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WANT TO HEAR SOME GOOD NEWS, CHUMS ? THEN—

ELL, chuma, T can imagine how

W anxious you all are to read

thia week's chat. For did I

not tell you last weck that I

had something up my sleeve—zomething

that would make wou sit up and take

notice ¥ I will, therefore, proceed to lot
ihe cat out of the bag.

FREE GIFTS ARE COMING YOUR WAY !

How's that for o ;
Naturally enough, you all want to know
what form these EE GIFTS take, so
I guess I'll spill the beans, aa our old
friend TFisher T. Fish would say. A
fortmight from mnow—in the Mac¥ET
dated February lith-—cvery reader will
receive ABSOLUTELY FREE u pair of

MAGIC SPECTACLES,

olly surprise *

together with the first of a set of
PICTURES THAT COME TO LIFE!

The wonderful epectncles—a first-rate
gcientific novelty in themselves—eause
the specially printed photographs, which
arg presented with them, to spring to
lifa in the most amazing way. Further
ictures, of a diversity of interesting
subjocts, will be presented {o readers
from week to week, and Lhe whole set,
together with the * magic" spectacles,
will make up & most fMsonating and
intrigning gift, which will keep you and
your friends amused for houra.

This ia the most novel and interestin
gift. that has ever been presented with

any bhoya' paper, so ihat it is up to you,
chums, to tel ur newsagent to reserve
a copy of the MaaxeT for you every week

in order that you may moke sure of
gotting
THESE SCIENTIFIC FREE GIFTS

and the complete sct of Special Pictures.

Beeing is believine, chums, so don't
wnit o hear what other boyve and pgirls
have {0 say about thess marvellons FREE
GIFTE8—be one of the frst to get them
by placing & ar order for the MagreT
at the very earliest opportunity.

In econjunction with thia greatest-cver
freo gift schemo I am arranging

AR EXTRA-SPECIAL PROGRAMME

of stories. TFrank Richarda is turning
in & grand new series of Greyfriars yarns,
in which a congpicuous iz played by
o character go many of youn have been
wanting to meet again—Jim Valentine,
who was more commonly known as
* Dick, the Penman.” Yon remember
him, don't you? Jim Valentine was o
character that will for ever remain in the
minds of MaoweET readers. 1 know vou
will sll be glad to renew your acquaintance
with him in one of the finest and most
exciting seriea of stories Frank Richarda
has ever peoned. Now for the next
apecial treat., George K. Rochestor, who
has written so many maosterpieces for us,
is contributing & tip-top tale of adventure
on lend, sea and in the air, with an
Tire Magrer Lasrany.~—Nao. 1,459,

(Comx [nvo 7. ()rrice,
k. Bovs ~ano Gieis/

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Write to him ; Editor of the
The Amnalgamated Press, Ltd,,

ensure a reply.

entirely original plot. Theose together
with our other featares will make a strong
progromme, what ¥ Make a noto of the
date so that you don’t fo Fohruary
1Gth issue, which, incidentally, will be on
sale FRIDAY, February Tth, 1936,

'VE received rather a poser from
E Charles Goom, one of my Berkshire
readera, this week, He wants to

knowr which are

THE BIGGEST AIRWAYS IN THE
WORLD |

That’s rather & peculiar question,
becavse I am mnot quite sure what he
means by * Airways."” But he will
probably learn what he wants {0 know
from the following particulars :

The largest land plane in the world is
the Boviet plane easlled the * Maxim
Gorky.” It carries 40 possengers, and
has a crew of 23. It is fitted with a
printing plant, a * movie"™ projector,
and loudspeakers, and is wsed for earrving
out educations]l work in out-of-the-way
partz of Russia,

Tho longest air race in the world will
be that which is being organised in
America ot the present moment. The
courae will be about 20,000 miles in
lengzth, and is called the ** Around the
Americas " course. From New York
the aviators must 8y round the east coast
of the United States to Chrigtobal. Then
they mnst go around the east posst of
South Ameriea ag far as Buenos Aires,
neroza tho Andes to Bantiago, and back
vin lhe west cosste of South, Central
nnd North America, via Mexico City,
San Franciseo and Chicago.

It remning to be sten which will become
the longest airway passsnger routo. At
the time of writing, varicus countries are
entering into competition with each other
to provide transatlantio aireay routes.
The Graf Zeppelin now holds the record
for the longest pnesen reute. But
the big air companics of other countries
are amalgamating their resources, and in
& short while we are likely to ses vast
stridea in the airways of the world.

OME wvery strange things happen
S in this weird old world of ours.
Here is a further selection of these

curigsities which I have collected
for you. Do you know that

ANTS CAN KILL ELEPHANTS ?

Driver anls swarm in the African jungles,
and do not hesitate to attack even ele-
phants ! The ants travel in armies com-
prising hundreda of thoutands, and the
elephant is o bulky that it cannot fight
agrinst such #mall enemies. If the
elephant can gain the safety of deep
water it can escape. 1f not fortunate
enough, it i3 doomed. The ants make
for the e¢lephant's trunk, and drive the
béast almeost mad with pain. Hundreds
of thousands more” anta ecover ite body,
and their numbers are so great that they
can tear aside even - the toughest parts
of ita hide. I% 13 estiinated that an army
of driver anfs can eat the whele of pn

elephant, except the skeleton, in three
diays !

Here is another interesting paragraph
concerning

THE GHOST CITY OF INDIA |

1t iz tha ¢ity of Fatehpur Sikri, and waa
constructed by & famous Mopul emperor
in 1569. It is built of marble and send-
gtone, containg a magnificent emperor's
poloce, an arch of viclory, and cxtonsive
soldiers’ gquarters and  stables. Alto.
gether, it 18 seven miles in circumference,
and yet, fifty vears alter it was built, it
was abandoned, and no one has lived
there since. IFurthermore, although there
are many legends about this ghost cily,
ita true history cannot bo traced. It ia
sgid that the reason for its sbandenment
was because the water supply was impure.
Anyway, for well over three Eundre-d years
this etrange city of ghoste has been
deserted.

THINGS YOU'D} HARDLY BELIEVE

havo always been popular with my
readers, so here aro some more strange,
but certainly interesting, facts:

A Whale with Two Heads was once
caught off BSouth Georgia, a DBritish
whaling station in the South Atlantic.

A Man who Ate his Boois! On the
cutbreak of the Russis-Japoncse war
Moscow merchant bet that he would eat
his boots if the Japaness wore not beaten,
He loat his bet—had his boots cooked—
and kept his word by eating them !

A Man with a Bllllon Pounds is Richer
than a Man with Seven Billion Dollars !
A billion in Britain ig a million million.
In America a billion i3 only & thousand
millions !

A Fish thal has Four Eyes! The
Ansableps, & South American fish, possezzca
two pairs of eyes. Ode pair are near-
sighted for use under water. The upper
pair are long-sighted, and enable tho fish
to see insects when swimming with its
head only partly submerged.

A Cavern INlominated by Insects!
Glow-worm Grotto, in the Waitomo
Caves, New Zealand, iz the haunt of
millions of tiny glow.-worma. The glow-
worms provide all the natural light io
illuminate the cave.

Men Bourled within Growing Trees !
In Borneo certain tribes cut out graves
from hoge trees, bury their chiefs inside,
and then seal up the trees !

I guess the above paragraphs will give
vou something to tﬁiﬂk about, chums.
And mow I know what you are thinking
abont at the moment, and that is:

“ What has the Mag¥ET in etore for next

weoek T
Something d, you may be sure.
Your Editor, his staff, his suthors and

artists have been busier then ever lately,
and we have something specially good m
atore for wyou next week, First of all
thers is

**THE REMOVE'S RECRUIT I *
By Frank Ricbards,

the final yarm in our present series,
featuring Eric Wilmot., Up till now
Wilmot gepmed a queer sort of fellow,
but in this nd story he 'fpulla his
socks wp ™ with & vengeance! Like all
Frank Richards' stories, thiz varn is
calenlated to keep you enthralled from
the first chapter to the last. Thers are
lots of thrille in ¢tore for you, and lots
of humowur, foo. Our =sérial, a8 men-
tioned earlier on, closes down with next
week's chapters, but there’s no scarcity
of thrilla, believe moa. The smaller fea-
turea follow az usual. A final word—
place & standing order with your mews.
agent for the MaeNET nght away 1
Don't forget the Great Free Gift Pro-
gramme for the week after next!

YOUR EDITOR.



STIRRING SCHOOL STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS, FEATURING—
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Harry Wharton & Co., of the Greyfriars Remove, are only too pleased fo welcome new hoys into the

fold.

But a sulky, sullen and discontented fellow like Eric Wilmof—dubbed the Form-master’s

favourite——is a horse of a different colour |

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Rag In the Remove !

i ENRY'S late I remarked Bob
H Cherry.
There was & chuckle in the

Bemove Form Room st
Greyfriars, . .
a Remove had come in for third
school at the sound of the bell, but Me.
Queleh, instead of being punctually on

the spot, as usual, was not to be seen.

Mr. Quelch rejoiced in the given
names of Henry Bamuel; but what he
would have thoughk, had he heard a
member of his Form speak of him as
“Henary,” was unimaginable,

What he would have done was more
casily to be guessed! Bo it was rather
fortunate for Bob that ""Henry ™ was
out of hearing.

“T say, you fellows, the old bean's
telking to Hacker ! said Billy Bunter.
“Hacker stopped him at the end of the

passage.
“Good_ old Hacker!” remarked
Johnony Bull. #*I don’t like Hacker's

Elaw .;,;;Fself. but lot's hope that Quelch
oes.

“Let us hope that the jawfulness will
be terrifie!” agreed urreg Jamset
Bam Singh.

The Remove were by no means un-
willing to wait for Quelch. Third
losgon that morning dealt with Latin
prosa, ardly a man in the Remove
was eagar to get on with Latin prose.

uelch was welcome to “jaw * with Mr.

acker, the master of the Shell, as long
as he liked—or longer.

Vernon-Smith glanced out of the
doorway.

In the distance he had a glimpse of
the two masters—NMr, Hacker talking,
Mr. Quelch revealing distinet signs of
impatiencea,

he Bounder grinned as he turned
back into the Form-room.

“All serene 1" he said. **Hacker's got
him! More power to his elbow—I
mean, to his jawbone !”

{FI{E' hE, ha 1

The Removites were not without
resources to fill up the timo of waiting.

A model Form, of course, would have
sorted out their books and concentrated
on study, absorbing knowledge so far as
that could be dona without the assist-
ange of their “beak.”
rEut the Remove were not a model
"or
Only Mark Linley, whoe was a bit of a
swot, opened a school book—and
Bolsover major promptly jerked it away
and spun it mcross the Form-room.
Smithy, coming back from the deor,
met ik In transit, and neetly passed it
with a prompt foot; and thres or four
fellows Jmmedmtaig rushed after it.

“On the ball 1" chirruped Bob Cherry.

“Hold on!” oxclaimed Harry
Wharton. Head boy of the Remove was
supposed to keep some sort of order in
the absence of the beak.

“Rats 1" retorted the Bounder.

“Quelch may blow in any minute,
you ass ™

“Oh, Quelch is sefe enough,” said
Skinner, with 8 sonigger.  “If Hacker's
got on the subject of his dear little Erio
he won't let him off in & hurry”

At which there was a loud laugh in
the Remave.

Erie Wilmot, the new fellow in that

. steady

Form, was sitting quictly nt his desk.
Ha did not look up, but his handsome
face flushed. The fact that he was Mr.
Hacker's nephew did not make things
easior for the new junior.

It made fhem harder. For there was
little doubt that BSkinner was right.
Fussy Mr. Hacker was just the man 1o
stop Quelch on his way to take hiz class
to talk fo him on that very subject.

“Oh, shut up, Skinner 1" said Frank
Nugent, alweys good-natured. He did
not like the new fellow—nobedy in the
Remove did; but he could feel for him
on the subject of his fussy relative on

the staff.

“My dear chap,” sald Skinner,
“somebody chucked a snowball at
Wilmot=—1 mean, Eric—in the quad in
break, Think Hacker didn’t spot it?
Doesn't he spot everything that happens
to Erigi*

There was another
Wilmot's ears burned.

" you,” continued  Rkinner,
“*Hacker's got Quelch on that wvery
subject now, et you he's asking
Queleh to hold an inguiry I

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Mustn't touch Eric!” said Skinner,
shaking his head. " Fellows may look,
but they mustn’t touch !”

Wilmot glanced round at Skinner.

*Bhut up, Skinner [” he said.

Hea spoke very quietly. But his eold,
lock unted Bkinner, who
remembered—in time—that this fellow
had beaten the Bounder in & scrap.

Bkinner, with an uneasy snhigger, shut
up and turned away.

Whiz!

Tez Macwer Lipgany.—No. 1,450,

laugh, and

{(Copyright io the Tnited Btates of Ameriea. All rights reserved, and reproduction withouwl permission strictly forbldden.)



4

Mark Linley's Latin grammar was
leading the life of a Soccer ball It
came back to Vernon-Smith, who kicked
it again, landing it full and fair in the
handsome face of Eric Wilmot.

 Goal 1 chortled the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Woll kicked 17

Wilmot leaped 1o his feet.

He rushed out of the desks, straight
at  the Bounder. Belore Herbert
Vernon-Smith knew what was happen-
ing the now fellow had grasped him,
winrled Liim aver, and was banging his
head an Mr. Quelch’s desk.

*Oh, my hat !

* Look ont!"

“Stop that, Wilmot!” shouted Harry
Wharton.

“Wildeat ** said Skinner,

The Bounder yelled with raga and
struggled wildly, But Wilmot, 1n that
passionate outbreak of temper, seemed
to have the strength of two or three
fellows,

The DBounder, ftongh as he was,
crumpled up in s angry grasp.  His
Ilu};i:ess- head banged against Quelel’s
sk,

Tom Redwing ran forward, to drag
ihe angry fellow away from his chum,
Wilmot released one hand and shoved
him back—with a shove that made
Dedwing  stagger.  Then he banged
Sinithy's head again.

“I sar, yvou fellows?!” squeaked Billy
Bunter., His big spectacles were turned
on an angular Ggure that had uﬂpe&md
im the doorway. DMr. Quelch had got
away from Hacker sooner than Skinner
had predicted.

But nobodv else noticed Mr. Queleh’s
arrival, All evezs were fixed on tho
Bounder struggling helplessly in the
grasp of Evie Wilmet,

Bang!

His head smote again,

Mr. Quelch gazed as if transfixed for
a moment. ‘Then he strode into the
Form-room, his eves glittering.

" Wilmot,” he thundered, *how dare
vou'! Release Vernon-S3mith at once!
How dare you, Wilmaot 1™

——— e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

i UELCH ¥
“0Oh crumbs 1
Thera was a rush

juniors to their places.

Almost in the twinkhng of an eve the
Removites were at their desks,  Only
two remained out of place—Smithy and
Wilmot. :

At the Form-masfter's woice Eric
Wilmot released the Bounder instantly
and turned a crimson facoe towards Mr.
Queleh.

Vernon-Bmith sprawled, panting, on
the floor.

A few seconds ago the Hemove-room
had been full of sound.
might have been heard to drop there.
For & moment or two the stlence was
almost awful!

Then Mr., Quelch spoke again,

“Vernon-Smith, go to vour place!™

The' Bounder F{“t'ﬂ.:mh]ﬂ-j up. He was
red with rage. Even his Form-master's
ﬁrfzigrme barely restrained him from

urling himself at the fellow who had
handled him. But he choked back his
furi and tramped away in silenge to hig
desk,

Wilmot remained facing the Remove
master. Evidently it was upon his head
that the vials of wrath wera to be
poured.

Mr. Quelch's cxpressive face was set
with anger,

Treg Macxer LiBRaRY.—No. 1,450,
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He had reasons for not desiving
Wilmot in his Form at all. He had
been bothered to the limit of patience
by Mr, Hacker's fussy concern for his
relative in the Hemove. Only a minute
apo he had been exchanging sharp
words with the master of the Bhell on
that very topic. For it was true as
Skinner guessed, that Hacker, from hia
study window, had seen hiz nephew’s
cap knocked off by a smowball in the
quad, asnd with his usual tactlessness
Hacker had taken thet trifling incident
up. Quelch had heen driven to ‘tell
I‘f]&{"ke_r that his nephew had not come
tae Greyfriars to be dry-nursed—a
remark which sent Mr. Hacker back to
his ewn Form-room in a highly offended
frame of mind. Equally annoyed,
Quelch had come along to the REemove-
room—to behold Hacker's neplew m
the act of banging snother fellow’s head
on his own particular desk!

Hacker seemed to be under the de-
lusion that his nephew required to be

rotected in & muﬁlé-m&reads' Form
ike the Remove. ally this did not
lock Like it.

“How

dare vou, Wilmot I Ieﬁeatﬂd
Alr. Quelch. “How dare you handle
another boy in that rufbanly manner |

“SBorrv, sit ! muttered Wilmot. He

realised that his angry femper had
carried him too far. .
“Only last week,” said Mr. Quelch,

“you were fighting with Vernon-Smith,
and I received a complaint on the sub-
ject,” He did not add that the com-
plaint had come from . Hacker, but all
the Remove knew.

Wilmot's face, already crimson,
burned.
“I never complained, sir—" he
muttered,

“¥ou had little reason to do =0, 1
think, as I find you handling the same
boy like a ruffianly bully I snapped Mr.
Guelch.

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

The knocking of his head cn Quelch’s
desk had not been pleasant, but Smithy
would rather have had it knocked off
than have been supposed to be in need
of protection from his Form-master.
1o jumped to lus feet.

“If vou please, sip—"

“You may be silent, Vernon-Smith,
and—-"

“1 started the-row, sir—"

*You will take a hundred lines,
Vernon-B8mith, and ba silent.”

“That fellow can’t handle me !"" said
the Bounder savagely. “If he hadwn’t
taken me by surprise—="

“If you speak mnother word, Vernon.
Bmith. I shall give you a detention for
the half-holiday this afterncon.”

The Bounder sat down again in
savage silence. He did not want a de-
tention, There was football that after-
noon in the Remove. _

“Wilmot ! Mr. Quelch fixed his
gimlet-eves on new Junior sgai.
“You have been more trouble to me
than any other l}ﬂ{' in the Form since
you came here, You appear to have
made yourself generally disliked by a
gullen, sulky—I may eay, evil temper.
You will have to learn, Wilmot, to re-
gtrain that temper—in the Form-room,
at least.”

Wilmot did not answer. He stood
silent, with thae ﬁuikj*&x}}ressmn that
seemed habitual to his face settling
there darkly. -

“1 ghall punish wyou for this out-
break,” went on Mr. Quelch, “by a
half-holiday’s detention. ¥You will be
detained this .afternocom, Wilmot, from
two o'clock till tea-time. Now go to
your place.”

Wilmiot gave a start,

“ Deatained’ this sfterncon, siv!” he
repeaied.

“Y¥Yos Go to your place st once™

“ But, sir—"" stammered Wilmet.

He seemied quite taken aback by that
sentence, Hoeally it was not a sovere
one, in the circumstanses, Most of the
fellows had expected Quelch to order
him to bend over and take six.

Neither was the loss of a hali-heliday
such a blow to Wilmot as it would have
been to most fellows. He was not in
the [oothall, and he did not want to
be. He had not made a single friend
in the Form—unless Bi Bupter was
to be counted as cne—so bhe could have
fxed up nothing in another fellow's
company for that half-holiday. Indeed,
he generally spent his half-holidays in
solitery rambles. ;

But ho seemed quite overwhelmed.
Ar. Quelch, noticing it, paused. Ho
was a severe gentleman, and at the
moment he was very angry, but in
matters of the Form g‘amaaric WAaE &
very considerate master.

“Wharton I" he rapped. o

“Yes, sir!” gnswered tho captain of
the Remove,

“Is there a football match this after-
nunnY ™ . -

“Yes, sir—a pick-up game."

“Is Wilmet pil]riug‘ fn_it.‘i’-‘

Y0, no!” answéred Harry, suppress-
ing & smile, Bome of the Removites
grinned. Wilmot turned up unwillingly
for games practice when that was com-
pulsery, on other cecasions he was never
seen near Little Bide. That added to
his unpﬂgu]nrity in the Remove—if it
needed adding to.

“Very * gaid Mr, Quelch. *Go
to your [:Ewe, Wilmot."

“ But, sir—"

“If you say another word, Wilmot,
I shall cane youl"

Wilmot turned and went to his place.
His handsome face was darker than
before.

Some of the fellows looked at him
curviously. Why & fellow should scem
s0 overwhelmed by & sentence of de-
tention when, as & rule, he had nothing
to do on a half-holiday waa rather a
puzzle, but it was plain that Wilmot
was troubled and dismayed by that
GERLEII0.

The Remove were particularly good

during that lesson. There was a glint
in Queleh's . gimlet-eye—and nobody
wanted to catch that eye. Ewen Billy

Bunter contrived to give a little atien-
tion: even Lord Mauleverer tried hard
to take a little interest in Latin syntox.
But Wilmot wae letting his thoughts
wander, and two or three times Quelch
called him sharply to order, and every
time he spoke to the new junior there
Eeenfgﬁl to ba & more acid edge to
uelch’s tongue.

When the Form were dismissed
Wilmot lingered after the others. Mr.

ueleh, busy with papers at his high
desk, glanced at him icily.

Doubtless the new junior had lingered
with some idea of making an appeal to
be let off that afternoom, but that :Ej:.'
stare from Quelch discouraged him. It
would have been futile, and he kpew it,

Slowly he followed the other fellows
from the Form-room.

They were going out into the keem,
frosty air of the quadrangle. Nobody
had a word to say to Wilmeot. Fellows

who had been disposed to be friendly—
or, at least, civil—had given him up as
& bad job, Only Bunter was hauging
about for him—which did not seem to
ratify the now fellow as he came slong,
&hﬂ fat Owl gave him o cheery, fat
rin.
. *“(Oh, here you are, old chap!” said
Bunter. “1 say, tuugi: luck fﬂttma de-
tention this afternoon—what 1"
Wilmot, with the curtest of nods,
walked on. Bunter rolled by his side.

EJI‘



“Not that it will hurk you much, of
eourse,” went on Bunter. " You never
have anvthing to do on a half-holiday,
do you?"

No answer from Wilmoebk. He
ulcfiened his pace 8 little; so did
WELTEL,

“No friends or anything.” went on
Bunter. “ Except me, of course.
glick to you, den't I, old chap?

There was no doubt that Bunter did,
But Wilmot's look did not indicale thas
it afforded him any pleasure. He
walked a little faster. BSo did Bunter.

“"But I was going to tell yvou some-
thing, old fellow,”” added Bunter., "I
say, what do you think ™

Wilmot did not state
ihought.

“Guass 1" said Bunter.

Wilmot did not guess.

what e

e
'
-
I —

* I say, you fellows ! ** squeaked Billy Bunter,
the doorway.

“Weid, I'll tell vou,” s#aid the fat
Owl, “Alrs. Mimble's got in a fresh
lot of meringues! I bad one in break,
and I can tell you they're spifing! I
gay, there’ll be a rush on them when
the fellows kuow! Come on "

Wilmot did not come on.

He cut off,

“1 say, Wilmot 1" shouted Bunter.

Wilmot disappeared.

* Beast 1" "

Billy Bunter went to the tuckshop
alone: but, owing to & lack of cash,
or of o friend with cash, he was only
able to feast his eyes, instead of his
fat interior—which was very annoying
to the Owl of the Remove, and made
him feel strongly tempted to tell
Wilmot what he thought of him. 8till,
thero was tea-time to be considered ; so,
on eecond thoughts—proverbially - tho
best=—DBunter kept to himself what he
thourht of the sulky new fellow,

il

EVERY SATURDAY

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Prool Positive.

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
H burst inte a loud laugh.
There was nothing, so far as
the othar fellows could ses, to
amuse ihe Bounder, and they looked at
him in surprise.

The Famous Five of the Remove were
talki n & ml:lig with Peter Todd,
Tom Brown, Hguiff, and twe or threc
other Removites. The topic was Soccer
—an interesiing one to the Removites.
Vernon-Bmith was etanding with them
his hands in his pockets, and a soowl
on his face, not jeining in the talk.
Bmithy, once a pillar of strength in
the Remove Eleven, was hopelessly off
his form thiz term, and had almost
ccased to count in Remeove foothall—a
position that was & constant irritant to

L Y
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shop. Temple of the Fourth was brush.
ing a speck of dust from an immacu-

late sleave. Thess things—and others—
were to be seen in the quad, but there
was nothing of a epecially comic nature,
“That new tick "' srid the Bounder,
“Can't see him,” said Bob. " What
about him, anyhow 1"
“Look at !—fuker'a window 1"

The juniors were standing not far
from the windows of Masters’ Studies.
Many of those windows were open, to
admit the bright, frosty sunshine of the
winter morning.

Hacker’'s was open, and the interior
of the study could be seem if anyone
was interested therein. Nobody was—
till what was passin?‘ there caughi the
Bounder's eye, and he drew the aticn-
tion of the other fellows to it.

Mr. Hacker was in his study. Stand.

‘
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His big les had

turned on an angular
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Vernon-Smith, tough as he was, crumpled up in Wilmot"s angry grasp. His bapless head banged agalnst Quelch’s desk.

that had appeared in

It was that of Mr. Quelch, the master ol the Remove |

the Bounder’s arrogant temper.  His
sudden harsh, sardomie laugh broks on
the c¢hecry chat.

