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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Smithy’s Rag !

é AG him 17
B Harry Wharton heard that
whisper in ithe dark, and

jumped.

He was coming down [rom his study,
and, to his surprise, found that the
llght was out on the Remove staircase.

He was groping for the switeh at
tho head of tho stairs when that
whisper reached him from the landing
below.

Suppressed as the voice was, he
recognised the tones of Herbort Voer-
non-Smith, thoe Dounder of Greyiriars.

He stared down over the banisters,

But the well of the staircase was like
a pit of blackness. He could see
nothing.

But he could hear a sound of sup-

pressed  breathing, and a  subdued
chuckle; them cames & sound of
scullng.

dﬁ?rmcbﬂdy had been collared in the
BEK.

That somebody, coming up the stairs,
had evidently run into an ambush on
the middle landing. Smithy and his
companions had been warting i the
dark, and they had bagged hnm as be
Carmna,

Evidently it was a *rag.™

The sound of scuMling intensified.
Judging by it, a8 good many fellows
wers mixed up on the landin
ever it was that had been “%&ggﬂd i3
was puttmg‘ up a strenuous resistance.
It was quite a terrific struggle,
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“Owl"” came a sudden howl. There
was & heavy fall

“ Look out !

“"Hold him [

“8Berag him'™™

“Pin the brate!" .

The p :mtlﬂg volces floated up in the
dark, and ‘YWharton grinned &3 he
heard them. The DBounder & Co. had
cought their victim, whoever he was;
but he seemcd to ba giving them a
lot of trouble. Wharton wondered
whether it was Coker of the Fifth, If
this was a rag on Horace Coker, he
was guite willing to lend a hand—and
it sounded as if one was needed.

“Got him !" came the panting tones
af the Bounder.

There was a thudding,
scufffing and serambling.
was down, with fellows
over him.

“Whara's the  dustor?¥

“ Haven't vou wrot it, you ass®”

“Here it 151"

¥ 2tick 1t 1n hiz mouth IV

A purgle followed. )

Harry Wharton ceazed te grin. The
Bounder was the fellow for wild and
reckless rags; bnt this scemed to the
captain of the Remove rather beyond
the limit. He leaned over the banisicrs
and called down:

“Diraw it mild, Smithy "

There was a stariled e:.clnmutmn be-
law. Two or three volees exclaimed
tngerhnr

‘Who's that "’

"Iz that Wharton "

The Bounder's voice came with 2
EnAP.

cop out of this, Wharton! Yeu're

and o
Somebody
serambling
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not wanted herel
bizney I"’

“Bounds to me as if I am wanted,”
answered the captain of the Remove.

Mind your own

“A rag's a rag, ETmtll;-.'- but thore's
a lmait, though you don't secm Lo know
tH‘

He groped for the switch
found it, snd turncd on the g
Then he ran down to the middle

landing.
dozen of the Hemove were

El: Bll‘]‘,

Half & 1 .
there. A fellow was sprawling on his
back, with Bolsover major clapping a
hand over a duster stulled inta his
mouth. Skioner and Snoop were haold-
ing his arms. Vernon-Bimnith and Stoit
were grabbing his legs.

But the wictim was not, as YWharton
had supposed, Coker of the Fifth. He
was & junior—no other than Erie Wil
mat, tha new fellow in the Homove.

Wilmnt.’s nandsome face was crimson
with exertion, his eyes flathing. Il
was still striving to resist, though in
VRIT.

“Wilmot [ exclaimed Elarry.

The rag era blinked at him in the
sudden light, The Bounder gave himn
an angry gtarm ;

“You fool! What did vou put the
light on for? ‘The cad will know us
now—to ic]l tales to his dashed Uncle
Hacker.”

“Let him go!"

“Ratz to you ! sparled the Bounder.

“But what on earth's the game?"’
exclaimed Harry Wharton, 1 don't
like the fellow anvy more than you da,
Smithy; but there's a limit, as I said.
What are you up to, anyhow?"

“1'N tell you !’ snapped the Bounder,
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“Wa'ra
hiz uncle’s study, for. Hacker to- find
when he comes from the Mastars’
Meeting in Common-room. He greases
up to Hacker, and we're jolly well
going to show Hacker what wae think
of & srieak in the Remove "

“You mad asal” exclaimed Whar-
ton, aghast,

He understcod now why the ambush
had been laid in the dark. .

It was believed in the Remove that
Eric Wilmot * greased,” as the juniors
described it, to- his unole, who was
master of the Bhell. Certainly Hacker,
who was fussy, had given Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove, a good: deal
of worry about that mew member of
hiz Form.

If that reckless rag was earried ont,
obviously it was necessary to keep the
identity of the raggers a secret. If
Wilmot was able to name them, no-
body doubted that he would do =o.

For which reason Bmithy's oom-
anions wera now looking very
ubious. Wharton, turning on the

light, had rather spoiled the scheme.
‘Tie up his fine, Bkinner " enapped
the Bounder. _
Skinner hesitated.
_In the  dark, which eloaked hia
identity, Skinner was prepared to bhack
up the Bounder to any extent. But his
nerve evaporated in the light.

“Look herel He's seen us now,
Smithy I muttered Skinner,

“] don’t care!"

“Well, I do! I don’t want to be n?
for o _Head's flogging! The tick will
give Haocker our names—"

“Let him I

“Look bherel” muttered 8noop.
“The game's up, through that fool
Wharton | Better chuck it, Smithy ™

“Much better,” said Harry., * Chuck
it, for dness” - sake, Smithy]
There'll be o fearful row if vou start
Hucker on to Quelch again sbout his
precious Erie. You don’t want 5 row
with Qualeh.”

“Bloss Qualeh ! Give me that duster,
Skinner, if vou'ra In a funk™

Tha Bnuugai' jorked the duster from
Skinner, and dragged Wilmot's werists
together. His comrades might be
dubious, and disposed to “chuck it™;
but the Bounder was -n-batmatal{ deter-
mined to carry on, regardless of
COnsSCquences,

Harry  Wharton stepped forward,

pushed Bolsover aside, and pulled the
Eu;g from Wilmot's mouth. The
ounder gave a yell of rage.

“ Hands off, you meddling fool "

“Chuck itl" said Harry  decisively.
“It's too thick, Bmithy! Buck up,
;-E;I:FPH I'll lend you o hand out of

is

Wilmoet pantad.

“Wait till you're asked!
asked you to help me!”

“0Oh 1" ejaculated Wharton.

The Bounder laughed scoffingly.

“That's the thailllga vou get me the
rotter ! Now mind your own busineas,
end leave us aloneI”
bﬂ‘::;];hartnn sot his lips, and stepped

I've not
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olog to stick the fellow in -

#Very well,”? he gaid. “I1f you don't
want- any help, Wilmot, I won’t shove
it at youl . You've asked -for this,
anyhow, with your greasing
sneaking—"

“That's a lial™

Wharten gave him & look, turned,
and went up the Remove staircase
again, -Bolsover major grabbed the

ag again, and shoved it back into

ric Wilmot’s mouth, in spite of his
struggles. The Bounder knotted the
other duster round his wrists.

“Now pgive me a hand with the
cad |"” he snspped.
- “*But he knows uws now,” faltered
Skinner. “Ho will tell Hacker., We
shall all be up before the Head.”

“You can .crawl mway if you're

funky,” said the Bounder scornfully,

kinner did not need telling twice.
He wont up the Remove stairease after
Wharton, and Sncop, after a moment's
hesitation, followed him.

“You fellows got cold feet, too?”
gneered the Bounder, with a glare at
Btott and Bdleover major. )

“Corry onl” said Belsover stolidly,
“The cad will sneak about this, any-
how, so0 we may 83 well put 1t
through.” .

““In for s penny, in for a pound | said
Biott.

With the shadow of -the past casi
behind him, Eric Wilmot, the
new boy in the Greyiriars Remove,
turns over a new leaf and comes
out strong as a foothaller !

“{zet him along, then!”

And Erie Wilmot, in the grasp of the
three, was walk down the lower
gtaars,

Stott ent ahead to scout. But he re-
turned. with tha . rt that all was
clear. The Masters’ Meeting was going
on in Common-room: Masters' Studies,
generally & dengerous quarter for
juniors, waa oquite safe. And Erio

ilmat, still wainly lhtﬂmptini;' to re-
sist, was bundled along hurriedly to the
%tf 1 of Mr., Hacker, the master of the

ell.

P —y —

THE SEGCOND CHAFPTER.
Bunter Wants His Pal |

éf HIRTY 1* asked Billy Bunter,
S “Fathead I
“Well, you look it1 You've
got a rotten temper, Wharton 1™
“ Apg ¥
“How Nugent can stand it I don't
know {* eaid the fat Owl of the Re-
move, " How do you stand it, Nugent ™
Frank Nugent did not answer that
guestion. He Eiﬁi:ed up & Latin die-
tionsry from the study table and took
aim. The missile whizzed.
Bunter dodged just in time.
The “dick ® crashed on the door of
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Stady No. 1. It dropped to the floor
with & thud.

“Beast !” gasped Bunter. .

“Inkpot next?” asked Frank Nugent.
“If you're not outside in one jump—"

“Look here, a chap can come into o
study to see a pall” hooted Bunter,
with wary eyes and spectacles on the
look-out for the inkpot. “Where's
Wilmet i

“Don't know, and don't eare!”

“Well, & man expects to find o man in
hia study I” grunted Bunter. “ Wharton
becn rowing with him again? You're
always rowing, Wharton.” ]

“Oh, get ou$, you fat ass!” said the
captain of the Remove. ;

Harry Wharton was not [looking

exactly “shirty,” as Bunter deseribed
it. But he was undoubtedly in au
annoved frame of mind when he came
back to his study after the encounter on
the staircase,
_ He “barred ¥ Hacker's nephew, and
it had been rather against the grain
that he hnd offered to help him out of
the hands of the raggers. Wilmot's re-
fusal of his help was neither grateful
nor comforting. Heo wished that he had
left tho fellow alone in the first place—
a8 he had done after that rebuff.

At the same £ime, he was rather
worried about the Bounder’s wild rap.
Had such a rag been carried out in
secret it would have been recklesa
enough. But, owing to Wharton, there
was no longer any secrot about it, and o
little common sense would have made
Smithy “chuck ™ it. N

If Wilmot gave the raggers away,
when inguiry was made, there would be
heav unishments—and Wharton had
ne doubt that he would. And, though
he was not on the best of terms with
Smithy just now, he hated the idea of
being the cause of the Bounder getting 2
Head's flogging. Altogether the whole
thing was a worry. :

“T want to see Wilmot,” went on
Billy Bunter. “I hardly ever find himn
in thia study. You might be civil to a
pel of mine.” : .

“You'd hardly ever find him at all, if
he could help it!” grinned Frank

Nugent. “You may be Wilmot's pal—
but evervbody knows exactly how pally
he feels to you, you fat fraud.”

“Oh, roally, Nugent !

(o and look for him, and take your
fece away with youl” %mnbadjha cap-
tain of the Remove. "It worries me.

“That's vou all over., Wharton—
joalous of a chap's good looks—"

“Oh, my hat!” ,

“The fact i3, you fellows™ suid
Bunter confidentially, “I'va been disap-
pointed about s postsl order—*

“ And that's why you want to see Wil-
maot 7 snnpﬁed Wharton. “How many
bobs and half-crowns have you bor-
rowed from him since he came ¥

“I suppozo o pal oan lend a pal a bob
or two, without you barging in, Whar-
ton!” smaid Billy Bunter warmly.
“Wilmot may have lent me a few half-
crowns! Well, considering what I've
done for him—" .
“Well, what have you done for him*”
““Oh, nothing ! sa1d Bunter promptly.

NEXT WEEK!
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“I don't know anything about the chap,
as I've told you a lot of times, and I'm
not keeping it dark. He uever asked
me to, the day he came. Besides, I
promised I would, and I'm a fellow of
my word, I hope.”

Nugent laughed, and Harry Whar-
ton’s frowning face bvoko into a grin.
Billy Bunter had his own inimitable
way of keeping a sccrokb :

’txi’hn.t- Bunter could possibly know
about the new fellow that Wilmot
wanted him to keep dark, wes rather a
mystery. : :

But that there was something was re-
vealed by the masterly way Bunter kept
tho secret, as well as by the fact that
Wilmot tolerated the friendship of the
fat and fatuous Owl. )

Hacker's nephew had made no friends
in the Remove, though he had made

lenty of encmnics. Least of all was he
Ekc’iy to have desired to make friends
with Billy Bunter.

Ila avoided Bunter as much as he
could, and when be gould not aveid him
he tolerated him with ill-concealed im-
patience. Even  Bunter, probably,
would have been fed up with a friend-
ship on those lines, but for the fact
that he found his pal very useful on
ocoasions—rather freqguent occasions—
when his celebrated postsl order failed
te arrive.

The fat Ow! Dblinked indignantly
through his big spectacles at two grin-
ning faces,

“1 say, you fellows, I must say you're
rotten suspicious beasts!” he sard, with
deep indlg]'nat-i::am “Think I'd a=k
Wilmot to lend me half-crowns because
I'm keeping it dark for him about—
about—>"

“ About what?” chuckled Nugent.

“Oh, nothing! What I mean 18, it's
f:&t nothing to do with it! I oblige a
ellowr. Ha obliges me. Think I'm not
f;mug to sguare?” demanded Bunter
wtly. “I shall setile up every bob that
Wilmtot has lent me this term, when my
postal erder comes,™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“*Bleszed if I see I].]‘]}‘ﬂlj.nﬁ to cackle
at! You fellows may not be so par-
ticular about such things—I've slways
been. DBut the trouble at the prescnt
moment.”’ added Bunter, *is this—1 was
expecting & postal order from a titled
relation, and it hasn’t come. To tell
vou the truth, I'm absolutely stony
now."

“That’'s rather unusuall”
Frank Hu;g:ent

“Yes, it's rather unusnel for me to be
stony, old chap—*

“1 mean, for you to tell the truth!”

“Boast! Look here, where's Wilmot ?
Pvo asked half a dozen fellows, and

remarked

they don’t Lkoow. 'That  beast
Chergy—-" '
“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ =said DBob

Cherry's cheery voice at the door.
“Who's a beast, old fat mani™

Bunter spun round.

“0Ohl I-—I didn't sce you, old chap!
1 wasn't speaking of
] m]e&m;. thaﬁgﬁﬂgﬂhﬁu IE]"

“Mo?" as ohnn ull, appearin
in the passago behind :'ihh. EX .

*“0Oh crikey! Nunno 1 g?&pnd Bunter,
*I mean, I was speaking of Ink »

L]

“My esteemed self 7 inquired Hurrea
Jamset Bam Singh, as his dusky face
grinned into the study over Johnny's

shoulder. -

“Oh lor'! No! I—I meant—*

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Well, which one did you mean?”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “The one you
meant s gumg to bif wou on the
crumpet| Hay which

“I—I didn’t mean any of you fellows.

Tee Maawer Lisrary.—No. 1,460.
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I was really speaking of Bmithy I stoam-
méred Buuter. * That beast Emithy—"

“Well, 8mithy's nowhere about [ said
Bob. " 8ure you didn't mean that I was
o beast, old fat freaki” He lifted his

\ old fellow ! Bunter dodged
hastily. “But I say, you fellows, you
might tell me where %‘i’ilmcrt 157 It's
tea-time—"

“Usaful man at tes-time|” grinned
Bob, “The chap’s & worm, and a tick,
and gresses to the beaks, and can’t play
football—but useful at tea-time."

“Ho could play your head off at
footer, and chance it retorted Bunter.
“XI've scen him bagging goals—"

“Gammeon! Don't spin that yarn
again, Bunter I

T tell fc-u I've seen him—"

“And 1 tell you you haven't. Rin
off | Looked in to ses 1f you've settle
about the Hookwood team, Wharton,
old bean—"

“1t's practically setiled,” said Harry.
T MNugent will have to play in Smithy's
place, as he's no good, and——*

“And we'll hope for the best!” said

Nugent, with & grimace.
"1 say, you fellows, if you want my
advice—"

“Shut up ! roared the Famous Five,
with one voice. Advice from Billy
Bunter on the subject of football really
was not wanted in Study Ne. 1. . .

“Well, I could give you a tip1* de-
clared Bunter. “If you want to beat

Rookwood, you couldn’t do better than

play my pa Wilmot—if he'd play, of

ﬁ?urm' Hld use my influence with
| T}

““Cheese it!"

“Chuck it "

“8hut up ¥

“Yah!" retorted Bunter. He rolled
to the door. In the doorway, out of
reach, he turned, and gave the Fomous
Five a scornful ‘blink through his big
spectacles.  “Fat lot you fellows know
about Soccer! Look at the way Cherry
falls over his own feet, and Bull barges
ahout like 8 mad walrus, and the rest of

ou fumble and foozle! Boccer! Yah!

arbles ia vour game!”

Havin%ﬂdﬂ]ivered that Parthian shot,
Bunter Ited. Really, it was only
judicious to get promptly out of reach
of the Famous Five, after delivering
that devastating epinion of their powers
as exponents of the great game of
Soceer.

It was rather unfortunate for Bunter
that as he bolted out of the study door-
way Herbert Vernon-8mith reached it,
coming along from the stairs with a grin
on his face.

It was unfortunate for Smithy, tool

e grin vanished from his faca as
Bunter h&rgnﬂ inte him, sending him
spinning. Bunter's wﬂigflt. in & charge
wny no light matter.

“Oh 1" gasped the Bounder.

* Qoooogh 1" spluttered Bunter,

The fat junior reeled from the shock.
Vornon-Bmith went over with a bump.
The Famous Five, staring out of tho
studﬁ, rosared.

“Ha. ha, hal”

The Bounder was on his feet in a
twinkling. He jumped at Bunter, He
was damaged, and he seemed to want to
pas: the damage on:

“I say—— Ow! Lepggo!” howled
Bunter. “I say, I never saw
Yaroocoh! I a%g, old chap—
vou beast— hoop 1*

Thump. thump, thump !

“Whoop! I say, old beast—I mean
old chap—— Yaroooh! Leggol i
jolly well=—- VYarooop! I eay, you
ellows, draggimoff | yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal” 5

#There, you fat idiot!” gasped the

N —

Yah,

Bounder breathlessly.  *“There, you
blithering owll There, you pifiing
porker——"

“Ow! Beast! Wow ™

"Nuff's a8 good as a feast, Emil,hbﬁ”
gasped Bob Cherry, and ho gra
hold of the angry Bounder,
dragged him off Bunter,

“ Hands off, you fool |

*“Cut, Bunter, you fat ass1” _

Bunter promptly cut. Vernon-Smith
wrenched . himself away from Bob

herry's gras% with an angry glare at
the cheery Bob.

“What have you done with Wilmaot,
Smithy 1 asked Harry Wharton.

The angry scowl faded from the
Bounder’s face, and the grin returned to

it"
in Hacker's study,

and

“Fixed him u
recady for the old bean to find!™” he
answeraed. )

a5 hﬂEﬁ he'll get away befora Hackor
Fete— )

“He can't, I fancy; he’s tied to a
chair on Hacker's taﬁlﬂ.‘-"

“QOh crumbs!®

“With Hacker's wastepaper-hasket on
his head—"

“Oh, my hat I’

S“And Hacker's inkpot poured over
him—-="

“Bmithy, you nrad ass—"

“Burprise for Hacker when ha rolls
homo after the beaks' pow-wow——0o
what I grinned the Bounder.

“There'll ba & fearful row |

*1 shouldn't wonder 1™

The Bounder, grinning, went on up
the passage. Harry arton & Co,
locked at one another in silenoe Even
the Rookweod match was banished from
their thoughts by the Bounder's news.
That there would be a tremendous
“row™ was certainl And it was not
long in coming |

———————

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Shock For Hacker !

i M'&" dear Quelch——" said Mr.

Haocker.
_ lch compressed his
lips a hittle.

The Masters’ Meeti vhich Smithy
disrespectfully daanribes as tho * Beaks'
Pow-Wow “—was over, and tha various
members of the staff leaving the
Commeon-roorm.

Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth, was
still booming—Capper and Wiggins re-
luctantly lingering to listen to the boom.
Mr. Quelch was rather mecelerating, as
Hacker came out eftér him; he had a
suspicion that Hacker was going to talk,
and he did not want any talk from
Hacker. He could guess the subject .in
advance.

However, he slowed, as Hackor called
—hs could not actually cut the master
of the Bhell. And they walked along to

Masters' Studics together.

“1 was EﬁiﬂE to epeak to
ahout nephew in your
Mr. Hacker. '

The BEémove master suppressed a
enort] Ha had, of course, guessed that
one. He made no reply, and Haoker
went on:

“You have doubtless observed Erio
since he has beenrhere—>".

*“He has been very much thrust upon
my sttention, Mr. Hacker |¥ said tha
Remove master. " Really, sir—"

“I am, naturally, somewhat coficerned
shout him, as his uncle, air.™ aaid Mr.
Hacker stifiy. “The Remove is a
somewhat rough and unruly Form—"

“It iz my Form, Mr. Hacker ! said
Queleh, very distinctly,

you, uelch,
Form ™ zaid



“You will not expect me fo bé satis.
fied, Mr. Quelch, with my nephew's
progress in your Form!® said Mr.
Hacker tartly., * At his last school he
was universally popular; here, I cannct
help noticing that & dead set appesare to
have becn made against him by the
other bovs—"

“His own faunlt, sir!” said "Mr
Quelch. “A sulky, sullen temper ig no
recommendation, sirl Wilmot appears
to dosire to make no-friends—it would
almost appear that ho desires ro make
enamias, 5

“No doubt his misfortune at Topham
may have affected hia outlook a little,”
conceded Mr. Hacker. * Allowances
must be made for that.™

“Allpwances are made for it by mal

A

Sounds of commotion eoming

Gragf‘er;ari at &
They cannot be made by the Remove 11y, Mr. Quelech—"

EVERY SATURDAY

“If ha has not carried complaints ‘o

vou, sir——"

“Ha Wﬂﬂiﬂl{ has not1? exclaimed
Mr. Hacker. *“On one oceasion un'iﬁ
he asked me to use my influence wit
you to excuss him from detention. I
told you so. On no other single occa-
sion, &l

“Then, air, your own want of tact has
eaused that impression in the Bemove,”
said Mr. grimly. “For there is
no doubt that the whole Form believes
him guilty of toadying—what they call
* greasing.’ ou desite vour nephew,
gir, to have a less unpleasant time in
my Form, I recommend you strongly to
leave him entirely to himself, and even
to forget that you have & mephew at

Ir
- -

!

l,ﬁﬂ

e

from below reachsd Wharton's ears. e switched on {ho light and raced down the stairs,

5

retained so complete a faith in the
Topham junior who had been expelied
in_disgrace.

Having switched on the light, the
master of the Bhell turned towards his
tablea. Then he suddenly stopped,
staring transfized.

He was not alone in the study.

.He astared at the strange sight that
met his eyes, almost unhﬁiﬂ?inglf. 4
junior was seated in & chair on the
table. He sat thers without moving—
for the excellent reason that his legs
were tied to the chair. He sat eilent—
for the egually excellent reason that a
duster was stuffed into his mouth.
Another duster secured his wrists to-
gather.

Hacker did not recognise him for the
moment. The handsome face was dis-

)

On the landing below ho saw & lellow sprawled on his back., Skinner and Snoop held his arms, and Vernon-Smith and Stott
his fegs, while Bolsover stuffed a duster Into his mouth, The vietim was not, as Wharton at first supposed, Coker of the
Fifth, but Erio Wilmot, the new boy. ** What's the gamé ? * exolaimed Wharton,

boys, who know nothing whatever about
ik. ou do not desire them to know, I
presiine ™

* My nephew could not remain here if
the' circumstances were kno as you
are very well aware, Mr. Quelch. Ha
was innocent of what was lsid to his
charge, as I most fully and firmly
believe—-~="

“] trust you ere right, sic {” said Mr.
Quelch dr:.r{v. “ Innocent or arwisa,
he would be well advised to change his
ways here. From your account of him,
he was a prominent footballer at Top-
ham; here, ha has sulkily refused to
take part in the Form games. More
than that, sir, there seems to be a
general impression in my Form that he
i3 & tale-bearer—whsat the boys csll &
sneak, sirl That they caonot be
expected to forgive.”

