed appearing in the
character of the “good bov™ of a
nincteenth-centur sehool-book. His
father stared at him blankly.

“"You young fool!™ he said.

“1 suppose 1 was rather a fool ' ad-
mitted the Bounder. “Tt's not in mv
line at all to play the fool like that!
But, in the sircumstances—-"

“How did it happen 1

“A zilly little idiot got
ECTa

“A friend of yours?™

“0h, no; a kid in a lower Farm. 1
hardl» knew him. Dot his brather's the
most decent chap in the sehool, and had
been very drecnt to mo—when T didn't,
doserve ab. either, The little idiat eat
aseauainted with a low brute at a pah.
and put some money on a horse.  0OF
course, the gee.pee lost, and e owerl the
man a nowtel. The man wanted his
monrvy—I think threatoped him., Tle rot
the money from somoewlhere, and Lefiodd
to pot to the place to pav tho man, but
thera wore beaks about-—?

Tue Magrer Lipnany.—INo. 1,530,
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“What 7" barked Mr. Vernon-Smith,

“I mean, masters—and theelong and
short of it was that he got out at might
to go to the Lhres Fishers and pay the
rotter, T happened to find out that he
had broken gut—""

“ What business was it of yours ¥

“None, I suppese, only—" Tha
Bounder pavsed, and went on again.
“@Quelch—my TForm master—was sus-
picious of me. He had set the prefects
on the watch for me. knew 1t, and
I knew that that littlo idiot would fall
right into their hands when he came
m. So—I got out and tipped him.”

“And got caught ?

“Yes. The kid got elear, luckily.
And I was just following him up to a
window when a prefect grabbed me.”

Mr. Vernon-8mith gave his som a
rather keen and suspicious look.

“That's the truth, Herbert?:

" Father I'

Smithy's face crimsoned, Unscrupulous
a3 the Bounder was in many wavs, he
would never have lied to his father.

“Well, it's the truth,” said Mr.
Vornon-Smith. He looked relieved.
“1 believa you've got rather a bad
record at your school, Herbert; and you
ecan't be surprised at what you've pgoi.
But I think I see my way. If you'd
brq::ke;i;:u. out ut night to play the goat

“As it happens, I didn't.”

“That's sheer luck, Why dldn’t'ﬁm
tell this to your headmaster? r.
Locke could not have expelled you for
that.”

“T told him, bu 2
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“But what?”" rapped the millionaire
testily. ;

“He did not believe meo.”

“What? You mean to say that the
other boy denied—=1

“Mo—no—no! He wasn't questioned
—he wasn't found out! Thoey—they
belicve it was some chap whom I was
leading into mischief, Once, this torm,
I was caught out of the Tlouse, after
lhighls-out, and Bunter was wilh me.
You remember that fat feel, Bunter?
i];!c followed me out, against my will,

ug——"

“Ha ecouldn't have,
gone,”

“That's how they logk at 6, said
Smithy. “They fancy it was something
of tha same kind agoin-some silly
fellow being lod inte mischief by a bad
cgg. That made the Ilcad hard as
nails. ™

“Ho b should, iF it was true,” growled
the millionaive. “Bet T don’t under-
stand yoi.  Why was mot the boy
guestioned § A headminaster should bo
ahle ta get the truth out of o boy

“They don't know——"

“You gavo his name®™

ik Nu.Jl

“MWhy not ¥

Th[j Ia:]l.llll.iﬂ‘l_" Wiks ﬂ]l..[f_!“'-- '-I-!H!'l'l_"' wATBR
many reasons why not; bui be had littlo
hope that hiz Father would understand
any of them.

if you hadn't

THE MAGNET

“Anzwer mel? said Mr. Vernon-
Smith barshiy.

“It's a thing no fellow could do,”
said the Bounder. “A chap can’t give
a man away "

Snort, from Mr. Vernon-Smith.

_ “That's the Public school code, is
it?” he snapped. “And isnt it the
Public school code, too, that a bay
owns up if another boy is landed in
his place ™

“Well, yea™

“Has this boy owned up

“WNo.2

“Why not i#

“He's afraid to, I supposa?"'

“Great gad! So vou are to stick to
your schoolboy code of honour, whila
the other fellow doesn’t, and lcaves you
to toke the medicine ¥

“He's only a kid.”

“That's neither hers nor there, If his
headmaster questioned him, would he
tell the truth 2

“He would be too frightened to do
E.nj;thmg: elza”

“That's that, then! You should have

iven your headmaster his name. Dr.

cke could not possibly have expelled
you, in the circumstances. You know
that, as well as I do. I shall zea Dr.
Locke at once, and explain to him.
Give me the boy's name. [ must know
that, to bring the whole affair into the
da.yl’ight.’i

“I can't, father—not if you're goin
io Eruyfrfars i ¥ B

“Y¥ou can't!"” roared Mr. Vernon-
Smith, glaring at his son as if he could
not believe his ears.  “Are you mad,
Herbert? Give me the bov's namo at
onge,

The BRounder's face set obstinatelsy.
His nature was as hard and obstinata
as hiz father’s, if it was put to the test,

Thore was a long silence. Then, to
the DBounder's infinita relief, the
thundercloud passed from his father's
brow. Mr. Vernon-8mith rose from his
chair. Ha touched the bell, and Larkin
ap‘pearad.

*The car, at once, Larkin ! said Mr.
Vernon-Smith briefly. <

He turned to his son again, as tho
butler disappeared.

“I am going to Groyfriars this after-
noon, L've no doubt that I shall clear
up the whela matter. You nced tell
me nothing, you young donkey. Eecp
to your schoolboy code. I dare eay
you're right, from your own point of
view. Never let a man down. It's bad
business, a5 well as  bad morality.
Leavo it in my hands 1™

T S |

“'That will de!”

Bamucl Vernon-8mith marched out
of the rocom with lus ponderous step.
Hoerbert Vernon-8mith  stood  staring
after his porlly back., The matlter was
aut of hiz hands now, and he wondored
what would eomo of thoe millionaire's
visit Lo the schonl,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Whose Pineapple ¥

“ SAY, you fellows 1™
E “Ilaok it, Bunter '
“I haven't come here to slick
you fellows for a whack i your
cherrics ™ said  Billy Dunter, wilh
dignity. “T don’t care [or cherries,
really. I've como——*
“I'he hookfulness is the proper caper,
my csteemod [at Dualer ™
“Oh, really, Inky—"
“Hhut tho door after you!™
Frank Nugent.
“"Thoe fact is—" said Dunicr,
f Bz 1M

gaid
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Hefty and beefy as Horace Coker was, he had no chance in fthe hands of the Removites.

cherries and stuffed them down the back of his neck.
Oh crumbs !

young villain !

Billy Bunter did not “buze.” ho stood
in the doorway of Study No. 1 in tho
Remove, and blinked in. There wera
gix juniors in the study, and five of
them were helping themaelves from o
largs dish of cherries on the table, The
sixth sat in the armchair with some of
the cherrios in his hend, which he
seomed to have forgotten. Tom Red-
wing was nat cheerfnl company these
days. He hardly seemed himself in the
davs since his chum had been expelled.
It scemed as if he was unable to get
it into his head that Smithy was gone
for good.

Bob Cherry, lately in receipt of a
remittance, was standing the cherries,
They were grateful and comiorting, on
a hot day. Ee had marched Redwing
into the study almost by forco to share
in the feast. Every fellow in the
Romove, abmest, liked Redwing, the
honest and cheery sailorman’s son, and
Harry Wharion & Co., who felt rather
dismal themselves on Smithy's account,
could realise how much more dismal his
chinm was feeling.

Redwing was not a fellow to wear his
heart on his sleeve; but he had been

silent, subdued, ever since the Bounder .

had gone, and given rather to solitude.
That was not good for him, or for any
fellow, and his friends did their best to
drag him out of it. On the present
aceasion, Bob had literally dengged him
out of it—Dby the collar, and Redwing
had had to come to the feast, willy-
nilly. Dut there was no doubt that he
was rather o wat blanket.

“The fact is you fellows™ resumed
Bunter,ﬂ “I've c¢ome here to olfer
Fou—

“To seoff the cherries 7™ asked Ilarry
Wharton.

“No, vou beast! I've como herg—

“Taka o pawful and travel!” said
Bob.

I'll smash you ! I'll spiflicate you 1

“Oh, really, you know—" Bunter
Wlinked out of the doorway, and then
turned back into the study. 1 zay, you
fellows, that beast Coker's after me,
I believe, Ho mado out that I'd boen
in hiz stedy. 1 hadn't, you know.
wag just going along the Ififth Form
passape, and 1 hadn't anything under
my jacket—you know what o suspicious
beast Coker is. I say——"

“He's wound up!” zaid Bob. "He's
coing on till the bell rings for classes.
ﬂ]i::{:k somothing at him, for goodness’
gakno rh!

“ Oh really, Cherry ' Dunter took a
pnwfui of cherrics, as Dob had sug-

pested 3 but ha did not, as Bob had also
suggosted, travel, Ho sccemed to prefer
to remain in Study No. 1 whila Coker
of the Fifth was in the offing.

“ Buck up. Reddy!” said Dob en-
conragingly. “Don't you like ‘om ¥

" 0Oh, ves, rather !

Redwing coloured a little as he came
out of a brown study and started vating
cherries,

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Hand me a cushion, Frank,” said
HHarry Wharten.

“0h, really, Wharten—— Oh etumbs!
Here eomes that beast!” cxclaimed
Bunter, az there was a heavy tread in
the Removn passapo.

The fat Owl dodged roumd the falide
as ITorace Coker, of the ifth Form.
glared into ibe stucdy.

“ 0, Lere vou are ! bhawled Coker.

“Haop in, Herace, olid bean ! said
Dab. *“liave some cherries !

“Pron’t be  eheoky ! said Coker,
“ Punter, vou fat scoundrel, where's my
pineapple?™

“Oh. really, Colkor—

“1lamd it over!” roaved
groat wrath

I haven't got it!" howled DBunter.
“What should I know about your silly

£
Colier, in

Coker wrigeled and roared.

Boh Cherry grabbed a handful of
““Qoogh ! Grooogh ! Stoppit, you

I'll—- Yoo—hoooop ! "’

plneapple
Q‘HE-”

Coker made a stride into the study.
The Famous IMive rose to their fect as
if moved by the same spring. Redwing
followed their example. Whether DBally
Bunter had snaffied Coker's pincapplo
miight be a donbtful point. Bat one
thing was not doubtful—Lifth Form men
could not throw their weight about in
the Remove passage! On that point
thore was no  doubt—no possiblo,
probable shadow of doubt—no possible
doulit whatever |

“Outside, Coker ! sard the ecaptain
of the Remove terzely.

“Teep out of this, Wharten! L tell
vou I saw thal fat young sconndrel
sneaking out of my study, and he had
something under his jacket——"

“T ledn™t ! yelled f'imﬂcr.

“Then I missed Lthe pincapple,” said
Coker, “He's got ati”

“You can zsearch me if vou like," said
Bunter, with dignity, “1—I'll eat all
the pineapiles you find on mel”

“tHa ha, hal®

Coker made a rush. A=z a matter of
fzei, it wa: clear 1hat Bunter had no
pineapple about him, and there hardly
seemed to bove boon time for lum to
dizpose of it internally. Beo, for onee,
the ¢hnms of the Llemove wers rather
disposed to believe him not  guilty.
Anshow, there was no proof, and no
Fifth, Forp. rau could be allowed to
carty matters with a high hand in the
quariers of tha Greyinars Remove, So
st juniors collaved Coker as one man,

I don't believe vou had

aml. instead of rﬁ.‘l'l."l‘llilil'{ Buter, tho
preat man of the Fifth was  hurled
backwards and landed n a silting

pesition in the stwdy doeorway,
“He, he, he ! gurgled Banter.
“Whoonp !” roaved (‘oker.
“lpavel, ald hean 1™ sapgested ITarry
Tue Maguer Lipnany.—No. 1,530,
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Wharton, " Travel while the travel-
hing's gmﬁ{“”

¢ I=1—=1"1l—"

Caker  :ovamliled of

up.  Instead
travelling ke rizhed to 51& attack again.

“I eay, wou lellows, keep him off ¥
velled Biaser, )

T'he I"amous Five were keeping Coker
ofi!l The great IHorace went down
again, and this time he was beld~down.
Liob grabled a handful of cherries and
stuffed them down the back of his nechk.

Coker wriggled and roared.

“Uoogh!  Groooghl Btoppit, you
voung vitlain | Oh crumbs! Pl smash
voul I'll spafl:cate you!l I'll— XYoo—
hoooop 17

“‘1Iava some morei” grinned Bob.

“Uerrgh} Leggol Oh, my hatl
Logpo 1™

“Hell him out ™ chuckled Johnoy
Bull

Coker was rolled out. Hefty and beefy
as Iorace was, he really had no chance
in the hands of six Removites, He was
rolled out and helped along the passage
of the Remove staircase. Tipped over

tha stair, Horace went down without.

further help—ithe law of gravitation did
iha rest.

Iarey Wharton & Co.  returned
rather breathlessly to the study, Coker
did not return—he was buzy extracting
cherries {from the back of his neck. The
¢in juniors came into Study No. 1 and
found that Billy Bunter was Improving
the shining hour. Cherries wero dis-
appearing down his capacious throat at
a grealb rate.

* Hallo, halle, hallo!” Beb Cherry
gave his fat paw a rap. * Are you going
1o scoff the lct, you fat porker?”

“Wow!l I =ay, you fellows, 13 Coker
gone ¥

“Yes; gnd the sconer you're gone,
toen, the better 1™

“Oh, reallv, Wharton! 1 sav, those
are pretty decent cherries! Not hke
what we, grow at Bunter Court, of
course, but good! I zay, I hope you
fellows don't think I came in. here 1o
bag your cherries| T came to offer you
g share in iy Pineap le.”

“Your what " yelled Wharton.

“Pineapple 1 I'va had one from
Dunter Court,” explained the fat Owl.
“We grow a lot, you know, in our
vinerics—I mean our pineries! Ay
1dea is this—you've goit cherries and
I'va j%'n:rr: a pineapple, and we'll put them
tup{ﬂ:;v wr and whack them out—what "

*You—yvou—yon've got & pineappla
stuttered Nugont. . . Re

1”2

“¥es! One of you fellows fetch it
from my study! It's under the arm-
chaiv.™ :

“ Do you usually keep grub under the
sﬁrrﬁchair in your study % gsked Johnny

uil.

“Well, Coker might have looked in
the cupboard—I mean, I put it under
the armebair for—for coolness, Yon
cut along rﬂ.m:i geh ik, Bob! I can tell
you it's a jolly big one—that old sketch,
Aunt Judy, sends Coker jolly §-m:-|;]
things—I mean—that is to say—

“You snafled Coker's pineapple !
roared Bob Cherry.
¥ 0h, really, Cherry! I keep on tell
ing you that Coker never had o
pmeapple. I haven't been in his study,
and I didn’t see it thera! As for bag-
ping it, I Lope I'm not the fellow 1o
bag & fcllow’s pineapple! This i3 &
pretty rotten way to speak to a fellow
who comes here to effer you a share in
hiz splendid pineapple,” said Bunter
warmly, “and I can jolly well say—
Yarooooop I®

Bump!

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter, as he

Tue Maicxer Ligragy.—No. 1,330,

landed in the Remove pazsage. “Owl
Beast! Wow!l Rotter! Ow—wowl
Keap off, Coker, you beast! Whooop 7
“Got youl” reared Coker.
Apparenily Coker was coming back
for more. And DBilly Bunter flew out
of Btudy No. 1 just in time for him.
“Oawt Wow! VYaercoooh!® .
There was a sound of racing feet in
the Hemove passage.. Bunter was domng
that passage at about &) m.p.h. After
him went' Coker of the Fifth! Thero
wea a chuckle in Study No. 1. LHunter
and hunted disappeared up the passage,
and the chums of the Remove finished
the cherries without further assistance
from William George DBunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-room ]
R. QUELCH frowned.
M ¥ Bunter ¥ he rapped.
“Ow] I mean, yes, grl"”
“ Bt still 17

"Owl Yes, sirl¥

The Remove were in class. Several
times Mr. Cuelch’s ‘eye had been
inimically on Bunter. It was a hot
and dvowsy afternoon, and the Form-
room was warm and a lLittle stuffy, and
Mr. Quelch’s voice secmed, to most of
hizs pupils, rather like the drone of a

ersistent bumble-bea. Bunter, the
attest and laziest fellow in the Remaove,
might have been expected to loll at his
desk. Instead of which, he was in-
cessantly wriggling., Bitting still was
one of the things that Bunter could
do, and do well But now heo scemed
unable to =it still.

How many kicks Bunter had captured
before he escaped from the vengeiul
Coker he could hardly have counted. It
was quite & large number. And they
had left Bunter distnclined to =it down
at all, and made it a practical im-
possibility to sit still, Bunter squirmed.

Mr. Quelch did not seem in the best
of tempers that sunny summer's after-
noon. Thers had been a telephone call
from Iondon for the Head. It was
from Mr. Bamuel Vernon-Smith! It
had announced that the millionaire was
calling at Greyfriars that afterncon.

The headmaster who had expelled o
boy, and the Form master to whose
Form that boy had belonged, natoraily
felt no desire whatever for an interview
with the boy's indignant parent.

Such an interview could only be pain-
ful to both sides.

It was, both the masters considered,
in the worst of taste for Mr. Vernon-
Smith to call. DBut he was calling—
and be could not be refused an inter-
view.

It worried the Head; it irritated Ar.
Quelch |  Any minute now the millicn-
aire’'s c¢ar might be heard honking n
at the gates. Dr. Locke had requested
Qzuclch to be present at the interview.
1fe was concerned in the matiter, as the
oxpelled junior's Form master., Also,
he was tho Ilead’s right-hand man, and
his stern and unbending character made
him fitter to deal with the rather over-
whelming millionaire than the mild old

doctor. Mr. Queleh was grimly resolved Ch

to etand no nonsense. In the meantime
wite unintentionally, for Quelch was

o just man——the Lower Fourth got the
benefit of his rritation.

“ Bunter |

“Oh lor' 17

“1f you do not sit still, T zhall cape
you I ]

Uk dear! I mean, yes, sir 1” groaned
Buntef.

“ Mauleverer 12

THE MAGNET
“"Ohl| VYaasl” gasped Lord Maul-

everar, starting out of a scini-doze,

“Take a hundred Imes for closing
your eyes in class|®

“Oh! Yaas, sirl?

“Cherry! Will you ceasa shuffling
yvour feet? I have spoken to you times
without number on the subject! Take
fifty lines!?.

“Qh, yes, sir!® gasped Bob.

“ Redwing 1”

Tom H:ﬂdwmg gave & jumip and hastily
thrust his hand under ]llia esk, There
was a letler in that hand, which he
had been glancing at under the cover
of the desk—out of sight, es he had
supposed. But Henry gS-eurrrl,l-uanl Quelch
was well known to possess eyes with the
penetrating qualities of gimlets,

" What were you reading, Redwing 1

“I—I was looking at 2 letter, sir.”

“Is class the place for reading letters,
Redwing 1"

“Oh! No, sirt*

“Give me the letter, immediately.”

