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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Like Loder’s Cheek !

ASS on, friend, and all's well 1"

Peter Todd, of the Grey-
friars Remeove, made that re-
mark quite affably.

Loder of the Sixth, to whom he made
it. did not look affable.

He glared at the cheery Peter.

“Trull up, Loder!” said Bob Cherry,
over Peter’s bony shoulder.

That carriage was full up—more that
full up! Tt was the first day of the new
term, and the Greyfriars fellows were
going back. There was always a crowd
at Courtfield Station at such a time—
always a rush for the local train for
I'riardale: Naturally, it was a case of
first come, first served—and Gerald
Loder, of the Sixth Form, was a late
comer.

The Famous Five of the Remove were
in that carriage. Vernon-Smith and
Redwing were in it. Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton were in_it. With nine
fellows in a carriage intended for six,
there was, obwviously, no room for
:-10thcr-cspecia11y a big Sixth Form
man.

On the other hand, Loder of the Sixth
was a prefect; and it was rather a
dangerous game arguing with a Sixth
Form prefect; eslpccmlly one who hap-
pened to be a bully as well, like Loder.

Loder wrenched at the door-handle.

“Open that door, you young s“eep"’
he snapped. It did not open to Loder’s
wrench, as Peter was holding it inside.

5 Sorry ? said Peter, still affable,
“But -we're crowded uimndy, Loder,
You can see that.”

Loder could see it easily enough. The
cayriage was not only crowded, but
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quite crammed. Bui that made no
difference to Loder. He had locked in
vain for a seat in other carriages, where
there were other Bixth ¥orm men. He
was not going to wait for the next train,
He was, in fact, going to turn some of
those juniors out when he got in. But
he had not got in yet, and with Peter’s
bony, but sinewy hand holding the door,
he could not get in.

“Will you open that door?” roared
Loder.

“The answer,”
ﬂ}rmmshed affability,

said Peter, with un-
“ig in the nega-

tive.’

“Toddy, old'man * gaid Harry
Wharton.

“Chuck it, Toddy!” said Frank
Nugent.

“The chuckfulness is the proper

caper, my esteemed Toddy!” advised
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Every fellow in the carriage, of
course, was on Peter’s side. It was like
Loder's cheek to barge into a carriage
already over-fulll. But a Sixth Form
prefect was liable to_do what was right
in his own eyes; and had the power of
enforcing same with his official ashplant.
Every junior there would willingly have
up-ended Loder on the platform; but
Sixth Form prefects were not to be
handled by juniors. iven Smithy
advised Peter Todd to “chuck * it, and

the Bounder was the most reck]ess
fellow in the Remove.
But Peter did not chuck it. THe

iupped the door-handle hard to prevent
oder  from turning it on the outside;
and smiled affably at the SBixth-Former
through the open window,

“‘Pasg on, friend!” he repeated.

“¥ou young rascal—*"

“And all’s well—"

Loder breathed fury,

“(eét out of that carviage, Todd !” he
said, between his teeth, Do you hear
me? Get out at once, or I'll give you
six the minute we get 'to Greyfriars |”

“Toddy, you ass1” murmured Johnny
Bull. ]

Toddy shook his head.

“You've no right to give me orders,
Loder 1” he said calmly.

“What do you mean, you young fool?
Have you forgoiten that I am a pre-
fect?”” hooted Loder. “By gad! Il
remind you fast enough when we get to
the school !

““ At the present moment,” said Peter
Todd calmly, “you're no more a prefect
than I am!”

Loder glared at him in sheer astonish-
ment. The juniors in the carriage
stared.

“Mad?” asked Smithy.

“Bane, thanks!” said Peter.

“You jolly well know that Loder’s a
prefect, you ass!”

“What the dickens do yen
Toddy 7 asked Harry Wharten.

“Exactly what I say!” answered
Peter, ‘‘Prefects are appointed by the
headmaster to carry out certain duties,
and perform certain functions in a
school, and for this purpose are invested
with a portion of the headmaster’s
authority—"

“Dh erikey !”

“¥ou long-winded ass!”

“Cut 1t short !”

“This is what comes of being a giddy
lawyer I ehuckled Bob Cherry. *Taddy
could jaw the hind leg off & mule.”

“Will ,you open thiz door?” roared
Loder. *The train will be starting in
a minute! 1 order you, as a prefect!”

Peter Todd was the son of a solicitor.
He had—or fancied that he liad—an
aptitude for the law. There was no

mearn,

(Copyright in the United States of America, All rights reserved, and reproduction without mpermission stricily forhidden.)



doubt that he had a propensity for
argument.

“The authority of a prefect,” con-
tinwed Peter, “begins with the term,
and ends with the term. In the holi-
days a Sixth Form prefect is on exactly
the same footing as a fag in the Second
Form. May I point out to you, Loder,
that we are not at Greyfriars yet, and
that your authority as a prefect does not
begin till we are? You have at the
present moment no more right to give
me orders than I have lo give you
orders.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the juniors
in the carriage.

Poter was right! There was no doubt
that he was right. The holidays could
not be said to have ended until the
Greyfriars fellows joined up at Grey-
friars. They were not at Greygfriars
yetb,

As a rteasonable fellow, Loder ought
to have admitted the argument, and
given up the contest. Unfortunately, he
was not a reasonable fellow,

Probably few Greyfriars prefects
would have been reasonable to the
extent required. KEven good-tempered
fellows like old Wingate, or Gwynne,
would probably have given Toddy
“six ” for his cheek, regardless of the
rights of the mattar.

And Loder was far from good-
tempered. He was, indeed, the worst-
tempered prefeet in the Sixth TForm -at
Greyfriars: School.

Far from convinced by Toddy’s un-
answerable legal arguments, he glared
at the schoolboy lawyer as if he could
have bitten him.

“You cheeky vyoung scoundre]!”
gasped Loder. “Will you open that
door before the train starts, or not?"’

“Not!” said Peter calmly. “When
we get to the school, Loder, you can
give me orders as a prefect. At the
present momenf, you are simply a
member of the Fubiit—”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And 1 don’t like members of the
public kicking up a shindy at the door
of ttny carriage !” went on Peter. “Pass
on i1

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Loder gasped with wrath. It was
clear that he had no use for legal argu-
ments, and did not care two hoots for
the rights and wrongs of the matter.
What he wanted was a seat in the
carriage before the train started,

He wrenched furiously at the door-
handle. It remained as firm as a rock,
Suddenly releasing it, Loder reached
up through the open window. His grasp
fastened suddenly, and like a steel vice,
on Peter Todd's rather prominent nose.

The smile left Peter’'s face. He
yvelled with anguish as that fierce grip
on his nose dragged his head through
the window.

“Yow-ow-ow !” he shrieked. “Let go
my nosel Oh crumbs! Urrgh! Will
vou led go by dose?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder did not let go. He gripped
liard. With both hands, Peter grabbed
at the elutching finger and thumb on his
suffering nose. Naturally, he had to let
go of the door-handle to do so. Loder,
with his free hand, turned the handle
and opened the carriage door.

Then he released Peter's painful nose.
Peter clasped it with both hands,
gurgling. ]

“(ooooogh 1"

There was a shriek from the engine,
The train was going. Loder plunged in.

Bump |

Peter Todd landed on the platform in
a yelling heap. Loder glared round at
the grinning Removites, Probably he
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would liave hurled out a few more had
there been time. But there was not.
porter rushed up and slammed the door
—the train was moving.

Loder sat down in Peter’s seat, scowl-
ing. Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.
Peter Todd, sitting on the platform,
clasped his painful proboscis, gurgled,
and guggled, and blinked after the de-
parting train. As a lawyer, he could
consider that he had won his case; but
as a Remove junior, he had certainl
lost his seat in the train. He was still
rubbing an aching nose when, half an
hour ldter, he caught the next train.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Whose Cake?

‘@ SAY, you fellows!”
l “Dear old Bunter)® grinned
Bol) Cherry.
_Billy Bunter blinked into
Study No. 1, in the Remove, through
his big spectacles. It was a very affable
blink.” The fat Owl of the Remove
seemed E)]cased to see his old friends
again, after the holidays.

Perhaps his old friends were glad to
see Bunter. It did not, perhaps, sound
like it when Harry Wharton looked
rourid and said:

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“Dh, rea]fv, Wharton—"

“How did Bunter know we had
doughnuts7” asked Frank Nugent.

“0Oh, really, Nugent—"

Peter Todd declares that Study

No. 7 is a fighting study. Buf

when he and Tom Dutton go on

the warpath they want to make

sure first of getting the right
vietim!

First day of term was a busy day,
Fellows had to see the Head, to hand
over medical ceriificates; they had to
gee their Iorm-master—generally a
little worried and crusty on the first
day; they had to bag their studies; they
had to unpack. They had lpts of things

to do. Now, however, Harry Wharton
& Co., being at leisure, had gathered
in Study No. 1, which belonged to

Wharton and Nugent, and were refresh-
ing themselves with doughnuts.

IFellows who had doughnuts eould not
really be surprised to see Billy Bunter
blow in. Bunter's little fat Mose had a
wonderful scent for a feed.

“1 say, you fellows, I never knew
you had doughnuts,” said the fat Owl,
rolling in. “Still, I'll have some! I've
got a cake—"

i Eh ?ll

“What ?”

“ Ay esteemed hat!”

Bunter had a bundle under a fat
arm. He laid it on the table, in the
view of five pairs of astonished eyes.
Cramming a doughnut into his ecapaci-
ous mouth first, in order to lose no
time, the Owl of the Remove proceeded
to unwrap that bundle, disclosing a
large, handsome, and aromatic plum
cake.

The Famous Five could only stare.

Bunter, it seemed, had not come to
the study for doughnuts; he had come
to whack ont a cake! William George
Bunter scemed to have started new
manners and customs with the new

term. ¥
“\Well, my only hat!” said Bob
Cherry.

“Have some!” said Bunter hospit-
ably. “It's a ripping cake. I had it
from Bunter Court, you lknow—-"

“With a Courtfield shop label on it "

grinned Bob.
" “T mean, I fetched it from Courtfield
specially to whack out with you
fellows 1”7 said Bunter, “Lots to go
round! I say, these doughnuts ain't
bad!" You fellows start on the cake.”

The Famous Five were nothing loth.
Billy Bunter, when he had any tuck,
generally found room for same in his
capacious interior If he was starting
new manners and customs, it was a
change for the better, and to be en-
couraged. The chums of the Remove
encouraged him. Bob Cherry sliced the
cake, and handsome slices were handed
round.

Bunter guzzled doughnuts.

“Like it?” he asked. * Don't spare
it. I don't want any left.”

Tt was more and more surprising.
Still, the juniors took Bunter at his
word, and did not spare the ealse.

“Keep some for Toddy and Dutron,”
suggested Nugent,

eter Todd and Tom Dutton shared
Study No, 7 -with Billy Bunter.

“Q0h, - never ‘mind, Toddy,” said
Bunter, with his mouth full. *Toddy's
a suspicious beast—"

“What?”

“1 mean, he’s an ill-tempered beast.
He seems to have hurt his nose on the
train, coming, and he's like a beavr
with:a sore head!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. were not sur-
ﬁnsad to hear that Toddy was not in
15 bonniest mood. They had seen
Loder’s, gr:p on Toddy’s nose in the
train, and had no doubt that Peter was
feeling as if he had caught it in a door.

There was a tramp of feet in the
Remove passage.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “If that's Temple—"

Billy Bunter gave a jump.

“Temple |” he ejaculated. “I—I say,
vou fellows, if Temple of the Fourth
butts in here, turf him out. Don't listen
to anything he says—just turf him out
on his neck !”

“He won't be after you, fathead!”
said Bob. “But I fancy he may be
looking for me. I knocked his hat off
in the quad, just for the sake of au
lang syne.”

“Ha, ha, hal” =

“He chased after me, and ran_inio
Coker of the Fifth I said Bob. “I left
him arguing with Coker.”

The tramp of feet passed the open
doorway of gtudy No. 1. Bob put down
his slice of cake and picked up an ink-
pot.

But it was not Temple & Co. of the
Fourth. Russell and Ogilvy, Hazeldene
and Monty Newland, and Dick Penfold
assed on their way. to their studies.
Bc‘a grinned, set down the inkpot, and
picked up the slice of cake again.

“T say, you fellows!” sgueaked
Bunter. © Come in and have some cake.”

The juniors in the passage stopped
and looked in.

“Whose cake?” grinned Russell.

“0Oh, really, Russell—"

“Bunter's!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “Bunter’s standing cake all
round. Roll in, you men, and whack
it out—there's lots.”

Five Removites rolled in.

It was a large cake—a very lnr%e
cake. But it diminished rapidly
under the assault of so numerous a
party. :

Bunter, having finished the dough-
nuts, started on cake. At the same
¢ime, he urged the other fellows to

help themselves. S
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Hospitahty, it seemed, was boundless.
Bunter, undoubtedly, was cultivating
new manners and customs,

On the rare occasions when Bunter
had more tuck than he could consume
at & single sitting, it was his way to
leave it till he was hungry again—
which was never very long. Now, it
was clear, he didn't want any of that
cake left. Ile was really anxious to see
it eaten to the Jast crumb and the last

lam.

“You fellows seen Temple of the
Fourth 7 asked MMaveldene, with a
chuckle.

“Bort of [7 grinned Dob.

“The dear man’s raising Cain. Some-
body knocked his hat off in the quad
and he dropped a pareel he was earry-
ing. When he went back to look for
them he found his hat, but couldn’t find
the pareel.”

“Eh? If he dropped it in the guad
it must be there, I suppose!” said
Harry Wharton.

“Wall, it seems. that it is0’t]” said
Hazel. “1 say, this 15 a jolly zood cake !
Where did yon get this cake, Bunter?”

“From Dunter Court, old chap. I
mean, T called at Chunkley's, in Court-
field, and bought i 2

“Not much difference !”
Monty Newland.

(13 }la-, ha ha 13-

“Dear old Bunter 1 said Bob, “He
can't help telling whoppers. But it's
a jolly good cake—or was!”

That cake was in the past tense now!
_ “Jolly good|” agreed the grinnin
Hazel ““Thanks, Bunter—thoug
perhaps 1 ought to go and thank
Temple.”

“0h, really, Hazel—"

“Why Temple?” asked Harry Whar-
ton, staring.

“Well, Temple can’t find the parcel
he dropped in the quad, and he says
there was a cake in it——"

“0Oh erumbs®

“Bunter, you fat villain—"

“1  say, 7you fellows, this ‘isn’t
Temple's” cake; it's gquite another
caket” exclaimed Bunter, in alarm.
“Don't be suspicious beasts, 3
Toddy! Toddy made out that it
was Temple’s cake, just because he saw
e pick up the parcel—"

(I"_ 119,"&'t ?}’ /

“Toddy’s suspicious, you know ! Being
a lawyer’s son, of course, he would be !
This cake came straight, from Bunter

remarked

Court—I  mean, from  Chunkley’s
Stores——"

“YVou fat burglar!” roared Johnny
Bull  wrathfully. “You've snaffled

28

Temple's eake and brought it here—

“0Oh, really, Bulll If that's how you
thank a fellow for whacking out a
splendid cake with you

“We might have gueszed that one, I
think 1” said Harry Wharton.

“The mightfulness 1s terrifie!”

“Well, I like that!” said Bunter
indignantly. “I whack out a splendid
salte with a lot of fellows, and that’s
liow I get thanked. DMaking out it's
a0t my cake! If Temple says it’s his
sake, it's pure gammon, and I expcct
my friends to stand by me, after whack-
ing out the cake. If he comes up here
making o fuss, just chuck him out on
hig neck 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Hazel

Billy Bunter's boundless hospitality
was cxplained now,  With the just

swner of that eake in seareh of it, he

did not want any left., by way of
avidence against him.  And he did
want the sharers of the cake to rally
round him if Cecil Reginald Temple of
the Fourth Form ecut up rusty.
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“Hotten, I call 1117 went on Bunter
warmly. I haven't seen Temple of the
Fourth at all. I don’t really know
whether he is coming back this term.
And he wasn't carrying a parcel when
I saw him, either. As for picking it up
when he dropped if, I mever even
thought of such a thing. Besides, he
didn't drop it.”

“0Oh crikey I”

“And if he makes out there was a
cake in ity it’s gammon! I believe he
had school bocks in that paveel.”

“The paveel ke wasn't carvying!?
gasped Nugent. .

“Yes—no—I mean—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You fat brigand 1”?

“You can call a fellow names, after
eating his eake [ said Bunter. " You've
jolly wel! had the cake, anvhow! If
Te‘u}g&e comes up here—"

“Ha, ha, ha !” shrieked IFazel. “Sup-
pose Capper comes

“Rot! Temple wouldn’t tell his
beal I
“It was Capper's cake!” yelled
Hazel,

“Wha-a-at 17

“That’s what Temple's telling the
world at the present moment, down in
the quad. That parcel wasn't Temple's
—ib was Capper’s. His beak asked him
to carry it irto the House and put it in
hia stndy, while he jawed with Prout.”

Billy Bunter’s fat jaw drepped.

“1—I—1 say, you fellows, it’s all yot I”
he gasped.  ““What would a Form-
master want with a cake? It can’t be
the Fovrth Form beak’s cake! How
could it? Oh erikey! I—I—I zay, if—
if Capper comes after that cake, don't
you fellows mention that T ltad any of
ikl Oh log® 17

“Well, you've done it now, you fai
villain ¥ said Bob Cherry. “Goodness
knows what Capper wanted 2 cake for—
beaks ain’t generally keen on ecakes—
but if 1t was Capper’s, you'se jolly well
done it [

“1 haven't!” shricked {he alarmed
Owl. “¥You fellows have! Wou had
most of the cake! Laock here, I'm
going, and if Capper comes after that
cake, don't you mention my name!
That's important!”

Buntcr rolled to the door of Stndy
No. 1.  Evidently he was auxious to get
away from the spot where Alr: Capper’s
cake had been consumed—the scene of
the orime, as it were |

Snaffling a Fourth Form fellew’s cake
was quite a trifle, but snaffling the pro-
{J]erty of a beak was avfully serious

caks had no sense of humour. Beaks
wounldn’t  call it groboraidiug, or
snaffling, or snooping. They would call
it pilfering. They might call it thefs!
Really, with a beak, wyou never could
tell! Even Billy Buunter would not
have annexed that cake had he known
that it was the property of a member of
Dr. Locke's staff. Bunter was only
anxious now to avold dire sonsegquences.
The junicrs could bave stood by him in
a row with Temple.  They couldn't
help him in a row with a beak.

He rolled out of the study. The frag-
ments of the cake—and the conse-
gquences—were lefi to Study No. 1.

Bunter intended to depart guickly.
As. it happened, he deoparted more
guickly than he had intended.

Johnny Bull jumped up, leaped after
him, and let out a boot.

Thud !

“Yarooooop

He flew:

There was 2 bump and a voar ia the
Remove passage,

I

roared Bunter.

Sl

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Capper’s Cateh |
 NTRAORDINARY ! said Mr.
Capper.
* I'uy awlully sorry, sir,” said
”'l‘emple of the Fourth,

My, Capper looked at him severely.
Temple's sovvow was all very well; no
doubt grateful and comiforting, in its
way. Buatwhat My, Cappér wanted was
the parcel he lad entrusied {o that
member of Lis Form.

I must have the parcel, Temple!”
he pointed out.

“ It—it’s paone; sir I”
“That,’ safd the master of tlie
Fourth, “is nonsensé, Temple! How

could it be gone? You,say that vou
dropped it in the quadrangle. Ub-
viously it must be still there. Go and
pick it up again, Temple.”

“T've looked for it everywhere, siv.
T've asked Dabney and Fry tc help, and
they've looked, too—and it’s gone! T'va
asked a dozen men in and out of the
House. Nobody seems to have seen it.
It hasn’t been brought in by anybody.
It—it’s just gonel”

“ Extraordinary [ M.
Capper.

My, Capper was sitting in his study.
He frowned at Templo aeross his study

repeated

table. Cecil Reginald Temple, having
reported the unfortupate loss of the
parcel, was anxious toe go. Still, he

realised that Capper would naturally
fee}l a little dissatisfied about this.

“It  is extraordinary ! said AMr.
Capper, making that statement for the
third time: “I handed you a parcel to
carry into the Housze for me, Temple;
while 1 was detained with Mr. Prout.
I came in, expecting to find it heve. 1
did not find it. Now you tell me it iz
lost. Probably yon were aware, Temple,

ihat that 3’:rarcel contained a cake—a
large cake.”
“Yes, sir. I—I thought so.”

“If the parcel cannot be found,” said
AMrv. Capper, it is clear that it lias been
picked up, and it would appear that
sontc boy has yielded to the temptaticn
of eating the take.” .

Temple-thought it probable. Really,
there was no other way of aceounting
for the vanishing of the pareel. Alore-
over, he remembered that he had scen
Bunter of the Remove in the ofling
when Bob Cherry knocked his hat off;
and ke went in infuriated pursuit of Bob,
forgetful of his Form-master’s parcel.
When a cake was missing, and Bunter
wasn't, it realls was not diflicult to
guess what might have hecome of the
cake ! ;

B Temple did not tell Mr. Capper
ail that, He was prepared to kick Billy
Bunter all round Greyiriars Schoal and
baclk again, but net to give him away to
a beak. So Temple zaid nothing.

YTt i8 very unfortunate,” said Al
Capper. I bought that cake in Court-
tieid, Temple, as I cameilo-day. It was
my intention to ask sowe beys of my
Farm to tea in my shuly—you among
them, Tewple. I shall not be able to
eariy out that intention if the cake can-
not be found.”

Ceeil  Reginald Temple dnwavdly
resoived to put plenty of beef inio the
kicking he had up his sleeve for Billy
Buntey, fri

“But,” resumed Mp. Cappor, this
matter cannot rest where it iz ~The
cake must be found—or, at least, traced.
Bilfering——"

YOy sirt? )

“Piliering cannot be overlooked. Dis-
hanesty cannot be condaned " said Ar.
Capper. *The matter must be investi-
gated. Unfortunate as it is that this




meident should occur on such a busy
day, it must be inguired into at once.
Explain to me, Temple, why you
dropped the parcel in the first place,
and why, in the second, you did not im-
mediately pick it up.”