‘That is certaiply upjust and um-
true I exclaimed Mr, Hacker warmly.
“Erie ig quite incapable—%

master of the Bhall aci

“Reslly, Mr. Hacker—2
. “It nppears useless to discuss the
matter with you, Mr. IIee,ln:-.h 1* said the
“Quite, sir 1" said Mr. Quelch, “I
fully agrea1”

And, leaving Mr. Hacker at his study
door, the Remove master walked on to
his own stody, glad to be done with

Hacker and the topic of Hacker's

nephew.

1r. Hacker, frawninﬁ; entered his
stu&g and switched on the light. Mr.
Hacker was vory far from realising that
he mistook a fusay urge for interference
for a striot sonse of duty. The fact was
plain to Mr. Queleh.

But Hacker certainly had cause to be
concerned sbout his nephew, who ha
been turned out of his school, and whom
Dr, Locke had been extremely doubtful
about admitting to Greyfriars.

Hacker’s was not a trusting nature,
8o no doubt it was to his credit that he

d realised that the prisoner of

figured by streaks of ink, poured over
it .with_a liberal hand; am?,uth{s_ waite-
E@pﬁr—hﬂk&t. inverted on the junior’s
ead, came down to the bridge of hia

Blindfolded by that extra.
the tied junior

nose.
ordinary headgear,
could not see Hacler.
“Good gracious!” pgasped  Mr.
Hacker, finding his wvoice, “Who—
what—— What—who—2
A mumble came from the gagged

junior.,
“Who are you?" thundered Mr,
Hacker. “What are vou doing hera?

YWhat doea this meani”

Mumble |
Mr., Haocker aspotted the gag, and

18 study
ecould not speak. He grabbed it and
jerked it away. Then he knooked the
Eas;&p&p&bhaﬂkﬂt off the prisoper's
end.
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PART ONE READY NOW

Then, in spite of the smears and
streaks of ink, he recognised Wilmot of
the Remove.

“ErioI” he stuttered.

Wilmot, his faee orimeson whers it
was not black with ink, stared at his
uncle. He had wriggled and atrugghlad
wildly, since the mder & Co. had
left him there, but without being able
to get loose—Bmithy bad taken good
care of that!

He bad hoped, and longed, that
when he was found, it would be by
anybody but his Uncle Hacker. But
that was not likely, in Hacker’s study.
ﬂ{nﬂ it was Hao who had found

m'
“Erial’" repeated Mr. Hacker,
almost dizzily.

“I—I .may, get me loocze, will you?”

muttered Wilmot. “It—it's all right,
sir!  Only & reg—a joke——="
“The—the rasala! The—the ruf-

fiange! The Remove boys have done
g;ialll" spluttered the master  of  the
1ell.

Wilmot made no answer.
“Tall me who did this, Eris"

Na reply.
“Cannot wvou espeak{” gasped Mr.
Hacker., “My poor boy!" He did not

notica Wilmot wince. “I will releazo
at once, and report this matter
hmumir to : u;lchL They ehall be
ﬂd‘ﬁﬂliﬂ = 3
Qﬁgtrriedh the master of the Bhell
released the hapless new fellow. Eric
Wilmot almost fell off the table,
“Uncle I’ he exclasimed. " Don't—-"
Deaf to: his pephew's woice, Mr.
Hacker rushed—almost bounded—from
the study! With his gown streaming
behind him, in his haste, he rushed up
the pa like o thunderstorm—to
acquaint Mr. Queleh, without loss of
timea, with this latest and greatest out-
rage by that rough and unruly Form,
the Remove |

r—

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Unexpected !

INGATE of the Bixth came up
to the Remove passage.
Harry Wharton & Co. did not
need telling why he had
come: neither did the Bounder or his
friends.

“Form-room at once |” called out the
Greyfriars captain.

Most of the Remove follows wera in
their studies, or the passage, after
tea, Many of them knew, or guessed,
what was on; but most of the Form
ware in ignorance of the Bounder's
wﬁi yeks Wingate 1" called out

nything up, Wingate!" ca ou
Petar Todd.

“¥Yes " apswerad Wingate curtly.
“1 eay, you fellows—"’
MAre we all wanted 7¥ asked Hazel-

dena.

“All the Remove, and at
rapped Wingate, and bhe went down
the stairs again. “8ee that every man
goes in, Wharton.”

“Yes, Wingate."”

“What on earth’s the row?” azked

uiff.

@ Bounder, in the doorway of
Study No 4, launghed.

“ Something happened to Erie, per-
haps|” he remarked. “Where's dear
little Eria? Anybody secn Erici”

“Yen't ha in your study, Wharton?"
paked Tom Redwing.

“No 1
. & vou -been ragging him,
Bmithy, you as?” lskgg Redwing,
with an uneasy look at his chum.

f vou think so, old bean, don't

1]‘]



mention it to Quelch!” said the
Bounder, laughing.

‘;IH-:I need-—Wn' mqti o o
uncle, I supposa,”” sai wing, “'a
Hacker wi]?pha'ﬂ Quelch.” .

“Billy ass, if you have bean ragging
that greaser |” -maid -Ogilvy. "But
what is the whl'nlnlﬁ Fanir; whl;.uutad for? I
suppose W ven't a en ragging
deaf Little seweet Eric ™ N
- “Plossed if I know " said Smithy.
“Looks like an inguiry—so Quelch
can't have the names yet.”

- “Then there hes been a rag? msked
Tl:-&dg.
“Bhouldn"t wonder.”

“Get & move on, you men!" said
Harry Wharton. “We're all wanted.”

“"Wilmot can’t have given the names
vet I” muttered Bkinper. “Of course
he will. ¥You were an ass to carry on,
Smith i
"ﬂ.!i that fool Wharton's fault, for
turning on the light!” growled
Bolsover major. “That tick would
never have known us in the dark.”

“Borry 1” said the captain of the

£move. “But you should have
chugked it—="

“Wish we had!™ grunted Bolsover.
Now that the hour of reckoning - had
arrived, Bolsover was not feeling so
bold and reckless. “A man might be
eacked for it ¥

" Couldn’t sack five men in & bunch |”
said Smithy.

“Five ¥ repeated Bkinner. “Look
hore, I had nothing to do with stick.
ing the cad in Hacker's study—you
know that!™

“Nor 11" mumbled Snocop.

“I'm afraid you backed out too late

to _dadgs the consequences, old beans!”
grinned the Bounder. "“We're all for
it. Bet you Erio will give sll the

narmes |
“Draw it mild, SBmithy I"* said Lord

.Piﬁuimrar. k‘;I i Lﬁci:;:t tgjnkf the
cllow's & snea tick, i (~11}
like; but—=" ?

“Then :,-au'i-n a silly ass!” enapped
the Bounder. *“Every man in the
Form knows he's & gresser and a
snesk, and that's why he's been

ra‘gfﬂd,”
8 that why ¥ asked Mauly.
" Yon, nas)”
“Not because he whopped you in »

scmﬁ ol
“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Look here,
idiot——""

“Ob, come onl!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton “If we keep Quelch waiting,
it won't improve matters.”

Some of the Removites were alread
fmn% down the stairs. The rest fol.
owed themn. Harry Wharton rooted
out . other members of the Form from
the Rag, and the whols of the Remove
marched to their Form-room—with the
exception of Erie Wilmot, who was
not to bo seen.

He_ was seen, however, as soon as
the juniors arrived in the Remove-

you silly, cheeky

IO,
He was al:nm!in% there with his unelas,
the master of the Bhell, and Mr

Quelch. Bome of the juniors grinned
at the sight of him. = His face was
still etreaked and smeared with ink,
his hair tousled like a mop. He had
not yel had time to put himself to
rights after the rag.

ut the expression on Mr. Quelch'a
face that it was no prinning
matter.. Hacker was almost purple;
but the Remove master was pale with

snger.
?ﬂ_ﬂ-ﬂ as he was with Hacker..and
bis pephew, nothing oould have

wore unwelcome to Mr. Quelch than

will - tell his 1

been hands, Mr. Hacker!*

EVERY SATURDAY

this. tremendous rag. It wa: a rag
beyond all bounds—quite outside the
imit. And it placed the HRemove
master in an awkward snd painful
position. Tt seemed to justify Hacker's
continual complaints that his pephew
was ill-used in Quelch’s Form.

Mr. Quelch's eyes glittered at his
Form, as they stood in silence. It was
clear - that he was going to take the
sternest possible view this ocgur-
rence.

It was mot a matter for canings or

detentions. ' It mcant Hoggings from
the Head, at least. :

Indeed, it was gquite possible that it
might mean expulsions.
hardy and reckless Bounder felt =
twinge of uneasiness, ag he read, the
®xpression on the speaking countenbnece
of Henry Bamuel Quelch.

“Boysl” said Mr. Quelch, in & voice.

that was not loud, but very deep. " An
outrage—an unprecedented outrage—
has taken place during the Masters
Meeting a short time ago! Every boy
who entered Mr. Hacker's study will
stand forward!'

MAGIC

Even the
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_*1 shall deal with this matter, sir,

in my own Form-room, In my own
way 1" said Mr. Qualoh.
You will not ba able to extract the

truth from your Form, siri” barked
Mr. Hacker.

“Mr. Quelch will hear the truth from
his Form, or nothing, sir!” said
Herry Wharton coolly.

Hacker gave the captain of the
Remove & glare.
“Were yvou concerned in this, Whar-

ton? I think it very probable! Tell
me, at once, if you were concerned
in this{"

“] shall answer my own Form-
maater, sir, if ha guestions me!l”
retorted Whaston. “I am here at Mr.
Quelch’s ordere—="

“¥ou insclent young rascal——"*

“Mr. Hacker, insist upon your
leaving this matter in my hands (" ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch. "I will not pers
mit . Bir, to question my Form."

"h{rn.u Quelch—*

*Until you are silent, sir. the matter
cannot proceed I said the Remove
master.

Nobody stood forward.

Bkinner and Snoop wriggled un-
easily, with sickly {faces avlng
backed out before the actual rag ha
taken place, they hoped to eseapo
the consequences, or the woret of them,

at  least But they were deeply
alarmed. . 5

Bolsover major and Stott locked
surly. The Bounder was as cool as ice.

Heo. bad not the slightest doubt that
Wilmot was going to give him away.
But he had no intention of giving
himself-away. -

Thera was a brief pause.

“I call upon the boys concerncd in
this uutr&g‘e to stand forward " said
Mr. Quele

There was no stir 1n the ranks of the
Remove If Mr. Quelch expected any
follow %o own up, he was disap-
pointed. © ]

??‘11& Hm:kifr broke in. i

¥ néphew, BIr, can give you the
names of the who attacked him!*
ha barked. to ask wyour

"It is useless
Form to admit what they have done.”
“Please’ loava 'thia - matter in ‘my

“Very well, sir; but I insist—2

Mr. Hﬁ-:kﬁr oontralled himself with
diffioulty.

“Now, my boys,” went om Mr.
Quelch, *the truth of this matter must
be made known = An unprecedented
outrage has tsken place in & master's
study. Wilmot, of this Form, appears
to have been taken by viclence to Mr.
Hacker's study, tied to a chair on the
table, gagged with & duster, and
smothered with ink|

“It ia a matter for tha headmastar
to dea! with, and I hope and trust that
Dr. Locke will not consider 1t neces-
sary to expel any member of the Form,
But ho is certain to take an extremely
sertous view of an outrage in a
master's study! Once more, I ask the
boys concerned in this matter to stand
forward ™ -

There was another pause.

“ Very well,” said Mr. Quelch at last.
“If the boys concerned will not confess,
I have no alternstive but to ssk Wilmot
to name -them.” -

Thers was a sound of hissing in the
Bemove. i .

" Hilance | Wilmot, give me the names

Tax -Magner LmBary,—No. 1,460



of tha mho oarried you to Mlr.
Hacker's o
Wilmot m no answer.

“Apeak, Eric 1 snapped Mr. Hackor,
“Do you not hear your Form-master?
What ia the matter with the boy?
Angwer Mr. Quelch at once !

“T've  nothing to say,
Wilmotb quietly. .

“Wheat do you mean? You know the
names of the boys who sttacked you I
vxclaimed Mr, Hacker.

s,

*¥es, mr.”"

“Give AMr, Quelch the names at
once | )

Wilmot set his lips obstinately, but
did not epeak. My, Hacker stared at
him in ahgry perplexity. Mr. Quolch
gave him & very cunicus look.

“Wilmot, I understand your reluct-
anea to answer,” ho Emd “But this 1s
no ordinary matter.
rour Form- -master, to give the names.’

1 can't, sir.

“¥oun know the names

i Y«EH, sjr."

“Then give them to me at once.”

Wilmet did not speak.

“Will vou answer, Eric?” thundered
Alv, Hacker.

Wilmot drew a deep breath.

“No, sir." he said.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing To Say !

HERE was a deep silence in the
Hemove Form Room.
Every eve was fixed on Erio
Wilmet

Mot a man in the Form, exceph
Mauly, had doubted that he would give
the names of thoe raggers—that he would
bu lad to give them,

13 refusel to rpenk
L.n-:‘-ipected

A fellow who “greased to a beak ¥ —
who was believed to carry tales to hls
uncle’s study—was ax to “aneak *
as a matter of course. Indeed, a fellow
who was no szneak would har:l] have
been expected to remain silent 1o face
of a direct order from his Form-mastor.

But Wilmot stood silent.

Skinner and Snoop breathed a little
more frecly, Was it possible that the
fellow wan not going to give them away,
after all7 Bolsover major and Stott
locked relieved. As for the BEounder,
he was completely puzzled.

; A pin might have been heard to drop

n the Remove-room for some momenta.
Mr. Quelch broke the silence.

“*Wilmot 1

“Yesn, air i

"1 repeat that thie ia no {:rrdmﬂ.r_!_.r
matter—not & matter for schoolboy
serl les. T have wen vou an order ! ="

beard you, sir,”

"Yﬂu will obey me, Wilmot "’

"I ean’t, sir.”

“And why cannct you?” demended
Mr. Quelch, his voice rising.

“1 can't give the names, sir.”

“ Preposterous |  execlaimed AMr.
Hacker. "“But I think I understand,
sir. My nephew expects further ill-
u?aga in your Form. air, in the event
af—"

Wilmot's face flam

“ Nothing of tha kmd " he exclaimed

was  utterly

said

I order you, a8

THE MAGNET

]mtl} "L ran take care uf wyself] I
won b gna the nam

“ Erig 1M

1 won't give tha names |
snealk {:r an_informer |
before I'll give the namos |’

“Oh gad!” murmured the Bounder.
g Whnt geme is that tick playing now §”
“Heg izmans it,” muttered Redwing.

“ ot
certainly be punished,

“Yﬂu m]l
Wilmot, and with great severity, if you

refuse to obey an order from your Form-

I'm not a

master,™ Sau Mr. Quelch grim
::T"ery well, sir; ?knuw thatlz
Absurd 1’  hooted Hacker.
“ Erie, Epuak at oncel 'fuur Form-
master has told ?:su that t.hm 13 not &
matter for schoolboy scruples, Speak
at once !
::I can't, sie.”?
If you refuse to obey your Form-

master, Eric, you will not refuse to obey
your unclo® 1 speak as your relative
1m ordering you to give the names.”

Mr.

Wilmot looked at his uncle.
Hacker, aceording to his lights, was &
good and conscientious man and a kind
uncle: it was owing to him that the
Loy had & chance at (ireyiriars after his
dizsaster at Topham. But hia mdnesa
and kindness, which were undoubtad
ware oubweighed by on acid and
iraecible temper and a fussy desire to
interfere,

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Wilmot steadily,
“hut you cannot give me orders as my
tncle, here, 1 hope I'm grateful for

your mnn:,r kindnesses to me, sir; but
h am & Greyiriars boy, under
nﬂl:ruﬂs = orders buv my Form-master's.”

The Removites could scarcely belitave
their ears. My, Hacker could hardly
hﬂﬂlﬁfﬂ his, ::ll" i %

on My wm' e r.
I{ﬂ-ﬂ]-.ﬂL “Do I hear ur:gﬁlu 3 I Lave
been your Er::emi your protector, and
YOu repay me with this msn!ﬂnce——

“I hope I am not insolent, sir, But
I don't need protection any more than
By other fellow in the Remove.”

Upon my word I

Mr. Quelch suppressed o smile,
Hacker was staring at Wilmot, dumb-
founded.

“Looks as if the chap isn't such a
worm, after all,” murmured Bob

horry.

“The lookfulness ia terrific.*”

“ Blessed if T make him out!” mut-
tered Harry Wharton, “Everybody

thﬂu
Evuryhudy mm& te have been

WwWIrD E'El]"l'ﬂ

“ gilence 17 d Mr. Quelch, as
mMurmurs r-aa.-:.h his ears, * Naw,
Wilmot, you will listen to me! I com-
mand rnu——"

Wilmot’s inky face set atuhbamh*.

“I've nothing to =ay, sir.”

“Leave this to ma for ihe
moraent, Mr. Quelch,” said the master
of the E&wil his voice husky with anger.
*“Erie, give me your aitemtion! You
must give the names of the parpatrﬂura
of this -outrage, so that they m{y
dezlt with by your headmaster. Tou
refuse to do

“T do refuse, sir.”

“If you refuse ynur Farm-maat-ar will
deal with you for dience. And
L.” added Mr. Hmﬁen his voice tremb-
lmg with passion—

w1 hare
YOUR CHUMS d m’thf“"h"f ki
ha ® O @ |.iil forget that !yo
aan & t times with Ril H

Etlllard TFable. ;J!- H hrmr:: ]m[:nd]at:, ﬂﬂlﬂ'ﬁ. g:ﬁ :11"?11!*! HEEl;aw“ | |
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I'll be sacked

"1 said, mrg well; sie” _
r. Ha gave him one look,
turned, and wh:sk&d out of tha Eemove-
YOOm ; i.-hca door closed after him—hard,
The bang was followed by dead

stlence,

Mr. Quolch- stood locking at Wiimut-,

s o Form-master he could not
over the boy's d.u.nhedi;an- to a d:rmh
order; ba in other respecta Eric
Wilmot: had risen 'l.*mE considerably in
his estimation—as he had, undoubtadly,
in that of the Remavae,

“I1 hardly know what to say to you

Wilmot,” said Mr. Quélch at last. “Ié

you refuse to o mea, your Form-

masker, you know consequences,™
"Yus, sir.”

“In such o case I can only report
your conduct to your headmaster, with
o request that ;ruu may be sent away
from tha suhm:: :

“1 know, sir.'
“Very well, W:H you give me the
names [ require?”

The FRemove hung on Wilmot's
answaer, It came in a voice low but
clear. :

[{ H'}, El-r y

“Oh erikey I squeaked Billy Bunter.

*Bilence | Wilmot, I shall consider
this matter, and deal with you later.

or the present the Form is dismiseed,”

In amazed silence the Remove filed
out of the Form-room. In the pessage
there was an ontbrenk of buzzing voices.

Y Whu‘d have thought it 3" asked Bob

"I d:d old bean!” murmured Lord
Mau[uverer

“Well, you're an ass, Mauly!”

“Zeoms to me that Mauly 3 tha only
man here who isn't an ass,’ said Harry
Wharton.

“Yans,” agreed Mau!r, “that'a &o,”

“1 say, ou fallows—-"

“The chap's a -toad,” said Harry,
“but he's no eneak. And it's all rot
about his mnmng !? to Hacker; he's
sent the bean off in a tr::wa:-:rmg
mg'eﬂ The f-.ll:::w s all right in his own

W!'I.
gomethin’,” said the

Hﬁa up to
Bounde

“ El'lh r-:-t I” said Wharton gruffly.

*1 tall voug—>="

“ Rubbish! If he'd gv&n ;'_mu nway.
you'd have got a Beak’s
very likely the sackl| oﬁ haa gﬂt

him for refusing to

something coming to
You'd batter shut

obey Queleh’s order,
up, Smithy

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,
a.rn:'i walked away—puzzled, relieved, but
still sceptical. But in move
?erier-ﬂl;r thers was quite a revulsion of

eling

Mr. Hacker, with tha best intentions,
had done the worst possible for hia
nephew amn-u Wilmot had haan at Gray-
friara. But in hrmgmiaa that scene
in the Form-room, mndwrt-unﬂy
done better than ha dreamed. Fellowa
wheo disliked Wilmot most, for his su
looks end biiter tongue, felt concerne
about him now—wondering what be was
going to get from Qualch

The fellow who had been regarded as
a sneak and a “greaser,” had proved,
beyond question, that he was neither—
at n risk to himself that few fellows
would have been prepared to rup. T&
WA unex it was smsazing—and
it kept the Remove in a buzs of excited

disoussion.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
ARRY WHARTON auzed—
H opeped his latgl—uﬂg closed
=l ti:mm AgsID. hesitated.
It was the fallowing day—and

Not Pallyl
& half-holiday at Greyfriars. When the



EVERY »ATURDAY

e — e e ] ey

-
-

1
r

14
|

Mr, Hacker’s.oyes opened wide at the sight of the junlor tied to the chair on his fable.
master, finding his voleo at last, but Ialling to reco

Greyiriara fellows came out after dinner,
Wharton sighted Wilmot—going into the
gquad, alone, as usunal.

He was tempted to speak; but the
half-sulky, hali-disdainful expression on

the new junior’s face gave him pause,
and Wilmot passed on.

Yharton stood locking after him
doubtfully.

Then emiled, as he saw Mr.
Hacker.

The master of the Shell, walking in
the quad, passed his nephew—but, for
the first time since Wilmot had been at
CGreyfriars, passed him with an un-
regarding eye. ;

Vilmot miii;t have been tha veriest
stranger to Mr. Hacker. Hacker did
not even give him a glance.

Lvidently Mr. Hacker was still very
pnnoyed about the occurrences of the
previous day. E«qﬂmily evidently, he was
sticking to what he had declared in the
Remove Form Room. Henceforward,
Fric Wilmot was, in hiz eyes, sumply a
Remove boy, like any other—no longer
the object of kis fussy concern.

Making up his mind, Harry Wharton
followed the npew junior, and overtook
him. He tapped him on the arm, and
Wilmet glanced round.

“Sorry " smid Harry.

““What about i

“VYou c¢an guess! You've put every-
bedy's back up, Wilmot; but it was
decent of yon to act as you did yester-
day. Thersa would have been floggings
all round—and very likely the sack for
Bmithy! A good many fellows would
have gxm them away—considering
what they did."

“ ] ghouldn't ” _

“We know that—now ¥
ecareful
curt,

Wharton
took no notica of the fellow’s
ry manher. “Look here,

the junior.
m the gagged junior.

Wilmot1 You've set yourself right with
the Form, to a gaud extent] Why not
carry on the good work t”

Wilmot stared at him,

“1 don’t quite see—"

“ Chuck up sulking, and being a sullen
ass, and that 1 seid Harry. * Look
here! We're putbing in some- games
practice this afternoon, and after that,
gai:'ng‘ out on the bikes, Will you join
u l‘:I‘J

f Nal”

Wharton breathed rather hard,

He had felt that it was up to him to
make some advance to bridge the gulf
between that peculiar new fellow and
the rest of the Form. Wilmot had been
misjudged, though it was largely his
own fault. Buat bridging the gulf
seemed rather uphill work. ;

“I can't make you out, Wilmot 1" said
the captain of the Remove at last. “ Do

ou want to live in a school like this
ike & sort of Robinzon Crusoe?”

Wilmot smiled involuntarily.

“What's the good of ¥’ went on

Wharton. “If vou came a mucker at
your last school, you don't want to
repeat the performance here,

supposal” .

The new junior started violently, and
the red rushed into his face.