“VWhat's tho joke, fathead?” asked
Bob Chevry, 2

“Look round and grinned the
Bounder.

Bob and the other fellows looked
round. There were plenty of fellows
and some masters to be seen in  the
quad. Prout, master of the Fifth, was
walking there, stately and portly, with
Monsieur Charpentier, little and
dapper. Wingate of the Sixth could be
geen  with wynne of that Form.
Coker of the Fifth wes talking to
Potter and Greene, apparently laying
down the law in his usual style. Nugent
minor of the Second was scraping some
remnant of snow from & corner, no
doubt with hostile intentions towsards
gome other fag. Billy Bunter was
blinking in at the window of the echool

see I

Remove—Ere

ing before him was his nephew in the
Wilmot,
All eyes fixed on that little scene.
The Bounder laughed again—a sar-
donie laugh.
“Caught in the act!” he chuckled.
“Oh ! gald Harry Wharton, rather

blankly.
“The sneaking tick!™ grunted
Johnny Ball.

“ Rotten worm 1" said Squiff.

“The rottennesa of the esteemed
worm is terrifie!” deelared Hurree
Jomset Ram Bingh. :

Harry Wharton, gazing at Hacker's
window, frowned. Wharton was on the
worst of terms with the new junior—all

the more, perhaps, because Wilmot had
been pl ‘in Btudy No. 1 in the
Bemove, with him and N t, and so

he had mora than a fair share of the
fellow's sulky looks. But Wharton had
Tue MieNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,459,
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never believed that Wilmet “greased ™
up to Lis uncle, the bealk

The Bounder was sure of it. But, as
Bmithy had had a row with him, and
hiad been licked in & serap, he was pro-
bably prejudiced on the subject.

It was known all over the Remove
that Ilacker * fussed,” and that he had
bothered Quelelr ahout " Eric.” Many
fellows toolt the Bounder’s view thag
Wilmot made the most of his relation-
F.]Iif with a I"'erm-master. But Wharton
liad inelined to the wiew that Wilmot
thoroughly disliked IHacker's well-meant
Lt tactless intervoutions on his behalf.
e did not belicve for a moment that
the new fellow carried complaints to his
uncle.

So it was a little startling to see him
at ihe prosent moment 1m Hacker's
stndy. decp in talk with Hacker.
Remove fellows, of course, had nothin
to do with the master of the Shell, an
had no business in his study.

Wharton compressed his hips, Ie had
refused to take the Dounder’s view, and
had, indeed, told SBmithy that it was all
rot, and malicious rot ! Now he did not
Lonow what to say.

“What about it now?” grinned the
Bounder. I bet I can make o guess at
what he'z telling dear munky.”

“0Oh, rubbizh!” s=aikd Dob uneasily.
“Aftor all, tha man’s his unele.  Why
zhouldn't he drop into his study and
speak to hium

“¥es, that's it,” said Harry, relieved
by the suggestion. * I dare say Hacker
makes him come in and jaw, too.”

“Quite likelv,” agreed Nugent.

“The chap wonld show a little more
sonse in keeping away from Hacker's
study, knowing what all the fellows
think I remarked Peter Todd dryly.

“Well, he doesn’t care much what
fcllows think,™ zaid Baob.

DON'T MISS THIS GRAND
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+ “Then he jolly well ought to!”

“The onghtfulness is terrific ™
Vernon-Smith sneered unpleasantly.
*¥ou don't think that cad is greasing

up to Hacker at thia very minute,” he

asked, "telling him tales of woe 1
“1 don't see an%_hreascan te suppose

so!” said Harry Whaorton curtly. “1

don't like the chap any more than you

do, but I don’t see calling him & greasy
sneak without any proof,

“And you can't guess what he's tell
inq Hacker 1 :

“MNo; and I don’t want to I

“Well, I can guess. He's complaining
to Hacker sbout Queleh detanung him
for the afterncon, and asking dear uncle
to barge in.”

“Oh, tot!” )

“Bhouldn't wonder!” s=aid Teodd.
“He scemed knocked all of a heap by
Eettmg- that detention, thongh goodness

nows why; he doesn’t have a feaviul
lot to do on a half-holiday.”

“He will miss Bunter's company,”
sugpested Sguiff.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Hallo! There he goes!" said the
Bounder, his eves on Hacker's window,
“The dear boy’s told his tale of woel
What's the betting that we don’t see
Hacker hike along to Quelch’s study 1

“Rubhish I” said Whartan. “Look
here, 3mithy, chuck it! Fellows aren’t
s ::rscﬂ to stare in at beaks” windows,

“Hacker's going I

1] Uh !J-! :

Mr. Hacker was seen to lcave his
study almost immediately after Wilmot.
The Bounder chuckled explosively. It
was & sheer relish to him to sea this
apparent proof of what he had always
said aof the new fellow.

“ Come ﬂ.]ﬂnf, you men!” grinped
Smithy. * Quelch's window is open, by

LONG YARN

OF NON-STOP MOTOR-CYCLING THRILLS 1
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Hoerton spent £00 of B
o £lod legacy on o §
gl motor-bike—and made
that motor-bike pay! B
e hired himzelf az #
> AN eEPpiress messenger,
= and every one of his
errands landed him
e into Adventure! This
story moves, like tho g
bike ijtaelf, ab express
iy speed. el & copy
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Fﬂ?’d luck't Let's see Hacker barge
i 1™

“I'm not moving!* said Wharion
curtl

(£

{Eas.ﬂ yourself I*

The Bounder changed his position, o
that he could look into Mr. elch’a
study instead of Mr. Hacker’'s. He had
ne doubt that Hacker, having listened
to a tale of qnmp]ismt from Erie
Wilmet, was going to sea Wilmot's
Form-master about 1t. And he wes very
keen indeed to prove it.

Wharton, frowning, remained where
he was, Whether the Bounder was
right or wrong, Wharton had no inten-
tion of peering in at windows to find
out. But some of the follows went with
Smithy.

They were rewarded by the sight of
Hacker entering Mr. Quelch's study.
They saw Mr. Quelch lay down his pen
and rise to his feet, with a cold, grim
expression on his severe {ace. hat
expression might have warned Hacker
that he did not want to hear anythin
about Wilmat, if the master of tha She
had been able to take a hint.

“What did I tell you i" whispered the
Bounder.

“Looks like a catch1” mdmitted Boly
Cherry. “Blessed if I really believed
that Wilinot was such a greaser [

“I've saild so often enough.”

“You'd say anything of a fellow who
punched your nose, ol n | said Beb
cheerfully. *“But I must eay it looks
as if you were right,”

The juniors were too distant to hear
what was said in Quelch’s study. But
thei saw Quelch's face darken, and a
flush: come into Mr. Hacker's face. It
was quite plain that the conversation
was not of & friendly or agrecable
nature.

Mr. Quelch was indeed the very last
master at Greyfriars to allow another
beak to interfere in matters pertaining
to his Form. It was much to hiz credit
that he treated Wilmot with strict
justice, in spite of his uncle’s fyssy
interventions.

Vernon-Bmith left the other fellows
and cuat towards the House. Nobody
followed him. The Bounder, little
ecrupulous in matters where his personal
dislikes were concerned, intended to
know for certain what the discussion
x‘:n‘s] sbout in the Remove master's
study.

It was easy enough. Having reachod
the House, he walked along under the
windows of Masters’ Btudies. Those
windows were high up from the ground;
Quelch's window-sill was ashbove the
Bounder's head. He was able to walk
past  without being observed {rom
within. Under the window he stopped.

“ Rotten trick |” grunted Bob Cherry;
and he went back to rejoin Wharton.
And most of Lhe fellows agreed.

The Bounder did not ecara. Ie had
a deep and bitter grudge against
Wilmot, and he was determined to have

roof that thoe follow was, as he called

im, 8 greaser. As he stopped under
the window, he had immm{:ntﬁ proof,
at least, that Hacker had called to sea
%ue]ch about his nephew's detention.

uelel’s voice, raised a little in sharp
tones, floated from the window.

“1 must s?:alr. lainly, Mr. Hacker!
T decline—I absolutely decline—to
permit interference by another member
of Dr. Locke's staff in_matters of my
Form!| The fact that Wilmot is your
nePhew 15 immaterial 1”

“*Quite so, sir., But—"

“It would be for the boy'z benefit,
gir, to Jeave him to find hia place
without this constant molltycoddling |*



“Mre. Quelceh ™

“¥ou force me to speak plainly,
.1 do not believe that the boy ée
vour intervention, I believe that
causes him pain and humiliation.”

“In the present matter—>"

“The present matter, sir, diffiers from
ne other matter! Wilmot has been
given & detention for disorderly conduct
in the Form-roem! The matter, sir,
cnds there 1™

"It cannof end there, Mr. Quelch, on
this particular occasion ! I will explain

to vou——"

“I desire to hear no explanation! 1

refuse—I  absolutely refuse—to recon-
sider the matter !

“My nephew——=-="

“XYour nephew, sir, is at Greyfriars
on precisely the same footing as any
other boy in the Lower Fourth Form 1
I should consider it a dereliction of my
duty, sir, to treat him otherwisa1?

“No doubt. But on this especial
afternoon my nephew i3 veryp—="

“Am 1 to understand that Wilmot has
asked you to speak to me on this sub-
Jject 7 exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“HMe has certainly requested me in
this particnlar instance—"

M Enough, sir!” Quelch’s voice was
rising. “A boy of my Form has re-
quested the master of another Form to

sir |
sires
1t
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intervene between him and his Form-
master! In all my experience as a
schoolmaster, I have never heard of
siach a thing I

“If vou will hear me—"

“1 will not hear you, sir! I will not
hoar one wordd I request you, sir, to
leave my study ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
his wvoice fairly thrilling with naig-
nation,

“Qne word, sir——

“Not one word! Not one syllable!
Nothing, sir, will induce me to rescind
Wilmeot's detention! If the Head him-
self made the request, sir, I would
rather resign my position here than
accede !

"Mr. Quelch o

“1 will not hear you, sir! If you wil
not leave this etudy, I will leave it
myself ! hooted Mr. Quelch.

That appeared to be enough, even for
Hacker! Varnon-S8mith, under the

window, heard the study door eloze.

“Upon my word!™ he heard Mr.
Queleh exclaim, * Upon my word! Un-
heard-of I In all my ecareer as a school-
master ! Upon my word I”

The Bounder strolled awsy grinning.
Beofore the dinner-bell rang, ail the
Remoeve . had  heard an
account of that conversation in Henry
Samuel Quelch’s study.

When Wilmot sat down, he could not
fail to sep the mocking grins, and hear
the derisive whispers of the Remove
follows. And fellows who wers not
grinning were looking scornful and con-
temptuous.  He glanced at Wharlen,
and the contempt he read in the face of
tho captain of the Remove brought a
flush to his cheeks. *Greasing” to a beak
was & dire offence in the eves of all
CireyEriarz, and the fact that the hapless
new fellow was iumpablc. aof such o
mean action was not likely to be recog-
nised in the face of what loocked like
proof positive.

ik

interesting

EVERY SATURDAY

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.

Just Like Smithy!

ERBERT VERNOXN-BMITH

H came out of the House after

dinner and sauntered in tho

quad, with his hands in his

ockets and a wrinkle of thought in his
row,

It was a cold, clear aflernoon, with o
nip of frost in the air, and meost of tho
Remove were thicking of footer with
cheery anticipation,

Cthor thoughts, however, were in the
Bounder’s mind, and his chum, Redwing,
joining him in the guad, could gueus
those thoonphts, from tho expression on
his face. As they walked together,
Smithy gave him a sidelong look or two,
and Redwing broka tho silence abruptly.

“Don't be & fool, Smithy I

“ Thought-reader ¥ grinned Smithy.

“The Rookwood date's not far off
now. You've still got a chance of pull-
ing up, and Wharton would jump at
playing you, if you wore anything like
your old form.”
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“He's picked out Nugent for my
place.” ¢
1“{31111.! "as & makeshift, you know
that.™

“Think he'd turn his best pal down
again if I pulled up in time for the
Rookwood date!" sneered the Bounder.

“You know he would! Nugent hum-
self would gladly stand out to make
reom for you, if you wers wortn the
place.”

“Well, according to Wharton, 1'm not.
And I don't sce mucking about for an
afternoon in a rotten pick-up, i
nothing’s coming of it,"™ said the
Bounder sullenly.  * It's not az if it were
a match—even a Form match, Mucking
about in the mud for nothing—" :

The Bounder was arguing with his
gwn conzclence, rather than with s
chum. He wanted to get out of gatbes
that afternoon on an excursion with
Fon & Co., of Higheliffo. And ho had
the grace to be rather ashamed of
himself.

Tom Redwing lknitted - his  brows.
When that kink of blackguardism was
uppermost in the Bounder, Tom liked
him least, and found it most dillicult to
keep patient with him.

“¥ou've made an exhibition of your-
self with wour rotten femper, because
you've been dropped out of the eleven,”
he said hotly. * That was really the
cause of yvour scrap with Wilmot the
other day. - You were hunting for
trouble. . There's time before Rookwood
for you to pull up, if you take care, and
stick hard to practice. And you're
going to let it slip——"'

“I'm not going to waste timme if I'm
out of the eleven. I'll put it plain to
Wharton. If he wants me for Rook-

7

wood, I'll stay in to-day and collect mnad
with ihe Remove. If not—"

Without (nishing that remnack,
Verpon-Smith left his chwn augd cut
across Lhe quad, spotting the caplain of
the Remove in the distance.  Harry
Wharton greeted him with w cheery
smile and nod.

“Rick off soon alter two, Smithy,” he
satd., * Ripping day for & game, what?""

“Um! Yes!" Thg Bounder coloured
a little, thinking of what he was polug
to say, and noting Wharlon's unsus-
piciousncss, " But—"

"1 was just thinking out ibe shles,”™
went on Wharton., “ Look here, Smithy,
do try to pull yourself togother a pit!
Thera's atil!i’ time,"if vou really put yvour
beef inte it. I den't want to Large
inte your personal affairs and give yor
sermons—Dbut  have a little acnse!
U:garettes it the study are woe good lor
a tootballer! Nugent's keen and will-
ing, and, of course, 1'd be keen to play
him, but we want you io help us ocat
Rookwood.”

Smithy stood silent. As a salve to lis
conscienca he had been teying to believe
that the eaptain of the Itemove was glad
to edge him out of the team to make
room for his own chum, Heoe could
hardly affect to belicve anything of that
kind now.

“*Who zaid I smoke in the study?"

g o S el o o el e ot

See page 2.
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he said, at last, sullenly. “ Has Redwing
'L.H:E“ LY ]

“Don't be an ass, old chap ™ answerod
Wharton. *“ Redwing isn'c likely to talk
about what you do. Nobody's zaid so
—but a fellow has eyes! Last term you
weore as good a man as we ever had in
the toeam ! &

This term you'ro roblent
“Thanks " sneered the Dounder.

“There's no other word for it,” sanl
Harry. *Even sgainst the Fourth, the
other day, you put up a rotten show, I
know that a man is often off colour by
ne fault of his own-—~it might bhapnen
to any chap—it does, in fact, sooner or
later, to everyone. DBuot it's sone so very
far i your ease—and so I can't lLielp
thinking—"

“¥You mean that I'in not good cnough
for the Rockwood game?"

“Nonc at all, as vou are at presest!
I'd as soon play Skinner or Snoop.”

“YWhy not say Bunter®”

“Wall, it's not so bad as that, bat 1'd
very nearly as soon plav Bunter as yon
in vour present shape, Smithy ! DBut if
yvou'd only manapge to get back some of
vour real form—>"

“If I keep slogging at practice, 4l 1
get as stale as a railway bun, TR
have a remote chance of getiing into the
eleven again! Is that it¥”

Wharton s.vo him 2 quick look. 13¢
koew the DBounder—and he Koew ihe
signs. Smithy was looking for trouble !
Why, Wharton could not pucts for the
numenk.

“That's not good enough!™ said
Vernon-S3mith ecurtly.  “Tell mwe 1I'm
wanted for Rookwood and T'll slog and
slog. But I'm not a man to be pickod
up one minunte eond chucked over the
next. If I'm not in the elesen, I don't
sge slogging in the mud for nothing."

“Are vou following Wilmot's lead,
and elaiming the right to slack ecxcept
on compulsory days?™ asked Wharton
contemptuously.
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“Give & man a plain answerl Am I
wanted for Rookwood ¥

“ Mot on vour present form.

“Then von ean leave me out of the
pick-up to-day ! ] ]

“Let's have this plam,™ said Harry
garictly, but with a glint in his eyes
“Fou can't pull the wool over my oves,
Smithr. I know vyou too well. Have
vou got something on for this after-
noon, and are veou frying to find an
excuze for cutting the pick-up for that
reazon Y

“T ean do as T like, T think, without
finding exeuses, Leave me out of the
cleven, and vou ean leave me out of
vaur dashed pick-ups! That's that ™

“Soure leit out of Loth, then 17 said
Wharton curly. "I suppose’ it's no
good  tolling ven veu ought to be
ashomed of I'!,'mlr'.f::-l:l'_! B TH Em}w that!
Don't talk to wme any mere—you mabke
e alL "

The Beumder swung away sullenly.
Wharton, who had been looking very
bright and cheery, had a clouded face
as he walked on.

He had had a strong suspicion that
the Bounder's loss of form was due to
a revival of old MWackguardly manners
am! eustom=. More than once, that
tern, hie had fancied that Bmithy’s bed
was empty in the Remove dormifory
after lights out, which meant & rozump-
tion of his old reckless escapades. Lato
hours opnd zmokes fully accounted for
the Dounder crocking up =0 hopelessly
at foothall,

In such eireumstances, it was sheor
unpaulenee for a fellow to kick up &
fu=s about being dropped out of the
ream. Bot the Bounder had not only
Licked v a fuss—he had displayed his
angry temper ta all the Remove.

Wharton had been im]ping that Smithy
would pull up, and pull round, in time
for the match with Rookwood School.
He wanted his very best men to mect
Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood, He
realised now that there was ne hope
of that—and the Bounder was deBnitely
marked off, in his nund.

The sight of Erie Wilmot in the quad,
=oing cdown to the gates, brought
angther frown to his brow.

Wilmot had tiie build, and the look, of
a pood man at the game; he could have
boenr a good footballer if he chose.
According to his uncle, Hacker, he had

i;:.a:.'ed for his former school, and had

enna great man at games there. At
Greyiviars he seemiod nothing but a
slacker and a dud. But he might bave
been just the man hizs Form eaptain
:!c-eﬂnd—if hee had liked. Wharton dis-
liked lim—nobody could help dishiking
0 sulky and sullen and discontented a
fellow.,  But he would have welcomed
Iim into the fold with open arms, if he
had shown anything like keenness—
which he never did,

But he wondered sometimes whether
te fellow's fumbling at footer was
gemalne, or part and parcel of his
sullenness,  Everybody knew that he
had not wanted to come to Greyfriars,
and that he seemed bent on making
the worst, mstead of the best, of what
could not be helped. He had wanted,
it secmed, to stay at his old school,
wherever that was, and why-he hadn't
was rather s mystery to Wharton. He
cotld not help ontertaining a suspicion
thet Wilmot had had no choice about

leaving.
But, looking at him now, a now idea
came inte  Whartons mind. The

Bounder had let him down, and that

was that, If thers was anvthing in

Wilmot—if the fellow would throw

over his sulky sullennes= and try and
Tue Macxer Lierany.—No, 1,459,
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show what he could do— It was
rather like catching at a straw. Then,
as_he rtood looking at thé fellow and
thinking it over, Wharton remembered
thal Wilmot wos under detention thab
afternoon—and he was going down to
the gates with the evident intention of
going out.

Wharton cut aftor him.

“Hold on, Wilmot!” ho called out.

The new junior looked round.

“What do you want? lie snapped.

“Forgotten detention?”

“No bizney of yours!” said Wilmot,
and he swung on.

Harry Wharton's momentary idea of
speaking civilly to the fellow and ask-
ing him to lpla.}f in the pick-up vanizhed
at once. It was replaced by an im-
pulse to punch his head,

Wilmot walked quickly to the gates.
Az he did so, Gosling came out of his
lodge and stepped in his way.

“Borry, sir—Mr. Quelel's horders!®
zald Gosling.

Wilmol gave him
fool.

*What the dickens do you mean?” he
cxclaimed, “Let me pass at once !

Gosling shook his gnarled head.
Evidently Mr. Quelch had spoken to
the school porter on the subject. That
had becn the oulcome of Mr. Hacker's
interference.

“¥You're
Gosling.
air 1™

“Let me pass!
if you like ™

Another shake of Gosling's head.

“Mr. Queleh’s horders, zir, you're not
to go out!” he answered.

Wilmot looked for a moment gs if he
would shove the old porter aside by
main force and go. But he thought

a fierce, angry

mn detention, sir,” said
“¥ou can't go out of gates,

You can report me

better of that, twrned, and walked
back.
Harry Wharton called to him in

passing.

“Look here, Wilmot—=?"

Without even a glance at him, Wilmot
walked on. The Bounder, coming down
to the gates, looked at one and then
at the other and laughed. Wharton
was left undecided whether to punch
Smithy's . head or Wilmot's. Fortun-
ately, both were out of his reach before
he deeided.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Keeps It Dark!

i EEN Bunter?”

S “Bunter!® Bob

Cherry.
“That frowsy frump! I want
to speak te him ¥ .

“Den't say you're volling that barrel
into the pick-up, old man!” said Bob,
in astonishment. )

IHarry Wharton laughed.

“No, asa! But I've been thinking
about Yilmot 1™

“That dud?? zaid DBob, still aston-
1<hed. '

“Ja ho a dud?” said Harry.

“Js he anything else? What the
dickens are you getting at?" demanded
Bob. “Dud, snd slacker, and worm
generally!  Is this second childhood,
or what?”

“I can’'t make up II::[? mind about
that chap, Bob!” said Harry Wharton.
“You know what Hobby of the Shell
told ws before he came—Hacker teold
him Wilmot had been a great games
man at his last school, and would make
8 fipure 1n the footer here. I thought
of him for the Remove Eleven then,
befove I even saw him, But after-
wards—"

repeabod

- him.

- H%When he turned out a sulky toad,
and a slacker, and a dud—"

“Bulky toad, certainly,” said Harrv.
* But—Hacker. must Eknow whether he
played for his last school or not, and
he says he did. He made a silly fuss
about the fellow being left out of the
Form games, snd jawed to Wingate,
and I agreed to put him in 8 Form
match last Saturdsy.”

“And he never turned up

“I know. But—I've wondered a bit
whether it's only his sulky temper, and
whether Hacker may bo - right about
After all, he’s his uncle, and
ought to know.”

* Fat lot Hacker knows about Soccer.”

¥ Next to nothing. But ho said that
e had scen Wilmot play for his last
school.”

* Bomo school—if that fumbling foozler
Mayed for 161" grunted Bob. ™ What
school was it?" L

“ Hacker never said. But they musk
have been able to play some sort of
game there. The fellow scems such 4
sulky brute that I’'ve wondered whether
hiz foozling on the footer pround 1s
only rotten sullenncss!™

H.".‘rh 1"

TWell, ho scoms to want to keep to
himself sand have nothing to do with
the Form or any of ils giddy works!™

“Then lot him !

“If he's a good man, we want hm.”

“He isn't good—he's voften bad !

“I’'m not feeling sure of that!
Bunter knows something about  the
fellow. He's talked of having seen
him play footer, and play a great
game ™ :

“ Bunter's always talking rot!”

*I know. But he does know some-
thing of the fellow. He's the only
chap Wilmot cver speaks to here of
his own accord,” spid Harry. “Bunter’s
always spinning diotie yarns, Bub
that's & wvery queer yvarn to come nto
his silly head if therels nothing in it
I've been thinking of asking Bunter
about 1t, and pgetting the truth out of
him.™

“There 1sn't any in him

“Well, let’s try,” said Harry. “Where
15 the fat slug now i

“Tho tuckshop would be a safe
Eaess”

“Come on, then!” :

It was quite a safe guess. Billy
Bunter was discovered gazing at the
window of Mrs, Mimble's establishment,
in the corner behind the elms, His
little round eyes had a mournful look
hehind his big round spectacles. Like &
podgy Peri at the gate of Paradise,
Bunter was gaszing at the good things
beyond his reach.

ut he blinked round hopelessly as
Wharton and Bob came up.

“T say, you fellows, what do yon
think’s happevued ¥ asked Bunter. "I
say, my postal order hasn't come! 1
was cxpecting it this morning!”

“Not roally 1 asked Bob sarcastically.

“¥Yes, really, old chap! It's rather
sirprising that it basn't comel?

"I%l: would be more surprising if it
]md{;}: lly, Chepry?

“Oh, really, Cherr

“I've been hﬁki:zg for you, Bunter,”
said Harry., T i

*0h, %‘oud I* snid Bunter, brighten-
ing. “Is it & feed? I'm on, old
fellow 1™

“So likely to be a feed just before
faotball 1" said Bob. )

Bunter's fat face fell again. It was
not very long since dinner—but Bill
Bunter was ready for a feed. In such
matters his motto was the old Scottish
cnc: “Ready, ay, readyl”

]H‘
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.
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“ It you happen to vu halt-a-crown you don’t want, Wilmot——* sald Bunter. ** You fat ass | ** snapped
** I want to know whether Quelch has gone out of gates. I
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Wilmet.