Hedwing rose reluctantly in his place,
his face crimezon. The Remove fellows
exchanged significant looks. Redwing,
in contrast to his chum Smithy, hed
alweys been one of the most orderly

fellows in the Form, and was in his

Form master’s good graces.

- Follows liks Skinner and Snoop oalled

it favouritiem—having no uszo for good
behaviour, or & master’'s good opinion,
themselves. It was very unusual for
Redwing to be called over the coals;
and fellows had noticed that Queleh had
been uncommonly considerate te him
since his friend had been "sacked.”
Now, however, Reddy was pelting it—
which, to the juniors, showed wha! a
genpine tantrum Quelch was inl  Btill,
it was true enough that clazz was Do
place for & fellow to read letters.

Mr. Quelch glanced at the letler, as
Redwing laid it on his desk, and his
frown deepened. He recognized the
handwriting.

“ I3 that letter from the bov who wes
expelled from this school last week, Red-
wing " he rapped.

“It's from Vernon-Smith, sir,” said
Tom quietly,

“Are you aware, Redwing, that it is
forbidden for boys here to receive com-
munications from an expelled boy ™

‘Redwing did not answer.

“This leiter,” =atd Mr. Queleh, * must
hava pagsed t.hmuih my hands. Had I
recognised the handwritin in the
address, ¥ should not have allowed it to
reach you. Am I to conclude that it was
addressed in & disguised hand, in order
to delude mel”

“I—I think the envelops was
addrossed by somebody else, sir!"’ stem-
mered Bedwing, his face crimzon.

“4  Arick—and worthy of the
ﬂmmuéh]? bad boy who was eapelled
from Greyfriars|” boomed Mr. Quelch.
“ Evidenlly he has led you—a boy whom
1 trusted—into his own ways deceit
and trickery.”™ . '

“ Nothing of the kind, sir!® Red-
wing's voice was quiet, but it was very
clear. “Smithy has a right to write to
me, and I have a right to hear from

hil'ﬂ |™

“Oh, my hat!” murmured DBob

CITY.

“What 7 Mr. Quelch almost gasqcﬂ.
“What did you say, Redwing? Yon
ars awars that that bor, ernon-
Smith, was expelled for conduct dis-
graceful to himself and to the
school—"

“Ng, sirl T believe that Smithy had
injustice [V

The Remove fellows ecaught their
Breath. Even Billy Bunter f::nrgu!; tha
effects of Coker's boot, and ceazed to
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wriggle! All eyes were fixed on Red-
wing. The quictest, the most orderly
and respectful boy 1m the Form, was
coming out uncxpectedly! Lven the
recklesz Bounder, in his most reckless
moments, would hardly have bearded the
lion in his den in that style!

Mr. Quelch gazed et Redwing dumb-
founded. It was some moments before
k2 found his voice.

“Redwing! You—you darc to =ay
that Vernon-B8mith was treated with in-
justice? You dare to accuse your heag-
master—your Form master of in-
justice—""

“No, sirl” said Tom, in the same
quict tono. “I think there was e mis-

take—and the mistake caused Smithy to
ba unjustly expelled.”

“Upon my word! T o¢an scarcely
believe my ears, Redwing!” Indeed,
Mr. Quelch hardly could. “You -dare
ﬂj say this, in favour of that razcally

n‘:rr._._._r:l

“8mithy was one of the best chaps at
Greyfriars ! said Eedwin%, “He was
my friend—and he's my friend stilll
He had his faults; but he was one of
the best [ellows breathing 1

Mr., Quelch almost gurgled,

“*HRedwing!  Are you out of your
gsenses? You are running the risk of
being expelled from the school after
your unworthy friend "

*1 don't care if I am '’ said Redwing
dogpedlr.

Mr. Queleh stared et him blankly.

i1

“DBut for your excellent record, Red-
wing, éand mci,' former high opinion of
you, 1 should send you to your head-
master for & flogging I¥ he gasped at
last. “As it i3, I shall cane you most
geverely ! I shall—"

Honl, honk! The sound of o car,
turping in at the gates, foated in =k
the open windows of the Form-roorm.

Mr. Quelch gave a start. Ile could
Euess wWild Wwas arriving.

“Redwing, go to your place! I
shall deal with you later! harton 1*

!IJ

“Yes, sir

“Y am called away from the Form-
room” for @ time. 1 leave the Ilorm in
your charge.”

“Yery well, sir.™

(Continued an next page.)

own  queries,

in addition to solving cricket
probiems of general interest,
“ Umpire ** replies to readers’

All  lelters

should ho addressed 1a: “ Umpire,’” ¢/o Tha MAGNET, The Flestway House, Farringdon
Strest, London, E.C.A.

THE OPENING PAIR !

AST week I told you that the wise
captain Leeps his " order of
batting * list flexible. This week,
further to help the captaing who

want to pet the best out of their teams, 1
propoas to say a few words about the
‘sort " of batsmen who should go to the
wicket in the porticuler places under
nofmal circumstances. You must aceepl
it a5 & fact that there are certain players
who are better suited, becauso of their
mothods, for one position in the betting
list than another,

First and foremost, of course, ynu
wooni fieo good bols to open the
Innings ; reliable fellowes who will
ot give the opposition too muclh
encourdagement by gefling out
guicitiy.

The fellow who con't resist the tempta-
tion to ** chance hizs arm " is not the player
io go in first. By that I don't mean that
tho opening pair should bo of the “ sit on
the splice ™ ygm necessarily. In my ideal
batting team I like one very steady player
to go in firat, and with him a player who
will attack the bowling. Jack IHobbe and
Herbert Suteliffie made what might be
called the perfect pair of ¥ openers.”

You will remember that, in Test pames
and other representative matches, Hobbs
almost invariably scored quicker than
Suteliffo, DBut the Yorkshireman was

nite content to keep his end poing while

obba did the attacking poark; that s
doing his beat to convinee the bowlers
ihat they were not quite as good as they
thought they were.

Auch depends on a qgood sfari,
and there must be reliabile batsmen

to siart, becanse they foaee fiw
THESHORTER THE TAIL, THE BETTER,
with stout hearts, and adaptaile,

opposition at its freshest and bost—
and usually when the ball is new.

LMBEILS three and four in the

N batting order must be players

too, IF the opening paic have

given the side a good atart-—%mnc.kad the

bowlers off their length, three and four
will reap the harvest—or should do. Ifa
bad start has been made, then numbers
three and four must not be the sort
daunted by the previous failures.

For number five, in ordinary circums-
stances, I like what might be called a
“ stodgy "7 or " stick it ' player. He may
have to stop a threatened collapse. OF
such & type w I, K. Jardine, and he is the
port wanted—ready and willing to fight
with hiz back to the wall, and pull the side
round. At number six I like to have a
hitter 3 o man who can do the hustie
business, because a hustle is often wanted
by the time that period in the innings has
arrived. Number seven, too, should be
abla to pet runs guickly againat bowling
which hes lost ils sling.

Given seven follows of the different
typos I have mentioned, the rest of the
batting won't matter very much, and in
gniy casc, it i3 almost inevitablo that two
or three bowiers have to be in the side who
are nob very good with the bat.

The shorter the [ail, of cowrse,
the bettcr. Incidentaliy, if the iail
can’ wag then there s o groater
regponsibility vesting on the first
few batsien. They nowe they have
fo mmake all {he rans.

THE FINANCIAL SIDE !

ALKING of Test matches, I can give
E this week the answer to a reader
frorn Manchester who wants to
know what it means, in enszh, to
pley for England in & Test mateh at home.
Well, the professional players who havo
played for Fngland thiz scason againgt the
Weset Indics get twonty pounds per mateh,
plug third-class travelling expenses. The
pay for the Test matches agninst Australin
in this couniry is mors, because those
games have fpour davs alloticd te them.
The twellth man in o Test team—it ho iz a
professionnl—does not get o much oz the
players who aetually turn out. For the
matehes against the Weat Indics this
gonaon, the twelfth man hos  received
fourfeen poundas per gaine. Fasy mnoney,
of course, provided the twelfth man has
nothing ¢lge Lo do but sit in the pavilion
and watch the play.

By the way—and this ropliea to another
question—it is generally accoptad that the
capiain of s side will always allow his
epponents to have a substitute fielder for
any player who is hurt or ill so that he
eannot continue.

It {8 a facl, howecver, that the
skipper of the Bafting side has some
sort of say as io the position the
substitutc should occupy in the fleld.
For instance, the capiain of the
batting =side might rensonably . ob-
ject to a substitute ficlder going inte
the slips.

PLAYING BREAK BOWLING [

OMINMG back for a moment to the
financial aide, * Down Under,™
who writes to me, i8 quite right
in his surmiss that all the Austra-

lian Teat match players ara regarded as
amafeurs, both in their own country and
when they come to play over here. That
this should be Be is ome of crickel's
mystorics. It iz perfectly true that the
Auatralians don't get ** wages " for playing
cricket, but they are allowed what are
called expenses.  And the only difference
between an Auastralian Teat mateh amateur
and an English Test matoh professional
ie that the Australian gets more.

A young reader, L. Moore, wanta a bit
of advice on how to play break bowling,
Now the most satisfactory way of E'lalymg
break bowling is to get at ihe pitch of the
ball ; that is, to play the ball before the
spin has had time to turn it to any appreci-
able extont:

To play at e pitch of the ball,
Trowerver; demmands guick and accar-
ate footwork, but it i the best way,
bhecause the fellow who iz playing
the ball just as it comes off the piteh
caunca the Lbowler o drop themn
ahorter, and then the bafswman con
atep back with plenly of fhne {o
wateh the ball turn,

If the howler is pitching the ball habita.
ally off the wickel pnd making it turn inta
the wicket, then the batasman can safely
uze his legs as a * eecond guard.”

The batsman cannot be out leg before
to n break ball which does not piteh on tha
wiclet, but he can—and this replies to &
Camberley reader—be out to a broak ball.
The ball may pitch on the log stump and
boa breaking across just sulliciently to hit
the off sbump, or viee versa, If the bats-
man stops such a ball with his legs he is
out Lb.w.

As s short reply, the batsman is not
sonegidered to have played the ball unloss
it striktes his bat, or hand. Hpe cannot be
caught out off his wrist ot any other pach

of the body.
“ UMPIRE."
Tug MacNer LisrieY.—No. 1,330,
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Mr. Queleh left the Form-room and
almost zlammed the door after him.
There was a4 buzz in the room at once.

“Mv hat! The old bean’s in & bate !
said Peter Todd.

“The batefulness of the esteemed old
bean iz terrifie!” .

“Redwing, old chap—"" said Baob.

“Oh, my hat!” Bolsover major was
staring from the window., “1It's jolly
old Bmith |”

“What?" yvelled the juniors.

“Smithy's pater |

“(h, my hat |” i
__ There was a seremble to the win-
dows., A steut gentlemen in a shining
ellk hat was seen to step from & megni-
ficent Folls. All the fellows knew AMr.
Samue]l Vernon-Smith by sight.

* Bmithy's pater—="

“Great pip!”

“1 say, you fellows, he's come to kick
up a4 row with the Head! T jolly well
eaid he weuld 1" chirruped Billy Bunter.

“That's what’s up with Quelchy 1"
chuckled Skinner. “He knew the old
sport was coming. 1 wonder if they'll
get to punching noses ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

"Take vour places, vou fellows,™ said
the head boy. “Order, you know. TIf
Cuelch looks in——"

The bare idea of Quelch locking in, in
his present mood, was enough to make
the juniors rush back to their places.
But there was not much in the wey of
order! There was an execited buzz in
the Remove-room——a hreathless discns-
sion of Ar. Verpnon-8mith, and what
would happen when he saw the Head.
Billy Buntier was not the only fellow
who thought that Smithy's peter had
come to Grevfriars to “kick up a row.”
And some of the fellows wondered, like
Skinner, with breathless interest,
whether, by any he py chance. it might
get as far as “ punching noses.”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Getting Down {o Business ]

R. VERNON-SMITH was shown
M mto the Head's study.
Dr. Lacke, called from the
Sixth Form Room, was there
to meek him; Mr. Quelch, celled away
from the Remove, was elso there.

Dr. Locke was a littie perturbed.
Mr. Quelech was grim and inflexible,
If the Head needed stiffening in this
dizagreeabla interview, Queloch was able
to provide all the stiffening reguired,
An iron ramrod had nething on Quelch
just then.

Mr. Vernon-Smith was a
of terrific nervons force and energy.
He was crammed with “pep.” His
mere presence made a mild uFd gentle-
man like Dr. Locke feel tired.  Ilis
presence seemed to Bl & room from
wall to wall. He was imposing, im-
prezsive, almost overpowering,

But, to the surprise, and perlaps the
relicf, of -the Greyfriars masters, the
millionaire was unuzuglly civil and con-
ciliatory. If he was on the warpath he
did not reveal the fact—az vet! IHe
replied civilly, it brieflv, to the Head’'s
courteous greebing, and acknowledged
Mr, Quelel’s formal bow with a jerk
of s head.

He accepied the Head's invitation to
be zeaied, and sat down with lus usual,
decizive foree—the chair ereaking as if
in protest, His keen, stcady cyes fixed
on Dr. Locke in & way that the old
gentleman found a Little disconcerting.
And he planged ab once into business,
The affair of his eon was the most
important of Alr. Vernon-8mith's affairs

Toe Maicxer LieeiRy.—No, 1,330,

entleman

—but he haed many other affairs on
hand, and he did not forget that his
time was of immense value.

“Oh, quite, quite !” he seid, in answer
to some remark from the Head which
he did notseven hear. “Let us come
down to brass tacks, £ipe—="

"To—to what?"” asked the Head.

“To business. This morning I
refurned from a trip abread, end very
inexpeetedly found my son at home,
He mmformed me that he hed been
expelled from this school.”

‘' Perfectly sol1™ assented the
“1 was extremely reluciant, but
“1 am here to arrange the matter,”
“Really, sip-———" ‘

“I am not,” said Mr. Vernon-8mith,
“a Public school man myself. Fortu-
naiely, perhaps, as I had my way to
make in the world! DBut I believe 1
understand vour institutions, sir. Quite
properly there is e rigid rule that no
boy shall be allowed out of bounds et
night. It appears that my son has
broken this role.” .

“On omore than one occasion, sir——"

“The previons oocasions we need not
deal with, es he was net expelled on
thoze ooccations,” said Mr. Vernon-
SBmith, ruthlessly keeping to the point
“] pather from my-son that en AMonday
—1I think he said Monday—last weelk—
he left his dormitory late at night, and
was caught out of the IHouse by a—a
—what do vyou call it—s consul or
sanethin * ]

“ A prefect ! said the Head.

“Oh, ves, ves, a prefect! An elder
boy, in a higher Form—what?"

“It was Wingate, of the Sixth Iform,
He——"

“Quite so! T have met the boy—a
very fine lad !” said Mr, Vernon-Smith.
“T have more than once advised my son
to take him a5 an example”

“It is muach to be regretted that 'i'c:ur
gon did not follow that very excellent
advice, sir,” =aid Dr. Locke, rather
dryly,

“No doubt! I am not denying that
my son has faults. I am only too well
aware that he has a great many ! Bub
he is my son, sit—my only son—and this
i5 a great blow to me."

“1 regret deeply—"

“From what my son tells me, it ap-
prars that there is a misapprehension n
the matter. ITad he left the school at
night for any disgraceful purpose, I
hardly sce how I could have interceded
for . T quite understand your views
—quite—and I have no doubt-that they
are very corrcct! But it appears that
his aetion was, in point of fact, a
foolishly quixotie one—a pencrous apd
thoughtless action, sir, for which a boy
should not be punished wiih any great
severity,”

“I {ail to spe—*

“ Herbert informs me that e had no
intention of infringing ony of the laws
of the school—except, of course, the rule
aﬁaimt leaving the House at mght. His
o

Head.

L ]

ject in doing so was iunmocent—indeed,
generons and kind 7
“ Really, sit—"

“T gather that he learned, by chance,
ihat a boy—some silly lad in a lower
Form—had gone out of the House. [He
went out to warn him, so that he should
not be cought. A foohish action, sir—
a thoughtless action—but not a bad
action.”

*“1f I believed for ona moment that
such waz the case, sir, 1 chonld certainly
not have expelled Vernon:Smith I said
the Head warmly. “Such an action
could not be allowed to pass unpunizhed,
for diseipline must be maintained. But
I shouid certainly have taken hiz motive
inte consideration.”

Vernon-Smith.

THE MAGNET

“You did not believe his statement 2
"Moot one word of it, sie.”
“And the boy's Form master$* 3Alr.
Vernon-Smith turned his sfare on the
Remove master.
sir ™ gaid Mr

“Not a syllabls,
rimmest voice. “1 am

Gueleh, 1n his

s0rry to say that your son has never
scrupled to utter falschoods in dealing
with authority, and I place no reliance
whatever on his word.”

“I am sorry for that,” =aid Mr.
Vernon-Smith. “ Nevertheless, let us
keep our minds clear. Had my son's
sthtement been proved, Dr. Locke, you
would not have expelled him.”

“Certainly net!” .

“In that event, then, of proof being
forthcoming, vou would be willing to
roinstate him at Greyiciars 77

The Head paused.

“I—T1 presume 50 !” he said. “But I
fail to sce how proof can be forthcoming
of g statement obvisusly untrue, Mr,
Vernon-Smith.”

“I beljeve the statement I barked Mr.
“Belicving it, I have
no doubt that it can be proved.”

“Very well, str!” =said the IHead.
“Let it be proved, and undoubtedly I
shall reconsider my decision. Dut you
must surely be aware that vour son was

given every opportunity to prove his
words,”
“Quite! A point of honour, it seems,

restrained Limn,” saild the millionaire.
“He could have given the other boy's
name, and thus proved his statement.
e refused to do 0.

“I am bound to speak plainly, sir,”
said Mr. Queleh.  “ Vernon-Smith is not
2 boy to be troubled by seruples of
honour.™

“In dealmg with authonty, =ir,
perhaps not—in dealing with other boys,
most  emphatically  ves ! said  Mr.
Vernon-Smith. “There 15 & difference
there, -sir, not founded in either commeon
sense or morality, but very real—as
must be known to every schoolmaster.™

“Thet is certainly true; but—"

" Herbert declined to give the boy's
name. s motive—"

“His motive is guite clear,” said Mr.
Quelch, "“"On a previous occasion, when
vour son was fAogged for leaving the
Housze at night, he was in company with
a foolish and cbiuse bov, named Bunter.,
who was following his reckless and
rascally example. There is little doubt,
or, rather, ne doubt, ithat Vernon-
Smith's companion, on the occasien in
guestion, was some thoughtless lad
whom he was leading into his own bad
w“-}.qhn

“That is your view, Mr. Quelch ¥

“That i3 my wview, Mr. Vernon-
Smith ! i

“If I agreed with wou, sir, I should
not only consider Dr. Locke justified in
axpelling my son, but I should disown
him. I o not apree?

“That is no doubt natural, sir; bub
{he facts remain unaltered ! said ihe
Remove master tartly.