“ Has Bunter——" ha stammered. He
broke off quickly. “What do you
mean? What do you know i

“ Nothing I answered Harry., “But
& blind man could sec that you've got
somothing 'on your mind. It's not
natural for a fallow to behave as you
do. d everybody in the Ove
knows that Bunter knows something or
nﬂ:hﬂ* that you've asked him to keep

r l‘J.l

“H that’s so, it's my own business.”

“] know! I'm not inguisitive,” said

* Who—what—what—who——"

“ Good gracious [ ** gasped the Shell
A mumbie came

Harry. “Nobody wanta to know any-
thing about your afairs. But a fellow
is expected to keep a civil tongue in his
head. According to what Hacker’s said,
you're no end of a footballer, and
playad for your last school, wherever
that was. That ass Bunter spins a yarn
about having scen you do terrific stunts
at Soccer, and I believe he did, though
I'm blessed if I know where ha ean
have seen it. Why not give yourself a
chanca I

Wilmot made no reply.

“1 shouldn't be speaking to you like
this, or at all, but for what happened
Faatarday,” added Wharton frankly.
‘ But—"

“1 guessed that one!” emid Wilmot,
with a cuzl of the lip. "And I'm not
asking to be taken up, by you or any
man in the Remove, I only want to
keep to myself, and be let alone.”

“1f that's what vou want, gau’ll got
it] DBut I can’t understand s chap
chucking footer, if he's good at the
game. Will you join up?”

There was a perceptible hesitation
before Wilmot replied. -But the answer

it No—thanks 1

“Well, you're an ass " said Harry.

“I say, you Ifellowg=———"

Billy Bunter rolled
encugh of Wilmot, and he did not want
any of Billy Bunter.
but the fat Owl caught hold of his
sleave.

Wilmot held on. The look on his face
would have discouraged sny fellow but

came curfly:
“Thanks again |”
31.1{:. Harry
Wharton walked awav. o had had
Wilmot would have walked away also,
“Hold on, old chap!” ke 2aid.
Tae Micxer Lriny.—No. 1,460,
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Bunter. But William George Dunter
was not easily dizcouraged.

“I zay, old chap, it's a topping after-
noon for a run out of gates!” said
Bunter cheerfully.

“I'm not going ont”

“Like a walk down to Courtfield "

“ﬁu1I?

“And tea at the bunshop?” said
Bunter temptingly. “My treat, you
know. I say, Wilnot, I'm rather sorry,
bt m{iv postal erder hasn't come yet.
say, don't walk away while a chap's
talking! You've lent me a few small
sums sinee you've beon here, old chap,
bat—> -

“Never mind that I gaid Wilmot, dis-
plaving very visiblo zigns of impatience.
As he had ne friend in his IForm, he
wnght have been expected—at least, by
IDunter—to be glad of the fat Owl'a
friendship. But.if he was feeling any
pladness, his looks belied him,

“But I do mind I said Bunter firmly.
“T'a  rather particular about such
things, Wilmot. We are here, you
kuow! It may have been different ot
Topham 1*

Wilmot gave a ?iui::'lt P?lumm round,
and Bunter grinned. hen the new
fellow showed too visible signs of being
fed-up with Bunter, the fat Owl had o
cheery way of mentioning Topham ! It
was a hint to Wilmot that a fellow koew
what he knew, so to speak.

Why Wilmot wanted to keep his
fevimer school dark, was a complete mya.
tery to Banter., But he knew that
Wihoot did, and that was enough for
him.

“Bhut up, you ass ! muttered Wilimot,

“Oh, really, Wilmot——"

“(h, buzz off, Bunter ! said the new
juntor impatiently. “Do give & fellow
v rest "

THE MAGNET

e If”ﬂmt’s what you call pally, Wilmot,

Wilmot set hia lips. Billy Bunter was
very near, at that moment, to stopping
o boot with his tight trousers1 Bunter
had been very pear it many times since
he bhad established himself as Wilmot's
“pal.”” Never had a genercus friend-
ship been so lightly Enzedl

“As I was saying,” went on Bunter,
with & great deal of dignity, “ I've been
disappointed about o postal order, so I
shan't be able to settle those few trifling
sums at present—>"

“ Mever mind, then ™

“I've said that 1 do mindi Buot I
chall have to let it stand over till next
week. Perhaps the week after. Now,
Wh:a% about & welk down to Courtfeld 1™

“Neo "

“We'll take the motor-bus, if you
like.”

“1 don’t like 1™

“We can get & jolly decent tea at the
bunshop ! said Bunter. My treat,
ou know! 1 shall have to ask you to
end me ten bob, that’s all !” .

The idea of expending ten shillings
for the plessure of watching Bunter
feed at the bunshop in Courtheld, did
not secm to appesl to the new jumor,
somehow., He grunted.

““I say, you'ra not detained, are youi"
asked Bunter. “Has Quelch come down
on you, old chap? I say, I don’t beliove
he was so ratty with you yesterday as
he made out. He doean’t like fellows
sneaking, Your upcle’s a bit of a
blighter, I muat say, but—"

“Shut up 1* muttered Wihnot.

Mr Queleh, coming out of the House,
glanced at the two juniors. Bunter,
having his back to him, and having, of
course, no oyes in the back of his head,
did not sce ﬁim. He rattled on:
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*1 believe Quelch is tgning to let the
matter drop. Most of the fellows think
0. He isn't an old toad like Hacker,

you know™

“You fat idiot! Bhut up!” hissed
Wilmot. Mr. Quelch was coming along
directly towards them “ Quelch——"

Bunter, not seeing Mr. Quelch with
the back of his bullet head, did not ses
any reason for shutting up. DBunter
seldom shut up, anyhow.
. “Quelch is a crusty old stick [ he
went oo cheerily. “ But Hacker's reall
the limit, you know | regular aci
dm}jusl Crusty old toad—"

* Bunter 1"

“0Oh log* I

Billy Bunter spun round in alarm.
His eyes almost popped through hia
spectacles at his Form-master.

Mr. Quelchk gave him a severe frown.

“ Bunter, are you venturing to speak

& gentleman on Dr. Locke's stafi in
such terms?” exelaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter.. “I
wasn't speaking of Mr. Hacker, sic] I
—was—was speaking of somebody else
of—of the same name, sir—"

“You will take two hundred lines,
Bunter—*

“Oh erikey [

“And go inte the House at once and
write them I*

“Dh lor I

“1f the lines are not brought to me
by tea-time, Bunter, I shsll cane you I’

“Oh erumbs 1¥ ‘

Mr. Quelch walked on. Billy Bunter
gave his back & devastating blink,

“ Beast 1 he gasged, when Quelch was
out of hearing. “1 soy, Wilmot, old
chap, von do those lines for me, will
you

il Hﬂ t!}

*0Oh, really, old fellow, you can make
vour fist like mine! Look here, I'll do
the first line, and you can copy the
fist—— I say, don't walk of while &
i:l::L[n.p’E talking to you!” roared Bunter.
“ EE,F"_""

But Wilmoet was ninﬁ, evidently
having had enough of Billy Bunter's
fascinating numgan and entrancing
conversation, eedless of DBunter's
roar, he accelerated. =

“* Beast I hooted Bunter.

And the fat Owl went, indignantly
and morosely, into the House to write
hia lines—or, at least, to squat in the
armechaeir in Study No. 7, and think
about doing them.

Wilmot, with & clouded brow, went
ont of gates for one of the solitary
rambles with which he was accustomed
to kill time on a half-holiday The new
junicr bad made no friends at his new
school, and the alternative was a sulky
solitude. But even that was preferable
to the wvaluable friendship of William
George Bunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A ﬂﬂl’ﬁﬂﬂﬂg‘ Discovery !
& ALLO, hallo, ballo1®
H “Old Lunn I*
Fiva cheery cyclists slowed
down and jumped off their
machines. The Famous Fiva had been
for a spin in the cold, clear, frosty
afternoon, and were coming back in a
whizzing bunch along the road when
they sighted the 3t. Jude's junior.
Lunn of the Fourth Form at 8t
Jude's, was standing by the roadside,
with a bike upended under a tree, ovi-
dently h“iné found trouble with =
e

puncture, glanced round, and

nodded to the Greyiriara fellows.
“Want any help?” asked Bob.
“Thanke, I've finished the dashed

thing 1 answered Lunn. “Must have
pi:igd up a thorn on the footpath| All



right now. TI've u:.:nI;- got to pump up
tho brutel Blow it1”

“Rotten Juck !" said Bob, “Y had a
puncture the day we were coming over
to sea vour match at Bt. Jude's, and we
never got there. Bunter told us that
you let Topham beat you”

“We won't let you beat us, anyhow,
when you come -along!”- said Lunn.
“You can get ready for a walloping [

“Then Topham did pull it off 7* asked
Harry. “We were coming over to ses
the game, but Bob’s bike conked ouf.
Bunter went over in a taxi, and it's
been & | ystery ever since who paid for
the taxi’

Lunn chuckled. .

“You missed a good game,” ho said.
“Topham aren’t up to our  weight,
roally—"

“That’s why asked
Johnny Bull.

“(Oh, don't be an ass!  Topham aren't
whales at Soccer,” said Lunn. “But
they had & wonderful man—a real
mrgﬂr—-—nnd he lapped up goals like a
cat lagpinq up milk1 You should have
soen him I’

“Wish wa had!” said Bob. *“8hould
hava but for that rotten puncture!
Bunter ' told us something about it}
oven Bunter poticed it, so the man must
have been a rogular eye-opener!”

“He was,” said the gt. ude’s junior.
“I'm not likely to fmrgat that chap; it
was & queer business.’

“His goal-getting T*

“No; what happened afterwards.
Can’t make it out to thiz day 1” said the
St. Jude's junior. “They had some sort
of a row in the dressing-room after the

ame. Fancy that at a football mateh |

ou'd have thought they worshipped
the ground that chap trod on after the
game when he'd piled up tho Eua]s.
And then afterwards—goodness knows
what happened! But he went off by
himself, and the team went back to
Topham without him—-—"
unn broke off suddenly.

From the footpath, near which the
group of schoolboys stood, a schoolboy
cama into sight, walking along, with a
moody face, his hands in his pocheis
and hiz oyez on the ground.

Lunn stared at him.

“Well, my hat!” he ejaculated.
“Talk of angels, and you hear the rustle
of their wings—what "

Harry Wharton & Co. loocked round.
It was Eric Wilmot, the new fellow in
the Remove, coming down the footpath,
returning to the school alter his solitary
rambla.

He looked u‘% and saw the chums of
the Remove. hether he noticed Lunn
or not, they could not tell; but he
turned abruptly from the path and went

they woni

through the wood, evidently desirous of
avoiding & meeting.
Bob Cherry grinned.

“Cheery and friendly as ever!” he
remarked.

“You know that chap?” ashked -Lunn,
staring after Wilmot as he disappeared
ﬂnun the frosty trunks of Friardale

“Well, tes, rather |¥ said Pob. “Deo
you know him, Lunny #*
*Only met him once, on the foothall
und,” answered Lunn, “But I shan't
g:get him in & hurry., That’s the chap

I was speaking of.”

“thlf g %

*“Who

“That's Wilmot 1" exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes; that's his name.” The St
Jude’s junior nodded. “Can’t imagine
what & Topham man is doing wnl.’llﬁiiag

sbout here; his school must be sixty
miles away I*,
* His school 1 repeated Wharton.
“Yes, Topham—"

¥ EHis zchool's Greviriars,” said Harry.

cha
! "%}ria " said Nug
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“(reviviars I repeated Lunn, “ You
don't inean to say he's at your school
now 1

“He's & new chap in our Form, He's
only beenn in the Bemove two or threa
weeks,” said Bob, in wonder. “Mean

to say that he's the chap who piled up -

geals for Topham?”

“He's the chap all right! Jolly odd
that hé should leave his school just after
the fterm started and go to -another
show 1* said Lunn, mystibed, * My hat,
we shall bave to pull up our socks when
we meet you if you've gobt that sports-
man playmg for you 1”

“Bot we naven't,” szaid Harrs.

“Don’t you know a footballer when
you eea one?” asked the St Jude's
juior  “I tell you 1
came through us llfm 8 knife through
cheese I The rest were nowhere| But
he walked all over ws, and did what ho
liked with the ball! Four goals ¢ff his
own boot——"

“"He's a dud at footer!™ roared
Johony Bull. “He's never touched =
ball at Greyfriars exeept to foozlo it 1"
. *¥ou should have seen him that day

at 8t. Jude's!” grinned Lunn. * Ask
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vour fat man Bunter! He saw him—"

Bob Cherry gave a yell

“0Oh, my hat! That's where Bunter
saw Wilmot play and pile up goals; we
know he saw that match at Bt. Jude's!
What has the blithering idict kept it
dark for " _ i

“That's it " said Nugent, with o nod.

“Look here, " Lunn,” said Harry
'r';._l-’Ha'Etun, “ara you sure it's the same
chap »

“Am I sure he kicked four goals for
Topham * grunted Lunn. “ Think I'd
forget him after that? Besides, the
nama's the same—Wilmot |~ There were
a dozen Topham men there that day,
and they were all yelling ' 'Wilmot !
and f Good old Eric!’ at the top of
their l;:;uiqbe_ﬂ. Of course he's the same
ent. “His name’s
Eric all right1 That settles 1t ™

“Hasn't he let on at Greyiriars that
he plays footer?” asked Lunn, “He
must be pu]'imﬁ your leg—&mﬂness
knows whyl I'll tell you. this—~you
haven't got & man that could play one
half of bim, sand we haven't, either ! I
tell you, he's a redl corking miracle at
Soccer, and I'd %}re any "three of my
forwards to have him in-my front line !
If he's left Topham, we shall beat them

when we go over there, that's a
comfort I
“Well, mi' only hat!” said Bob.
Lian émled his bike out inte the
-rood, and put a leg over it.

“Must- be blowing along,” he re-
marked. *“8oee you chaps again, when
wo come over to beat you at footer!
Leave Wilmot out, for my sske ™. -~

He waved his hand and rode away for
&5t. Jude's. Harry Wharton & Co.
stared after him, and then stared at one
another!  That chance meeting hod
bm%ﬂit about an astonishing discovery.

“That dud—the man who piled up
goals for Topham I”.said Bob. “What
13 his ”H? game, then, making out that
he doesn’t care for footer 1™

“He's no dud, at any rate, from what
Lunn says, ! said Hatry Wharton. *I've

that man Wilmot [

thought before that his foozling at
footer wa3 only part and parcel of his
tulks—and I'm sure of it now.”
“*But why?
. “Goodness knows! But one i:hin{ﬂ
ﬁi]y certain,” said the captain of the
move emphatically. “Now we know
what Wilmot 15 like at Soceer, he's the
man we want for Rookwood., Sorry,
Franky, but—"

“Don’t mind -me !” said Nugent, with

rather & girimz_me. “I dott't mako out
that. I could pile up four goals against
&8t Jude's.”

“QOnly a jolly good man could I said

Harry. "I can’t make Wilmot out; but
ona thing's a cert—he's going to play
far the Form if we have to take him

y his ears and make hitn| Come on [
. And the Famous Five remounted their
hggers and rode home to Groyvirimrs,

_?maﬂy surprised by what they had

earned from the junior captain of St
Jude's, Why Wilmot had kept it dark,
when it was so much to his credit, was
a mystery they could not begin to
fathom. But it was “dark " no longer.
and %Ioirry W harton’s mini::l was made
up—Wilmot was going to play for Grey-
frinrs in the nglfwagnd rﬁatgh wene‘?f

he had, as he put it, to take him by his
ears to Mmake himl

g, E——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Lot Down {

¢ =2 UST the chap I want!™ said Billy
Bunter,

Wilmot compressed his lips,

If he was just the chap Bunter
wanted, it waa clear that Bunter was
not just the chap he wanted !

The new fellow had just come in, a
little tired after his long ramble, whou
Bunter spotted him in the Remove
passage.

Wilmot had paused ouiside his study—
No. 1 in the Remove. He did not care
for the crowd in the Rag, but the sound
of voices from his study told him that
Harry Wharton & Co. had got in.
Billy Bunter, blinking out Study
No. T thr::-ugﬁ his big epectacles, spotted
him &3 he stood hesitating, and borve
down on him.

“Come into my study, .old chap!®
said Bonter.

Wilmot did not move. o did not
want company in his own study, but he
would have preferred it to Bunter's,

Buf the fat Owl was not to be denied.
He grabbed the new fellow by the arm.
E}‘ld frimust dragged him along to Study
i f1 8 i

“Look here—" muttered Wilmot.

“Oh, come in!” urged Bunter. “It's
rather particular! In fact, I want you
te do me & favour.”

Wilmot unwillingly followed him into
Study No. 7. Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton were tesing out, and they had
the study to themselves

“Well, what is it?” asked Wilmot
restively.

“* Tea-time—->~"

“I'm going to tes in Hall—"

“I'll come with you, old chap—lots of
time yet. I'll help you carry in a few
things, if you'rs going to do any shop-
ping! But never mind that now—tea
can wait a bit.”

Wilmot stared at him. He had had
a good deal of conversation from Billy
Bunter during the past few weela, But
this was the first time that ho had heard
hﬂu?ter suggest lotiing o meal wait a

ik

“It's my lines|” explained Bunter.

" Lines?” repeated Wilmot.

“You remember Queleh gave ma twa
hundred lines because ho heard me talk
ing about lg\!'Imn.u-_ beastly unele—-"

Tee MagNer Lasrary. —No. 1,460,
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“My what ¥

" Beastly uncle ! Well, T haven’t dono
the linea I said Bunter. *I was going
to—in fact, I started two or three times,
but _they never got done.” _

“Better wire in, then, before it's teo
late ! suggested Wilmot, making a
wove towards the door.

‘Don’t go, old chap! It's teo late
already,”™ cxplained the fat Owl. " Old
Quelch said they were to be handed in
Lhy tea-time,  Well, it's tea-time now.
I{ﬂ may be up after them any minute.
1f T don't take them to his study pretiy
quick, he will coms up here—and I can
tell you he will bring & cane with him.
Don't gol I can't take them as they're
not dene, can I? But I jolly well don't
wank to be whapped.”

Bunter rolled between
tloar,

Wilmaot, it was quite clear, was
anxious to ro. DBunter was anxious for
him to stoay. :

Without relling the fat junior out of
his way, Wilmot could not depart. Bo
he stayed. Dot his mannor grew' more
atdd more vestive

“Laook here, cut it short 1 he said.

“You're not in a hurry, I sup-
poe ¥

“Well, T am.” :

“Rot!" said Bunter. “Yaou've got no
friends—nobody cover speaks to you;
vou'vo alwaya got lots of time on your
hands, Dean't you try to gammon me,
Wilmot. I'm your only friend here, and
T think you might be a bit grateful,
ign, ¥ must say that.™

*You fat fool 17

“0Oh, really, old chap-—~"

“What do you want? Cut it short,
I tell you 1

“I'm telling you as fast as 1 can,
only you keep on interrupting me. A
chap can hardly get in o word edge-
wise. Look here, there's my lines—you
can sce how much I've done

Bunter pointed a fat forcfinger at a
sheaf of impot paper on the study table,

On the top sheet was written o single
Jine: “Arma virumgue cano, Trojae
gui primns ab ovis—"

That, apparently, was the total con-
tribution Bunter had made, =0 [far,
towards the two hundred lines awarded
him by Mr. Quelch. Certainly, little
time remained for writing the remain-
ing hundred and ninety-nine.

Wilmot glanced at the scrawl, and
then stared impatiently at Bunter. He
could not in the least make out what
ithe fat Owl wanted.

“Will you tell me what you want and
let me get out 7™ asked Wilmot, breath-
inﬁ hard.

I'm telling you, ain’t I7 Look here,
vou're going to chuck that stack of
papar in the firg—"

“What on earth a

“And explsin to Quelch when he
comes that you used my lines to light
the study fire for tea! Beei”

“But_the fire's lighted slready—"

“guelch won't know that, ass! If you
tell him you lighted it, why shouldn’t
he belicve you, fathead ? v careless-
ness, you know, you grabbed m{‘ lines
io Light it with. Quelch will see bils of
burnt paper in the grate. He won't
know they hadn't been written on.
See T

Bunter bestowed a fat wink on the
astonished Wilmot. Ewidently, Bunter
had given a good deal of thought to
thizs brilliant scheme for eluding the
wrath—and the cane—of his Form-
master, No doubt ho had been think-
ing out this astute dodge, instead of
writing the lines.
keBUt Wilmot did not seem fearfully

Bl
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“If vou want lies told to Quelch, you
can tell them wourself I* he suggested.

“That's where you're wropgl” ex-
plained Bunter. “If I spun Quelch
that yvarn, he wouldn't believe me., He's
doubted my word before. De you know
what he'd do? He'd whop me for—ior
what he'd ¢all prevarication, and make
me write the lines over agamm—very
likely double em 1 Well, that’'s not what
I want, Quelch wouldn't believe for a
minute that I'd written my lines, and
they "g'ﬂt- burned by accident, if I fold

“ Probably not!1”

“¥Yon see, I need & pal to stand hy
we in this,” said Bunter. “You're a
sulky toad, Wilmet, and Quelch doesn’t

like you—nobody ecould, really, you
know, as I daro say you w-as well as
I do—but he'd take your word., It's

not fair to take one fellow’s word and
not another’s, but I never get fair Elay.
Thera's no such thing as justice here.
I never get justice.™
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“Don’t you i* gasped Wilmot.

“You tell Qualech you used my lines
by misteke to light the fire."”

" Rubbish 1"

“And if he asks you whether they
were all written, you say, yes, the
were. You saw me write thém—"

“ﬂh, my hat 1

“ And it will be all right. Quelch iz
a beast, but he wouldn't give a fellow
pn impot to write over again, just be-
cause of an accident that might
happen in any study. You can tell
him vou sat here with me while I was
writing them—just as well to make the
thing complete, you koow. ¥You can't
be too careful in dealing with a man
like Quelch. He's aus?mmus."

“ Have yvou Anished "

“Yes; that's the lot. Wait here till

uclech comes. He’s sure to come up
if I don't go down. Bui ﬁét‘- those

apers in the fire to begin with. Leave
Ei:tﬁ asbout the fender. Where are you
going? I say, Wilmot—" :

Bunter grabbed the new jumior by
the arm a3 Wilmot pushed him' aside.

Wilmot jerked his arm away, and
strode to the door.

Billy Bunter blinked after him, his
little round eyes gleaming with wrath
behind his big round spectacles.

His pal had let him down.

After all the mental exercise Bunter
had put in, thinking out that brilliant
wheeze, Wilmot, _the fellow whose
secret he was keeping, wasn't geing to
play up. Bunter foirly gasped with
wrath

“Look here, you rotter 1" ha bawled.
““I shall get that impot doubled.”

““Berve you right!"”

“Wha-a-t |”

Burter jumped after the new junior.

He grabbed hizs arm again as Wilmob
was stel]:ping out of the ntudF.

“Look here, . you cadl” howled
Bunter. * If you think you're gmmi to
lﬂet mfa down !Ti!-:a th_is.u aft«aru all I've

ono for you, I can jolly well say—
Whooop I'Er

A forcible shove on_his fat chest sent
Bunter toppling. sat down in

Study No 7 with a bump thet made the
furniture dance.

“ Oooogh I'* Easped_ Bunter.

Wilmot strode away. )

“Owl” gasped Bunter. “Wowl
Qooghl Beast] Ungrateful rotter!
Letting a fellow down! Ow! I say,
Wilmot! Beast [

Wilmot was gone. Bunter was left
in happy anticipation of a call from
Quelch, without a pal to help him
carry through ‘his astute scheme.
Really, it was rough luck on the fat
Owl, after all his mentsl efforts in

thinking out that scheme. And the
fact that it was exactly what he de-
sarved seemed to afford Billy Bunter

ng comfort whatever,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Sacref Out {

1 OME in ¥
a The door of Study Ne. 1
was wide open as Ernc Wil-

mot went back towards the
stairs. Five smiling juniors emerged
from that study, and surrounded him
in the passage.