“ A—s chap knocked my hat off, sir I
stammered Temple. **I—I dropped the
parcel when—when I went after him.”

“That was extremely thoughtless,”
said Mr. Capper. “Am I to understand
tha’t’. it was gone when vou returned for
it?

“Yes, sir.

“Who knocked
Temple 77

“A—a—a Remove chap, sir!” stam-
mered Temple.

Mr. Capper’s frown intensified.

Templs was red and uncomfortable,
Ile could nos refuse to answer his Form-

I've asked everybody.”
off wyour hat,

=
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of books, half-unpacked, on the floor.
'The Reniove master looked busy, and
not in the sweetest of tempers. He
made a visible effort to repress his im-

atience as the master of the Upper
Fourth looked in. :

_“Are you busy, Quelch?” asked
Mr. Capper.

“ As o matfer of fact, Capper, I am,"”
answered the master of the Remove.

“Then I am sorry to interruph you,”
said Mr. Capper, proceeding to do it,
all the same, sorry as he was. “It is
a rather serious matter, Quelch.” He
coughed. **A matter of what I can only

describesas petty pilfering, and I regret
to say that suspicion falls on boys in
your Form.”

Mr. Quelch rose from the table. Ilis
aspeet was not unlike that of a ruffed
turkey-cock

‘*'fumquif”fff'
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“And the parcel was missing after.
wards. You will see for yourself,
Quelch, the connection—"'

“None whatever.”

“ A Remove boy causes Temple to drop
the cake. The cake is then missing.
The connection is perfectly clear !” said
Mr. Capper warmly. “ Either that Re-
move boy, or & friend—I may say a
confederate—seized upon the cake——""

“Nonsense |'” said Mr. Queleh. “I
see no reason to suppose anything of
the kind, I suggest looking in Fourth
Torm studies. No doubt’ some boy of
your own Iorm can tell you what be-
came of the cake.”

Mr. Capper flushed.

“I suggest an inquiry in the Re.
move, Quelch ™

Mr. Queleh sat down again.

i

”{(

¥

As Mr. Capper reached the first study in the Remove passage, a fat figure eame shooting out ol the doorway. Rilly Bunter

bumped against the Upper Fourth Form masier’s legs with a heavy b
“ Yoo-hoop !’ roared Bunter.

master. But he did not want Remove
felloivs to call him a sneak.

“Tt—it was ouly a lark, sir!” he stam-
mered.  “He—he just tipped off my
liat, sir, for a—a lark. I was shirty at
tlie time, but—but it was only a lark.”

“Quile so, Temple,” said Mr, Capper,
“and I should not think of taking note
of so trifling an incident. But it seems
to me probable that this incident has a
conneetion with the loss of the parcel.
The Remove boy’s action caused yon to
drop it, to leave it lying ou the ground,
and it disappeared, Some other Remove
boy, no doubt——"

Mr. Capper pursed his lips.

“You may go, Temple,” he said. “1
will inguire into this matter personally.
You will take a hundred lines for your
carelessness. Now go 1™

And Temple went.

Ar. Capper, after a fow minutes’ re-
floction, left his study and walked down
the passage to My, Quelcl’s study.

Mr, Quelech was busy at a pile of
papers on his table, There was a stack

“Nonsense, Capper!” he said de-
cisively.

“Really, Quelech—"

“No such thing could possibly ocenr
in my Form! I am surprised at the
suggostion 1™

“ A cake is missing I”’

“ A what 7 hooted Mr. Quelch.

“A ecake—a large cake!"” said DMr.
Capper. “I may mention that I paid
the sum of seven shillings and sixpence
for it, Quelch,”

Mr. Queleh stared at him. Iis look
was expressive; and Mr, Capper went
on hastily:

Tt was not for my own comsnmption,
Quelch. It was bought with fhe inten-
tion of asking some boys in my I'orm
to tea in my study. I gave it to
Temple, of my Form, to carry into
the House. ¥e dropped it.”

“Very careless of him,” said Mr,
Queleh.

“Owing to a Remove boy knocking
off his hal—"

“OLL”

ump, and Mr. Capper staggered across the passage.
““QOh!* gasped Mr. Capper.

“If you decline to take the matter
up, Quelch—"’

#1 have mentioned that I am busy,
Mr. Capper. I have no time to waste
on frivolous matters,” said Quelch.
“Neither am I entitled, as master of
the Lower Fourth, to investigate in
Upper Kourth studies where, I have
not the slightest doubt, the cake may
be found.”

Mr. Capper made no answer to that.
Breathless with indignation, he walked
out of Quelch's study.

Quelch declined to take the matter
up. Capper was not going to let it
drop, He proceeded up the staircase.

He was no more entitled to investi-
gate in the Remove than Quelch was
in the Fourth. But as Quelch declined
to concern himself in the matter—and
indeed described it as a frivolous
matter—Capper was assuming that
right.

He marched across the landing, and
entered the Remove passage,
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He was going to investigate in every
study in that passage; and he had no
doubt of getting news of the cake. But
as it happened his investigation did not
need to proceed so far. e had
reached the first study in the Remove
passage, when a fat figure came shoot-
ing out of the doorway of that study—
so suddenly that Mr. Capper was taken
quite by surprise.

Billy Bunter bumped on the floor,
right at Capper's feet, and roared and
rolled, and bumped on Capper’s legs
with a heavy bump. And the Fourth
Form master staggered across the
passage.

“Yoo-hoop !’ roared Bunter.

“Qh!” gasped Mr. Capper.

He recovered himself, reached at
Bunter, grasped him by the collar, and
hooked him to his feet.

Shake, shake, shake!

“Bunter, how dare you! How—'

“Ow! Leggo, you beast!” howled
Bunter. The short-sighted Owl of the
Remove did not, for the moment, recog-
nise Capper.

i

“What?” hooted the Fourth Form
master. “What 1"

_“0Oh! Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, as
he realised that it was Capper. “Oh
lor’! Oh jiminy! I—I say, sir, I
never had the cake! Oh erumbs! I—I

never touched it, sir! I—I never knew
it was your cake! I thought it was
Temple’s, siv! And I never touched it,
either ! I never knew it was your cake
till Hazel said so m the study, sir! I
wouldn't have bagged it if I'd known!
And T never touched it! I wasn’t in
the quad at all when I was there,

sir—"
“Upon my word ! said Mr. Capper.
“Bunter, I shall take you to your

Form-master——"
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“Qh, really, sir——"" gasped Bunter.

“(Come !”” hooted Mr. Capper.

“QOh lor’ I”

There was & chuckle in Study No. 1
as the hapless Owl of the Remove was
led away to the stairs, But Bunter did
not chuckle as he went. Ile went with
the direst anticipations, which were
fully realised when he arrived in his
Form-master's study.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Justice is Done !

ARRY WHARTON
smiled.
Peter Todd did not.
That, no douht, was hecause
Peter could not see his own nese, and
the Famous Five could.

It was the following day after class,
and the Famous IFive were cnjoying
the September sunshine in the gquad,
when Peter blew along.

Peter’s nose showed up well in the
September sunshine.

It displayed signs—very visible signs
—of the hefty grip that Loder of the
Sixth had laid on it at Courtfield
Station the previous day. If it was
not like Marian’s in the ballad, red
and raw, it was, at least, unusually
highly coloured, and it felt very pain-
ful. Tt was rather a large nose, and
it had given Loder a good grip. After
the lapse of tweniy-four hours it still
glowed from that grip; and Peter had
beew the recipient of many little jests
on the subject. Skinner of the Re-
move had advised him to wear a candle
extinguisher on it. The Bounder had
asked for the loan of it as he had lost
I'ellows had shaded their

& Co.

his matches.
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eyes with their hats, pretending to be
dazzled by it. If was all very annoying
to Toddy, and it was not surprising
that he felt sore—as well as his nose.
“VYou ean grinl” said Peter crossly.

“T've got a pain in my nose. That
brute Loder nearly pulled it off
yesterday "

“Well, if you cheek a prefect, old
chap—" said Bob soothingly.

“ Loder's rather a beast,” said Harry
Wharton. *But, dash it all, Toddy, a
Lower Fourth man ean't cheek a Sixth
Form prefect "

“Don’t be an ass!” snapped Peter
“1 pointed out to Loder thai he wasn't
a prefect till we got to Greyfriavs—
was he?”?

“Perhaps not,” said ITarry, langh
ing. “But yon can't expect the Sixih
ta sec these fine distinctions.  They
haven’t got the brains of the Renicve,
you know.”

“Well, Loder's not getting
with it,” said Peter darkly.

“Heo eouldn’t without pulling it vight

away

off,” said Bob. *Besides, I don't sup-
pose he really wants it

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly ass!” hooted Peter

“He's not getting away with this, !
tell you! He had no more right to
handle me than I had to handle him!
He was simply an ordinary member oi
tha public till we got to school; and :o
was L7

The Famous Five chuckled. The
schoolboy lawyer had a clear pereeption
of these fine distinetions. It was clear
that Gerald Loder hadn’t.

“Now he's here,”” went on Peter, “lie
really is a prefect, and a fellow can’t
punch him i

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Boh. “No, I
wouldn’t punch a prefect, Toddy. Tco
jolly dangerous.”

“The dangerfulness is tervific!”
chnckled Hueree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I’d pull his nose fast enough,
punch it,” said Toddy. * But if I did,
it means a flogging, and very likely
the sack. Mnsin’t lay hands on the
1ead’s deav little prefects. Ain't thry
the giddy Palladium of the schooll’
Peter snorted. “But there’s such 4
thing as law and justice. Loder pulled
my nese. I'm going to lay it before
Wingate, as head prefect.’”

“1ow are you going to getb it off ¢”

“TIa, ha, ha !

“You silly asses!” roared DPeter
“I'm going to lay the maiter before
the head prefeet, which is all a fellow
can do. I want you fellows to come
with me as wilnesses.,”

“ But—"" ejaculated Wharton.

“I'm going to the prefects’ yonw
—thev’ye there now—and 1'm geing 10
pug itk up fo Wingate,” said Peio
tirmly. *1f he doesn’t eall Loder 1
arder, T shall get my own back in sy
own wayv, I he gives Loder six, all
right.”

'il can see him doing it!” gasped
b,

“\Wull, come on, and see,” grunted
Taoddy,

And the Famous Five, grinning, fol-
lowed him into the House, 'hey were
ratlier euvions to sce what the resnlt
would be of an appeal to the headl
prefect, which any Greyfriars man had
a right to make, if it seemed good to
him so to do.

Poter Todd, followed by his witnesses,
marched along to the door of the pre-
{oets’ voom, 'That was not an apart
ment that juniors, as a rule, were keen
to enter.  Juniors seldom enfered if,
except to be whopped. Peter, however,
knocked at ihe door, opened it, andl
marched in as bold as brass.
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After him walked the Famous Five.

There were seven Sixth-Formers in
the roorn. Wingate, Gwynne and S8ikes
were talking fooiball. Loder and
Walker, in a cormer, were falking
low tones, probably about hLorses.
Carne and Baneroft were playing chess.
All of them, however, stared round in
surprise at that sudden invasion of the
sacred precincts by a mob of juniors.

“VWhat the thump do you fags want?”
asked the captain of Greyfriars.

Old Wingate was captain of the
school. as well as head prefect—a most
tremendous persenage. in fact, in every
Wi,

Loder gave Toddy a scowl. Dut the
scowl changed inte a grin as he noted
the glow of Peter's nose, which had a
rich, ripe effect.

“What is if,
Wingate. ;

“1t's Toddy ™ explained the captain
of the Remove., “Toddy waunts you to
look at Lis nosze.”

“HMis nose?? repeated
blankly. “What—"

“Just look at it!” said Peter. He
tapped his nose with a lean forefinger,
to draw attention to it. Really, that
rich hue had

Wharton ?” demanded

Wingale

was not needed, ils
drawn general  attenfion  already.
“Loder did that, Wingate.”

“Olt Is this a complaint?” asked

the head prefect. :

“No; it’s an appeal!” said Peter.
want fo sce you give Loder
Wingate.” :

“Wh-a-at 77 ejaculated the Creyfriars
captain.

Leder jumped, and all the seniors
stared.

“You cheeky young
roared Loder, starting to his fect.
made a stride towards Peter.

Toddy stood his ground. Wingate
interposed hastily,

“Hold on, Loder! A junior has a
right to appeal to the hiead prefect ! Let
the voung ass get on with 1t 1"

Loder breathed hard. But he stepped
back, his eyes gleaming at Peter. It
was clear enough to the Famous Five
that Peter was asking for a lot of
trouble in the near future from the bully
of the Bixth., But the schoolboy lawyer
did not give that a thought. Peter's
leral mind was fixed on making out his
cuse.

“Now, cut it short!” added Wingate.
“T'm bound to hear you, Todd, but don’t
waste my time, and don’t be cheeky !

“I'm laving this matter before you,
Wingate, because it’s against the rules
for me to handle Loder myself!” ex-
plained Peter. “Otherwise I'd punch
liis nose !

Loder glared, and the other prefcets
grinned. Exaetly how a Lower Fourth
junior was going to handle a Sixth
Forin man, who towered over him, was
not quite clear, even if the rules of the
school had permitted the same.

“(at it short, vou young ass!™ said
Wingate.

“Yosterdav, ab Courtfield Station,
Loder ordered me to let him into my
carviage ¥ zaid Peter. “I refused 50

“You admit that vou refused to obey
a prefeet’s order, and yvou eome here to
complain?” ejaculated Wingate.

“1 pointed out to Lioder that he wasn't
a prefect in the holidays, and had no
authority until the school reassembled
for the term. Until then, Loder was
sunply an  ordinary member of the
publie, and these fellows are witnesses
that I pointed it ont to Lim,”

“We are ! murmured Bob Cherry.
“We isl"”

“Hear, hear!" grinned Jolinny Buall.

“Now T put it to you. Wingate, as a
point of law——"

“

six,

scoundre] !
Hao

“You young asz=!”

“As 4 point of law, Lave the school
prefects authority over fellows in the
holidavs, or not?” continued Deter
calmly.

“(lertainly not!” said Wingate.

“A prefect’s authority begins with
the term, and ends with the term I said
Peter. *“Is that it?”

“That's it."

“Then, as I pointed out to Loder, he
was not a prefect, in the sense of
exercising authority over juniors, until
we got baeck to Greyfriarvs?”

Lvery faco bui Loder's was grinning
now—except, of course, Peter’s. The
schoolboy lawyer was very serious.

“1 think,” admitted Wingate, *ihat
vou are right, Todd. Perhaps il’s a
point hardly worth raising; but, admit-
ting it, what next?”

“Loder, thercfore, had no right io
give me orders at Courtfield

“Perhaps not.”

“That, gentlemen, is my case!” said
Peter, apparently under the impression
that he was addressing a jury. *‘Loder,
while still an aordinary member of the
publie, assumed authority he did not
possess.  He made me Iet him open the
carriage door by pulling my nose——"

“Ha. ha, ha "

“ And pitehed me out of the train!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Now we're back at school he’s a
prefect again, and I can’t punch him "
went on Toddy, heedless of merriment.
“1 leave it in yvour hands, Wingate, to
administer justice.”

“I hope,” said Wingaie gravely, “that
1o junior boy abt Greyfriars will ever
fail to get justice from his head prefeet.
Justiee shall be done!™

“That's all T want!” said Peter.

“1t may be more than you want!”
remarked Wingate, “Admitiing that
Loder was a mere member of the publie,
with no authority, yon were within your
rights to refuse to cbey an order. But
I regret to say that I have no jurisdic-
tion in the matter.”

“You're head prefect,
hooted Peter.

“Yes; but I have no authority over
ordinary members of the publie in the
holidays " explained Wingnte. “ What
Loder did, as a member of the public,
before the term started. docs not come
under my jurisdietion as head prefect
of Grevfriars.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarved Bolb Cherry.
“Got you, Toddy! You can’t have it
both wavs, old beant”

Peter looked rather talken aback.

“This erime.” Wingate conlinued.
with great gravity, “was committed by
a member of the British public against
another member of the public. Nothing
to do with Greyfriars prefects, If you
were not under Loder’s authority at the
time, Todd, Lioder was not under mine.
The matter, therefore, was simply a
dispute between twoe members of the
public. This court has no jurizdiction.”

“Ha, ha hal”

“0h 1" said Peter.

Like many lawyers older than he.
Peter waz able to see only one side of a
caze. But it was eclear that Wingate
had, as Bob expressed it. “got ™ him.

“Pulling noses,” econtintied Wingate.
“is rather a rotten sort of thing. If any
Ciresfriars prefect ever pulls vour nose,
Todd, I shall certainly deal with the
malter as head prefeet. DBui it's no use
coming here and telling 1me what
ordinary members of the public may
have done in the holidays. Yon might
as well {ell me that a coconui-shy man
pulled your nose on Hampstead 1leath,
on Bank IToliday!”

“Ha. ha, ha!?”

“he legal  aspect

ain't you?”

of the mailer

self on his abilities as a lawver;

having been seftled,” went on Wingate,
“{he appeal is dismiszed. We will now
deal with vour offences, Todd.”

“Fhi I haven't done auything!" said
Peter, in alarm.

“Yeu have spoken of handling Loder
and punching him [ said Wingate,
“Bince the school reassembled, Loder
ceased to be an ordinary menber of {he
publie, and beeame a Greyfriars prefect
again.  No junior boy iz allowed to
suggest such a thing as handling a
prefeet, or punching him., For this
offence I shall give you six!”

$Oh Y gasped Peter.

“Will you hand me that ash, Loder”

Loder grinned, and handed it

“Bend over, Todd. and touch your
toos ! said Wingate, swishing the ash-
plant.

‘fI_I sa'.‘_ "

“You needn't say anything—the caso
iz elosed, and justice is poing to be done,
as I think you wanted—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Poter Todd gazed at Wingate, Ile
blinked at the Famous TFive, who were
grinning. Then he bent over and
touched his toes,

Whacl !

“Wow [V

Wingate gave one real whack and a
fow flicks, threw down the ash, and
made a gesture towards the door. Peler
Taodd walked out, with feelings too deep
for words, followed by the FPamons Five,
who were chuckling.

Loud laughter from
room followed them,

the prefects’
Poter prided him-
Lt
there was no deubt that he had been
out-lawyvered, so to speak. Ile went
down the passage wriggling, and wish-
ing, perhaps. that he had left his legal
gifts at home in Bloomsbury.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Easy Come, Easy Go!

WIGIITEENPENCE each [ zaid
Billv Bunter.

# L

“Tive eighteenpences miake
seven-and-six 17 said the Owl of the
Remove, blinking seriously at Harry
Wharton & Co. through  his big
spectacles.  “I don’t say that I'm a
whale at arithmetie, but T think that's
right.”

“The rightfulness is terrific!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, shell out!” said Buunter.
held out a fat hand.

“Shell out !” repeated Harry Wharton,

“Yes; Capper's waiting,”

“(lapper ?” repeated Bob.

“1t's the cake " explained Dunter. I
suppose you remember that old Capper
made out that I had his cake the first
day of ferm: e

“You fat villain, you know von had
it 1" said Frank Nugent.

“Well, T thought it was Temple's!”
gatd Bunter. ©Besides, 1 never had ir—
vou fellows had it! You can't deny
that! I stood you that eake out of
shieer friendship——"

“You bloated brigand !”

“You can call a fellow names!” said
Bunter. “Bat you ean't get out of it—
von had the eake, or most of i, That
beast, Capper, toole me to that other
beast, Queleh. and he gave wie a fearful
whopping—"

“laoond 1

“$lo was in a leastly temper!” said
Butter. “He was annoved at Capper
making complaints about the Remove.
and instead of taking it out of Capper,
he took it out of me. That’s the sort of
jusiice we get here. Well. 1've got over
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that. I mean, I'm not the man to make
-4 fuss about & whopping—not like some
fellows I could name. But:the trouble
is, that Queleh said T should have to
pay for the cake.”

“tAfter the feast,
‘g¥inned Bob. i

" “0f course, I disdained to argue about
it I gaid Bunter. *“ Quelch told Capper
the cake would he paid for, and ‘that
was that]  Not the sort of thing a chap
would haggle shont.”

B_‘.‘?Tot with Quelch{” grinned Johnny
Bull, :

“But T haven’t been able fo settle,”
explained Bunter. “I told Capper I
was expeciing a postal order—"

“Great pip 1”

“And he left it till to-day—only,”
said ‘Bunter sadly. “The pos'tal order,
for some reason, hasn't come!l I
thought it was a cert, you know, as it
was from1 one of my titled. relations.
But—it hasn't come, and if I don’t pay
Capper, he will go to Quelch, and make
out that I haven't paid for the cake.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. The. calke’s got to be .paid fort”
said Bunter warmly. *“You fellows had
most of it. Mind, I don’t want you to
find the money, I stood treat. I'm
paying., -All T want you fellows to do is
to find the money temporarily, till my
postal order comes. That's all.”

_ 'The Famous Five looked at Bunter,
then looked at one another.

“You fat foozler!” said Marry.
“You ought to be seragged for pinching
a cake, and you ought to be sgiﬁicatcd
for landing us in it. Still, we had some
of the.cake, believing it was yours, you
frowsy frog. Capper will have to-have
lits seven-and-six. Shell out, you men!*

There was a general groping in
pockets.

It was only the third day of term, and
cash Dbrought baclk after the holidays
had not yet taken wings unto itself and
flown away. The sum of seven-and-=six-
pence was made up.

Quito a2 little heap of silver dropped
into Bunter's fat palm. ]

He gave a satisfied grunt. Having
had one whopping for snaffling Capper's
cake, Bunter did not want another for
rieglecting to pay for the same, a3 his
Form-master had ordered him to do.

. “I say, you fellows, that's all right !
said: the fat Owl “2Mind, this is only
temporary. As soon as my postal order
comes, ‘1 shall settle this seven-and-six,
Angd P! telt you what—the postal order
will bé fer fen bob. Lend me half-a-
erown to go on with, and I'll hand yen
the whole postal order when it comes.
What about that?”