“T am hore to bring the facts to light !
The facis can bo established, beyond
guestion or cavil, by questioning the
boy concerned with my son in that
foolizh adventure. Is not that 50

“Quite ! Buot vonr son refused 1o give
the bov's name,” =aid Dr. Locke.

“Has the boy himself made no state-
ment

“Ho iz guite unknown.”

“ITe has not owned up, as I think sen
would term L2

“He has not™ . .

“Why has he not been discovered ™

“ Wingate and ithe other prefects have
been instructed to find the bow, if pos
siblo. But so long as he kecps his own
counsel, and your zon refuses to spcak,
wa——"
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* Oh, my hat ! " said Bolsover major, staring out of the window. *'Smithy’s pater’s here I ** ** What?** There was
& seramble to the window. A stout gentleman, in 2 shining silk hat, was seen to step from a magnificent Rolls. * Smithy's
pater I ** '“ Great pip ! " * I say, you fellows, he’s come fo kick up a row with the Head [ ** ¢hirruped Billy Bunter.

AMr. Vernon-Smith raizsed a3 plump  Dr. Locke left-the study; Mr, Queleh, “Quite so-—about. my son,” sawd M,

forelinger.

“That boy must be discovered, sic! 1
will go further, and say that it is your
duty to discover him.”

“Bir ! zaid the Flead.

“Thizs 5 no time to mince words,
sir! My zon’s carecr and reputalion ave
at stake! T take ono view of his con-
duct, you take anothier—obviously, the
facts must be brought to light.”

“There 13 no doubt——

“There is very considerable doubt! 1
demand that this boy be found I barked
the millionaire. “YWou =say that Win-
gate has the matler in hand ¥

“Yes; but—"

“(Can 1 seec Wingate ¥

“1 fail to see what purpose——"

“TUnderstand me, sie!™” s=said Mr.
“Vernon-Smith. “I am here to establish
the facts, and T shall not leave until I
Lhave established them ™

“Mr. Vernon-Smith :

“In the event of any obstacle being
placed in my way, I shall take the
matler before the board eof gevernors,
BiT.

Lir. Locke coloured with indignation.

“If you intend that as a threat,
sir—-—

“MNothing of the kind! I intend 1t
a5 o plain statement of fact! 1 do you
the justice, sir, to believe that you are
as anxious as mysclf to get at the truth
of this matter.”

“That is certainly the case: but—""

“(ive me & free hand, then, sir, and
weo shall seo what we shall sece. Can 1
soe Wingato ?” )

“You may ecertainly see him. - Tt will
srrve no purpose whatever; but most
certainly no obstacle shall be placed in
vour wav, as vou leem it.” Dr. Locke

vose, 1 must return to the Sixth
Form, sir. | will send Wingate herel”

“Thank you'!’ said Mr. Vernon-
Sasith.

with & last grim look at the millionaire,
followed him.

Mr. Vernon-8mith, lefi alone in the
study, opcoed his pocket-book, took out
a paper, and began to peruse 1it. There
was no doubt that the millionaire
financier was keenly anxious about his
SO0 Nevertheless, his  time  was
precions.  And while he waited for Win-
rato fo arrive, he dismizzed the matter
from lis business-like mind, and devoted
his attention to a prospectus of the West
African Wonkee Gold Mines, Limited,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Taking Control !
g FINGATE
2 “ Yes, sir!™

The Sixth was waiting
for their headmaster to
return. They had been doing Livy wiih
the Head,

Probalilvy, en a wwrm and drowsy
summer’'s afternoon, they were not sorry
to mive Titne Livius a rest—and get a
little rest themselves—while the Deak
intevviewed hiz visilor. They looked
by no meaus 2o glad as they ought to
have looked whon Dre. Locke came back
to the Sixth Form Room.

“Kindly go to my study, Wingale,”
said the Ilead. “Mr. Vernon-8miih is
there, ond desires to spoak to you™

“Very well, sir,” said Wingate, in
some surprise. And ho left the Form-
room, and left the rest of the Sixth to
the Head and Livy.

iTe arrived at the Hlead's
tapped, and enterod.

E'» r. Yernon-Bmilh gave him a glanee,
and pul nway the prospectus of the
Wonkee Gold Mines, Lid,

“T'm told that yvou wizthed te speak
toe me, sir," said the Greyfriars captain,

stndy,

Jfar him.

Yornon-Smith. “You are, I believe,
head prefect; it was you that caught my
son out of bounds last week."'
Wingate coloured uncomiortubly.
“I'm awlully sorry, bAir. Vernon-
Smith. 1 had no choice in the matter;
a prefect has his duty to do—"

“1 quite understand that. I should
think the less of you if wou had
neglected to do vour dutv. You have

heard, of course, my son's explanation
of his going out of bounds. Did you
beliove him ™

Wingate hesitated.

“You did not?” barked Mr. Vernon-
Brmith.

“Well, T conldn’t, sir.” said Wingate,
“[—I suppose vou wani me to sprak
plainly—"

“Nea, yves!
bush 1"

“Well, sir, T had a talk with Vernon-
Bmith in the punishment-room. I asked
him to tell me—in confidence, not to bo
repeated to the masters—the nawme of the
follow he was with that night. 1 could
then have ascertained whether Le was
telling the truth. and could have spoken
But he refused to give the
miene, and I could only think 2

Mr. YVernon-8mith knitted his brows.

“Mhat s very odd!” he gronted.
" Herbert, of course, trusted you. ‘ﬂnd ha
eonild have confided in you, Ilis only
abjeet in keeping the name sceret must
have been to save the other bey from
punishment. If he had told you in con-
fidonee, would the Loy have suffered in
any way "

*Wo. I gave him my word on that.”

The millionaire was sileat for some
mromoents.

“What did von eonclude " Lie harked
al last. “8Bpeak in plamm Eaglish."

“Yery welll gir, 1 had ta conclude

(Continued on page 16.)
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that 1t was untrua that he had gone out
of bounds to warn & fellow of danger.
I had to conclude that it was ns the
Head and Mr, Quelch supposed—that he
had drawn some fellow inte his own
lawless ways; and that that was all that
could be proved by giving ithe feillow's
name.” . The Greylriarz captain was
putting it inte very plain English, as
the millicnaire regue_z.t-:rd.

v “I cannet believe =o!" said Mr.
Yernon-Smith, after another pause. ™ At
all evenis, the truth must be ascertained,
whatever it may be. I understand that
your headmaster has nsked you to find
out the boy, and that you have failed.”

“ That is so, sie”

"¥You have no ides
“.as?}!

“ Mot the remotest.”

“I have learned from my son that il
was o bay in a Lower TTorm.”

Wingate looked incredulous. _

“T can't think so, sir! The fags here
—well, I've never heard of a kid in the
Third ar the Second breaking out at
n{p{ht.”

“I have goathered from my son that
his silence is due as much to his regard
for the boy's brother, an elder boy, as
for tha Loy himsclf, Ile has told me
little or nothing, But he sald this much
before he knew that it was my intention
to come to the school—he said that the
hoy's brother, to use his own words, was
the most decont chap in the school, and
hed been decent to him when he did not
deserve it. Taking my son's stalement
as true, this narrows down the field,
The boy we want iz & boy who has &
brother in the school.”

“Lotz of fellows have, sie=—I have
myself,” said Wingate, with & smile.
"There are several fellows in the Be-
move with brothers in Upper or Lower
TForms. MNugent amd Bolzover ; Mugent

who the boy

Las a minor in Lthe Second, and Bolsover-

a minor in the Third—"

“I knew Nugent—a very decent lad.
Is it possible that it was his young
brother who was in a scrape 7"

“J==I suppose it's possilde ; but there's
ng regson to think =0, that I know of.
Vernon-Smith could have said so, i it
was ga; when T asked him.”

“Wy opinion is that it was regard for
the little fool's brother that caused my
son to act so recklessly. Is he wvery
friendly with either Mugent or Bolsover

“aof his Torm !

“Weoll, no. I think he's rather
friendly with Nugent, more or less; hut
I Lelieve bie had only one real iriend in

the school—Redwing—whe has no
Lirnilier hore.” :
The millionaire pursed his lips. Ile

did not seem to be getbing any “for-
rarder.”  But he was not the man te
relinquish a task, Mo was rather like a
hulldog whe had got his fceth into a
bone,

“The mmatter i3, at least, narrowed
down,” he said. “We have fo find a
Loy in either the Second or the Third
Form who has a brother in a higher
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Form. Thal boy is the one who Liroke
out at night and went to the Thren
TFizhers Inn to pay a debt to some man

“Tm 1" satd Wingate dubiously.
Wingaie was o kind-liearted fellow,

# and he was sorry that the Bounder had
i been " sacked.”  Also, he could make

allowanee for a father's feelings; and ha
could hardly blame a fellow’s fathor {or
catching at straws, in soach  ciream-
stunces. But he could not help think-
ing that Mr., Samuel Vernon-Smith was
taking 2 great deal upon himself, Greak
ntan as he was in the City and in inter-
national finance, he was nobody at
Greyliriars; but he seemed to be taking
on himself the authority of the head-
mastor.

His thoughts were not hard to read by
¢ keen man of the bipg world like My,
Vernon-S8mith. e rapped ount:

“I am here to clear my son’s name !
I think your headmaster will give me
leave to carry on. With or without it,
I shall do so. I require you to lwing,
or send, into my presenes every boy 1n
the Second and Third Torms whoe has
an clder brother in the school.
understand me ¥

“I shall have to ask the Head's per-
mizzion, &ir.

*Ask 16! rapped Mr, Vernon-Smith.
*“And lose no time |

Wingate left the study. He was a
little concerned, 2 little amused, and a
hittle offended. With that mixture of
feelings, he walked back to the Sixth
FForm Room and acquainted the head-
master with Mr. Vernon-Smith's request.

Dr. Locke drew a deep, deep breath.
He was disposed to refuse, and to send
a message beck to the millionaire re-
questing him to leave the school. But
he, too, had to make allowances for e
father. Also, he had a lurking doubt
whether Mr. Vernon-Smith would leave
if requested. Ie was so very deter-
mined a gentleman that & mere request
was unlikely to get rid of him. Alter a
few moments’ thought the Head accoded.

“Tio ez Mr. Vernon-Smith desires,
Wingate,” he ‘said. “I wish in every
way to satisfy him, emd it can do no
harm. In a very short time now the
Junior Forms will be dismissed; and if
Mr. Vernon-2mith  eares to  wait,
have no objection to malke. Wo donbt he
would prefor to interview the boys in
the visitors'-room.” : ]

And with that t]-!E_Grr-;.rErmrs captam
returped to the millionaire,

You

IE——————"

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Vernon-Smith Going Sirong !

SAY, you fellows ™.

Billy Bunter was grinning.

“Old Emith—""

“ Y& Smithy’s pater still here 7"
asked Harry Wharton. )

“He, lie, he! I've just spofted him
through the window,” grinned Bunter.
“Ila's sitting in the visitors’-room, and,
1 sn He, he. he !

“Cut out the *Ile, he, hel' fathead!
What's up?'"’ asked Bob Cherry.

“Your minor's for it, Nupent "

“ My minor {7 pxclaimed Frank.

“Well, he's got 1o go to oo old
Smith! T heard him telling Gatty and
Myers of the Second! Okl Smith's on
to somethmpe | _

“What the thump ean Bmithy's pater
possibly want fo see my minor for®”
oxclaimed Frank Nugent in astonish-
ment.

“1 heard Wingate sav—  Ile, ho,
he 1™

“Fou heard Wingate say e, T,
ha ' ' exclaimed Dab.

(13
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“No, vou ass! I heard him say to
Gwynne that old Smith wanted to get
hold of the kid who was out with
Smithy that night, and he thinks it was
a fog. He asked Gwynne to send along
some of the Third.”

“Well, my hat " said Harry Wharton.

“ And is the Head letting the old bean
cﬂarlrirr on in tlas style?"” asked Johnny

ull, -

“ Looks like it, ¥e seems 1o be giviog
orders like a beak,” grinned Bunter.
“T sav, I'm jolly glad it wasn'v me with
Smithy that night! That old bird will
nail the chalp, vou seel He's keen as s
razor. Jolly glad he ain’t our head-
master—what 1"

And Bonter rolled away cliuckling.

Classes had been dismnissed, and the
Remove fellows were mostly discussing
the visit of Mr. Vernon-Bmith, and won-
dering what had happened. Tt was a
surprisé to learn that he was still at
the school. It was a still greater sur-
prize to learn that he was, as it seomed,
conducting an “inguiry on  his own
secount—n  matter that showld really

have been in the honds of the head-
master. ]
Tom Redwing came over to tha

Famous Five. There was a rallier eagor
oxpreszion on his face. My, Quelch, on
hiz return to the Form-room, had nat
referred to Redwing's offence—perhaps
e had forgotten it. or perhaps he did
not wish to remember it. Perlaps hia
mingd was fully occupied with Mr.
Vernon-Smith—who probably would not
have been allowed te "carry on® had
Heney Samuel Queleh beon headmaster
of Creviviars. It was really a very un-
nsnal state of affairs; but Tom Hed-
wing., at least, scemed to bLe drawing
hope from ik,

*Fon  fellows heard? he  asked.
“Bmithy's pater is still here, and he's
making sema inguiry or other, I can't
make it out—they seem to be sonding
for fams to see him—Seccond and Thivd
(lan the fellow who was with Bmithy
that night have lbeen a fag®™

“ Hardly,” saitd DBob. shaking his
hoad : and (e other fellows shook their
hoads, excopling Wharton,

The sapicion was deep and strong in
Ilarry Wharton's mind that it was tho
captain’s minor who had lbeon out of
bounds ihat eventinl nirht, and wham
SBmithy bhad saved [rom  dizcavery,
Wharton, at least, fully Belicved tha
Rounder's, version, so far as he had
told 1t

“Perhaps Smithv's teld los father™
sugrezted Jobhnny DBuall.

“WNa: he wouldn't,” sald Redwing.
“In that letter that Quelch spotted in
the TForm-room he's told me that he's

pob  reasens for saying nothing—he
wouldn't tell even me.  Besides, if ha's
told btz father, DMr. Yernon-Bmith

wouldn't want to see more than ono
chap. Smithy's zaid nothing.”

“The old millionaire delective Lias got
on to somcthing.” said Bob.  * Blessed
if I can ruess what it 1s.  llallo, halle,
halla!l  Whatl's up, DBolsover!”

Belsover major of the Remove eame
up with knitted brows,

“Took here, you men. what's this
game ™ he demanded. “They’ve sent
my minor in to see old Bmith! I'm
not going to have my minor badgered |
Who tha dickens 1s old Smith, anyhow T

“ Runler says my minor has been sont
for, too.” said WNugent T can’t imagino
why., Ile's a checky young sweep, bub
he's corlainly never broken bounds with
Smithy after lights-out.”

“Do they ihink my minor hasd”
hooted DBolsover major, “Took heore,
thiz iz the limitt Ilave ther mado thatk
iat City man o governor of the school
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—what? Look here, let'z go along and
give him a vell, under the window, and
show him p-l:mt we think of him, barging
mnn hko this ™

“Better not,” sgaid Bob, with =&
chuckls. “1 believe he’s rather a
dangerous old bean to cheek, Beasides,
if he finds out enything in Bmthy's
favour, mora power to his elbow.”

“ Snithy never had Bjusl;iee,i’! said Toum
Redwing quietly. *“He got the chopper,
to save some other fellow’s neck.
hope his father will find out the truth.”

“Rot1” grunted Bolsover major, and
he stalked away.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Some of the
fogs don’t seem hkeen on interviewing
Smithy's pater ! grinned Bob Cherry.

Gwynne of the Sixth was calling some
of the Third. Three members of that
Form—Wingate minor, Bolsever minor,
and Smith minimus—had been gathered
by the prefect, and they all loocked
rebellious,

“Look here, what does he want to
seg w3 for 12 demanded Beolsover minor.
“I'm jolly well going down to the
cricket "

“SQamo here,” said Smith minimuys, :

“¥ don't want to =ee Smithy's pater.”

Jack Wingate did not speak. But he
wag edging away, as if he had some
idea of dodging off unpermiticd. Bol-
sover major broke im, with his bull-
volee,

“Look here, Gwynne, what's my
minor wanted for, I'd like to know!
Are they going to make out that he
ever had anything to do with Bmithy’s
stunts 7"

“Opders '™ zald Gwwnne. " Shut up,
kid! Now, come along, .you young
sweeps—I've gob to got you in. Where
are you going, Wingate mi? Come
back at once, if you don't want six |”

And Gwynne marched the three fags
into the House, and to the wvisitors’-
room, where the millionaire detective
awaited them. Wingate had already
shepherded in some of the Second—
Nngent minor, Hop Hi, the Chinese
fag, Sammy Bunter, and two or thres
others. ;

“Here they are, sir,” said Gwynne.
“That's the lot." .

And Gwynne walked away, shrugging
his shoulders, to tell other Sixth Form
men that he didn't know what Grey-
{riars was coming to, when a fat man
came down from the City to run the
ghaow !

Mr. Vernon-Smith, completely in-
different to the opinton of Gwynene, and
all the rest of the Bixth Form of Grey-
friars, eyed the fags as they stoad in
a group before him., Wingate waited.
As the Head had given penmission lor
Mr. Vernon-Smith to carry on, it was
not for tha Gregiriers copiain to say
him nay. But ho wos growing restive.
Hiz opmion was that the soooer Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith took his depay-
ture the better for all concerncd. But
Alr. 8amuel Vernon-Smith had no inten-
tion whatever of Laking his departurc
just yet.

He scanned the group of uneasy {ags
with his keen eyes.

“ Aro these all the Second and Thind
Form boys, whe have elder brotlicrs in
the =chool #™ he asked.

“¥es, sip!”

" YVary well! Now, my boys, T have
a guestion to put to vou,” =aid the
millionaire, fixing the hapless fags with
an almost tervifving stare. “One of
you, to the best of my belief, was out
of bounds on Monday night last week,
and my son left his dermitory to give

[Continued on next page.)

17

% BIGGER, BRIGHTER, BETTER!!

No. 1 of thé New RANGER Now on Sale
SEVEN SUPER STORIES ! |

THE COWBOY BOBO !
By Ivan Siorm.

Buck Farrell’s his name, and he spends his life
wandering across the Western Plaing in search of
a jeb with hundred per cent thrills attached to
it, When Buck ealls in at Pedlar's Gap he finds a
job after hizs own heart, and, at the nm?-:rf it, even
Buck has to admit that the job wes thrilling.

“PUPS ” OF THE BULLDOG BREED !
By Hedlaey Scott,

IHarry, Chris, and “Tubby " are the “Pups ” in
questlon—much too young te be doing their bit
amid the war clouds of the Western Front. All
the same for that these three inseparable pals
goon show the military authorities that age doesn't
matter, for they bring down three German
Gothas on their first day in France. Once you
start to read this thrill-packed Aving story of the
Great War you'll not want to put it asidel It's
B super |

PEDAL-ALONG PADDY !
By Rod Carstairs.

Yes, sir, he paddles his way along the Congoe,
always looking out for the big thrill adventure.
You'll meet %‘add;f and his novel, home-mmade
bicyele-raft in this week's wonderful all-star
number of the New Haxcer. Don't miss it, or
you'll be missing the treat of a lifetime.