Wilmat, supposing for a moment that
it was a rag, clenched his hands, But
the next moment he saw that 1t was
no rag. ] .

They surrounded him with cheery
smiles, and edged him into the stud
doorway, evidently with mno hostile
intentions. k .

The table was laid for tea in Study
Na. 1.  There was rather a spread.
The Famous Five, it seemed, had been
busy getting it ready when Wilmot
came up, and Billy Bunter bad cap-
tured him.

“We hoard you,” explained Whar-
ton. “ We've been waiting for you to
come ‘in.”

“I don't gee why.” . _

“It's rather a long time since you
tea’d in this study,’” remarked Frank
N t. “You haven's had Yyour toa 1"’

“E'm going down to Hall."

4 Yau're not,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Look heral™

“Mrot in1” eaid Johnny Bull

(I’Ilm Eﬂing b4 ; c

“Not at all; you're coming!” eaid
Harry Wharton. 3

.Eult’i Wilmot came. With fve fel-
lows pushing him into the study, he
had not a great desl of choice about

1k.

Wharton shut the door. L

“ Here's your chair, Wilmet," said
Nugent. ’

“T'm not teaing here.”

“"You arsl”

“Look here! What's the fool
gamef” exclaimed Wilmot angrily:
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“ 1'm sorry, sir ! * said Wilmot steadlly.

your kindnesses
word ! ** gasped Mr. Hacker,

“You don't want me here, any more
than I want your compeny. s this =
rag, or whati”

*“Jit down, old bean !”

“Well, I won™t|"

“8it him - down " said Jehnny Bull.

Wilmot was twirled to .the cheir
placed ready for him at the table, and
sat in_it. He rose to his feat at once;
and Bob's powerful hands on  his
shoulders sat him down again.

“Like sosses and ham?” asked Whar-

ton hoapitably.
“No IH

",I!:m}’ Jpoached eggs?"
(13 Tﬂ

“Look here, you sulky toad—" be-
gan Johnn

Bull.

Shush 13 sajd Bob chidingly. “None
of these painful truths now. Wilmot,
old men, you're an honourcd guest.”

“Don’t be a silly aasz !

“Wea've got sumething to talk about
to you.”

“1 don't want to hear it.”

“You don't like our company?”
asked Bob sadly.

e N'ﬂ' I"'l'

“Wall, if you prefer Bunter's, we'll
ask him in. I faney he would coms,
if hah'l:émw wg*had sosses and ham and
One :
vosched oggr, |

“(Oh, don’t falk rot " snapped Wil-
mot, I don’t want to tea here, Can't
ou leave a follow alone? Look heral
{f vou don't let me clear, I shall hit
out! I'm fed-up with this!™

“By Jovel” said Harry Wharion.
“I've mever seen Topham, and don't

know any there. But they must

be regular whales on teaching fellows
manners,”

EVERY SATURDAY

. “Do I hear aright? I have been your friend, your protector, and you repay me
insolence ! "

“The whalefulness must be tereifiel”
grinned Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.
Wilmot caught his breath.

He waa rising from the chair again,
with the evident intention of punching
his way out of that hospitable study—
or, at least, attem%th% to do so. Bui
at the mention of am he dropped

back. The angry red faded from his
face, leaving it psls and almost
haggard.

The change was so startling that the
Famous Five stared at him.  Since
their moeeting with Lunn of 5t. Jude's
they knew that Wilmot had been a
Tapham fellow. But certainly it had
never ocourred to any of them that
the mention of hisz old school would
roduce an affect anything like this on

ric Wilmot.

“I sayl What's the matter, old
scout ?” asked Bob uneasily.

Wilmot did mot answer,

He sat in his chair ss i1f over-
whelmed.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
startled = glances, Harry Wharton
broke & painful silence.

“Look here, Wilmot! We want to

speak to voul! We want to wash out
all that rot of yours, and gef you to
lay up like a sensible chap. 1 don't

ow what your game is, but it scema
to me absolutely idiotic. But, look
here! If you want to go, go, and be
blowed to you I”

But Wilmot, now that he was free
to go, did not stir. He sat heavily in
the t_:f:mi_r as if he had lost the power
of his limba. .

*Bo it's out!” he said, in a busky
volce.

“Eh? What's out?”’

13

_ ““ But you cannot give me orders as my unele, here I I hope I'm graleful for
to me, sir ; but here I am a Greyiriars boy, under nobody’s orders but my Form-master’s,”

“ 5 my
th this

“Didn't you just say—" stammered
Wilmot.

“0Oh, about Topham | Yes; it's out
thet avuu wera 8 Topham man. Why
shouldn’t it be? Have you been keep-
ing that & seccret, as well as your
Boccer T

Wilmot locked at him, mute.

He had been so sulky, so reserved,
go uncommunicative, that nobody
appeared to have remarked on the
fact that he had never mentioned his
former school. He had never men-
tioned anything in connection with
himself, so his reserve on that subject
expited no special notice.

Certainly his manners and customs
had led Wharton to entertain a sus-
picion that he had been in trouble of
some sort at his last schocl. But the
captain of the Remove had not given
the matter much thought.

Now, howaver, all the five could see
how matters stood. ‘They had been
utterly mystified by the knowledge that
Wilmot had sasked Bunter to “kesp
dark * hiz Hoccar exploits at 8t Jude's.
They understood now. As soon sa it
was known that he was the
who bad scored se wonderiu
Jude's, it would be known that
came from Topham. And that was
what he wanted to keep secret.
_There was a very uncomforiable
gilence in the study.

Wilmot broke it,

*Ho5 Bunter’s told you—"

* Bunter's told us nothing 1 answered,
Harry Wharton. “If that fat freak

romised to keep your dedret even

unter wouldn't it out—though I
must say he's got his own weird way of

Tae MaigNer Lsrary.—No. 1450,
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Nugent in my place, even if it means
8 Leating at Rockwood !’

“Nothing of the kind—and you know
it, or ought to know it!" answered
the captain of the Remove ecornfully.
“A man like you in the team is enough
to turn a football skipper’s hair grey.
But if you were back in your old form
I'd play you—and Nugent would have
to stand out. You're notl You've
condescended to put in some practice,
and I dare say you've kept off smoking
for a week or so—but you can’t pick
up in & weck all you've chucked away
in a month "

“Better than Nugent——"

“Not at all! You've picked up—and
I dare say you're as good as Frank
now—if you keep it upl That's no
reason for turming out s good and
reliable man, who's a2 lecen as mustard,
to plar an unrelable man who's no
befler.”

“Bo I'm out. anyhow ™

“Yes: stick to the game and keep off
playing the giddy ox, and your old
place iz ready for you—next time.
Mot on Rookwood day, though”

“It's some days yet—and if I
improve-—-" :

The Bounder was unususlly patient
As a matter of fact, he was realising,
as he generally did when it was too
late, that he had played the fool

Wharton shook his head. )

*“It's not possiblo now. Besides, to
tell vou something I wasn’t going to
mention wet, I've got an eye on
another man—""

“Leaving out dear Iranky " sneered
ithe Bounder.

“Nugent will be glad to stand out for

a better man—he's not your sortl”
snapped Wharton. “Besides, he's got
home leave for th: day, as it
happens.™

“And who's the man?’ demanded
ihe Bounder. 1 thought you'd been
over the Remove with a small comb,
hunting for a maen to replace me.”

“%®o I have; but—"

“Well, who's the man "

“It's not settled yet. Anyhow, you
can Bix up one of your ﬂpguintumﬁnt:
with the Higheliffe cads for Saturday—
vou won't be wanted for the Bookwood
game.”’

With that, the eaptain of the Remove
walked round Vernon-Smith and went
on his way down tho stairs.

Herbert Vernon-Smith stood staring
after him a2 he went, with & black
seowl on his face.

Having thrown wuwp his place in
Remove football by sheer carelessness,
and disregard of any consideration but
the whim of the moment, the Bounder
wanted i1t back—when it was too late!
For some days now he had been trying
his hardest to get back into his old
form, scarcel believing that his
skipper wounld venture, when it came
to the test, to leave out &8 man who
had slways Leen a tower of strength to
the side.

But the Remove men took Soceer
seviously, and it was nct a matter in
which even the Bounder could play fast
and loose. " What he had done, he had
done—snd that was that!

He tramped wp the Bemove staircase
at last, and went scowling along the
passage.

“1 say, Smithy—" Billy Bunter
squeaked, blinking out of Study No. 7
throngh his big spectacles.

Heedless of fat Owl, Smithy
tramped into his own study—Btudy No.
4. His chum, Tom Redwing, was not
there, which added to his irritation,
Without quite reslising it, he wanted
-Tre Maagrner Lisgaky.—No. 1,460

Bmithy
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somebody to listen to an outburst ot
angry temper| .
“I say, Smithy, old chap—"
Bunier's spectocles glimmered in at
the door. The Bounder scowled round

at him.
“Get out, you faft freak!? he

sna% ed.
o E( really, Smithy—'"*
“Take your idiotic face away!™

Billy Bunter did not take his idiotio
face ‘away. Az the Bonnder turned his
back to him, he proceeded to address

B o WAk hirty about,

[ #ay, what are you shir ol
old chap? I say, I'm in s bit of a fix,
Smithy | That rotter Wilmot—"

The Bounder looked at him again.
He dizliked Wilmot intensely—and the
new fellow’s action in the Iorm-room,
which had made most of the fellows
think much better of him, had made no
difference to Smithy. Smithy could not
forget that Wilmot had knocked him
cut in a scrap. But he was surprised
to hear this deseription of him from
Bunter.

“Has he stopped lending you
money I* sneered Smithy.

“1 may have borrowed a few bobs
from the chap!” said Bunter, with
dignity. “He knows I'm goi to
setile out of my postal order when—
when it comes. don’t owe him so
much as I do you, old chap, anvhow.”

“He hasn’t been here so long!”
sgread the Bounder. “You will, in the
long run i

“1 say, ha's let me down, Smithy ("
eaid the fat Owl sorrowfully, “After
all I've done for bim, you know, he
wouldn't help me pull Quelch’s leg over
some lines! Old Quelch camo after
those lines, and :he's doubled them—
I've got four hundred now, 8mithy 1

“Go and do them !" suggested Smithy.

“How’s & fellow to get through four
hundred lines? I say, Smithy, you
might help & chap !1*

“I can see myself writing your lines*

“I don't mean that! Skipnner will da
a follow's lines, at half-a<crown a
hundred—he's done lots for wou. If
you've gob ten bob——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
It was trus that the wealthy Bounder
sometimes “tipped ™ the neegyB Skinner
to write “impots ¥ for him. But if he
could not see himself writing Bunter's
lines, still less could he sea himself tip-
ping Skinner to write them.

“Blessed if T see anything to cackls
at!” said the fat Owl “T eay, I shsll

gert a licking if those linea min't done,
mithy.”

“Good I

“Beast! I mean, look here, old chap !
You've got lots of money—your pater’s a
profitesr, reeking with it—"

‘rWhﬂ.'-EFt?“

“And look here, you loathe Wilmo
because he thrashed vou,” said Huntmt::
“'Well, now the ead’s I;t mea down I don't
see why 1 should keep his rotten secrets,
You tip Skinner to do those lines, old
chap, and I'll tell you about Wilmot.”

Billy Bunter was not, perhaps, a
whale in tact. His description of Mp,
Samuel Vernon-8mith as a profiteer
reeking with mcmoE did not seem to
gratify the son of that financial gentle-
msn. And E..lilful:hil was very far ‘from
ndmitljmg that he had been 'tihrﬂ-ﬂhﬁd i
by Wilmot, or that that episode had
anything to do with his dislike of the
o omesd of jumping st Bunter’s off

ng of Jjumping at Bunter's offer,
therefore, the l;?-oundar jurnped at
Bunter himself.

He grasped the fat Owl by the collar.
“ ' howled Bunter, “I asy,

S M ._1
leggo ! I’Iftell you—T'll really tell you

ahout that ead who thrashed you, old
¢hap—~

Bang!
Bunter's bullet head smote the door of
Smithy's study.

Bunter's ;‘i’ﬂﬁ rang the length of the
Remove_passage.

* Yaroooh

Then the fat Owl was twirled round,
and 3mithy’s foot landed. Bunter Reéw
into the passage.

Bump { ;

Smithy's door slammed. The fat Owl
scrambled up, in wild wreath, .

“Ow ! roared Bunter. “Wow | Beast !
Rotter! Cad! Sulking becauss wvou're
chucked out of the football] Yah! I've

8 jolly good mind to thrash you -like
Wilmot did!  You come out of that
study, you rotter, and I'll mop up the
passage with vou.”

The door-handle turned!

2o did Bunter!

Ha flew |

On second thoughts, undoubtedly the
best, he decided not to mop up the pass-
age with Smithy. The Bounder, locking
out of Study No. 4, had a brief glimpse
gli aT fat fgure vanishing into Btudy

o T.

_ Inside Btudy No. 7, Billy Bunter
jammed his foot against the door—and
kept it there for severs]l minutes, till it
dawned on his fat brain that  the
Bounder was not pursuing him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Friond In Need [

Ui ILMOT 1
W A pale face glimmered in
the gloom under the old

leafless elma.

The winter dusk was thickening over
Greyfriars Schocl. It was close on lock-
ullla now, and most of the fellows were in
the House. But Wilmot was still out,
and Wharton had found him, E:a.-:sing to
and fro on the dusky Elm Walk,

The sulky, disdainful pride that had
seomed & part of Wilmot’s nature, was
gone now. He was pale, troubled,
utterly down and out. At Topham, ﬂlﬂi
a few short weeks ago, his little worl
hed fallen in ruths round him. Grey-
friara had been his refuge—owing to his
uncle’s intervention with the Head.
Now he was driven from his refuge.

“You!” he muttered. “What do you
want 1" :

“A few words!” said Harry quIatl;i.

“¥You want to rub it 10 ¥ asked Wil-
mot bitterly. *“Well, I've been a rotten
brute to you—you can take it out of me
now. Get on!” .

Wharton glama him a pitying look.

“Even if I believed you were a—a—
a—" Ho balked at the miserable word
and went on. “If 1 believed that of

ou, I shouldn’t think of rubbing it in,
1 hope. But I don’t—and my friends
nnltll:l!‘

“What rot!” .

“Eh?” ejaculated Wharton, startled.

“Don't you know & thing’s true, if it's
proved ! said Wilmot, with an accent of
almost wild bitterness, “Wasn't it
proved ! How could it be I?Md more
than it was? A stolen wallet dropping
out of my pocket before a dozen fellows
—and the munaz missing—haven't you
sense enough to know what evidence is?
You're a fool, then." -

The wild worda did not make Whar-
ton angry. Thev only added to hisa
compassion and oconcern for the unfor-
tunate Topham fellow. :

“I can't make all that out, of course,”
he said. ou never did it, come
other fellow did, and he scems to have
fixed it on lym:. It so pretty black,
but—but—1 don't believe if of you,”



“Why nct? sneered Wilmok.

Wharion paused a moment.

“"Well, I don’™ guite know !” he con-
fessed. " But we've talked it over in the
study, and we all agree that you're not
that sort. Hacker believes in you—"

“He's my unecle—"

“He's & keen man, and he must have
somo reason, besides heinﬂ a_relation.
Heo must have persuaded the Head that
there wes some sort of doubt—Dr. Locke
must have falt you were entitled to a
chance, if ha let you come here. And

H-{‘?u'\'ﬂ- done nothing of the sort hera!”

ilmot started, 'as if a spnake had
stung him,

“Oh!" he gasped “Could you
think——"

I'm looking at the matter as s son-
sible chap,” paid Harry. “I ¢an’t under-
stand a thief—it’s a sort of problem I
can’t find an answer to. But T know
this, as every fellow does—if a man’s a
thief, it's because there's some queer
kink in him, and he can't take normal
viewa of things—and what he’s done
once he will do again. Every thief goes
cn till he gets spotted. He never has
the sense to s’lsncf;."

Wilmot st at him. ]

“You t.hi:.u ﬂl;‘;fl ™ h;‘ sm]n:i._ #I—I
suppose you ra right. 03, 1 suppose
:,'uuPrﬁ right.” If you are, there may be
a chance for me yet.”

“How do you mean "

Wilmot gave a harsh laugh.

“The rotter who bagged Raleigh's
currency notes, and planted the empty
wallet in my jacket—if he goes on, as
you say, he will get spotted m the fﬂng
run, a8 you seem to think-—then it oiay
all come out.”

“Oh I" said Harry. -

That was a new thought to him, He
pondered for a moment or two, and
nodded. :

“T think 1t's quite possible—even
likely I ha anew . *Anyhow, you've
shown no sign here of being such an
awful beast—I can’t believe it of you,
and I won't”

“The school wall I

“Nobody knowa|” said Harry quietly.
“You couldn't have come here if it had
been known.  You couldn’t stay if it got
out. PBut why should it} The Head's
given you & chance here—through your
Unecle Hagker—Quelch must know; I'm
jolly sure he does; but he's a just man,
and if he’s undertaken io_give you a
chance, he will do it. Ncbody
Engws———"

“You and your friends—>*

“We know ; but we know how to hold
our tongues, too 1" said Harry Wharton,
““Hold yours, and nothing’s different
from what it was before."” :

“But—it will -get out that I was at
TﬂPhﬂm, and thep——-y?"

“I’'m coming to that!” said Harry.
“Lat it get out about Topham—nobody
here knows the place or the people—
nobody will ga the facts. Shont
Topham from housetops, and they’ll
suspect less than ever that you have any-
thing to hide there.”

Wilmot smiled faintly.

“My unele dido’t think sol]” he
nnutterad. .

“There iz such a thing as being too
cautious. Anyhow, it can't be helped
now—DBunter 18 sure to tattle sooner or
laeter, as you'd know if you him as
well as we do—and any 8t. Jude's man
who saw you would give the whole show
away, without pven kpowing it. Take
the bull by the hornse,* '

“1 dare E&% you're right—but—"

“1 know I'm right, in that]” said
Harry., "Make the best of your chance
hera, Wilmot. Think of your uncle,
too!” He's a crusty old stick, ‘and hes
oo tact; but he did a big thing for you,
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gut.tmg: you here. You don't want to
urt him. And yoar people, togm—"

Wilmot winced. :

“The poor old mater I he said, "If
I get kicked out of hero as I did from
Topham, it will break her heart.” His
voice faltered. “That—that's what I
WAL ]I.La'li thinking of, when you came

np— . .
““That does it, then!” said Harry.
“Your mother comaes first—no fellow can
have & right to think of himself before
his mater. You've got to make good.”
"But—" muttered Wilmot
wretchedly.

“You've had rou
S8
fn};nda balieve the same. No nced to
sey & single word, Make the most of
the chance you've got here. If you're
innocent, as I believe, you've a right to
keep such a rotten accusation dark.
You'll keep it dark better by talking
about Topham than by h‘ﬂing to keep 1t
a seoret that you were tHere, It cam't
be kept a secret, anyhow.”

_ "But—you don’t mean you're stand-
mqﬁy me ¥ muttered Wilmot.

“That's exactly what I do mean.”

“I've been a sulky brute in the study
—I played & rotten trick on you the
other da.i;'. getting off detention by pre-
tending I was keen to play footer—"

“Wo'll wash that out with the rest.”

“I can_explain that—now. Crawley
—that Topham fellow—insisted on
comng over to sea me. (Goodness knows
why, for he’s no friend of mine, unless

luck, if what you

,llllllIlllllltllllll‘lllilllllllllllllilllllli
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he wanted fo borrow money. Anyhow,
he came, aiid if I hadn't met him in
Courtfield he would have come to tha
school. I was g]n-:l to lend him a couple
of pounds, and get his promise not to
come again. But—but you see, 1 had
to meet him that day—"

_ "1 seel” said Harry, " If I'd known
it was anything like that——" -

an

“0Of course, you couldn't;
couldn’t tell you.”

“We've bad faults on both sides.
Wash it all out! And the best way to
hl:gm 18—" -

“What?” asked Wilmot, with a
ﬂg-mhtr that was new and strange in

LI,

"Harry Wharton smiled.

“Take the bull by the hornz about
Topham,” he esaid. “Join up for the
football on Saturday, when the Rook-
wood men come over, I'll put your
name on the list, and let everybody
Enow you'ra picked because wWara
the Topham man who wnlke::f all over
St. Jude's in the match there.”

“You'll put me in the football—mow
you know i
~ “Now I know guu iled up four goals
in o match at St. Jude'a? a.skecf the
an-t-ain of the Remove, with a smile.

Now you know what I was accused
of at Topham1” 4

“I'm going to forget that—and so
are you. If I beliove in a fellow X
can't do it by halves. Isit s go?”

Wilmot seemed to choke.

“1 wanted to make no friends here*
he muttered. “1 had a rotten secrat to
keep, snd 1 was afraid--afraid of being
turned down if fellows ‘got fo Inmow,.

is true—and I believe it is, and my’
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But you know now, and instead of turn-
mg me down you're takm}g' me upl If
I'da known you better—'

“We'll get better usinted,” said
Harry, smiling. “There's the bell for
lock-up! Come onl"”

He linked his arm in Wilmot's and
walked him away to the Houze.

By the time they reached the lighted
doorway, and he glanced at his com-
panion’s face, he saw that it was cool
and calm. There was nothing in
Wilmot's looks to betray the stress
of emotion through which he had
passed, There was, indecd, a new light
in his ayes, & new elasticity in his step,
Bulky solitude had not been his desire;
but 1t had seemed to him a necessity.
It seemed now as if a heavy weight was
gone from his mind and his heart. |

T‘hawp!‘ksd into the House together.
The Co. joined them,.and they went in
to calling-over. And the whole Remove
starad to see the outcast of the Form
on such cheery and friendly terms with
the® Famous Five.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter’s Trump Card Truomped !
i 8AY, vou fellows |
l Billy Bunter rolled along to
Study No, 1 after. prep that
«E'L'EH[I'IE. -

He blinked at the doorway in sur-

rise,

Wharton, and Nugent, and Wilmot
had been at prep together, as usual.
But other things did not seem quite
a3 usual,

ngnra]}y, prep in Study No. 1 went
en in grim silence, and Wharton and
MNugent left the study immediately it
was over, if Wilmot remained, while, if
tlm}y remaiped, Wilmot left it immedi-

nbi;y.
ow, safter prep was fnished, the
thres juniors sat round the table in
cheery conversation. Wilmot's face had
lost its dark end sulky expression. It
was brighter and happier than it had
ever been eeen befora since he had
become a Greyiriars fellow. And it
was clear that he was on the best of
terms with his study-mates, -

Which caused astonishment to the fat
Owl and afforded him no satisfaction.
For Bunter was wrathy|

His “pal " had let him down! And
Bunter waa not the man to be let down
with impunity. He had come to Study
No. 1 to make that fact clear to the
cheeky new fellow !

Onea before, Wilmot’s
run out, and he had so far forgotten
friendship as to sling Bunter out of
his study! On that occasion Bunter
had. brought him to order. Ha had
talked about Topham! ’

Talking about Topham had been
enough! In his uneasy dread of the
fat Owl "spilling the beans,” Wilmot
had come round and endured once more
the fatuous friendship of the fat Owl,

Now, Bunter—in happy ignorance of
the change in the ciroumstances—was
going to play the same game again,

“Cut off, Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton over his shoulder, without
logking round.

Bunter rolled in.

“¥You seem to ba joll
he remarked sarcasticall

"{tuite. thanks [ said %‘mﬂk Nugent,

Iaui ing.
o 'e"eiﬁ look here, I've got four hun.
dred lines for Queloh!” said Bunter.
:__;1 want to kmow what's going to be
ona.
“The lines, I should think,”
ThHE Maigwer Lorany.~—Na. 1,460,
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“It's all your fault, Wilmot-——*

“Aine?" said Wilmot, smiling.
“How's that, fatty 77 7

“If you'd stood by me it would have
been  all right. Now Quelch has
doubied my i’inm If you think I'm
roitig to be treated like that, after all
've done for you, vou're jolly well
mistaken—see P

“Bhut the door after you

T ‘\'ilhﬂ-b?”