_ “Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen !”
eaid Bob Cherry. *“This fat frog has
diddled us into helping him scoff o
pinched cake, and diddled us into shell-
mg out seven-and-six to pay for ik
Now, over and above, he wants usz to
lénd him something. Let's!”

“P'm not going to lend him any-
t]lil’l%I" grunted Johnny Bull,

“Well, I am,” zaid Bob. “I believe
in lending a chap what he asks for.
Tl‘l‘l';l‘ ) r;)’l’md, Bunter ™

the reckoning !”

£ I;Il'l. going to lend you what you've

asked for ¥ said Bob. “Turn vound !
“And sc say all of vs!” grinned
Nugent, “Turn roued, Bunt-r!?
~ %0h, if you mean a boot——
Jolinny Buli.
“I-—I szay, you fellows——"
“The estzenied Bunter has asked for
the lendfulness of a boot!” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. “The lénd-
fulness will be terrific [ - -
“Beasts I gasped Bunter. .
He turned—and sendded, with seven-
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and-six lightly clutehed: in a fat hand.
Thera was a rush after Bunter, and five

boots smale the tightest trousers at
Groyfriars,

“Yoo-hoop ¥ roared Bunter, He
accelerated, )
“Come back and have some more!”
roared Bob.

“Ow! Beast!¥ i

Bunter did neot come hack. Il
vanished,

Harty Wharton & Co. wallted on, in
the happy belief that the affair of Mr.
Gl};}}pcr’s cake was now over and done
with. :

" 8o it might have been, if Billy Bunter
had fallen in with the master of the
Fourth within the next few minutes.

Bunter had eollected that seven-and-
six, with the definite intention of satis-
fying Mr. Capper.

But though the spirvit was willing, the
flesh was weak,

Had Mr. Capper heen in the qguad
just then, doubtless Bunter would have
walked up to him, and the matter would
have been over and done with. But
Mr, Capper was not to -be seen—and
Bunter had time for seeond thoughts,
which are not always the best.

On second thoughts, it seemed good
to Bunter to head, not for: Mr. Capper’s
study, but for Myrs, Mimble’s tucksﬁbp 4

He was not going tv blow that seven-
and-six on tuck. He was going to blow
one single, solitary shilling, That wonld
leave six-and-six for Mr. Capper—wlo,
obviously, weuld not mind waitin
another day or fwo for the other shil-
Ih}?, even if hie rememberad it at all.

ut, alas! for Bunter.

Jam-tarts to the value of one shilling
were no more to Billy Bunter than a
drop of water to the mighty ocean.

Almost before he knew it, Banter had
gugeled jam-tarts to the value, not of
one shilling, but of three! And he was
still himgry ] The rest was inevitable!
When Billy Bunter had fasted jam, he
was rather like a tiger that had tasted
blood.

When Bunter rolled out of the schaol
shop, refreshments, liquid and solid,
were poarked inside Bunter to the exact
value of seven shillings and sixpence.

Capper would have to wait! .

As it lhappened, the Fourth Form
master had eome-out of the House by
that time.  Seeing Bunter, he beckoned
to him, and ealled:

i Byntér 1

“0Oh lov’ 1 breathed Bunter.

4 Bunter 1

Bunter zendded.

“Bunter ¥ exclaimed
angrily.

Bunter vanished,

“Upon my word P s2id Mr. Capper.

Billy Bunter eculd only hope that his
celebrated postal order, long expected,
wonld arrive before Capper $poke to
Quelch. Clearly thete was a bhad time
in store for him if it didn’s.

Mr. Capper

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Toddy in a Temper!

¢ HO'S captain of the
Remove?”? azked LVeter

Toidd, :
lHarry Wharton & Ca.

were at tea in Study No. 1, when Toddy
asked that rather surprising guestion.
"Phe Famous Five were discussing coma-

“ing fodtball matehed swhen Toddy blew

in.
They gazed ot Toddy.
“J sort of fanecied I was, Toddy !

angwered Harry. “What are Fou
getting at, fathead?”
“Well, then!” said Toddy. *What

&re you going to do?”

1f you mean shout the football-—

“1 don’t ™

“Well, what the tliump do you mean,
then, if you mean anything i asked the
captain of the Remove.

“Toddy doesn't mean znything—he's
a lawyer!” said Bob Cherry. = “It's
against all legal tradition for a lawyer
to° mean  anything, Isn’t  that - so,
Toddy 7 _

“ About Loder 1” said Toddy.

“Toder? Oh, blow Loder!”

“Lwder pulled my nose—"

“It's getting well,” said Nugent com-
fortingly. “You could hardly light the
stirdy fire with it now, Toddy.”

H#What I want to know,” said Peter,
“is this! Is Loder going to be allowed
to bully the Remove? Pull their noses,
angd piteh them out of traihs—and get
away with 1?7 Lodei pulled my nose,
and I can tell you plainly that T not
letting him get away with it 1”

“But he hasn,” said Harry,
still there !

“Ha, ha, hat!” .

“There it is, old chap,” said Bob, “as
plain as a}ny_th;_n%. As plain as the rest
of your face, in fact—and nothing could
be plainer.”

“Ha, ha, Hal?

“The plainfulness i3
estesmed Toddy.”

“I'm putting it up to you, Wharton,
as captain of the Remove—" roared
Taoddy.

#No good pulling your nose np to me,
old chap. I don’t want to pull it,” said
the captain of the Remove. *Pub it up
to Loder, I dave say he’d like to have
another go.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter: glared at the hilarious five,
The pulling of Peter’s nose seemed, to
Peter, as owner of the nose, & zerious
matter,

“Well, you can cackle !’ he said wrath-
fully. “But Fm not standing it, see?
I want to know if youw're taking 1t mto
your hands, YWharton, or leaving it in
wine i

“Well, it's your nose,’” said Harry:
“Take it into your own hands, old
chap.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“You know what I mean!” roared
Poter. “Loder’s got to have it !”

“But he's got one of hiz own—"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Co

Peter breathed wrath. He was quite
well awarc that the chums of the Re-
nmové did not really misunderstand him
to this extent,

“You call yourself captain of the
Remove, Wharton. Loder's got to be
made to sit up. If yon're going to doit,
I'll back you up. I can’t say fairer
than that. Now what about it#"

The captzin of the Remove tried to
becore serious.

“Now, look here, Toddy,” he said,
“Loder’s a beastly bully—we all Inow
that. But he’s a prefect; and you know
as well as I do that when the Head
appoints a man a prefect, juniors have
to toe the line. If Loger bullies a man:
in the Remove, this study will -be on
his track as fast as anybody. DBut if a
junior checks a prefect, he has to take
what comes to him. Loder was throw-
ing his weight about, 1 know, in
harging into our carrizge. Wingate or
Chwynne wooldn’t have done it But
Lie’s a prafect, all the same, and you
chireked him—m" ;

“He wasn’t a prefect then—he tas
ofily—"" :

Wharton held up his hand. :

“Wash zll ihat cut!” he said. “Legal
distinctiens ave all right for lawyers,
but no good at all to straightforwaid,

“1t's

terrific, my

‘genszible people.”?



* Just look at my nose ! ** said Peter Todd. He fapped his nasal orga
that was not needed. Iis rich hue had drawn general attention already.

complaint ? ** asked the head prefect.

“Why, you silly ass—" gasped
Peter. ]
“1 suppose,” continued Wharton,

“that you've been chewing over legal
hooks in the hols, and it's got into your
head, A fellow doesn't come to school
to stand up for his rights to the last
inch, and the last quarter of an ineh,
Thero has to be common sense. I know,
of course, that common seuse im't
admitted into law courts—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But the fact is, old chap, vou're a
silly 8ss !’ explained the captain of the
Remove. “The actual fact is that xon
checked a Sixth Iorm prefect, and Lie
made you sit up. Or, if you want legul
exactness of stalement, he made you sit
down—on the platform, Now forget all
about it."”

“So thal's your idea?”™ snorted
Peter. :

“Just that!” assented Wharton.

“Well, as voun call yourself captaii of
the Remove, I thought I'd give you a
chance ! said Peter. “If you don’t
take it up, I'll go ahead! 1 cun manage
Loder on my own, I hope.”

“Are you going to ask him to havo
the gloves on in the gym?¥” grinned
Bob,

“I'm going to pull his noso, same az
lie did mine I’

“0Oh erikey !”

“You howling ass!” roared Wharton,
“Are you poing to ask the Iead for
the sack?"

“I'm going to pull his nose!" said
Peter calmly. “If vou fellows join up,
it’s easy enough. We get him into &
dark passage—some of you hold him
down—and [ pull his nose &

“And we all go up before the Head,
and get our ticket for soup?" asked
Nugeut.

“Wo shall keep it dark, of course. Tt
requires  stralegy,”  adiitled  Peter.
“But if you haven't the brains for that,
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¥ No ; it’s an appeal ! ”* said Todd.

T'll supply the strategy. With my legal
mind, vou know——"'

“That's the cause of the whole
trouble,” said Bob, " You'd better
Eaack up your legal mind, and post it
home.,”

“SBuppose.™ went on Peter, unheed-
ing, *“Loder’s bamboozled into the
Form-room passage in the dark., Lights
put out ready, of course-——and we collar
Lim there. He will never know who
did it, I pull hiz nose——"

“Odh, blow his nose !

“1la, ha, ha!” ;

“Leave the Flarmiug toe me, and it
will come off all right—-"

“ O erikev! What would Loder look
like after his nose had come off 1™

“You silly owl! ghricked Peter.
“You know I dou’t mean that his nose
would come off. The stunt will come
off if vou leave the planning to me.”

“We'll leave it to you, and the rest
az well I said Harry Wharton. laugh-
ing. “Now, about the foolball.”

“Blow the football!"” yelled Peter.

“Well, Soccer’s Soccer!” said the
captain of the Romove, “and we cau't
tall 8t. Jude's that we've scratched
because ve're too busy with a prefeel’s
nose to play footer. What would they
think "

“Ha, ha. ha'™ velled the Co.

“I've a jolly good mind,” reared {he
exasperated Peter, “to pull your silly
nose, to begin with.”

“Don't!"” said Tlarry.
come off 1

“Ia, ha, ha'™

Peter made & plunge across thie lea-
table and grabbed at the nose ol the
captain of the Remiove,

Fvidentir Peier was cxasperated.

Wharton jerked his head back rapidly.
Deter, plonging efter it, swept crockery
and foodstatls right and left. Uhere was
a vell fromn Bob Cherry as the mitk-jug
went over Liis knees. and a fearful roar

YT wouldn't

n with a lean forefinger, fo draw attention to it. Really,
* Loder did that, Wingate ! **
1 want you to give Loder six, Wingate ! **

*“ Is this a

from Johnny Ball as the teapot landed
down hia waisteoat. The contents of
that teapot were hot!

“Ow!”

“Yarooooh !

“Collar that mad as3!”

“Iill him, somchody !

Tive fcllows jumped up and concen
trated on Peter. Fim pairy of hands
swept him off his feet.

’cter struggled valiantly. But ha
was powerless in the hands of tho
Philistines. A pair of hands grasped
cach bony arm and leg. Auother hand
grasped his uose—the nose that had
Liardly yet recovered from Loder's
grip! Thus secured, Peter was carried
out of Study No. L

“Take him home ! gasped Wharton.

“Yurrooogh ! Leggo! I'll—
Yaroooaocop "'

Wriggling” wildly, Peter was boruo
along the Remove passage to his own
studv., Vernon-Smith starcd out of
Study No. 4 as they passed.

“What on carth's this game " ejacu-
lated the Bounder.

“Toddy asked us
Lome ! pxplained Bob.

“The taskfulness was terrific!™

“Ha, lLin, ha!”

to take him

“Lerd 8 hand, Smithy 1”7 yelled
Whartot.
“(lerlainly;  pleasure!”  answered

Smithy. 1le lent a hand, taking a grasp
on Poter’'s mop of hair and pulling.
“We'll get vou homo all right, Toddy."

“You silly idiot!" shricked DPeters
“1 didn't wecan—=""

“That's all right—I do!™

“Fa, ha, lLa!”

Peter was taken home! Bob Cherry
kicked open the door of Suudy No. 7.
and there was o startled squeak from
Billy Bunter, and a blank stare from
Tom Dutton who were there.

=1 sar, vou fellows—""
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“1 zay, whai—"

Bump t

Peter landed on the floor.

“Come back when ‘you want some
more, old chap!” said the captain of
the Remove. “Always anxious to
oblige.”

And the pgrinning juniors crowded out
of Study No. 7, leaving Peter gasping
and gurgling on the study carpet.
Peter did not come back for more! Tea
in Btudy No. 1 finished withont any
further interruption from the school-
boy lawyer.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Hope ! -

ENRY Jooks waxy!” mur-
mured Beob Cherry.
Henry—otherwise  Henry

Samuel Quelch, master cof
the Remove—came into the Form-room,
looking undoubtedly waxy.

He was a minute late for class, which
was unusual. Mr, Capper had stopped
him in the passage to speak, Billy
Bunter, aware of that fact, was not
surprised to see ‘‘Henry ™ looking
waxy. He quaked.

Ancther day had come, but Billy
Bunter’s postal erder hadn’t. His debt
to Mr. Capper was still unsettled. He
had no doubt that Capper had now
mentioned the matter to Quelch.

Which, of course, was bound to have
a fearfully annoying effect on Quelch.
Quelch had been annoyed, in the first
place, for the loss of that wretched
cake to be attributed to his Form. He
had been still more annoyed when it
was demonstrated that it was, in point
of fact, a Removite who had snafiled the
cake. He had expressed his annoyance
by giving Bunter a record whopping to
start the term with—followed up by an
order to pay for the purloined cake.
Quelch, of course, supposed that that
ended it. It ‘was absolutely cxasper-
ating to learn that that trivial, annoy-
ing matter was not at an end.

“Bunter!” Quelch’s voice was npt
lnud, but deep. “Stand out before the
class I

“0h lort1?

Bunter rolled out dismally.

“Only Bunter!” murmured Skinner
to Snoop, in great relief; and Sidnoy
James Snoop nodded, sharing his relief.

Queleh’s  alarming  looks had made
them wonder, uneasily, whether he had
found out that they had brought cigax-
rttes back to school after the holidays.
Fortunately, it was “‘only Bunter.”

It did not scem fortunate to Bunter!
He stood bhefore his Form-master, blink-
ing at him through his big spectacles, in
dismal apprehension.

“Bunter! On the first day of this
term you purloined a—a—a cake, the
property of Alr. Capper——""

“0Oht No, sir!" gasped Bunter, "I—
I—I mean—"=

“I punished you with some severity,’”
barked Mr. Quelch. “I made allow-
auces for your impenetrable stupidity.
I did not regard your act as pilfering,
thongh I regret to say that Mr. Capper
took that view. I toock a more lonient
view, Bunter, on the understanding that

vou, would pay for the—the cake
inunediately [
“0Oh dear! I—I wmocan, yes, sirl”

groaned Bunter.

“I regarded the matter as closed, I
now learn from My, Capper that you
have not paid him the sum of scven-
and-sixpence, as ordercd by me.”

Y0k, my hat!” murmured Bob.

This was news to the Famous Five.
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They, like Mr. Quelch, had supposed
that the seven-and-six was paid, and
the rpatter closed,

“Rilence in the class!” hooted Alr.
Quelch. “Bunter, as it appears that I
cannob trust you to act with common
honesty, I shall pay this amount my-
self. and it will be added to the account
to be sent to your father.”

“QOh, wes, sirl All right,
gasped Bunter. “My—my pip-pip-
pater will be pip-pip-pﬁ:aseg, sir [

Bunter did not quite think that Mr,
Bunter would be pleased when he found
that “extra” on the term’s account.
But Bunter, at least, was pleased, for
the matter to be settled that way.

“And I shall cane you, Bunter,
severely, for having neglected to carry
out my order!” said Jlr.  Quelch,
taking {153 care from his desk. “You
will bend over that chair, Bunter.”

“0Oh crikey1”

“Do nof keep me waiting, Bunter
hc:?f:ed the Remove master.

sir 17

12

I—I—I—— The—the—the fact Iis,
sir, I—1—T »#  Bunter eyed the cane
in horrid anticipation. “I—I—I did
pay fer it, sir——"

“ What 1

“Mr. Capper's forgotten, sir!” stam-
mered Buanter. ““It’s all right, six! I—
I dare say he’ll remember fater, sir!
M-an-may { sit down now, sir?”

“Well, if even Bunier hopes to get
by with that——" murmured Squiff.

But Mr. Quelch paused. He was
angry—very angry and awoyed.  But
he was a just man. DBMloreover, he was
really more angry with Capper than
with Bunter. If Capper had been for-
getful, and annoyed ilil!’l like this for
nothing, Quelch was going to enjoy
tallking to Capper !

“Mr. Capper forgets lote of things,
sir1”  caid Bunter hopefully. “I've
hieard Fourth Form chaps say that if
they ask him to tell them about his
holidays in the Alps, he forgets there's

a class on, and they geb out of it-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence ! Bunter, it is scarccly pos-
sible that Mr. Capper can have for-
gotten, as he has just wmentioned the
matter to me.”

“QOh, yes, sie! I—=T'l} zce him about
it after eclass, siy, and—and remind
him, and—and it will be all vight, sir.”

Queleh continued o pause.

Bunter’s hopes rose higher.

1F Quelch left it at that, Bunier was
going to raise seven-and-sixpelice some-
Liow, after class, and square that little
debt. The Famous Five, perhaps, would
be disinelined to pay for the cake over
again, but Lord Mauleverer might
stand scven-and-six, to save a fellow
from a whopping. Toddy had soine
money, too—he still had it, because
Bunter had, so far, failed to borrow
it.  Bunter felt that Toddy could not
expend his cash in a better cause than
this. At the very worst, ho could scll
something to Fisger P, Fich, and raise
the wind thereby ; and as he stood bLlinle-
ing uneasily at Mr. Quelch he won-
deved how much Fishy would give him
for Wharton’s big atlas, or Bob Cheriy’s
new football hoots !

It was all right—if Quelch left it at
thatl

But would he? There was a long,
long pause, durving which DBunter's
hopes vose higher and higher,

Suc]ch seemed to be thinking it out.
The fact was that Quelch heoped that
Bunter was speaking the truth, and that
Capper was in the wrong. He would
have given a greabt deal to caltch AMr,
Capper bending, so to speak.

i gou are surc of this, Bunter?” he
asked, at last.

“0h, yes; sir!
added Bunter.

Wharten knows, too 1”

“Indeed! In ihat case, I am hound
to accept your word that Mr. Capper
has made 3 mistake, said Mr. Quelch,
his brow clearing. “ You know of this,

Wharton 1
. “Wharton lent me the money to pay
it, sir,” interposed  Bunter  hastily,

before the captain of the Remove could
speak. “He—he and his friends, sir!
They’re all witnesses.”

“Is that correet, Wharton 1

“It’s correct that we lent Bunier the
money to pay for the cake, sirl”
answered Harry., '"We all thought he
had done so.” :

“I—1 borrowed it specially, sir,
owing to being disappointed about a
postal order,” said Bunter cagerly, 1
told them what it was for, sir. 'Phey
weve surprised at a chap like e bor-
rowing money, sir, because it’s a thing
I never do.”

¥ Oh erikey |” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Bilence! Bunter, I am disposed to
believe you, and that M C-apfcr has

made a mistake !’ said the Remove
master.

o s ;

Oh, yes, sir! Cecocan I sit down,
sir?’}

“Not yet, Bunter. For the last time,
I ask you, definitely, whether you have
paid the sum, as directed by nie. If
you liave not, I shall cane you with the
greatest severity.”

1f Bunter had thought of telling the
truth—a  thing he seldom did—that
would bave torn it!

“0Oh! Yes! Yes, sir! Quite! When
—when I speak to Mu. Capper, after
class, siv, he—he—he will remember.”

“Very good!” said M. Queleh.
“TFollow me, Bunter!”

[ E}l ?),

“I shall leave you ip charge of fhe

Form, Wharton, for a few minuies,
while T step ivte the ¥ourth Tonn
room.”

SN Wes, sip!?

“Wollow e, DBunter!”

COh lor' 1

M Quelch whisked to the door.

Billy Bunter stood as if rooted to (he
floor !

He had got by with it--to a certain
extent, but not to the requived extent,
Had Queleh left the matller whers ib
was, it would lhave beoon all right.

But Queleh, convineed how that Cap-
per had forgotten a matler that he
certainly ought not to liave forgotten,
was noé going to leave it where 1t vwas
He was going to rub it in!

Plie Remove master looked round -
patieutly from the doorway.

“Punler! I lold you io [ellow mie!?

“Oht Yes, sir!”?

“Follow me this instant !

“Oh o evikey 17

Bunter dragged Dimself alier his
Torm-master. Alr. Queleh, with glint.
ing eyes, marched up the llori-room
passage to My, Capper’s Iorm-roon.

The fat Owl of the Remove crawled
after hiun

There was a buze in (he Remove-
room when they were gone. {

“Capper musé be an  assl” ssid
Nugent, Quelch will eomb his lair
for him. You can sce that in bis eye”

“8eopve  him jolly  well  right, if
Bunter's paid lim and he’s forgotlen i
spid Bab. “But—has hel”

“0h, oy hat! He =aid he hasi?

“Tle horrowed the mouey specially "
said Harry. “I lhought

“He doesn’t secin keen on
Cappor1”? chuckled the Bounder. :

“Pet you it went on evcam-pufls, if

facing

. sou follows were idiots e¢nough to let

him have it 1 chertled Bolsover major.
“Ha, ha, hat” :
«Capper docs forget things,” said ihin
captain of the Remiove doubtfully, T
—1 wondor—"



The Removites could only w onder, in
doubt! But there was one point on
which there was no doubt—not a
shadow of a doubt. If Bunter had been
pulling Quelch’s leg his last state was
going to be worse than his first! No
man in the Remove doubted that!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Capper’s Hair is not Combed !