" The defalned junlor broke off, as Bunter gave a sudden

jump, and bolted. Wilmot, looking reund; sighted Mr. Quelch approaching.

But he realised that these silly asses
were not likely to stuff jam tarts and
cream puffs just bofore footer. Bunter
would ﬂa\-r: swapped the English Cup
for & jam tart. ut he realised sadly
that thess benighted duffers had quite
different ideas.

“Well, look here,” he said. "I you
can lend & chap a baob till that postal
order comes——"* _

“¥ou were talking about Wilmot the
other day—" began Harry.

“I can't borrow anything of Wilmot
now,” said Bunter peevishly. “ He's in
detention, the silly ass! Can't go fo
the Form-room——"

“For the love of Mike, leave. off
thinking of food for a minute or two!”
exclaimed Wharton impatiently. * Look
here, you were saying that you saw
Wilmot playing footer.”

“Eh? 8o I did!™

“You snid you saw him bag gosls
against & good team.”

What about it?”

“Well was it true?”

“*{h, really, Wharton !
tell the truth?”

“0Oh scissors |

“If you doubt my word, Harry
Wharton—" began Bunter, with' a
great deal of dignity.

. “Look here, you fot ass, try to tell
the truth for once, anvhow! If you
saw Wilmot play football, it must have
been before he camé to Greyiriars—
he's only fcozled at 1t hers! YWhen
wos ati?"

“In the week before he came™

“And where?™

Billy Bunter did not snswer that
question. To the surprise of the chums
of the Remove, he grinned, and
favoured them with a fat wink.

Don't I always

“That's telling ! he remarked.

“Well, I want you to tell me, fat-
head 1™

“You
Bunter.
and
him

“%¥ou howling ass von can say where
he played football, I suppose®”

“I can't=and won't!¥

“Why not#"

“Well, vou sea,” said Bunter cauti-
ounsly, “if you knew that, you'd ‘know
the lot.”

““The lot?" repeated Harry blankly.
*And what's the ® lot " "

“Oh! Nothing.”

“MNothing I ejaculated Bob.

" Mothing at all, old chap!
about lending me 8 bob—"

“It must have been somewhere near
Greyfriars, if you saw it at all,” said
Harry Wharton. “8o far as I know,
the only outside match you've seen this
term, was the game at S5t. Jude’s, when
they played Topham.. We wero pre-
vented from seeing that game, as we in-
tended—but you saw 1t—"

""No, I didn’t!” contradicted Bunter
promptly. " . g »

“¥You blithering idiot |” roared Bob.
;"gnu’ve told us & dozen times that you

i [Il

“Well, that—that was only a—a figure
of speech, old chap! What I really
meant was, that I didn’t!™

“0h erumbs!”

“I never weni there after all,” said
Bunter. “OCatch me standing about in
the ¢old; watching a silly footer match !
Besides, I only went because you fellows
said you would. be there, and there
would be tea afterwards at the Pagoda
in Lanthem, or somewhere. You let me

can't pump me!” explained
“Wilmot's a friend of mine,
I'm not saying anything sbout

158
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I say,

TE

down, as you never turned u
*Then you wore there ?”
“DOh! Nol I—T wasn’t there!"
“You benighted owl—"

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“You blithering bletherer—*

"Beast I™

Getting the truth out of Bunic:
seemed rather uphill work.

“Now, look here, you frabjous ass”
said Harry, “1've got an idea that that
man Wilmot can play Boccer, if ha likes,
as his uncle makes out. If it's true that
vou've seen him play a good game—"

“I'm not accustomed to having my
word doubted, Wharton," eaid Bill
Bunter loftily. “I can jolly well teﬁ
you, that Wilmet could dplay your heads
off, if he liked. Blessed if I know why
he doesn’t play here, when he's such a
topper! Sulks, I suppose. He could, if
huﬂ tked.” 3 "

- You saw him bag goalsf

“Whera " roared Wharton.

Bunter winked again.

“That's telling ¥ he grinned.

“What team was he playing fort"

“That'a telling, too 1™ ;

“Oh, kick him !” growled Bob.

“Here, you keep off, you beast—-"

Bunter jumped back.

“Thera's some sort of & secret between
Bunter and that new tick,” said the cap-
tain of tha Remove. “That can ba the

only reason why he stands the fat freak.
But——-"

“You cheeky beast!”
“But Wilmot can’t want him to keep

it dark about & football match! Why
should he?”

“That's all you know!™ grinned
Bunter.

Tur Macxer LiBRARY.—~No, 1,459,
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*Daocs he, then?”

“Ohl No! Nothing of the sort !

“We were going to il:jr footer this
afternocon,” said Bob Cherry, “We'd
better put it off till Saturday, at this
rate—if it's got to wait till you get some
truth ont of Bunter. I told you there
wasn't any in him."

* Oh, really, Cherry——"

Harry Wharton locked fxedly al
Tunter, Thoe endless and comnplicated
prevarications of the fat Owl showed one
thing—that he had_a secret to l{ec‘r, con-
corning Wilmot., If Bunter really had
seen Wilmot play a great game of Soccer
it was incomprehensible that the fellow
should want him to kedp it dark., Dut
Wharton was growing more certain that
Bunter had, 1

“Will vou tell me the truth, you fat
idiot 7 said Harry at last. “Can’t you
nnderstand that I've got pood TEQ50NS
for wanting to know whelher Wilmot
can play Soceer or not 17

“I've fold vou he can—better than
vou can,” said Bunter, ¥ He could ]'}'Eaj,r
vour lead off, and not half try, I've
seen him ! .

“Where " hooted Wharton,

“T mean, I haven't scen
amended Dunter hastily.

“What

“The fact 15, T know nothing at all
about the chap, and he never ashed me
to keep it dark, the day he came!” de-
clared Bunter.  “Beosides, I promised
him I wouldn't let it out, end I'm a
fellowe of my word, I hope. Mot that
there's anything to let out, you know—
I don't mean that! Nothing at all—
absolutely nothing.”

It waz not perhaps surprizing that
Wharton, by that time, gave up the idea
of getting the truth out of Bunter. Ii
there was any in him, the extraction wns
too long and diffieult & process.

Ile grabibed the fat Owl by the collar
instead.

“Here, T say, leggo ' howled Bunter.

Squazhl -

Bunter's bullet head was  pressed
firtnly against the school shop window,
faivly squashing his noze apainst the

him—"

glass,

“Yoop! Leggo!  Wow!™  yelled
Dunter, strugeling wildly.

Bquash !

“ Yarooooh 1

Bump !l

Bunter sat down, hard,

He roared, and Wharten and Bab
walked away, and left him to roar. The
difficult task was given up; if there was
woy truil 1o Bunter, 1t remained there.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Caged !

RIC WILMOT'S handsome face—
marred hy a sullen seowl—was
framed in the Formi-room win-
dow. He stood looking out inta

the quad, brvight in the winter - sun-
shine.

Mpr. Quelch, with a grim unbending
visege, had marched him in to deten-
tion at the appointed hour. He had sct
him-a task to keep him oceupied till five
o’olock. Wilimot had not touched it;' or
logked at it

It was the firet time, since he had been
at Greyfriars, that he had had anythin
particular to do on a half-holiday. Bu%
now it seemed - to be
indeed.

?’uita contrary to what the Remove
fellows believed to be his custom, he had
fhﬁ‘;;]ﬂ to the length.of asking his uncle,
the master of the Shell, to intercede for

. ]
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It had failed; &3 he realised now that
it had been bound to fail. Mpr. Hacker’s
fussy interferences, time and :ﬁain, had
fed Quelch wp, snd he was ademant—
ready, as it were, to fly off the handle.
at a mere hint of intervention from

Wilmot'a unele.

Toadying to & master—which the
Greyfriars fellows called * greasing to a
beal *—was not one of new fellow’s
failin But he had given the Remova
what locked like proof positive that it
I iA,

That oceeasion was the single occasion
on which ho had asked Hacker to inter-
vene. The Removites believed that it
was the only oceasion on which he had
been spotted doing so.

But Wilmot was not worrving now
about what the Remove follows thooght.
He cared little—and he had more
weighty matters on his mind, He was
going out that afternoon—from his own
point of view, he had to gol

The question was, howi  Breakin
detention was not an easy matter—an
it was & very serious matter. It was
guite on the cards that he might be ex-
pelled for it: for, after what had
already happencd, it would be taken as
an utterly reckless and insolent act of
defiance. )

HBome Reimnove fellows came along and
glanced at the handsome, sulky face

staring from the window. inner
winked at his {riends, Snoop and Stott.
“Nunky couldn't wangle 1t after all 1”

he remarked. “Poor little Erie! De-
tained by a nasty Form-master after tak-
mg the troubloe to tell tales to nunky 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Snoop and
Stoft. :

Wilinot stopped from the window.
Skinner & Co. passed on, chuckling.

When they were gone he looked out
again. A fat figure came rolling from
the direction of the tuckshop.

Billy Bunter blinked up, through his
big spectacles, and gave Wilmot a
cheery prin.

“(Oh, there you are, .old chap!™ he

satd. 1 say, Wilmo "

"Hez Queclch gone out?”  asked
Wilmot.

“Eh? I don’t know—"

“He often goes out for 2 walk on a
half-holiday,”  said Wilmot. “Look
here, Bunter, find out if Quelch has
gone out, will you i

Billy Bunter had constituted himself
Wilmot's pal in the Remove—with so
little encouragement from Wilmot that
any fellow but Bunter would have given
it up as a bad job. This was the first
time that his “pal” had asked anything
of him, so Bunter might have been ex-
pected to jump at the chance of being
pally. But he did not jump,

Bunter might, or might not, have
sympathised with the fellow under de-
tention.  But " his chief concern, as
usuel, was for his It self.

“I say, old chap, don’t you think
of cutting!” he advised, *“Quelch
would be frightfully raity. 1 say,
never mind Quelch! If you happen to
hlva half-a-crown you don't want—"
" “Look here, Bunter—""

“What I mean 15, I'm short of tin
this afterncon,” explained Bunter.

 “I've been disappointed sbout a postal

erder.”

“You fat ass!”

“Oh, really, Wilmot—=""

“I want to know whether Quelch has
gone out of gates? I—"

Eric Wilmot broke off as Bunter gave
s sudden jump and bolted, forgetful
even of the half-eromm he had desired
to borrow, :

Wilmot looked round, and sighied a
tall, angular form coming round the

. Instantly he
stepped back from the window.

no - r needed to inquire
whether Quelch had gone out that after-
noon. Obviously he hadn’t, for there
he was taking a walk by the Form-
room windowa,

With & black brow Wilmot dmgped
on his form. But he did not look at
the task on the desk hefora him. :

He waos not going ‘to touch that. He
was going out——he had to go—Quelch,
or no Quelch. But if the Remove-
master saw him—— .

He waited about five minutes—long
and impatient minutes—and then re-
turned to the window, Mz, Quelch
had passed on, and disappeared. 1

Plenty of fellows were to be seen in
the quad. Thera were so many Re-
mova men about that it was.clear that
the pick-up game had not yet started.
In the distance somo Bixth Form men
could be seen. He recognised Wingate

corner of the building,

and Owynne and Sykes. They were
not locking towards ‘him-pmhnh]i
would not notice him if he droppe

from the Form-room window. But one
of them was fairly certain to spot him,
if he cut, before he could get sway.

Did the prefects know he was under

datention? More likely than nof.
Quelch had spoken to the school porter,
which looked as if he had a suspicion

that the detained junior might “eut.”

Wilmot gritted his teeth.

It was useless to clamber out, only
to be taken by the collar by a big
Sixth Form man, and marched in again
to punishment. For the punishment he
carped nothing; but it would defeat the
end in view. ]

He saw Harry Wharton coming
along the path by the windows., Hoe
was alone; his friends not with him
as usual. Once more Wilmot stepped
back from the open window; he did
not went the head boy of the Form to
see him there, and guess his intention.

To his surprise, his name was called,
It was called from outside in rather
cautious tones; but he heard, and he
recognized Wharton’s veice, In sheer
surprise, he put hiz head out of the
window.

Wharton gave him a smilae.

“¥ou heard me?” ho asked. “I
couldn’t shout.  Mustn't speak to a
man in detention, you know, if the
beaks knew.™ : ;

“VYou dou't want to speak to me, I
suppose 77 .

“1 shouldn’t have called you if I
didn't,” said Wharton dryly. “You're
not too fearfully keen on & detention
task to be able to spare a minute—
what 1"

“No. What do you want” ,

“We're playing in a pick-up this
afternoon, as you know. Like to
play ¥*? :

Wilmot stared.

“No,” he answered curtly.

“] eoxpected that,’’ nodded Wharton.
“That's your usual pleassnt and chatty
style, isn’t it¥" ] .

“If you've got anything to say—

“Y have. 1've been thinking it over,
and I fancy thera may be something
in what Hacker has ssid sbout your
being a footballer, Bumter seems fo
know something about i, though he
telle o many idiotic lies that there's no
making head or tail of what he says.
But he knows—"*

Wilmot changed mglﬂ:r.

“ Bunter | he breathed. “ What has
Bunter told woui* : :

Wharton could #ee, but affected not
to see, that thero was alarm in Wil
mot's face. He was smitten by =
sudden fear that the loquacious Owl
had let out his secret, whatever it was



“Only what he's said before, more
than once—that he's seen you play
HBoccer and ba .ﬁ‘-ﬂs_‘" S

“0Oh 1" said Wilmot, with undisguised
relief, *I—1 see.”

He had dreaded, for a moment, that
‘Bunter had told of having seen him
play at 3t, Jude’s in the Topham team.
Had that become known, it would have
become known that his former school
was Topham, which he had had te
lesve, in circumstances which he
trembled to think of letting Greyfriars
learn.

“To come to the point,” weni on
Harry. “I believe there's something
in it. You've mucked about like an
ass on the football field hers, but I'm
wondering whether you could play a
good gomo if you liked. If it was only
rotten, silly sulks, why not chuck it,
and ba a sensible chap?®™
“Is that what you came here fo say
to mef” ]

“And some more,” said Harry, de-
termined not to notice the unplﬁnm_nt-
ness of the fellow's manner, “We've
got room in the team for a man, if
vou'ro anything within miles of what
your Unele Hacker thinks you are.
Most fellows would jump at the chance
of playing Rookwoeod.”

1 shouldn't.”

“Well, why not?” ;

“1 don't choose to play footer here.
And you don’t want & man, I suppose,
who's generally found _guﬂt;.r of greas
ing to the beak?” said Wilmot, with
bitter sarcasm.

“That's got nothing to do with
footer. I never believed it of you till
thiz morning, when it was made prefty
clear, But—" )

“Well, what?” mmapped Wilmot
impatiently.

“Vou seamed knocked over at being
detained thiz afterncon. ¥You've esked
your uncle to butt in and get you off.

f that means that you're getting a
kit more keen—"

“ Keen—on what?” :

“Footer, of course,” said Iarry.
“There’s nothing else going on to-day
that I know of. If you want to play
footer, I'm offering you a chance 10
the piek-up. If you don’t, I can’t
imagine wﬁy you care whether you're
detained or not. You might as well
be in the Form-room as slouching sbout
scowling."” .

Wilmot stared at him. Wharton, of
eourse, knew nothing of his having an
urgent engagement out of gates that
afternoon. Ha had never had one
befors, so it was not essy to guess.

With football fillin hizs own
thoughts, the captain of the Remove
had drawn his own conclusions—quite
erroneons ones, as it happened.

“If that's it,” went on Harry, while
Wilmot stared at bim in silence, “.I
can help you out, I think. A manas
let me down this afternoon, and 1 shall
have to play another man in the side.
You see, though it’s only & pick-up

ame, we're playing a full team a side.
%ﬂ’ell, if T put it to Quelch that ynu’;']g
wanted in & game, ten-to-one he will
let-you off detention. There’s one d
thing sbout Quelch—he never crabs &
game,” ]

Wilmot gave & sudden start, and his
eyes lightened. ‘ _

“"¥You conld get me off detention?”

“I1.think so, putting it nicely and
tectfully to Quelch.,” Wharton smiled.
“1'd jolly well do best, anyhow.
The fact 1s, Quelch is fed-up with your
sulks, like everybody else, and 1 know
ke would be jolly glad to spe you.join-
ing in a game with the Form of your
own accord, I believe I could work

it
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“I'd be jolly gladi"
Wilmot breathlessly.

“It's a 8o, then,” said Harry., “I'll
try it on.

And, feeling for the first time some-
thing like cordiality towards the new
junior, the captain of the Remove

away, and went into the House.
He took it for granted that it waa to
play in the pick-up that Wilmot was
to get out of detention. He did not
guess the thoughts in the new fellow’s
mind as Wilmot watched him go.

exclaimed

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wharton Has His Way !

L OU silly ass!®
i “You chump |
“Tha chumpfulness iz ter-
rifia I
““Wash it out, Wharton 1"
Harry Wharton smiled. Tha other

move footballera, it was clear, were &¢

not much taken with the idea. They
had gathered in the changing-room to
get ready for the pick-up. And there
was & good deal of discussion going on

sbout the Bounder's absence when
Wharten looked in.

WNearly all the Remove wers there.
The Lower Fourth was s numerous
Form, but, barring s few hopeless
slackers, like Bunter and Skinner and
a few others, all the Form was wanted
to make up two elevens., Even Lord
Mauleverer had turned ug, though

err

it was true that Bob Cherry had
solemnly promised him to stick his
noble head in the coal-locker in Study

No. 12 if he didn't. His lazy lordship,
choosing the lesser of two ovils, decided
on Soccer.
' Nearly all the Remove wers present,
and nearly all the Remove told their
skipper what they thought of him and
his intellect in eatertaining the idea
of playing a dud, a slacker, and a
eulky tick, even in a pick-up game,
“That slacker,”” said Bolsover major,
On the present occasion Percy Bols-
over had & chance of showing what he
could do at back, He was, at all
events, keoen,
“That dud [ said Hazeldene.
“That greaser |"” said Peter Todd.
“That toady 1 grunted Jo Bull.
“He's in detention, too!” said Squi.
“Leave him there [ said Tom Brown.

“What an idiotic idea!” remarkod
Russell.
- “The idiccy is terrific, my esteemed
Wharton !” remarked Hurree Jainset
Bam Siogh, sha]:ing hiz dusky head.
“ Bunter says—

“Yo pgods!” groaned Johnny Bull
“Are you going to take tips on Sceccer
from Bunter 1"

“Havae you asked Mrs. Kebble what
ghe thinks?” inquired Ogilvy, with
intensa sarcasm. “QOr Mra, obbie's
cat "

“Ha, ha, hal?

“My dear men, be reasonable!” said
Wharton. “If I'm making a mis-
take—"

“No *if ' about it I

“¥You are!”

“Well, 3f I am, it’s only a pick-up
practice game, and no harm done. Just
make the chap feel that he's weleomo
on the field, and don’s take any notice
of his sulky locks. Give him a chatice—
ot
“Oh, that's all right!” eaid Frank
Nugent. *“Nobody wants hin, I suppozo
—but nobody's going to be unpleasant
to him.”

“If he gets in my light—" said

Bolsover major. )
“Or in mine—" said Peter Todd.

“(entlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Bob Cherry. * Wharton's s silly
ass, as we are all agreed—-="

“Hear, hoar " ]

“But let him rip, and don’t make it
hard for that tick if he's really showing
some sign of decency at last. If he's
really keen on faoter for once, it showus
that he isn't the utter worm he makes
out that he 1=—"

-::H“l ]'lEh. ]:IH.!."

“And it's quits true that he looked
fearfully sick when Quelch gave him
detention, so Wharton may be right—"

“Just & bare possible chaneal” sug-

osted Wharton sarcastically. * Wall,
%‘]l hike along and speak to Elua]-:h.”

Leaving the changing-room in s buzr,

mova went along
to Masters' Studies. 1
Ho gave & discreet tap at Mr. Quelch's
door. He had seen the Hemove master
go in, after a walk in the guad, and
hoped that that walk after lunch had
had a scothing effect on him, But the
bark that came as he tapped at the
door did not sound very encouraging.

(Continued on nexi page.)

the captain of the

er‘.: You're an ass,
arton 1
“And a fathead !
“And a f{ootling ¥
duffer I¥
“Thanks all 3
round |” said the -
captain of tha Re-
move  imperturb-
ably. “I've men-
tioned this to you
men before speak-
ing to Quelech, be-
cause 1 want you to
ba civil to the chap
when he joins up.”
Is he ever civil
to  anyhody?™ in-
quirod Ogilvy.
“Not often!”
roed Wharton,
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*Come 1 !1*

Wharton entered.

Alr. Quelely's face was gprimly sct, his
eves  plinting,. But  his  expression
changed at the sight of his head boy.

Wharton puessed—correctly—that his
Form-master had fancied that it was
Hacker again, That Gargon-like look
had heen tuwimed on for the master of
the Shell.  Quelch changed it into a
feosiy smile for Wharton.

“Oh! Wharten ! he zaid. " Pray
como in, "Wharton ! Are you neot play-
ing football this afterncon”

“Just poing to, s=ir,” said Tlarre.
“But there's a mian who was going to
plav, whe can’t turn up, and—" Ile
Liroke off.

It was true Lhat El't‘Li!h}' ligd let him
Jdown; but that was not the only, or the
chief, reason why he wanted Wilmot.

“Well5? said Alr. Quelch, a little
purzzled. :

“1 waos going 1o ask yvou, sir, whether
vou could possibly leb Wilmot off to
jlay fnutl.:.agl # zaid Ilarey, taking the
plungn.

Alr. Queleh’s face harvdenced.

“I azked wvou in the Forme-room,
Wharton, whethier Wilmot was in a
miatch to-day, and you replied that he
vwas not. What do you mean?” i

“1Ie wasn't, sir, then,” explained
Harre, “But I'm & man short, and I'd
like him tn the team. But that's not the
witly reazon. I know you noticed, sir,
that he scemed very sick at being
cdetained ; and that put a new idea into
v head. 1le's never been keenn on foot-
lrall Before. If he's getting keen, it
ronts ralher hard for him to have to out
the game.” Wharton coloured a Tittle.
“I'm speaking now, &ir, as head boy,
az woll as foetball captain. I hoow vou
don’t like the way Wilmot has been
poing on sinee he came Lhere—="

!I corltainly do not 172 zatd M. Quelch
drvly.

“1f he got inta the football, and it
led to his beeoming a little more friendly
with the other fellows, 1t would be a
road thing for him, six.”

Alv, Quelel sat silent, thinking.

It waz true, as lhis head boy knew
very well, that he was concerned about
tha zulky, reserved fellow, who seenied
to have chozen to be an outcast in his
Form.

“You feel friendly towards thiz boy,
Wharton ¥ he asked abruptly.

“Well, no, =ir " zaid Harry frankly.
“1 don't like him., PBut I hate to sce
any lellow shut up in hamself like an
ovater, It can't be good for any chap.”

“That is certainly corrcet,” said Mr.
Queleh; “though in Wilmot's case thero
nray ke reasons——"  He broke off
harply,  * Undﬁubtﬁdlg:e Wharton, it
would he for this boy’s benefit to take a
share in the life of the FForm. I had
no idea whatever that he was thinking
of footbal]l when he looked so dismayed
this morning. I put the guestion to you.
Dot if that 1s the actual fact—"

“I'vo spoken to him, siv, and he scoms
very keen.” Wharton did not add that
he had spoken to Wilmot after he had
gone in to detention. That was s detail
it was move tactiul not to mention.

Mr. Queleli was silent again.

*Very well, Wharton,” he said, at
‘ength,  “0On the understanding  that
Wilmot is to play football with his
army, I will excunze him from detention.
You may tell him so, from me.®

“0Oh, thank %ﬂu sir I” said Wharton
rratefulle, and he ieﬂ: the Form-master’s
dudy with a light =tep and a chocry

- e L

Alr, Quelch was left looking very
Jreughtinl.
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Hearry Wharton lost no time in getting
to the Form-room. He found Eric
Wilmot waiting impatiently.

“All serene 1” said Harry, emiling in
at the open -door. “You're let off, to
}31&3 in.the pick-up, Wilmot. Official,
rom Quelch I* .

“Oh!” gasped Wilmot.

“Chuck your books away, old bean,
and come along to the changing-room,”
said Harry. “SI’H wait for you X

" Don't wait 1" said Wilnot hastily.

“Well, come along az quick as you
canl It's jolly near time we got down
to tha field.”

Wharton left Wilmoet and hurried
back to the changing-room. The new
boy left the Form-room more slowly,
giving him time to get ount of sight.
But it was not in the divection of the
changing-room that he went.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Old Acguaintance !
of

i ILMOT I
W o oo s
rapped out the nama.

the
- Eric Wilmot stopped. The
Sixth Form man came up (o him with &
frowning brow.

“You're under detention, Wilmot!”
he said sternly, *Your Forme-master
spoke to me about it. What are you

oing out of the House I

“I'm let off 1 muttered Wilmeot,

Wingate cyed him doubtfully and sus-
piciously. From Mr Quelch’s manner
when ho had mentioned the subject, the
Greviriars captain considered it very
unlikely indecd that that statement was
correct.