" Czetting deal?"

Bunter blinked at the new fellow.
Deep, dark wrath = gathered on s
;md ¥ brow. This was sheer cheek!
[ the fellow was getting his ears up
Bunter was the man to make him put
them down again.

“I don't want nny check, Wilmet !
he hooted,

“What a coincidence ™
Wilmot,

“KEht What do

“I mean that
either

“ Look here——" roared Bunter.

“Excuse me!” said Wilmot politely.
“Would you mind getting a new sot
of features before I look there? I don't
like looking at that lot!"™

“Why, yon—you—"" gasped Bunter.

Wharton and Nugent chuckled,

They knew the card that Bunter had
np his  sleeve—the card that had
hitherto been a trump, and which he
was not aware hkad now become, ms it
were, & chicken that would not Bght.
S0 they were rather amused.

Bunter blinked in amazement at
Wilmot. He could not understand the
change in the fellow.

He scemed to have turned from a
ig_hnm misanthrope into & cheery and
ight-hearted schoolboy. And it was a
startling change,

Still, Bunter knew what he knew !

Very fortunately, he had not the
faintest idea why Wilmot had wanted
to keep Topham “dark.” But he knew
that Ire had wanted to! He had brought
him to order before by talking about
Topham! Ho was going to try to
briog him to order agein—at all events,

s0 he fancied, g
BBY, YOu owe,” gasped
Dunter, “Talking about To ha.nF—p”

“Ha, ha, hai” yelled Wharton and
Nugent.

Wilmet grinned.

Bunter, expecting him to wince, could
ouly blink in amazement at his hand-
some, laughing face.

“Go it, Bunter ! said the captain of
the Remove., “Let's hear about Top-
ham 1™ :

“0Oh, do!* said Nugent.

“Get onl” said Wilmot. “I don't
think you know a fearful lot about my
old school, Bunter, but talk about it
as much as you like!™

Bunter ﬁumpad, end his spectacles
nearly fell off his fat Iittﬁu nose,
Mever had the fat Owl been
astonished.

Here was Wilmot babbling out the
seeret which for several weeks he had
kept dark, at the heavy cost of accept-
ing Billy Bunter as & “pal.™ :

unter could scarcely believe his fat
CATS.

“Oh crikey ! he exclaimed blankly.
* Heve—have—have {ﬂu teld them i
H"Ha, ha, hal" yelled Wherton and

Mo sxprass
The expression on Bunter’s fat face
was worth & guinea a box at that
e i follows, has that ch
&8y, you Iollows, has that cha
told yeu he was at Topham " s:upeﬁ
Bunter. '
“Why shouldn't he?"’ asked Harry.
“Eh? I don't know, but he was keep-
Tue Maguer Lisrany,—No. 1,460,
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ing it dark, for some remson, He jolly
well asked me to keep it dark |¥ gasped
Bunter. v Why, the day he came here
Ih knTew hhl'm I-'“ll nm:i! lml:w h&iw“
the Topham fellow I saw ing foot-
ball st 8t. Jude's, and he E&kﬁfﬂ E,’na'ﬂ'ﬂh
to mention it.” He gave Wilmot an
accusing- glare. " You jolly well know
you did! And I Lept it dark out of
sheer good nature, ou lending me ten
bob hed nothing to do with it, as you
Jalt{rwatl know I

-"Yld I_Iﬁ?d }fﬂl;] Iaft hob ?* -

“You jolly well know wou did!”
hooted Bunter, 7

::%;:;‘ana you come here to square”

Wilmot held out his hand,

“8hell out 1 he said cheerfully.
can do with that ten bob, if you'ra keen
to square.”

“Ohl No! I—I wasn't thinking of
that 1" stuttered Bunter. “I’'m going
to square when my postal order comes!
It—it hasn't come yet ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Pleﬂ%ed if T see anything to enckle
at I" snorted Bunter. * Wilmot made
out that he wanted it kept dark about
my seeing him at 8t Jode’s, zo that
the fellows wouldn't know - where he
came from. If he was pulling my leg,
I don’t see why.”

“Do you ever see anything 1 asked
Harry. .

*(Oh, really, Wharton——>*

“Sea that door 7%

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Well, if the silly sss has let it
out——=" gaid Bunter, and
greatly annoyed. Ha realised that the

wer had departed from his fat hands.

f Wilmot no longer cared whether the
fellows knew that he had come from
Topham, it was clear that he was not
going to be brought to order by talk on
that topic. “I say, bhe really -asked

mﬂ—--—-—

“Nover mind what Wilmot asked
you—I'm asking you to get on the other
side of that door!” pointed out tho

captain of the Remove.

“8Bo you know that chap was at Top-
ham " said the puzzled Owl. “You
know he was the Topham man who
played football at St Jude's?"

“Well, rather!”

“You never knew it before I howled
Bunter. “He can't have told rou very
long ago—you never knew—and I don't
seo now why he's let it out, after keep-
ing it dark all these weeks. I think—"

*Hallo, hallo, hallo ! came a cheery
roar from the passage, “ Bunter telling
whoppers again |”

Cherry and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh arrived at the study door-
Way. i

Bunter blinked round at them.

“Who's telling whoppers?” bLe
snorted. _

“¥You are, old fat bean, if you werc
aa‘%mg that yon think I” answered Bob.
“You can’t, old chap! . At loast, you
never do!"

M The thinkiuloness of the esteemed
fat Bunter is not terrific!” grinned

-H'I

.Hurree Singh

“1 say, you fellows, did vou fellows
know that that chap Wilmot was at
TnPham 1” demanded Bunter,

. “The knowfulnoss is preposterouns ™

chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Iid you know he was the chap who
played football at '8t. Judes?" gasped
the S-erp!&xed DOwl. -

“0fF course we know, as that's the
reason why Wharton's puiting him n
the team for the Rookwood match[”
said Bob Cherry. -

“Oh crikey! Is he? gasped Dunter.

“Making up the lisk now,” said

Harry, laughing. *Ansthing more you
want to know before you travel?”

“Well,” said Bunter, -blankly, “T'm
blowed |

“ Blow away 1" suggestéd Nugent,

“Wall, look here,” =sid Bunter,” *T
can't make it ount, but I jolly well kpow
he was  keeping it dai‘f&,' and 1 jolly
well know he wanted me to, and T Jolly
well know—-"

“There's "one t.hh:i% you don't joliy
well - know,” remarked’ Johnny - Ball,
“and that is when your “compsnj
superfluous 1*

‘Oh, really, Bull—=

“Roll that barre]l out ! said Wilmot.

“I say, you fellows—— Varoococop !
roarod Bunter, as he rolled out.

The door of Study No. 1 slammed on
the fat Owl! In that study, now prep
was over, the Famous Five and Fric
Wilmot devoted themselves to the sub-
ject of football and “the Rookwood
metch,

Billy Bunter rolled away in a state
of great ostonishment and annoyance.
What it all meant he could not under-
stand, but one thing, at least, wis clear
to Bunter—he had lost his “pal,” aud

talking- about Topham would never
bring back again! That ral had
one for good ! The Owl of the Remove

ad played his trumli: card, and it had
been trumped-—and that was that!

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Smithy Is Not Pleased !
H the first glance, the Boundor
doubted whether he had seca
Eag. .
Perhaps with a lingering hope of fin--
His nam. was not there. But auother
nams was there that made himm stare
place of F, Nugent was writton 1. Wil
mot—amazing, but perfectly plain |
had told him that he had his eye on
“another man,” and thse Bounder had
oceurred to his mind for a moment.
He looked round the Ragl Harry

ERBERT VEENON -8MITITI
looked—and looked again. At
aright.

The Rookwood list was pested in the
ing hia name there, 8mithy gave it a
look ‘when he came in r.'nuﬂ'.-ne;:;r grem
blankly—the name of E. Wilmoaot1

Nugent's name was not there. In the

Smithy looked, and looked again, and
drow a deep, hard breath. Wharton
been puzzling & good deal to guess which
man it .was. PBut Wilmot had never
Wharton & Co. stood in a cheery group
by the fire, Wilmot with them. Swithy

-had heard already, with perplexity and

irritation, that the outcast of the

Remove had, somehow, establishal

friendly relations with the Famous Five.

But uertain:liy ha had

that it would go to this length.

He strode across to the group at the
firo. Ho was enraged; 'hut!im was mora
astonished and puzzled than enraged.

“What doos this mean, Wharton " he
asked, between his teeth.

% What -and which® inguired the

n.aptnhz of the Remove.

i t':i:ii"ihnm‘; name 15 up 1o the fooicr
161, :

" “Yes, that's right.”
Kk IE l'lJ ™ ]ﬂkﬁ?"
“Hardly | Footer

subject.”

“"You're E!lﬂﬂﬂ‘ ane out-and -cut dugl
in the Rookwood game?”

“No—youn're left outI™

“"Den't be a cheeky fooll” roared
the Bounder, as there was a lauch feom
the fellows in the Rag.

“May I ask the same of youl” in-
quired Wharton politely.,

never dreamod

isn't a funny
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Wiih his pack to the Form-master, Bunier did not see Mr. Queleh coming out of ihe House. “ Quelch isn*t an old toad like

your ¢, Wimot,”” he rattled on.

acld-drop ! Crusty old toad——*

“You were guinﬁ to leave me out, to
play the soft ass Nugent—"

Y'Phanks 1 interjected IMrank.

“MNow it seems that yow’re leaving
Nugent out, to play that dud—that
foozler—that slacking rotter, who has
to ba kicked down to %amea practice 1"

“Thanks 1” said Wilmot. .

“Do you think the teara will stand 1t,

said Harry cheerfully.

Wharton ¥

“T think e
“T'va told E:il the men m{' reasn,
¥ou'd have heard it if you'd been here
when I put the list up. A firstclass
fogtballer likke Wilmot can't be left
out.”

“A—n what?"

“ Wirat-class footballer 1™

“That dud!” gosped the Doundar.
“That idiot who lurches about the field
lika & sack of cokel”

“Ha won't lurchk about like a =ack ot
coke when Rookwood come over| Will
vou, Wilmeot, old bean 1"

aid Wilmot,

“I'll try not tol”
smiling. . ]
“Yowve se¢n him on Little Side—a
dud, a slacker, a fool, a ¢clumsy ass—"
gas Smithy. _ ;
“That was only his little game 17 said
Bob Cherry. “He fancied he didu't
want to_play Soccer here—but he's
changed his mind.” .
“Rubhich! Rot! ¥ou know he can’t
play I yelled the Bounder. *“Has any
man here aver seen him play fodter i
“Yes: Bunter has.™

o frat lot Bunter knows about Soccer !

Anybody else ¥* _ .
“No; but we're all going to see him

to-morrew. We're fixing up a pick-up,

just to show what the new man can do.’
“You dumm ~

Y% Thanks {™ -

“Yﬂu f'ﬂﬂ' L]

“Thanks again 1* .
_ “Bmithy, eold man!® Redwing had
just come into the Rag, and he caught
the Bounder by the sleeve., "“"Don't be a
goat, old man | Wharton wouldn't fmt
a man in the team unless he knew——"

“Shut up, you ass!” Vernon-Smith
shook off his chum’s hand. *Look here,
Wharton, you dolt—=2

“Keep it upl”

“You howling dummy—=

#Js that the lotf"

“Will you tell me what you've pus
Wilmot into the team for?” almost
shrieked the enraged Bounder. “You've
always called him a dud!™

“Gerta.inlil_ That was when I dido’t
know that he was the man from Top-
ham who kicked four goals in a matsh
with 8t. Jude's.”

“He never dig—"

“If you can’'t take my word, and
Wilmot's, old bean, ask Bunter, who
saw him doing it !” said the captain of
the Remove. *“Bunter was therel
You've heard him talk about a Topham
men who was a wonderful goal-getter |
Well, Wilmot's the man 1"

“Bunter’s idiotic lies—"

#Well, Lunn told us the same. The
at. Jude's skipper ought to know 1

“Lugnn told wou?’ stuttered the
Eounder. .

“¥es, Weo met him this afterncon;
and Wilmot came slong, as it hap-
pened. So we found out we hagd been
entertaining an -angel unawares," said
Wharton, faughi . “'Wilmot seems to
have been too jolly modest to tell us
what- a wonderful man he was; but as
soon a8 I heard it from Lunn 1 made
up oy mind at obce to bag him for the

ova eleven. And I can tell you

‘* He may be a crusty old stick, but Hacker's really the limlt, you know I A regular
“ Bunter ! ’* exelalmed Mr. Quelch, angrily.

we'va got a prize-packet, Smithyl
You'll see when you sea him play.””

“I don't believe it.”

“Well, seeing
see to-morrow.”

“If he can play Soccer, what has he
been pretending to be a er and &
dud for all the time he's been here?”

“ Just temper,” said Wilmot—" rotten,
gulky temper! Not unlike your own,
Vernon-Smith; but the difference ia
that I've got over it and you haven't.”

““Ha, ha, ha1”

The Bounder clenched hia hands.

“It's all rot, spoof. liea!” He almost
choked with rage. *The fellow can’t
play, and he’s too_sulky snd slack to
play if he could! If you put him in &
pick-up to-morrew he will foozle about,
a3 ususl—*

“ Well, if he does, cut ho goes again,'
said Harry. *Can't mrgi‘::irmg tham.
that, Smithy.”

“T.0ok here—" rﬁarad the Bounder,

“(Give & man a chance,” inierru
Pob Cherry. “If Wilmot foozles in the
piok-up to-morrow you can turn on the
mega El:-ma then, old bean.”

" }ﬂ, ha, ha 1”

The Bounder panted. He could nok
and would mot believe, and his angry
temper broke out fiercely. Heo made a
spring at Wilmot.

" Put up_your h&nﬁs. you cad!™ ha
panted. “Put up—

Instantly the angry Bounder was

rasped; the Famous Hive olosed
gim ?fka one man and seized him on
sides.

« Chuck that, Smithy|* said Harry
Wharton tersely. " You can't punch a
ﬂ:ilm hecausa hisdﬂippgr‘a pm&:a ‘:‘::1 i.tg

ooter—and youre Dol EO1
Py iTﬂihuannm —WNo. 1,460
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damage my new recruit. Keep cool,
vou ass"’ :

“0Oh, let him come on I said Wilmaot,
with a flash of his old disdain. “He
won't do a lot of damage.” .

Wharton gave him s look; Wilmot
coloured. '

“Borrv 1™ he said at onee. ™ Look
here, Vernon-8mith, don’t play the

at!  We've had one scrap—and I

on’t want another, if you do. Keep
vour temper.”

“Let mwe go!” yelled the Bounder,
Etrnﬁg]ing. '

*Will you chuck iti”

“MNao "

“You'll chuck it, or you'll be chucked
out 1” zaid the captain of the Remove,
“Take yvour choice.’

The Bounder's reply was & desperate
wrench to freo himself. The mnext
moment he went whirling to the deor in
the grasp of the Famous Five. Lord
Mauleverer opencd the door, and
Sinithy went spinning into the passage.

“Come back when vou're cool,” said
Harry. And the door slammed on
emithy. : .

mhpnrentiy Smithy did not E:.t cool;
at all events, he did not come back,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
An Unlooked-tor Chanes !
" LELING fit?"

E Harry Wharton asked that
question, with a smile, on
Salurday afterngon, and Wil

mot smiled as he answered :

it as a fddla IV

It was a cold, dry, keen February
day, glorious for footer—as all the Re-
move men agreed—and the Bemovitea
were looking ferward wery keenly to
thie match that afternoon,

Liven the Bounder did not doubt now

that Wilmot was o good man for the
sitcle. He had seen him play in the
pick-up, in which he had been put to
lhe test for the general setisfaction of
the footballing fraternity. :
_ Smithy had watched him with angry,
jealous eyes; but, angry as he was, he
was no fool, and he kad to admit that
the fellow could play Soccer.

Whether it was sulky temper or any
other reason that had made him show
up a3 8 dud hitherto, it was gone now,
and the fellow from Topham pulzlu&:
pame 05 good os ey man in the -
move—botter  than  most—and  quite

equal to Vernon-Smith when he was at
ie top notch of hus form.

The Dounder had to admit it, but the
|£HD“‘1[:(1E& anly made him the angrier.
Frank I‘suﬁ‘ant displaced by the new

recruit, had taken it with perfect good-
homour, glad that his chum's worries h
aover the Rookwood match were ended.

The Bounder was far from taking it in
good-humour. :

Smilhy was a eportsman in his own
war, but the unexpected discovery that
the fellow he loathed—tha follow who
had licked him in & serap—was a first-
class footballer was too bitter a pill to
be swallowed easily. The Bounder had
had the solace of, at least, despizing
him as a dud at games; now that solace
was taken away,

He had not even the solace of seein
the fellow unpopular, as he a.g
hitherto been.. He had no handls
against him. Tt was useless to revive
the old story of “ greasing to the beaks,”
which had been so thoroughly dis-
proved. FEven Bkisner & Co. had
dropped that, and were rather ashamed
of the part they had taken, in view of
what they had escaped by Wiltot's re-
fusal to give them sway.  Bolsover

Tre MacreT Lmnm‘r.—g[m 1,460,
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major was heard to declare that the
chap was a jolly decent chap. Billy
Dunter, it was true, displayed rather a
resentful  and disdainfyl  attitude
towards Wilmot—but to be barred by
Buntor was rather a ¢éompliment than
otherwise. If Wilmot had not exactly
become popular, he iwas, at least, re.
garded with friendly eyes and greatly
admired as & foothaller. ;
Some fellows in the quad smiled as
they glanced at the Bounder's face. Hea
tramped into the Fouse and went up to-
the Remove passage. Skinner an
Snoop, loafing on tga landing, winked

at one ancthey.

Tho Bounder gave them a black
scowl, stopped at BStudy No. 1, and
threw the door open, Fle had noticed
that Wilmoet was not in the quad with
the other fellows just then,'and he was
in 4 mood for a row and a scrap. The
idea of giving Wilmot o swollen nose
to take on the football field with him
was rather attractive to Smithy at the
mament.,

But Wilmot was not in the study,

Frank Nugent was there, putting some
things together on the study table, ap-
parently for packing. ﬁa glanced
round as {he door flew open.
“Got it 7" he asked. ;
“Eh, what?”’ asked Bmithy, scowl-

ing, “Got what?” -

Nugent smiled. g

“I thought it was Wilmot. He's gone
up to the box-room to fetch a bag for
me.

The Bounder stared at him,

“Aren't you going to stop in and see
the wonderful man playing in your

lace ¥ he sneered. 1 remember

harton mentioned you had home
leave, but—-*

“I'd like to, but I've got leave to
go home for my sister’s birthday; and
as Wharton doesn’t nced me I'm going.
You can watch Wilmot bagging Banls,
and tell me about it afterwards,” sup-
Eestﬂd Nugent, with a grin. “1 shall

s back on Monday morping——"

Slam |

Frank Nugent laughed a3 the
Bounder shut the deor with a bang that
rang the length of the passage.

Vernon-Smith tramped awa
Remove_passege towards the
stairs. ¢ almost ran.

_His mind at that moment was full of
bitterness and evil. Nugent's words had

up the
X-room

pqtdan idea into that angry, bitter
mind.
Already it had been in the Bounder's

thoughts that he would put s spoke in
his enemy’s wheel if he could, There
was little at which he would have
Et{:pﬂl!-d to prevent Wilmot's triumph
on the football field that day. Now, as
if to tempt him, at the moment when
& was overcome with hitterness and
rancour, it seemed as if the fellow was
playing right into his hands—giving
him the chanca he had not dared toe
hope for. He ran up the box-room
stairs—and reached the landing above
just as Eric Wilmot came out with an
n:mg@f stitltcase in his hand,

Wilmot glanced st his bitter face, and
would have passed him. The Bounder
stepped aside for him.

ut as Wilmot passed he made a
sudden snatch at the suitcase and jerked
it from his hand.

Wilmot, taken quite by surprise at
what seemed to him a childish triek,
stared at the Bounder as he ran up the
uppﬁr stairs with MNugent's bag in his

and, ' '

“You silly ass, what sort of & game
do you call that?” exclaimed, the new
junior. “Chuck that bag down1”

“Fetch it if you want 1t1? retorted
Vernon-Smith. :

$ You utter-ass !” exclaimed Wilmot,

d goin

The Bounder laughed mockingly and
ran up to the upper landing., Above
the box-room was a disused garret. The
Bounder swiftly took out the key, which
ha ‘d_gmmad into the outside of the lock.

ilmot, angry, but more surprised
then angry at r.-.:i:m_t eeemed to him an
absolutely infantile prank, followed him
gg. The Bounder stepped into the
arret.

“Give me that bag, you fathead!”
exclaimed Wilmot, “N s waiting
for it—he’s got a train catch; he's
bhome this afterncon,”

“Come and fetch it 1”

“I'l do that fast enough!”? snapped
Wilmot, and he came into the garret,
his hand cutstretched. *Now, you silly
ass—— Oh(” i .

The Bounder swung the suitcase
round, catching him on the shoulder.
Wilmot staggered across the garret.

In an instant Vernon-Smith leaped to
the door and slammed it after him as
he leaped out. The next instant the key
turned in the lock. And in a moment
more Wilmot was thumping .on the
inside of the-door; :

“Let me out, you fool I’ ha shounted.

“All gereng~TI'll take Nugent his
bag 1* The Bounder chuckled breath-
lessly. = You can stay thers, jyou
M Pm wanted at the 1

‘m wan at toe fooler, you fat-
head—" ¥

“ Not by me 1”

Thump, thump! came angrily on the

oor,

“You rotter !” came Wilmot's angry
voice, ~“If you don't let me out st
once I'll shout for help, and you'll take
th:; co uunfea."h k1 :

5 @ you thin got you up to
this garret, vou fool?¥ jgered ptha
Bounder. “You can shout till you're
hredi but nobody will hear vou from
hera! Shout away !

With that the Bounder went down
the stairs, grinning, with the bag in his
hand, The thumping on the door died
away a3 he descended the lower stairs.
He strolled along the Remove passage,
a grin on his face, though Lis heart was
beating rather fast.

“Wilmot~——  Oh, you again!” ex-
claimed Nugent, as the Bounder opened
;:]ha ?c}c:ur of Btudy No. 1, *“'Is that my

a ¥

‘g‘!ﬁgs; Wilmot's gone down_ to the
changing-room,” answered the Bounder

carelessly. “He asked me to bring it
a.lqrn i it

“You're getting jolly obliging, old
bean,” said %\‘ugenm “Thanks [*

“‘.nr_'ﬂu’ll want some things from your
box in the dorm if you're staying over
the night,” remarked tho Hounder,
“Like me to help you packi?

“If vou like!”

ey went to the Remove dormitor
together. T'en minutes later Franﬁ
Nugent came out of the House, and his
chums joined him, to walk down as far
as the gates, The Bounder watched
;h&m with a ¢ynical smile on his hard
BOE.

Nugent was gone! Wilmot was
locked in a ‘garreﬁ at -the top of the
House ,out of hearing if he shouted at
the top of his voice. It looked as if
Herbert Vernon-Smith might be play-
ing in the Rookwood game, after aﬁ,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Neck or Nothlng [
“ H, the rotter |¥ panted Wilmot.
o He thumped and thumped
on the garret door.
But he soon gave that up,
- The Bounder was dgnnﬂ, “and 'it was

clear that Smithy did not mean to let
bim out, And the fact that he had



taken the trouble, and the risk; to lock
him in the ﬁumt at all was pretty oon-
clusive proof that it was impossible for
Sl e there to make himself heard.
Wilmot elenched his hands,
‘What. would the fellows think if he
failed. to turn up for the match? Thai
it ‘was another sample of his sulks and

disdain? That he was treating an
important fixture as he had trested the
picksup of a week ago—letting them

expect him and then failing to turn up?
hat else could they think?