R. CAPPLER glanced round
with an irritated glance as
there was & knoek at the
Fourth Form door, and it

opetied.  There was equal irritation all

through the Fourth. Not a man in the

[uurtT: Form Room wanted an inter-

ruption during that class.

This did not mean that the Fourth-
Tormers were unusually and fearfully
keen on learning things. It meant that
I'ry of the Fourth had skilfully switched
Mr. Capper on to one of his pleasant
and instructive chats to his Form.

The lesson was geography. Rasily,
therefore, had I'ry of the Iourth
dragged in the Alps. Capper had
spent his summer holidays on those
majostic mountains,  Already, though
the term was only a few days old,
the Fourth Form had, by skilful

management, cut three or four lessons
mlh Mr. Capper by getting him on the
ps.

Capper, now, was going strong, and
hiz respeciful and attentive Forn had
good reason to hope that lie would keep
on, for half the lessoun, at least, It was
well known in the Fourth that when
Capper’s jaw once began to wag il was
not likely to stop in a hurry.

“Jaw ” from Capper was not, of
course, entertaining in itself, rhougu
Mr. Capper fondly believed that it

was, But all the I'orm agreed that it
was better than meopraphy.

Already Temple, Dabney & Co. were
settling down into easy attitudes. Sowic
of the fellows, farthest from Capper,
surreptitiously produced books under
their desks—not school books! Others
gave a divided attention to Capper and
toffce ! It was all very happy and com-
fortable, and nobody wanted Capper
to. be interrupted.

But he was interrupted. The knock
an the door sounded like a pistol-shot;
the door flew open. Mr. Quelc‘n
marched in, followed by the unhappy
Bunter, Dismissing the Alps, and his
mountaineering feats thereon, Mr.
Capper turned in surprise to the Re-
move master.

* arn sorry  to interrupt  wvou,
Capper,”’ said DMr. Quelch grimly;
“but in reference to the matter you
mentioned in the corridor—"'

“Really, Quelch. I am disinelined to
deal with such a trifling matter during
class,” said the Ilourth Form master.
“Pleaso let it wait till later.”

It 13 not a matter that can wail,
Capper. And I may point out that you
aroki.. to me on the subject during
cluss said Mr. Quelch. “I was
nlrc&d}‘ dus in my Form-room: when
¥oa stopped me to speak.”

“ Possibly; but——"

“As vou considered ihe maiter of
sulficient importance to interrupt class
Capper, I presume that you do not
blame me for taking the same view.”

Mr, Capper breathed hard through
liis nose.

“Very well; if wyou insist!” he
rapped. ‘Lot "the boy lay the money

on 1y desk, if that is w hat you desire."”

“Nothing of the kind, sir,” said Mr.
Quoelch, “What T desire i3 to draw
vour attention fto a strange—a very
sirange—act of forgetfulness, I may
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say, indeed,
carelessness."”

“1 fail to understand vou, sir.”

The Fourth-Formers sat up and took
notice, If there was going to bs a
row between two beaks, they ecould
forgive the interruption. Rows be-

I am bound to say,

presence, and that his statement is
wholly untrue I exclaimed Mr. Capper,
showing signs of excitement.

Mr. Quclch locked af him. He was
smitten by a doubt. He had believed
Bunter partly, perhaps, becauze he

(Continued on newt page.)

tween beaks were,
of course, rare, and
all the more highly
prized on that
aecount.

“I will try, sir,
to make my mean-
ing cleax,” said Mr.
Quelch, in a grind-
ing voice. “This
boy Bunter fool-
ishly and thought-
lessly consumed a—
a cake which was
vour property, and
for which I ordered
him to reimburse
you—the amount
being seven shil-
lings and sixpence.
Ton minutes ago,
sir, you stated to
me that Bunter had
not done s0.”

“Perfeetly, sir!?
assented Mr.
Capper.

“Bunter, on the
other hand, assures
me that he has done
s0, sir, and that you
have fmgotten “the
circumstance,” said
Mr. Quelch. “T beg
you, sir, to :em]l it
to your mind.

“Oh, g !
mured Ceecil
Regnmid Temple.

Mr. appm stared
blankly. was
true that ].te some-
times forgot things.
He was not so
absent-minded as
Wiggins, the master
of the Third. Still,
he did forget
things, as fellows to
whom he gave lines
had happy reasons
to know., But he
Lhad not forgotten
this., He was quite
sure that he hadn't.
The meze su?ges-
tion was ridiculous!

Mr. Capper
Aushed.

“I Lave no recol-
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leetion of anything
of the kind!” he
rapped. “Bunter
has ot even spoken
to me, sir, since ithe
first dav of tern.
He lias, in fact, de-
liberately avoided
me, and pretended
not to hear when I
have called to him,”

paid,
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wanted to, but largely because of the
evidence of the Famous Five. They
certainly had lent Bunter the mopey to
pay Capper. And Capper undoubtedly
was forgetful. But now

The Remove master turned to Bunter.
That wretched youth blinked at him
dismally through his big spectacles,
Had Bunter foreséen that he would be
taken to Capper—mothing would have
induced him to use that line of defence.

But Bunter, who never foresaw any-
thing, had not foreseen that.
 “Bunter!” rapped Mr, Quelch.

“0Oh lor’ I’ groaned Bunter.
mean, yes, gir!?

*Do you still adhere to your state-
ment that you handed the sum of seven
shillings and sixpence to Mr, Capper?”

“Oh erikey 1" ;

:.i-’\nswer me, Bunter I”

L O

“Yes, or no, Bunter?”

“Nennnot? gasped Bunter. “I—I
—I iean that—that—that I hadn’t,
siv ] That—ihat was what I—I really
meant to say, sir!”

Mr. Quelel’s face at that moment was
worthy as Temple said afterwards, a
guinea a hox! Bereft of specch, ho
gazed at the fat Owl.  Mr. Capper
smiled faintly. The Fourth, from end
to end, grinned.

“Bunter,” gasped
last, “%ou have
Low——"*

ST—TI didn’t want
wailed the wnhappy Chwl, “I—1 never
thouglt you'd bring mie here, sir. I—I
thought vou'd leave it till after class
Oh o 17

“Tlpon my word 17

Guelch  bhad. come (here to  comb
Capper’s Lair for him.  Obvigusly tlere
was no hair-combing to bo done now.
He wonld have given a term’s salary to
be e the other side of the Form-room
door.  Tdis face was crimson. Iiven
My, Capper tcook pity on him ot that
moment,

“If you are satisfed now, Queleh——""
he murmured.

“0Oh, yes—quite!”

M.
come

Quelch, at
here, and

to come here!”

stammered M,

Queleh. I am sorry—I regret 1—I—I
wyery inuch regret—— I have beon
deluded——"

Stemmering, Quelch retreated from
the Fourth Form Room. Never had
Henry Samuel Quelch felt so utterly
discomfited.

“¥eollow me, Bunter " he gasped.

Bunter followed unwillingly. He had
been unwilling to follow Queleh to the
Fourth Form Hoom. He was still
more unwilling to follow him back lo
the Remove. But theve was no help
for it; he had to follow, and he went.

Mr. Capper smiled as he clesed lis
Forn-room door, Vo the relief of the
Fourth, he resumed his interrupted dis-
course on mountainsering in the Alps.
The interruption, after all, had done no
kapm. All was serene in the Fourth.

But not i1 the Remove.

Mr. Quelch marched back inte his
own Form-raom, with an expression on
lus face which might have exeited the
envy of the fabled Gorgon.  Bumier
alinost tottered in after him.

There had been a buzz of voices in
the Removeroom. It died away in-
stantly as Queleh’s face was seon.

The Removo master picked up his
cane again,

“ Bunter 1"

“0h jiminy ™

“¥ou have deceived me, Bunter.
Yau have spoken untruthfully, You will
take five hundred lines of Virgil,
Bunter, and I shall now cane you
severely | Bend over that chair!”
Troe Maigxer Lisrary.—No. 1,492,
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What  followed absolutely
harrowing.

Theie had been whoppings in the Re-

was

‘fove-room before, some of them severe.

Dut this ene made history.

When Billy Bunter. crawled to his
place afterwards, he was deubled up
like a pocket-knife. He grosned; he
moaned ; hHe mumbled. The expression
on his fat face might have touched a
heart of stone. The fact that he de-
served it was no consolation to Bunter.
Neither was the fact that he had asked
for it—in fact, begged and prayed for
it. Like Rachel of old, Billy Bunter
mourned, and could not be comforted.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Council of War !

ETER TODD sat at prep m
Study No. 7 with a thoughtfully
wrinkled brow:. He was ndt
whally  concentrated on prep.

Other thonghts were in his mind. 3till;

prep had to be done, and Peter did

it, relegating Loder of the Sixth to the

back of his mind.

There was silence in Study Ne. T,
save for' an occasional yelp from Billy
Bunter. Long hours had elapsed, but
Bunter was still fecling the effects of
that whopping in the Form-room. Tom
Dutton, the third member of thé study,
was the only one of the three who
really  worked. Tom was deaf,, and
did not Lear Bunter's yelps, which drew
irritated glaves from Peter every now
and then,

Prep. however, was finished at last.
Poter threw down a pen, pitched. his
books across ihe study, and rose from
the table,

Billy Bunter made a moOvement to
the door.

“Hold on!” said Peler.

“T've got to see Ogilvy,”
Bunter. :

“1 know QOgilyy. brought a cargo of
tuck back after the hols.” said Peter.

“PBut unever mind that now. Stay
hore,”
“Well, you want me, old ehap——"
(13 I (10 l!!}
Billy Bunter's face brightencd—ior

the first time since Quelch had whopped
him that afternoon.

“Right-ho, old fellow 1" said Bunter.
“1 can soe Qepy after supper. Where's
the grub

*“You cormorant cannibal, there isn’t
any grub 1"’ >

The brightness faded out of Bunter’s
face.

“You silly ass! What do yvou want
me to stay for, then?” he demanded.
“Look here! I've got to po and sce
Ogilvy, T'll bet you there’s a lot of
grecdy beasts sfter him i

“Then he doesn’
said Toddy.

“Look here! I'm going——"

“You're notl”

Poter gave the fat Owl a push, and
he sat down suddenly in the study arm-

[LF]

want anciber!

chair. There was a loud yelp from
Buuter., That sudden plump in the
armchair brought renewed pangs.
“O0w! Wow! Owl”

@i there 1” snapped Peter, “ You're
wanted [

“But what——" howled Bunter. If
thero was no feed on in Study No. T,
Billy Bunter was quite unable to sece
any reason for lingering there afler
prep.  But there were good reasons for
dropping into other studies. ' Plenty of
Remove fellows had ot yet exhansted
f.:nlp[])lies of tuek brought back after the

hols,”

zaid

Y1675 8 council of war,” Peter conde-
scended to explain.

“A—a—a what?” stuttered Bunter.

fThis study is on  the warpath.
You're one of the study! You've got to
back up.  You're not much good—but
suich pood as you are, you're going to
bel Hea?”

. veally, Toddy——"

“This study,” said Pefer frmly,
“always hits back! If a man in this
study gets a kunock, this study hands the
knock back, with another tacked on—in
{act, a postman’s knock., See?”

“0h ¥ said Bunter. He nodded
thoughtfully. “That's all right as far
as it goes, Toddy. But, say, it's
awfully risky going for Quelch.”

“PW’ho’s going for Quelch, you fat
asst?

“It was Quelch whopped mie!” said
Bunter, staring., “Didn’t you say ?

“You blithering Owl!” said ,}[’eter.
“HBerve you jolly well right, for swind-
ling. Capper and telling Quelch lies.”

“Why, you beast!” gasped Bunter.
“Still, if you're speaking of old Capper,
all rig:-[_l;t.! Old Cﬁpper got me the lick-
ing. e got e two lickings—inaking
cut first that T had his cake, and then
that I hadn’t paid for it. I say, Peter,
T'll jolly well help you, all rig;:{lt-, if—if
it's safe, you kuow!  That's rather
important.”

“¥ou byrbling jabberwock!” hissed
Peter. “Nobody in this study is going
for Capper! Blow Capper [”

“Then what the dickens are you driv-
ing at?” asked the bewildered Owl
# Nobody else has done anything to me.

Poter gave him a glare. From Peter’s
point of view, he was the chief of that
stucty, and the most importint fellow in
it. Billy Bunter’s view seemed to be
taken from a different angle.

“¥oul” said Peter. “ What do you
matter, vou fat idiot? Loder pualled my
nose the first day of terin———"

“He, he, hel”

“¥ou cackling Owl!” roaved Peter.
“Is it funny??

“Well, it looked funny after Loder
had pulled it!? grinned  Bunter.
“Didn’t you see it in the glass?”

Peter Todd lifted down a oricket
stump from the shelf, and laid it on the
table.

Billy Bunter ceased to grin. Cleatly
it was no time for grinning.

Taom Duttont, having put his books
away, was waiting for Peter to zo down
to the Rag with him. Being deaf, Tom
had heard nothing of this conversation,
Steamr had to be put on for Duiton to
hear.

“You coming down, DPeter?” he
asked. “You’re not staying here to jaw
to Bunter, are youi™

“Btay in the study -

“Lh? I know ! said Dutton, staring
at him. “There’s been a lot of rain.
But we can’t go out after lock-up; so
what ddes it matter if il's muddy

©Oh, my hat! Stick in the study!”
roared Peter. “I want to talk to you!”

boit T bl

“Talk to you!” hooted Peter.

Tom Dutton sheook his head.

“Jews don’t eat pork, Toddy,” he
answered. “Deo vou mean Newland?
T.ook here] Newland's a jolly decent
chap, and I'm not going o have a hand
in it, and I'm surprised at you, Toddy !
I'm really surprised! We're friendly

3

i

with Newland

“Whe's talking about Newland?”
shrieled Peter.
“ih?  You werel Newland's the

only Jew at Greyfriars, isn’t he? You
said something about pork to a Jew, so
I suppose you mean Newland! . Fm
veally surprised at you, Taddy! What
do you want to insult Newland for, when



Wriggling wildly,

he's & decent chap and we're friendiy
with him?”

‘e, he, he !” from Bunter.

Peter Todd breathed hard.  There
was no doubt that a council of war in
Study No. 7 had to be held under diffi-
culties.

“You want an ear trumpet!” howled
Peter.

%1 don't know about crumPets—but I
like rufling ! said Dutton. * But what
do you miean? Flave you got any
muflins or crumpets?”

“He, he, he!”

“QOh, holy smoke!” groaned Peter.

“Listen to me, you ass! We're going
for Loder 1"

“What ubter rot!” said Dutton. “In
the first place, we can’t go oub after
lock-up. In the second, what the thump
do vou want soda for’®”

“He, he, he!”

“Not soda—Loder!” shricked Peter.
“I've got a scheme for making Loder

sit up! Sce? A schemc—and a jolly
good scheme !

“No need to sercam,” answered
Dutton. “I ean hear you when you

don't mumble! I'm not really deaf—
only a littlo hard of hearing! Lool
hercl'! Don’t you start screaming at
me 1"

“He, he, he Yaroooooh ! yelled
Bunter, as Peter inlerrupted his fat
cackle with a lick from the cricket
stump.  Between Bunter and Dutton,
the chicf of Study No. 7 scemed to be
getling exasperated,

# ook here, Dutton—"

“\Well, what about mutton?” asked
Tom. “You keep on hopping from one
subject to another, Toddy, like a fellow
wandering in his mind, Tirst you say
it's muddy, as if that matlers after lock-
up—tlen you gabble nbout pork for
poor old Newland, which T think is a
caddish idea—then muflins and crumpets,

Peter Todd was borne along the Remove passage.
was a startled squeak from Biily Bunter, and a blank stare from Tom Dutton,
¢ | say—what——"" ** Toddy asked us to bring him home,”* said Wharton,

EVERY SATURDAY

oblige 1 **
and then soda, and now muiton ! Can’t
you stick to one subject?”
Billv Bunter did not venture to

chuckle again. But from the Remove
passage outside came a mierry roar:
“Ha, ha, hal”

Other fellows had finished [}rcg. and
were in the passage. They could hear
Peter, if Dutton couldn’t. And they

scemed  amused
going on in Study

1t looked as if Peter’s council of war
would have to be confided to all the
Remove, if Tom Dutton was going to be
a member of it.

“Oh, my hat !” groaned Peter.

“Do you mean Bunter?” asked Tom,
“1 know he's fat. Or are you talking
about fat mutton? I can't make any
sonse out of what you are saying,
Peter.”

“&hut up 17 hissed Peter.

ng the conversation
i

“ Listen to

me! We're after Loder!” lLe roaved.
“Toder! Loder of the Sixth! Ilear
that ?»

“T can hear you all right, Toddy—
don’t vell ! suid Dutton peevishly,
wish vou wouldn't keep ou waking oub
tha,t. T'm deaf and have to be chouted

“Ha, ha, ha!” from the pas
“Vou're going to back me up !

A
relled

eter. :

“Oh, don't be an ass! What am 1 o
pack you up in? What do vou want to
be p\ckcﬂ up for, amyhow?”

“Not pack—back!” shricked I'cler.

“Whe's black? Are vou talking
about Hurree Singli now?  Ile jolly
well wouldn't like it, Peicr! It looks

to me as if you're selling out fo inzult
all the fellows in the Foom, oue alier
another, Iirst poor old Newland, and
now Inly! What noxtt”

“&lut up!”? raved Peter. “Listen to
me !’ he fairly bawled. “We're going
for Loder, and you're going to back mwe

The door of Study No. 7 was kicked open, and there
who were in the study.
“and we're doing it ! Always anxious to

% 1l

up. See??

“QOh, yes, that's all right! T'll back
yor up! Why couldn’t you say so at
first, instead of talking about a lot of
other things? I'll back you up against
Loder, but I'm not having a hand in
any rotten jape on Newland—anc
don’t see having any row w ith old Inky,
either.”

The door of Study No. 7 opened, and
Bobh Cherry's grinning face looked in.

Poter gave him an exasperated glave.

“Cet out I he hooted.

“Only looked in to give you a tip!”
grinned Bob. “It doesn’t matter if you
tell all the Remove—but if you're goiny
for Loder, I advise you not to tell
Loder! If you go on like this, he will
hear you in the Sixth!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the fellows in
the passage.

Peter brandished the ericket stump
and made a jump for the door—which
Bob closed hurriedly.  Most of thoe
Remove seemed to be gathered in the
passage now, deeply interested in the

1 council of war in Study No. 7.

Peter proceeded. It did not matter if
the Removites heavd, irvitatiug as it
vas.  There were no sneaks in the
Remove. And there really was no
danger of the loudest remark reaching
us far as the Sixth Form studies.

“Now, I've thought it out, and I've
ol it all cut and dried.” went on Peter.
“Wharton and his crowd funk going for
Loder, =o I'm handling the natter
wvself.”  As the Famous Tive were
among the swarnt of juniors listening to
the council of war, Peter put in a little
for (heir benefit. “Wharton's a back
number, and his pals are no use—a set
of duds! We shall get on better with-
pitt their help 1™

Theve was another burst of laughter

(Continued an page 16.)
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(Continued jrom page 13.)

in the passage, in which the Famous
Iive did not join.

“Wharton's a lackadaisical ass,” went
on Peter, “Nugent's a milkso% Cherry's
a clumsy chump, Bull's a blondering
idiot, and Inky’s a cackling cuckoo. We
can leave that lot eut!”

“fia, ha, ha!” from the passage.

SThis study s top study in
Temove, anvhow !” went on Peter.

“Rats 1" came through the keyhole.

“The ralfulness 13 terrific,
esteened and idiotie Toddw !”

“Shut up, out there!” roared Peter.
“Can’t you keep guiet, you noisy fags?
Do yvou want me to come out to you?”

“Ol, do!™ zasped Bob Cherry.

“1 jolly well will 1" roared Peter.

Ile grabbed the iukpot from the study
table with one hand, and grabbed opeu
the door with the ofher.

There was a laughing crowd of
Removites outside. Awong them were
the Famouns Five—prepared to mop up
tlie Remove passage with the warlike
Peter, if he did come out to them!
But the uplifted inkpot in Peter's
wrathful hand was, so to spealk, a horse
of another colour! There was u general
backward movement at the sight of the
inkpot.

“Now—" said Peter.

But he was addressing emply space !
His audience crowded away to the
stairs. Evidently nobody wanted the
contents of the inkpot. Chuckling, the
Removites wenut down to the Rag, and
the chief of Study No. T was left to
carry on lis council of war without an
audience.

n

ihe

my

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Change in the Programme!
[T~ Adertl?
Bunter.
Runter simply hated it.
1le stood at the foot of the
Tis destination was Gerald

But Billy

murmured  Billy

staircase.
Loder’s study, in the Sixth.

Bunter was in no haste to reach his
destination., Ile seemed glued where he
was.

Had he darved, the fat Owl of the
Remove would have scuttled off {o the
Rag, aud thrown up the whole thing.

But there was Toddy, and Toddy’s
cricket stump fo eonsider. He darved
not let Toddy down. On the other
Lhaud, he daved not back Lim up. It
was an uunhappy dilemma for William
(Gicorge Buntor.

There was no lime but
Runter was losing it.

Toddy's scheme was eut and dried,
Tt was a masterly schieme, Buuter had
to admit that it had its points, All
Bunter objected to, was taking a hand
in it

3ul to that Bunter objected strongly.

In the first place, ho did not care two
heots, or one, whether Ieier’s long
nose was pulled or not, Peter’s nose
was, to Bunter, a triflo light as air,

T'ie Alacxer Tapesry.—No. 1,492,
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Had Peter gone on the warpath
against Capper, there would have been
some sense in it.  Capper had got
Buunter two lickings, one after another.
—as well as a bill sent home to his
fatlicr—and bills sent liome to Mr.

 Buuter always led to unpleasantuess for

William George. Bunter would have
been almost prepared to take a little
risk in going for Capper. But he had
po desire whatever to go for Loder.
What did Peter’s nose matter? Nothing

il —to Bunter |

Rut  instead of avenging Bunter's
wrongs, that cheeky ass, li’e‘u:!r, wits
only thinking about his own |

Peter's idea was that Study No. 7
was a fighting study. If Study No. 7
got o knoel, 1F gave back a postman's
knoel. Tom Dution was prepared to
baclk him up—he was deaf, but doughty.
Bunter was neither ! But if a fellow in
Study No. 7 failed to back up, there
was the cricket stump. DBunter hated
taking risks with Loder of the Sixth,
Btill more he hated the ericket stunmp.