THEE CHEERIO CASTAWAYS!
By Frank Richards.

Adrift on a sinking tramp steamer—thousands of

miles from land=—that's the smazing adventure

which overtakes Jim Dainty & Co., the cheery

chums of Grimslade School. But are they down-

hearted? NO! But yen will be if you miss tlis

winazing, never-to-be-forpoiten story of perils and
adventure ab sea

SPARKY DRIVES ON !
By Capt. Robert Hawke.

You'll like Sparky—he's a square-jawed youngster,
whe won't stand ooy hanky-panky from anyone;
not even policemen!  And cars—well, Sparky’s
just miad about ‘em. Don’t miss this gquick-action,
human inlerest yaro—it's the best of 1t kind !

GHOSTS OF THE GUILLOTINE !
By Geo, Rochester.

Morieawd, the eleverest &py in Revolutionary
France, has sworn to capture the Phantom—the
mivatery mtan who enatches the innocont victims
of the Revoluticn Niom the jaws of death. Im this
wander-story vou will read bow Maricand follows
vp & cee which leads pnn Jdiveet to the Phantom !

THE WHITE INDIAN ]
By John Brearley.
o

s = 1L o voung Britisher who has lived all his life

arneaiee he Wedsking, Now le is their Chiel and

i Neise Medicine Man.  An unusnal story this,

with ihetll vpon thrill and nonsatop adventure in
the Wikl West.

% The NEW RANGER! i

Now on Sale - - Make Sure of Your Copy !



18
a warning that prefects were on the
watch. hich of vou was it?"”

Hiz keen eyes scanned face after face.
His stare and his words made all the
fags feel and look uneasy. Indeed, il
of them, on their looks, might have been
gutley. That was, perhaps, a fortunate
circumstance for Jack Wingate, whose
looks might have betrayed him other-
wise, There was an almost overpower-
ing terror in the wretched fag’s heart.

No one answered Mr.. Vernon-Smith.
It was Hop Hi, Wun Lung's minor, who
found courage to speak at last.

“Me no savvy, sar!” he said. “Me
no gocy bleakee boundee. Dle welly
ggud boy, all samee blother, Wun Lung

long llemove.”

“ Listen to me!™ rapped Mr. Vernen-
Srmith, as no one else spoke. “AMy son
has refused to give the name of the boy
for whom he sacrificed himself. That
name must be ascertained, and shall be
ascertained. I am here to discover it!
It is ﬂn? a matter of time. The boy
concerned may as well speak out.”

“Not guilty, my lord,” said Dicky
Nugent, recovering his habitual impu-
dence, “I've never been out on the
tiles with Smithy, sir!”

“What? What 7' boomed BMr, Vernon-
Smith.

Wingate interposed hastily.

“You will answer Mr. Vernon-8mith
respectiully, Nugent miner. He has
your headmaster’s permission to question
T'}u‘ﬁ?

“Oh, I don't mind!” said Dicky
girily. “But I never—-"

“Look here, I think this is pretty
thick,” said Belsover minor rebelliously,
‘*It don’t see why we should be picked
out.™

“Mr. Vernon-Bmith has a reason—"

“Well, let's hear the reason,” said
Smith minimus, recovering his courage,
after tiw example of Nugent minor,

“I will tell you,” rasped Mr. Vernon-

Smith. “The boy befriecnded by my
son was a Lower Form boy who has a
brother in a2 higher Form, and it was
chiefly from regard for this brother that
my son acted so foolishly, That much T
Iu‘ve been able to ascertain.”
- "Well, Smithy wasn’t friendly with
my  brothers,” said Smith minimus.
“One's in the Fourth and the other in
the Sixth. They wouldn't have any-
thing to do with a Remove tick 1#

“And he wasn’t so jolly pally with
my brother, either,”  said Bolsover
mMinor.

“Allee samee
Hi cheerfully.

And the other fags in
fdl?d:iwfﬁd' one after
riendship between their majors and th
Bounder. Only Jack Wingjmte did m:nctf
spﬁak——amj Alr. Vernon-Smith eyed him.

What is this boy's name 7 he asked.
Wingate smiled.

“This is my yvoung brother, sir.” he
answered. “And as T happen to be a
Sixth Form man, and captain of tho
m]u-_l:rl}l. I am afraid thet I must dis-
¢laim the honour of having been
adth:d fo your son’s friendship.”

The fags grinned, and Mr. Vernon-
amith grunted,

“Ono of thess boys,” he said. “has
had some dealings with a bad character
at the inn called the Threo Fishers. ITe
wenl out that night to pay the mon
some money, and my son fonlishlv toolk
the risk of warning lim that he was
in danger of being caught. So much
15 to my mind certain.  Vou cannot
sugoest which boy it is. Wingate

“I am certain that such a statoment
applies fo none of them.” answered the
captam of Greyfriars coolly.
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along me,” gaid 11(:}]

the group all
anather, any

“They can go,” grunted tne million-
aire. “Fortunately, thero are other
means. Where is that inn, the Three
Fishers "

He dismiszed the faps with a wave
of 8 plump hawd, and they erowded to
the deorway and crowded out. DBut one
of them, Jack Wingate, lingered in the
doorway as he heard Mr. Vernon-
Smith's question.

“The Three Fishers!” ropoated Win-
gate. “It's about a mile up the
river iy

“Can I get there in & car?”
~ “¥ou'll have to go to the entrance
in Oak Lanre, in that ease, by Courtfield
Common—near Popper Court.”

Mr. Vernon-S8mith rose.

“Vory well, T shall go! You may
tell your hoadmasier that I am leaving
now, and that I shall return, when I
hope to have some fresh facts to place
betore him.”

" Oh. certninly,” said Wingate,

Jack Wingate staggered away down
the passage, his legs almost bending
undar him with terror.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Enjoying Life !

7 [LLY BUNTER grinned.
e Bunter was happy.

He was seated on s bench in
the bikeshed. In his fat hands
was & large, ripe, rich pineapple. On
his fat face were smears of juice. In-
deed, Bunter was juicy and sticky all
over.

The bikeshed., perhaps. was not the
place most fellows would have selected
for a feed. DBut Bunier had his reaszons.
Just because the bikeshed was an un.
likely place, the astute Owl of the
Remove had sclected it. Coker of the
Fifth was not likely to look for him
there !

Having kicked Bunter the length of
the Remove passage and back again
that day, Coker of the Fifth might have
been expeeted to bo satisfied.  But he
was not satisiied. Ho wanted his pine-
apple !

That was, perhaps, natural, the pine-
apple being Coker’'s property, specially
gent by Aunt Judy to her darling
Horace. The trouble was that Bunter
also wanted it. What Bunter wanted
was, of course, of much more import-
gnee than what any cther fellow wanted.

Perhaps, too, Bunter felt that he had
patd for it with that hefty kicking.
Anyhow, he was going to have it! With
great wariness and cunning Bunter had
bagged it from its hiding-place, under
the armchair in hiz study and conveyed
i to the hikeshed. where a fellow ecould
cat his pineapple in peace !

He dared not tackle it in the study.
Coker might have barged in! Coker
was not likely to barge into tho bike-
ehed, Coler disdained push-bikes. Ha
had one—Coker had everything that
Aunt Judy could think of—but he
hardly ever touched it. And he kept
his motor-biko m the garage., So Coker
was not likely to come along and catch
LBunter devouring the pincapple. In
case he did, Bunter had lecked the door.
Cther feilows might want their bikes;
but Bunter could not help their troubles.
They would have to wait £ill Bunter had
finished the pineapple. So long as a
fraginent remained, PBunter was not
going to unlock that door. Coker was
pnlikely:  but he was  possible—and
Bunter wis not taking risks.  Only too
;‘vcilrhu kngw the weight of Coker's
ook i

THE MAGNET

He grinned asz the handle of the dooe
was turned from the outside. The door
shook. It was pushed; it rabtled. DBut
it did not, of course, open, During tho
day-time the key was left in the lock,
for Gosling to loek it up at night.
Bunter had changed the key to the
inside, and turned 16! Bunter was szafe.
The fellow outside could rattle the door
M‘if:'ln‘-‘g a3 he liked. Why should Bunfer
mind?

Rattle, raitle—thump! ¥Ho heard a
breathless and anpgry exclamation out-
side. The fellow, whoover he was, was
in a* hurry, It did not sound like
Coker ! Whoover it was, Bunter did not
heed. He was busy with pineapple !

Bang! Thump! Bang!

Iz anybody in there 7 came a calling
- voice—certainly not Coker’s, *Look
here, I want my bike! Let me in,

bother vou !

Bunter grinned, and did not answer.
He - fancied he knew the wvoice. Tk
seemed to be young Wingate's. But if
it had been old Wingate's, Bunter
would not have heeded—till the pige-
apple was finished !

Bang! Thump!

“"What rotten trick's this?™ yelled the
fag outside. “1 can seo that tho door’s
locked ! What's it locked for§"’

No answer.

“Will you let me in, you fool?”

Bunter gobbled pincapple!

“1 want my bike in a hurry, you
dummy !

Gobble !

“"{Oh, you rofter! I tell you I want
my bike! Who are yon in there, you
silly ass? Lot me in, you beast!™

Gobble ! Gobble!

“Oh, I wish 1 cduld get at vou, you
rotter 1"

Gobble !

Wingate minor moved along to the
littla wincdow. It was shut and fastoned
inside; but he pressed his face to the
glass  and tried to penetrate the
interior. Dimly he made out a fat
figure sitting on the bench, pinecapple
in fat hands, pobbling, and caught the
gleam of a large pair of spectacles.
He tapped on the window.

“1s that vou. Bonter 1

Bunter started. As he started, a
seetion of pineapple went down the
wrong way. He choked and gurgled.

“T can sco you, you fat beast!" volied
the fag at the window. *“ Open the door,
Bunter ! Lot me in to get my bike, you
rotter I

“Urrrreeggh 1

“Will you let me in? T'll go to your
Form master!” .

“Guarrrrregn

Tap! Tap! Tap! The last lap was
so energelic that a pane cracked, Dilly
Duntor continued to gurgle, but gave
no heed, Wingate minor stepped back,
panting with torrer and fury.

Already Mr., Vernon-Smith’s car was
Foing. e was going fo tlhe Three
Fishers, to inouire thero—to dizcover
tho name of the Greylriars fag who had
visited the place on Menday night last
weelkk! i the man Leach gave the
name, the game was up. Very likely he
would be feeling spiteful, nftor the way
Cokar had handled him, a few days apo.
The wretched fag’s only thonght was to
get to tho place before the millionaire
and speak o Leach—warn him to be
silent—beg him to be silont!

If thoe man betraved him all was lost !
Somchow he must make tha man
promize to keep the scerct—put him on
his guard agaipst lotting anything slip
if Mr, Vernon-8mith questioned Dhim.
There was time to got to the place first,
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Wingate minor thumped and kicked on the door of the bikeshed, but no answer came from Bunter.
“ What roften trick’s this ? " yelled the fag.
Still Bugter gobbled. ** Oh, I wish I could get at you, whoever you are ! *" sald Wingate

pineapple. Bang | Thump !
my bike ! I'm in a hurry [ ™

%; short cuts on & bike. Probably Mr,
ernon-Smith’s choufleur would have
to inquire the way. He was a2 wman
from London, unacguainted with the
neighbourhood.  There was time—
plenty of time—if he got his hike out
and flew off at once. And a fatuous ass
was sitting in the bikeshéd with tha
door locked, and he could not get at
hizs machine! The wretched fag, almost
hysterical with terror, panted outsido
the bikeshed while Billy Bunter gobbled
pineapple within.

e thumped on the door again; he
yvelled through the keyhole. e would
have carricd out his threat of calling
Bunter's Form master, but there was no
time. Moments were precious. He
thumped and shoutcd. Dunter gokbled.

“Oh, you rotter I groaned Jock Win-
gate, “You beast! Leok here, I’ll eall
a prefect ™

Gaobble! Bunter had pgot over his
choking, and was gobbling agam, [He
was getting through the pincapple now,

Win F ate minor roched onway.
Evidently Dunter was not gomng to open
the door. 1llo had to have his bike,
On foot, there was no chance. He would
only reach the Three Fishers aflter
Smithy's father had got there. A pre-
fect would soon maks the faw fool open
tha locked door. Wingate minor rushed
back into the guad. And there was a
wrathful yell as he rushed into a burly
Fifth Ferm man before he saw him.

“Hore, what's thia pamc?” roared
Ceker of the Fifth, eatehing him by tho
collar. *Ilayi"

“Owl Let go—>

“PBarging inte a Fifth Form man!”
booted Coker indignanily., “Think yon

minor furjously.

can bargo inte Fifth Form men becanse
J.f-::t]:ll’rﬂ the eaptain’s minor? I°ll jolly
well—%

“I say, Coker!” gasped Jack Win-
gate, "1 say, I want my bike, and that
fat idiot, Bunter, has locked himself in
the bikeshed, and won’t let me in. Ile

wouldn’t dare keep a senior out. I say,
make him open the door 1
“Dunter I ejaculated Coker. Coker

of the Fifth was, in point of fact, look-
ing for Bunter! He still wanted has
pincapple! Though lost io sight, it was
to memory dear ! * Bunter—in the bike-
ehed, is he "

“Yez; he's gorping scmething. And
got tho door locked. I say, make him
open it, Coker!l You're a Iith Form
man, and—="

“Gorging something—my pineapple!
I'll garge him!” roared Coker.

And ho rushed away to the bikeshed,
Wingate minor following at his hecls.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort!

ﬁ while Ar. Vernon-Smith
stepped into his big car, with a
rather troubled cxpression on

A greup of fags, Sccond and Third,
wera dizcussing the examination in tho
visiters'-room, scme of them indignant,
rarty —Jack Wingate — had  soudided
away, taking ne part in the direus=ion.

Tho fazs who had been “up ™ hefere

ARRY WIIARTON looked on,
his [ace.
end some of them grinning, OUne of the
the millionaire detective were telling

“ Will you let me [n, you fool ?
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He grinned and gobbled
I want

other fagzs sbout it, and fellows of
other Vorms came nlong to listen. 1k
was quite a crowd. The general opinion
exprossed was that Smithy's pater was
“throwing his weight about™ in the
school, end Dicky Nugent even
deseribed him as o checky old ass!
IMarry Wharton, as he listened to the
talk, had his cye on the departing mil-
lionaire, and Lo could not help feeling
troubled 1n mind.

It was pretty clear now what Mr
Vernon-Smith’s “game ? was.  Bmithy
had kept his secret, but the ?:l::'m-l:l-nuirﬁ
hed some sort of a clue, In somo un-
guarded words uttered by his son. He
was aflter the fellow Bmithy had saved
fromn capture that wild night; and he
knew that it was one of the many
“minors” at Greyfriara, That was
clear, from the fact that he had been
questioning only fapes who had eolder
brothers in the school. The one he was
least likely to suspect was the one who
had a broither in the Sixth, captain of
the school. Dut, unless Wharton wna
mistaken, that was tho one he wanted.
Now, it seemed, he was going—unsuc-
cessful.  Obviously, he had mnmade no
diccovery, or some fag would have been
taken before the Head.

The capiain of the Remove was feel-
ing sorely troubled. With a word he
could have put the millienuire on the
right track.

At all events, he felt sure of it. Thero
was no proof, but his suspiciun ob Lw
capiin's winnr was strong.

I2ut ho could net wlter that word.
Sinithy had chosen to heep the seeret,

Tng Magxer Lipnany.—No. 1,330,
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and it was not for another fellow to give
the wretched fap away.

Why had Emwhly kept it Why had
he, in the first place, run such a risk
for a reckless yvoung rascal who was
nothing t¢ him? Ividently, it was on
Wingate major's account—in’ his own
way, tho Bounder had been backing up
the captain of the schoel! And it was
the captain of the school who had
canght him out of bounds, and marched
Lim in to take the “sack *1 Yet the
DLonnder had kept silent.

Wharton could not speak: but he
contld not help wishing, from the bottom
of his heart, that Mr. Vernon-Smith
wanld make a suceess of 15 As Redwing
had ventured to tell the Hemove master
in the Form-room, Smithy had had in-
justice; though he had only himself to
thank for it. But tke millionaire’s
departure looked as if he had given it
up.  The same thought was in Tom
ltedwing's mind; and he came runuinig
across $0 the car, as Mr. Vernon-Smith's
plump” weight plumped down on the
cushions.

“Excuse me, sir!” panted Redwing,
holding the door open. ™ You remember
e, Mr. Vernon-Smith—Redwing—"

“My son’s friend?” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith, with a gracious nod,

“Nes, sicl Smithy's pal,” said Tom,
breathleszly. “I want to tell you, sir,
that what they believe about Smithy 1sn't
true — I'm not blaming them for be-
lieving it, in the circumstances, but it
isn't true, sir. A good many fellows
believe that it isn't, as well as L
Wharton can tell vou what Smithy said
to him that night he went out of
bounds—**

Redwing turned his head, and beck-
onad to the ecaptain of the Remove.
Wharton came up, rather slowly.

“Tell Mr. Vernon-Smith what Smithy
said that night, Wharton.”

“Picase do, my boy!” rapped the
milltonaire.

“Certainly, sir! I woke up when
Srrithy was going; and he said he was
taking the chance of going, to warn
a silly fellow who'd got out, and who
didn't know that the prefects were on
the watch.”

“Havo you told your I'orm master
this?™

“¥es, sir; I thought T ought to tell
Lim. He thought that Smithy was
pulling my leg—but I'm sure not™

“What you say bears out what my son
has said! All that is needed, is to find
the young fool he went out to warnl”
barked BMr. Yernon-Smith.

“But —you are going——-">
Redwing.

Mr. Vernon-8mith smiled grimly.

“I am going to find out,” he said,
“Whoover the voung fool was, he went
to the place called the Three Fishers
that night. That is, where I am going
now=someone  there must know  his
name. and whoover knows it shall tell
me. I shall sce that he docs, by gad [

He pestured to the juniors fo step

said

back: and the car rolled away to the
gatez.  Harvry Wharton drew a deep
bhreath,

He had never thought of that—
but Mr. Vernon-Smith h&g thought of
it Evidently he was not going to leave
a stone unturned.

DMy hat!” said Redwing, and his
ove:  gleamed, “8mithy's pater is a
brick, Wharton! He's the man for a
thing lhike tlus! There's some man ot
the Three Fishers knows who the young
rotter is, and he will give the name—
Mr. Vernon-Smith will make him,
somechow. ™

“Laoks like it!* said Harry.

“The young rolier!™ said Redwing.
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“ Any decent follow would have owned
up, when Smithy got it in the neck |
I'Hl be jolly glad to sce him shown up.”

“Smithy didn't want him shown up [

said Harry,
“I know! If it was left to Smithy,
the cod would never be knownl!

amithy's turfed out of school, not be-
couse he's done wrong, but because
he's loval to some cur not worth
bothering his head about. I can't
imagine whoe it was—but he must be
a pretty fair zort of rotier!”

“A frightensd little ass,” said Harrv,
thinking of Wingate minor. “Well, it's
up to Smithy's pater now.™

Redwing walked awav, with a much
more cheerful foce. Xle folt thot the
tangle was very likely to be unravelled,
in Mr. Samuel Vernon-Bmith's ex-
fremely copable hands.