The thought of that made him des-
perate, With the iriandﬁhig and faith
of the cheery Co, to help him through
he bad resolved on & new life st Gﬁ-
friars—and a few days of it had made
him more than eatisfied with his
resolve. Wharton had been ﬂght. in
advising him to *take the bull g the
horns*  with regard to Topham!
Everybody knew now that he had been
at Tophem—and thought nothing at &ll
about it! Even the vengeful Bounder
had extracted the information from
Billy Bunter, too lato to realize that
there was zoything In it to harm his
enemy,

For sgeveral days now Wilmot had
been almost as hnﬁp;r as in the old days
at Toepham, Ha had mada friends—-ga
was booked for the game he was keen
on—the mizerable past faded into the
background.

MNow was it all to be thrown away to
g_gtify the malice of the maﬁ:e race of

Remaove—ths fellow who ag let the
team down himself and yet was un-
wi!]iing to see another man play in his
F H?? L &

Wilmot gritted his teeth,

Minutes wera passing—and minutes
were precious., It was only half an hour
to kick-of —Rookwood might arrive
afy minute,

ith considerabla difficulty Wilmot
opened the window and put his head
out. But he realised at onca that the
loudest shout could never be heard so
far below with intervening roofs and
buildings, ] )

Far in the distance, toy-like, he had a
glimpse of the gates, and saw several
fellows there, one with a bag in his
hand, _

Heg gave a start. Nugent, of course—
he was going! He would not be avail-
able if Wilmot failed his side! Wharton
would be left a man short; he would
have to pick up some stop-gap at the
last minute—

Then the whole of the
schemae flashed into his mind,

Smithy knew that Nugent was going!
All the %emum know t.E:? Nua;e:mt had
leave to go home for his sister’s birth-
day mﬁ that day, and :}n’g’ ﬁ]g;i.uf in
the ’gwmd match would have kept
him, As ha was not wanted, since

Wilmet had been put in, he was gong.
Ha would be wanted now—but he did

Eu_:undcr’a
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npt know it—and he was going! The
Bounder was counting on, that! Nugent
gone and Wilmot tricked out of the
way, Smithy was bankmg on bein
shoved into the vacant place—his old
place in the team | Chance had played
into his hands—and with reckless un-
scrupulousness he had jumped at the

¢ :

“0h, the rotten rascal ™ hreathed

ilmat.

He stared at the distant gates.

Frank Nugent was gonel The other
fellows who had seen him off came back
from the gates and the buildings hid
them from Wilmot's eyes. Had they
looked up at that tiny window far over
the roofs they would bhardly have seen
him there. But they naturally did not.
Now they wera lost to hia sight,

He clenched his hands desperately.
Already they would be missin Eim!
What would ¢ him 7

t af' ba thinking o

He craned his head out of the little
window, irying to get & glimpse of the
plaévmg fields, He had a partial view
and could see fellows gathering there.

Then he had a glimpse of a pink-and-
wiiuta shlrtr:]pnd he é’q‘ie'w' th'g égkﬂﬁzg
colours. mmy  Bilv d
arrived then ! .

Ha crassed to the door again and beat
on it savagely. But only tga echo of the
knocking answ him. Even if the
noise reached ms far "as the Remove
passage no fellow was there in the
studies to hear.

Again he went to the window.

Bix feet below it was a roof ridge,
with a steep slant of slates on either
side. At the other end of the ridge was
a window of some pttic. For a long
minute ho stood looking, and then he
moved. To drop to that narrow stone
ridge, and work his way along, was to
risk life and limb—but ha had made up
his mind to do it

He bad already changed for football,
and had a coet on. Hs threw the coat
off, and his slim Bgure squeezed through
the window easily enough without it,
small as the aperture was.

Holding on to the narrow sill, he
eould just feel the stone ridge below him
with his football boots.

For & second bhe hesitated. If he
failed to make good his hold—if he
slippad A sudden slide down the
slanting slates—a rush through the air,
s fall of seventy feet or more to hard
earth. Was it worth the fearful risk?

He let go his hold,

His heart was beating; but his head
was cool. An -instant, and he was
astride the ridge.

On either side, space—and death]
Carefully, steadily, he avoided looking
down on either side, as he worked his
'w%j‘, slowly but surely, along the stone
ridge.

It was slow progress. The studs of
his football boots scraped lines on the

2l

damp elates. Inch by inch, foot by foot,
his eyea fixed steadily on the attic win-
dow before him, he worked his way on,
It was minutes—but it seemed hours—
before he reached the end of the roof
ridge. Cold at it was, the perspiration
was breaking out on his fo ea&ﬁ
ut his nerve was steady as steel as
he rosse upright on the narrow ridge,
and reached the attic window-sill above

im

He %i-: his elbows on the sill, and
hung there, his feet in space. The
window was fastened within.

Holding on with one arm and land,
he gracked a pane with his other albow.
The shatterin% frs:‘gmenta fell within.

He grqpeﬂ or the fastening, and un-
latched it. Even then it was difficult
work to. get the long-disused window
open. & , .

But it wes open st last. He crawled
through and dropped, almost exhausted,
on & bare floor. - ;i

For a minute he lay there to recover.
Then -he was aon his'feet again, and
dra:gging open the door. Qutside was a
staircase. He ran down, and found
himself in the Fourth Form paseage.

Templo of the Fourth, in his study
doorway, stared at him.

“Hallol Aren’t you playin' faoter?”
drawled Ceeil Regi_tmﬁi Temple, “I
heard that you were 1o Wharton's tean:,
old bBean.”

Without delaying to answer, Wilmot
cut down the passage, end flew down the
stairs, aod out of the House. Ceail
Reginald was left staring.

—— ey

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Victory !

I ILMOT 1™
w “*Where's Wilinot
“Where's that ass?"*

“Where the dickens——"

A dozen fellows were asking those
questiona on Little Side. Thea ave
men were there—Jimmy 8Bilver & Co.,
from Rookwood, were there—but the
new recruit in the Remove Elsven was
not there,

He had changed for the game when
the other fellows did. Bome of them
had been punting s ball about when
Wilmot went into the House with Frank
Nugent, and he was not missed till the
footballers were ready fo gather for the
kick-off.

Up to the last moment, Harry Wher-
ton expected to see him comes cutkting
down to the feld. But he did not come.

e Bounder, lounging with his hands
in his pockets, watched the captain of
the Remove curiously. He had no com-
punction, If Wharton wanted him, he
wag ready to play—if not, the captain
of the Hemove could do his best without

{Continued on neéxt pege.)
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hiet. Wilmot, at all events, would not
be there,

“Where the dickens is the mani”
muttered Bol Cherry.

“Tho wherefulnesa is terrifie 1™

Harry Wharton stared towards the
House. There was no sign of Evic
Wilmot coming. Other fellows wore to
be zeen, coming down to the football
ground to look on. DBut Wilmot was not
among them,

The captain of the Remove knitted
hiz brows. Was it possible—was it
baroly possibla—that the fellow had
fuilwfinim, after &ll? He remembered
the pick-up of a week ago. Was it
possible?

Potter, wlho was acting as referec,
rame up to Wharton.

‘" ¥ou can’t hang about for ever, kid |
If vour man hasn’t turncd up, put in
angtiier man. .and get going, for good-
ness' sake ! he said.

Harry Wharton gave a2 last look in
the dircetion of ithe House. Then he
made up lus mind, He could hardly
keep the Rookwooders waiting any
longer for a man who did not choose to
turn upn.

ITe leoked at Vernon-Smith.

“Yon got changed, Smithy! Thank
roodness  you're  here, a3 Nugent's
rone 1M

The Bounder eut off towards the door-
way of the changing-room with the
speed of & deer.

“Only s few minutes now, Silver!™
said IHarvry, biting his Lip.

_ “Right as rain!1” said the Rookwood
junior cheerily,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” reoared Bob
{'}h_nrrj. “ Bmithy's changed preity
nick 1" His eves were on an active

gure, in football rig, racing down to
the field. “Why—great gum—it's not
Bmithy—it'a Wilmot 1

“Wilmot¥" gasped Wharton.

“The czteemed and idictic Wilmet 1™
exelaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
The Dounder was in the changing-
rooimi—changing fast. He was still there
when Wilmot reached the group of foot-
ballers, panting for breath.

Wharton gave him a grim look.

“Sorry 1Y panted Wilmot. ¢1 got
delaved | I'm awiully sorryl  If I'm
not too late, Wharton! It wasn't my
fanlt, rezlly 1™

“What the dickens—  But never
mind that now | ¥You're here I Harr
Wharton’s face cleared. What he
happenad to koop Wilmot away, he
could not guess; but, at the moment, it
mattered little, as he had turned up in
time, “(et into the Reld, you men ¥

The footballers went into the field.
Potter blow the whistle, and the ball
was sent rolling. The game had already
staried, and was going strong, when
Herbert: Vernon-8mith came cutting
{:l::-;'i'n to Little Side—changed for foot-
all.

He gave almost a convulsive jump at
the sight of the players in the field.

“Whot!” he gasped. “What!” For
{he moment ho did not observe Wilmaet
there. )

“Wilmot turned up, old manl” =aid
Tom Redwing.

Thoe Bounder staggered.

“Wilmot?” ho repeated.

“¥es, at the last minute I

“Don't be & fool 1™

Redwing starod at him,

“He did, B8mithy! There he is, on
the wing 1" i

Vernon-8mith fixed his eves on the
graceful, athletio form, the handsome
foes, HAushed and keen. He felt as if
his bead was turning round. e had
left Wilmot locked 1n an inaccessible
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garret—the key was still in his poeket!
.ebinﬁll Wilmot was there—playing foot-

2

As he stared almost stupidly st that
unexpected and amazing sight, there
was a roar from the Greyfriars crowd:

“Wilmot [ Wilmot 1"

“0h, good man!”

“Goall Goall Goal!”

“Wilmot | - Oh, bravo, Wilmot !”

By gum, that man can play foot-
ball I said Redwing.

‘The Bounder did not spealk.

Ha could not.

With sztarting eves, he stared ab
Wilmgt. The Topham man had put
the pill in in the first six minutes of
the game. The Greyfriarsa crowd
roarad. ] .

Harry Wharton clapped hizs new
reeruit on the shoulder as the playoers
went back to the centre of the feld.
Iis eyes were dancing.

“Keep that up, Wilmot I he said.

Wilmot smiled cheerily.

“T°H try I'* he said. :

He did try—and succeeded, Jimmy
Bilver & Co. had come over from Rook-
wood, expecting a hard gamo on the
Greyfriars ground. But they had not
expected guite ec hard a game as this

roved fo bae. They had never scen

Vilinot before; but now that they saw
him, they were not likely to forget him.

Another goal came to the new man in
the first half. And one came to Harry
Wharton,” a2 the result of o pass from
Wilmot. .

Mornington put the ball in for Rook-
wood just on _helftime. When the
whistle went, Greyfriars were leading
three to one. _

In the interval Harry Wharton ran
across to speak fo the Bounder.

“Sorry, Smithy ! he said. * Wilmot
turned wup, and so—— You under-
stand ¥V

“0Oh, quitel” enecred Smithy. *“Has
he told you how he managed fo turn
up g2

“ Eb—no." i

“I'm rather curious about that1”

“ Blessed if T know what you're driv-
ing at, Smithy " said the captain of the
Remove, puzzled.

*You will 1" sneered the Bounder.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, and
went back to the players. When Potter
blew the whistle again, the game went
on hot and strong, the Greyiriars men
in great spirits. Jimmy Silver & Co.
fought hard; and they were good men,

with plenty of fight in them.
But it booted not. Another goal came
to Wilmot, and another to Wharton |

After which the Rookwooders packed
their goal, and defended successfully till
the final whistle blew. For once Jimmy
Bilver & Co. were rather glad to hear
it. Five gosls to one was encugh to
gatisfy the greediest|

L] L] L] L L] -

Herbert Vernon-8mith watched the

gamme to its viotorious finish, and then £

went back
study. :

No one came up te the studies; but
ho could hear sounds later of a cele-
bration going on in the Rag. .

The Rockwooders wera gone, with a
tale of unusual defeat to tell, In the
Reg, Wilmot was the hero of the hour—
onea the outeast of the Form 1

The Bounder—gloomy, half-repentant,
half-defiant—~waited. He knew that
they would coma for him sooner or
later. As soon as th knew
treacherous trick he had played—as
soon as Wilmot told them w had
been kept away—the Remove footballers
would deal with him. He knew that.
Keeping & man who wns wanted away
from a football meatch was not an

to the House and to his

the fi

offence the Removites were likely to for-

ive. He had failed, and he knew that

ilmot noiLst ha.ve'rmked life and limb

to make. him {fail. And when the
ove know——

A record rafg ing, and *“Coventey "
for tho rest of the term—that was the
least the Dounder had to expect. He
had ricked it, with cynical recklessness,
and he had at least the hardihood to

stand it when it came. But the prospect
was not attractive.
in the passage, &

There was a ste ]
Efrp al the door, It opened, and Erie
Hmot came in.
The Bounder gave him = slam:a.
“Are they coming 7 ha jeered.
“Who 1 asked Wilmot quietly.
“(h, do vou think I don’t know what
to expect 7’ exclaimed Bmithy scoffingly.
“Haven't you told them yeti”

No. .

“¥You prefer to keep it hanging over
m head ¥  snecr Yernon-Smith.
“Well, it's like you

“I hope not (" said Wilmot in the

same quiet tone,

“What do vou mean®" enapped the
Bounder roughly.

“No harm was done, after all” said
Wilmat. “If I'd been kept away, I
should have had to explain; but I got
through. I've said nothing, and I'm
not going to say anything. n%f you have
the sense to hold your tongue, nobody
will know what you did.”

The Bounder stared at him blankly,
He doubted whether his ears had heard
aright.

Wilmot smiled faintly.

“Look here, Vernon-8mith,” he eaid,
“welve had rows, and wo've had a
scrap—my fault a3 much as yours, as
I'm willing to own up. I made a bad
start here; but the other fellowa are
willing to wash it out, and give a man
a chanca. Why not yout If we can't
be friends, we needn’t be encmies.”

The Bounder still stared.

“Is that what vou came up to sayi"
he stammered at last.

“YEEWJ'

“ After what I did—"

“ Wash it cut IV

The Bounder was silent for a long
momant,

“Wash it out I he repeated at length.
“I-I'll toll you now, as you take it
like that, that I'm sorry for what I did.
I acted mn a rotten temper, and I jolly
well know that I ought to be booted
for it! But if you're willing to wash it
out—"

“More than willing 1 said Wilmot.

"Well, I'm not the man to refuse a
good offer 1" sai 8 nder, with &

od offer I” said the Bounder, with
grin. “It's & go! But I'm really
sarry

“1 guessed you would be. Come down
to the Rag. There's o feast of the gods

oing on. Let's get down before Bunter

ears the table |

The Bounder laughed, and went down
with Wilmot. Harry Wharton & Co.
ava him & cheery welcome as he came
in, glad to see him on friendly terms
with their new friend.

It was & great celebration of a great
victory, &mf there were & good many
bright faces in the Rag. DBut the
brightest of all was that of Eriec Wilmat,
onee the- outcast of the Remove, the
shadow of the past that had haunted
him cast firmly behind him now, and his
eyes fixed on a brighter future.

THE END,

(Next week's Macner will conlein the
rat of a rplendid new aériex of stories
Jeaturing Harry Wharion & Co, en-
titled: “THE TRAIL OF ADVEN.
TUREP" Az there will be a preat rush
for next wesk's DOURBLE FREE GIFT
NUMBER of the Maaxer, order your

copy NOW )



SMASHING CHAPTERS OF OUR POPULAR SEA-ADVENTURE STORY—

DAN of the DOGGER BANK!

By David Goodwin

The Escape ]
ENNETH GRAHAM, son of a
millionaire shipowner, is resoued
off the Dogger Bank by the crew
Bl of the ﬁiﬂg ‘trawler, Grey
eal,

His past life a blank, he is given the
nate of “Dogger Dan,” snd signed on
as fifth hand, under 8ki Ear .E.thah::cgﬁ
Finn Macoul, Wat Grifiths, and B
Atheling,

Awara of his nephew’s fate, and know-
ing that he will come into the ship-
owner's money when his brother dies,
Dudley Graham engages Jake Re
and his ouithroats of the Black

3quadron to get Kenneth out of the
way for ever.

Rebow’s efforts fprovg'f:uiﬂasa, how-
ever., A series of exciting adventures
follow, after which Dan and Buck
Atheling find themselves aboard Dudley
Graham’s yacht. Dan's memory returas,
as the result of meeting his uncle, but
Dudley denies relationship.

In Dan's possession ia a chart, dis
closing the whereabouts of a hidden
treasurs, worth £5000. Knowing full
well of his uncle’s treachery, Dan makes
friends with Jack Ward, the yacht’s
mata, gets him to broadcast a message
tellipg - of his whereabouts, and then
fixes a dummy figure in his bed. Sud-
denly, in the darkness, & trapdoor b
the side of the bunk opens, and & hand,

ripping the heft of a Lnife, is thrust
ghmugh the aperture. Springiog for
ward like s panther, Dan grips the
wrist, and then yells for his chum, Buck.

There was a savage wrench as Dan
grabbed the protruding hand, but he
hung on with all his might. The knife
dropped upon the bunk. ;

A strong panting and gasping came
from the other side of the panel, as
though someone there were struggling
witl all his strength. The strain was
terrific. There was a hurried rush cut-
sids in the alley-way, and in & moment
Buck burst inte the cabin,

"I've got him|” panted Dan.
he's slipping | ¥ can’t hold him "
- Buock, La.ging in the situation at a
glance, came swiftly to the rescue and
grabbed at the wrist.

But therse was not room for both, and
the boys hampered rather than sided
each other. .

Frantic wrenches came upon the wrist

fromn its owner, and a running fire of
oatha, muflad by the bulkhead, broke
the silence. )
" “No good!” whispered Dan hoarsely.
*“Scoot round to his cabin, break the
door in, and nail him, while I—
Ah "

He staggered backwards. The hand
broke from its hold with & jerk—Dan
could get no purchase on it from where
he was—and struck the top of tha trap-
door, cutting the flesh deei)lg from wrist
to knuckles. A moment later it disap-
peared, and the trapdoor closed with a

Enap.

Bgnk had dashed round to the other
sabin like lightning before Dan had
recovered himszelf. He was soon back,
however, looking very crestfallen.

* “Thare's no one there,? he said—" not
b soul 1™ . :
“I'm sick of thia death-trap of a

“Ah,

steamer 1” said Dan bitterly. ¥ Nothin
but tricks and dirty work I¥ He pick
up the kmfe that had fallen, and stowed
it away. “Let’s go on deck! Dlﬂ:iiﬂj"
won’t be theras, that's one blessing I”

The two chums walked the decks till
breakfast-timme, talking in a low voice.

Dudley turned up for bremkfast, after
all, much to tha boys' mgfnse. Ho
was even more oool and self-possessed
than usual; but his long dressing-gown
sleeve could not entirely cover his
bandaged right wrist, :

“You have a damaged wrist, I see,”
gaid Dan.

“Yes,” returned Dudley. "I struck
it ageinat o stanchion last night.”

# [ should be careful next time,”” mur-
mured Dan.  * Stanchions are tough
things."

The meal ended, and the rest of the
dsg; Emed without any special incident.

en night was once more shutting
out the daylight, Dan and Buck went
below to settle on a plan of campaign.
» “It's plain,” said Dan, aiter they
had been below for soma time, * that we
can't on like this without—
Hallo!” Hea hroke off suddenly. “The
acht's slowing down, isn’t sha? Great
geu-tt, who's thati? i

There was o stir in the cabin next
door, and from behind the bulkhead
came the sound of a harsh, ?ratmg voica
the boys knew only too well.

“ Aboard here, are they? Gosh, mon,

why ha'e ye not settled them 7"
“That's &ll very well,” said Dudloy’s
voice irritably., “I'm not o North Sea
mitthroat, iiﬁ-} you, Rebow. Can’t
you ges I'm well known, and if I do
anything shady it's emsy to lay hands
on me, to say nothing of this dago crew,
who'd give their ears for a chance to
blackmai]l me sfterwarda!”

Yo could ha’ done it withoot makin’
a mess before the crew,” said Rebow.

“I’ve tried, and they got to windward
of ma, the cursed cubs! Confound if,

Rebow, you've got nothing to bra
about yourself! ¥You've had a thousan
pounds before your nose, and two

months to track the cubs down in, and
you've fasiled a dozen times[”

“Pea'il tak’ them I growled Rebow.
“It's not your bit siller that I'm fol-
lowin'l Four o' my craft ha'e I lost
sinca I started the CEB-EOI" o

Buck nudged Dan, an appreciative
grin on his face. ﬁvery word came,
muffled but audible, through the panel-

ling. _
*gwau, listen, and don’t chatter!”

continued the d};’?’cht-awner'u voice
angrily, “and 't tell me wyou
care nothing for the money! I'm
not & fool You shall finger it;
‘but the job mustn’t be done here, It
muet be done on Baltrum Island |

“Ah1” said Rebow. *“What d'ye ken
o' Baltrum Ialand, ms mannie?”

Dudley’s voice sounded lower than
aver. .

“Y know where Jan Osterling’s
treasure lies, I have the chartl|”

“T'm wi' yal” said Rebow, with
oath. “Let's have your plan!™ i

The woices esank to an inaudible

whisper. -
= Cgamé. Dan!” breathed Buck. *Qut
of it—quick! To Jack Ward’s cabinl”
They stole away without a sound. and

an

=

were soon telling Ward what they had
overheard,

“Great Scott|”  ejaculated Ward.
“The Wasp must bo alongside. She's
coma up in the skipper’s watch., Comeo

lJ'J

They gained the deck and stood for
]:; moment in the shadew of the chart-

ouse.

A hundred yards away; rocking on
the swell, lay tho Black Fleet trawler,
Wasp. Thoe yacht's longboat lay aleng-
side the Ercildoune, two of the da?s
in her, and they were holding on by
the yacht's davit-falls,'which hamg; down
to the water. Five of the Wasp's crew
wers on the Ercildoune's deck, talking
carnestly with the déck-bands. A low
chorus of laughter arose from time to
time.

The mate locked round keenly. Then,
turning round, he vanished down the
engine-room, ?I?huru was a squeal, and
the sound s heavy hammer striking
upon solid steel, ,

Ward reappeared later, panting.

“There's but twe on her,” ho sgid
ﬁﬁmei;-, pointing to the Wasp, “an’ a

air o dagos in the boat! The rest are

ere, palavering. Are ye game to toko
tha trawler? It's your last chancel'

“"Comoe on ! said tha boys.

A moment later they were swarm-
ing down the davit-falle into the boat.
One of the men aboard her locked up

and gave s startled yoll:
“Help, help! Dey ees-capcl”
Hampered !
HIE mate lot iﬂ the davit-fall and
I dropped lhightly intoe the hoat.
Tha broken English of the terri-
fied dagoe bostman stopped
with & sp a3 he looked down the

barrel of Ward's ravelver.

“That's right, sonny,” eaid tho mate
—"doy eos-capel An' if they don't,
you dom't, either, for I'll drill a hele
in your saddle-colourad skin! 8o push
off, an’ pull for that smack quicker'n
Iig’htmng b ~

As the hoat pushed off, the yacht's
craw, with tha Black Fleet wisitors,
made a startled rush for the rail and
stared over it. ]

*Give way, you mangrals "' cried the
mate, a8 the scared boatmen pulled ‘out
for the Wasp, where she lay io lce.
ward, “If you slacken stroke, you're
dead meat|” i

The men wanted no reminding,
They knew the mate of old, and
guessed he would be as good as his
word

“Well done, Jack " said Dan. “Yon
did that emartiyl They haven’t
tumbled to the game yet on the Ereil
douna.™ . .

“They don’t know it's us!” put in

Buck. ‘‘They think we're some of her
crow gone off to pelaver without leave.
Ah! ey know now! They've gona

below for Jake and Dudley.”

“We'll reach the trawler hefora
they're on deck!” said the mate, glee-
fuiﬂr. An' there'll be a “Ehmigu u;'
ownership! Go on, you snuff-coloure
sweeps | pPﬂt your backs into it |”

The Wasp nodded drunkenly on the
swells. There were only two men on

Tee Maeyer Libeiey.—No. 1,460.
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her, and they were drowsily waiting for
the return of Jake and their cownrades,
who were on the yacht.