Had Wilmot been with the Remove
footballers, the matter would have been
casy to =ettle—a word from Wharten
would have been enough. But he was
not with the footballers when the prefect
spotted and stopped him. The Remove
footballers were in_the changing-room—
expecting to see Wilmot there! They
were not likely to see him,

Wilmot breathed hard. .

“Quelch sent Wharton to tell me,
Wingate |” he muttered. *“1 suppose
you ecan take my word for it.”

“I'd rather take Quelch’s!”
Wingate dryly. “Come olongl
speak fo him at his window.™

Wilimot hesitated a moment. He had
a chance—an unlocked-for chance—io
keep his mysterious appointment out of

afes, He was already a little late, and

readed to be too late—with consec-
quences of which he dared hardly think.
But it was futile to attompt to bolt
under Wingate's eye, and he went back
to tha ouse with the Greyiriars

said
I can

-:-a%lain. .
at walk af a fow minutes was a

sheer agony to him. DEvery moment he
dreaded to ses Wharton looking for
him. Wharton had got him off deten-

tion to dpla{y in the pick-up, and never
dreamed of double-dealing on his part.
But if he found him going out of

pates—

But Wharton was not to be scen, and
they atupimd at the open window of
Mr. Quelch's study. The Remove-
master glanced round st Wingate there,
He did not see Wilmot, whose head
was below the level of the high sill.

" Excuse me one moment, sirl!” said
Wingate. “ Wilmot tells me that he is

let off detention—am I to take his
word 1" :
“¥Yes, that is correct, Wingale,™

answored t a-IHanvamnﬁmr.
“Very well, sir!l"”

Wingata  stepped away from the

window, He gave Wilmot a nod and a
smile,

“You can eut !’ he =aid.

Wiimot was only too glad to cut. He
fairly ran. A fat squeak floated to his
cars as he headed. for the gates again.

“I say, Wilmot—" ~

Deaf to the voice of Billy Bunter, he
hurried on. S

Like a lica from his lair, William
Gosling hopped out of his lodge.

“Now, Master Wilmot !” said CGos-
ling. *Thia "ere is the socond time, and
I'll: report yer! Wot I says is this
iy ig L e

“"Let mo pass, you old fool!” almopst
hizsed Wilmet. “ My Form-mastor's let
me bff " detention I'*

“He ain't told me mo!” grunted
Gﬂslmf' “And if you was allowed
out .of gates, Mr. Quelch would 'ave
sent me word.™

Wilmot panted. It was another
obstacle in his path. He was not, in
fact, free to go out of gates; Quelch
su?lpused-that he was with the foot-
baileras,

Arguing the matter with Gosling
meant further losz of time. He turned
rdund and walked back, leaving the
old porter grunting and eyeing him
very suspicionsly.

e say, Wwilmot wold chap—=
gqueaked Bunter. '

Wilmot hurried en. Bunter rolled
in pursuit- and followed him inte the

old cloistara,

“I1 say!” yelled Bunter, pufﬁ.ng and
blowing, “I say, old fellow, den't you
cut detention, old chap! VYou'll get
into a fearful row! gay, lend me a
bob before you go! Beast!”

Bunter was still at & distance, when,
with the aid of his big spectacles, ha
spotted Wilmot eclambering over an
ivied wall.

Heedless of Bunter's squeak, Wilinot
dropped en the outside, and cut away
at a rapid run.

In a couple of miuutes he was on the
Courtfield road, and going at a steady
trot, heading for the town across the
COMmon.

He was clear of Groyiriars now. The
miserable trick he had played on tho
captain of the Remove cavpsed him
some compunction.  Ho had not said
that he wounld play football; Wharton
had taken that for granted.

Oaly on thet plea was it possible to
get off detention; and Wharton had
praclically been led to giving his word
that he was in the pick-up game.

If this was not double-dealing, it was
perilgusly like it, Still, he had not
actually said that he wounld play, and
he drew what comfort ho could from
that.

A bunch of fellows, on the Courl-
field road, stared at Wilmot as be
passed. He 'recognised  Herbert
Vernon-SBmith, but did not know his
companions—he had never scen Pon-
sonby and Cadsby and Vavasour, of
Highcliffe School, before. The Bounder

stored and burst inte a mocking
langh. ]

“Great pip! Did Hacker get vou
off, after all, Wilmot 7 he called out.

Wilmot made no answer; he ran on,
leaving Bmithy and his. Highceliffe
friends staring after him. They were
far out of sight, when he sighted
another fellow on the road, stroiling
along from the direction of the town.

That fellow, s rather weedy-lockin

‘specimen, with. narrow features, &n

¥, shar ng?a—wavnd his hand at the
sight o© ilmot. The Greyfriars
junior slowed down.

“Coming along,” after all?"” asked the
weedy fellow, with a grin, as they met
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“Is Whmot not here, Wharton ? ** asked Mr. Quelch, very quietly.
to understand that you have deliberately deluded me ? ** conéinued the Form-master.

A

S
Nk

“ No, sir 1 ** answered the junior skipper.

I3

(1] Am
‘““ 1 hope not, sir ! ** sald Wharton,

with burping cheeks, *' I expected Wilmot to turn up, or I shouldn’t have hegged him off detention [ **

“Yes,” muttered Wilmobk. “Can't
you see, Crawley?”

Crawley nodded and grinned.

“1 thought I'd walk part of the way

ancd meet youl” he drawled.

“You mean that you were coming on
to Greyiriars, if I didn't meet you in
Courtfield, as you said in your letter
that you would I said Wilmot, in a low,
bitter voice.

“You're not pleased to see & Topham
man agsin?” asked Crawley.

“You know I'm not!”

“1 don't see why wou shouldn’t bel
Espectally mel” .

“ Especially you I muttered Wilmot.
“1 never could stand you at Topham !
We've never been friends. 1 always
barred you—as every decent chap at
‘T'opham did !

“I'm the only Topham man willing
to spesk to yon, all the same—any
other fellow there would cut you dead
a3 a doornail, after what you've done !
said Crawley, with a sneer,

“I've done—nothing 1" said Wilmot,
between his teeth. “And I believe you
know it, Crawley !”

“ Nothing ! That day at Bt
Jude'sg——r0o

“Nothing ! repeated Wilmot. “And
you know it 1" _

Crawley stared at him.

“How should I know it7" he

demanded., . “1 was there to see the
matoh, but T never saw what you did,
or didn’t do, after the match—"

“¥You know itl TYou're a rotter,
Ernwiai, as I've told you often ennugh
at Topham, but if you helieved that I
had pcked a pocket in a dressing-room,
you. wouldn't speak to me again—not
even you!" said Wilmot, with intenso
bitterness.

Tho weedy Topham fellow stood look-

tng at him. A slight flush of colour
came into his sallow face.

“¥ou wouldn't speak to & chap after
ench a thing 1 he asked.

“I!{ No! I'd not touch a thief with
e _barge-pole " gaid Wilmot forcibly.
“Il? boot him if he dared speak to
me I

Crawler laughed uneasily. ]

“Lucky for you I'm gmotso particn-
lar I he remarked.

“¥ou don't believe it—you can’t! I
don’t see the luck, uniway! I barred
vou at Topham—and I don't want to
see you now! You know I don't! I
never told you I was at Greyiriars—
vou guessed, because you knew I had
an uncle a master therel

“You wouldn't have known even that
if you'd minded your own business!
Cther fellows had seen my uncle, when

he cames to Topham, without nosing out

that he was a schoolmaster! You
never could mind your own bufineaﬂ
What have you come here for?”

“Shall we walk on to the schooll”
drawled Crawley.

“No I answered Wilmot fiercely.

“Let's walk back into the town,
then—there’s a rather decent teashop
near the station—>"

Wilmot nodded curtly, and they
walked on together to Courtheld.

e E—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fooled I

ARRY WHARTON was looking

H lease. Ha was the only

ellow among the Remove
footballers who was, .

Every other fellow thought

—and said—=that it was a roften idea

to put Wilmoet in thé gamec! Only

that day it had been proved con-
clusively—at least, to the satisfaction of
the Remove—that the Bounder's accusa-
tion was frue—Wilmot “greased to
a beak.” ¢

Unleas the fellow was pretending—for
no imaginable resson—he couldu’t
play Soccer, and didn’t want tol All
he wanted, apparently, was to sulk and
make himself disagresable.

If he had agreed to play it was only
to get out of detention—and he would
fumble and foozle, as usual, and get
away the minute he could!

That being the general view, Whar-
ton could not cxpeet much enthusiazm
oves his new recruit!

Nevertheless, a conviction was grow-
ing in Wharton's mind that there ivas
more in the sulky new fellow than met
the ove.

He suspected that he had had some
trouble at his last school; which ex-
plained, if it did not excuse, his sullen-
ness of temper. From the confusion of
Bunter's prevarications, one fact seemed
to emerge—that the fat Owl had, some-
where or other, seen Wilmot play foot-
ball and capture goals. And Hacker
declared that he had played for his
former school—and Hacker must know.

It was, at least, worth while to try
the fellow out.

And if it did prove that he could
play, that he was a good man for the
eleven, it would be a good thing for
Wilmot, a good thing for the team, and
s good thing all round.

o Harry Wharton was pleased—
though he had the pleasure all to him-
self. He was only anxious that the
fellows should be civil 1o Wilmot when
ha came in—rather a doubtful matter,

(Continued on page 10.)
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as Wilnot had made a
etictnics and no friemds. Still, if bo
wus going to try to do the decent thing,
plenty of the Removites were ready to
give hnn & ¢chance.

Certaanty, if he dropped his sulks,
and laved up like other fellows, it
would make a big differencs in  his
faveur.

The juniors changed, and were ready.
But Wilinot had not come in. Xavry
Wharlon glanced at the door o good
tmany taues.

Ho expected Wilmot to follow him to
Lthe changing-room slmost at his heels,
awd conld not uwnderstand the delay.

“1 suppose he's coming 2V said Bob
vherey atb lask

“{M coursec he's coming, fathcad!™
said Wharton, rather tartly.

“Well, old bean, hie hasn't come !

“I kuow that, assi IHe's coming,
thongl I

DBut Wiloot did not come. Wharlon
wentk to the deoor and looked out.
Wilmot was not in sight. Looking
vound, he saw Ogilvy wink at Bob, who
laughed.

“1le’s coming 1"’ said Harry, with all
the more positiveness, becanse & slight
doubt was dawning in his own mind.

“Heo mm coming ?” asked Bob.

L Hﬂ [H

“He's taking his time I

“ Well, he'll come 1”

"Let's el sit round and wait for him,
shall wo?” asked Bolsover major. ™ In
ahout an hour or so, Wharton will begin
;o see that the chap was only pulling his
T ..Fl

*What do you mean, yvou silly ass?"
asked Wharton groffiy.

“I mean what I say1” retorted Bel-
sover, “The tick's not coming at all!
You got him out of detention with that
varn to Queleh, and he let you do it—
Lut he loathes football, and he won't
play if ho con help 1t.”

*“ Looks like it 1" said Squiff.

“The lookfulness is terrific I

“Well, I must say it does look like
it,” said Bob Cherry. “You've had
your leg pulled, old fellow.”

Wharton stood silent, A gust
anger swept through him. It did log
like it—he could not doubt that nos.
Mever & suspicion had crossed his mind.
Tiut why did not Wilmot arrive?

“I don't believe it 1" he said slowly.
4] can't! No fellow could be sudh &
rutiewmaking me go to Quelch, and
practically tell him lies. He couldn’t
put mo in such a position. No fellow
would 1"

“No decent fellow 1" said Nugent.

A fellow who greases to a beak will
do anything I” said Hazeldenc. “He
just wanted to get out of detention,
that's all 1”

“Ha was let out to play football—no
other rcason! If he doesn't play, he
will have to get back to it 1"
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“ Bot ho's out of gates by this time 1"
eaid Hazel.
Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“Rot! He wouldn't—he conldn’t]
"If lie has——= But he hasn’t 1 Perhaps
-old "Hacker has . nobbled him—he's

always working his chin, Look herel
swn to Lthe ground, and
I'll have & lock round for Wilmot. 1'll
bring him along with ne.”

“1 don't think!” pgrunted Johnny
Bull.

“ (h, rubbish 1

Some of the fellows were_grinnin
they went, some frowsiing. Ih-f&ry\ fallow
there believed, by this time, that Wilmot
had pulled Wharton's leg, to get out of
detention, and had no idea whatever of
taking part in the pick-up.

Wharton could not, auwd would not,
believe it; but the conviction was grow-
ing at the back of his mind.

He threw on his coat, and went to
lock for Wilmot. He ran to the Form-
room first: but, as he expected. tho
fellow was gone. 'Then he went out into
the gquad, and looked about him.

Wilmot was not to be seen. But Mr.
Hacker was to be seen at his study
window, and Wharton stopped there to
speak to him, Hacker might know what
had beeomoe of his nephew.

“Can you tell me where Wilmot 13,
sir 1" asked Harry. _ ]

The master of the Shell raised his
evcbrows.

“1 understood, Wharton, that my
nephew had bean detained by hiz Ferm-
master ! he answered stiflly.

Evidently Hacker knew nothing. He
supposed that Wilmot was still in deten-
tion. Wharton went on his way, to look
farther. _

“] sgay, old chap, ain't you playing
football ¥ Billy Bunter, coming back
from the Cloisters, blinked at him
through his big spectacles. “I say,
Harry, ¢ld man, if you've got a bob vou
don't want—"

Y Heen Wilmot 7" asked Harry.

Bunter grinned. :

Yoz, rather! I sav, he'll get into an
awful row with Quelch! He's cut [*

“He was let off I said Harry.

it Was he? HSmithy said he heard
Hacker asking old Quelch, and the old
bern bit him, and refused. If he was
let off, what did he want to climb out
over the Cloister wall for?” asked
Bunter.

“Has he gone out?”

I'F'EEE.?.' ]

Bunter blinked at Wharlion, astonished
I?_-,- the expression that came over his

ace. :

“Vou'ra sure?” breathed YWharton.

“Y¥Yes, I ecalled to him, but he
wouldn't  stop 1™ said Bunter. “I
thought he was breaking out of deten-
tion—cutting off like that, and getting
away over the wall. But if he was let
off, why shouldn't he go out, if he
likes?® .

Wharton did not answer that question.
There was no doubt sbout it now; he
had been made & fool of. The fellow
Lhad eimply taken advantage of his
unsuspiciousness, to make use of him.
The passionate anger in his face startled
Billy Bunter.

“1 say, old ch:& what are you gettin
shirty about?” asked the mystified Owl.
“ A chap can go out on & half-holiday if
he likes, can't ha?”

Wharton did not speak. He was try-
ing to think it out. He had hﬂ%ged
Wilmot off, with Quelch, to play icot-
ball. Not for any other reason would
he have done =0, or dreamed of doing
z0; nor, indeed, could he have done so.
Mr. Quelch, in that belief, had made a
great concession. Wharton, quite unin-

1

tentionally, had deceived him. Whak
wns? Quelch going to think, if e found
out

Wharton's anger at the  knowledge
that he had been’tricked, was =0 intense
that he -:u'nld.ha.rdlg;‘ havo spoken. Ha
had been deceived, he hod deceived his
Form-master in tura, and all the fellows
were 'laughingfat hig simplicity at being
taken in. ot he could not blame
himself.

The foellow had been feverizshly Leen
to get out of detention, and for . what
reason? A solitary ramble on his own
could not have been a very great attrac-
tion. He could hardly be supposed to
have any important business to aliend
to that afterncon. Had he done thia
out of sheer, sulky malice? It looked
like it. :

Turning away from the astonished
Owl, Wharton strode down to Little
Bide. The Remove men were waiting
for him there, and they grinned at one
another when they saw him come alone.
Not 8 man expected to see Wilmot
coming with him. They would bave
been surprised had Wilmet appeared.

"iﬂulnd him " jeered Bolsover major.

L[] Tn 1

Wharton's look did not encourage
jesting on the subject. Tiven Bolesover,

after a glance at his set face, let the
subject drop. . ,
Wilmot was dismissed from discuas-

sion, if not from mind; and the juniora
settled down to the pick-up game. But
the captain of the Remove, for once,
gave less thought to the game, on the
fnotball field, than to other matters.
The outcast of the Remove had made
a fool of him, and got sway with it—
but there was a reckoning in store,

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Where Is Wilmot ?

R. QUELCH laid down his pen,
M rose from his table, and stood
at his study window, looking
out into the frosty sunshine.
He had a glimpse, in the distance, of
youthful figures in active maotion.
Quelch smiled genially. Heo was in a
nial moocd. "The new boy in his
arm, with his sullen, resorved ways,
had been s trouble on his mind; all the
more, because he knew why Wilmot had
had to leavo Topham, and could hardly
approve of the boy being admitted to
Greviriara.
It was
Hacker's

ossible, of course, that Mr.
lief in his nephew was well-
founded: that some terrible misiake
had been made. The kind old Head.
though probably with many misgivings,
had scceded to Hacker's earnest
entreaty to giva the boy a new chance.
Hahura.{ly, he had told Mr. Queleh the
circumstances, as Wilmot was placed in
%{;ﬂ-lﬂh’ﬁ Form, and requested the

move master to observe him some-
what particularly. Quelch had done o
—and what he had observed had dis-
satisfed him more and more.

The boy's sulky gloom might be the
result of a woun spirit, suflfering
under unjust suspicion and condemnas-
tion. It might ba the result of a guilty
conscience. Mr. Queloh tried to keep
an open mind on the subject. ,

It was, at all events, a relief to him,
it the boy was changing his sullen,
sulky ways, and trying to make the best
instead of the worst of things. Ii he
was guiltless, he was to be pitied.
he was guilty, he had had a lesson fo |
a lifetime, It waa it{.‘g to him to pull
himealf together, and live in the present

and the future, instead of brooding on



the dismal past. It looked now as if
was doing eo—and Quelch was
relieved and pleased. . :

In that unaccustomed, gemll'mﬂud;
Mr. Quelch left his study, and the
House, and walked down to Little Bide
to give the footballers a few minutes of
his valuable time. He often looked on
ot’- Remova matches—quite unlike
Hacker, who seemed bardly to know
that the 8bell played Boccer at all. MNow
ha ex ed to see Wilmot, no longer a
sullen cuteast, joining in a cheery game,
and making a new start, aiter
thoroughly bad start he hed made.

‘Looking at the aetive figures on
fiold, Queleh tried to pick out Wilmot—
and failed | -

Thera was some mud about, and some
frces were spattercd with the sama.
But after a few minutes’ observation, it
dawned upon Mr. Quelch that Eria
Wilinot was not on the field at all,

Ho was puzzied at first. It was nob
likely to cccur to him in a hurry thel
his head boy hed decocived him with a
Iving tale to get a fellow off detention—
especially a fellow whe was no friend of
his.

A player might have had a knock, and
gone off. In a pick-up, he might have
been replaced by another man; 1t was
only & practice game, with all
Bemovites playing.  But. Wilmot was
not to be s=een anywhere mbout,
Mr, Quelch gradually grew doubtful.

Ile was not the man to interrupt a
game. Hobson of the Shell was referea
in the pick-up, and Mr. Quelch waited
till Hﬂghy blew the whistle for half-
time. Then he called to Wharton.

As the Remove master had been on
the spot more than ten minutes, by then
all the fellows knew, of course, that he
was there. Wharton's feelings, when he
saw him, may be better imagined than
deseribed, .

When Mr, Queleh called him, at half-
time, the captain of the Remove came
over to his E%rm-master* rather wmhmg
that the football field would open an
swallow him up. '

The other ie;l)iuws exchanged glances.

“Whartan’s for it I murmured Hazel.

“Well, he's* asked for it!” remarked
Bolsover major. “ He let that tick take
him in—or was he taken in? Must have
been o fool, if he was™

“0f course he was, {athead !” growled
Bob.

“Well, Quelch may believe he was
jeered Bolsover. “ More likely to think
Wharton was pulling his leg to get the
fellow off.” i .

Wharton stepped before his Form-
master, He knew what was coming.

“Is not Wilmot here, Wharton !
asked Mr. Quelch very quietly.

*No, sir!™

“Where is he?”

ol iyl ivel

eh's evebrows rose expressively.

“¥You annﬂt know, Whrfattcm I”Fh-a
fepeated, in a rising tome that reached
the ears of the other footballers. * Has
he becn here at all#”

* Mo, sir ™

“Hea has not plaved in fhe game

“No I*

* And vou do not know where he is?

“A fellow told me he had gone out.
Jd don't know anything more than that.”

There was a2 moment of tense silence,

“Am I to understand, Wharton, that
vou have deliberately deluded me?”
psked Mr. Quelch very quietly.

.1 _hope not, sirl” said Harry, with

rning cheeks., “I acted in good faith,
[ thought he was coming here to play
jp_the pick-up, or I shouldn't have
spoken to you about him,™

“Did he say sol™

t.'l)
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“Yes—no!¥ Wharton tried to remem-
ber what Wilmot_had said at the Form-
room window, Bitterly and intensely
angry as he was, he wanted to be fair to
the fellow. " Ha said he'd ba jolly glad,
I remember! I thooght, of course, that
he meant about the %outhall."

“I understand !

There waa another silence.

JI=I seem to have been mistaken,
sir 1" said Harry, red as a beetroot.
“I'm bound to say that Wilmot never
said he would play—never said he

the wanted to—I took it all for granted!

I—I thought he understood that it was
only on account of the football that I
could ‘beg him off. But he may not
have understood—he's new here, and
s.[:’ul-l---"l .

“Quite " said Mr. Quelch grimly. "I
will not mterrupt your pame, Wharton
—and please do not think that T blame
you for having been, ns I fear, deceived
by an unscrupulous boy. I would rather
fco any i :
suspicious, It iz possible, as you say,
that there was & misunderstanding on
both sides, the boy being new here—"

“Yes, sir, that's quite possible,” said
Wharton eagerly. 13 own private in-
tention was to make Wilmot sorry for
that deception; but he had a schoolboy's
natural repugnance to giving 'a fellow
away to o “heak.” “I—I was so full

and it myself, sir, that I never really gave

him a chanco to speak. I can see now

boy in my Form trustful than P

of and the Remove

i7

that I was taking a lot for granted—"

“Quite 86, Wharton.” .

Me. Quelch gave his bead boy a kind
nod and walked sway., Harry Wharton
went back to the foothballera,’

“You're in luck, old man,” said Bob
Cherry.’ “Some beaks—

“ Quelch knows that Wharton wauldn't
deceive him,’* said Redwing.

“Yes,” said Har ' with 8 deep
breath, “He _]mmu_r{m not a potter,
50 he must think I'm a fool. Ii's one
or the other,” . .

“Well, yon wera & l:ul:.l:nfr an ass, to
be taken in like that,” said Hazel,

“I know that!® :

“More than a bit[” said Bolasover
majl?n "A silly fathead, if you azk
mae 1™ .

“MNobody asked you!” ‘snapped
Wharton. ;

“Well, I think—""

“No, you don’t!” said Bob Cherry.
“You can't do it, old man, with & head-
isce like yours. If you could think,
ou'd think of soma dodge for playing
ack less like s mad alephant?
Hobson of the Bhell weighed in,

“Js this a football match, or & con-
versazions ?" he asked, “Don't mind
me—] only want to know.™

And the second half siarted.

The pick-up was played out to a finish,
; ellows went beck to
the changing-room. There the ona topic

(Continued on next page.)

(1)
David Morgan comes from Wales,
Yes, that™s his nationaliiy !
The land of bards and falry tales,
The gallant Principality I
The men of Harlech marching still
Through mountaln misis and mystery
Have set thelr seal on every hill
And left a book of history.

| (2)

And from this land of harp and drum
Has eome our own Welsh warrior,

His eouniry’s name, now he has come,
Is not a whit the sorrier,

For he’s a eradif to the land
That I have pralsed so wordily,

And for his connéry he will stand

| To guard her honour sturdily,

{2)
He isn't ofien te the fore
In any Greyfriars chronicle,
He's not a Iathead, not a bore,
And doesn’t wear a2 monocle !
The here's line is not his style,
And yet 1t's undeniable
That he adorns the rank and Gle,
So sieady and rellable,

(5}

A china basin stood In view,

And In its near vieinity,
Were cinders, ink and liguid glue,

A really borrid irinlly 1 .
I watehed the sily Iathead mix

These odorous ingredisnts.
" %‘n}r&." 1 saf “ Of all the tricks!
Thai's downright disobedience | **

()

He asked,

scont

“ And what do yon want, a

and I with merriment

Deeided that the ehance would pay
To iry & smsll experiment.

“ You're ﬂ:;tju;i on the phone, old

I told him, and no socner, all
His plans forgot, he hurriéd oui !
Well, that was Morgan's funéral |

Englizh, Ivish, Seotch and Wd.hm-ﬂm;
L)

all come under the engle eve and pen
the Greyfriars Rhymester. This week
cur long=hair poet selects

DAVID MORGAN,
the Welsh junior of the Remove

(%)
1 ¢alled to see him yesterday,
He greetad me wilih braviiy,
His vﬁna and features, sad to say,
Contalned no tracs of levily 1
el dlinn."'.;lm said. ** Don'f Ioter-
(4]
And If you'd seen the businass
That cccnpied him, yon would fesr
His bralt had torned io dizziness !