Tlie scheme was sound.  Already
Taddy and Tom Dutton were in ambush
in_the Form-room passage.

In that passage a single light was left
burning in the evemng, though the
Form-rooms, of course, were dark and
deserted. That light had been extin-
guished. The lamp had been removed
from the socket, so it was impessible for
anybody to turn that light on again.

Any man going along that passage
would be in the dark, and could not
possibly spot an ambush. Unsuspeet-
ingly hoe would fall into the ambush,
without the remotest chance of recog-
nising who ambushed Lim.

That, of course, was rather an urgent
detail; for the conseguences of handling

a Sixth Form prefeci were awfully
Eerions,

All that remained was to pget Loder
of the Bixth into that dark passage.

That was where Bunter came in!

Bunter had to take his part in the
sound scheme. But Peter realised that
Buriter was no use in the scrapping line.
Peter and Tom could handle even a
Sixth Form man—taking him by sur-
prise. Bunter's part was to get the
Sixth Form man wifere he was wanted.

As it happened, Bunter was peculiarly
fitted to play the part of decoy. Bunier
was a ventriloquist. He could imitate
voicos. Often and often had Le played
such tricks. Often and eften had Lie been
kicked for the same. And thie big idea
was thiz:; Bunter was to go to Loder's
study in the Sixth, open the door, and
call into the study, without revealing
himself to Loder's eyes. 1le was to
call in the wvoice of Dr. Locke, the
revered headmaster of Greyfriars, He
was to tell Loder to follow Lim at once
to the Sixth Form Room, and then skip
quickly, before Lodér emerged from
his study.

It was casy as pie!

Bunter could do it, so (o speak, on
the back of his neck!

Had le not, on one occasion, imitated
Dr. Locke's voice from the Ilead’s own
sludy, and given orders lo that very

prefect, Loder, and taken him in? He
had!
e wished now that he hadn’t!

Il¢ wished that Peter didu’t know what
a jolly clever ventriloquist e was.

Iror Bunter hated the idea. Defer
said that it was safe as liouses, and he

“and Dutlon were taking all the real

risk. 'I'here was hardly any for Bunter.
That was all very well—=but Bunter
didn’t want hardly any., Ile wanted
none,

Buppose some other Sixth Torm man
spotted him?  Suppose Loder came oul

of his study too quick?
pose all sorts of things? While Peter
was talking to him, with the cricket
stump in his hand, Bunter had not
stated all his objections. Bat they were
strong,

There were beaks about, too! As he
stood hesitating and dubious at the foor
of the staivcase, My Prout and DM
Capper stood ouly a few yards away
talking, Certainly they gave the fat
Removite no atteution whatever. But
suppose they noticed him heading for
the 8ixth?  Buppose—— DBunter’s fat
mind was full of uneasy suppositions.

And time was going|

Peter and Tom Dutton, in their dark
ambush, were waiting—relying on Buu-
ter. They were banking on it. Loder,
no doubt, wonld be surprised when the
Head told him to come to the Bixth
Forimm Roomn in the evening., DBut he
would, of ecourse come. He would
lLiave no choice about that. ‘That was
u cert. As soon as the fat ventriloguist
did his bit, it wounld all work like a
charnt,

But the fat vontriloguist had not doue
his bit vet, With every passing moment,
he felt less and less disposed to do his
bit. Peter, in resolving that every man
in Study No. 7 should back up in thig
great enterprise, had rather overlooked
the aneient proverb, that a lorse may
be taken to water, but cannot be made
to drink. Once out of reach of the
cricket-stump, Bunter hesitated—more
and more and more !

They were waiting, Bunter, after his
stunt at Loder's door, was to cut back
as fast as he could, and join them in
the Form-room passage. He was 1o
use in handling Loder—Peter magnani-
wously let him off that. But it was
essential to make sure of getting the
right man. It was unlikely, but it was
possible that somebody else might come
along to the Iorm-rooms. Toddy
wanted to bag Loder, but Le did not
want to bag the wrong man. Bunter,
having brought word that Loder was to
be expected, was to fade away by back
passages, leaving the two fighting-men
of Study Neo. 7 to carry on.

“All very well! But Bunter wanted
to fade away now. He did not want to
risk it with Loder. Minute followed
minute, and still Bunter stood there,
irresolote, while the **jaw " of Capper
and Prout droned in his fat ears.

“Not Iloratian!” Prout was saying.
“1 will nndertake to say, Capper, that
the word. will not be found in ITorace.™

Suppose—sup-

“Possibly not!™ said Mr Capper.
“PBut it 13 to be found in Seneca,
Prout.”

T doubt it, Capper—I doubt il!”
boonted Prout.

Billy Bunler gave the two heaks an
inimical blink through his big spee-
tacles. “Jawing ” Latin—as if Latin
was anvthing but a beastly, bothering
bore. It was, at all events, to Bunter.

“My dear Prout,” said Capper, “the
fact is incontestable ! Yon will find it
in Scneca’s Bpistles to Lueilins—the
Epistulae Mozrales !

“In which, Capper, in which?” de-
manded Prout.

“In the hundred-and-cighth epistle,
Prout. 1 am sure of the fact, becuuss
1 have vecently been going thirough the
Tpistulae, and I eame on the word.”

“An orror, my deay fellow—an
error ! boomed Prout. The master of
the Fifth nover admitied the possibility
of error on his own parl, “ Doubtless
von may have fouud the sword—the
word  “provimior —in  some Lafin
writer of the laier Xmpive—bnt nob i
Soneca—not in Senece, Capper™



“If you will step with me to my study,
Prout, I will point out the passage,”
gaid Mr. Capper. Prout was loud and
dogmatic; Capper mild, but obstinate.
“The passage in Scneca begins ‘ Cetera
projecta redierunt——""

“T do not recall that particular
passage, Capper, but I doubt—I repeat
that I oubt—whether the word
‘ proximior ' will be found in it! An
error—an errvor, Capper! Come, come,
none of us should be unwilling to admit
an error!”

“Pleaze step to my study,
Prout!"” said Capper acidly.

" Certainly, certainly; but I maintain
—a writer of the filth or sixth century,
;Jerhai.ps, but Sencea—my dear Capper
—no !

The two beaks turned in the direction
of masters’ stndies—rather to Billy
Bunter’s relief. He had worry enough,
without beaks jawing Latin in his fat
ears.

But Mr. Capper paused.

* Please wait a few moments in my
study, Prout! I remember now that I
left the volume in the Form-room. I
forgot it.”

“You are a litile forgetful sometimes,
my dear Capper!” smiled Prout
* Allow me to suggest that you have for-

Alr.

goiten in what author you found the

word under discussion.”

“In Seneca, Prout! I will fetch the
volume at once, from the Form-room,
if vou will wait a few minutes in my
study——"

“T will wait a few minutes, with
pleasure—but I think, Capper, that I
shall have to wait a very long time
before you can show me an epistle of
ﬁu:}mca’s with the word  proximior® in
1y

“1 repeat, Prout—"

“And I repeat, Capper——"

The two beaks were walking towards
masters’ studies as they talked, and
their voices passed out of DBunter’s
hcarm% The fat junior blinked alter
them, his little, round eyes gleaming
behind his big, round spectacles.

Capper was going to the Fourth Form
Room !

Capper, in a minute or two, would be
walking down the Form-room passage
in the dark!

Capper had got Bunter two lickings
and a row at home. Those lickings
mattered a lot, and Peter’s nose did
not matter at all.

Toddy and Dutton were waiting for
somebody in the dark—and word from
Bunter that that somebody was coming,

Bunter had wasted a lot of time
already. He wasted no niove. Leav-
ing Prout and Capper still in the full
tide of “jaw,” Billy Bunter rolled off
to the Form-room passage. Capper
was coming—as soon as he could detach
limself from Prout. ‘I'his was too good
to be missed !

Bunter rolled into the dark passage.

"I say, you fellows!” he squeaked,
blinking round him in the blackness.

“Quiet, you fat ass!” came Peter's
whisper, from an invisible Peter. " 1s
lie coming "

* Coming along now !” gasped Bunter.

“Clear off, then—and quiet!”

Bunter rolled on—past the ambush,
without even secing Toddy and Dutton,
He grinned as he turned a corner at
the end of the passage.

Capper was coming! Capper would
get 16! Bunter was running absolutely
no risk. He was not concerned in Cap-
per's coming !  He would have been
concerned in Loder’s; he was not con-
cerned in Capper’s,

His wrongs were going lo be avenged
—und Loder could wait! Probably,
after collaring a beak in the dark and

EVERY SATURDAY

ragging him, Peter would be fed-up
with rags in the dark, and drop the
whole thing. Bunter hoped so. Any-
how, Capper was going to get what,
in Bunter’s opinion, he thoroughly
deserved, and nobody could say that
Billy Bunter had had anything to do
with it.

By devious ways the fat Owl reached
the Remove passage and rolled into
Study No. T—safe off the scene, leaving
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton to collar
the master of the Fourth in the dark, in
the fixed belief that he was Loder of
the Sixth!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Whose Nose?

ETER TODD listened intently.
P Footsteps approached.
There was a sound like an
annoyed grunt.

Whoever it was that bad turned into
the Form-room passage had, of course,
noticed that the ?i ht was off there, and
was anmoyed thereby.

There was a click.

But it was useless to switch on the
light, when the wary Peter bhad re-
moved the lamp from the socket. There
was a click—and nothing more. No
light.

Another annoyed grunt.

Then footsteps, coming down the dark
passage.

Anybody heading for a Yorm-room
could, of course, find it in the dark, in
a familiar passage, trodden daily.
Light could be obtained as scon as the
Form-rocom was reached, by switching 1t
on there,

The footsteps came on,

Peter touched Dutton on the arm—
and Dutton gave him a poke in the ribs,
to indicate that he understood.

The moment was at hand.

Dark as it was, somcthing darker
loomed up—a mere black shadow, but
enough for the ambushed pair.

They leaped at it.

Silently, swiftly they leaped. That
dark figure, suddenly grasped by two
pairs of hands, was up-ended in the
twinkling of an eye.

Collared, up-ended, that figure hit
the floor with its back, uttering a
startled howl as it did so.

Peter's hand groped over an unssen
face.

Contact was established with a nose.

He grabbed the nose.

Tweak !

“Urrrrggh !
came spluttering.

Peter grasped Dutton's arm and ran,

They vamished round the ncarest
corner.

They disappeared,

They almost dissolved into space.

1t was done—it had been done almost
in a second. Loder of the Sixth—if it
was Loder—had had no time to grasp
al:liau unseen assailant; no time even to
yell,

A gasping gurgle—that was all.

He was left sprawling in the dark,
with his nose pulied, as Peter’s had been
pulled at Courtfield Station on thie first
day of the term.

By back passages the {wo juniors fled,
as if for their lives

They had to put a safe distance
between themselves and the owner of
the pulled nose. They bad to mingle
with the throng of Greyfriars fellows
and carefully avoid drawing special
attention to themselves. For pulling
prefects’ noses, though entertaining in
itself, was a very dangerous amusement |
No “alibi ” could he too complete in
such a case!l

e

Oh! Wurrrrggh
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Less than a minute after the nose-
pulling, Peter Todd and Tom Dution
strolled into the Rag.

Peter heard, at a distance, the sound
of startled voices, exclamations, cjacila-
tions, Prout’'s boom among them. KHe

rinned. Someone, no doubt, was

icking up a row in the Form-room
passage, and drawing general atten-
tion. That did not worry Peter.

Loder could draw all Greyfriars there
if he liked.

He winked at Dutton, and
walked into the Rag together.

After prep most of the Remove con-
gregated in the Rag. Some of the
Fourth were there also.

Many Removites glanced at Peter and
Tom as they came in. Owing to_the
peculiar circumstances under which
Peter’s council of war had been leld,
most of the Remove knew that he was
on the warpath that evening. And as
no member of Study No. 7 had turned
up in the Rag, the juniors suspected
that Peter was getting on with his
scheme, whatever 1t was.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's the
giddy warrior |” called out Bob Cherry.
*What’s the news from the f{ront,
Toddy

“Shut up, ass!” breathed Peter,

There were Fourth Form men in the
Rag. It was risky enough for all the
Remove to know that Peter had been
on Loder’s trail, considering the dire
consequences of pulling a prefect’s nose.
He did not want to confide it to the
Tourth, as woll.

The I'amous Five gave Peter rather
startled looks. They realised that that
scheme, whatever it was, had been put
into execution. :

So did
he v

they

They gathered round Peter.
a number of other Removites. ¥
wanted to ask Peter what had hap-
pened.  They could not ask Dutton
without asking all Greyfriars, at the
same time.

Tom Dutton, grinning, picked np 2
book and settled himself down in an
armchair.  Peter stood in the little
crowd of Removites, serene,

“Don’t yell I’ he said. “ No need to
tell all the school! I don’t mind telling
you men.”

“But what—" asked Harry Whar-

ton.

“No need to ask what, I think,”
drawled Peter. “Isaid 1'd pull Loder's
nose, for pulling mine,  Well, I've
pulled it.”

“You've pulled a prefeet’s nose?”
gasped Nugent.

“Hard " said Peter, with a nod.

“Crammon " said Vernon-Smith,
can see Loder letting you do it!”

“T didn’t call on Loder in his study "
said Peter sarcastically. “I ambushed
him in the dark, along by the Form-
rooms.”

“And he walked there in fhe dark,
just to oblige you?” grinned Smithy.
“Tell us some .more, Toddy.” *

“You mean that Loder didn't see
you?” asked Johnny Bull. :

“Of course he didn't, ass! Think I
wanted to ask for a prefect's beating,
or a Head's floggingt” snorted Peter.

“But how on earth did you manage io

et Loder there, in the dark?” asked

arry \Wharton in astonishment.

Peter ” smiled—the smile of superior
wisdom. 3

“Strategy ! he explained. “This
sort of thing is a bit above the weight
of Study No. 1; but we can lay schemes
in Study No. 7. Bunter pulled Loder’s
leg with somo of his jolly eld ven-
triloguism, and made him believe that
the Head wanted him in the Sixth Form
Room. The rest, my heloved ’earers,
was piel”

Tie

L |

1
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“ And you got him?” gasped Bob.
“Got him, collared hin, and whopped
him down on his back I” answered Peter

calmly, “Everything went according
to plan.”
 And—and—and pulled his Euse?"

% Jolly nearly pulled it off!

“0Oh, my hat!”

“And he never spotted you!"
claimed Hazeldene.

“Tlow could Le in the dark?”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“I hope vou got the right man in
the dark,” he remarked. *1'd rather
see a chap myself before I pulled his
nose. "’

“Zafo ns houses!” said Pefer, clieer-
fully. “You see, after getting word
to Loder, Bunter had to scoot back,
and tell me he was coming. Well, he
did! Not much room for a mistake
there.”

“By gum! There’s going to be a
mw—ptﬁling a prefect’s proboseis !
said DMonty Newlaud. Y Loder will
raise Cain.”

“Let him !’ said Peter. “He can't
spot me! I suppose there's about a
hundred fellows here who would jump
at pulling Loder's nose, if they had a
chance. He can sort them ever, if he
wants the man."”

“Tooks safe,” agreed Bob. *Loder’s
always whopping some clhap. I heard
Fry of the Fourth vowing vengeance
on him yesterday.”

“And I heard Iobson of the Shell
this morning,” grinmed Johnny DBull.
“ And Coker of the Tifth has been tell-
ing the world that he'd as soon punch
Loder as look at him.”

# All serene, you bet ! grinned Peter.
“T'm only one in a crowd. I dare say
Loder's forgotten pulling my nose first
day of term. I've got a longer
memory than he has. You see, it was
my nose.’”’

U Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, it looks all right.” said the
captain of the Remove. “But you're
a silly ass, all the same, Toddy.
There’ll be a fearful row !

“All the better! I want all Grey-
friars to know that Loder has had his
nose pulled.” said Peter. “You chaps
can't handle Loder; I can. I dare say
vou were right to keep clear. The job
was a bit above your weight——"

“You cheeky ass!”

“Well, I've pulled it off,” said Petoer.
“You fellows couldn’t have made Loder
sorry for himself in two or three terms.
T've done it. You can't get ont of thar,
I've brought it off. I've downed Loder.
Perhaps vou are going to admit now
that Study No. 7 is top stody in the
Remove.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Loder ! exc¢laimed Bob.

All eves turned towards the door as
it - was thrown suddenly open, and
Loder of the Sixth stepped in.

The juniors stared at Loder; Peter
staring  hardest.  Remembering the
vice-like grip he had laid on that nose
i the dark, Peter naturally expected
to see traces of it when he saw Loder,

There were 1o such traces. Loder's
nose looked normal. Bo did Loder
himself—as certainly he would not have
done had his nose been recently pulled,
Poter stared at him—blankly.

“0h, you're all here!” Loder ran
hiz eve over the crowd in the Rag.
“82till, T darve say they've had time to
dodge in here.”

‘;JAnyihing happened, Loder?

ex-

1lere's

asked

ob.
“1 should say so,” answered the pre-
foct. “Haven't you heard the row
going on? Somebody's going to be
sacked for this. (oodness knows who
Tiae Magxer Liprsny.—No. 1,492,
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the mad idiots were, or what Capper
had done to them
“Capper!” gasped Bob.
“QCapper 1¥ exclaimed half a dozen
Removites,

“Capper I stuttered Peter Todd.
“Kik-kik-kik-Capper I
“(apper ! exclaimed two or three

Fourth Formers.
Capper, Loder?”

“He's been collared in the dark. and
pitched over, and his nose pulled,”
answered Loder, *It seems that he
was going to his Form-room for a book
or something. and somebody had turned
the light out in the passage., Bome
voung villains were laying for him
there—some of his own Form. I suppose
—nobody else would want to rag
Capper. He thinks there were two
fellows in it. It's the sack for them,
whoever they are. All vou Tourth
Yorm kids get along te Hall. The
Head’s going to question you.”

“Oh erumbs 1"

All the members of the Fourth Form
who were in the Rag left at once in a
buzz of excitement. The Removites
were left, in a still louder buzz,
mingled with langhter,

Peter Todd did not spealk.

He couldn't!

The TFamous TFive Ilooked af one
another, grinning. This was the
masterly strategy of SBtudy No. 7

But they forbore to rub it in. Peter
had enough on his mind without chip-
ping from the Remove. Peler, over-
whelmed with dismay, stood with drop-
ping jaw. He hadn’t collared Loder.
Ile had collared Capper. Ile hadn's
pulled Loder's nose. He had pulled
Capper’s. Tt was a beak’s beak on
which his reckless grip had been laid.
Peter could say nothing, There was,
indeed, nothing te be said. Ile Jjusk
groaned.

“What's happened to

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Peter Means Business !

= HOQ collared Capper?

Up and down Greyfriars
fellows asked one another
that question—fellows in all
Forms but the Remove.

In the Bemove they knew.

Not a man in the Remove. of course,
was going to tell what he knew. Not
a whisper: not a syllable. Among
themselves they chuckled over it, Thex
chortled over it; they roared over if.
They almost wept over it.  Bub they
wera nof telling anybody. If any man
in the Remove had been so ill-advised
as to sneak, his life would hardly have
been worth living at Greyfriars after-
wards.

But nobody dreamed of giving Peter
away. BEven rather mean fellows like
Skinner and Snoop and Fishy would

never have thought of doing so. The
whole Form, as one man, kept the
secrel.

Outside the Remove nobody knew

anything, execept, of course. what had
happened to Mr. Capper. Capper had
been collared in the dark, up-ended,
and his nose tweaked by two unknown
miscreants. That was all that was
known to the school generally.

It was all that was known to Capper.
He was in the dark when he was col-
lared and up-ended, and he was still in
the dark as to who had domne it,

* Who could have done it?

Obviously, fellows in Capper’s own
Form—that stood to reason. Nobody
outside the Fourth could want to dami-
uge Capper.  Why should thex ?

But the Fourth Form, to the last
man, denied it indignantly. Temple,

Dabney & Co. were quite eloguent on
the subjeet.

Ho far, inquiry had bLeen confined to
the Iourth. That Form had been
assemnbled in Tall, within a very shovt
time of the outrage, and questioned
by the Head himself. But Dr. Locke
could learn nothing from the Fourth,
except that every man in that Forn,
according to his own account, at least,
was absolutely imnocenl of the outrage,
and of all knowledge of it.

Capper himself inclined to that view.

No beak liked to admit that any
mermbers of his Form could even dreain
of suehh a proceeding as pulling his
1o0se.

Moreover, Capper was not a severe
beak. Heg did not exasperate fellows
like, for instance, Mr. Hacker, the
master of the Shell. Certainly lLe
handed out punishmients at  times.
That was the way of beaks. It was, so
to speak, their nature to. DBub gener-
ally in the Fourth Form Room all was
calm and bright.

But if it was not Fourth Form work,
whose was it? Few fellows in the
Tourth, perhaps, had anything against
Capper. But in other Forms mnobody
had. Capper was not even a meddle-
some beak like Prout, barging inlo
other beaks’ business. Tle minded Lis
own., Remove men had been known to
rag Pront. But no Remove man had
ever been known to rag Capper.

Dorm was later than usual that night.

After what Mr. Prout justly de-
scribed as an unprecedented, unpara-
lleled ontrage, there was endless excite-
ment. All the beaks were in a busz.
All the prefects were on the qui vive.
It was a quarter to ten before Wingale
of the Sixth marched the Remove off
to their dormitory.

And when he did the Greyfrints eap-
tain gave them a severe frown. 'l'le
whole Form scemed in a merry slate—
as if there was something funny in o
bealk being ecollared and having his
nose tweaked.

Wingate did not know that it was
Peter's little ervor in the dark that ex-
cited risibility in the Hemove. For-
tunately, he did not know anything
about that little error.