Wharton swas glad to think the same;
but he was troubled, foco, at the
prospect, e glanced at George
Wingate, of the Sixth, walking with
Gwynne and Sykes, If the truth came
out, and if the truth wasz as Wharlon
suspected, what a blow  for *ald
Wingate ™! There was ng shadow of
forecboding on the kind, cheerful face
of the captain of Greviriars. Vet in
all likelihood, it was hiz brother who
was the unknown culprit: who would
be ruthlessly exposed by Bmithy's pater,
and either sacked or Hogged belfore
another day had passed. Bmithy had
wanted to shield him from that shame
and disgrace; but Bmithy's father’s
views were very different. DMr. Vernon-
Bmith  was not likely to ecare, or
consider, who suffered, so long as his
son did not seffer—and he was, of
course, right [ Justice had to be done!
But Wharton's heart was heavy for
Told Wingate.™

“IHallo, hallo, hallol” Bob Cherry
startled Lim out of troubled thoughts,
with a smack on the shoulder that
made him stagger. " Penny for 'em!”

“Fathead 1™

“Well, coming out?” asked DBob,
“Synithy's  paler’s gone—he doesn't
aeemt to have had any luck, after all
Bilessed if I quite know what ho was
up to. Anvhow he's gone—I saw Quelch
locking after hiz car, from the window
of his jolly old sindv—like a gargoyle!”
Tiob chuckled. * Bmithy's pater secms
to have rubbed Quelch the Wrong way !
I fancy he made the Chief Beak's head
ache! Come om, and gct your jigger,
and let’s get out.”

Huorry Wharton nodded, and followed
Bob in the direction of the bikeshed.
Mugent ond Johnny Bull and Ilurres
Singh joined them on the way, When
thev came near the bikeshed, thoy were
grected by o sound of heavy thumping
and Langing, and the voice of Horace
Coker raized in wrath.

“Hallo, halle, halle! What's tlas
game?” bawled Bob,

Coker of the I'ifth was banging on
the bikezhed door with a hetty fst.
Wingate minor stood beside him,
shaking with impatience,

fat freal [

“Open this door, you
roared Coker, “See? know you're
there, and wou've gob my pineapplel
Let me in, seel”

“0Oh lor’ 1" eame from within,
I say, Cokor—"

“I'm going to smash youl" roared
Coler.

“ Beast

“Will you let me in, you frabjous
frump#"

*{th, really, Coker—="

DBang! bang! bangi

“"What on earth—
Iarry Wharton.

“That [at scoundrel's locked himself

o [

2 exclaimed
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in here, with my pineapple!” hooted
Coker. “1I dare say he's scoffod it by
this tims. I'm going to smash him
into small pieces. Bunter! Let me in '

“I—I can't 1" squeaked Bunter, “ The
—the door's locked.”

" Unlock it, you frowsy frump ¥

*“The—the key's gone, old chapl I—
I'd let you in like a shot, but—but I
can't find the key.”

Bang | bang!

“You fat rotter! The Lkoy's in the
lock—I can see it!™ howled back
Wingate,

“ Beast "

“Will you open this door, Dunter?”
bawled Coker,

“No, I jolly well won't!” hooted
Bunter. *“I haven's had your pincapple !
My pineapple came from Bunter Court |
You can ask Wharton—] told him!
Besides, 1 haven't had a pineapple at
all | I—I don't like pineapples.”

“By gum! If you don't open this
door, I'll breal it in"
“ Beast 1

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Co.

Bang | bang! bang |

Harry Wharton's exves rested curionsly
oen Wingate minor. The fag was in a
tremble with impatience to get into
the bikeshed. Why did he want his
machine in such a hurry? Certainly
he did not look like a fellow who was
going to enjov o spin.
~ Bang! thump! bang! DBob Cherry
joined in the thomping on the door.
The Fomous Five had come thers for
their machines, and they were not dis-
posed to stand around waiting,

“Bunter, vou fat ass,” roarcd Dob,
“open this door !

“1 say, you fellowg——-"

“We want our jiggers, you durmmy I'
hooted Johnny Ball

“Well, look here,” came Bunter's
woice, “You fellows hold Coker—*

“Ha, ha, hat!”

“You hold him, while 1 cut, and I'll
open the deor!” saoid Bunter, “The
silly ass makes out that I've had his
pincepple. Of course, I haven't! You
fellows know that I wouldns ™

“Let us in, you blithering fathead 1™

“Yah!”

“We want our jiggers!” yolled Bob.

“ Beagt [

Bang! bang! bang! Thump! Ths
door of the bikeshed creaked and
groanad, Bub it did not open. Billy
Bunter was helding the fort—and he
was going to hold it, so long as Coker
of the Fifth was i the ofling.

R e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Bend Over "

F HAT the thump—""

It was the voice of Wingate
of the Bixth. The uproar
~at the bikeshed had at-
tracted quite a lot of attention by this
time, and fellowa were gathering
round, to seo what was on. Winpate
and Gwynne and Bykes, the great men
of the Sixth, who had been walking
in the quad, came up-—and the juniors
made room for the great men.

Coker, however, gave them a truculent
stare. Coker did net think much of the
Sixth, and made no sccret of the fact,
Heedless of the arrival of the great

men, Coker banged on the door again,
and roared:

“¥You young scoundrel! Lot me get
at yvoul"

i B&ﬂ-ﬁt L

Jack Wingate backed away belind the
other fellows as his major came up. Dul
the Greviriars captain did nob notico
him there. e tapped Coker on tha
shoulder.
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*Chuck it, Coker I he said quietly.
*What's the row about i

“That fat Egi]femr’s got my pine-
apple ' roared Coker. “IHe's locked
himself in here to seoff it, and I'm going
to smash him—szees 72

"You're not!"” said Wingate calmly.

“Who sayzs I'm not#” beﬁnwed Coker.

“Little mel. If you don’t want a
prefects’ beating, chut up!® said the
captain of Greviriars,

Coker urgh:EE ! Words could not have
ox resseg his feclings. Ii Horace James
Coker of the Fifth Form got a prefects’
beating, it would be time for the skies
to fall—with a erash! Nevertheless,
Coker was liable to a prefecls’ beating,
just litke an ordinary mortal |

Gurgling with speechless indignation,
Coker restrained his natural desirs to
knock Georgo Wingate spinning, and
stepped back, giving plsce to the Grey-
friars captain. Wingate tapped on tho
daar. :

“ Bunter !

“0Oh lor’ I

“"Open this door at onee 12

“T—T'm not here !

“What 1"

“I—I mean, I never had the pine-
apple * pasped Bunter.  “I1 haven't
tasted a pineapple for wepks! T—I've
‘(}}]ﬁtﬂ forgotten tho taste of a pineapple !

1 fact 15, T never eat them; I—T dis-
like them ! T say, Wingate, if vou ask
Wharton he will tell von that T teld him
my pincapple came {rom home. Ti=—it
was in a hamper from DBanter Court.
Mot that T had one, yon know,” added
Bunter caubionsly. “It's weeks and
weeks since I've had a pincapple—>="

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Open this doar at onea 1™

*I—T say, will you hold Coker ¥

“Ha, ha, hal”

VYT give you the whopping of your
life if vou den't unlock this door this
very minute ! rapped Wingate.

“Oh lor'1” groaned Bunter.

The key was heard to turn in the
lock. Deep as was hiz dread of the
wrathy Coker, DBilly Bunter did not
venture to disregard the captain of the
school. Wingate threw the door open.

A faf, alarmed face, smeared with
pineapple-juice, appeared. Coker made
a jump forward.

“Ow! Keep him off 1 velled Bunter,

Wingate pushed the Fifth Form man

H

* Leave this to me, Coker——3

*Look here—" roared Colkoer.

“And shut up! Now, Bunter, what
do you mean by locking yourself in the
bilkashed ! demanded Wingate,

*I—=I—I—I never had a pincapple!
The fact is, I—I was poing to do somo
Latin, and—and I wanted a quiet spot !
There's such a row in ihe Remove pas-
Eﬂgﬂ_”

“Was it juicy Latin yon did 7 in-
gquired Gwynne gravely,

“Eh

“Your face looks as if you've heen
dain Eﬂme’chinﬁ juiey ¥
&, ha, ha!

“Oh1” Bunter gasped, and passed a
fat hand over his smeary, (2t counten-
imce.” w The=the fact is

“There's the rind of 2 pincapple on
1" prinned Sykes of the Sixth.

i S

the floor!
“ But pr&hn ly Bunter knows nolling
about 1t.™

“MN.n-nnothing 1 gasped Bunler. T
—7T hadn't noliced €1 Ti—it looks as

2l

—as if somebody’s been eating a pine-
spple here! [—1 wonder who 1t was!"

“"Fhe wonderfulness is terrific!™
chuckled Hurree Jamsct Ram Simngh.

" Hih; ha, ha !

“He's scoffed it roarcd Coker.
“And I'm jolly well going to sinash him
—s0a T

Wingate, who had his official ash-
plant under hiz avm, slipped it down
into his hand. DBunter eyed that action
in great alarm.

" You've- been pilfering tuck {rom a
Fifth Form stedy, DBunter,” saul the
Groylriars eaptain. “#’_m-gﬂ-ing lo give
vou gix! DBend over ¥

“I—I never—"

“Bend over ™ rapped Wingatle.

"0h lort

Billy Bunter bent over dismally., =iz
from Wingale was not sb bad as what
he might have received from Coker of
ithe Fifth. But Billy Bunter did not
want six fromm Wingate. Whae Bunter
wanted, however, was not considered.
e had the six!

Whael, whack, whaek, whaek, whack,
whael !

The ashplant fairly ranpe on Bonler’s
Light trousers, and every whaek elicited
a foarful howl from the hapless Owl of
the Remove,

“That's that ! satd Wingate, toeking
{he ashplant under his arm apgain. ™ You
can cut, Dunter.”

“ You-ow-ow-ow-ow !

“Coker, if you want Buunler (o pay
for the pincdpple, you——"

“Rats 1" roared Coker.

“Ihen the matier’s eacled. ™

“I'm going to kick him aeross the
gquad 1 roarced Colier.

(Cantinaed on M:.e wieard perage.)
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“Not in the loast! Cuk,
Bunter I

Bunter cut! Ha cut at great specd|
Bupter was- & heavy-weight; but ho
few like the lightest of light-weights!

Coker made a rush after him, and
Wingata caught him by the arin and
jorked him bacl.

“Stop " he rapped,

" Look here, you silly ass—"

“What i

" Silly LEE 1* roared Coker. “II you

1 S—h

Wingate slipped the ashplant inlo his

snd again. )

"Bg:p.% over, Coker!” he said
laconically,

¥ Wha-a-at 72 stuttered Coker,

“Bend over !

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the crowd of
juniors, greatly entertained by the ex-
pression on Horace Coker's face.

“Why, I—I—1—" gurgled Coker.
3 e i

“Bend over ! ;

“Do you think you can whop s Fifth
Form man?Y shricked Coker.

“1 fancy so! Dend over!|"

“No jolly fear! I'lIl—2 !

“_'Enmi him over, you men!™ said
Wingate calmly.

Gwynno and Bykes took Ccker by
either arm, and the befty Horace was
bent over. *

Wheek, whack, whack, whack, whack,
whack ! _

The canc rang on Coker's trousers as
it had rung on Bunter's. It scemed like
some awiul dream to Coker of the
TFifth! It seemnnd impossible that it
really was he, Horace James Coker o

1 he, I J Cok f
the Fifth Form who was bending over
like o fag, taking six! Butit was! The
“six ™ left no doubt about it! It was a
befty six! _

“Now cubt!? said Wingate. "Any
mora cheek, Coker, and I'll take you io
ithe Head to be sacked ! Cutlt

Coker, &till like a fellow in a dream,
tottered away. Wingate, tucking the
ashplant under his arm once more,
walked away sedately with tho other
great men of the Sixth.

A swarm of juniors were left
chuckling; and Jack Wingate at last
was able to get info the hikeshed, wnd
grab his machine and rush it out.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Takes a Hand !

o 9 5 OLD on 12
H Jack Wingate did not hold
on: he did not even glance

back as Harry called to him.
Heo ran his bicyele out at the gate, and
threw his leg over the saddle. Leaving
his comrades at the bikeshed, gotting
tho machines out, thoe captain of tho
Remove ran swiftly down to the galc.

“Hold on ! ho shouted. )

Ho rushed after the fag; but Wingaie
minor drove at the pedals and flashed
away up tho road. Wharton halted,
breathless, beaten by the bike:; and as
he stood he saw the fag turn in the
direction of the towpath—whers it was
forbidden to ride bieycles.  What had
been a suspicion ig his mind before was
now & certainty.

Wingate minor knew, or [puessed,
where Smithy's pater had gono; and
that was why ho had been so anxious
to ?‘ﬁl‘- his bike oui—to gek to the ‘Three
Fishers first, and forestall thoe million-
pire. Wharton spun round to leter
Todd, who was wheeling out his
machine. There was po time to feteh
his own, )

“Lend me wvgur jigger, Toddy—take
mine—will you? [I'vo got fo get away
guick " : 3

Todd gave him & surprised store;

Tue Mauuer Lisnany.—No, 1,330,

Shut up!

but ncrddm:!; and handed over theo
machine. The captain of the Bemove
jueped on it, and pedalled away, swing-
g into the towpath after Jea
wingate.

The iui was riding hard and fask
Alrpady he wes some distance up tho
towpath in tho direction of the Three
Fisliera. 80 much time had been lost,
owing to the egrogious Bunter, that he
was doubtful now whether he would get
to the place first,

He rode frantically,
streaming down his face In
The hapless fag was not
hysteries. The whir :
behind him mads him glance beck in
fear; and he stared at Harry Wharton,
and rode on, regerdless of the Remove
fellow’s shout.

But hard as he rode, he had no chanee
in & race with the ecaptain of the
Bemove. Wharton was ﬁaing all out,
and rapidly overheuling the Ea&:;

“Btop "  repped out harton.
* Stop, you ma fﬂun,F fooll Btop and
let me speak to youl"

“1 won't! Mind your own business ™

“It's for your own sakel” :

“Mind your own business, I mgm; b
panted Jack Wingate. " You meddling
fool! Leave me alona[”

m= = 2|
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Wharton set his lips. e was topted
to teke the young rescal at his word,
and leave him alene.  But he thought ot
“old Wingate “—and the fvar and dis-
tress in the wretched feg's face dis
armed him, too. He rode on by the
side of the fag, casily keeping pace.

“You're gong to the Three Lishers ¥
he seid.

“No, I'm not I

“What's the good of lying ?" rapped
Wharton, * Where clso Fﬂggld j’ﬂﬁpbﬂ
geing on the towpath? I guessed it
when saw you ab the bikeshed,
You've found out where Bmithy's pater
F going, and you're trying to get thure
st

“Mind your own business 1¥

“I'll mind yours—and your brother's
—for & bit,™ said Ilurr:{: “Last week

ne

perspiration
the Ent BUN.
far from
of & machine

I knew=—or, az good as w=—that you
were the fcllow with Smithy that
night—="

*1 wasn't ™

“Well, if I was wrong, I'm sorry—
and, in that ecase, you're nob going Lo
the Three Fishers now.”

“T've told you I'm not.”

“We shall see—in e few more minutos,
then,™ said Wharton coolly.

“You—you rotler! Spying on a
chap! Turn back end leave me alone 17
the far almost sereamed.  Ib was as
good as an admission—if Wharton had
wanted prook.

“You young ass! Can't vou see it's

no good?" excleitned Wherton im-
patiently. " Likely enough, Smithy’s

pater is there alrcady, in his car—hbut
that's not all. The man you know
there will give you away—Mr, Vernon-
Smith will make him. There isn't a
chance of keeping it dark now. Go to
your brother——-"

“You fool ™

THE MAGNET

" It's you that's the fool 1" gaid Harry.
I tell you it’s your only chance now.
That rotier at the Threa Fishers won't
keep your roiten secret, if you go down
on your hands and knees to him [

“Why shouldn't he?” panted Jeck
Wingate. e was giving up lyving now,
The words of the captain of the Romovae

gcared him to the marrow of his bones,
“He hesn’t any reason to give me
away! It was he got me into playi

the fool, and I paid him—]1 needa’s
have, but I didl Why should he give
me awey?” He panted. “I'm going to
warn him—so thab he won't be faken
by surprise—and—and—he won't give me
away, l'm surs he won't ¥

The very words told how deep was the
fag'a dread thet Leach would botray
him, He hoped to prevail on the man
o keep his identity a secret: but his
fear was greater than his hope.

Wherton felt 8 wave of ecom ion
for the unheppy young rascal; he had
as good a3 confessed now where he was
going, and why; and Wharton realised
bis stale of almost hysterical despera-
tion, But it was for the boy’s own sake
that Wharton was ecting now, The
bikes flew on side by sida,

“I'm going there!” the fag panted.
“¥You shan't stop mel Mind your own
business, Hearry Wharton !

“I shan't stop you!" said Harry.
“I'm frring to- make you understand
that the pame’s up, you young ass! I
don't know who the man is you know
there—but he must be a precious rascal,
whoever he iz, to do bething with a kid
like you! Do you think a man like that
will keep a thing dark—when & man
like Mr. Vernon-Smith wants to know?
He will be afraid, for one thing. .And
for another, he will be on the make.
What do you fancy he will think, as
soon as he hears that e millionaire
wants to know something that he can
fcll him?  All he will think i3 bow
mueh he can made out of 161"

“Oh " pasped Jack Wingate,

He had not thought of that. Bub, a3
Wharton spoke, he could ses, in lhis
mind’s eve, the beery, squalid, greedy
face of the maen Leach. What he could
tell might be worth a fiver to him, a
teuner, & pony poerhaps—if money
would buy what Mr. Vornon-8mith
wanted fo know, money would not be
spared. The geme was up—lo could
offer the man nothing—nothing but
hysterical pleading not to give away his
name |

“Can’t you seo?”’ wont on Ilarry
paticntly. * Smithy's pater i3 on this
like a bulldop. Hoa's got his jaws into
it. 1lle knows he can get the neme he
wants at the Three Fishers. Do you
tirink they'll dare defy e man like him 1t
And if they dia, do you thunk the man

ou know would refuse to sell you out?
‘or poodness’ sake, kid, have a littlo
sense | 1 speaking for your own sake.”

Jack Wingate's biko still ran_on; but
he was not pedalling now.  Even his
searnd and confused mind grasped the
truth of Wharton's carnest words. ilis
bike slowed down, end he would have
fullon olf in the grass of the towpath,
had not tho captain of the ilemove
jumped down and caught hinm.

“Steady on[* said Llarry.

Wingate minor staggercd ogainst s
tree bosido Ehe palh.

“What can 1 do?" he multered
huskily, *Ile—ho will find out—he will
go to the llead and—and my Lrother ™

e choked.

“Mhere's no hol said
Ilarry p]t;.fing!g'. & did not odd that
the fag hunself ought to have pone Lo
the Iead, long age, when Smithy wea
“sacked.” 11 was mo time foc

for tha® now.’
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“ Why, I—I—J——"" gurgled Coker.
a Fﬂth’-Furm man ? ** shrieked Coker.