(@)
It was 1 Upon his study door
He perched the basin ly,
While T moved back along the figor,
And moved, I tell you, agilely !
I asked him : ** Why the booby-trap ¢ **
And Morgan siaried yammering ;
' For Colker of the FIff nld-m? i
He promlsed me 3 hammering

way e
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was Eric Wilmot—and what was going
to huppen to him.

Harry Wharton did not join in the
talk., He was too deeply incensed to
talk about it. But he was very anxious
—more anxious than the other fellows—
for Wilmot to return,

R e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Called To Account!

R. PROUT, master of the Fifth,

M took roll-call in Hall that
ovening. : 2

When Prout's Irmty voice

called " Wilmot,” & quiet “adsum ™
came from the ranks of the Remove,

LEric Wilmot was there in his place;
hiz manner a3 quict and self-possessed,
with a touch of disdain, as usual, scem-
ingly unconscious of thoe fact that he was
tiie object of general attention in his
Form. Ile could hardly have been un-
anware of it; but his face, ot all events,
sypressed nothing.

larry Wharton had given him one
look when he eame in; that was all. e
noticed that Wilmot coloured for a
moment under his glance; the fellow
Lad the grace to be a little ashamed of
hiz trichery.

For the moment, however, the captain
of e Remove tool no further notice of
him. He was going to deal with him
after Ilall; but, as it happened, Mr.
Garelels came first!

When roll was conded the Remove
master curtly told Wilmet to follow him
tu his study, and the new junior disap-
peared at the heels of Henry Samuel
Ctucleh, Bome of the Removites noticed
ihist Ar. Hacker had his eve on both
of them as they went; and there were
smiles and winks—Hacker, cvidently,
was concerned about his precious Eric!
1f¢ certainly had cause on this occasion.

Mr. Quelch did not address the delin-
quent till they were in his study, where
Wilmot stood before him with the same
gteady, calm face ho had shown i Hall,
l’mig}ly the junior did not know what
was coming to him.

Nobody in the Bemove had said &
word to him azo far, so he could not
have known that Queleh had gone down
ta tho pick-up and missed him.
Possibly, he was wondering what Quelch
bad called him in for, Fle was soon
r:nllﬁ_htenccl, in that case,

“Y¥ou have been out of pgates,
Wilmot ! gaid the Remove master.,

“Yes, sir "

“Where have d}'w. been |

“And what did you do in Courtfeld ?*

“I had tea at the bunshop there.”

Quelch gave Wilmot a scarching lovk.
Tcrhaps s suspicion had been in his
mind that the new fellow had had some
busincss cut of gates of & questionsble
kind that aftorpoon. But, with all his
funlts, Wilmot had never given any sign
of boing & reckless scapegrace like
Vernon-8mith, or a dingy black sheep
like Skinner.

“You were in detention this after-
noon, Wilmot ! went on the Remove
master, after thot searching look.

“1 understood from Wharton that I
was let off, sir,”

“That is correct, Wilmot! You wera
released from detention to play in a
football matoh, at _li-'ﬁ‘r.ll‘ Form eaptain’a
request.  For po other resson should I
have thought, for one moment, of
cexcusing you. I think you were aware
of that.”

Wilmot was silent.

His face was dark and bitter. The
thought was in his mind that Wharton,
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in his resentment of the trick that had
been played on him, had reported his
trickery to the Remove master. It was

uite casy for Mr. Quelch to read that
thought in his face, and hia own brow
darkened.

“1 went down to the foothall ground,
Wilmot, and missed you,”  said Mr.
Queleh, with iey coldness. .

“Oh " muttered Wilmot, flushing.

“Wharton believed that you wero
eager to join in the game—for that
reason he begged you off detention, and

for that reason I acceded. There is a
remote possibility that you misunder-
stood one another. 1 require & plain
and truthful answer from you, Wilmot |
Did you suppose,’ for one moment, that
you werg released from detention to do
as you pleased—that you were free to
g0 out nrf! gates like any other boy on a
half-holiday "

Wilmot hesitated o moment.

" Mo, sir 1" he admitted.

“You knew that you were released
for one reason and one reason alone—
yvour Form captain's reguest that you
should be allowed to play football 7™

*Yealt™

“1 am glad you are frank, at all
events ! said Mr. Queleh, *It follows,
then, that you took advantage
Wharton's faith in you to deceive him,
and cause him to deceive me, on this
subject ¥’

“!,[ never said I would play in the
pick-up, sir.” : :

“*You allowed your Form captain to
believe so ™"

*Well, yes” o

“¥You knew that otherwise he could
nok ?avu ventured to ask me to release
.wlll

“ ¥es,” said Wilmet, in a low voice.

“De you not consider that an une
worthy deception, Wilmot "

*“¥es,” breathed Wilmot. )

“I am glad vou can see 1. 1 ]uﬂ.ﬁ_zlE by
vour look that you are ashamed of
having been gnilty of such a wretched
and contemptible subterfugs.”

“VYes,” muttered Wilmot again, his
face scarlet. : s
“Very well!” said Mr, Queleh. “If
ou had answered me untruthfully,
Vilmot, 1 should have taken you to
Dr. Locke and requested him to send
you away from Greyfriara.  Aa you
have admitted your fault without any
attempt at prevarication, I shall not
do so.” 4

“Thank vou, sirl"” _
“I shall, however, repert your action

to your headmaster, and you will
receive a public flogging!” said M.
Quelch. *You may now go.”

Wilmot went in silence.

As he came out of Masters’ Passage
ho found a number of Remove fellows
waiting for him at the corner.

He would have passed them, but two
of them ﬂupged towards him and took
his arms—Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull.

“This way " said Bob,

Wilmot resisted angrily.

“Let me alone ! he snapped. -

“You're wanted in the Rag!” said
Harry Wharton,

“I'm not coming "

“1 think you are.

“'Ware beaks I said Peter Todd.
Hacker's about——~"

**Bother Hacker1”

Wilmot was resisting, but he ceased
suddenly to do so, and went quietly
with the Removitea. They walked him
into the Rag, and the door was shut.

Nearly all the Remove were there,

“0Oh, you've got him!" grioned
Bolsover major.

* Here he 131" answered Bob.

“Didn't he howl for Hacker?" jeered
Bolsaver.

Talke him alm'zﬁ i’;

of

#Nm:l.l
Wilmot's arms were released when ho
waa gafe in the Rag. He ﬁgt bis hands
in his pocketz and faced the grim-look-
ing Removites.
Well, what do you want?"” he asked
na]m%;:. “MNot my company, I sup

pose
“ Hardly 1 said Bob Cherry.
“Nobody's likely to wabt your com-
¥, I think,” said the captain of the
emave contemptuously. * If I fancied,
for a minnta, this afternoon, that you
might possibly act like a decent fellow,
I've found out my mistake.”

Wilmot winced. o

“1 owe you an apology,” he said, in
a low woice. “I know I took you im,
and I'm sorry for that. But—"

“But what?!” ' -

“Oh, nothing,” aaid Wilmoet wearily.
“Go ahead, whatever you want ! If it's
6 ragging, I can stand it."”

“It's not a rvagging,” said Harry.
“You made a fool of me, and mighe
have landed me into & fearful row with
Quelch. I suppose you expecied to boe
palled to sccount for 1t.™
"] dare say I should have, if 1'd
thought about it!™

“And you didn't??

“MNo, I've other things to think of.”

Whearton bfeathed hard.

“Well, you'd better think about it
now," he seid. “First of all, though,
5 want to know what Quelch is going to
ﬂ'-l-.:?

“ Better ask him.” ;

“I'm asking you. If you're getting
toco from Quelch you won't want any
more from me.”

“(Oh, I don't mind !” said Wilmot, with
cool disdain. “I've no doubt you're
a very terrifving fellow, but I'mi ot
feeling all in a tremble. I almost fapey
I could survive your wreih.”

“He, he, he ! from Billy Bunter.

That cackle was followed by a lond
howl as somebody kicked Bunter.

“ Queleh would have known Iimthir;g
about it if I could have helped 1t sai
Harry, “But he found out, and he's
bound to do somethi He's told you,
I suppose, a3 he called you into hu
study? Cough it up!”

Wilmot shrugged his shoulders.

“Head's flogging 1" he said briefly.

Harry Wharton paused. His knuckles
wera almost itching to land on the
cool, disdainful face of the fellow who
had made him look like a fool to all
the Form, but he restrained himself.

“Yery welll” he paid, "if wyou're
getting that we'll eall it & day. You've
nskﬁd for it, and it serves you jolly well
right.™

“I know that. But don't let me off
if you don’t feel disposed,” said Wilmot
coolly. *1I licked that fellow Sinith tho
other day, after he started in to mop up
the school with me. I think I could
put up some sort of a feeble show, even
against vour high mightiness.” ]

“0Oh, punch his head!” growled
Johnny !.J»Juil

“The punchiulness is the proper
caper I” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.

"iﬁt I interposed Frank Nugent
hasbi!g.? ""i'i'I'l;aiil does the fe]lnw;]a check
matter e's gettl a flopging
from the Beak, leavﬁ hi:rs alnne.’FE

“I'm going to,” said Wharton, with a
deep, brggth.g “He's not a fellow I'm
anxious to touch, anyhow.” .

“He won’t get that flogging!” said
Vernon-Smith. .

“Why won't he, fathead?”

“Becauss he will ﬁrﬂliﬂ up
Hacker, and Hacker will get him o

gneered the Bounder. ;
“Oh " exclaimed Wharton.

ta
i
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“ You've gol to listen to me, Wharton,”” said Wilmet, Wharton struck his hand aside. ** Kesp away from me, you cur !’
he snapped. ** Don’ftalkfome ]1** Smack ! With a sndden movemeont, Wilmot struck the captain of the Remove across
the face with his open hand. 'The smack rabg through the Rag almost like a pistol-shot.

Wilmot tuwmed fiercely on  the they koown what Crawley of the Fourlth ing to a beak” was the limik
Bounder. Form at Topham could have told Favouritism, always unpopular, was

“That's a lie!” he said, between his
teeth. *“And if I've treated Wharton
badly to-day, as I admit, I haven't
treated him so rottenly as you have
He would never have asked me to play
in tho pick-up, or thought of me for
football at all, -if you hadn't let him
down—and vou did it because you'ra a
disgraceful blackguard, wha ought to be
l:i-::{e_d gut of the school.”

“Oh, gum!” eaid Ogilvy., “ Wilmot
hasn't been hers long, but he's got to
know you pretty well, Smithy I*

- “Ha, ba, ha " )

The Bounder, with a flaming face,

made & stride towards Wilmot.

. Tom Redwing caught him by the arm
and pu]ls_ud ]':Eﬂ back, and Wharton
interposed.

“Hands off, Smithy | he snapped.

“¥ou heard what he said!” yelled
the Bounder furiously.

“Ves, and it was true, every word
of it. If you don't like it, you can
lump it! If Wilmot geta off that
Aogging, through Hacker, he will have
a fight on his ands—with me. You've
acted worse than he has, and you ought
to be jnll{! well hooted I .

. “Hear, hear 1" paid Bob Cherry.

“VYou can cut, Wilmot!® added
Wharton scornfully. “I don’t kmow
whether Hacker will get }uu ofi—"
 “Mothing of the kind. I—"
*%“Well, if he doea you can get ready
for a scrap, that's all! Now cut as soon
da you like—and the sooner the better!”
"}gissag followed Wilmot as he left the
Rag without another word. Dislike
dﬂg contempt were in almost every face,
and he did not seem to care. Perhaps
the thought was in his mind of how
rhuch worse it would have been had the
Groylriara fellows known more—had

then_: !

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.

Washed Out !
i OT to-day ! sneered Bmithy,
N “Nor any day!” jeered
Skinner.

It looked as if Smithy was
right in his declaration.

t was the following da‘if,',
mare had been heard o
pessed on Erie Wilmot.

That Quelch had his back up, and
wounld _report him for a flogging,
nobedy doubted. He had asked for it
and he would get it, if it wsas left in
Quelch’s hands. But nobody doubted,
either, that the master of the BShell
would barge in and do his best with
the Head. o o ,

Bo, in the minds of the juniors, the
matter was uncertain, A feilow “up”
for a ﬂngginig was never left long in
gugpense. 1f it was coining off, 1t

and nothing
the sentence

But it did not come off 1n t
ing. MNeither had it come off in the
aftornoon. ; ;

Many eyes, turned on Mr. Quelch's
face in the Form-room, read grimness
there, but mthmgw@!m Ho took no

_special notice of Wilmot, And when
classes wers over for the day and
nothing -had happened there could be
no furgler doubt that Hacker had butted
in—and with miccess, =~ -

Nobody, certainly, - wanted a_fellow
flogged. Even an outcast like Wilmot
waoutld have received some sympathy had
he been called on to suffer under the
Head’s birch befora a sea of eyes in the
Hall.. But for a fellow 'to get off &
flogging, or anything elss, by “greas

would coma off in the ml:l-rmng;_.l ask
& morn-

more than ever unpopular, 1In Wilmot's
case.

After school that day, ~when Mr.
Quelch finally dismissed the Remove,
some of the fellows wondered whether
he was going to make any reference to
the subject.

A3z he did not, no ome could doubt
further that the affair was at an end—
that Wilmot was let off, and the matter
dropped. ~Hence the Bounder's aneer-
ing remark and Ekinner's jeer os the
juniors went out. ;

Eric Wilmot paused on his way to the
door. He was more surprised than the
other fellows by his escape. He knew,
of course, to what the other fellows
attributed it, and the Remove  would
have been astonished to learn how little.
gatisfaction his escape gave him.

He hesitated s few moments ab the
doorway, and then went back into the
room and stopped at Mr. Quelch's desk.
Mr. Queleh, busy with . papers there,
glanced up st him with an icy glance.
“What do you want, Wilmot?" lLe

“YVou told me westarday, sir, that I
was to be reported t6 the headmaster
for a ﬁngging{,” said Wilmot in & low,
aeven tona. “I1 have beard nothing
further about it, sir.” )

“Y imagined you werea sware that
your sentence was rescinded, Wilmot,”
answered Mr. Queleh, with great dry-
ness of manner. “Has not Mr. Hacker -
told iwu o 1

Wilmot crimsoned. .

g have not seen Mr. Hacker to-dar,

IF. o p

He did not add that he had nnrefuiiiv. .
avoided seeing the master of the Shell.
Indifferent ss he seemed to the opinien
of his Form, bhe could not have liked

Tue Maicrer Lisrart.—No, 1,459,
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'hL'ingdmnd{-mnnd by all the REemove as
B tondy.
“Indeed 1" said Mr Quelch, with &
touch of irony. - “I was not awaroe of
that, Wilimot, or I would have spoken
to you. Tho sentence is rescinded. You
may go.”

Wilmot did not go. ]

“May I ask why it is rescinded, sir "
he said quictly. T have no right to
be treated differently from any other
follow. ™

YUt s true, Wilmot, But——"

“1f my uncle, sir "—Wilmot's cheeks
burned—"if my uncle has interfered,
sir, 1 hope you will believe that I never
asked him- to do so, or wished him to
do g0. I do not want to be flogged, of
course; but I would rather be flogged
a dozen times than—than—" He stam-
mered, and went on  again: “If my
uncle spoke to the headmaster, sir——"

“Your uncle spoke to me, Wilmot.
1le maide an explanation that caused
e to deeide not to report the matter
tu Dr. Locke. The Ilcad has therefore
ot been acgueinted with the matter at
allL™

“ (01" gasped Wilmot.

“Your conduct.® said Mr. Quelch
1wy, “was mexcusable. Buat, in view
of what Mr. Hacker has said, T am
compelled to make allowanees. Had I
been aware of the eircumstances at tho
time, I should have given you leave
out of gates yesterday afternoon™

“Oh 1 repeated Wilmot.

“1f you had told me your reason, I
should have understood,” went on Mr.
Queleh. “The whele situation is un-
usial, disagrecable—indecd, almost in-
tolerable!  But 1 understand your
difficulty. From what Mr. Hacker says,
it scems that & boy belonging to your
former school was so thoughtless and
inconsiderate as to pay you a visit
yesterday—"

*That was why I asled my uncle to
speak to you, sir. T have never asked
him before—"

" Possibly—possibly ! Certainly, in
the very peculiar  cireumstances, it
would be injudicious for a Topham boy
‘to _come here,” said Mr, Quelch. =1
fail to sce why you could not have
wrillen to him to tell him not to come.
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Still, as it appears that he arranged to
meet you in Courthield, and said that
he would come on to reyfriars if he

did not see you there, I should cer-
tainly have given youn leave to go out,
had you explained.”

“]1 did not know that, sic.

“But-such a thing had better not
occur again,” said Mr. Quelch. *If you
have friends at your former schoel who
desire to keep up your acquaintance,
in spite of what has happened, it would
be wiser to warn them to lcave vou
alone here, Wilmot. If the facts become
known in this schoel, I scarcely see how
you can remain here [V

“J1 nover wanted to come hemél sir [

“That was not for you to decide,
Wilinot. You have been given a chance
that fuu had no right to expect, and
vou should be grateful. You may go.”

Wilmot opened his lips, closed them
again, and left the Forwn-room mn
silence. He understood now' why the
Aogging was washed out. Hacker had
not gone to the Head and begged him
off, as the Hemaove believed; _hg: had
explained the boy's strange position to
Quelch. A dozen floggings would not
have hurt and homiliated his proud
spirit =0 much, ]

MNeither was it an explanation that
could be given to the school. The Grey-
friars fellows had to be left in the belief
that it was favouritism.

After tea Wilmot went into the qu.-i:l
Harry Wharton & Co. were there wit
other fellows of the Remove, and the
new junior went directly up to Wharten,

The captain of the Remove eyed him
with cool contempt a3 he came up.
Wilmot spoke quietly and calmly.

“I've heard that the HRogging is
washed out, Wharten.”

“MNobody needs telling  that !
answered Harry, with a curl of the hp.

“ Gratters !” said Johnny Bull sar-
casbically.

“The gratterfulness s terrific, mr
esteemed greasy Wilmeot ! murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Wilmot took no notice of the Co. His
eves were fixed on Wharton's scornful
faco. :

“¥You told me yesterday that vou
were going to call me to account if tho

U
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ging did not come off,” he ssid.
all, here I am "

Harry Wharton laughed.
“(th, that’s wash out,

Ha
B

too 1" he

asnswered. “You ses, you've got a
friend at court. Much good may it do
vou I

“1 don't understand you."

I faney you understand pretty well™

“¥You can't mean that Py uncle has
spoken to you—or that you'd take any
notica if he did ™

“ Hardly I said the ecaptain of the
Remove. “I'd like Hacker to barge in.
I'd be glad of the chance of telling him
to mind his own business I

“Then what do you mean?”

“T mean, if you want to know—and if
vou don't know already—that Queleh
sent for me to-day, and asked nic to
let the whole matter drop 1 snapped
Wharton. "I dare say he guessed that
something - would be on. - Anyhow, he
asked me to let 1t drop, and T snid I
would, so that's thatt”

Wilmet stood silent. Wharton turned
away from him, with open contempt.
Thete was a laugh from some of the
fellows in the Rag

* Dear Eric mustn't be touched 1™ said
the Bounder. *It's getting pretty thick,
isn't it 77

"Wharton |7 said Wilmot.

The captain of the Remove did not
seem to hear.

“Wharton ™

Wharton's back remained turncd io
him. He stepped forward, and laid his
hand on Wharton's shoulder,

“ You've got to listen to me,” he said.

Wharton struck his hand off.

“RKeap away from me, you curl" he

said. “Don’t talk to me!”
“You've told Quelch you'd let the
matter drop,” said Wilmot. " That's

your affair. I haven't said that I
would let it drop.”

“¥ou!” snapped Wharton “I sup-
pose you're pretty keen to let it drop,
as you geem to have wangled it with
your uncle : :

“I've done nothing of the kind 17

W DI'.I. rat &

“"You fellows can think what you
like—]I don't care much I said Wilmot
dizdainfully * All the same, I'm goin
to prove that I had nothing to do with
gatting the matter dropped—szo far as
you are concerned, abt least, Wharton !

“ And how are you poing to do that "
asked Harry contemptuously.

“Like this ™

Smack !

With a sudden  movement, Wilmot
struck the captain of the Remove across
the face .with his open hand. The
smack rang through the Kag almost Iikeo
B pistol-shot.

¥ harton stagpered.

The next moment he was leaping at
Wilmot, and the next they were highting
Furicusly.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Hammer and Tongs |
(44 ai

FIGHT 17
“Shut the daor ™

“1 say, you fellows—"
“Shut that door! Win-
pate’s in the passage I

The door of the slammed, Threa
or four fellows lined wup with their
backs te it, so that it could not be
easily opened from without,

Wingate, or any other prefect, was
not wanted in the Rag just then. With
cager, excited faces, the juniors
gathered round the combat.

Lord Mauleverer sat upright in ﬂia
armcheir in which he was gracefully
taking his ease.



“What about the gloves, you men?”
he msked,

But Mauly was not heeded, .

The Bounder grinmed at W,

“Wharton barged in and insisted on
the gloves when I had my serap with
that cad !” he remarked. “He scema to
have forgotien that!™
. *No wonder,” said Tom. *I1 hepe
he'll knock the cad into & cocked hat |”

“More power to his giddy elbow!”
chuckled gmil:hy. “The brute’s asked
for it, and no mistake! Blessed if I
ran make -that worm Wilmet out,
though, He can’t heve sneaked to the
beaks for protection, and then walked
in and asked for it like this|"”

“I suppose he wants to make that
elear,” said Tom. .

“Well, ha's making it clear—but it's
woing. to cost him & record hiding!”
:aid Vernon-Smith. " “I  could have
nandled him that time if I’d had sense
cnough to keep my temper. Wharton
can handle him1*

“They ought to have the gloves onl”
multered Nugent uneasily. .

“MNo good chipping in now,"” said
Boub Cherry. ;

That was plain enough. Not only
wero there no gloves, but there were
uno rounds in that Berce fight.

Huarry Wharton’s temper was at boil-
ing-point. Ha bhad been badly and
unscrupulously treated, snd he had let
the matter drop, st his’ Form-master’s
request.  That smack in the face before
o crowd of fellows had been the result.
Ifor the moment, the captain of the
Remove was conscious of nothing but
a fieree desire to give the fellow what
e had asked for.

But angry as ho was, he kept a cool
fiend, so far as the scrapping was con-
cevned, He was not going to ask for
a licking, throwing away his chances In
cheer hot-headed rage and excitement
as the Bounder had done.

Wilmot, on hiz side, was equally
Litter and determined. He had been
sorry for his trickery of the previous
day and ashamed of it. He had only
been guilty of it under the pressure
of what zeemed to him unavoidable
necessity. Dut contempt waes hard to
bear.

He was proving, at all events, that
fic had not sought protection from the
consequences of hizs action.

Nebody could suppose that now.

But he was proving it at a cost, as
the Bounder had sardonically remarked.
iVhether be was a mateh for Wharion
qt not in other circumstances, he wai
e mateh for him now.

" Tor three or four minutes the fight
went on, hot end strong, with such
punishment given and taken as was
seldom geen in a schoolboy scrap. Then
Wilmot went with a erash to the floor.

Wharton stood panting.

*Man down ™ grinned the Bounder.

“Good egg!l” gasped Bob Cherry. .

Wilmot lay on his back, gaspimg for
hreath, dazed and dizzy. Nobody ap-
proached bim, till Billy Bunter rolled
forward.

Friendly) attentions from the fat Owl,
however, did not seem very welcome
to the outcast of the Remove.

He pushed Bunter's fat ‘E?w aside and
stagegered to his feet. e stood un-
wteadily, almost rocking on his legs.

“Shove the gloves on!™ said Nugent,
waking advantage of the pause. “You
tan't go on with the knuckles!”

.But before he had Bnished speaking,
Wilmot had recovered a little and was
springing forward again,

‘Harry Wharton met him with left
and right.
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Bounder, with glistening eves, as he
watched. “It's Wharton's fight! But
I'll say this for that totter—he's got
pluck 1™

The door-handle turned. Someons

was trying to get into the reom. The
felloms at the door braced their
shoulders against ik

The door. was angrily pushed.

“Let mo in at once! came the

sharp voice of Wingate of the Sixth.

“Wa can’t hear that!” murmured
Squiff. “Stick 1it|"™

And the shoulders remained braced
a% the door, and the captain of Grey-
frisrs puashed, in vain, at the outer
side. eanwhile, the fight went on,
hard and fast and furious.

“Will you open this door, you young
sweeps !’ came the Greyfriars eaptain’s
ANy TOfY.

Tha fellows
deaf ear.
cn!liﬁg:

* Here — Gwynne—ayhkes—Blundell—
lennd me o hand here!”

There was a mighty heave at the
door, Under the hefty shove of three

: inside still turned =
Wingate's voice was heard
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SCIENTIFIC
FREE GIFTS

for YOU, boys,
ina fortnight’s time!

Don’t wait for someone else to
tell you how grand they are

Get Them Yourself!

e T TP T S TR TP PR T LT PR LR L L L DL (1T,

YNNI EERE NIRRT SRR AR A REREREAT
FTTEERLITLIEER R LR Y LI ARdLTFEadT] ]

or four big seniors it flew open, and
the jbuniors inside went scattering and
stumbling, ) ]

Wingate of the Sixth strode in with
a frowning brow. He stared i sur-
prise and wrath at the fight.