“Stop that cackling!” said Wingate
gruffiy, when the Remove were in the

dorm. “Somebody’s going to be sacked
for this; and it's not a lavghing
matter.”

“Isn’t it ?” murmured the Bounder.

There was, at least, one grave face
in the Remove. It was Peter Todd's.

Tom Dutton was still in a contented
and satisfied state.  Having heard
nothing of the excited discussion going
on round him, Tom was still in the
happr belief that it was Loder who had
been collared.

Having seen Loder in the Rag,
Dutton was rather surprised that his
nose showed no sign of damage, He
supposed that Peter could not, after
all, have pulled it, or, at any rate, not
very hard. But lLe knew nething, su
far, about the awful mistake that lad
been made. Dutton’s deafness was
rather a blessing in disguize now. Cer-
tainly it saved his peace of mind.

In spite of Wingate's warning, thers
was still chuckling in the Remove doi-
mitory., Wingate glared in from the
door,

“The next fellow who langhs will get
six !” he hooted.

That reduced the Remove to serious-
ness—till Wingate was gone.

But when lights were out, and the
Remove left to themselves, there was a
chinekle from bed to bed.

There was also a sound of a fellow



turning out, as scon as Wingale's foot-
steps had died away down the passage.

A mateh seratched, and Peter Todd
lighted a candle-end on his washstand.

The glimmering light, so far as it
extended, m\'{*aﬁ.d grinning faces look-
ing from beds.

Ha]]o, halle, hallol You up,
Toddy 7" exclaimed Bob Cherry. ™ Not
going for Loder again, ave you? I'd

give him a rest. You may collar Quc!c‘)
iext shot 1”

S0y, the Headd 1
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Peter did not heed.  He stepped to
Billy Bunter's bed, with a grim brow.

There was a snore from that bed.
Nunter either was, or alfected to be, fast
n-:lt,vp already, IHe had kept out of
Poter’s way till bed-time, after which,
of course, he eould l\ecp out of it no
longer. Matiers having gone 1o
Huntcrs satisfaction, he was rather
anxious to let the whole ihing drop.
lle was not at all anxious te hear any-
thing fram Toddy.

But if Bunter was azleep, he woke up
s}lfddenl_}' as Peter jerked his bedelothes
off.

“Ow ! gasped Bunier.
“Beast ! Wllxarrer matter?
you mean by waking a fellow up?

“You fat villain " said Peter Todd,
in measured tones. *It’s all your fault ]
You let me down'

“0h, really, "

“You never did trmt s{unt at Loder’s
study 1 hissed D'eter. “Loder never
came at all— Oh, shut up that cack-
ling 1” howled Peter, as a ripple of
I&u"hler came along the dormitory.

“I—I—1 did!” gasped Bunter. “I—
I'm not the eh'lp to let you down,
i'odd{ Did I ever let a pal down? I
azk all the fellows.”

“Ja, ha, hat”

“'The—the faet is,’
YI=I—T1 did it all
Loder wasn't there. As for Capper, I
never even saw him.  Ile wasn't talking
to Prout at all, and he pever said any-
thing about going io the Form-room for
a book. So—so0 I never knew le was
goine there,”

“¥ou konew Capper was going down
that passage!” shricked Peter. “¥You
knew it was Capper; and you told me it
was Loder 17

M1 didn’t 12 iowled Buanter. “1 never
mentioned Lader’'s nane, You jolly
well know T didn't. Yeu asked e if he
was coming, and T said “Yes' Well, so
he was—old Capper's a *he,” ain’t he?
Not that I knew Capper was coming,

grinned the

He sat up.
Whayier

DR

1

stammered Bunter,
vight.  But—but

you know ! I never heard him tell
Prout ’

Peter glaved almost speechlessly at his
fat ally.

Iis idea had been ihat Buunter had
bungled it semehow—as really might
have been expected from an ally of
Bunter’s intellectual powers.  Now he
learned that the fat Owl had acted, so
to speal, with malice aforcthought. Ile
ad not merely funked decoying Loder
it the trap. He had let Capper walk
ilo if, knowing what would happen to
13 o \\.ﬂluw' down that passage in
i dark.

Une warning word from Bunter would
have saved the siluation. And the fat
and faluons Owl had not uttered thut
warniug word.

“Besides, dook. what Capper did
went o Bunter wariily. Cont tnake o

lof of fnes about Loder pulling vour
Ally nose. Look what Capper did—
getling e two  lickings, one  afier

atiother, amd a row at home.  Serve him
Jolly well rigiat E”
'Ilirl, lig, ha !l

“You— yon—you—you—-"

gurgled

EVERY SATURDAY

Peter, “You never went near Loder—
but you knew that Capper was goin
down that passage, and you lct me Lthin
it was Loder——
“1 didu't! I never saw Capper, or
heard him tell Prout he had left his silly

Seneca in  the TForm-room. Besides,
after he got me two lickings

“Ha, ha, ha|”

Peter Todd  picked up pillow.

Bunter eyed him .1pp1(‘hmnan'e1y Up
wenf the pillow in both Peter's hands.
Down it came with a terrific 5\npe-——mui
Bunter rolled out on the other gide o
the bed, just in time.

Bunter bumped on the floor as the
pillow crashed on the bc(l.

“I sav, you fellows,” howled Buuter,
“Leep that heast off | 1 say, you pitch
inte me, von beast,
vell for a prefect. I they find out that
you mlfaied Capper, it will be all your
Fault 17

Peter came The
oXpression  on really
alammning.

tha  bed.
face was

round
his

Bunter serambled wildly across the
next bed.
“Keep off 17 he yellod., “You'll get

sacked if they ﬁlld out that you collared

and 'l jolly well
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sl lieep it
]

Gierrolt

Capper! 1 jolly well
dark for you! DBeast!

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

“Yaroooh ! Ilelp!
Bunter.

Swipe, swipe !

*Yoo-hooo-hoonaop |

“Ha, lia, ha!”?

“Chuck it, Toddy " gazped Ilavey
Wharton,  “You'll' have Wingaie up
here again, or Quch h'“

Swipe, swipe, swi p

“Ow! Oh crikey! I ]I tell Capper
velled Billy Bunter.  “Alind, I never
had anytlunﬂ to da with it! You'll get
bunked ! Yaroooch !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

The dormitory door opened, and the
light swilched on.  Wingate of the
Sixth, with a kmil{‘d Lrow, strode in.

“Whalt's this row 2" he denande:].

“Yavoooh !  Keep Lim off 1" yollad
Bunter.

Whack, whack !

Wlng'z.rz, had bis ashplazit in his hand.

Resena 1 roared

11

Pofer's pyjamas were a  very  paor
defence. e fairly hopped as Winga
whacked.

(Continued an next page.)

(1)
George Wingate, Captain of the School,
Good-humoured, strong, reliant,
In action, eapable and cool,
In leadership, a giant,
I now present with gratitude,
That Greyiriars has a leader
At once so kindly and so shrewd,
Well-liked by every reader.

)
I interviewed him, I may say,
In carious circumstances
When I walked out the other day,
Though taking many chances,
For in the neighbourhood just then
There lurked in shady places
A number of unpleasant men
Who came from Wapshot races.

When not engaged

And it was one such

(8)

He was not beantiful, I think —

I say it without passion—
His nose was of a deeper pink

Than is the usual fashion.
One eye regrettably was blacked,

The other one was blinking !
Impartially I state the fact

That he—well—he'd been drinking !

W7

George Wingate suddenly appeared
In all his strength and vigounr,

By Jingo ! You can bet I cheered
To see his sturdy figure !

The ruffian turned and aimed a blow
At Wingate, with defiance,

Then followed a delightful show
Of boxing skill and scieace,

said,

(4)

They hang about the village
And love to meet on lonely nights
Some passer-by to pillage.
rroﬂlgsts
That I encountered glu
The other evening, rather late ;
I gazed upon him dumbly.

(9)
A lovely pond—green. I admit,
With fungus fresh and slimy.
And as the tramp sailed into it
He uitered one word :
The waler closed above his head,
I chuckled in high feather.
“ Come on, let’s go ! ! George Wingale

So off we wentl, together !

GREYFRIARS
Qﬁ%ﬁ!’ﬁl’n\ﬁ!.f@

This week our long-haired pm-l chogses {or
his subject n charscter whe really needs no
introduction—

GEORGE WINGATE,
of the Sixth, the captain of Greylrines.

(3)
These curious gentlemen frequent
The races on all courses,
Indulging much in argument
About the various horses.
Rich wines of great lnzuriance
They pour inside their throttles,
Then work off their exuberance
With razors, sticks, and bottles.

in thege delights

mly

(8)
A knobbly stick was in his hand.
Said he : ““ "And aht yer "orses ! 7"
By which he meant, I understani,
My pocuniary resources.
¢ Unless you ’and it over now,"”
He prondised me, ** I’ kill you !
I'll bash this bludgeon on yer brow 1"
And another voice said : * Will you?

(8)

Yes, Wingate massacred thal men
With energy und ardour,

The tramp soon tired, but George began

‘0 hit him gven harder,

¢ Leddup, I'm telling yer [ ** he yelled,
Quite tired of all this ﬁthin;;.

Then Wingate suddenly beheld
A duckpond most inviling !

*f Blimey ! "
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“ (et back to bed. you noisy young
rascals 1” roared Wingate.

Whack, whack!

“Oh crikey! Ow!” yelled Peter.
“Teave off ] Wow! I'm getting into
bed, ain’k 17 Oh crumbs! Stoppit I

Peter plunged headlong into bed.
Bunter followed his example. Wingate
picked up the candle, and frowned at
the row of grining faces.

“ Another sound from this dormitory
tonight, and I'll come back and whop
the whole Form!” he said.

He tramped out, after ultering thaf
dire threat, and the Remove were leff
to darkness and slumber. Buf they did
not seem to be thinking of slumber ab
the moment. Spasmodie chuckles ran
from bed to bed—mingled with gasping
gurgles from Billy Bunter.

But when there was a sound of Pefer
getting up again, a dozen fellows sat up
in bed. R dozen voices addressed Peter
all at once. Wingate was a man of his
word; and nobody wanted him to revisit
the dormitory.

tStop that, Toddy !”

¢ eep quiet, you ass

“We'll serag you 1”

“Vou turn oub, and we'll rag you
baldheaded !”

“ghut upt”

¢ Chuck ik 17

And Peter decided to let Bunter keep
till tlie morrow.

1

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Temple Takes it Up !

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLL,

e captain of the Fourth Form,

wore a thoughtiul look the fol-
lowing day.

All over Greyfriars the question was
still being asked—who had collared
Capper?

It was a question of peculiar interest
to the Fourth Form—Uapper's Form.
For all Greyfriars—outside the Remove
—doubted not, for a moment, that the
delinquents were in Capper’s Form.

Capper doubted it. At least, he tried
hard to doubt it. But the thing was, in
the general opinion, clear!

Wlho but a Fourth Form man could

ossibly want to rag the Iourth Forin
Eeak’? Who, in any other Form, cared
two hoots about Capper?

Some disgruntled lourth Former, or
Fourth Formers, had done it. Capper
said that two fellows had been in it
He had distinetly felt the grasp of two
pairs of hands, when he was up-ended in
the dark. He had seen |Lor§1ing-—and
the two miscreants liad escaped unde-
tected. But he knew that fhere were
two of themi—and one of the two had
gripped his nose |

That his nose had been gripped was
obvious. In the Form-room thai day, it
slowed with a rich, red glow. It had
nob only been gripped, but gripped hard
—very hard. It shone almost like a
beacon. It still had a pain in it—and
that pain—naturally, in the circum-
stances—extended to Capper’s temper.

Cenerally, quite s mild beak, Capper
was fearfully shirty that day in Form.
Lines fell like leaves in Vallombrosa.
Iickings were plentiful. Capper seemed
quite to have changed his characfer. He
was as severs as Quelch—as bitter as
Hacker |

He clung, or tried to cling, to the idea
that the culprits were not in his own
Form. But how could he doubt? And
the knowledge that they were there, sit-
ting before him. unknown, laughing in
their sleeves, was intensaly exasperat-
ing, They were in Tourth—of
course, they were in the Fourth!l But
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for the life of him, Capper could not
begin to guness which fellows they were |
There was an atmosplere of distrust
and suspicion in the Torm-room that
day. Any of more than twenty fellows
might have been guilty. Capper car-
ried on that day as if the whole lot were
guilfy. 1t was most unpleasant.

Inquirvy and investigation, of course,
were still going on, hot and strong.
Had a prefeet’s nose been pulled, 1t
would have caused a sensation. DBut a
beak's!

It was unheard-of—practically un-
thinkable ! Prout, who called it wmpre-
cedented and unparalleled, really under-
slated the case. It was unimagin-
able! The sort of thing that might
have caused the skies to fall

All  CGreyfriars Schoo! asked the
guestion—who  collared Capper !—but
what they really meant was, who in the
Tourth Form had collared Capper?

Tn the Common-room, Capper was the
recipient of the deepest sympathy from
other masters. But it was rather a
barbed sympathy.

Hacker was heard to thaunk goodness
that nothing of that kind could ever
happen in the Shell. Wiggius smiled at
{he bare idea of such an occurrence in
the Third. Quelch, who had tact, said
nothing—but Capper was certain that
Le detected a grim smile on the Re-
move master’s face. Prout hoomed with
sympathy, indignation, and advice to
Capper, till Proat was almost in danger
of Fei:ting his own portly nosed pulled.

If they had let it drop in the Common-
room, Capper could have borne it
bettor. But they were not likely to let
it drop in Commeon-roon.

Coker of the Fiftl had declared that
the beaks, when they got togcther in
Common-roony, eackled like a lot of old
hens. Capper had to realise now that
there was something in if.

He writhed under the sympathy of the
other beaks. i

In sclf-defence, le maintained that
the rascals—the ruffians—the miscreants
—helonged to some other Form! But
the whole body of Leaks concurred in
pooh-poohing that idea.

Capper would have given much to dis-
cover those miscreants in some Form
other than the Fourth. Ile would have
been delighted, above all, fo discover
them in the Fifih—Prout's Form. Bul
he did not seem likely to discover them
anywhere.

In iliese ciroumstances, it was no
wonder that the Iourth went through
an awful day.

Capper, once regarded in the Tourth
as & harmless ass, now out-Quelched
Quelel, and out-liackered ITacker, so
to spealk.

The Fourth Form almost perspired
when classes were over that day, They
breathed deep breaths of relief when
they were done with Capper. They
hoped Uapper would feel better on the
morrow. But it did net seem prob-
sble—and prospects were dismal.

Henece the thoughtful frown on the
brow of Cecil Reginald Temple, captain
of the Fourth, when he sat at tea in his
study with his friends, Dabney and
I'ry.

‘'emple had been eaned that das.
Tnvolimtarily he had smiled as Capper's
nose canght a gleam of sunshine.

He might have been smiling ab any-
thing. A man—dash it alll—could
smile. Bt the Fourth Ferm Room thal
daxy was no place for smiling, Capper
delected that smile, gnessed the cause,
and what happened nexé completely
cured Ceeil Reginald of any desire to
smile.

Ritting at tea

wriggled a little. Capper, who Liardly
ever caned a fellow, and ounly flicked
when hLe did, had laid it on that day.

Dabney and Try looked morosc.
Dabner had two hundred lines. ¥ry
had a detention. In point of fact, few
in the Iourth had got through that day
without getting something,

“It’s too jolly thick ' said Temple,
breaking a dismal silence. ‘‘Life’s not
worth livin' with Capper in this state.”

“1 wish I kunew who ragged him!”
said Fry viciously. “I'd jolly well
make the silly idiot sit up 1"

“I wish they'd pulled his nose a bib
harvder | growled Dalmey.

“Well, the faect is, we can’t be sur-
prized at Capper bein’ shivty 1”7 declared
Temple, “Ile’s always been decent to
us. We have the easiest time of any
Form at Greyfrviars. Look how Queleh
whops in the Remove; and look how
Tlacker jaws them in the Shelll Tt's
absolutely rotten for any man fo rag old
Capper. Ile was quite harmless before
it happened. And now—-"

“But who was 167"’ asked Iry.

“We've got to find out I said Temple
determinedly. ‘“They’ve got to own up
and we've got to make them. 'I'his
can't go on!”

#Oh, rather!” agreed Dabney.

“Besides, 16 was a putrid thing to
do!” said Temple. “It’s rotten bad
form to rag a beak! It’s the sort of
thing that isn’t done at a decent school.
I call it a disgrace to the Form.”

“T heard Capper say to Prout that
he didn't believe they were Tourth
Torm men at all!* remarked Fry.

“YWell, that's rot, of course! Capper
jolly well knows it, too; but he has to
lceep his end up. Ile hasn't acted to-
dax as if he thought they were in some
other 'orm.”’

“Ye gods—no!”

“They're in the TFourth, and they've
got to own up!” said Temple firmly.
“We're going to spot ’em, and make
tem! Seel”

“They .won't be in_a lurry to be
found out !" said Fry doubifully. “'It's
a flogging, at the very least. Fvery-
body’s saving it will be the sack1”

“Pha sooner such rotten cads are
sacked, the better!” retorted Temple.
“We can do without them at Grey-
friavs.”’

“QOh. rather!” agrecd Dabney. “Bub
who—"

“fWe've gob to find out. Clearly i
was some fellows with a grudge against
(Capper—or some fellow. Capper ihinks
tliere were two, bub he's an ass, and you
never know. Ile never saw anytling,
Anyhow, one or two, we're goiug to
spot ‘ent. Then we'll make their lives
a misery {ill they own up. Now, look
here: Capper’s bitlen nearly every man
in {le Form to-day, bib he was all
right vesterday ! Who had a grudge
against him yesterday 7"

1 den't believe nonyoue had!™ de-
claved Try. “1t's o giddy mystery.”

“Somebady mmust hLave, ass! This
rotten rag wasn't done without a
reason, 1f he barged inle other Torms

like that meddlin’ old ass 1'rout, it
might have been a man in anothier

Form, 1 remember  Smithy of the
Remove making eold Pront hop. But
the Remove have uothing agaiosl
Capper.”’

“ st voung ass, Bunter ¥ said Try,
e - L1 2 i . L
4 yper Janded hing ina row with his

1

pder hasn’t the perve to pull a
w fail, let alone w lLioak's nose,
follicid 1"
“ Yoz, that's 50, Tey nodded: “Some
other Rewwove man may layve (aken it
np for Bunteri®



Silently, swifily, Peter Todd and Tom Dutton leaped.
Peter’s hand groped over an unseen face.
the nose. Tweak ! ““Urrrrrggh !?° came spluttering from the dark figure.

in the twinkling of an eye.

“Would they?” scoffed Temple.
“He borrowed money right and left
among them to pay Capper for that
rotten cake, and then spent it on tuck.
I've heard a lot of them tell the fat
little beast that he only got what he
deserved, and that he ought to have
had some more. They're all down on
him for it. Cateh them risking the
sack for Bunter—more likely to kick
him after Quelch had done with him.”

“Yes, that's =ol” agreed Fry. “I
heard his own study-mate, Todd, tell
him that if Quelch hadn’t whopped him,
he would have given him the cricket
stump 1”?

“The question is, what Fourth Faorm
man did it7” said Temple decisively.
“Now, he mmst have had a grudge |
That means that Capper must have
punished him. Who has Capper pun-
isheg ‘{atcly':’" :

“(On ou, old chap!”

JlEh ’?rtﬁ} c pI

“He gave you lines for dropping that
cake, you know.”

“You silly ass!” eaid Temple.

“Well, you asked——"
didn’t ask you to talk
snapped Temple.

“Did he ask you for the lines, Cecil,
old chap?” inquired Dabney.

“Yes, he did!” grunted Temple.

“He doesn’t usually. 1 mean, he
often forgets, and he often makes a
point of forgetting, too. I suppose he
was shirty, 8till, you 2

“If you're going to talk blether, we
may as well drep the subjeet,’® said
‘lemple irritably. “For goodness’ sake,
talk sense. Look here, my idea is this;
ufter tea we hold o meeting in the Rag,
and every fellow in the Form goes
through it! We shall get the man that
way. What about it?”

“Good egg!” said. Fry.

“(h, rather!” eaid Dabney.

rof 1"’

EVERY SATURDAY

And after tea word went through the
I'ourth; and, strange to relate, if the
culprits really were in that Form,
every man in the Fourth thought it a
jolly good idea—one of Temple’s best,
in fact. Not a man in the Fourth
missed, or thought of missing, that
meeting in the Rag—at. which every
man in the Form hoped the guilty party,
or parties, wounld be rooted out.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Temple’s Amazing Success !

ARRY WHARTON & CO
looked round in surprise.
After tea, the Famous Five
were in the Rag. A light
drizele was falling out of deors; and
the chums of the Remove, loocking out

of the window, were watching for it to

stop, Other Remove men were in the
room, Smithy, and Lord Mauleverer,
and Peter Todd, and Squiff and Hazel,
and two or three more, The Rag was
used by the Fourth as well as the
Remove; so it was not surprising to sea
Fourth Formers come in, cspecially on
a rainy day. But it was rather sur-
prising to see the whole Fourth Form
march in in a body as if it were lesson-
time, and they mistook the Rag for
their Form-room,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” called out Bob
Cherry. “What's on?”

Temple gave him a glance.

“¥You Remove fellows had better
shift 1” he said. “We're holding a
meeting here. CGo somewhers else.”

“ Bow-wow !’ said Bob cheerily.

“Bhift ’em !” suggested Dabney.

“Go ahead !” said Johnny Bull, “We
shall want some shifting |”

“The shiftfulness may turn out a
boot on the other leg !” grinned Hurrce
Jamset lam Singh.

The dark figure, suddenly grasped by iwo pairs of hands,
Contact was established with a nose.

|

oy
.

i
d

|
'l
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¥
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|

was up-ended
He grabbed
Wurrrrrggh !

“Oh!

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Lots of room to hold your jolly old
meeting, Temple 1 he said. “ “lfe’re net
going out in the rain. We'll stand round
and cheer, if you like.”

“The cheerfulness will be tervific !