¢ T—]—1'11 L} ]
““ No jolly fear !

'l—*

Gwynne and Sykes tock Coker by either arm, and the hefty Horace was bent over.

reproaches. “As soon as 1 heard that
Bmithy's pater was going to that show
1 knew he would find out the facls, He
will be coming beck to Greyfriars—
knowing rFour neme——"

: “He couldn't prove—" muttered the
BL.

“Your name will be enough. When
iluu’m standing before the Head, do you
ancy vou could tell lies, and lia your-
self out of 177

Jack Wingate groaned. Only too well
he know thet he could not. Once up
hefore the Head, hie knew that the false-
hoods would die on hia lipa.

“And there’d be proof, too,” went on
Wharton, “Whoever you've seen at
that den could identify you—3Smithy's
pater would bring him up to the school
if necessary.™

The fag groaned again.

“That's why 1 came elter you, kid.
I tell you, Mr, Vernon-Smith will come
back 1o the school, with your name all
pat to give to Dr. Locke. Your only
chance is to get in first, It's got to come
out now; buot you'll pet off easier by
confessing—that wil! be something ! Go
to your brother first—he will got a
shock, but ho's pot to pet it now, Any-
how, he will stand by you as far as ho
can.”

*1—1 daven't!” The fag's voice was
a husky grean, “I—['d have owned
up, when Bmithy got it, only 1 daren’t
let my brother know! Captain of the
school and head prefeck, and all that.
And I—I1—"

Ha choked.

It was in Wharton's mind that the
voung rascul should have thought of
that before Lo dabbled in  blachk-
guardism. But he did not say so.

"1t's got to come, kid” ho =aid
quictly. " Your only choice is 1o tcll

ringing on his trousers.

Wingate yourself, and get him to put it
to the Hoad—or to wait till Snuathy's
pafer comes back to the =school with
your namg. You'll be in a :imtt&r
position if you've owned up—Wingate
iay be able to de something for you—
but 1f you wait till it comes out—"
“I1—1 know ™ L ]
"“They won't sack a kid in the Third I
sanid Harry.
“It—it's not that!
my hbrother———m""
Even the selfish young rascal, who had
kept silent when Smithy was sacked,
was thinking of his brother. And
Wharton could Dbelieve that it was
chiefly for that reason that ho had been
silent. .
“Well, you're your own master,” zaid
Harry at last. “I thought I cught fo
tip you—end if you've got any sense
vou'll get in first, Think it over, kid,
but don't take too long—therc's net a
lot of time to waste,”

With that, the captain of the Remove
remounted his macnine, and rode back
the way he had come. [Ile hiad done all
that he could—for Wingate minor's own
soke, and for Wingate major's—and he
had to leave 1t at thak ub when he
glanced back, -a fow minutes later, he
saw that the fag wasz en hizs bieyele
again, and following him.

When e reached  Greyiriars, end
rojoineed s astonizshed friends, who wero
wondering wlat had become of him,
Jack Wingate wheeled in his machine
and walked off slowly to the 1Touse.

A guarier of an hour later, riding
en the Courifickd rood, the Famous IFive
paszed a big ear eoming lowards the
sehool, In that ear s=at bMr. Samuel
Vornon-Smith, with an  expression  of
pricn  salisfuclion on ks face. And
Uarry Wharten koew, alter one glanco

It's the disgrace—

** Bend over ! ** saild Wingate.
* Bend him over, you men [ * said Wingate calmly.

* Do you think you can whop
The next moment Wingate's cane was

at Smithy’'s pater, that if Jack Win-
gate had taken his advice, he had only
taken it in iime.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.

A Clean Breast of It 1]

e INGATE of the Sixth was
standing Ly his study window,
while Paget, his fag, was
busy getting tea.

There was a thoughtful expression on
Wingate's rugged, kindly face. Ile was
ll]infing of Mr. Vernon-Smith’s expodi-
tion to the Three Fishers, and wonder-
ing what would come of it. Mr.
Vernon-Sinith was not a man to be
dented ; if any of the shady erew at that
disreputable den had anything to tell,
ithere was litfle doubt that the aullion-
atre would get it oub of him.

Wingnte wondered whethor the mil-
lionaire’s retarn to the school, when ho
came, would mean trouble for somo
Greyfrinrs fellow., Xlo was not by any
meang  pleased with the  millioneire’s
methods of “enrrying on™  Sull, he
could hardly blame a father for taking
any measures Lo clear the nae of his
SO,

ITe gave o little start at the sizht of
a far coming lowards tho Howse, Jt
was his vonnr beolher, and 1he expres-
sion on iz faee made Wineaie fix his
eves on him sharply, For move than a
waoek past he had konown that there was
sorne troubile an Jack's mind, but he had
Leen unabile to discover—or guess—ma hat
it was. When he had guestioued him
the far had Leen sullen and evasive,
only anxious to get awar. JE had
worricd Wingale o good deal, amd 1%
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worried him mors than ever now that
%1:: gaw that strange Yook on his minor's
&,

The fag came towards the House with
lagging stops, as if he had to drag him-
self along.

“Paret!" Wingate turned from the
window, and Paget looked up. “You
can cutl Tell my minor to come hers;
he's in thoe quad.™

“Yes, Wingate.” i

Mot at all sorry to be relieved of his
duties, Paget of the Third “cut.” A
couple minutes later Jack Wingate
entered tho study. )

“1 told Paget to send you here,”” said
Wingate, eveing him, .

“ Igwas coming,” inuttered his brother.

“Bhut the door. Now, what's the
matter? I've asked you before; now
you're going to tell me.”

“ 1 was coming here to tell you,™

“That's good | Cough it up.”

Wingate minor looked at hitn a}lmaat
stealthily. Whatover thoe captain of
Greyfriars expeeted, it was not what was
ecoming—or anything like it. DBut the
fag had to get it out. Ho was in terror
of hearing the sound of Mr. Vernou-
Smith's relurning car before he had had
time. But the words scemed to choke in
his throat. He tried to speak, and stood
miscrably silent. -

A look of anxiety deepened on Win-
gate's face. He realised that his brother
was in more serious trouble than he had
imagined.  Yet what serious trouble
could have fallen on a fag of the Third
Form?

"Congh it upy, kid!" said Wingate,
and his voice was very kind, “If you've
been making e fool of yoursell some-
how, I'in the man to tell, It—ib can't
ba anything I should have to take up
a5 & prefect.”  Already, however,
feared that it was.

1: B
BUNTER’S
CIRCUS!

Boss of Whiffles’ World-
Famous Circus! That's the
latest adventure of Willam §
George Euntarlg The fat and |
fatuous “owl  find: himself
boss of s circus! How it all
happens will keep you in fts {
of laughter throughout this
ﬁand book-length  yarn of 1}
Harry Wharton & Co. Get
it to-day.

“¥eg I" gasped Jack,
" Then—what 7"’

“It was me with Smithy " The fag
gulped it out. _
ingate stared at hum, not compre-

hending for a moment or two. The fag
stood half ercuched agaimt. the study
table, his eyes on the Hoor. 8lowly the
Groyiriars captain got it infe his head.

“*You—with Vernon-Smith 2*?

Jack nodded, unable to speak.

“You—imy brother—out of bounds at
night! You, night-prowling with that
voung scoundrel Vernon-Smith! Are
you mad I ]

The fag did not speak. He had gof it
out, and now his volce seemed to fail
him.

Wingate's face hardened like a rock.

“Is that true? Answer me 1"

*¥Yes 1" panted hig brother.

“And I was sorry for that young
villain when he was kicked out—and 1%
was my own brother that he led into his
rotten rascality | By gad!™ He broke
off. “Why have you told mei”

“Wharten advised mo to—""'

“Wharton knew " _

“He guessed somchow. I—I think I
gave myself away the day Smithy was
sacked. Wharton spoke to me that day,
Now he's advised me—"" ] ]

“(iood advice, at all events ¥ Win-
rate clenched his hands. “That voung
scoundrel Vernon-Smith—ihat villain—
that——"" He choked with wrath. " Dut
I den't understand | You have nothing
to do with the Bemove. How did you

ot in with the fellow at all? T should
wave noticed if I'd ever szeen you
together—"

“YTou don't
Jack Wingate.
to do with

understand.””  muttered
“I never had anything
him; we were never

he together.™

“ He led vou into this ! Wingate could

No.202: THE |
ROOKWOOD |
GIPSIES !

Meet the schoolboy cara-
vanners | Jimmy Silver & Ca.,
the Fistical Four of Rook-
wood, are spending  their
holidays caravanm round
the cuuutryside—-alﬁ 50 are
Tommy Dudd & Co.1 Read
this ripping varn of schoolboy
adventure in the open airl
It's a real tip-top stery of the
cheery chums of Rookwaod.
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not get that out of his head. “He was
the cause—— I never quite believed it,

but Quelch was right—and you werve the
silly kid ho wns leading into mischief 1"
“0Oh, you won't understand "' said

Jack, with 8 touch of his old sullenness.
*8mithy never bad anything to do with
ift. I don’t even know how ho knew [
was out of bounds that night, He found
out, and he knew that you—that tha
prefects were on the watch, and he come
out to warn me.”

Wingate caught his breath.

*Why did you go out ¥

“To pay & man a pound! A man
named Leach—ab the Three Fishers !
That pound you gave me-—-—"

“¥ou young rascall If I'd known—
How did you ever come to be at the

face ot all and see such a mant

Ternon-Smith take von there 1

“Nol Ile spotied me going there one
ofternoon and warned me thot the beaks
were on the spot—that's all, He guessed
where 1 was going somehow, You
don’t understand ! e had nothing to
do with it. He advized me io km:fl clear
of the place, and I meant to; only that
man sald he wouldn't wait any longer,
and I was scared; and—and I couldn't
get there in the day-time, so I cut out
of the dorm "

The fag's voice trailed away; Dbut he
\"l"'.‘.‘llt QI oL -

“I—I never meant any harm! I only
went there once—one dayv—to—to pmek o
ginger-pop. I thought it rather a lark;
and—and the man got talking to me—
he's the billiards-marker there—and he
sald he knew a horse that would wim,
and—and—"  Ilis wvoico trailed off
again.

“And Vernon-Zmith had nothing to
do with it ?"

“ course he hadn’t! Think a
fellow like Smithy would go about with
g Third Form kid?'’ snapped Wingate
minor. " He never knew till I told him,
when he warned me o keep clear of the
place. And=—and that night I—I went,
and I ran into that fool Coker, and
there was a row. And—=—and—and as far
0z I can make out, Quelch thought it
waz Bmithy up to his tricks, and set the
prefects on the wateh. And I never
knew fthat, and they’d have bagged me
as I came in, only Emlth{v—”

ingate.

“Good gad I"" breathed

He was beginning to understand, Mr,
Vernon-Smith's words came back to his
mind. It was some loyal regard for the
weetched culprit's brother that made the
Bounder keep obstinately silent, when
he had only to speak—to tell what Jack
Wingate was telling now—to save him-
gelf from the sack. Bmithy had stated
that he had gone out to warn a silly
follow who was out of bounds; and the
Head had told him that if he could
prove that statement, it would not be
expulsion. And he could have proved
it

“Good gad " repeated Wingate.

“T—I1 never knew Bmithy was caught
thot night,'"” mumbled Jack. * He met
ms outside and tipped me, and we
waited till the f)refects' had gone in, as
wa thought. got in all right; I
thought Smithy was all right, only the
next day I koew e

Wingate stared at him, XHe remem-
bered very clearly the events of that
night—when his hand had fallen on the
Bounder’'s zhoulder, the other fellow
barely escaping. And the other fellow
was hia brother ! He had had the nar-
rowesk escape of capturing his minor out
of bounds, and Smithy had got it instead
—and suffered for it! .

“If it’s as you say, you could have got
"fmrnun-Smiti off expulsion by speaking
out I’ he said at lask.

The fag gulped.
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“T know! T was afraid tol
guessed, and he told e,
couldn't! I couldn't face—'

“The Head?"

HNo; youl”

LN G}I II:I' .

Wingate went to the window and
stared out inlo the sunny quad; his
brain was in & whirl.

He remembered how he had asked,
almost begged, the Bounder to givo tho
pame, =o that his story might be proved,
to save him from the sack. He remem-
bered the curious glirnmer in Bmithy’s
eyes when he had asked him; he had
not understood it thenm, but he under-
stood it now. :

It was for his sake, fo save him from
disgrace and humiliation, that the
Bounder had taken the risk that night—
and the Bounder was not tho fellow to
turn back when his hand waz on the
plough. IIa was not the {fcllow to
weaken and whine because luck had
gone apainst him. Even the fact that it
was Wingato himself whe had caught
him and handed Lim over to autherity
had made no difference to the Bounder’s
rosolution. ;

And his story was true. His com-
panion that night was not a reckless boy
whom he was [cading into rascality, but,
#3 he liad said, & silly “kid ™ whom he
had tried to save from disgrace. ‘The
Beounder of Greyiriars, the * hard case ™
of the Remove, the seapegrace of the
sehool—in the role of guardian angel !

Wingato turned back from the window
gt lnst,

Wharlon
But I—1

“You'll have to icll all this Lo the
Heod I .

“J—I know !® Jack Wingate shud-
dered.  “I—I dou’t care much about

wyeelf—that's true, really, but—but——7"

“It's n bit late in the day to_think
of me,” said Wingate bitteriy, "I shall
have 1o face it somchow. You've dis-
graced our name, and, worse than that,
vouw've let a decent fellow—a  really
decent feliow, with all his faults—youn'vo
et liim be kicked out of the school when
a word {rom you—— Dut it’s no good
talking ! That can be seb right, at least !
Thank goodness you'vo had the deceney
to own up before you were found out-—
and there's no doubt vou'd have been
found out. I dare say Mr. Vernon-
Amith knows already ! Come with me I

Wingale minor walked, with lagging
steps, by his brother's side to the Head's
stady.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER!
All Clear !

It. SAMUEL VERNON-SMITIL

M alighted from his car.
There was a grim smile on
the millionaire's hard face as
Trotter showed him to the Head's sindy.
1lis visik o the Three Fishers had boen
4 svecess—alr. Vernon-S2mitl: was not
‘the man to fail. ko knew now all that
“hwe wanted to know—and the headmaster

of Groylfriars was to know 1t

Wil 2 heavy siride the millionaire
camo down the corrider, and lhe had
almozt veached De Locke’s study when
the Jdoor opencd and two {ellows came
out—a Sixth-Former and a Third Ferm
fap.

Ale. Vernon-Bmith’s  loek  greow
grilriltlt"r s he ['-.’."i:ugr:iscd 1he lu:r:,? hao
knew 1o be Wingate minor. The senior
anedl junior went in the otber ‘direction,
anel Alv. Yeronon-Bmith owas shovwn milo
b :-.'l':ll_'!.'—:l.“:_‘l' ANy Hrim ook after
Sthem,  Lrelter pulied the door shut ol
departed, and Mr. Vernon-Bmulr faced
u  troubded-looking  headmaster and a
worricd Forin masler—Dr. Locke opd

Mr., Quelch. They were speaking a
moment before he entered; pow they
wera silent, looking at him.

“I regret having to take up so much
of your time to-day, Dr, ke,” said
the millionaire detective, with a famé
touch of sarcasm. “I have been follow-
ing a line of inquiry which, probably,
did not cecur to you. I have visited the
place called the Three Fishers.™ X

“Indeed, sir 1 said the Head, raizsing
his eyebrows a little. .

* 1t did not gecur to you to investigato
in that direection, sir,” said Mr. Veroon.
Smith.

* Certainly not.  Neither should I
dream of erediting any statement made
by any habitue of such a place Y said
tha Head stiflly.

YOh, quoite!” aszented Mr. Vernon-
Smith. “* A rascally crew—][ nover saw
a more dingy and disreputable crow !

——imam e

l GOT A POSTCARD ?

Then jot down en it that funny
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to me. It may win

A USEFUL PRIZE!
G. P. Pim, of 601, Wardlaw
Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba,

Canada, has done the trick. Here's
s effort :
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“*The best thing for
you 1o do, sir, is to stop thinkin
about yourseif—io bury yoursal
in your wark.' |
Patiant [suffering from nerves) :

I Doctor *

" What ! And me a concrete
imixarl"
I Mow get busy and see what YOU
can dol

e —

But it 15 not a guestion of crediting
slatenents made by such persons, sir, it
iz & question of imvestigating the truth
of such zlatemenis™

* 1t 18 now unnecessary—" bepan 1lio
T,

“ Pleaze let me complete my remarks,
sir. I iuterviewed the landlord of Lhe
Three Fishers, I found him very willing
to oblige=—no doubt he kuoew that Ins
licenee was in danger if he provoked
me. I was wvery scon o contoet with
a tnan naned Beach, billierds-marker at
the place. e was the man with whom
a Greyiviars boy=—a Lower Forw boy—
bad  Daaad dealings. A five-pouu] nole
bowghi the whole story™

“Boch melhods, sipe—

“Euen methods, sie, would never oceny
Lo a scholavly gentlemnn litke yoursel
sund Dle. ‘;I'TI]UII'HLII“-]I, wilh more or
less polile sarcusim. * But o man of the
world doos nol wasie 1ime beating abouk
the bush, I am here Lo elear my son of
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a charge of which he 18 puililess, and
my methods, so long as they arc legal,
are good endugh for me.

“On Monday night, last week, sir, a
Greyiriars Third Form boy visited the
Three Fishers late at night to pay the
man Leach a pound which, 1t seems, he
owed him. The man is a dirty rasecal
I would noy take his word agoninst o
pickpocket. Dot he gave a name—that
was all I wanted. ‘The name was Win-
gate—tlic younger boy of that name—
and I demand, siv, that this boy Wingate
be sent for and questioned. have no
doubt that he will tell the truth to his
headmasicr.™

The Head and Mr. Quelch exchanged
a glance.

But for what they had heard, only o
few minutes before the millionaire's
return, thet statement would have
startled them, and would have been
received with utter neredulity till the
miserable fag had been questioned.

Now, however, they knew already, and
the name came as no surprise to them.

“This boy,” resumed .- Mr., Vernon-
Smith, “was one of the boys I ques-
tioned myseli—the one I least thought
of suspecting, as a matier of face. His
brother is eaptain of tho school—a Sixth
Form boy—and I could not imagine,
therefore, that he was the friend for
whom my son sacrificed himself. Why
FHerbert made such a sacrifice, for a
Sixth Form boy with whom he can have
Lad little or nothing to deo, is a mystery
to me. HBut there iz no doubt of the
fact, for the boy he befricnded that
night was Wingate's young brother, [
have no doubt that the young rascal
will confess as much——"

“Ee has already confessed, sirt”

1l“’hut‘?ll‘

“I was about to say, sir, when Fou
intorrupied me, that further inquiry was
unnecessary,” sald Dr. Locke, “"Only a
few minutes ago Wingate miner came
here with his brother and told the whole

story.” .
1 saw lom leaving your study.
But “=—Mr. Vernon-Smith’s facs  seb

hard—" unless the boy's confession Liay
exonerated my son, sip—"

“ It hos '™ said the Head.