“Blop that!” he roared. i

Weither of the combatants heeded if
they heard. Fiorce blows were still
being exchanged when Wingate strode
at them, grasped them by their collars,
snd fairly wrenched them apart.

Wharton staggered in one direction,
and brought up against Bob Cherry,
who extended a helping hand and
capght him. Wilmot eta%mere&- in
another—but there was no helping hand
for him, and he stumbled over and
fell. He picked himself up again,
panting. :

“You young rascals!” said Wingate.
“Fighting—with bare knuckles! You
know better thon this, Wharton! Is
that the sort of example you =ef, as
head boy, in the Remove?”

Wharton gaﬁ‘ped for breath,

“Will you let wus finish with the
gloves on, Wingatei™

“No, 1 won’t, you young hooligan!
You've done damage enough—and =o
has Wilmot—from the look of both of
voul! I'd give you six each, only you'll
got something more from téualeh when
he sees your facesi”™

“Oh, Wilmot won’t get anythingl”
said the Bounder, laughing. “Wilmoi's
got & friend at court!” .

“Take a hundred lines .for cheek,
Vernon-Smith! Bay anything of that
kind egain, and I'll give you a lick
with thia ash!™

“Pm mum ¥ said Smithy, “I1 won't
gay another word till I get a relation

Some scrap!” said the on the steff ™
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*Ha, ha, hal*

The next moment the Bounder yelled,
as Wingate made. good his word—a
hefty lick of the prefect’s ashplant
making Smithy almost hop. :

“Any more, and I'll give yon six!”
snapped Wingate, Anc? the Bounder
wizely said no more.

“Now, Wharton' snd Wilmot, go and
bathe your faces. And mind, no more
of tlus!® said Wingate sternly. “I[ I
find you scrapping agsin, I'll take vou
liath to the Head! Mind, I mean that.
Cet out of this, both of youl”

Frowning, the Greyiriars caplain
shepherded both the damaged juniors
out of the Rag. The Bght had not
come to an end—though there was little
doubt how it would have cnded had
not Wingate intervened.

“ Bk u% luck for that worm Wingate
barging in!” Bob Cherry remarked.

“Ha has & lot of that i_ind of luck,”
said the Bounder sarcasticslly. * How
did Wingate happen to be on the spot?
We've had plenty of scraps here with-
out a prefect butting in. 0Of course, he
was tipped toa kecp an eye on dear
little Eriol!”

“ Hacker!™ grinned Skinner.

01 course !”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Quelch. fore-
seeing probable trooble in his Form,
had asked Wingate to keep an ere on
the Rag. But the fellows there had no
doubt that the DBounder was right.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Puzzie—Find Erle!l

i eHERE'S Eric?”
%W “Locked in
woodshed.

Mr. Hacker

Gosling's

started
violently.

Walking in the quadrangle, the master
of the 'E%mli came within earshot of
Vernou-8mith and Skinner—telking to-
gether, with grinning faces.

They did not seem to see him, and
certainly they did mnot lower their
voices a8 he came by, Ha heard both
guestion and answer quite plainly.

It was Bkinner who aakeg‘ the ques-
tion—the Bounder who answered it.
Bath of them chuckled.

My, Hacker turned towards the two
juniors, and strode up to them.

“ Vernon-Smith | Skinner I” he rapped.

Smithy and Skinner spun round.

“Oht" gasped Skinner.

“Yes, air!” said the Bounder.

“J heard what you said " thundered
the master of the Bhell.

“Did wvou, sir?” said the Bounder
coolly. “Well, we're allowed to talk
in the guad, sir!"

“What ¥ exclaimed Mr. Hacker, I
heard vyou say that vyou locked my
nephew in the wood-shed, Vernon-
Smith 1*
~ “J] never mentioned your nephew,
sirt I wouldnt touch him with a
barge-pole if I could help it!”

- “How dare youa utter such impudent
falsehoods, Vernon-Smith? You were
certainly speaking of my nephew! ls
there & single other boy st Greyiriavs
whoza nama is Erid?” .

“MNot that I know of, sirl”

“Then what is the use of such a
falsghood, Verhon-Bmith! I chall re-
port this to your Form-master! But

first, give me the key of the shed, so
tﬁhnt p ric—my nephew—can be released
rat.

“1 haven't the key,-airl” .
“Have vou returned it to Gosling ¥*
“No, girl"

Teg Maoxer Liveiny.~No. 1,459,
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“Then what have vou done with it

“1 haven't had it.”

Alr. Hacker fairly gasped with
wrath, After what he had heard, he
was not hikely o belteve that statement.

“Yernon-Smith, I command you to
hand me that key instantly ™™

“I can't give you what 1've not got,
sir,” gaid the Bounder  “And I tell
voun arain—that I've not touched vour
nephew ! He's not a nice chap to
toweh 1™

“7 think he's gone out of gates, =ir,”
snidd Skinner blandlv. 1 rather think
[ saw him go out after dinner.”

“&kinner. you are as untruthiul as
Vernon-Smiath! I heard you ask Ver-
non-Smith where Eric was, and he
answered that my nephew was locked
i the woodshed. IHow dare you utter
such palpable falschoods ™

“I don't think BMr. Queleh would like
fellows of his Form to be ealled liars,
siv.”” saud Skinner.

* Bilenee, Skinner! Onee more, Ver-
non-3mith, I order vou to hand me the
kev to release iny nephew, otherwise,
I zhall take you immediately to vour
FPoarm-master, whe will compel you te
do =50,

“I've said T haven't the key."

“That is enough! Come with me ™

Mr, Hacker dropped bis hand on the
Bounder’s shoulder, and hooked him
away towards the House.

Vernon-Smith winked at Skinner as
he went. Bkinner wpz lefr grinning.
Dozens of fellows stared at the Bounder
us ke was led away,

“1 zay, yvou fellows ! squeaked Billy
Bunter. **I sav, Smithv’s in 8 row
asrain! Haocker's got him !

“What the dickens is the row now ¥V
asked Havey Wharton.

But his friends shook their heads
Nobody knew what the row was.

Biuit evervbody was curious to know,
and a erowd gathered and followed the
mnster of the Shell and Vernon-Bmith.

“"Here, Wharton 1" called ont Smithy.

"Ye=" answered Harry, coming to
wards him.

Football difficultics had cavsed rather
a sirain between the captain of the
Remove, and that wilful and reckless
member of the Form. But every Re-
wmove man was up againsk meddling
Ly the master of the Shell

“Do not speak to this boy, Whar-
ton '™ snapped Mr. Hacker. “1 have
no fime to delay! Come with me,
Vernon-Smith !

“You're head boy of the Remove,
Wharton,” sawl the Dounder coolly.
“Will you tell me officially whetheor
T'm bound to let mysclf he walked off
Ly a beak who isn't my Form-master?
I =uppose vou know.”

“You'd beller po,
Harry. .

Fle had to follew on to answer the
Bounder, az Hacker was marvehing him
on without a pausc

“"You don’t think I'm entitled to
knock Ilacker's paw off my shoulder®®
asked the DBounder.

“Ha, ha,
within hearing.

Smithy, of course, was only asking
that question to *clicek’™ Hacker,

“Don't be an ass!" said Harry
Wharton,

“YWell, T only want to know,” saud the
RBounder. “Your know what & stickler
[ am for law and order, and all that.™

"Ha, ha, ha!l"

“Bilence, Vernon-Smith 1" hooted
Mr. Hacker. “How dare you be so
wsalent! I order vou to be silent!™

“1 take orders from my Form-
master, gir, and from no other!™

Tue Macser Lisrany.—No. 1,459,

anyhow,” spid

ha ' yelled the juniors,-

THE MAGNET
answered  the

1 g Bounder,
nnpertinence.

Mr. Hacker came very near boxing
his ears at that. Dut he refrained.
Possibly _he suspected that Smithy
would have liked nothing better, not,
of course, the actual smite, but the row
with Queleh that would indubitably
have followed had Hacker boxed Re-
MOVE CArTs.

“Halla, halla, hallo!? Here's
Quelch 1" exelaimed Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch appeared from the door-
way. ™o doubt he had spotted the
excitement in the quad from his study
window. .

‘?:alﬂh was always calm.
a dangerous celmness now as
aquickly

Hacker
Bounder, | X

“What does this mean, pleaze?" he
asked, in & voice that would have made
e refrigerator seem warm and genial.
“Mr. Hacker, will you have the kind-
ness to release this boy of my Form?”

"1 was bringing this boy of your
Form to you, sir,”” hooted Hacker,

“1 am assured that the boy would
have followed you, sir, without hﬂi?
practically dragged across the quad-
rangle.”

“Cartainly, sir [ said Vernon-S3mith,
with respectful meekness.

S3mithy was not always meek and
respectiul, even to his own beak. But
it suited him now i{o be both.

Mr. Hacker dropped his hand from
the DBounder's shoulder. ra and
more fellows gathered round—mnot onl
Hemove, but IFourth and Shell, an
seniors and fags. The scene waz pet-
ting a very numerous audience.

"Now, MMr. Hacker, if youn will
kindly acquaint me with—"'

“My nepher, sir,”™ spluttered Hacker.

" TTpon my word, sir 1 exclaimed Mr.
Quelech, “ Wilmot again!  Vernon-
Smith, have you been quarrelling with
Wilmot 7"

“Nea, sir. I'm very careful indeed
not to quarrel with Wilmot, sir,"” said
the Bounder meekly. “1 know Mr.
Hacker doecso’t like it, sic”

“This boy has locked my nophew in
the woodshed, and refuses—insolently
refuses—to hand me the kevy to release
him 1"* almost shouted Mr. Hacker.

“If you have played such a foolish
prank, Vernon-Smith——"

“I haven't, sirl"™

*Have vou locked Wilmet in the
woodshed 7%

“No, sir ™

“Is he there at all?” :

“I don't know where he is, sir.”

“¥ou gzee, Mr. Hacker—-"

“1 see, sir, that thizs boy, Vernon-
Smith, has no scruple in uttering the
most unscrupulons falsehoods 1" gasped
Mr. Hacker. “He has locked my
nephew in the woodshed, and I demand
the key!"

“For what reason, Mr. Hacker, do
vou supposa that Vernon-Bmith  |has
done anything of the kind 7" exclaimed
the Remove-master.

“Hecause, eir, I heard him say so
with  his. own lips," snorted Mr.
Hacker. “He was telling another Re-
move boy what he had done when I
passed him a few minutes ago.”

“If you are sure of that, sip—"

“1 ean belicve my own ears, sir. I
demand that the ker be given to me
at onca! I will not allow such
malicious pranks to be played on my
nephew, sir.” . ]

‘II‘:" you have the ker, Vernon-Smith,

“1 haven't, sir!”

Mr. Quelch gave him a searching
loogk,. He knew the unpopularity of
Wilmeot in his Form, and he knew that

with  ¢ool

But it was
ho came

fo meat and the

fully; b

Vernon-8mith was the fellow to play
that jape, or any other. And Hacker's
statement was positive, :

“We had better proceed to Gosling's
shed, Mr. Hacker ™ he said curtly., *1
can scarcely believe that Vernon-Bmith
would venture to speak to me unbruth-
ut it is casy to ascertain.”

“*Very well, sir!” snovted
Hacker. '

“Follow me, Vernon-Smith 1™

“Certainly, sirl”

Mr. Hacker whisked away, and Mr.
Quelch whizsked with him. Hacker's
face was red with wrath; Queleh's sct
with pgrim wvexation., He was moro
than tired of Hacker's fussy concern
for that member of his Form; but ho
had no choice about taking up this
matter.

He had told Vernon-Smith to follow
him; buft he had not told the rest of
the Remove. However, they followed.
QJuite an army marched away after the
two masters. .

The sight of such a procession natur-
ally drew the general attention. Alore
and more fellows joined up. Dozens of
voices inquired what was on, The
news spread that Wilmot had been
locked in Gosling’s woodshed by tho
Bounder, and that Hacker was barging
Most of tha fellows were

Ar,

Jin sgaein. |
laughing,
Any jm on the most unpopular fcl-
lew in Remove was likely to bo
generally approved. But  nobody

envied the Bounder if Hacker's nophew

really wes discovered locked up among
Gosling's faggots. The more Quelch
waa fed-up with Hacker an liis

nephew, the more ceftain he was tfo
come down hard and heavy on any
fellow who set Hacker going.
“8mithy's asking for it this time.”
ramarked Bob Cherry.  ““Must have
been o fool to let Hacker hear him."
Harry Wharton laughed.
“Wheatever Smithy i3, ho 1sn't a
fool I he seid. “I fancy ho never lot
Hacker hear anything he didn’t want
him to hear.” i
“0Oh, my hat! Do you think he's
pulling Hacker's leg, somchow ¥
“I shouldn't wonder.”™

The army arrived at the woodshed -
Mr. %uelch tried the door, and found
it locked. There was nothing unusual
about that. Goesling kept that shed
locked, except when he forgot to do so.
There was a window, but it was
fastened. Mr. Quelch rapped sharply
on the door.. - .

“ Wilmot—are you hers, Wilmot?”

There was no reply from within.

The woodshed appesred to be une

tenanted, Mr. Quelch turned im-
patiently to the master of the Shell,
“No ome is here, Mr. Hacker.

Evidently you must have misundee
stood whatever it was you heard this
boy say.” .

o did not misunderstand, sic!
Vernon-8mith, do you dare to deny
that you said to another Remove hoy,
in my hearing, that my nephew was
locked in Cosling's woodshed ¥**

. “ertainly L deny that, sir!” asaid the
Bounder. :

“ ¥ ou—you-—you deny |I;?"guslped Mr.
Hacker, hardly able to believe his ears.
He knew what he had heard Bmithy say
to Skinner.

“¥es, I deny having spoken about
your nephew at all, sir”™

Mr. Hacker almost gurgled.

“Mr. Quelch! This boy's impudence
and untruthfulness pass all bounds! I
repeat that I distinctly heerd bhim——"

“Wilmot canuot be here, sir, or he
would answer mel!” said Mr. Quelch,
and he rapped on the locked door again.
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Under the hefty shove of three or four big seniors, the deor of the Rag flew open, and the juniors inside went scaitering and

stambling.

“Wilmot! Are you there?
there, Wilmot
“Wrong number ! muvinured
Skinner, and there was a chortle.
“Bilence! Mr. Hacker, it iz clear
that vour nephew is not there——m=="

“I am not assured of that, sir! He is
possibly prevented from answering.
That Vernon-Smith locked him in this
shed, I know, on Vernon-Smith's own
statement. Ile has the key on him A

“Have you the key, Vernon-Smith#”

“Mo, sir.”

*Wharton! Tlease go to Uosling's
lodge and request him to step here,
bringing with him the Lkey of the
woodshed.”

“Certainly, sir!®

Harry Wharton cut off. The rest of
the fellows rempined, with the two
masters, outside the door of the wood-
shed. Mr. Hacker had a mental picture
of his nephew, with a duster siuffed in
hia mouth, perhaps tied to Cosling’s
bench.in the woodshed. That so far as
Mye. Hacker could sec, was the only way
of accounting for his silence—as he was
ahsolutely convinced that Eric was in
the shed. Mr. Quelch suspected nothing
of the sort. All Mr. Quelch suspected
wag, that Hacker was a fussy old
donkey.

However, they waited, till Gosling
arrived, gruunting, with the key of the
woodshed in his horny hand.

Aro you

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
% Erle, or Liitle by Llitle I ™

1] NLOCK this shed, please,
U Gosling!” rapped Mr
Quelch.

“Vessir [ prunted Gosling.

ﬁusling did not know what was the

Wingate strode in, with a frowning brow.
'if they heard. They were Aghting [urlously.

** 8top that [ ** he roared.

matter. Hoe was surprised, and not
pleased, by the sight of & numerous
crowd gathered round his woodshed. He
could net begin to imagine why two
members of Dr. Locke’s staff wers in-
terested in the interior of that building.
Privately, he thought it & cheek on
their part. : ;

Gozling never butted into & master’s
study—so why should a waster butt into
Goshing’s woodshed? Not hem%‘ in a
position to say what he thought, Loslin
grunfed expressively, an fumble
slowly with the big iron key.

“Lose no time, Gosling!™ ﬁlmiped
Mr. Hacker. “My nephew has been
locked in that shed! I am lere to re-
lease him."”

Gosling blinked round at ithe master
of tha Shell L

“There ain't nobody in this 'ere shed,
sir 1* he grunted. )

“1 have told you that vy nephew is
there | Loze no time!” _

“*Ow'd he get in, then, sir?” de.
manded Gosling. “The winder'a shut!
Mr. Quelch, sir, if that young limb'a

¥

playing tricks in my woodshed, sir—
“He has been locked in by ancther
boy I snapped Mr. Hacker. *“"VYou ars

vory much to blame, Gosling, for allow-
ing the key to go out of your hands.®

“Wot I says, is this 'ere, sir—"

“You have allowed this boy, Vernon-
Smith, to take your key——"

{II H-i]ljﬂ. Eir E}} ;

*Has tho key been out of your hands
to-day, Gosling?” asked Mr, Quelch.

“'Course 1t has, sicl”
Gosling.

“1I knew it]” exclaimed Mr. Hacker.
“You say that Vernon-Bmith has not

had it, but vou admit that it has been

out of your hands. Where has it been,
while it was out of your hands?"

“In my trousis pockel,” answered
Gosling.

answered

Neither Wharton nor Wilmet heeded,

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the whole
audience. Even Mr. Queleh smiled.

" In—in—in your trousers pocket!”
gasped  Mr.  Hacker, "Nousense!
Absurd! Open that door at once,
Cosling! You are wasting time with
your foolishness ™ :

Gosling, with an emphatic grunt,
fumbled with the key. Ho was mn no
huery fo oblige o goentleman who de-
soribed his remarks as foolishness.

Iowaver, the door was thrown opeon
at last.

Pushing Gosling aside, Mr. Haeker
rushed in. Mr. Quelch followed him,
Tollows packed thomsolves round the
doov to stare in after them.

Mr. Hacker's mental picture of Evie,
with a duster in his mouth to keep him
from ealling for  help, did not
materialise.

The woodshed was empty-—save [or its
customary contents.

‘There were logs, thero were faggots;
thera was Gosling's bench with some
tools lying on it~-thers were other such
things, but thers was no human in-
habitant.

One thing, E:‘:rhupu. was & little un-

usual. A book lay on tho bench. Gos-
ling was no reader of books, and, had
e been, he would not have been inkciy

to select o volume thaot looked like a
schoolboy’s prize bocok, as that volume
did. ut no one, for the moment;
noticed that trifle.

Mr. Hacker stared round the interior
of the shed. Staring at logs and
faggots, however, could not turn then
into what he sought. )

Even Hacker had te admit
Wilmot was not there.

“Well, sir, are you satisfied now "
asked Mr. Quelch tartly. )
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“No, wir!” said Mr. Ilacker, with
bitter wrath. “I am not satisfied! T
ain very far from satisfied! Gosling!”

“Yoessie 1" prunted Gosling, as disve-
spectiully as dared. :

“Tiaz my nephew been in this wood-
shed at all?” :

“Not as I knows of. I'd report him
to Mr. Quelch, if he come messing
ronnd mv woodshoed. ™

“Has Vernon-Smith been here®™

“Oh! Elo has been here! Amd why
was hie here, and when 7™ demanded Mr,
Liacker, with a lingering hope that he
was on the trail of a&mel&hmgl, _

ooked in

“Alaster  Vernon-Smith
whenh I was "ere after dinner, sie™
prunted Gosling.  “le give me a
ook 1"

*“A—a—a book?®”

“Yessir | Ho savs, savs he. an aunt

give hit that thore book at Christmas,
and he don’t want it, ho savs, and he
rave, says he, p'r'aps I could get a bob
for it, he says, and I says, leave it 'eve,
I savs, and thank you kindly, I says.”

Mr. Hacker snorted. It was very
probable that 8mithy wounld disposc
thes of & volume given him by o kind
annt at Christmas—especially if it was a
volume of an improving nature. But
Hacker did not want to hear about it.

“Really, Mr. Hacker—" said the
Remove-master.

He was more conscious than the angey
master of the Bhell, of the array of
grinning faces 0 the doorway.

“Alr, Quelch! Ay nephew iz not
here 'Y exclammied Mr. Hacker., * Either
he has been hero and 15 noew pone,
or "

“"Dorz anvone know where YWilmok
i=*" meked Mr. Queleh, with a glonce
at lhe ariny outside.

“He went out of gates afier diuner,
=ir " answered Bkiuner. I told Mo
ITacker so when he asked us—"

“Really, My. Hacker, if Skinner told
R

“T did not belicve Skinner's stafe-
ment, e, in view of what I heaed
YVernon-Smith say. I rvegavded 1, sir,
a5 & palpable attempt to decerve me™

“Dut Wilmot's veally goue out, sir!”
cut in Hazeldene, *1 saw hiin go out
ufter dinner.”

Be odid 1Y added another volce.

“There appears to be no doubt of if,
Ar. Hacker—"

“No, sirl” said Mr, Jlacker bitterly,
1 see thuat now, siv. I am driven to
the conclusion that i1t was not, as I sup-
posed, by chanee, that I overhearvd
Vernon-Smith make his slatcisent in
the quadrangle. I believe now, sir, 1hat
he saw e coming, and affected not to
do so, and spoke in my heaviug, sic, to
mislead me—" :

“Pulling the old bean’s leg!™ said o
voice from the back of the crowd.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Bilenee " exelaimed Mr. Quelch. "I
the makter 13 as you suppose, sir
Vornon-Smith  will eertainly be pun-
ished for having played such--such an
meonsiderate prank.  Vernon-Smith 07

i 1'935 Eil‘ trl

“T demand Lo know cxaclly what vou
said, which Mr. Hacker appeuars to have
mitzunderstood —"

“I did mnot misunderstand, Mr.
Queleh, There was no question of nis-
understanding a plain stateinent—-"

“Did you state, in Mr. Hacker's
hearving, that you had locked Wilmot in
this woodshed, Vernon-Smath #7

“No, sir; never  mentioned
Wilmot.”

“Is iny word to be tuken, sir, or thae
word of that unserupulous boy **" almost
shriecked Ar. Ilacker.
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" Your word, ccrtainly, 18 to be taken,
sir ! said Mr. Quelch. “ But it is clear
il:at some misunderstanding has arisen.
It was 8kinner, I think, to whon
Yernon-Smith was speaking. 8kinner !

“Yea, sirl"

“What did Vernon-Smith say about
Mr. Hacker's nephew #”

“MNothing, sir! He never mentioned
MMr. Hacker's nephew.”

“Take care what vou say, Skinner!
V¥ernon-Smith must have used s name
in speaking of anyone. Did he use
Wilmot's neme 1™

“No, sip "

“¥You are sure, Mr. Hacker, that you
heard Vernon-SBmith utter the name of
Wilmeot 7 :

“Ho uttored the name of Erie, sir!
There is no other boy st Greyiriars
named Nrie, so far as my knowledpe
extends.”

“Or mine ! said Mr. Quelch. " Now
anzwer me carefully, Vernon-Smith! If
vou used the name of Erig, you were

obviously alluding to DMr. Hacker's
nephew. Do you deny that you uttered
that name "’

*Oh, no, sir ! said Vernon-Smith, I
tpoke the name of Erie, sir! 3o far as

remember, Skinner asked me where
Eric was, and I said, locked in the
woodshed.”

“That is so, sir " said Skinner.

Mr. Quelch gazed at them. Hacker
glared at them. The army outside,
cramming the deorway, gazed. Bo far
as anyvonc could zce, the Bounder was
admitting the whole charge. Bui he
seemed quite cool and cheerful,

“You said, in Mr. Hacker's hearing,
that Eric was locked in the woodshed,”
repeated, Mr, Quelch,

YI's not my fault that Mr. Hacker
licard me, sir! I couldn’t know that he
was listening behind my back.”

“0h, crumbs ' breathed Bob Cherry.

Blv. Hacker gurgled. -

“Ale. . Hacker overheard you by
chance, as you are well aware, Vernon-
smith,” said Mr. Quelch, sternly. ** ¥You
can have mado such a false statement
ouly to mislead him—"

“ It was not a false statement, sicl”

“Not!" exclaumed Mr. Quelch,

“"Certainly not, sir! Mr. IHacker's
nephew 15n't the only Erle in the world.™

“There 15 no other boy at Greviviars
of that name, Vernon-Smith.”

mir |

“1 know, The chap I was
spoaking of to Skinner wasn't &
Groeylfriars man”

“MNot o Groyfriars man! You are

not pretending, Vernon-Smith, that you
locked & boy belonging to some other
sthool in this woeodshed.™

“Not at all, sir! I never said I
locked him in. I sard Eric was locked
in the woodshed, Tt was Gosling who
locked the door. I tried te explain to
Mr. Hucker, sir, that I wasn't speaking
of Wilmot, but he wouldn't take any
notice I said the Bounder, meek];;.
“"You see, sir, Bkinner knew that I'd
been given a copy of Erie at Christ-
M&s ’

“* A=—a—a copy of Eric!”

“¥Yes, sir, a very well-known book,
often given as & present to .gﬂu{} bays
like moe, sr. It's called fErie, or
Little by Little’—*

“ Erie, or Little by Litkle ! repeated
Mr. Quelch, like & man in a dream.