“Look here, we can’t carry on with
those fags sniggering around!” said
Wilkinson of the Fourth. *“Let's shift
‘em |?

“Wade in ! grinned Nugent.

“Oh, do!” chuckled the RBouadsr.
“It will be somethin’ for us to do on a
rainy day. You begin on me, Temple {”

“Never mind those fags!” said
Temple hastily. “We've got no time for
rags and rows now. Now, you men—
Take your legs out of the way, Todd !

“You put ’em out of the wayl”
grunted Peter.

Toddy was not in the best of tempexs.

He was worried.

Giving Bunter the ericket stuinp—
which he had dutifully done that day—
had been a satisfaction, but i1t was not
really helpful. The fact remained that
Toddy and Dutton had collared a bealk,
and that the consequences were awful
and fearful if they were spotted.

The only consolation was that there
seemed  little  danger of detection.
Nobody seemed to be thinking of look-
ing in the Remove for the cuiprits.

So long as nobody locked in the Re-
move for them it was all right!

SLll, it was & worry—especially as the
ragging of Capper was on Toddy’s con-
scicnee. It was, as Temple had said, a
putrid thing to do—if Toddy had enly
known what he was doing |

In a staie of mingled worry, remorse,
and uneasiness, Tarfdy was not disposed
to take any swank from Cecil Reginald
Temple. Instead, therefore, of removing
his long legs, as Templo demanded, out
of the way, Teddy stretehed them a little
farther in the way. A row with the
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Vourth would not kave been unwelcome,
to drive other matters from Lis mind.

Temple gave him o glare,

“Will you shift, you bony ass?” he
demanded.

“No, I won't!” said Peter in-
dependentliy.

“T1 shift him!” said Scott of the
Touretl.

“Iold on!” Temple interposed af
onee. ““No rag now ! We've got to get
through this! Btand over here!”

The Removites looked on curiously as
the proceedings proceeded. All the
Fourth Form men were looking very
serious.

“But what's the game?”
Chierry.

“Nothing to do with the Remove!”
snapped Temple.  * We're going to find
out who collared Capper last night——"

“Wha-a-at 1" ejaculated Peter.

“He's in this roomm——" went
Temple,

i

aslked Bob

on

7

=—is he

zasped Dob.

“_\,‘cs; and we're going to spot him—
see ¥V

Peter Tedd's face was a pieture for a
moment. The other Remcvites werve
grinning.

“ Look here——" stamnered Peter.

“You ean shut up!” said Temple.
“TI've told you it's got rothing to do
with the Remove |

“N-n-nothing to do
move ! ropeated Toddy.,

“Nothing at all! No bizhey of yours!
Shut up "

Peter grinned.

“0Oh, all right ! Le said. Aud he shut

2

with the Re-

ip.

The TFourth Form stoed in a rank,
and Temple stood before them, rather
like a I'orm-master about to address his
TForm.

His Form-fellows listened to him with
attention—so did the prinning Re-
movites. So long as Temple hunted in
the Tourth for the fellows who hLad
collared Capper, they wished them good
hunting |

“Now, you men,” said Temple, “xou
know why you're here! Some fellow in
this Form ragged Capper last night.
Capper thinks there were two, bub he
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was jolly flustered at the time, and very
likely there was only one. I don’é want
to think there’s two such rotten cads in
our Form if I can help it. Anyhow, one
or twe, they've got to own up!”

“0Oh, rather ! said Dabney, his usual
remark.

“It was a rotfen, putrid, dirty trick !
went on Temple. ©The brute ought to
be sacked ! He may be. DBut if he owns
up, very likely he will get off with a
flogging. He'd better, for, of course, he
will be spotted soconer or later, with all
the prefects on the go, and the Head
himself. Now, I'm telling that man,
whoever he is, to stand out, and own up
like a man ™

There was a general stirring in the
Fourth as they looked inguiringly at one
another.

But nobody stood out.

“Very well!” said Temple, after a
long pause. “The man's a rotten funk.
and won't own up! 1 needn't say what
I think of him: but such a rotten, sneak-
ing. measly, disgusting worm ought to
be boiled in oil! Now, as the rotter
won't own up, we've got to spot him !”

“What-ho !” agi'eeg Scott.

“When he’s spotted, we're going to
make him go to Capper and own up!”
said Temple.

“ But w?m 7" said Wilkinzson. “I don'f
see——"

“T'm runnin’ this, Teddy Wilkinson,”
said Temple loftily, “and I don’t need
assistance, thanks! Now, you men, the
idea is this—what was done to Capper,
was done because of a grudge; there
can’t be any doubt about that. What
elze can it have been done for ¥

“0h, rather!”

“Capper must have come down heavy
on somebody,” went on Temple, “and
the man owed him a grudge. That's
perfectly plain.  Now, Capper hardly
ever came down heavy. Iven if he gave
a man lines, he generally never asked
for them to be shown up. There never

really was such a good-tempered little
ass as old Capper.
the worse.”
There was a murmur of assent.
“We've anly been back a few days.”
went on Temple,® and it will be perfectly
easy to pick out the man who owed

That makes it all

er Grey-
St.
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editions.
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Canper a grudge.  Therp can’'t be many
in the Form wlo've had anything from
Capper in the few days of the teim
we've been back. Now; fivst of all, who's
been caned by Capper since the terin
starlod—up to yesterday, I mean?”

There was a general shaking of heads.
Undoubtedly Capper was a mild beak.
Nobody in his Form had been caned at
all—until that day! That day, cer-
tainly, Capper had made up for loss
time |

“ Nobody whopped said Temple.
“Well, I can’t remrember any man being
whopped. Next detentions? Who's had
a detention

Apain there was a comparing of notes
and a shaking of heads. Up to the date
of the ragging, nobody in the Fourth
had had a detention.

“By gum 1” said Bob Cherry, breaking
into the solemn proceedings, “if you
fellows like, we'll swop Quelch for
Capper 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Vou Remove fags shut up 17 snapped

[

Temple. * Now, you men, next we'll
tale lines! Who's had liues from
591

(apper, and had to do them

“You have!” said Wilkinson.

“Don’t be a cheeky fool, Teddy
Wilkinson. I want to kaow who's had
lines from Capper in this Torm. 1t's
absolutely rotten to think that any fellow
would rag a beak for giving him lines:
but there’s nothing else to it—he must
have had a grudge against Capper, and
there must have been some sort of a
canse! You all sce that? Now, which
man here had lives from Capper—up to
yvesterday 17

There was no answer.

The Fourth Iform men looked at one
another—and looked at Temple! And
their looks wore quite peculiar,

Temple started a little.

He had had lines from Capper, and le
liad had to do iheni, owing to that unfor-
tunate affaiv of losing the cake. Temple,
like Cresar's wife, was above suspicion—
in his own eves, at least. But he could
not be blind to the extreme peculiavity
of the glances east at him now.

Nobody else in the Fourth had had
lines from Capper, so far, that term.
That was soon, and easily, ascertained.

Only Temple !

%o far, the whole Form had been in
full agreement with Temple, It really
seemed a sure thing; and Temple lad
worked it out in guite a masterly way.
They had to find a man who had been
punished by Capper—then they had a
man with a grudge and a motive !

They had found him! And it was
Temple himself—and he was the only
one!l Up to the date of the ragging
only Temple had suffered under Mr.
Capper. And the I'ourth Form were
still in full agreement with Temple's
theory. Why he had taken all this
trouble to bow! himself out, they did
pot know. But he had done it !

“Well, my only hat 17 said Wilkinson,
with a deep breath. “Temple, you awlul
rotter

“\Wlhat 27 yelled Temple.

“You putrid tick!” exclaimed Scoltf.
“You all the time—and you calling us
to a meeting. and making oub it was
somebody else. I dare say you neved
knew you were the only chap who got
lines from Capper. Is that it?"

“That's it, of course I said Wilkinson
“Temple can’t hiave meant to bowl hiw-
self out. But he’s done it !”

«Oh, rather ” said Dabney. “I sar,
Temple, old chap, this is pretty thick!”

Temple  gasped. Never was  all
amateur detective so utterly dismayed
by the successtul completion of his

case !
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“Well, you'll have to own up now
suid Seott.

“0Oh, rather(”

“You silly idiots I”’ shrieked Temple.
“Wharrer you mean? I never did it!
I'm trying to find out the man who
did it, ain't 1%*

“And you've jolly well found him 1"
shounted Wilkinson. * You 1"

“T'll punch your head, Wilkinson |*
‘f“ I'll jolly well punch yours, Temple,
T =

“Ma, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove
fellows.

That outeome of Temple's investiga-
tion took the Removites by storm.
They yelled and roared.

The Tourth Form meeting broke up
in confusion. Temple, dismayed and
exasperated, lost all his usual calm
repose of manner. He shouted, he
denied, he reared, he raged. He
fairly stamped out of the Rag, in the
midst of an excited mob of the Fourlh,
oxchanging punches with Wilkinson as
hoe went,

IMarry Wharten & Co. were left yell-
ing. Really, it was quite an enterlain-
ment {for a rainy day.

“ Al right for you, Teddy !” chortled
Bob Cherry. *“8Safe as houscs now, old
bean—mow Temple's found himself
out.”

And the Reinovites roaved.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dutton Gets the News !

EEN Toddy ??

Tom  Dutton
question,

The rain had stopped, and
the Famous I'ive, glad to get- out of
doors, were in the quad when Dutton
came along. They were taking a troi
round the quad; but they stopped as
Tom hailed them. Tom Duiton was
wearing a worried look. He was woear-
ing, of course, other things, alse, hut
liis worried look was the most pre-
dominant, It leaped to the eye.

The Famous Five were sympathetic.
Toddy had set out to demonstrate ihal
Bindy No. 7 was fop study in the Re-
move—the study that could handle re-
caleitrant prefoets. Even Toddy did
not deny that that enterprizo had heen
a ghastly frosk. Tom Dutton  had
backed him up loyally. IIe was in the
soup along with Peter, if the facls
came to light., Iiverybody agrecd ihat
it was hard cheese on Dulion. Poter
had been the leader—and it was only
too well known in the Remove where
lie had led.

*Anytlung come ont asked ITarry
Wharton, noiing the deeply worried
expression on Tom’s face,

Remove men were keeping the sceret
with sedulovs cave. It was agresd in
the Remove that any man who said a
word to a man in another Form should
he  ragged, scragged, and  sent {o
Coventry.  Tes many knew already,
and if others gob hold of it, the end
was inevitable.

But, with persistent investigalion
zoing on, it was likely encugh that dis-
coveries would be made. Temple's de-
tective. work eertainly was net very
dangerons, except o Cecil Reginald
Inmself. Bui all the prefrets were on
the prowl—the 1Tead himself had taken
the matter in hand, Tom Dution
lopked as if he had had bad news.

YL said Dulton.

“1s anything out?" repeated Whay-
ton, in o louder key.

0L, draw it mild!”? =aid Dulfon
warmly. “Do you call that givil—call-
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asked that

Vel

ing a fellow a lout, when he asks you
a eivil question.”

“Oh, my hat! I never!" gasped the
captain of the Remove. “I asked you
if anything had come out.”

“0h, don't talk rot! How could I
have some stout?” gaid Duiton peey-
ishly. “I've never touched the stuff!
And we shouldn’t be allowed to, any-
way. Look here! I've heard an awful
thing.  The fellows are saying that
Capper—old Capper, the Fourth Form
beak, you know—was ragged last
night.'*

The Famous Tive just gazed at
Dutton. Apparently he had only just
got the news.

“Oh crikey !"” said Boh.

Tom looked at them anxiously,

“I say, I want to see Toddy and
ask him,” he said. “I say, it's jolly
zerions if it’s trne. From what Toddy
told me at the time, I thought we were
laying for Loder. I thought we'd got
Loder. Now it scems that all this ex-
citement thai’s been going on isn't
about Teoder at all, but Capper. Do
you fellows know 7!

The chums of the Remove felt for
Dutton; but they could not help grin-
ning. Forf a whole day the school had
been in a stale of buzzing excitement
on account of the collaring of Capper.
Jividently Dutton had gone on think-
ing, all the time, that the fuss was being
made about Loder. Now, however, at
long last, some possessor of powerful
lungs had evidently put him wise.

“Nothing to grin at,” said Tom. “I
can’t make it out. I backed up old
Toddy to make Loder squirm, but I
never bargained for ragging a beak.
Why, a fellow might be sacked for it
Bkinner says it was Capper. Was it 7"

“Ves," said ITarry.

“Tlow ean I guess, when it happened
in the dark?  Can't vou s=ay yes or
no 7’ said Duiton irritably.

“Yes!” roared Wharton.

]"It was really Capper!” exclaimed
Tom.

The captain of the Remove nodded.
It eame easier,

“Then what the thump did Teddy do
it for?” demanded Dutton. * What had
Capper done to him ¢’

“1t was a mistake.”

“Whose cake?”

“0Oh crikey !”

Do you mean that cake that Bunter
snaflled first day of lerm? Capper got
him inte a row about that, I know,
But Taddy wouldn't have done it be-

cause of illat. I'm jolly sure he
wouldn’t 17 \
“It was a mistake in lhe dark!”

Lowled Wharton. “Toddy thought it
was Loder, but it furned out to be
Capper. 1t was a bungle in the dark.”

“Don’t tell all Greyiriars, for good-
ness’ sake I murmured Nugent.

“1 wish you'dl speak plainly, Whar-
ton, instead of mumbling so,” eaid
Tam. “I'm not speaking about the
Hark., It's got nothing to do with the

viver at all, so far as I know. I'm
talking about what happened in the
Form-room passage last night. Skinner

says we got Capper——"'

“8o you did 7

“Well, naturally we hid, as we were
in ambush for Loder. What wonld you
have done? We didn’t want him to
spot ns.”

“0Oh dear! Anyhody got a mega-
phone ¥ groaned Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“It's all very well to cackled” suid
Tom indignantly. “But if it was
Capper, it’s jolly scrious. I've noticed
him to-day, lookmg joly bad-tempered,
and wondered what was the matter, with
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him. He's generally quite mild, His
nose looks fearfully red, too.”

“1t would I’ grinned Bob.

“Well, T don’t call it good,” said
Tom; “I call it jolly bad, if that ass
Toddy really pulled a beak’s nose,
thinking it was Loder’s, According to
what he told me, he had it all fixed
for Loder. ¥You remember Loder
pulled Toddy's nose the day we came
back—you were in the earriage. That's
why he did it. But, so far as I know,
he had nothin against Capper.
Capper’s all right.

Tom shook his head, evidently very
warried.

“Toddy must have made a mistake,”
he said. “He couldn’t have done it
on purpose. Think it was just a mis-
take in the darki”

“ITa, ha, ha!”

“Well, it looks like it to me,” said
Tom: “but I don’t see how. Buuter
gave us the tip all right. T didn't
hear what he said—he mumbles so—
but Toddy was satisfied, so, of course,
I thought it was all right.”

“Bunter let you down.”

“Oh, no! Brown had nothing to do
with it,”" said Dutton. “So far as 1
know, Tom Brown knew nothing about
it at all”

“ Bunter
Wharton.

“What utter rot!
let me drown—"

** Not drown—down 1” raved Wharton,

“Oh, do talk sense, when a chap's
worried |” exclaimed Dutton. “I toll
you it had nething to do with the river
at alll And, anyhow, I'm not a chap
to be let drown; I'm a good swimmer.
Precious lot of good Bunter would be,
too, if a chap was drowning ! He can't
swim for toflee 1™

“{h, holy smoke!”

“1t may be a joke to you fellows.
I think it’s jolly serious. Looks to
me,”” said Dutton, “as if Bunter must
have let us down somehow.”

The Famous Five all nodded vigor-
ously. Duiton had got it at iast!

“Just like that fat freak,” said Tom.
“That's how I work it out, any-
liow. Bunter let us down, and then
that ass Toddy made a mistake in the
dark. Capper must have been going
to the Form-room for something. |
can't imagine why he was going thevo
that time of night. The Fourth deon't
do their prep in the Form-room like
the Third. Besides, it was after prep.”

“Bunter heard him say he was going
for a book.”

“We couldn’t look, vhen it was as
black as the inside of a hat. Lot of
good looking., Of ecourse, T thought
it was Loder. And I'm  pretiy
certain that Toddy did, loo. I can’t
imagine why Capper was there, unless
he was going to the Form-room for a
book or something. That might be it.
Think so*”

The IPamous Five gll nodded again.

“Well, it was jolly unfortunate,”
said Tom.,  “Very likely they won't
guess it was o mistake, and  they’ll
ihink we meant it for Capper—a rotten
blackguardly thing, if we had. Did
you fellows know it was Teaddy and
me? Blinner seemed to know it was”

“Bort of I gasped Bob.

“Yes; I suppose you thought of it
The fact is .l believe nearly every
chap in the Remove knows,” said
Dutton, “1 hope they'll keep it dark.
Wa never meant it for Capper; buot, of
course, Capper mightn't believe that.
And, even if he did, it mighin't make
his nose feel any better. I noticed his
nose was fearfully red, and wondevml
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let you down!” shrieked

How could Bunter
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if esomething had nappened to it
Have you fellows noticed it%"

‘“¥a, ha! Yes, rather!”

“Well, I suppose they'll never guess
who did it!” said Tom. “They can't
have found out so far, or we should
be up before the Head! A feliow might
be bunked for it.”

s Flogged, at least I” said Bob.

. “That's where you're wrong,” said
Dutton. “Capper isn't a beast—if he
was, I wouldnt mind! T say, do you
know where Toddy is?"

“T think he went up to the study.”

“Of course it’s muddy, after the rain!
Are you going to make out that I'm
blind—you seem to like making out that
I'm deaf! I didn’t ask you whether it
was muddy, but where Toddy was."

“In his study!” yelled Bob. ]

“QOh, study! thought you =aid
muddy! I wish you wouldn't mumble
whien {cu speak to me—I'm o trifle
hard of hearing. I've told you so.”’

“A trifle!” murmured Bob, as Tom
Ditton started for the House to look
for Tod “Some trifle!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Kick him!” growled Johnny Bull.

“Beast! I say, you fellows, there'sa
row on in the Fourth!" chuckled Billy
Bunter. “I say, they'ré ragzing old
Temple.”

“Ragging Temple ! exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Yes—he, he, he ! They think Temple
collared Capper !” chortled the fat Owl
#He, he, he!”

“Qh, erumbs!”

#\Well, Temple's the man to ask for
things !” chuckled Bob Cherry. “If a
chap starts in as a detective, and finds
himself out, what can he cxpect?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And the Famous Five strolled into
the House to look in at the Iourth
Torm quarters—where they found that
Billy Bunter had not exaggerated. A
“row ” was going on in_the Fourth—
and it was a most tremendous row.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
“0wn Up, Temple I **

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE
C breathed wrath and rage.
He was almost crimson with
those emotions.

Nearly all the Form were crowded
round the doorway of his study in the
Fourth passage. Six or seven of them
were in the study. Al of
were angry and excited.

Dabney and Iry, his own familiar
friends, stool silent—but they gave him
no support. They regarded him, like
Hamlet’s father, more in sorrow than in
anger. But evervbody else was wrathty.
Wilkinson was the wrathiest. Temple,
in his lofty way, often sat on Wilkinson.
He was not to be sat on now.

“Own up!” roared Wilkinson.

“(Gio to Capper!” roared Scoll.

“You seug!”

“You swab!”

“You awful rotter [”

“You've got the whole Form into a
row! Own up, like a man !”

“1 never did it!” shricked Temple.
“Don’t I keep on telling you that I
never did it! I never knew anything
about it! As if I'd rag Capper!
Haven’t I said it was a putrid trick?”

them

“Faven't you said that the fellow"

who did it had a grudge against Capper
because he'd got lﬁwa?” dema?l?lcd
Wilkinson.

“'Your own words, Temple, old man !
said I'ry, sadly.
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“Yes—but T thought some other chap
must have had ’em! gasped Temple.
“1 wasn't thinking of myself.’

“Mean to say you'd have put it om
some other chap, if some other chap
had happened to have lines!” exclaimed
Scott. “1I call that thick.” ]

“No, 1 don't!” raved Temple. 1
never did it! Besides, Capper said
there were fwo in it! Are there two
of me, you fathead ?”

“You said yourself there was only
one! You said Capper was an ass for
thinking there was more than one! I
can see now that you jolly well knew.”

“0h, gad,” gasped Temple. “I—

* Are you going to own up?” roared

a dozen voices.

“T'd own up like a shot if I did it.
I never did. I—I thought it would turn
out to be some chap who'd had
detentions or lines from Capper! But
—but I can see now that that was a
mistake—"

“ A mistake to get yourself found out,
do you meant”

" “No!l” raved Temple. *Nothin® of
tlie sort.’

“Well, if Temple says he didn't do
it,” said Fry dubiously, “I—I suppose
he didn't, if he says he didn’t: but he
jolly well took a lot of trouble to make
out that he did !”

“Oh, rather!”

“Suppose it had come out,” hooted
Wilkinson, “that some other fellow had
had impots from Capper. What would
Temple have said then?”

“He'd have said that that fellow did
it,” declared Kenney.

“0Of course he would!” exclaimed
Scott. “That was what we were all
after—a fellow who had a grudge
against Capper! Well, we've found
him.”

“0h, gad!” groaned Cecil Reginald
Temple.

From the bottom of his heart. Cecil
Reginald wished that he had never sct
up as an investigator, fo discover the
collarers of Capper.

“Jt’s come out,” said Scott, “that
nobody but Temple had anything
against Capper. He never expected
that, of course—but that's what's come
out.”

“T1t was Temple all right!"”

“Own up, you swab!

“Youve landed the whole Torm!
Own up!”

“Gorto Capper and own up !”

“You silly idiots!” shricked Temple.
«Think I'd have started an inquiry if
T'd been the n:an that did it? llave a
little sense !

“Oh, that was bluff I”” said Scott.

“Ppure  bluff,” agreed Wilkinson.
“You didn't know vou were the only

man Capper had dropped on till we
compared notes. Bluffing all the time.”

“1 tell you—"" howled Temple.