“Quite I gard Ar. Quelch.

l'-l{' ]I !FJ

“From what thiz unhappy boy has
confessed,” said Dr. Locke slowly, “it
appears that he becamoe mmvolved will
u rascally characler, named Leach, at
thab miscrable place—and he visited the
place that night to pay him a debt.
Your son bad nothing whatever Lo do
with tho matter except thet, learning
that the boy was in danger of being
caught as he returned, he left his dormi-
tory to warn hium.  This was the story
vour son told to me, but as he refused
to give me the boy's namp-—~——7

"I see no reason now why he shonld
not havo given tho name™ said My,
Creeleh. “1o was well aware that his
word conld not be taken without proof.

Your zon, sir, haz onlvy himself te
blamne®
“Possildy,” sanl AMe. Vernon-Smith

dryvlv., " Hat ihe principle of never
letting a man down s o pood one”

“If that was the reason—-="

“"What other reaseon, sir, could e
Liave Tiod #Y

Ale. Quelch was silent Tor & mament
or bwe,  IE was nob casy o change fixed
ppanions.  MNeilher was i easy 1o think
of the reckless, wnzerupulous Pommler
as bicd by a point of honewr, amd in-
lueneed by o clivalrous consideralion
for The captain of 1he school. Yet therve

(Clantimurd an qurge 28.)
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THE MOST THRILLING CRICEET STORY EVER WRITTEN !

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE,

Bimon Allison, once part-owner of the great
Allison Motor Works, invénts a powerful
suparcharger. Spurred on by a thug named
valatti, Len Allison, the old man's nephew
and * hoss"" of the works, enliats the sorvices
of 2 masked hunchback to steal the plans.
The raid Is carried out, and old Simon ia
badly hattered. With hia erippled father fo
support, Bill Allison, a crack left-handed
howler, leaves Mike Doyle, & mechanic, in
charge of tha invention, and joins the county
club as a pro. Bill very soon estahlishes him-
self a3 a match-winner. Later, the hunch.
back, armeéd with an awtomalic, makes
another attempt to steal the plans, but is
forced to Mles without his prize. Bill gives
chase on his bike, only to fall heavily.

{Mow read an.}

Mike’s Tmporfant Discovery!
MEAHW'HILE, Mike Doyle was

in o bad way, too—lying face
down, half-in, half-out of the
eottage door.

Although Joe the Iump's bullet had
only fanned him, blood was streaming
fast from an uwgly, ragged furrow below
his eve. And, to add to his plight, in
trying the follow Bill. he had stumbled
wcakﬁ." again, knocked his head against
the doorpost, and taken the count.

The pround was heaving and rocking
under him  when, at long last, the
moechanie opened his cyes again and
managed to haul himseli upright. For
geveral blank minutes he leaned apgainst
the door, staring perplexedly at the big
automatic at his feet, what time he

ressed a handkerchief to his injured
aml'

It was the throbbing pain of the
wound that finally brought him to his
FEDIEGS ONCe MOre, , :

“My thunderin' Sam! Dill! Bill,
where are you? DBy gosh, I'll smazh
someone for this!”

All at once a surge of ungovernable
rage rushed over him, sweeping away
the last of his muzziness, Pain vias dis-
regarded, faintness conguered.  Uttoer-
ing a harsh word, sharp as the cruck of
a whip, Bill's indomitable pariner stag-
geeed down to the gale, gripping the
auromatic bereely,
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Up and down the road he glared, but
it was deserted. Strangely, no one
from the village had been attracted by
the fracas in the cottage. DBut to Mike,
who knew the inhabitants of gquiet,
sleepy Kelsey, this was not surprising.
Even if the report of Joe the Hump's
gun had been heard,’ the Kelseyites
would only have thought some poacher
was at work in the squire's coverts near
by. Certainly nothing short of a
field-gun would have drawn them from
the village inn or their own cosy par-
lours at this time of night.

Mike set his teeth hard.

Where was Ball? What had hap-
pened to him?  Had the plucky
voungster overhauvled that fiond of a
hunchback? If he had——

“Heaven help the Ilad!”
Milke, in an agony of dread,

Then, as he started groggily up the
road, a sound that was sual:}ulzci{:usl;‘.r like
a sob of relief burst from him at sight
dim shape slowly approaching the

groaned

of o
mttnﬁg.

Mike ran forward. VYes, It was Bill
all right;: dusty and dishevelled, and
the knees of his trousers gaping. The
Ind was limping in a way that made
Mike bite his lip, and the wreckope of
“']I'Eh{!'?.:r' Anna h L from the ;,.'mln!.;ﬁ.ler's
shoulder.

Without a word, Mike slung the
bicyclo into the hedge, hugged his young

artner tightly for a moment, then

ustled him back into the cottage.

“Thank Heaven you're safe, bow!
Quicl ! What happened ¥ he panted.

Bill, however, ignored the question.
Fe, in turn, stared aghast ar Mike's
wounded face.

“M-my goodness! That devil hit vou.
then ¥ he gasped—econtinuing in a burst
of admiration: “Gelly, you're a wonder,
Mike! He had you right wnder the
muzzle of his gun, yet vou slung that
teapot at him ! Here, lot me——"

“ M, shosh ' Wover miingd me ' Ailke,
in a towering rage, made an impatient
gesture,  “\What about you? Arc yotl
Linirk, Tad #*™

Ik, MNeot much, Scratehes chiefly—

"i‘ By JOHN BREARLEY e
1
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and I've cut both my koces. But, believe
me, Mike, I'm fit enongh for any more
work,” added Bill, with ANgry emphasis,

"Good! And where did the hump-
backed hound go?”

Bill, sinking into a chair, shrugged.

“Dunno. He—he got away in a fast
car again !™ the voungster confessed de-
jectedly.  “JFust like last time, in fact.
I chased him like fury, but just past
Taylor's gate I enme unstuck. Wasn's
my fault, Mike—the road was simply
littered with small cobbles. Wheezy ran
slap into 'em, and the next I knew I
was in the ditch and the car was—gone!
That beggar must have slung the stones
into the road—a whole sackful, T reckon,
judging from the number I kicked into
the puotter alterwards. ™ Suppose he
brought 'em with him in casr of acci-
dents, 'eds he looked as though he was
empiying something over the baclk of
the bus the last I saw of him, DBut, of
courze, I didn't expect——7"

Mike Doyle's leathery faee
granite-hard, and his eyes glinted.

*“ Ay, proper Chicago smash-and-grab
trick, that! Cobbles, nails—huh, I saw
‘*om overturn an armoured police car
with that stunt once. In fact, the whole
stunt recks of Chicago—robbery under
arms, and a slick getaway ofterwards.
Well, did you see anyvthing of the car?"
he cended abruptly.

“QOrdinary tource, a3 far as I could
see. No lights, no number—that's all!”
replied Bill sadly. *“Couldn’t even got
a glimpse of the driver.  They wore
heading for Avonport, but they might
just as easily have turncd off into tho
hills or across the river.”  The lad
siphed, * It's a wash-out "

“Ts it%" Mike's short, sharp langh
was unpleasant.  “Well, it was a wash-
et for them as well; they didn't get
the 511[11111:11:11'5;1*1‘. And row—""

A baleful scowl darkened Mike's faco
as he lowered the redilened handkerchicf
and glared at him.  Almest roughly he
thrust the automatie inle Bill's limp
hand, took an electric toreh from tho
drosser, and erossed 1o the door, swayv-
ing slizghtly as he went.
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“I'd better koock up old Doc Stevens
first I’” he jerked. *“(iet him to see to
thiz cut before I lose any more blood.
You stay here, Bill, and bathe those
knees. And, for Pete's sake, keep o
Ear-tl-,ful watch, and keep that gun handy,
W-“

Left alone, Bill heaved himself out of
the chair end poured some warm water
into a besin. Now that his first hot
blaze of wrath had abated somewhat,
the youngster was feeling the sting of
defeat keenly.

Nervous impatience held him in its
grip; a feverish desire to carry on the
hunt with all speed; though where and
how he had no idea as yet. It seemed
impossible, ocutregecus evem, that such
a conspicuous brute as Jos the Hum
could get away with real Chicago roug
stuff in a Paaneful Englieh countryside !
But there it was!

Nearly- an hour dragged by before
firm footsteps sounded on the gravel
cutside, and’ his partner strode into
the parlour again. '

Then, however, at one glance it was
obvicus that Mike was himself once
more,

_ Nob only that, but there was a queer,
intense light -in the mechanio’s erlfea. &
sort of smouldering fire that Bill had
neyer seen before. Other crack racin
drivers had szeen it ten  enough,
though, in years gone by and known
it for what it was—a beacon-light, a
warning that Cannonball Mike vle,
the coolest, most dashing speed-aca in
the world, was on the warpath,

Two strips of sticking-plaster on his
check added to the mechanic’s tough
appearance, His lips curled sardonie-
ally as he thrust an open bhand under
Eill's nosa,

““Told you they’d make a bloomer
some time!” he groted triumphantly.
“ Just look at this ™

“Whereupon Bill looked—and whistled
softly. For in Mike's calloused palm
lay the butt of & Turkish cigarette, the
burnt end erisp and brittle, the. other
end still slightly soggvy.

** Clorsica Phil Valetti’s®” he breathed.
" Where was it 7"

“Found it farther up the road, near
Taylor's gate,” explained Mike. “And
it's fresh, too. Matter of fact, I walked
up there deliberately, hoping to find
something hke this. see, Phil
Valetti’s a Corsican by hirth, and, like
all his breed, he'd smoke if he was
going to be hung!”

Mike's clenched fist pounded the table,

“ Anyway, this is proof enough for me
that Corsica Phil wa=s right here on
this job to-night with Joe the Hump !*
he snapped, * MNow I know where 1 am
at last1? .

“What ara we going to do, then?”
eriod Bill eagerly—and stiffencd with
surprizse at Mike’s prompt answer.

“Go straight to vour Cousin Len's
house 1 retorted the Cannenball ecoolly.
“That's the likelicst place to find Phil;
and, son, when you're up against men
like him, attack’s the best defence! Go
right in after em the minute you get
a pood chanee. And—"

The lawless gleam 19 the Irishman's
eyes despened.
© "With this fag-end to put the wind
up 'em, and this gun tu back me up
anvone gets rough, by heck, I'm the
man to do it! C'mon, Bill—step on the

gas [
Mike’s Resolve !
i YUU’RE g-going to Len's house?

Now 7o
Instead of cheying his friend
; and partper's command at
once, Bill recoiled a step and gasped
Jike a mewly landeq fish.
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What on earth had come over old
Mike all of a sudden, he wondered?
Had the ugly events of the mil:ta,
coupled with the injuries he d
received, affected his brain in some way?

Certainly the ex-racing star looked
anything but his usual cool and stolid
self, The queer, smouldering glare in
his eyes, the savage tautness of his lips,
and the way his strong fingers curled
and uncurled about the barrel of Joa
the Hump's automatio, showed that in.
wardly Mike was & human voleano,
liable to flare up intc eruption any
T oan’t do that, Mike!

r Fou—7you can’t do that, Mike I
Bill saf feebly. “That's taking tha
law into your own hands with a ven-
geance, and maybe all you'll do is to
land yourself in the hands of the law!
Besidesg—= :

The yﬂunﬁuter pointed to the charred
cigarette-end. ,

“Now we've got such & good clue as
that, cughtn't we to take it to the police
and tall "em our suspictons about Corsica
Phil and—and »

“Police, my left foot |

A scowl of impatience, not unmixed
with pure exasperation, darkened Mike's
face as he jerked out the scornful
oxclamution. PBut his irritation died
down quickly. He gave Bill a friendly
pat on the arm..

“Now, listen, boy—you don't know
coppers like I do,” he went on, mors
calmly, *“They're good chaps, but they
can't move for red tape as far as I've
ever seen. Just think for o minute, and
figure out exsctly how much vou've got
to tell therm.

" First, Joe the Hump paid us a
visit. Well, he did that before, and

got awng with it after nearly killing
your dad, and the police combed the
country for him. Ha wasn't caught

then, and I'll lay he's not caught now.
Joe never has been caught, ¢ven in
America, Az far as the police aro con-
cerned, he's a bloomin' phantom, And
I'd think so myself if I hadn’t actually
seb eyes on him !

Bill grunted. He was in full agree-
ment with Mike on that point.

“Now, then,” continued the mechanie,
thumping the table emphatically, “what
else is there to tell the polica? Jeg got
awaey in a car, but you don't know the
number, the make, or the colour. All
you saw was that it looked like an
open  tourer—which means little or
nothing. Trust him to make a slick
gotaway—he's used to it. Also, there's
no number or any other way of tracing
this gun to him—1I'"ve locked!

P T T AN ey,
STAR ITEMS IN—

NEXT WEEK'S MAGNET!

A topnotch yarn by Frank Richards
that will hold your intorest to the very
end, entitled :

“ MICKY, THE SPRATI"

It’s one of tho fincst tales of the Chuma
of Greyiriars I have hod the pleagure of
rerding.

Then follows another sporkling edition

THE ** GREYFRIARS HERALD,”

further chapters of our thrilling ericket
story :

“ ALLISON OF AVONSHIRE ! ™
and another interesting ericket talk by
“UMPIRE."

DON'T MISS THIS BUMPER

PROGRAMME, BOYS !—Ed.
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“And now—this Turkish cigarette-
end. Well, it's proof enough for you
and me that Corsica Phil was right here
on the job with Joe the Hump.
But——

Mike shook his bead gravely.

“¥You couldn't get the police to make
& downright arrest on_this evidence,
Bill. Other men smoke Turkish
cigarettes beside Corsica FPhil., And
if it comes to thaet, they've only got my
word that I feund it up the lape hers.
Why, the instant Phil was questioned
hﬂ’if swear that I was trying to frame
him up. Anyway, bet your Iife he'd
deny 1t was his—and how are the police
to prove it! I know for certain that
he’s been in ¢o, with Joe the Hump
for years. The police don'tl™

Ball snorted furiously. He had annd
high hopes té this clue of the Turkish
cigarette, and now Mike had shattered
those hopes badly., As far as thé over-
wrought youngiter could see, they were
ne for'arder than aver in their campaign
igﬂa.mst. Valetti, Joe the Hump, ond

nl'

“Gozh, I'm sick of this!” Bill said
at last “We know who we're u
against, and what they're after. An
vet, in spite of anything—"

“We can't take a shred of real proof
to the police,” nodded Mike.. His ayes
flashed sudden fre. “ And that's why
we're going to bo our own dotectives!
Listen :

" Your cousin Len is employing these
crocks, and his house, I reckon, is the
headquarters of the gang, Well, it never
does any harm to have & look 1nside your
enemies’ h.q., for a start, so that's one
good reason for barging in. And here's
the second: )

“Len, at heart, is a wind? voung
ekunk.- e panics easily. 30 I'm going
to see' dear Len and scare the dayhight
out of him. By the time we get theras
1 guess he'll know this raid’s turned out
to ba another frost, so he'll be in a nico
state of nerves. I'll just tell him flat
that we've got the inside track on him,
?ﬂl}ﬂ that the race -is as good as over.

1 e LR

Down thudded Mike's fist again.

“Take it from me, by tha time I've
finished with vour F’Bﬂﬂw COusin we may
have some solid information to take to
thae police at last!”

Bill's eyes sparkled with excitement,
then clouded again.

“But you can't bluff Valetti, Mike!”
he pointed ont. “ Supposing bo's there
with Len! What will you do then ™

Mike smiled at that—a smile so bleak
and rmirthless that Bill eaught his breath
sharply. _

“I'll smash him,” he answered quietly.
“Just on the sirength 6f thie fag-end
clue T'll give Phil Valetti all that's been
coming te him for years. One’ thing—
I'll never necd bluff, or the police, either,
to fight my battles with Corsica Phil |
And Corsica Phil knows 1t 1"

Jamming the gun into his hip-pocket,
the lean, saturnine Irishman nodded to
himsclf and stood silent for & moment,
his thoughts flashing back to that evil
day in Dayton, Ohio, four years ago,
when, thanks to Corsica Phil, his bril-
liant carcer as Cannonball Mike Doyle,
the finest track-racer in tho world, had
come to an abrupt and disastrous end.
Recovering, he gave Bill a level glance.

“8o there's our programme! We're
going to Len’s house right now. Un-
less,” he added, "you'd socomer I went
alona

(Uike and Bill are booked for a big
surprise, amed g0 are you, chuma, tn nerd
week's thrilling chapiers gf this power-
jul erickel slary!)

Tng MaGNer Liprary.—~No. 1,330.
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THE MILLIONAIRE DETECTIVE!

(Continucd from mrge 25.)

was rcally no room to doubt now that
the facts weore known,

" No doubt you are right, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch at last. " Dut the whole
thing s very perplexing. Vernon-Smith
has never seemed to be & boy to concern
limself much abour others—and il he
was silent chielly for Wingate's sake, it
v nore perplexing still, as he hos always
been rebellious and defiant, respecting
Wingate no more than the other pre-
feets. But—"

“DBut we have to deal with facts, sir,”
said Alr, Vernon-Smith. “Dr. Locke
has stated that if it was proved thet
my son broke out st night for no bad
wmotive, but  from a thoughtlessly
gencrous desire to save another boy from
trouble, he would nobt have expelled
tm, and—"

“ Undoubtedly,” said the Head. * Had

known what your son could, if he
had liked, have told me, certainly, he
would never have been expelled from
Greyfriars, I am quite prepared to
rescind the expulsion.”

.1 should have ventured to suggest it,
sir,” said Mr, Quelch. * Verpon-Bmith

as risen very much in my opinion”™

“I am glad to hear that you sav so,
gir,” zaid the millionaire, more cordi-
ally; “and T hope und believe that myv
son will try hard to deserve your good

opinign,”
*Nevertheless,” said Dr. Locke
quietly, -“whatever- Vernon-Bmith's

motive—and I admit his motive to have
been good, from a schoolboy point of
view—the fact remains that he did break
a vory striet law of the school, by
leaving his dormitory after lights-out.
No motive, however good, can excuse
such lawlessness. 1 shall allow the boy
to return to Greyfriars next term,  if
you “desire it, sir; buat for the short
reinainder of the present terra he will
gtav ‘away-—and refiect, I hepe, on his
coniduct, Chivalry towards another boy,
mir, does not justify an attempt to defeat
sutherity.”

' No doubt. no doubt,” assented Jr.
Yernon-8mith. 1 am more than sakis-
ficd—with your permission for Herbwert
to ‘feturn next term as if nothing had
hﬂ‘lﬂ _EII:H_{I-" .‘

‘ortainly,” said the Hcead.
“Then I thank you, and will take up
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no more of your time,” said the million-
atre. “I will take my leave, sir”

And he took it—to tha relief of the
masters. Undoubtedly, Mr. Vernon-
Smith’s proceedings had been jusiified
by the outcome; but the departure of
the overpowering gentlemen wes a dis-
tinct relief.

Tem Redwing was waiting for him
witet he went back to his car. Mr.
Vernon-Smith smiled, in response to
Redwing’s anxious Jook.

“The mattér is cleared up, my boy,”
he said. “JI came here to set it right,
and I have done so.”