Swift and noiselessly, boat
slipped alongside.

Une of the Wasp's men roused hime-
soli.

“Dack already, skipper? he said.
“What! FIallel Who the blazez are
rou i
? A vell of rage arose astern from the
decks of the Ercildoune as Jake Eebow
came up from belew and learned the
truth, and Dudley Grobam’s curses at
the negligence of his crew wers soon
adced.

Defore the noise was thoroughly
started, Dan seized the cars from tho
dagoe rowers and flung them awar
Then it woas that the Wasp's wateh on
deck zaid in bhis alarm:

“Who are you?

“We're the rew crew !” said the mate
egrimly, os he sprarg saboard. “See?"

Without another word, he grappled
with the astonished Black and fHung
kim ¢lean over the rail into the sea.

Ilis companion turned on the new-
comers with a yell, but he was soon
overcome by Dan and Buck, and slung
overboard like a sack of coal. He
swam to the boeat, where his com-
panion was already hanging on.

The two dagos, furious but helpless,
dragged them on board.

“MNow, then, boys,” said the mate,
“fore-zsheet over, an' let her rip!
Here's the vacht down on us!”

There was hardly enough wind to
move the trewler four milea an hour,
and her new crew locked enxiously
behind thein.

A bell elanged deep in the FErail-
dounc's enginec-room, and, with a long
hoot of triumph from her whistle, she
circled round, and came swooping
down upon the Wasp.

“They won't run wus down!™ said
Buek. “Its their own blessed boat,
this 1 ;

“Won't they?” retortcd tha mate,
putting his helm up. “That's all you
know! It's worth fiftr old twopenny
trawlers to them if ther can wipe out
sur young millionoire here, eh, Ken-
neth Graham

my name, DMr.

“Dogger Dan's
Mate ! said Dan. “DBut you're right.

the
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THE MAGNET
They've got the three of us on board

“here, an’ they can m:&ku a clean job

of us without any kmifing, an' swear
it was an accident. But I thought
you'd snaffled the enginesi®

“8o I did,” said Jack Ward, glancing
at the towering steamer as she came
hurtling down upon them. *They're

bound to break down in a few dozen
revolutions, but it's touch and go
whether the steameor hits us first.™
“The engines are sick already | com-
mented Buek., “I can Lear "em cough-

mng.”
n%‘he vaual steady boat of the wacht’s
BLTCWS groaning,

Was . {:lmnfd to & gr
clanking noise, and, by the shouting and '

bell-ringing aboard her, it was plain
that those on the bridge wore nob
pleased with those in the engine-room.

“Wo've got ye, ye loons!” roared the
hoarse voice {-F Rebow from the yacht's
hridFe. “Giva her mair steam, Mr.
Dudley I

The Ercildoune’s stem was barely a
dozen yards away, when there was a
sudden grinding, crashing uproar in
her bowels, and she rolled past
splintering the edge of Wasp's taf-
frail as she went.

Slowly she came to a standstill, and
her crew yelled with rage and disap-
pointment

A spattering storm of shots raittled on
the Wasp, as spid after spit of flame
leaped from the yacht’s deck. One*
chance shot drew bleod from Dan's
wrist; but he had Hattened himself
behind the mast '

The emack glided away, and in a few
minutes was ocut of range, leaving the
Ercildoune crippled.

The Last Of The Narwhal!

1 OW long before they start after
H us, Jaok " oried Dan.

“Long after we're out o

sight,” said the mate, “if

only this night breeze'll hold. They'll

take three hours, st least, putting

things right. I'd say we've done pretty

well in that deal. They've always a

card up their sleeve, though. Ses
there—" :

From the dark hull of the yacht, now

SMASHING NEW STORY OF THRILLING
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leamed the Black

hall & mile away,
ort fashes-and one

Fleet's signal—two
leng.

“There’s the anawer I” put in Dan, as
a faint triple flash shone far cut on the
vreather-beam. ;

“Ay,” said Ward., *"Hope it ain't the
Thresher | We can deal with a trawler;
but the tug would do us m, surc ns a
gun, in this breeze ” :

“The Narwhal’s dismasted,” eaid Dan
I:huu%ht-fu]lg. “and her bows are sigve
in. Can't bo her.”

“That was 8 weck =ago,” retorted
Buck. *“You can bet they ran her in
sharg and put & new stick in her., The
Blacks do repairs mighty quick.”

“Then it's her,” said tho mate; *for

it's a trawler, right Euuu%h Hee her
;-;pamll There's the yacht talkin' to
I..Il\.l

A constant ficker of Hashes, dot and
dash, gleamed from the yacht, whose
hull was now out of sight in the dark
distance, and when she paused the far-
away trawler answered.

Hizetiin' her orders,” said Jack.
“They’'ve a fine system, them Blacks,
an’ that's & fact.”

A great funnel of light came m%ge -
ing acrosa the sea, its thin end a hhnd.
ing point far away astern, and ite wide
end & great ring of radiance that rested
on the Wasp and lit her up as though
n gigantic bullseye-lamp had been
turned on her.

" A gearchhight from the vacht 1 gried
Dan, when the ray of light had wan-
dered round for & few momenis
then eettled steadily on the esmeck.
“Didn’t know she had ono "

It was not long before the nodding
topsail of the Narwhal came bearing
down upon the Wasp. The beam of
light from tha yacht rested on the new-
comer for a moment, showing her new
mast, unvernished, and a rather rough
patch on her port-bow where she had
suffered from her eollision on the night
of the thunderstorm. The light gleamed
on the barrels of four rifles lovelled over
the rail, and then the glare shifted from
the attacker and settled on the Wasp
again. :

“Tha;,r‘va got Service rifles,” srid
Buck; “but there may be some aboard
here, too 1

“Rout *em out, lad, an® quick ahout
it1” said Ward, gripping his tiller.
“Don’t fail to find ‘em, or wo're donel
It's too long a range for pistol-shoot-
ing 1

he Narwhal ran down within a hun-

dved yards of the Wasp, and then
shifted her helm and ran paralle! with
outside line of the

her, it:st. Lkeepin
searchlight, while her intended prey was
in the full glare of it

The first nfle spoke. A bullet
scrcamed close over Jack Ward’s head,
. MAv.” he said, stretching himself out
on the deck and steering with his lef
hind on the tiller, *they’ve got it
all their own way, the swabal”

“Hera you are !"” eried Dan, tumbling
up the hatchway with a couple of rifles
under his arm. *Buek's bringing up
more, an' these are loaded 1™

“Let her come up close,” said the
mato huldmf his revolver st the ready,
“and bath o vou keep under cover. Hea
the patch on her bow? It's rottenly
put on—not.even let into the wood.”

“I see,” said Buck. * Fancy putiin
to soe like that! But what good wi
it do ust”

“I%'s white deal,” said Jack. “ Pour
in & sharp fire on i, an' it'll crack up
an’ splinter, an’ leave the breach open.
We've two magazine rifles. Bhe's down
by the head as it is. BShe'll fill in ten
minutes if we can strip it, short-manned
ae she be "



Jack ‘shifted his tiller,
the MNarwhal he went, and
light followed him, ?ieiﬂuﬂ%tha'ﬁﬂ&
bullets pattered sbout the Wasp, but
her orew were wall sheltered, and in
another twantiﬂuemnda the glare of
light covered hoth vessels together.

" Now," oried Jack, thrusting his helm
hard up, “let her have it 1"

A blast of lead struck the crazy

atchwork on the Narwhal’s bows as the
wo magazine-rifles and Jack's revolver
poured in a rapid fire. The deal patch
withered and collapsed under it like
o shicet of gelatine befora & hot fire, and
a8 the trawler dipped heavily to the
next swell, she tc'ulE » hundredsweight of
water through the open breach.

by Eﬁfﬂrrnrd, yve fules{” shrieked the
Narwhal's skipper to his men, “8&tanch
her, or we shall founder 1

But ss two men started forward,
Jack's revolver spoke. One of them
yel[!:'-ed. whila the other fled aft, for a
bullet had paesed through his hair.

The Narwhal made a plunge, the

Straight at

water Eguring intg her by ton, and
when the next wave passed, her bow did
not rise.

“8he's gaun I yelled the captain, in
& frenzy. "“Oop, an’ pour a wvolley
intae them before she minkal  They
shall gang tae their death with us!”

“But even as they rose to their foet,
the long black trawler hove up her stern
to the sky, wallowed hesvily in the
trough of the eea, and dived into the
‘E&ptl 3. The seething waters closed over

er

Dan Means Eusiness !

L TAND. by ¥ -gaid Dan. *“Can’t
iy leave the poor beasts- to
drownl|l Heave her round,

Mr. Ward I’ ;

“It’s more'n thu;' deserve,” said the
mate. “But rope’s cheap, so’s Dart-
moor Prison, an’ the situation’s fine and
healthy., We'll pick the dirty dogs up,
if you say sol”

an and Buck were leaning over the
rail, ready to help any struggler in the
water, aa the asp passed over the
scena of the wreck.

Thera was nothing to be seen, hovw-
ever. The silent sea had swallowed up
the Narwhal and her erew of gunmen.

The Wasp stretched herself out to the
eastward, and all night she sailed till
the grey dawn began to grow over the
508, ¢ yacht was nowhere in sight,

and Jack Ward opined that the dago
engineers were still pinching their
fingers among the machin

unger and the cold ai?lzawn began
to weigh on the crew of the Wasp, and,
routing out .the smack’s stores, the
made & breakfast of hot coffes an
bully-beed. - )
After the meal, Biack _climbed
leisurely to the crosstrecs and peered
out over the horizon.

“Land-ho1” he hailed. “Baltrum
right shead, by the look of it| Bring
up the glasses, Danl Ay, there’s the
hut and the old tree, toc! We'll be
there in two hours [” ;

He came dovwn jubilantly; the smack
began to hiss through the water. The
wind was freshening, and the morning
was dark and lowering. .

“Dirty weather coming,” said the
mate, locking to windward. " What's
that aWay on-the quarter? Patrol boat,
sin't it?" .

“ Gosh I exclaimed Buck, staring at a
long, low, grey vessel, almost invisible
through the smother. ™ That’s the old
German gunboat-that stopped the
last week. B8he's after the Wasp ¥

“ What I* said thoe mate blankly. “It's

all up for us, then I*

the search--
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[} A
INNERVIEWS
(1)
'Ehlulll inkiest u{ Fﬂ:;‘;r asid
Fagdom's

Is known as Taddy Mye

0! Dicky Bugent's band ;
He has the reputatlon

(A gruesonte one, I think)
ot HHH.E recraation

By wailowing in ink.

{3}
I saw the young ass playlog
At Socoer in the Rag,
With ensrgy displaying
Much prowess for = fag !
The Second In [oll muster
Were Hn:gt_ag at the ball
{An old discarded duster)
Towards the goal—a wall [

As Dlcky B
Some playars

* Offside 1%
celling 1

To me—
(8)
Solwasrel | Well, clearly
The gozl had been offside.

I told them 50 saverely
At any rate, I tried !
But they were then re-siariing
Thelr sonl-destroying row |
And I, belors departing,
Exclaimed : ** I'll stop that—now ! ™

Th
And ¢

(5) i
The din was most appalling !
ent scorad !

And thosa that 4ldn'i, roared !
They cracked the

The tumult made me deaf ;
I found tha? were appeallng
* Qffside there, ref 1"

My words were quits unheaded !
staried up agalin [
t was all T neaded 1

I smote them might and main !
Instead of swiftly Oeeing

They seized me, one and atl,
And I stopped refereeing

And started as—the ball |

This week's brillivat versea by cur loag-haired

poet are written around
EDWIN HEEﬂsp
an inky-fngered member of the Second Form.

(2)
I yon should wish to spot him
And find a Little swe
Whose Ings I3 elean—that's HOT bim ;
Nofear ! We know him well !
Find soms untldy slacker
Who's jost ons monnd of grime,
And lf there’s no ons blagcker,
Well, you'll be right this time [

{4)

Alibough not solentifie

The game was hard and fast.
The clamour was terrifie,

It smote me like a blast !
I serambled on & table

In case I might be slaln,
And shouted through the babel

To Teddy Myers—Iin vain.

d hawilng,

{7)
I whistled long and shrilly.
They stopped the game and stared.
They asked : ** What's that for, sllly 2 **
And, ** Time's up ! " I declar

ad.
““I'mi ref, 30 Just you stop It 1

The game Is Anished—ses ?
And all save Myers ean hop it !

And you, Myers, come with me ! **

(8

unboat, fiving an
eavae-to. gha had
Black Fleet vessel
trade in (lerman

Up came the
urgent. signal to
cvery right to atuﬂ &
that was plying her
waters. ' - .

Seeing no notice taken of her signal,
she w 8 stronger one. She was
nearly two miles away,

Boom | "

A mushroom of white smoke
blossomed sgainst the gunboat's side,
and & ehell sorcamed across the bows

of the Wasp. Dan?
“MNe peed for vou to worry, Dan,
said the mate ir. . '!Enu’riy be all.

right, but it’s ruin for me. _This i3 a
Bi;mk_ Fleat ship—the ona they're look-
ing for. I've been mate of a steamer
for & month pest, in close touch with
the squadron all b time, an’ you can
bet when they're mpeé in—as they
will be—they’ll swear I was one of
them. - They'll get even . An' those
degos of tze B?:aﬁdﬂu_ne-"thm:n’_’]l ba
gome of those brought I as witnesses,
an' they'll swear ‘emselves
their own back on mel It means a
German gaol for me, my lads I

“Raot 1" gaid Dan. “ We can bear wit-

. mess, you kept clear of the Blacks and
l:eljﬁgi V] A Sa

diey Graham’ll save himself by
jumpin’ ‘on me, too; an’ even if 1 wasn'}

- the tearing

blue to get 3

shoved in quod, I'm done for 1” said the
mate gloomily. My ticket'll be dirtied,
an' I'll never ﬁﬁt snother ship. How-
ever, 1t can’t be helped, an’ I'm glad

~you're out of your trnubfaa, Dan, Heie

gaes |
_He put the helm down, and waited in
silence for the gunboat to come up.

“Hea's right, Dan,” ssid Buck. *It's
tongh on old Jack” w

“Ther, by gosh,” cried Dan, spring-
ing to the titler, * we'll Tun for it, neck
or_nothing I” .

He wrenched the helm up, and the
Wasp fall ‘away before the wind amd
filled her sails. :

Boom ¥

A zecond shell shricked overhead as
breezo sent the Wasp rush-
ing mlong 83 fast aos the gunboat
herself. - - -

“Let him fire, and be hanged to
him 1" eried Dan. “There's Baltrum
close under our lee, an' we'll give him
the slip and unearth the treasure yef!

ive her sheet, there I

Boom|! Z-z-zzzl =

A shell tors past within a dozen fect
and smacked the top off & high wave

just to leeward.

e That's his si hting; shot 1" said Buck,

snttin%m".f&n teeth. “He'll blow us to
Tee Maaxer Lianary.—No. 1,460.
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blazes with the next! IHec's training his
gun dead en! Let's give inl”

"No!” snid Dan savagely. “Let her
rip l

And as the gunboat surged clear of a
white-topped wave, the gun-layer pulled
his lanyard.

The Friendly Fog !

OOM ! Zezazeazl
B The smoke leaped

gunboat's side, and tha shell

soreamed past so close to the
Wasp fhat Dan felt the wind of it on
his check.

“Bmack through the mainsail I'* oried
Baucl:.

Boom-z-zz! :

Anothor shell whistled through the air,
and over went the topmast like a reed
snapped by o blast of wind, It hung
over forward like the broken wing of
a bird, and plunged and swayed with
the kicking of the trawler.

“Cut it away 1" cried Dan desperately.
"Up aloft with you ™

The gunboat was coming up fast, and
as Eu& sprang up aloft to ¢cut away
E!;m wreckage, Jack Ward turned upon

At

“Nothin' on- the scas can save ns
now,” he said. *The gunboat has the
legs of us. We'ra only makin' it worse.™

an glanced at the gunboat, and
saw, with a sigh, that the mate was
right. The sinking of the Wasp with a
few more ghots was a certainty, ' He had
:ia_r.} right to throw away his comrades’
ives, _

“Here goes, then!” he eaid, luffing
the trawler-head to wind. * Fore-sheet
a-weather, and heave her tol I'd
rather have ﬁm‘m on and taken what
came. But they've got us now " .

Up came the gunboat. An angry,
red-faced lientenant was stamping on
flhe bridge as he brought his vessel to
o standstill close by.

“1 guess wa'ra in for it!"” rmutlered
Bueck. “ Whatever might ha' happened
before we ran for it, we've done for
gﬁr&ﬂ}ws now. Here comes the quarter-

at.™

The davit-tackles of the mboat
sereeched as they ran ont, and the boat
came pulling towards the Wasp., There
was nothing to be snid.,

The bow-man was reaching oub with
his boathook to hook on to the Wasp's
ratl, when Dan, looking astern, gave a
gasp of excitement.

A great billowy mass of dark mist—
the thick wind-fog of the North Sea—
came driving down upon the trawler
and the gunboat like a curtain, A rush
of damp wind came with it, and in a
fow goconds the gunboat seemed a mern
filmy outline in o shroud of haze.

n sprang to tho tiller,

from the

“It's our turn now!” he eried
hoarsely. “By George, wa'll slip them
vet | Smash that boathook | Let go tha

foresheet 1™

Jack Ward, fired with new hope,
enatched up an oar and snapped the
h%thnak even az it touched the Wasp's
raul.

Buck 'Teaped into the bows and swung
the forp-sheet over, and, amid a vollex
of an?r;r shouts from the boat's erew,
the black trawler laid her side down
and leaped away into the fog.

“TFooled again ! ghouted Buck, haul-
iﬂﬁ madly on the bowline.

Bhut up that row,” hissed Dan, "and
pray that this fog doesn't lift, or we'll

THE MAGNET

be at the bottom of the sea in ten
cseconds, boat and all " -

The -fog held. Anxiously the little
crew watched it, for they knew their
lives depended on it. Omne rift in the
haze, and the gunbost would open fire.

“Ha'll think we've put to sea,” mut-
tered Dan, shifting s course.  * An’
for thot very reason we'll make straight
in for trum, an' see if wa can find
the entrance of the gatway.”

“He'll sea our mast, even if we're
anchored inside, when the fog lifts,"
said DBuck.: "“An' he'll eond = party
ashore to ecapture ns.*

#1 reckon nof I” said Dan, closing his
lips tight. *We'll eut the mast down
and sink her in the ecreak I

" Good lad 1" said Ward. “The very
thing! But how shall we get off again?
5'poso the Ercildoune or the Fleet tup
turns up, an' they're on the way to the
treasure?  They know whers we've
gone, ™

“The gunboat'll keep the Fleet off I
chuckled Dan. " One good turn deserves
another. They thought we were one of
Ttebow’s lot, an’ T fancy we've made
things hot for tho Fleet if she does
catch 'em. And the Valhalla—dad’s
ﬂ;aalzt——ﬂuﬁht. to ba here in twenty-four
hours if that message you eent has gone
through.”

“Ah1” gaid Jack Ward eagerly. “ An'
there's the treasure in front of us! Let
her go!™ : :

Dan etood at the helm; the mate went
inte the bows and began fo heava -the
lead, and Buck shioned up aleft and
sat in the cross-trees.

“It’a a bit clearar up here,™ he said,

“an’, by George, I can just see the
beach ™

“In sha goes!’ cried "DBuck, as the
narrow creek between the islands, whito
with tumbling surf, opened just shead
of them. *“It's high water, an' & big
tide, top ¥ '

A minute Jater the Wasp was tumbling
and plunging through the broken water
over the bar, her decks washed like a
hali-tide rock. and her mast whipping
like & reed. Dan's steady hand brought
her through it, and she drew clear and
glided up the sheltered waters of the
creek, where the boys had alresds seen
such stirring events.

“ There's the old Vulture’s topmast
slickin’ up though the water,” said
Buak. “Woe'll sink this hooker along-
side her for company.”

, "Look sharp, then; the fog’s clear-
ing!™ sald Dan. "“Down all sail and
let go the anchor. If the gunbost spots
our mast over the dunes, we're done "

Down went the anchor, biting into the
vory ribs of the departed Vulture, The
boat was lsunched and the rifles,
ﬂ;r_l:rldfs. and all the available pro-
visiona bundled into her. Then a dozen
strokes of an axe on the skin of the
hold did their work, and as the fop
drove away on the wings of a risin
Eale the Wasp settled down and joine

cr old comrade on the creek-bottom.

“And ‘now for the treasure!™ said
Dan. *Give way !

The Troasure !

HE boat grounded on the sand.

Dan, Buck, and tho mate un-

loaded her, dragged her right up

: the dunes, and then put the pro-
visions back agsain.

“Bho ought to be well out o' the way

there,” said Dan. “It's going to bo a

mighty big tide. It's over high-water

mark now, at’ coming in fast, (osh]
EI?':WI it blows! We got hera just in
8

The hi%h wind bad cleared the last
trace of fog, but a snorting gale was
lashing the sea. '

They raced down the duncs to the
:‘E:t whers the spades lay. The hole

wt Dan and Buck had made was un-
disturbed,

‘Without another word they fell to
and dug furiously, No tide had touched
the spot for mauny years; but the con-
ditions were just right for a big flood,
and ihmgs lookod *reate-ninig. ' There
were no dunes opposite the place where
the treasuroc lay, nothing but a long
slope of BEI':I:ldli'

earer and nearer crapt the gurf,

“The breakers'll be cﬁrter the dunes
eoon 1 said Dan. “What on earth shall
we do if the sea sweeps the island?
Hallo! Thero's & of amoke in
the offing, It's tho gunboat come back !”

Buck leaped up, gave one glance, and
whistled in the teeth of the gale.

“Gunboat?” he ssid. *“No, by
George! It's the Ercildouna ™

He jumped down, seized Dan's spade,
snd began to dig frantically,

One glance showed the mate that Buck
was right.

“Bhall we let up till they've ponaei”
armﬂchF muta& b wp

“No " eried Dan. ecp on with i
Get it, an’® hold it1™ P ot

Furiously thoy dug, shovelling tha
sand like madmen and buil inggup a
rampart as hest thoy could sgainst tha
spothing waters, The smoke to scaward
thickened as the twilight grew, and the
long, black hull of the Ercildouns, bear-
mg with her the finest crow of scoundrels
on &ll the bosom of the North Sea, came
racing up through the.gloom.

“They'll never make the gat!™ said
Dan, watehing, * Her engines are half
{:rml:e.:'i and the gale’s got her tucked
under its arm. She's driving sshore |

The Ercildoune drove far up the sands
and strack with & erash; the seas poured
over her and slrifpged her clean as a
hulk, A swarm of black figures poured
over her bows in twos and threes, leap-
ing into the boiling surf, ewimming for
their lives,

“Dirty dagos!” growled the mato.
“Ah, we're donae[*

“* No!" cried Buck, as his spade rang
upon metal. Heo dropped to his knees
and gripped a rusty handle of thick iron
that peeped through the sand. Even as
he did so the scething brine _poured in,
HE:!-I](.;J swam;;.ing him. Dan—Me.
Ward, give a hand here! I've it

They bent down and felt wildly for a
grip of the chest, ‘Ten seconds of
aching suspense, & wallowing struggle,
and up through the gandy water camc
an iron chest that was more than ona
man could lift.

Over the =ands, get some  distanco
away, & crowd of black figures camo
running towards the boye.

Dan snatched up the rifle.

Befors the wrecked men had time to
reach them, however, a mightier power
intervened. The crests of the duncs
crumbled under the battering of the
breakers, a fierce swirl of waters broke
thmgﬁh_ the gaps, and the North Sea
rushed in upon Baltrum Island.

“To tho big knoll, and guick, if you
valup your lives!” shouted Jack Ward.
b Brmg the chest along! Give me
hold I’ .