“Yes, sir! There 1t is, on the bench.”

Mr. Quelch turned an almost dazed
cye on the volume lying on the bench,
which the Bounder had received from a
kind avunt at Christmas, and which he
had turned over, unread, to Gosling.
In gilt letters on the cover, was the
title : “ Erie, or Littie by Little.?

Mr. Qu&]nrh, of course, had heard of
that celebrated and eminent work, He

had, indeed, had a copy of it presented
to him in his far-off boyhood, which he
could remember that he had, like
Smithy, omitted to read.

Quelch gazed at " Erie, or Little by
Little,” Mr. Hacker gazed at it, Thoy
seemed bereft of speech,

. “Bkinner thought he'd like to look at
it, sir, knowing I had it,” said the
Bounder, meekly, *“Hea asked me whero
it was, end ¥ said it was locked in the
woodshed ! You see, siy, I'd already
given it 1o Gosling, as I didnt want it.”

"0k 1" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“POhi” gasped Mr. Hacker.

“1 was quite surprised, sir, when
Mr, Hacker thought I was speaking of
Wilmot,” said the Bounder. "I told
him I wasn't——s0 did Skinner! Wo both
told him we'd locked nobody in the
woodshed. He wouldn't listen, sic.”

The cram at tho doorway gazed at
Smithy.

They knew that the Bounder had =
nerve; but they had never suspected
him of nerve to this extent.

Evory fellow there knew that he had
worked tho whole thing—first giving the
book to Gosling, then fixing up a con-
vorsation for hgr. Hacker to overhear—
knowing that that fussy and hasty
gentleman would fsll blindly inte the
trap. Mr. Quelch probably, suspected
as much.

Nevertheless, the Bounder was not to
be blamed. The whole fault was
Hacker's. He had overheard words
spoken among juniors, had misunder-
stood them, and refu to listen to
deniels and explanations, He had made
a complete and egregious fool of himself
—a fact of which he was, by this time,
well aware!

Hacker's face was like unto 8 newly
boiled beetroot in hue. Ho could not
everi be surp that the Bounder had
tricked him. Smithy and Skinner had
been—ostensibly, at least—speaking of
the book that i&:.r on Gosling’s bench.
It was difficult to prove otherwiso. They
had told him that they were pot speaking
of hiz nephew=—they could do no more
tharn that! ;

Without another word, Mr. Hacker
strode out of the woodshed, shoved his
way through & grinning crowd, and
disappeared.

“Vernon-Smith I aaid Mr., Quelch.

“Yes, sir!” said the meck and re-
spectful Bounder.

Bir. Quelch paused. What was ho to
say? How could he blame either Smithy
or Skinner, because their harmless words
had been overheard by s fussy and
sugpicions man who had misunderstood

them? ]

The whole thing was utterly
ridicelons. Mr. Quelch wisely decided
to leave it whero 1t was, and ho hurried
away after Mr, Hacker., Gosling,
grunting, locked his woodshed again.
Fellows who had tried to suppress their
merriment, in the presence of Mr.
Guelch, let it go when he departed. As
he hurried back to tha House, the
Remove master heard a hilarious roar
behind him.

“"Ha, ha, ha ¥

“That ass, Hacker—""

“Hg, ha, ha "

“That old donkey, Hackcer—"

“Ha, ha, hal Erie, or Littla by
Littla! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Fancy Hacker making such a silly

mistake ' said the Bounder., “ Thinking
o chap was speaking about his precious
nephew, when he was ﬂnl}i; speaking
about 8 book—a well-known book, too [”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Yeou didn't mean him to make that
mistake 7 chuckled Bob Cherry.

“ My dear chap, am I the man to pull
2 beak's leg?”

(Confinued on oage 28.)



QUICK-ACTION THRILLS AND DARING SEA ADVENTURES WITH—

DAN of the DOGG

By DAVID GOODWIN.

The Groping Hand !

ENNETH GRAHAM, =on of a
K millionaire shipowner, 13 res-
e: Bank by

cued off the D
tgs g trawler,

the crew of the
Groy Seal. o

His past life & blank, he iz given ’Eh{l
name of “Dogger Dan,” and signed on
as ffth hand under Skipper Atheling,
Finn Macoul, Wat Griffiths, and Buck
Atheling.

Aware of his nephew's fate, and
knowing that he will be heir to the
shipowner's money when his brother
dies, Daudley Graham engages Jake
Rebow and his cutthroats of the Black
Sguadron to get Keoneth out of the
way for ever. .

vollowing a series of thrilling
encounters with Mebow’s confederates,
Dan and Buck Atheling are wrecked ‘on
Baltrum Island, where they meet a
wealthy old Dutchman named Jan
Osterling, who is later heutally attacked
by the squadron men and left to die.

Before breathing his last, Jan aske
the boys to hand over his zavings to his
nephew Max, in return for which he
hards them a chart disclosing the
whereabouts of & hidden treasurs worth
£5.000, to be divided between them.

Dan and Buck rejoin the Grey Seal,
after which they go out hAshing in the
ship’s boat. The craft is overturned.
however, and the boys are picked up by
a passing yacht, the owner of which is
none other than Dudley Graham.

Dan’s memeory returns as the result of
meeting bis uncle, but Dudley denies
relationship. _ . :

Making friends with Jock Ward, the
mate, Dan tells the story of his adven-
tures, and then asks the man to signal
to the first passing ship, telling her to
broadcast a message to Donald Graham,
telling of his son’s whoreabouta.

“Whew [” whistled Jock Ward. He
starad at Dan in amazement. * You
ain't-pulling my leg? Is that straight 2

“Straight as the mast! I'm Kenneth
Graham! And it'll be the best day's
work you ever did in your life.”

“Never mind that, lad,” returned the
mate gleefully. “I'm with you! I see
the game. It's you Dudley Graham’s
after. He's pot you set here. Watch
yvourself below, lad, an® I'll watch you
om deck. Thera's one more thing, foo.
If he can't make away with you—an’
he won't do it openly, for he'll not give
the crew tho chance to hang a murder
charge over hiz head for the rest of his
life—he'll soon have you out o thess
waters, Have you any notion whers he
m%-ht got”

an thought for & moment, and an
‘idea fAashed into hiz head,

“PRaltrum Tsland, and within threo
days' time!” he amswercd. “Add that
to your signal”™

“The first vessel that passes after day-
break shall have it!" said Ward.

And, after a quick hand-grip, Dan
and the mate parted.

Buck was at the foot of the ladder.

“Tell me, Dan,” he zaid anxiously,

15 all this true?”

“Every word of it,” said Dan. “ And
‘Dudley (xraham, who makes dut that he
does not know me, will take the first
zhance he gets of Eutt'mg me out of the
wey. Now you have the key to all

’vﬁ ¥e gone through—and all the rest of
1
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As the blade buried ifself in the Japanese rug, Dan grasped the wrist with all
his force and clung o it [ -

what he had
nged with Jack Ward.
“Good work [ said Buck. M1V
got the machinery moving, an' if it
works, should an;lthing happen to you

Dan also
arra

tald Bl

“You've

here, Dudley Graham will
Now, come and see bhim,
but just lie an’ watch!”

“8hip’s fare, my lads,” said Dudley
leasantly, as the boys entered the
Simng-sa oon and sat down to a table
laid with gleaming silver and ecrystal,
“or yacht's fare, if you like to call it
that.”

“That's nearer the mark, sir,” szaid
Buck, a3 & dainty first course was set
before them—"at least, it ain’t what we
call ship’s fare on the old Seal”

Dudley motioned the steward to with-
draw, and the trio dined in privale.

Dudley made himself agreeable, snd
towards the end of the meal, sz Dan
filled his glass with mild eclaret—for he
had refused to tackle anything stronger
—Dudley drank to hiz health.

“Here's to a successful voyage to
Bealtrum I he said. “Cheer-oh, leds!™
And the meal continued. ¢ :
“By the way,” said ‘Duodley, befor
they rosze, " would you allow me to look
at that nﬁ:,rt of youra again?"”’
Dan uncensciously passed. his hand
to his bresst pocket, as though to take

ay the bill.
on't let on,

aut Jan Dﬁter!ing’a plan, which Duck
had returned to him. .

He stopped, howaver, in time, but not
before Dudloy noted the movement.

“I'd better make you a copy of it,”
said Dan, buttoning up his coat, “then
we shall both know a bit more about it.”

Ha had not the slightest intention of
doing anything of the sort, neither did
he mean to let Dudley finger the chart
again. Ha realised full well that it was
toa complicated for any to keep ifa
bearings accurately in memory.

Dllgﬁ:j’ smiled. ]

“1 expect you're prn{.&y tired alter
vour experiences,” he said, “so I won't
keep you up. The steward will show

you to your state-rooms, Breakfast
whenever you like. Good-night1”
The steward conducted the boys to iwo

different rooms.

As soon as Buck had inspected his
quarters ha joined Dan again, -

“Js this yours™ he said, . looking
round the cabin. ' “Ahl Neéxt to the
owner's room.” ' Heo lowerad his voice,
“Let's have a look at your bunk.” ;

The sleeping-berth was a recess in the
wall, and by one side Hung half a dozen
hooks for clothes, )

“This berth must jut into the next
room,” seid Buck. **Yes, there's a
cupboard beneath it on the other side
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of the wall l%;wcr !
"'hose hooks are the only ones in the
room. Well, vou gusf. hang your clothes
on them. Den't do anything silly 1%
“Not if I can help it,” said Dan. “
“An’ there's one thing more, old son,
satd Buck in a low voice—"don't turn
in! Sit up for a spell an’ watch., I'm

aoin’ to.  If thero's anything wrong,
shout, an’ 1’11 ba with you in two
sl:akes ™

He departed gnictly, and closed the
door. For quile half an heur Dan stood
bv the candle-lamp thinking., Afier a
while Le withdrew the plan from his
pocket, tore the blank half-sheet of
parchment off, and with pen and ink,
boganu copying old Jan's chart careiully.

t took him some time, after which he
put out the candle. undressed in the
dark, and hung his clothes neatly on the
pegs by the bunk. A suit of clean
prjamas lay in the berth, and he put
thein o,

The lampe, still burning in the alley-
way outside—for a ship's passage lights
are never put out st night=—shed a dim
light through the ecabin. When Dan's
eves got used to the gloom he found he
could =see pretty well,

e did not get into the berth, but
merely  disarranged the bedelothes.
Then he took a seat on a chair on the
opposite side of the little sleaping-room,
holding limseclf ready. . +

Pired as he was, he fought with his
drowsiness, and did not allow sleep to
overcome him, But it was a hard
strogzle.  Hour after hour secined to
crawl hy. ] i

Dan was nodding, when a faint, tiny
seratching sound set all his senses on
the alert.

He fixed his eves keenly on the spot
whener 1t came,

Suddenly a small square of a panel
Lr the side of the bed opened like a
trapdoor, and slowly but gently a long,
brown hand slid through it and groped
arcund, feeling softly about the clothes
that Dan had iung ont the hooks.

The hand stopped at the pilot-cloth
jacket, and defily ran over it till it
reached the inner breast pocket, into
which it groped, ]

Dan watched as though fascinated.
His nerves were strung to breaking-
pitch, and all his muscles were tonse.

The long, brown hand rose slowly
from the pocket, drawing out, tightly
hield between its first and second fingers,
tlic vellow parchment on which was the
secret of Jan Osterling's treasure.

’E held ik sz it was drawn elear of
the coat-pocket. )

Dan watched the hand a3z if fasel-
nated, as it felt round about the little
trapdoor in  the panelling of the
cabin. The fingers deftly laid over the
flap of the hanging coat again, and left
it just as it had been.

“Just as I thought!” mused Dan.
“Buck was right. I'd no idea there was
an opening just there, though. 1
st Em‘ﬁ a good look at it later on.”

The hand began to withdraw slowly
and uwoiselessly with its booty, but Dan
made no sign. He watched the precious
parchment disappcaring, without
moving & muscle. A curions smile
plaved about the corners of his mouth,
but he made no effort to rescus the
chart that held the sccret of Jan
Osterling’s treasure.

g

Signalling The News !

HE parchment trembled a little
Lbetween the two fingers that

arrangement ! .

THE MAGNET

The hand wanished, and the
trapdoor closed without a sound.

Dan bestowed on it one solemn wink.
Then, thoronghly worn out, he sur-
rendered himself to the charms of sleap,
and dozed off lightly where he sat.

For some hours he remained thus,
opening his eyes only when the first
streak of dawn began to struggle
through the porthole. Then, seen
that the open day had come to banis
all deeds of darkness, he clhimbed confi-
dently into his bunk, and was scon
sleeping peacefully.

It was nearly ten o’clock when he rose
and dressed. As he opened the door
he met Buck about to enter. At the
sama moment Dudley Graham came up
the alleyway and bore down on the two
boys. 1

o

“ Breakfast is just ready, lads
spicd. " Come along ™’

Dundley Graham led them inte the
dining-saloon, and the three seated
themselves.  The bovs were ¢ivi], but
cool, and Dudley wore an air of
jeviality, ] = g

There was a %II'EELI]'.I. of triumph in his
dark eyes which he could hardly sup-
press, and Dan, watching him carefully,
sized up his feclings pretty nccurately.
Dudley was plainly pleased with himself
at having secured the treasure-chart.

“I'm not quite certain whaere wo shall
make for to-day,” he said, “but I think
the sopner we get to Baltrum, and look
into the business of this treasure of
vours, the better!™

“Right-ho!” smud Dan  quietly.
“Hope we shall find it when we get
there!  Might take a bit of doing,
st [V
_“0Oh, your chart ought to make that
simple enough, if the gold really
exists. By the way, did you leck your
state-room door last night?”

“WNeo,” returned Dan, “I didn't
ﬂ“'hl..r .lilr.l

“I ought to have warned you to,”
sald Dudler. ®There's a thief some-
where on this vessel. I've lost several
things out of my pockets while my
clothes have been hanging up at night.
But although I've done my best to find
who the thief is, I have not been sue-
cessful.”

“1 think I could lay my hands on him
pretty easy [ thought Dan.

But he contented himself with
remarking that he would lock his door
another might.

When breakfast was over Dudley
withdrew, and the boys went up on
deck.

Buek drew a long breath. .

“It's like sitiing and smoking in a
barrel of gunpowder to take one's
meals with that fellow and lListen to

little

i 'I.j

his talk,” he said. "“He's beastly
pleased  with  himself this morning,
somehow, wonder why "

“¥ou wouldn't wonder if vou'd been
in my room last night,” said Dan.
And he told Buck all that happened
in tho state-room.
"What ! said Buck, aghast. “He
“"He did that!

got the chart, then?"’

"¥es,"” gaid Dan.

“Couldn’™t you do an;‘thing to stop
him, you young chump?

“I dido’t try. It wasn't my chart he
got. Tt was a copy that I'd made. Thers
was & pen and ink in the foom, and I
tore the blank half-sheet of parchment
off the plan and made a pretty good
imitation of the real thing. He didn't
gpot the difference. or he wouldn't
havo been so pleased this morning., If
he follows the fake plan, he'll be dig-

ging holes for the treasure on the other
gide of the island.” 3

“Good!" . exclaimed Buck, with a
chuekle. “0.K., Dan! Here's the
mate. They're changing the watch.”

“'Mornin’, lade—"mornin’ [ said Jack
Ward. “They ain't cut your throats
vet, then?” he added cheerfully. * No.
they ain't done it, 'cos they don't dare!
Dudley don’t went no evidence! DRut
if you smell trouble, shout for me. I'll
come and drill heles in anyone as offers
to touch ye!”

He hitched his right side coat-
pocket as he spoke. he outline of
something heavy and hard showed 1o at.

“RBut ain't that a steamer we're
raisin’ on the weather bow " he con.
tinued, staring out over the sea. " A
Hull packef, by her locks. Tl bear
away down on her znd let her have
your signal.”

“ Thank you, Mr. Ward!” said Dan.
“I'll never forget your kindness. And
now——"

*And now,” put in the mate, “look
out for squalls! Jf Dudley tumbles to
the game, there'll be feathers Hying!
You kids had better go below, out of
harm's way.”

“ Not us,”™ said Dan softly ; “we'll stay
P‘ut l?‘]

With a shmﬁﬁﬂf the shoulders, the
mate fetched the code-book out of the
charthouse, and called up a deck-hand
to hoist the code-flag. The skipper was
below, for he had been sober for some
three hours, and was making up for lost
time.

Down towards the stecamer swept the
Ereildoune, and slowed down about two
hundred vards from her. The strange
vesse]l was & fast Hamburg packet,
bound Englandward.

After a rapid glance at tha code-book,
the yacht’'s mate gave hiz orders to the
sulky dego deck-hand, with a couple of
kicks, as a warning to get a move on.

Up fluttered the four flags, snapping
and cracking in the breeze, as they flew
from the gilded vane of the yacht's
foretnast.

There was a stir abeard the steamer,
s pauze, and then her answering
pconant was run up.

Ancther signal took the place of the
first on the Hreildoune. ]

“They've got 1, lads!” said the mato
trinmphantly. “Your father'll know

what's happened now. That steamer’s
bound for Hull.”
“Hull1” eried Dan. “Buck, m

fathor's vacht lies there—the Valhalla !

“Valhalla I excleimed Buck. “Why,
she's a thousand-ton ocean-goer! I've
gsoen her | What about Dudley Graham
now ¥ ”

“Don’t crow too loud, my lads,” saud
the mate grimly. “If ever you leaveo
this craft alive, it'll ba & miracle, what-
gver happens to Dudley. There, the
steamer's answerin'. Now to let “em
know where to find you. Baltrum
Island, you said. Bure o' that?”

“It's that, or nothing,” said Dan.
“Make it Baltrum "

Up went the signal, and the steamer
acknowledged it with a Hutter of her
code pennant.

At that moment Dudley Graham
stepped up from the companion-way.

As ho did so, the mate turned to the
surly signalman. _

“Pown with that signal, you snuff-
coloured sweep 1" he roared. * D'yo hear
me? And get a move onl”

Dudley’s eve ran aloft in a moment.
He read the letiers of the four fags
and cast a glance at the Hull steamer.
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Than, with & suspicious stare at the
mato, he pounced upon the signal-book,
and looked up the code message to get
its meaning.

After discovering what he wanted, heo
shut the book with o slam, his eyes
blazing, his dark face pale with fury.
Then he leapt forward as if _he would
seize Jack Ward by the throat.

The mate turned coolly, locking his
aggrossor in the eves.

“ Steady there, mister ¥ said Ward
quictly.

“You dog!” szaid Dudley, in a low
voice. “ Would you dare 3

“I'm in charge o' this bridge,” said
Ward uﬂ&]&ﬂEﬂnﬂj, “and if you're not
off it by the ladder in ten seconds, you'll
go over the rails instead—with my boot
to give you a hift|”

“You insolent blackguard!® raged
Dudley. “I'm the owner of this vessel,
and I'll go where I choose 1™

“Ten seconds, I said)” repeated the
mate, lifting his foot. “ One—two—three
—four—five—ux i

Dudley turned and walked sullenly
down the Jadder.

“Nine—ten!”  concluded
“You only just did it, mister! Better
move sharper next time, or you'll he
wanting a streteher to take you below 1

“¥ou ruffian I cried Dudley. Then.
turning to the erew, he reared: * Find
the captain, some of voul Don't stand
slaring like fools!”

Aftor some delay, during which Jack
Ward attended coolly to his business,
the dago ceptain came unsteadily aleng
the deck.

“Put that n=olent scoundrel in irons
for mutiny I shouted Dudley, pointing
fo the mate. “And shove humn into the
cimnpty bunker '

But the sallow-skinned captain, affer
taking a good lock at Ward, pulled lis
fuddled wits together, and whispered
into the owrnier's car, a twinkle of cun-
ning tn his ferrety eves.

Dudley’s anger zeemed to cool down.

“¥You're right,” he said wvieiously;
“safest, after all. See to it at once 1™

With & =avage glare at the mate, he
went below,

the mata,

More Treachery !’

IHE dago skipper, turning un-
E steadily to Ward, gave him a
course to steer that bronght the

veszel’s head right round. Then

he slunk below, while the erew gathered
in groups, whispering.

“*That's the stuff to give "im, Ward !¥

said Dan. *“You've put the wind up
lyimn 17

“1 mean to keep my own end up as
long as I'm alive to do 1t 1" returned the

mate grimly. “I don't know how lon
ittmay last, =0 I'm makin' the most o
it 1

“What course was that the skipper
gave vou 1" asked Dan.

“71t']l take us pretty near Baltrum,”
replied Ward. ™ What we're ﬁning there
for beats me. You seem to know more
ghout it than I do 1™

“I41 tell vou,” said Dan. *'There's
fiva thousand pounds buried thera, and
Buck here tn-lg Dudley about it before
he knew who the rascal was.”

“YWhew I said the mate.

“¥You may well whistle!” said Dan.
“ Dudley pinched the chart showing
where it's buried from me last night.
He'll get plenty of exercise digging 1

“Five thousand pounds!” murmured
the mate. “Is that straight, young
nn T2

“Straight,” said Dan. “And vou can
have your share if vou help get clear of
this den of thieves. It’s ours by right 1

“This cruise looks like panning out

EVERY SATURDAY

better than I thought,” commented Jack
Ward; “though, at the best, we're
mora likely to sea the sea -hottom.
Dudley’ll ba on to it like a wild-cat 1™

“We've got a biggish crowd apgainst
ug,” said Buck. z

“Bhipload o dagos!” said the mate.
“I'd think shame to be put oot o' the
way by them. It's the Black Fleet I'm
thinkin' of. Two o' the hands are spies
o' theirs, and Dudley’s hand-in-glove wi’
em.

“But he'll never let the blacks into

the game with five thousand pounds to
win,” =aid Dan. “He knowsz he
wouldn't get much of it to finger.”

“No: he'll use it as & bait to get you
into their hands an' a knife into your
back 1™ said the mate. “"You know
what the Blacks are. They've a
thousand pounds to get by putting you
out o' the way. Once they get you on
that island, you'll mighty zoon be food
for erabs. What does Dudley care for
five thousand unds when he'll win_a
couple o' million by putting your light
out 1" ;

He broke off suddenly as from the
bows of the ship shone the gleam of a
matech. A moment later o signalling
torch shot & series of flashes into the
darkness.

Et-'.lllllllllillllllllllllllililllIFII.'l'-"
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“Keep your eye on the stéersman!™
muttered Ward to the boys, darting
down from the bridge. “I’ll stop that
game "

Buck stood by the man at the wheel
and saw that he kept his course.

In the gloom of the high bows, Dan
saw a scufle and a heaving of dark
figures. There was an Italian oath, a
velp of pain, and then somebody went
mlﬁng‘ across the fore-deck.

Shortly afterwards an eleetric torch
was flung overboard, and vanished in
the dark waters.

Jack Ward stepped back on to the
bridge.

“I reckon I cured him of signallin
without orders from me !" he remarked.
“ His nose’'ll never be what it was again.
But I'm afraid the mischief's done.”

Ho peered out over the dark sea,
walching anxiously. Far away on the
weather quarter tweo faint, short gleams
and one longer one winked in the gloom,
mere points of light on the horizon.

“My Sam (™ said Dan. “That's the
Black Fleet's night signal!”

“That's what it is!” s=aid Ward,
while Buck stared {loumilly out over the
heaving seca, “It's a long way off,
though. That rat daren’t go below to
report, an’ you can bet I shan’t shift
My ourse! e may lose 'em yeh. Are
you hoys goin' to turn in to-night I™

“Yes,” said Bucl. “Wa've ?nt to get
gome rest, or we shan’t be fit for much.
Besides, it’ll rouse too much suspicion

27

if wa don’t turn in.
sleep, though—" ]

"E’uu‘m quite right. Best to turn in.
'lﬂléi IR-& mighty ecavelal Good-night,
i ]

“Look here, Dan,” said Buck, as they
left the bridge, *that bunk of yours
deesn't please me, with its underside
operhng :J?ur_]}uéley’a_ eabin. Don't
juurgetr into it, an' mind you yell for
me if anything goes wrong, Wg'll take
the offensive ourselves when it does.
Wa're best at that.”

“Rather 1” said Dan. )

And after dinner—at -which Dudlﬁi
did not join them—they parted, an
went to their cabins.

The only thing Dan took off was his
jacket. 2 had an idea that Dudley
Graham, hoving what he wanted, might
be tempted to try quick measures undex
cover of darkness.

The knowledge that in a few hours the
news of Kenneth Graham's whereabhouts
would reach his father, if it had not
done =0 already, would drive him to
extiremca, )

“T'Il have to find a mubstitute to lie
in thia little bed;”-=aid .Dan, disarrang-
in% the blankets.

& picked up the Japanese rug from
the floor, and volled it up, grinnming the
while. Then he _wi;aprud B pyjama
jacket round it artistically, and pfaccd
it under the sheets, It was very dark
1 the bunk, A sponge, half-covered
by the counterpans, did duty for a head,
and Dan, drawing back, surveyed his
handiwork with pride.