“Oh, sir!” gesped Redwing. “ And
Bmithy—"

“ Herbert will return, as usual, next
term,” said Mr. Vernon-Bmith. " And
you, my lad, will spend your holidays
with him, I hope.”

*1 shall ba jolly glad: to see him
again, sir,” said Bedwing, his face very
bright.

And Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled, shook
hands very cordially with his son's chum,
and rolled away in his car.

In the Head's study Dr. Locke scemed
to  breathe more {reely when the
millionaire was gone.” He sat for some
minutes in silence, Alr. Quelch ander-
stood and sympathised.

“¥ou ave thinking of Wingate, sir?"
he said.

“¥es,” said the Head slowly. “This
13 terribly bard on haim, Mr, Queleh.”

“*Yery hard indeed, sizl”

*Vernon-Smith seems to have been
Erepnrcd te suffer, rather then allew
Vingate's name to be disgraced by his
brother's fault.  We must admit, Mr.
Quelch, that be seems to have acted n
a loval, gencrous manner, thonght-
less and lawloss as he was "

Mr. Quelch nodded assent.

“1 think we can do no less,” went an
the Head, “in view of the fact that the
wiserable boy came to me voluntarily
with his contession. I—1 think that no
public reference to it need be made. He
will be punished, of eourse—but Win-
gate’s name may be spared-—"

“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Quelch.

“He wmay be sent home for the last
few days of the term—his father
acquainted with the facts—that, 1 think,
will be sulficient. Iis disgrace need not
fallgon iz brother, The less that 1s
gatd about the matter in the school, the

better !

?

* - L] L L]

v SAY, vou fellows!” R
E Billy Bunter was brimming
with news, when the Fumous

Five came in, some fime aftor
the departure of Smithy's pater.

“Hallo, halle, hallol  What's the
latest, old fat bean !’ asked Bob Cherry.

“I zay, Redwing’'s been telling all the
fellows—about Simithy, you know,” said
Bupter. * 8mithy's coming beck next
term. " :

“ Hurral ! ghouted the Famous Five
together.

“I heard Wingate say that he was a
young &ss, but the decentest kid ab
Greyiriars I” said Bunter. “He sald 1t
was all true, what Smithy said ahout
going out that night to tip a chap. He,
he, hel 1 say, you fellows, Wingate
told & lobt of chaps—fancy Wingate
taking that inl He, he, he!”

“It's true, you fat ass!” said Harry
Wharton.

Bunter winked.

“Well, I don’t believe all I hear,” ha
remarked. “I'm not so simple as some
fellows! He, he, he!l Wingate hnhew.__;a
it and 1 suppose the Hload does, a3 he's
letting Smithy come back! 1 wonder
how old Smith wangled i1 Thr.;,:
haven't said who the kid was, anvhow,

“ All the better, if they haven't,” said
Harry Wharton.

“ Some fellows asked Wingate, and he
said thet the Heed hed decided not to
take the matter apy further,” said

Bunter.

1 say, vou fellows, I hear that
his minor’s going home—you know,
voung Wingate of the Third Form.
Well, my minor, Sammy, says that.hrTa
going home before we break up—1 don’t
think that's fair, do you? 1f theyre
giving fellows extra holidays, 1 beht'.u_rL:
in being fair all round=—I'd jolly well
like to cut the tern short!™

Herry Wharton laughed.

During the last few deys of the term
there was much discussion on the sub.
joet of the Bounder. All Greyiriars
knew that he was returning next term,
just as if nothing had happened: and
most. of the fellows wondered how and
why. Dut nobody was told—and ‘hose
that koow kept their own counsell

THE END,

(Nert week's DMAcner wif rqurmu
another qrand long warn of the s
of Greyfriars, entitled: CMICKY, the
SPRAT! Y¥You ran only make sure of
reading i, chums, by grdrrﬁzﬁw..r WOHr
copy WEEL I¥Y ADVANCE!)
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_ SURF-RIDING

_ Send no
preliminary expenses,

Why get wet and risk drowning when
you can learn surf-riding in safety and
comfort in an armchair at home ? ¥at-
heads and nitwits who are thinking of
learming surf-riding in the old-fashioned
way would do well to write us first.
money . except

OF SURF - RIDING
P. Hazeldene), ¢fo Greyfriars Herald.

BY POST!

10s. for
THE SCHOOL,
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PLEASE THE PATER

Send us Five Bob only for & gilt thet he'll
| swoar is absolutely matchless. THE FRE-
EMINENT FIPE-LIGHTER CO. (Propr.:
H. Skinner), ¢fo GREYFRIARS HERALD,

CHANCE FOR SEASIDE LANDLADIES!

Young American would like to take holiday
course in Jogal methods of quick money-
making. Write F. T, F.,, Box No. 58,
_ GREYFRIARS HERALD.

—

SHOCK FOR SEASIDE
SUITOR

Pretty Pierrette’s Startling Secret

We'd have . wagéred
Mauly’s yearly allowence to
s brace of doughnuts that
Blundell of the Fifth would
be the last to fall for the
wiles of & woman, But we'd
hava bean complately wrong,
for we hear on the highest
authority that while spend-
mng & day at Margate this
week Blundell fell with a
bump that was heard aa far
away a5 the North Foreland.

It was while Blundell was
walking along the front on
hiz way to tennis, his mind
mainly ovcupied  with
thoughts of what & hand-
some figure he cut in his
amn.n—mmm flannels and blazer,
that he suddenly saw Her,
She belonged to a beach
concert party. She was
standing in the centre of the
stege, singing. She eeemed
1o spot Blundell at the enme
instant as he spotted her,
und she emiled an irresiztible
smile,

Blundell stopped and
emiled back. He can hardly
he blamed for that. A more
vritical man than Blundell
tnight have wondered what
whe looked like after her
thick coating of make.up
had been removed, but
while it was on, she was un-
dernably attractive,

Blundell didn't go te
tennis,. He listened to the
voneeri-party instead—and
came back in the evening,
igo ! He hung sbout alter
1he show, in the hopo of

watching a plimpso of the
inir charmer as she cams
awway., But Blundell’s luck
wag out—among the young
ladies who came away from

the stage exit, there was
none who remotely re-
gembled the one whose
emile from the platform had
dazzled bhim.

After the same thing had
happened half a dozen
times, Blundell began to
wonder how ihe elusive
lady managed to perform
the vanishing-trick so regu-
larly. He decided on & bold
stroke.

That night, st the end of
the show, he stepped on to
| the stage and handed her a
bouguet of fowers.

* I-—I hope you'll excuse
me, but I simply had to do
it t " he stammmered, * I've
been longing to know you

s L TIT
__._-_____.“_,._.____._... '

ever sinee I first saw you
=1a |

“Ha, ha, ha!'* was 1lie
pretty pierreite’s surprising
mterjection,

:thn.:,ﬁ_ laugh ' beggod
Blundell, *“ 1f you Hﬁ.wﬂwmm
lhiow much I—'hem '—ad-
mire and respect you :

“Ha, hn, ha? Oh,

erikey 1" was the Ilady’s

even moye surprising inter.

Dicky Nugent’s

Weekly Wisdom

My pater's so absent-minded 1het when Lo
ties & string around his phinger to make him
remember sumthing, he ean never think wht

it was he had to remember !

_ Insidentally, my pet name for that string
ir Pater's FORGET-ME-NUT ! :

Cerd e Ee e i e R

WOuULD

MY HAT!

Mr. Lascelles, who has given up wearing o

eolt hat in lavour of the
% —.._...E..H.ﬂ.: sayvs that so far as
the differenco ig bardly * felt

popular  stinaw
he iz congerned
11

-}

Bunter i always talkiog about
hig vast plang for fhe oext vae.,
but when the time c¢omes he
invariably does biz best to atlach
Bimself to aoy soft-bearted fellow
who will put gp with him ]

jection. * You don't mean
to say you're spoony over
me, Blundell, old bean 7 2

Blundell jumped,

“How on earth do you
know my name?™ he
gasped, Then he blinked,

To Blundell’s utter aston-
ishment, the object of his
affections had suddenly re-
moved a wig, to reveal a
head that was very familiar
to him.

“ Wibley 1" ho howled.

Tt was Wibley, of the
Bemovo !

A moment Iater, crowds
of holidaymakers along the
Margate front were aston-
1shod to see the earth open
and swallow up a tall, good-
looking young man dressed
i  spotless flannels and
bBlazer,

At least, that was how
Blundell could have wished
it ! Unfertunately, the Maz-
gate front remained intact,
a0 Blundell had to content
himself with giving his ex-
“lady-love " a homicidal

glaro and then strolling
awyy to spend the rest of the
ovening  taking running

EEE at himself!

o ———_—

“DUST” REALLY
MEAN IT, GOSSY?

Gosling lost threo yard
brooms in the course of a
singlo weelk. He save that
il he finds the young rips
who did if, he'll use his
newest yard broomn to dust
their panis with,

Fie, fie, Gossy ! Wa know
you're not always moderate
in your ideas, but wo'ro sur-
prised to hear you utter such
J Y gweeping T statement as
this !

OLD FALSE TEETH
WANTED!

By IBditor, anxious to
keep up his paper’s reputa-
tion for *“ biting” wit !—
Apply, The Editor, GREY -
FRIARS HERALD.
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that madsa
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Sixth.

OTHERS SEE

THEM

But North was entirely different.
the very beginning he showed friendliness
and sympathy and did his best to make
me feel at home,

1've never forgotien that, and even now,
when I can call
my [riends, Nort

o

—_ 2=
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** topper ' belong
Reginald Temple, of the Upper
Fourth, now rests in the Wilkin-
sons’ uﬁunw—n at Highcliffe.

T |

Co.

talking 1

ing to Cecil

tg are plonning an
expedition tp recover the trophy,
while Temple & Co. sre merely

What I Think of Tom

North

By COKER MINOR

Tom North told you last week of the
difficulties I encounternd when I was first
Fplaced in the Sixth at Greyfriars, But ho
modestly refrained from mentioning that
he himself golved a great many of them for
I am, as yon
than the average member of the Sixth and
very much smaller, so you can well imagine
that I wasn't a particularly welcome recruit
to their august ranks.
who greeted me with open hostility and
othera who assumed a cold indifforense

I know, much younger

There were many

me equally uncomfortable,
From

nite a number of seniors
takes first place in my

Naturafly, my admiration for him ia
infleenced by his all-round sbility in the
sphero where I don't ehine myscli—
namely, sport.
say that he's the beat athlete at Greylriars,
for there’'s not much donbt that that
honour belongs to Wingato.
comes & good second, and if anyona
othorwige, I'll—debate tho
him, willingly !

I was particularly bucled, in reading
his article last weck, to see
appreciates my major’s sterling charaeter,
Haraeo is much misunderstood
Iriars and il's guite & treat (o seo that one
fellow at jeast wvalues him at his true
worth, But it's no surprise to me to
know that North understands.
Lindly disposition conld hardly

I wouldn't go so far as to

IDuk North
thinksa
matier wilh

that he

at Grey-

North’s
fail to

exercise [avourable judgment where real
merit exiated !

{Next week, Sir Jimmmy Vivien, of
the Remove, will tell you a jew home
truths about James Walker, of the
Don't aniss it !1—Ed.)

A

David

Harry
bomicide

F- -Whilysnnning myeelf along
the premoada at Winklesea the
__E&mu.ﬁm. {writes a °* Greyfriars
| Herald *Correspondent), I was
aurprisd to sace Bulstrode, of

the . Wearing a etartling
scarle Rthing costume, racing
nlong theands as if for a wager.

Anxiow to learn whether ho
waa in gining for an attack on
the vyweight Champion.
ship, I dased him and had the
doubtfilpleasure of a two-mile
run in Be broiling sun before
Bulstred® tripped up over a
stone g gave me a chanco of
catchirghim up.

“* Ciriters, old bean ! ™ T said,
as Bulitnde picked himsclf up,
* If yorkzep it up like this, you |
should b in frim to lick Doyle
and Piprsen gnd Shoerkey all
rolled jelo one 1

“ I'W daughter him ! " Bul-
wirode lowled, * I'll smash

hims ! ¥

“E.#ly! There shouldn’t
be the jlightest doubt about the
result | Who's the candidate %

* P'Hgifficate him | 'l pul-
verice lim | "' Bulstrode roared.
* Wheinis he 1 i

“ Dapedif I know, old chap !
You hgen’t even told me who
he is gy Isit Carnera "

“Cpimra 1" ghrieked Bul.
strode. ¥ What the thump arc
yvou talting about 1"

* Wiy, the chap ¥ou'ro train-

. Morgan rather fancies W
himself in the role of a imzz
crooner. Hisstuds-mates, Wibley., beauties of
Rake, and Desmond, are now and will forget *
axaip driven to choose befween ; \
or stopping their ears ™ ghaciiog Mossoo going ** on hia
with colton-wool | -

ing to jght. -1 suppose Lhere's

Ay T L m __
Monszisar
gusded

Charpentier
fo ialk

given, - Skinoer is

favourite subject.

o
¢an be
about
his native France, he
Limpots " previously
an adept

S(ARLET RUNNER.

Bolted

no other reason why you'd be
taking iwo-mile sprints on a day

like thig, is there 7 12
“You — you

dummy 1 "

hooted the burly Bulstrode.
“ I'm not in training for a fight,

idiot | % .

“ Then why on earth did you

do it * "

Bulstrode ground his teeth as
he prepared to renew his dirt-

track performanco.
“To coatch

the man who

pinched my elobber, of coursc !
I wont in for a dip, and when L

came out, clobber

missing !

my

was
Some kids told me a

man had meaeds off in this diree-

tion and

“Did the kids tell you he'd
taken yvour elobber with him ¥ "

Bulstrode stared.

** Well, they didn't actually
gay 8o, but I noturally assumed

that———"

“ Mevor agsume

anything,

Bulatrodo, old bean !’ I saud,

goently.

“ Probably the kids

were right ; I don’t doubt for
a moment that o o has E?E
off in this direction some limo

during the day.

But he didn't

have your clobbor wiith him, for
the sgimple rcason that your
elobber is still where the Rids
put it—just behind a rock near

where you werns bathing !
happenod Lo notice L1 7

ou'd have thought Bulstrode

would have been awlully grate-
But he

tramped all the way back to his
bething place, which the kids

ful, wouldn’t you?

I

had by this time vacated, and

dreszed himself without ultering
ward ol

one eingle, solilary
thanks.

It’s an ungraioful world !

T

When Mr. Quelch
the

ot

words his
typed!

SEND US YOUR SNAPS

C.R. TEMPLE (Fourth)
—Your snap of Dabney
and Fry is great and
intereata us greatly. 1t

Send wus vour snaps,
boys, and we'll give 'em
the ones-over and present

you with an unbiassed
opinion free of charge.
_Hm.:w reason we're doing it
ig that we love doing kind
actions, and also we've had
a lot of thoughta about
holiday snaps pent up
within us for a long, long
time and we want to get
rid of ‘em. Don’t be
afraid that we'll be too
techmical or hnghbrow. We
give you our solemn word
of honour that what we
know about photography
could be written on a
commaon or garden postage
stamp. That'a your
guarantes !

And now for the first
batch |

“FOTO-KRAZY?"
{(Remove).—Your photo
of the Remove _mbww_:n
Rookwood on Little Side
certainly stands an ox-
cellent chance of winning
& prize in tho * Nifty
Snaps ' compelition—but
Lefore sending it in we
advize vou to give it Lhe
new tila of * LONDON
FOG."”

IDNCK BARKE (Bemove),

—Your pheotograph of
Morpan  sitiing on  the
sanda  in o deck.chair

would have been excellent
it you had (1) taken some-
one with a slightly less ape-
like expression ; (2} used
o bettor camerns 3 (3] used
beiter printing paper ; and
(4) allowed somobody a
little less idiotic than your-
self to take it.  If you will
ouly pay atlention to theso
littla details, there iz no
reason  why your next

13 busy on his
famous ** Mistory of Greyiriars,”
be dislikes intercuptions. .
Skinper called in with some lines
just to anoey Quelch, hs was
asked fo remain aod count the
Form-master bad

When

Peter ‘Todd's legal

pay bis ** whack

Free, Frank, Fearless Criticism

-

ACUMEn
proverbial—and he needs all of
it when frving to make Bunter
7 fowards tea
in the study. HKeen thouph ba is,
Toddy succeeds extremely rarely |

e u

their feet really have
grown four times as large
and their heada four timea
as amall, as the snap seems
to indicato, they should be
able io earn a lortune at
auy freak show i

Keep on sending in your
snaps, lads! We simply
love to encourage artistie

pieture ‘should not show a
decided improvement !

JOHNNY BULL (Re-
move).—As You say, your
seascapes i  jolly good.
FPorzonally, we consider
that it's one of the finest
SEASCADES Wo'Ve eVer seon. photographers, .E.:— be-
By the way, would you sides, our pet wastepaper
mind telling us which way | merchant gives :ﬂw lificen
you're supposed to hold | bob & ton for ‘em !
the photoup ?

————a e e—— e ———

J. HOBEON __,_m.HE:,__Mm.l.h_.H:
sending i your snap of the
mnraa_m tuckshop, you NO CHANGE
modestly  mention that| A recent politieal argn-
your own opinion is that | meont between Penfold amd
it is well executed. Aftor § Treluce is stated to have
looking at the snap, we | been somewhat stormy,

This is hardly surprising,
since they hoth * hail ™
from the West ol England t

feel we'd like to be able Lo
sny the same thing about
the photographer !

EE———

'Lonzy’s
Little
Letters

Dear BEditor,—With what voviferousness doth the
adlolescent ot this season supererogatorily am:..__ﬁaﬁ. the
opportunity of anatomical Immersion in _Hmnﬁ._ H._m..__,___
spontancously and corybantically he :uumﬂ.%ﬁ.ﬂmﬁ is
Tuliginous person into propinguity with the undulutory
muritime depths or their

riparion succedaneum !

At this psychological moment of recreative activity,
adimonitory exhortations may appear ﬁumﬁm.mﬁ hom ;
novertheless, having rogard to the swimmer’s liability
to adventitions and unexpecied contingeney, I cannob
forboar from counaclling moderation in tho exercise .a“_
aunstomical propulsion ihrough the cccanic or fluvia
E%ﬂ:m::m that your vacalion will prove benefieial
and felicitous, 1 reuam,

Admeonitorily yours,

Avoxzo Topo.

{Poor old 'Lonzy ean’t ot the hols go .E_M.
without worning ws of tho dangers o
swimming.,  Dut it’s all serene, "Louzy ;. you
can take it fromn us that the only time were
likely Lo got oul of our deptlis whien we m..,.E..__
trying to lathom the eaning ol your crackjuw
dictionary pickings —1in.)

e

A JOKE YOU CAN PASS-ON!
The FEY. LAMBYE (in his u.s__wn_._..._..____...,..w,,.r.m.wn.n.
ture at Greyiviarson * Cowardice 7« Wl
yvour master picks __:_4 o cane amd calls you oub
to the front of the cln=g, il

i it's no gowmd hading,

Versodly, wo tlink he'a E:.mmi_”__q Wromr.
Wo know jully well when Quelehy picks up a
eano ond enlls us oul to the front of the rlass,
that there's every prospect of a LTS
hiding ! 23