Already the foaming water was nearly
up to their knees,
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Hoisting the treasure-chest up, they

ed shead with all the speed they

could moster towards the higher, rising
hill of sand in the centre of the island.

The men of the Ercildoune did not
follow. ‘The encroaching ses reached
them first, and they were nearer to a
segond hill, whose crest lay a hundred
yards away from the one the boys were
trying to reach, Towards this, the tall
figures of Dudley Graham and Rebow
leadi them, they struggled des-
porately,

Jack and his men threw themselves
down at full length, sheltering behind
the iron chest, and a heavy fire wa=
poured in by Rebow’s men. Buck and
Ward lay flat, firing t;uis:tl;i: now and
then into the heart of the smoke,
whence came a choked ery or an oath.

Dudley Graham stopped and stared
out to sea as if petrified. His faco
was white and rigid, his breath came
sharp between his testh. Rebow fol-
lawed his gaze.

“We're dome, anyhow,”
*“This tide's finished usl” .

Qut of the morning haze, shouldering
through the swells, the smoke pouring
from her funnei, came a large shapely
white vessel, She gave a blare from
her sziren that echoed over the wastes

“It’s the Valhalla!” shouted Dan,
flinging his cap into the air.

he said.

All's Well I

ONALD OGRAITAM, the man of
D milliona had come back to
demand his son from the sea.
He was within an ace of coming

too late.

Buck, Dan, and the mate wore cut off
cotnpletely from the lower sandhill on
which e Breildoune's crew had
gathered. That was no refuge now, but
a swamped hillock that was fast going
under as the conquering sea ravaged it
in a turmoil of foam and breakers.

No question of a fight now. 'The
North Sea was master. Already the
Ercildoune's men were up to- their
waists in water, A tidal wave swept a
dozen of them awagy.

“8wim for the hut!” yelled Rebow,
for the roar of thiign]c waa deafening.
“Thera’s encuga us yet to mop up
those dedvils yonder and stop
mouths if we nmke the sandhill.
drown or hang!”

“ Keep by me ! screamed Dudley, as
& breaker bore him off his feet. * Give
me a band; I'll never swim through
that |

“Every man for himself I” snarled
Rcbow. “You an’ your fool games got
us*;intu this mess—get yoursel' oot of
it | :

The tide and the surf swirled over
thern. A fierce inrush of the sea sweph
the Ercildoune's crew and the Blacks
away together. The current swept
them relentlessly, wide of the hut's hil-
lock by hundreds of yards. INo man
could strive against that tearing tide
nurf keep afloat long in ‘the boil of
Suri. ’

A score of black heads hobbed among
the foam. One by one they went down,
blotted out,by the wrath of the sea.

By the hut Buck and Jack Ward
watchied, helpless and awestruclk, A
struggling swimner, on the point of
sinking, was swept past the hillock, far
out, but no humen power could have
helped. The last of the Ercildoune’s
crew and the Blacks had vanished;
nothing but o waste of wide, tossing
waters and the scream of the ga!a.

“That's saved ‘em from the hang-
man. Se T'll say nothin” more,” said
Ward.

their
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The long black {rawler hove up her stern to the sky, wallowed heavily in the
trough of the sea, and dived Into the depths |

Dan took ons look ronnd at the
empty sea and sank down op the sand,
shivering.

In half an hour the walcr was
falling steadily, the wind easing. The
island began to reappear, one hillock
after another showing.

Away off the island, the Valhalla
was fighting tho gale. As soon as the
tide fell and the surf easzed, she stood
inshore and smartly lowered her two
white quarter-boats,

Dan ran down to the beach. He was
staring with wild eyes at a big, bronzed
man in the bows of the foremost boat
a3 she came in with lashing strokes of
her six ash oars.

Without slackening an ounce of speed,
she took the sards with a surge and o
heave. The bronzed man leaped oub of
her and took Dan by the shoulders, his
volee shaking.

“Kenneth ! he said.
son |

“ Kenneth, my

- ] - + L]

The evening sun gilded the swells, as
the &y Valhalla steamed swiftly for
the West, her tall bows turned towards
Britain. By _her oquarter-rail aab
Kenneth Graham and his father, and
heside them Jeck Ward and Buck.
And from Dogger Dan fell the lask
words of his strange tale.

“Jt's like s nightmare to me—that
Dudley " should have come down to
that,” said Donald Graham, after a
long pause. “He was crocked by
nature, and he found hia own lewel
when he meb up with the Black Fleet.

I've heard something of their doings
befors now. But that my ewn brother
should—" Heo stopped dead. "Well,
we won't talk of it, Ken. Nothing
matters now I've got you back ™

He gripped his son’s hand in his
YT

“T1 own a flaet of linera, but you'ra
the best thing I've got, or ever
shall have. ‘m proud of youl
Proved yourself a better man than I
ever reckoned. I spoiled you a bit
ashore, being an only son. And your
two mates, here—you're lucky to have
such friends "

He turned to the mate.

' “You hold a master's ticket, don’t
sou, Mr. Ward? My skipper is quitting
the sca after this vﬂi&gu——mtinﬂg for
good ! Most of my skippers seem ablo
to do that, after a few years!” He
chuckled, *I'm offering you a mice,
fat bonus, right away—and the com-
mand of the Valhalla. Haow's that ¥

Jack Ward flushed, and then grinned
with delight.

“Fhat’s how, sir!
I__H‘

“Never mind about thanking me!
Now, Buck, what about yout” Old
Graham <lapped a hand on Buck's
shoulder. " ¥You're too good & sailor to
give up the sea. I'm going to set you
on the road to the biggest job afloat,
and a fortune. I dealt with men
and things before you were born, and I
know the man I want, when I see him.
I want to meect up with the Grey Seal,
and you: father, and his ecrew, right
away., Think you can find her for mel”
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“I bet I can pick her up, 8in,” said
Buck, "if youlil let me give the
skipper his course I”

" said Mr. Graham. “And tell
him, frem me, to whack up the ship to
full speed ¥ '

Dan went below. Almost too tired to
eat, ha staggered into a luxurious cabin
berth and slept soundly for ten hours

When he came on deck again the
yvacht was hove-to, with engines stopped,
thirty miles south of the Dogger.
Rocking in the warm rain, he saw a
smart, red-sailed trawler Iving with
her fore-sheet a-weather, Ho gave a
rousing whoop at the first sight of her.

“The Seal!” he shouted. “The old
Seal 1” _
“Scal-ho!" gaid Buck, grinning,

“Said I'd piek her up, didn't 1t Gave
the old skipper the tip, and we cruised
sround till we sighted her topsaill”

In ten minutes the Seal's crew—all but
Griffiths, who was laft to steer—climbed
aboard the Valhalla. The handgrips,
the questions, the whoeps of surprise,
Elled the entire ship. :

“Well, I'm busted!” sgid Atheling,
for the fortieth time. “So you're o
copper-bottomed millionaire, Dan! An'
1 tﬂuughz you wasn't anything but a
liar! Well, the laugh's on me ™

“There's one more laugh coming, skip-
per " chuckled Kenneth. *What hit
mo was that you didn’t believe in our
little treasurc-hunt—Buck's and mine.
Cot it right aboard here. Real, hard
stuff | Pretty good voyage, eh? What
d'you say if 1 come back with you on the
“eal, and we'll lead the. Valhelle to
Lowestoft? 1 want to feel the heave
of a trawler's deck under me!”

“Come on, lad!” cried Atheling.
And over the side they went,

As soon ms GGrifiths had greeted him,
Kenneth helped to erack on all =ail,
and awany leaped the Seal, her head
laid for Lowestoft. To Kenneth's huge
delight, sho held her own with the
yacht—for it was just her day—and
enterad the harbour & gquarter of & mile
ahead of her. When the Valhalia came
in the crew of the Seal had snugged
their vessel down, and were ready to
bear a hand,

That evening Mr. Graham, Kenneth,
Ward, and all tho Beal’s crew sat down
ta a sumptucus banguet in the WVal-
halla's cabin, and i1n theecentre of the
table stood a rusty iron chest, that held
£5,000 in Dutch gold,

Kenneth announced that according to
Dogger rules it was to bn divided
equaﬁly among the crew of the Beal,
including Jack Ward.

“1 was wrong,” admitted Skipper
Atheling.. -“I was wrong, Dan—Ken-
neth, I mean, I ought to ha’ listened

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

o yo. Dub if ye carec to me with such
a ysin again I'd rope'send ye, all
the samea ™ ;

Donald Graham laughed. e put
hiz hand on Athcling’s shoulder.

“What do you think of it all, cap-
{ain ¥ he eaked.

“1'm thinking,” said Atheling slowly,
“that it's a pifty Kenneth’s got o job
az &8 millionaire, for he's the best sea-
man o his ape that ever trod s deck
on the Dogger, If ye'd seen the luck
he hrl:mﬁht us, trawlin’—"

“He'll bring you better luck yet. I
want to have a talk with yon, Skipper
Atheling.”

A wink passed between Kenneth and

Buck. They slipped nway on to the
pier’ and gazed thoughtfully ot on
the starlit sea~—-the sea that the boliday-
maker and the landsman know.

As Kenneth gazed out over the sloep-
ing waters towards the vastness beyond
he sighed.

“Buck,” he said, “it's a fine breed of
men thoy grow out there on the big
waters. I bet Ken Graham'll never
have ns good a time as Dogger Dan
ded ¥

TEE END.

(See delow for particulars of our
grand new serial commenctng next
week.)
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chums, having read the
in this issue

announcements
Concerning our

FREE GIFTS,

there iz no doubt you will all be bubbling
over with excitement rnd waiting anxiously
to geb possession of the
MARVELLOUS MAGIC
and the first sheet of
PICTURES THAT COME TO LIFE!

. To look through the BMagic Spectacles
and see the pictures come to life, 1s o most
foacinating experience.

These grand Scientific Gifts, which will
put all previous free gifta entirely in the
shade, will boe PRESENTED FREE with
next weck's record-breaking issue of the
MacHET.

Further pietures will be given free in
subsequent issues.

In order to give all my regular renders
the chance of being able to

STEP IN FIRST

and secure these FREE GIFTS [ have
arranged to publish noxt week's issue of
the MaoxET one day earlier than vsusl—
Friday, ¥February Tth. If you aro wise,
you will get your nowsagent to deliver,
or reserve, you a copy. Failing this, be

x ¥ FELL,

SPECTACLES

suroc and get your copy early Fridoy
morning, for you will find boys and girls
alike flocking round the newsagents’ like
beea round & jam-pot |

Though I have been very busy Iately
preparing these grand Free Gifta, my time,

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Alwcays glad to hear fromm you, chums, so drop me o line fo
the following oddress: The FEditor, The * Magnet” Library,
The Ameljpmmated Press, LEl., The Flechuway House, Farringdon
A stamped, addvessed envelope will
enswre a reply.
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of course, has not been occupied solely
with ihe FREE GIFTS. 1 have also
been working hard on a

BUMFER PROGRAMME OF STORIES,

which I am confident will surpass any yet
published in the good old MAGNET.
The piece-de-rosistance is;
“ THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE | **
By Frank Richards,

the first of a grand new series of rattlin
fine school atorics, telling how the world-
faroous chums—HARRY WHARTON &
CO., of Greyfriars—pick up » trail that is
destined to d{ead’.themi into the moat
amozing odventurea in far-off corners of
the world. To say more would give the
plot away and deprive vou of the splendid
treat in store. &-‘u E. Rochester, well-
known to you all, a8 one of the most
famous and popular authors of the day, is
contributing yet another masterpiece—
& pulsating story of dare.dovil adventures
on land, sea and in the air. The poweriul
opening chaptera next week are ooly a
foretaste of what i3 to coms. °

“ Groyfriars Herald "—which is unavoid-
ably held over this weelk—swill reappear
with o burmst of merriment, Our Rhytao-
stér's verses are also worthy of apecial
praise—his ** Interview " " noxt week" is
really . brilliant.

A final word of warning—noxt’ Friday
is o red-letter day—the d.nhi' when dur
BUMPER FREE GIFT NUMBER of the
MacxeT will be on aale |
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keeping it. But Bunter hasn't told us
that you came here from Topham.”

“How did you Lknow, then?”
muttered Wilmot. ** Has Crawley——"

“Crawleyl Who's Crawleyi”

““Nobody here of that pame that 1
know of,” said Baob.

“ A Topham chap—a chap who doasn't
like me 1 muttered Wilmet, “He come
over with our team that day at S8t
Jude's. He knows I'm here! But—he
hasn’t——" .

* MNever heard of him I said Harry.

“ Then hew——"

“ Bosy encugh,” answered Wharton.
“1 can't imagine why you’ve been kesp-
ing sour last school a secret, but you
must have been an .ass to think you
conld get away with it.”

“QOnly Bunter knew, through that
rotten chance of secing me play in the
match at St. Jude’s |” muttered Wilmot.

“But all 8t. Jude's saw  you,”
answered Harry. Do you think they’d
forget & man who scored four goals
against them in a Boccor match?”

Wilmot started.

“Do you know anybody at St
Jude'st” he stammered.

“Do wel We have regular bBxtures
with 8t. Jude’s—you’'d know that if you
inok any interest at all in our matches.”
E“"Didn‘t you know ¥ grunted Johnny

ulk

Wilmot shook his head.

“Why, you ass,” said Harry, "8t
Jude’s are coming over here to play
foothall in & week or two. Any man
from there would have recognised you
at once if he'd seen yvou here.™

“Oh " muttered Wilmot.

“It was a St. Jude's man told us who
vou were,” went on the captain of the
Remove. “Didn’t you see the chap we
were talking to when you ram into us
this afternoon?” ' _

“1 saw somebody with a bike—I never
noticed him———"

“He mnoticed you!” grinmed Bob
Cherry. *‘‘He remembered the man who
had piled up goals on the St. Jude's
ground, you sce "

“I1—71 sea I

“That's how we knew ! said Harry.
“If you don’t want us to mention it we
won't! But it's not a thing a fellow
can keep dark. Is that why you've let
Bunter stick on to you—because he
ke ¥

“Why elsef™

“Well, youw're rather a fathead, old
chap! Oh!® went on Wharton, light
hreaking inm on his mind. *Is that wh
yvou've been such a sulky, unsociable tic
—to keep fellows from asking you-—"

“So that's it1” said Nugent. “But

-n'lj‘y—-”
ohnny Bull gave a grunt,

“What were you turfed out of
Topham for, Wilmot? he asked very
quietly,

Wilmot did not speak.

His face reddened, and paled again.
Now that his seccret was Enown its
reason wae easy enough for anyome to
guess, He had kept Topham dark
becauze he dared not let it be known.
And he could have had only one reason.
There had been a vague suspicion of it
in Harry Wharton’s mind. It was now
a certainty. Wilmot was silent; but the
Famous Five knew, a3 woll as if he had
told them, that he had been expelled
from Topham B¢hool.

[N B .

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
What Happeped At 5t, Jude's !
ARRY WHARTON & C0, stood
H itios s i
y & ’
Smon hunehed in his chuis

Eossas poached egin were gettin
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THE * GREYFRIARS HERALD " WILL APPEAR AGAIN NEXT WEEK—BETTER AND BRIGHTER THAN EVER!

cold on the table, but no one noticed
them,

- The chums of ths Remove had
intended that spread to be a sort of
feast of reconciliation; they had
resolved to get Wilmot out of his
“sulks,” to argue him into acting more
reasonably and sensibly, and to rope
him into the Form footer,

Now they understood.

That sulky, disdainful temper had
been & screen to hide a wretched secret
Partly from the weight of a miserable
remembrance on his mind, partly from a
fear of questions, the new fellow in the
Remove had set himself apart—resolved
never to enter upon & friendly or con-
fidential footing with any fellow in his
Form.

Unly Bunter knew-—and by teleratin
the fat Owl’s fatuous friendship he ha
ke:ﬂt. Bunter silent,

ut the whole thing had been in vain!
Even while lie was keeping all the
Remove at armslength, wrapping him-
self up in solitary disdain and sulky
silence, the secret he was keeping might

have come out al any moment—was

practically certain to come out sooner
or later—as, indeed, it had done now.

That chance meeting with Lunn had
done it. But any such chance might
have happened at m:|§1 time. It had
hoen almost certain to happen when the
St. Jude's tcam came over to play
Greyiriars. There would be a crowd of
them—and any one of them would have
recognised Wilmot if he had seen him.

He had kept Bunter quiet—he had
prevailed on Crawley of Topham not to
psy bim another visit. And all the
while his secret trembled on the edgo of
the revelation that was inevitable.

He knew it now.

“Well,” said Harry Wharton, after a
long and painful silence, “I'm sorry,
Wilmot; but you can see for yourself
that it was bound ta eome out.”

Wilmot nodded.

“I know that—now!” he said in a
low, almost inaudible voice.

“You've _gone the wrong way to
work,” said Harry uncomfortably.
“*Topham’s miles from here, in ancther
county. Nobody here knows the place—
bardly heard of it! If you'd szid out
plain that you came from Topham
nobody would have fancied—"

“1 dared not!” breathed Wilmaot.

“1 see that—but you were wrong, all
the same. Keeping it dark was the way
to make fellows curious about 1t—only,
of course, nobody ever thought of askin
you anything as yon were so dashe
sulky., But now—"

“Oh, tell all the Form—tell all the
school 1” said Wilmot wearily,. “Now
it’s out I shall have to clear |

“1 don’t ses why I

“1 do!” said Jnhnni Bull grimly.
“We don't want & man hera who's been
sacked from another school. Fellows
aren't sacked for nothing.”

Wharton paused,

“Well, wa don’t know the ecircum-
stances,” he said. “I've heard of a
man beéing sacked from school for a fool
trick of locking his beak in a study.”

“If it was s harmless fool trick
Wilmot wouldn’t have carried on as he's
done.

A~ N? esteemed Johnny—* murmured
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Give a chap s chanece!” said the
captain of the Hemove. "1 supposa it
méans that you were sacked, Wilmot7”

“You know it now.”

" Bomg fool trick like—-2

4 H‘n iﬂ

"1t san't ba so jolly bad, or Dr, Locke
would never have let you in here,” said
Wharton uneasily. '

*“Oh, that's an easy one!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Hacker wangled that [
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“I wsuppose he did—but. Hacker-

couldn’t have wangled it unless the
Head believed that the chap cught to
have a chancal” said Harry. “The
Head wouldn’t let a bad character into
the school. Hacker believes in the chap,
anyhow—he’s & fussy old ass, but his
opinion’s worth something about his
an ﬂﬂphew* He must know him pretty
wall,

“My uncle stood by me,” muttered
Wilmot. “He got me in herel I wish
he hadn't—I never wanted—"

" Well, you're here now I said Harry,
“Will you tell us what it was you did
at H'I‘upham, Wilmot? It's only fair to
na.

“Oh, guite!” said Wilmot bitterly.
“1 did—nothing |*

**Backed for nothing?” asked Johnny
Bull sarcastically.

*“Yes”

“0Oh crikey ¥

“I don’t expect you to believe me,
But that's how it was,” muttered
Wilmot. “I was believed to hava dona
a thing I’d rather cut off my hand than
do—and I'm not blaming my bead-
master, either—he couldn’t act other-
wise then as he did—"

* Hacker doesn’t believe you did it?”
asked Wharton quietly, :
. “Not He wouldn't have bunged me
in hare if he had.”

“Well, Hacker’s fussy, but he's a
keen old bird—not what I should call a
trustful man!” said Harry. “Hacker

‘may be right.”
“B

ut what the dickens was it
ha&) ened at Topham ™ asked Nugent.

ot at Topham—it was that day at
St, Jude’s|” muttered Wilmot wearily.
*After the match—"

Bob Cherry whistled,

“Lunn said there was a row among
the Topham men after that match 1” ha
exclaimed, “The 3t. Jude's men don't
seem to know what it was about.”

It was kept dark there—but it had
to come out at Topham,” muttered
Wilmot wretchedly, “I—I cleared off
by mfuali—tha team went home without
me—I got back on my own, and then=—
then—" He broke off, with a shiver.
“But what—"

“I ecan’t tell woul It's - too
rotten! You'd belisve——  But why
chouldn’t I I-npever did it!”" Wilmot
lifted his head, the old, proud, disdain-
ful look coming back to his colourless
face. “I'll tell you, and you can
dszhed well think what you like! A
chap’s notecase was pinched out of his
poeket in the dressing-room—"

TE Dh I.lf

“When the fellow was changing, he
missed it. There waz n lot of mone
in 1.  The money was never foun

A

again— ;
“But why shounld they think-—-—-'"
“ Becausze,” said ilmot, with a

ghastly face—"because the notecase
drepped out of my pocket before them
all. when I was putéting on my jacket.”

ﬂﬂh 1]‘]‘

“They'd been cheering me—clapping
ms on the back—but you should *Ea.vﬂ
seen  their looks en!” grooned
Wilmot. “It was our skipper—msan

"named HRaleigh—chap I'd alwaya liked

—but his_face—when he picked up that
wallet—"

Ho broke off with a shudder. =

lTha ckums of the Remove stood
silent. . :

Wilmot's voice went on, almost in a
whiaper :

“He asked me for the money—the
wallet was emptyl I—I lo
temper, and hit him. I was a fool, n{

course. Then I went off by myself.

was & fool to do it—but—but—in the

15

state of mind 1 was in—but I suppose
you don’'t understand——"

“I think I dol” sasid Harry softly.

"Well, I cleared—I got back to Top-
ham on the railway—feeling like a
fellow in a bad dream! But—but that
finished it1 VYou—gyou see, they sup-
posed I'd cleared off like that to get
rid of the money. If I'd let them
search me, in the dressing-room at Bt
Jude’s, it would bave been all right—
it couldn't have been focund on me, as
it wasn't thera! But—but clearing off,
lika that—it looked——"'

He broke off.

"1 mightn't have played the fool
like that, but Crawley—that cad
Gra.wle;r was  there—he ssid he
wouldn't travel home with a thief.
That did it! I went out and left
them—-*

Wilmot dragged himself from the
chair.

“Now you know |” ho said. . *Tell
all Greyfriars—it can’t matter much—

I shall have to get out now !”

Ha went unsteadily to the door and
left the study. The chums of the

Remove were left in a grim, uncom-

fortable silence. On tha table the
a-n?:ia; and poached egga wers quite
co

At

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Shirty !

i QOEING for you!” ‘

The Bounder spoke quite

amicably.

The:e was & glint in his eyes
and a compression of his lips which
revealed that he was not feeling ao
amicable as he choze to appear. But
his manner was qﬁita friendly and
civil, ar he stopped Harry Wharton on
the stairs.

Wharton stopped—reluctantly.

Ho could guess what was coming—
Smithy's claims to play in the match
at Rockwood. He did not want to
hear any more about that. But he had
snother reason for wanting to fat
away. He was going down to loock for
Wilmot.

“Well, what?” he asked. “Cut it
short, Bmithy--I'm in a hurry.”

~ “You may have noticed that I was

in the football practice this afterncon,

before you went out on your bikel”
The der wanted to be amicable:

but he could not help being sarcastic.
“0f course I did, assl"

“If you condescended to give mo the
once-over, you mey bave noticed that
FPve picked up some form again?™

“Yes, I noticed that.”

“ Well, what about me for Rookwood
on Baturdayi1” :

“Nothing !" answered Wharten
tersely. .

The Bounder set his lips. He was

trying to be iriend’lﬁ, though he was
not %aa[ing 50 ut he kept his
traﬂtper.

Logk here, Wharton, I'm not deny-
ing that you were right in ochucking me
for n time. 1 conked out at foothall—
I h"ﬂw that. I've picked up since.

“Only a week ago you cut games
practice, to go bll%'gin!g with Pon &
Co., of Higholiffe. I told you that da
that if you ent footer, footer woul
have to eut you. I baven't changed
my mind since.”

“Then you're against me—on any
torms ¥' All pretence of civility was
thrown aside now, snd the Bounder
knitted his brows over gleaming eyes.
“You're determined to p!a;%gnur pal
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