¥ Wish you luck !” be said to the figure
under the clothes, “You're Kenneth

Bhan’t get much

Graham, son eof the millionaire, an’
vou're used to s soft bed an’ white
sheets, so lie there an’ take your
chance,”

Dan turned the light out, and sat
walting patiently. The wash of the seas
on the .outside of the vessel made a
soothing lullaby, and Dan, secure that
he had at last nothing to lose, now that
he had quitted the dangerous bunk, and
had the chart of the treasurs inside his
vest, felt very gleepy. -

Dan had had little rest lately, and
very soon drowsiness overcime him, and
he dozed into unconsciousness,

He awoke with a slight start, How
long he had been aslesap he did not
know; but a glaoce at the porthole
showed him that dawn was beginning to
filter through the blackness of night. It
was still dark.

A gentle cresking in the bulkhead, so
faint as to be hardly audible, aroused
the danger-signal in his brain.

His eyes, trained.to the gloom, wero
fixed on the matchboarding that lined
tha back of the bunk over the clothes
hooks.

Slowly and quictly the trapdoor he
had seen the night before opened out.

The well-shaped, muscular brown
hand was thrust through, as before. But
it was less innocent this time. Its wiry
fingers gripped the heft of a long, dull
steal knife.

Tha little Bnger was turned down-
wards, and soft ¥ #s tho touch of a
woman it traced the outline of the
bundle under the clothes, till it stopped
over the place where the sleepor’s breast
should be.

Slowly the hand was raised, higher,
and yet a little higher, Then:the blade
descended like lightning, and buried
itself in the Japanese rug.

Springing forward like o panther,
Dan grasped the wrist with all his forco
and clung to it.

“Buck I” ha yelled. “Buck i

(For the conecluding chaplers of this
great cdventure gyurn, chuns, see néxi
Saturdoy's MAGXET.)
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THE FORM-MASTER’S
FAYOURITE !

(Continued from page 24.)

“Yla, ha, ha!”

The crowd sticained back to  the
quad, howling with laughter. 1:111!:]-:1:!‘,
shat wp in his study, heard the =ouTd
of hilarity, Only & deaf man could have
fniled to hear—and be would have bad
to be very deaf! Perhaps Hacker
enjoyed that sound of boyish merriment.
Dut he did wot look ns if lLe did!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Too Latk !

P
“Look here, Wharton—'
U, gel oul !’
Erie Wilmot, connn

passage  from  the

up the
anding,

Remove
heard that eschange of words., at the
doornay of Study XMoo 1

Herberr Vernon2mith  was standing
in the doorway of the study, with a
weutl on hizs face. Wharion evidently,
was within,  The eaptam of the Bemove,
in fuct, was soated at the study table,
going over the list of men for the
Rookwood mateh, now pear at band
Smithy had mterropted hin—and  was
solting  the rcceeptivn e might bave
expected from the skipper he bad let
dowi. - :

“Cut itoout, Sty P came Whar-
ton's voive curtly. “ You've let us down
once. and, vou're vt having a chance
of doing it agoin.”

"‘I'llgFLiEl-: 10 graines like glue—""

“Unless vou happen te have an ap.
pointmem  with  V'on & Co. 1o play
Lilliards  seanewherc ! said  Wharton
savcasticallv. " Don’t talk rot ™

“You've got 1o make up a team
somehow,” said -the Bounder sullenly.
“Youwre unot =till thinking of that
greasy toad Wilmet, T suppose ¥

“ Huardly I :

“Nugent's no good for the Rookwood
gaine, and you know it as well as 1
do 7

* He won't eonk oul through smeoking
cigareties just Lefore the game, any-
how. You might '™

O, go and bap a licking from
Rf:rukwul:?d if rou like!™ snaried the
Bounder., “I'll come and wateh them

seare five or six to nil!”

“Do!” said Harvy., “It will do you
wove good than frowsing about with
smokes, . Anyhow, you're out of the
team, and you stay out ! Clear off, and
herve me to work it out: you've made
it harder for me.”

e owilling—"

“Well. 1'm not! For goodness’ sake,
give o fellow a vest !

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The Bounder, with a black. brow
swung away from the nfuﬂ{ an
tramped up the passage, Eric Wilmot
glancing after him as he went; then
the now jundor, in the study doorway,
locked in.

Wharton sat at the table, with &
wrinkled bLrow over Lis football list

He wanted, if ho could, to take @
winning icam over to Rockwood, and
it was a worry on his mind that the
best wan in the eleven bad let him
down. The Bounder had failed him,
and the brief hope he had entertained
that Wilmot might prove to ba the
right man in the right place had failed
Lhim alse. It was Nugent or ngbody,
and, keen ns he was to play bis best
chum, he was afflicted with doubts.
~He vose from the table and put the
list in hiz pocket, and as he” did eo
beoarme awsire of the new junior in the
doorway.

His faee hardened. SBince the inter-
rupted fight in the Rag the twe had not
cxehanged a word. Wilmot was seldom
inn the stucdy, and when he was there o
freezing =ijence reigned. The feelin
ot Wharion's side was aversion an
contempt ; on Wilinot's it seemed to be
disdainful indifference,

But thore was o change in Wilinot's
look at the moment. He opened his
lips to speak, but closed them again
upeceriaindy, and Wharton came towards
the door. Wilmot stepped in.

“I'd like to speak a word,” he said.

Wharton halied impatientis.

“What do you want? You're barred
in Lhis study, and you know itl Get
it off your chest if you've gol anything
lo say, and cut it shorst”

“I treated you rvottenly the other
day,” multered Wilmot. o

“Has that jost occarred to you?"

“Neo,"” said Wilmot guietly; I kvew
it at the tinre. Dot if vou'd known how
much I wanted to get out of gates that
afternoon, 1 think wvon might make
allowances, T had a pavlicwlar reason.
though T can't tell you what it was—"

“I don't wani to know."”

“Leave it al that. I had a vow with
vou afterwards, but you needn’t worry
about that. You had the best of it, and
I was very nearly done when Wingato
butted in and stopped ns—"'

*Well

Wharton rapped out the curt word
impatiently. Wilmot coloured. o had
rejocted every friendly advance, and L
could bardly wonder that thé captain
of the Remove was fed-up with him,
and only wanted o keep shut of him.
MNow that he seemed to be changing lis
tacties be met with ne encouragement
whatever., DBut le wenk on quietly : 3

“I've sald I was sorry for that trick
I played your—" .

‘No need to say so agam.”

“I'd like to make up for it i I
counld.”

" What rot1”

“You don't make it casy for a

fellow," said Wilmot. * But, look here,
you're iu a difficulty over the football.”

“Do you take enough interest in the
game to have noticed that?” nsked the
capinin of tlie Remove sarcastically,
*Don't tell me you care a brass button
abont it, I shouldn't believe you.”

“From what I hear, Vernon-8mith
was your best winger, and he's let you
down—-"

“What about iti” ]

“¥ou want a man in his place,” said
Wilmot, “Any uze my offering "

Wharton stared at him.

“Youi”

“Yes.. I don't know what Vernon-
Hmith is like when he's good; he's put
up rotten foothall ever since I've been
here, But I think I'm as good as he
ever was. I won't ack you to fake my
word for it, but if you care to put me
in & pick-up game I'll let you see for
vourself. T never meant to play Boccer
here—Y was going_ to chuck that, along
with evervthing else—but it’s not long
ginee I was playing, and I was cou-
sidered pretiy good.”

Wharton looked ab him,

“Then it's. true what Bunler says—
that he's seen you playing Soccer, aund
seen you bag poals against 8 good
toam ¥

“ Yes, that's trge”
1?;1:|:lﬂll I was on the vight track, after
all ¥

Wilmot smiled faintly, .

“Yes,” ho answered. “I'll prove it
if vou like. And if you want me Tl
fill that place in the fcam for the
Rockwood game.”

“And vou think 1'd trust you?” said
the captain of the Remove contemptu-
ously. “1 den't know whether you
mean what yon say, or whether you're
pulling my leg again—but I know I
wonldn’t trust you an inch, You've
made use of me onee: but once bitten
is twice shy! Is that all you've got to
pay 17 ]

“*Ves,” zaid Wilmeot in a low veice,
“*ihat’s all."

“Then I'll clear.”

Harry Wharton walked out of the
study : Wilmot was left standing with
Lurning checks,

THE :ND.
(The final yarn in this grand -geries,
featuring Evie Wilmot, s éntitled:
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DROPPING

IN ON MARS!

Iustalment No. 2 of Dicky
Nugvent’s Amazing Serial:
“'St. Sam’s in the Stratterspherel”

“Lovmme ! 1

It was Mr. I. Jolliwell
Licklam, of the 5t, Sam's
Fourth, who mede "that
cresclomation, He had
Leen eifling-in an armchair

-seat in Professor Potty'a
steel rocket, reading the
newspaper he had brought
with him to while away the
jerney to ithe moon, when
something made him  sit
Liolt upright with a sudden
slariled gasp.

“ Lumme ! " he repeeted.

* Lickham ! Lickham!!
How many more times am
1 to tell you not to use
common eggspressions like
Famme ! ¥ " ¢ride Doctor
Hirchemall weerily. ° Let
us keep to  civilised
sinndards, Lickham, even
though we do happen to be
n tuEple of thowsand miles
off the earth ! If you went
io eprspress serprize, say
‘Grate pip!' er °
my  giddy aunt!’'—not
‘Lumme!"  What's the
trubble, anyway §"

“ Trubble enuff, sir, T
ran give you my word! ™
wimperedd  Mr,  Lickham,
“I've just remembercd
ithot the new moon's only
iwg days old! Do wyou
realise what that means,
gir It moans that thers
will hardly be enuff of it
for us to see—Ilet anlone
land on ! ™

DoctorBirecehemall
wisaled.

“¥Few! I never (hought
of that!*™ he gasped.
“Lemme seo!™ .

Hea darted acrosa to the
winder of Professor Polty's
rocket, where Jolly and
Al aril  DBright and
Yearless and Barrcll of the
Fourth wero parxing out
into the slrattersphere,
{ne plance was suifishant.
It was onlv & orescent
moon, and a jolly thin
vroseent moon at that!
The Head gave a snort of
disgust,

Jack Jolly & Co. locked
round.

“ Halle, halle, sir!™
eride Jack Jolly, ** What's
up "

“We are—and 1 jolly
well wish we'd stayed down,
now 1"’ growled the Hend.
* It's a new moon, boys!
There's hardly snything of
}1 t 11

* Oh, grate pip1 ™

H Hﬂiigru m;;]rl:lih, gir1 ™
Iroke in Frank Fearless,
“Haven't you  always
fgught us at 5t. Sam’as
that the moon 15 alwaye
ithere, ‘'even when there’s
only 4 slice of it showing 7

“ Probably I have,” said
the Head, with & rye grin.
“"But it'a one thing to
belesve that while you're
in a class.-room at Bt

h, i;uu like,

Som's, and guite
ancther to beleeve it
when you're actually

g
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on your way to the
moon !

“0Oh, erams! What's
going to happen, then, sir,

if we don't lund on the
moon 77
i I‘reaumah!;,r we shell pa

careering on in a straight
line till we hit something—
end then wo shall sece
gtars [ '' gaid the Headd, with
a8 roguish twinkle in lus
Evea,

i HE, hﬂh hl‘t ' "

A howl of terror from
Mr. Lickham interrupted
the juniors’ laughter.

“Yarooocooo! I want
to go back | Let's man the
lifeboata ! '*

* Unforchumtly, my
dear Lickham, we omitied
to bring anyl However,
we can throw you out, if
and see what
iappens to youl™

“ Wooooop ! Leggo, bust
{r_mt” shroeked Mr,
ickham, as the Head

joakingly reached forward.
“1'm not going floating
ohout in the strattersphere
without wisibla means of
support, to please you or

pnyone else! 1 won't
stand '
“Then sit down, old

bean 1 ** grinned the Head,
putting the Fourth Form
master gently but firmly
back mio his sgeat. " And
talking about vizsible means
of support reminds me—
we haven’t had supper yet !
Barrell 1 ¥

“Ye-es, sir!" stam-
mered Tubby Barrell, who
was wobbling like a jelly
with fright.

space. When he drew it
back a moment later the
juniors were serprized to
sea [that it was full of
mﬂk‘i’!’n?h h h

““What the thump—-~">"
they sjaculated.

“ Berprized, boys, ch "
larfed the Head, as he
deposited the jug on the
table, “ There's no need

to be, though, really, you
know. As it happens, you
see, We & ab present

asaing through the Milky

ay. 90 the obvious thing
to tfn. 83 we had run short
of milk, was to dip the
jug and help ourselveal”

“ Grate pip 1 ™
* Now get on with thoss

ao3ges, Barrell!" ordered
Doetor Birchemall,

Everybody cheerad up
wunderfully under the
warming  inflewance of
supper, and by the time
the last crum had wvan.
niaheil, ]I:F'ﬁn '_"lrl':'_.t Liﬁlﬂl_ﬂm
was looking quite happy.
But the Iﬁd BOOIL TE=
minded him of his trubblea
again, when he spoke to
Tubby.

(13 %F? BH.I'I'E“,"
Head said, “ you look a
new roan after vour feed.

Your fizz iz heaming like §f

a full moont™

“ {Groooo 1 ™
Lickham.
me again that there's only

4 new moon at present ! :

Let's have & loock and ses
if we'ra near it by this
time 1 ™

the 1

Doctor Birchemall and
the boya could sea for them-
gelves that what Mr, Lick-
ham had said was only toe
trew. In spite of what the
text-boocks abt S5t. Ham's
aald about it, the crescent
moon was only a crescent,
and nothing more—and
there wasn't the slitest
hoap of landing on it !

“ That showe how much
reliance you can place in
dashed astronomera!' ra-
marked tho Hoad bitterly,
-mﬂdth-:a HATY E&]_na nfmcrn
gradually reseedi rom
them. “ Il inll;,r“?gmll tell
'em what I think of 'em
when we got back.,"

“'When'1"  groaned
Mr Lickham. * You mean
“if,” don't you, sir 1™ .

“Well, anyway, even
if it comes to the worst, I
eggspect we shall land on
one of the hevvenly bodies

. - e = gl

oaned Mr,
“ That reminds %

sooner or later,” said the

+ big

% “ That'a Mara!"”

} which you can see elearly

¢ seo whether that idea holds

going to happen if we lang
on a hawnn;f body frrin
which we can't return %

“*In that case, I suppose
the only thing to do will
be to stay there,” grinned
tho Head. “I dare eoy
we shall find plenty stoY
amuas ua. After sll, it will
be rather fun, eggsploring
a new planet for the rest
of our lives, won't it 7" _
“ Neo, it won't ! r®arind
Mr, Lickhsm. "“If you
unegine I want to sperd
tho reet of my days hiking
round & blessed star, ;:,n:ru"ra
made & jolly big mistaks,
I can tell youl™

“Lond ho!" eang out
Frank Foarless at that
moment, happily intarmtgl-'*
ing an argewment %
looked like devslopitg tn
rather heated lines.

All eyes were direotud
out of the winder agai,
and there was a mermezi
interest fromr the adwes
cherers as they saw that
they were approaching .s
'[lanat. ]
esg my eole ! ™ epra.
claimed D::-c{ur Birchem |,

“Ien't thet the planet
that's supposed to in-
habited, pir ' -

= Bsked
orry. ;
Tha Head nodded.
* Quite right, Merry. 1t
is eaid that those lines

marked across the

lanek
are canals. We sh

it

water or not.”
“My hat!® eride M-
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THE TRUTH ABOUT
the HOODED HORROR

By TOM BROWN

Don't worry any more

sbout the Hooded Horror

of the School House, you
kide ! I've tracked it to its
lair and found out all about
it, and you can take my
word for it, there’s nothing
to bo seared of |

It needed & bit of nerve
to follow it up, I don't
mind admitting ! As those

who've seen it know, it's g
pretty weird sight in a
wintry dusk,

- There’a & hood over ite
head and & wrap round its
mouth. A long, nondescripl
garment hangs over its
bedy end flaps around is
feet. It shufflea along with
a ng:i:—like etep—down
the Hemove stairs, through
Big Hall, then out into the
shadowy quad. Bmoke can
be seén coming away from
it in thin wisps at times!

But I overcame my fears
and followed it. I wanted
to find out its secrek.

After leaving the School
House, it went for a walk

(Continued from previous
column. ) '

tion is one of grate gravity,”
said the Head. " Strap on
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round the gqued and
through the Cloisters,
Then it came back to
the House, glided u
the stairs again, ang
returned to the Re-
move passapge, And,
believe 1t or mnot, it
finished up by turn-
m% into Study No. 7!
plucked up co
and followed it in before it
could shut the door! Then
it threw back ita hood and
revealed to my astonighed
¢ the claasio features of
ear old Alonzo Todd |
“What the merry
dickens——"" I gasped.
* Good-evening, my dear
Brown ! " beamed ‘Lonsy,
" What's the idea of the
disgnise 7" I asked in
samazement,
“ Disguise, my dear
Brown? I assure you I
had no mt.a?ii_'riﬂnﬁnf dis-
guising myself | e you
referring, perchanee, tuﬁy
unorthodox habiliments § ™
“ Just that ! " I nodded.
* What's the idea of ‘em,
"Lonzy ™
Alonzo Toda beamed.
“I can easily explain
that, my dear Brown, and
I hasten with pleasure to
do eo. Yom see, I am at
resent suffering from a

“Well 1¥

“ That being
emiled ‘Lonmzy, *I have
gone {0 some pains to wmg

the case,"

myrelf well before
teke a w ! That igallt ™

M M.m.-my hat ! But the
smoke that was eomin
from wout?” [ ask
faintly.

“That, my dear Brown,
was from my home.made
winter-warmer,"” explained
‘Lonzy. * Hera it ig1 ™

" Grooooogh ! Ouch I
Reepitaway ! I yelled,
aa Alonze Todd put in
front of my nose an old
cocoa tin full of burning
TRgE.

“If there 18 any more
inforraation I can - give
you——"" said 'Lonzy,

“ Thanks, But I've just
remembersd an important
appointment ! ¥ I gasped,

COKER SHOULD
WEAR A LABEL!

Declares BOB CHERRY

I've always said that Coker iz & menace to himself
a8 wall as to the general public, and what happened
thia week proves it beyond all doubt.

It was Sam's oec from eaptivity that did it.
Sam i3 a gorilla, one of the stars of Barley &
Ba ‘A cirous, which has been pitched on
Courtfield Common all the weelkt. When the news
went forth that S8am had cscaped, there wes a bit
of & panic in the distriet, belisve me !

They said the tricks that Sam did in the ring
would be nothing compared with the tricks he'd get

to with the first human being he had in Eeiﬂ
clutchea. 8o everybody was jolly anxious to ses
Sam eafely under lock and key ogain, and armed
searchers started scouring the countryside to see if
they eould find him,

Mr. Prout bheaded one party from Greyfriors, Mr.
Prout carried his celebratcd Wincheater repeater, and
the seniors with him were armed with rifles belonging
to the school cadet corps.

Coker headed another party—consisting of himself
only ! Ewven Potter and Greene weren't risking an
agamuun with Coker while he was carrying a loaded
rifle |

Mr. Prout's party nt about two hours before
they got on the track of anything, but at the end of
that time their patienco was rewarded, and they
discovered unmistakable signs that a big biped had
been treading down the un th and crashing
thro the gushan in Friardale Woods. Of course,
ﬂl?’ ollowed the trail without waste of time.

t wasn't long before theoy caught up with their
quarry. There he was, ing behind a tree, just
aa though he was wai to fall on some vietim and
rend him linb from limh! Mz, Prout made a sign
for silence.

* Quiet, boys!" he said, as he raised his rifle.
* The creature is obviously in wait for somebody,
There is no alfernative but to kill him.”

“ Kill him ¥ "

“ Yeoa, loave it to mal

The seniors nodded and examined their own guna
—jusat in cage Prout misaed.

" Ugly-looking brute, what ? " Blundell murmured,

* What-ho ! Something uncannily human about
him, though,” said Tomlinson major. * Rerninds
me of sorneons I know—can't quite think who.”

Potter scrowed his eyes up end examined the
beast more clogely, Then he jumped.

“ Half a minuats, sir—"7 ’

“ Please do not talk, Potter, while I am taking
aim 1 ¥ grunted Mr. Prout.

‘* Yes, but half a minute, sir!
the gorilla 7™

Ir. Prout lowered his gun and examined his target
ain,

Are you sure it's

t] : . X onr erash helmets aiid gir- hold a handkerchief to
“Just grill a few, eos-| He led the way to the|pead hoapfully. * 8o it | Lickhem, * We're rushing Emhigned guita, lads! Elt rm of dyﬁ'gepsia which fmy i::agsa 83 the smell of | * Why, undoubtedly it is!” he boomed. * The
sidges  and mako some |winder. When he looked | 0 1ot be 80  bad, | towards it at & dickers <f | wun't ba long now before|requires that I should take|'Lonzy's  winter-warmer | fi and the physiognomy are most certainly those
coffy, will you?. Then |out, o hollow moan escaped Lieﬁ}mm, aftor gl 1" & speed now! I suppete|ws land !} & walk after tea each day.” |spread itself over the gtudy. | of a gorilla, Potter. What do you imagine it to be ¢t 2
we'll all sit down and have | his lips. “That's all very well, |We're being drawn down| (What ¢y going to ha “ Well 2 And off I hopped, with | Totter hesitated.
R e s "I knew it!” ho cride. |sir, but you have to|On to the surfiss of wals ouy old pals now? For| “But the doctor has|the firm intention ofleaving | * I'm not sure, of course, sir. It's very much like
i E’ES-_BH% Bald Tublg:ﬁ We're not going to land | remember that Professor Elane:?bymagmumk fﬂm‘_‘- the answer, read r.'mfaﬂ-‘%f» forbidden me, on account|'Lonzy severely slone till | a gorilla, I know. Butitlooksa lotlike Coker, too !
rightening up. “ But I'm | on the moon at all!| Potty's rocket was only |87 ]! laughs inslalment of “ Si.|of a cold from which I am|the weather gets warmer ‘Oh!" gasped Mr. Prout. “Surely it canngg
afraid we'll have to have | We're just pessing through | desined for coming bac Eggeactly. Our posl| gqmts in the Strattersphers " |also suffering, to go out of jand the need for cocon tins "
the coffy 1.;!&4:[{.* We've | it | ¥ from the moon,” groaned (Continued at foot of in. the next dssue ¢f ihe|doors after dark unless I|filled with burning rags| “Let's go a little closer and see, suggested
ki Eshtﬁu ﬂ:fa milk,” “ Oh, my hat ! Mr. Lickham. ‘ What's next column.) “ Herald.") am well wrapped up!’ |has passed | Blundell. '
Fios ﬂd ; ea : The entire party moved forward, and sure
wned for & WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! enough when they cxemined the crouching
moment, Then e i - closely they found that it was none
he croased over ; 4 other than Coker |
tndﬂ;'? ggadder .- iy * {" MNeedless to say, the thought that he had
and fi ‘m: ; e . .- almost shot one of his own pupils gave Mr.
sole ! 1t couldn’s i i Y 9% : e Gl oy
J o 37 . Al : riare without ubh any moré about
hiw Imppeimd 7 o : . Bam—which was just :ii:g well, since it after-
& a:”bhat or | == N ¥ : . ; wards turned out that cireus handa had
time 1 he eggs- Y 1tH " trapped the miszing animal earlier in the
claimed, * Give 7| : ” ] Pk _ : o aftarnoon !
i i oy Wt Wl i A0 Dol Bud b uuee s
3 ; ooked very proud when Paris ol Greylriars are very old, Thongh Loder and Waiker of sheed ] ou 8o idea ot 4 continually
 TabbyBarrell  he' returned from- a shooting Bavins boen bult by fho monks Gixsh o - paiss Gz i o lovac ki Mbctwne Iescinsiet. Alohey when Lord Gotmer bt ) DL UA{ecears better mans 858 vaning, doeon't it 1 To me, it seema idiotic
_ ottor . exﬁi;zﬁn, having brooght down themselves in the century. loat between them, When Walkerr Bedd thathe was late lor class. Arthor Augustus D'Arcy, of Bt uuhfummfﬁ'm-uﬂ into  that he should go about like an ordinary.
Birchemall & ?Iu ; nh:hu watched It is said that the ghoet of the Inst loat money gamblisg at thes a8 to why he had lor- Jim’s, Sew over in his noew mono- anon-slop snack oounter, eataring bumen being when he's in such dire danger
g anduie el el e sy (i shiall enlul R G Rerh ke o83, 2% nl e hnr B charl e g ey o742 BRI ol oo bt o 1 ek
aiming s  pheasant. When he won’t go near (he spotafir dark | When Lofst Raokeds  Jogr,” Ien siodlog Biauie Hio i o 1o win T4 fordla ECA 8 giady CStger o the
ly, opened the  wenrg it, My, Prout’s cars burned. Bunter refuses to go * cloister 2 -Walker ohmokied. 1idk.p aie of} ' ", thon o @ footes Srtare, Harer by i+ thpaien s T enattie wblic oad & W Y
winder and held  Why?  That was tha 5 barning *? it, .u]:;n: bis " Iﬂlﬁm n_..‘-di:ﬂmig : ;IIE!EII 7 “-lﬂﬂl _ﬁ t!'m ‘* mm‘u Harry - ]!'H““‘hm » s nmﬂ‘“ﬂnrr w‘ﬁ'h'jr shouldn't he be made to weara label ?
the jug out mmio .guestion | : Wingate | -peply | aby 2 mm&ﬁ“w“f i e FORRE AnVEbaE: : Either that or & maak | .