“Are you going to own up, you
swab 77
_“How can I own up when I never
did it?”

“Youw've proved yourself that you
did !

Harry Wharton & Co. in the passage,
grinned at one another, Other fellows
had come along to hear the row. Quite
a crowd was gathering in the Fourth
TForm passage. The Remove fellows, of
course, knew that Temple was not the
man—but to most of the Tourth, it
locked clear enough,

On his own theory, if they found a
man with a grudge against Capper,
they had found the mysterious ragger.
Unforescen by Temple, it turned out
that he was the only man in the Fourth
with even the slizhtest cause for a

grudge against Capper, up fo the date
of the rag. So what were the fellows
to think?

“Took here, let’s jolly well rag him
till he goes to Capper and owns up!”
exclaimed Wilkinson.

“Qh, hold on!” exclaimed Fry. “If
Temple says he didn't——"

“He's as good as said he did.”

“Well, ves, but——"

“I didn’t!” shrieked Temple. “I
never thought about my own lines. As

if I'd rag Capper for a few lines. What
utter rot |™

“You svere ready to make out that
some other fellow had!”

“Oh! Well—yes—but—but—=2

“You did it!”

“I didn't 1

“Own up, vou rotter ¥

Harry Wharton pushed
crowded doorway.

“Go easy, you men,”” he said. © You're
making a fearful row! You'll have
Capper up here at this rate! I've
heard that he’s not in a good temper
to-day.”

“Got out, you Remove tick!”

“Barge that Remove cad out!”

“Mind your own bizney [”

Tive or six of the Fourth barged
Wharton out of the doorway and sent
him spinning into the passage. There
was a shout from Hobson of the Shell,
further along.

i lavc [ll

But Hobby’s warning was not heard
or heeded in the roar of voices in
Temple's study. Mr. Capper, with a
grim and angry brow, eame whisking
along the passage. Capper’'s temper
was not goed that day, A terrific
shindy in his Form that could be heard
nearly all over the House, gave it the
finishing touch, The Yourth Iorm
master swept on the scene like a
thunderbolt.

And as he arrived at the study door-
way five or six voices were shouting at
I'emple all at once:

“QOwn up, vou rotter! Go to Capper
and own up that you did it, you swab?"

Mr. Capper gave a convulsive start.

Ile could scarcely fail to understand.

“Goodness gracious!” he gasped.
“What—what do I hear? Boys!”

“0Oh, crumbs,” gasped Fry.
Capper!”

There was a sudden silence in the
study. Temple turned a erimson face on
his Form-master,

The other fellows stood silent, breath.
less.  All eyes were on Mr. Capper.
Uapper's eyes were {ixed on Temple, as
if they would bore into him.

“Temple 1”

“Oh! Yes. sir!”

“What is the meaning of this?”

“Oh! N-nothing, siv[”

“I could not help hearing,” said Mr.
Capper grimly, “what was said. “I
came here to asceriain the cause of this
unexampled riot in my Form. What do
I find? Temple, it appears to be the
belief of your Form-fellows that you
were guilty of last night’s outrage. I'or
what reason?”

“They—they’re a lot of fools, sirl”
gasped Temple.

“Indeed I” said Mr. C‘-ap]por dryly.
“That appears to me, Temple, scarcely
an adequate explanation. I will rot
question these boys. No boy in my
Iorm shall ever be asked to witness
against another. But what I have heard.
I have heard. Havo you any confession
to make, '1‘0.111;;10?"‘

“0Oh, gad! I—I mean, no, sir.”

“Do you admit—"

into the

“It's

“Oh! Nol No!”
“Very well,” said Mr. Cappet
vimly.  “Investigation will proceed.

tovs, Iot this riot cease at once. I



As Mr. Capper arrived at the siudy éioorwg, with an angry hrow,
““Go to

once : “‘ Own up, you rotter !
Form master gave a convulsive start.

excuse you—I am bound to excuse what
I gan only regard as just indignation on
the part of boys of my Form. But let
there be no more of it! Temple, if you
decide upon confessing what you may
know of the matter, you may come to
my study.”

*I—I—I never—-

“That will do, Temple 1”

Mr. Capper swept away. It was
pretiy clear that he had made up his
mind on the subject.

The ecrowd dispersed. Wilkinsan
hooted a last hoot at Temple as he
wend

“You'd befter own up now! Youn can
sre that Capper knows all right [”

“Yon silly ass! I never——*

“0Oh, rats|”

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away
fo the Remove passage, smiling. It
was rather rough on Temple; but there
was no doubt that he had asked for it.
Still, it was rough luck.

I say, you fellows—"

3

squeaked a

[at voice.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter !
It’'s all Bunter’s fault! Let's kick

Bunter |
It was all that the Famous Five could
do—and they did it!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough Luck !

7 HO collared Capper 17

“That ass Temple !

For a whole day there
had been no answer to the
Iurning question. But the answer was
found now,

Outside the Remove, hardly a fellow
doubted.

It was known that evening that Win-
gate had sent for Temple and gues
tioned him, As Temple was not taken

EVERY SATURDAY

““ Goodness gracious ! ** he gasped.
was a sudden silence in the study.

to the Head, it seemed that Wingate
regarded the matter as doubtful, or, at
least, unproved. Still, there was the
positive fact that Temple of the Fourth
had been “had up ” before a prefect !
There was the added fact that his own
Form-master regarded him with a grim
and distrustful eye. There was the fact
that nearly every man in the Fourth
regarded it as a eertainty' that Temple
had “done it,” and that even his own
pals, Dabney and Fry, though they stood
by him, were obviously distressed and
dubious.

“Clear enough!” said Coker of the
Fifih in the games-study. “I hear that
the Fourth Form kids went right into
the matter and found out that Temple
had a grudge against his beak—some
awful grudge. The young scoundrel
ought to be sacked |”

“They've got him, all right!” Hob-
son of the Shell told his friends, “Irom
what T hear old Capper started the term
by giving Temple a frightful licking,
and that's why he did it.”

“That swanking ass, Temple !” said
Tubb of the Third, in the den of the

fags. “T'll bet he did it! Look at the
roll he puts on I
“You men heard about Temple?”

asked Dicky Nugent, in the Second
Form Room, after prep. “It's come
out that he owned up that he did
it, before a whole crowd in the Rag,
and then tried to back out of it after-
wards,”

Loder of the Sixth. seeing lights out
for the Fourth that night, gave Temple
a very searching look, in the Fourth
Form dorm.

“Bo 1t was you, Temple ! he =aid,

“ Nothin’ of the kind ! hissed Temple.

“I hear that you admitted it.”

“1 never did! I——"

“Well, you know
said Loder.

what to expeci!”

5

a number of voices were shouting at Temple all at
pper and own up that you ragged him, you swab !’

The Upper Fourth

*“ What—what do I hear? Boys!’’ There
“T never——"
“That will do!”
That night, everybody knew that

Temple had done it, and in the morn-
ing some fellows seemed surprised to sce
that he was still at Greyfriars.

“You still here, Temple?” called out
Hoskins of the Shell, meeting him in the
guad in break.

“You howling ass, where should I
he 7 hissed Temple.

“I mean, aren’t you sacked?”

“Idiot I

“Well, dash it all, a fellow collaring
liis own beak and pui]ing his nose I’ said
Hoskins warmly. “It wouldn't do in
the Shell, I can tell you.”

“Dummy 1”

It was not a happy moring for
Temple. Capper, as a just man, could
not aet without proof; but all the pre-
feets were busy hunting for proofs, In
the meantime, Capper gave the captain
of lis Form the marble eye. The
Fourth, naturally, took their cue from
their beak. Marble eyes surrounded
Temple.

“1 say, this is a bit thick, if you ask
me !” Bob Cherry remarked when the
Greyfriars fellows came out after dinner.

His chums agreed that it was. Temple

of the Fourth was * mcochm?"
dismally, scornfully regarded by his
Yornmi.  Generally lofty, not to say

swanky, Temple looked now extremely
forlorn. His swank had been badly
punetured.

Wilkinson, passing him, snapped:|

“Owning up yet, you swab?”

And Temple was too dispirited even
to answer,

“That ass Toddy !” said Dob. .

“That blithering idiot, Toddy !” =aid
Johnny Bull.

“If they land it on Temple, old Toddy
will own up!” said Harry Wharton,
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“But they can't very well! They
can't make out that a chap did a thing
he didn’t do, 1 suppose.”

“Temple’s done his best to make it
out 1” grinned Nugent, “Nearly every-
body seems to think, by this time, that
he owned up to it, and then backed
out.”

Temple gave the Famous Five a glare
as they came along. 2

“Do you fellows think I did it7” he
snarled.

“Weo know you didn't, old bean !” said
Harry Wharton soothingly. “We know
you wouldn't. Lool here, Temple,
what about.an alibi?”

“A what?”

“An alibi! Where were you when it
happened the other night? If you
weren’t on the spot you must have been

somewhere  else. remember you
weren’t in the Rag at the time; but
you must have been somewhere, Can't

you prove that?”

Temple groaned. :

“Wingate's been into that,” he said.
““As it happens, I was in my study, by
myself. You see, Fry and Dab went
down, after piep, but I had a box of
new netkties to look over—"

“0h erikey !”

“1 was trying them om, you know,”
said the unhappy dandy of the Fourth.
“(One after another, you know.
hadn’t finished when I heard the row
and came down.”

“Then—then you might—"

“I might—but I didn't! As if I'd
rag old Capper!” groaned Temple.
“T've often put in an hour in my study
trying on neckties—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Qh, cackle!” said Temple bitterly;
and he stalked away.

After class that day therc was more
news. Temple of the Fourth had been
sent for to the Head's study | He was
up before the Bjg Beak!

“That means the chopper ! said Hob-
son of the Bhell. -

“And serve him jolly well right!”
said Hoskins. “Collaring his own

[l
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beak, you Lnow! Pulling Lis nose!
Why, we wouldn't do that to Hacker!”

“Well, from what I hear, Capgcl‘
jolly nearly skinned him, the first day
of the term !” said another Shell fellow,

“@&till, there’s a limit ! said Hobson.

And it was agreed that there was a
limit |

A crowd gathered to see Temple come
away from the Head’s study.

“Sacked?” asked a dozen voices.

“Vou silly owls!” said Temple.
“Think the Head would sack a man for
nothing 7

“Nothing 1” exclaimed three or four
fellows. “Nothing—to rag your own
bealk !

“1 never did—"

1“0h. chuck it! What's the good of
that 1

Temple snorted, and went out into the
quad. My, Capper was there, crossing
over to the Head's garden, with Quelch.
The two beaks were going to take a
stroll there. Temple cut across and
intorcepted them near the Head's gate,

“Mr. Capper—sir!” he exclaime
desperately. “ Will you let me speak "

Capper gave him a look like an icicle.

“J desive to hear nothing from you,
Temple I he said. < Unless, indeed,
vou have made up your mind to confess
frankly—"

“T never did it, sir i”_gasﬁed Temple.
«1 give you my word, gir, that I was in
my study at the time !”

“Was anyone with you there,
Temple?” asked Mr. Quelch kindly.

“N-n-n-no, sir!”

“0h !” said the Remove master.
he said no more,

“But—but I never—"

“That will do, Temple!” said Mr.

'nily. And he walked on

And

Capper freezi
with Mr. Quele ¥ :
Temple staved after him dismally, and
turned away. Capper, clearly, had
made up his mind, end that was that.

“Oh gad!” mumbled Temple.

He walked dizsmally into the quad. A
few minutes later some of the Fourth
spotted him. Their looks, as they came
towards him, caused Cecil Reginald
Temple to beat a hurried retreat into
the House.

“Own up, you swab!” shouted Wil-
kinson.

“(Collar him, like he did Capper!”
exclaimed Kenney.

There was a rush in pursuit.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched that
little scene, with rather worried faces.

Peter Todd watched it; with a still
more worried face.

“JIt's getting a bit too thick, Toddy !”
said the captain of the Remove quietly.

Peter made no answer.

His brow was grim. It was rough
luck on Temple—rather too rough—and
it was borne in on Toddy’s mind that it
was not good enough. Not a man in
the Remove wag going to give him
away; but now that what he had done
was fixed on another fellow, there was
only one thing for a decent man to do—
and Peter knew that he had to do it

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Clear!

ETER TODD tapped his study-
mate and pal, Tom Dulton, on
the shoulder. Tom looked at
him, with a cheery smile.
Peter grinned faintly.

The deaf Removite, so far, had not
heard that suspicion had fixed on

‘up a pick-up, or not?

that all, therefore, was serene, Tom
had a Soccer ball under his arm. !

“O0h, here you are, Toddy!” he said.
“T was looking for you! Come and
punt this footer about before tea.”

“Never mind that,” said Peter
gloomily. “I've got something to say
to you !”

“You don’t owe me anything, that 1
know of!” said Dutton, staring.
“Bunter does, but he's never likely to
pay me. What do you mean?”

“I didn't say pay!” hooted Peter.
“Say, not pay!” :

“Do you mean a piek-up? I'm on, of
course—bhut where are the otlier fellows?
I'll play, with pleasnre.”

“Qh dear ! gasped Peter.

“If they're near, I can’t see them!”
said Dutton, staring round. “What do
vou mean, Peter? Has Wharton fixed
There's not
much time‘before tea.” 3

“T’'ve got something to say!” roared
Peter. “It's about what happened the
other night 1"

“0h, all right! What about it7"”

Peter pansed.

There were plenty of fellows in the
quad, and talking to Dutton, was talk-
ing to everybody within a considerable
distance.

“Come over here, under the trees
he said.

“Bosh ! said Dutton. “It’s cold for
the time of year, but it's not going to
freeze. What on earth’s put that into
your head, Peter?”

Peter clutched him by the arm, and
walked him off under the trees. Actions
were easier than words.

Unfortunately, Wingate and Gwynne
of the Bixth were strolling under the
Greyfriars elms. What Peter had to
say to his deaf chum certainly was not
to be heard by prefects.

“0Oh erumbs!” said Peter.
this way 1"

(‘Eh?),

“(Come along.”

“What's wrong?”

Peter led him away without replying.
They passed the gate of the Head's
garden. Peter halted again. It was a
quiet spot.

“Now, listen to me, Dutton,” he said.

“That was yesterday,” said Tom.

“Eh? What was yesterday?” howled
Peter.

“It was yesterday we had mutton.
Do you mean for dinner?”

Peter suppressed his feclings. He
looked this way, and that way, like
Moses of old; and, like Moses, saw no
nian nigh. He put on steam.

“They've got a man for collaring
Capper |” he bawled in Dutton’s ear.

Dutton jumped.

“0Oh crikey!
was, then?"

“Temple of the Fourth
Peter.

“But he never did it !”

“] know he didn’t, but everybody
thinks he did! His bealk’s down on
him, and the Fourth are ragging him fo
malke him own up *

“Well, he ought to be shown up, if he
did it; but he didn’t] Temple never
had anything to do with it, Toddy 1

“We can’t leave it at that!” said
Peter. “We can’t have it landed on
another fellow !”

“No need to bellow! I can hear all
right, if you don't mumble. I say,
Peter, if they've put it on Temple, we
ghall have to own up. It was an awful
mistake; but, after all, it was a mis-

B
,

“(Come

Who do they think it

" roared

- Temple! All Tom knew was that no 5 3 ; 2
On Sale Now. Price 2d. ) discovery had been made about that talke. We never meant it for Capper |
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of the

Street,
addressed

i NY ecomplaints ? "’ as the Or-

A derly Officer asks when * geing

his rounds * during the men’s
meal-times.

No! At least, as far as the good old
MaeNET is concerned there is not a single
complaint in any of my letters this week.
And when I tell you that my postbag
has been an exceptionally heavy one, you
will agree with me that all is going well
on the Macwmr front. Our cover-to-
cover yarns have undoubtedly pleased
everybody, which I fully expected would
be the case when I persuaded Mr. Frank
Richards to write them. It is, of course,
impossible for me to answer the wvast
number of glowing letters I receive, so I
must take advantage of this page to
thank all these readers who have sent
letters of praise.

Here are extracts from some of the letters
to hand this weck. John Macdonald,
writing from Winchester, is straight to
the point. “I am delighted with the
excellent full-length school stories in the
Maower 1" he says. 1 felt that the
serial stories deprived us of three pages
that eould be deveted to better advantage
by lengthening the school story.” John
concludes his letter by saying that there
is only one other improvement; and that
is—two issues of the MacNET each week,
or an increase in size and price, which
would be justified for what is the best
of all weekly papers. Phew ! Two issues
of the MacyET each week! Think of
yvour Editor, John! I should need mors
than one wet towel round my head if I
attempted it 1

The next letter is from Mrs. Pickard,
who has recently “ taken over” a mew
house in Nuneaton. Mrs, Pickard and her
daughter, Joan, have been reading the
Macwer for a number of years. The
question arose as to what they should
name the new house. After puzzling
their braina for some ftime they bhot
gave it up as a bad job. Eventually,
however, while perusing the pages of the
MaexET, 8 bappy thought struck Mys.
Pickard. “ Why not name the house
* Qreyfriars’ 17" she asked, Joan was
delighted.. The house now bears the name
of ** Greyfriars ! Strange, but perfeetly
teue !

Lorne Henry, from far-away Canada,
has sent me some interesting ** cutfings,”
and also a pnzzle which he hopes will
interest other ** Magnetites.” Here it is:
“ Take any printed book, open its pages at
random, and select a word within the
the first ten lines and within the tenth
word from the end of the line. Double
the number of the page, and multiply
the sum by 5. Add 20.  Add the number
of the line you have selected and add 5.
Multiply the sum by 10, Add the number
of the word in the line. From this sub-
tract 260, The remainder will indicate
in the unit eelumn the number of the word ;
in the ten’s column the number of the line;
and the remaining figures the number
of the page.”

Try this on your chums.

Next comes n request from Tom Parry,
of Bouthend. 1le wants me to start

** Magnet,”
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
London,

h mext week's Maewmr programme.

EVERY SATURDAY

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.

Write to him : Editor
The Amailgamated

E.C4. A stamped,
envelope will ensure a reply:

A " MAGRET ” LEAGUE.

I agree the idea is a good one. But to
run such a league would mean that a
certain amount of space now devoted to
the stories and illustrations would have
to be used for leapue anncuncements:
This would no doubt please a few readers
who are interested, but then, sgain, it
would upset a vast number who are not
interested. My idea alwaya, as you know,
is to please the majority, Therefore,
Tom, I am afraid I cannot grant your
request.

AVING dealt with these interesting
letters, I feel that I ought to
ask if you have got your copy
of

‘““ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL"”
yet ?  Thistopping five-ghilling book looks
like"selling out very quickly, and no
wonder, when you come to consider ite
contents : Splendid long complete stories

of Greyfriars, 8t. Jim's and Rookwood,

shorter tales of school, fun and adventure,
articles, poems, aranteed to delight
boys and girls alike. Get your copy
to-day—to-morrow may be too late!

By the way, have you made the ac-

uaintance of Nipper & Co., the cheery
chums of 8t. Frank’s? If you haven’t,
I should advise you to get your new ]
to reserve you the October number of the
“ Schoolboys” Own Library ” out on
Oet. 1st, in which youn will find a thrilling
book-length yarn by Edwy Searles Brooks.
From now on there will be three issues
of this popular library published every
month, and one of them will feature a
St. Frank's story. Be gure and get a
copy—nprice dd.

Gee! I've just remembered that I
have not yet mentioned a word about
The
piece-de-resistance is Frank Richards’
cover-to-cover yarn of Harry Wharton &
Co., entitled :

‘“ HIS CONVICT COUSIN !°**

Following an announcement on the wireless
that Conviet 22, otherwise known as
James Loder, has escaped from Blackmoor
Prison, the chums of Greyfriars are startled
to learn that the fugitive is hiding within
the vicinity of the school. That Gerald
Loder is scared on hearing the news is
proved conclusively by the fiery temper
he digplays, But there’s a shock awaiting

the bullying Sixth Former when he comes a

up against Williamm Wiblay, for the amateur
actor of the Remove can hit back and hit

hard! Don’t miss this top-notch yarn,
chums; it’s crowded with thrills and
execitement., Of course, it goes without

saying that the * Greyfriars Herald
will be bang up to its usual standard.

EEN thig weel’s “Gem " yet?
If you haven't, you should get a
copy right away and read the
splendid yarn dealing with the

early adventures of Harry Wharton & Co,

The title alone :

27

“ BUNTER THE ATHLETE [ **

is enomgh to whet your appetite, You
will seream with laughter when you read
how Billy Bunter sets out to becoms the
‘ strong man ** of Greyfriars by taking up
physical calture.

Here's a paragraph that concerns

THE STRANGEST LAKE IN THE
wo

It is so strange that iren won't rust in
its waters ! Furthermore, you ean’t boil
eggs in the water from the lake, and,
thirdly, only one variety of fish will live
in it, The lake is in South America and
ia ecalled Lake Titicaca. It is situated
on the top of a mountain, 15,000 feet high,
and contains two islands. These islands
were the scats of an ancient civilisation
which has long since passed away, and still
hold the ruins of marvellous temples and
palaces. One vessel of 1,700 tons—and
British built at that ! —plies on the waters
of the lake. It was built in Hull, sailed to
Callao, in Peru, and was then taken to
pieces. Indians earried it up the mountaing
where it was pieced together again and
launehed for tllxja second time !

If you ever pay a visit to Lake Titicaca,
you will he able to enjoy the unusual
experience of being able to eail on a
British-huilt wessel 15,000 feet in the
clouds !

The old * Wild West " is changing,
chumas. Tt’s not even ' wild and woolly ™
now. You'll probably find it hard to
believe, but the latest idea over there is

TEACHING INDIANS—TO BE INDIANS!

Red Indians have given up their old
habits, Sinece they were allotted their big
regervations in the United States, they've
grown tich by the sale of some of their
lands. They don't live in wigwams and
g£o out hunting nowadays. In fact, they've
forgotten all their forefathers ever knew.
This came to light recently when a
Hollywood producer wanted a big orowd
of Indians to make o film of the old days
of the Wild West, It was necessary that
the Indians should earry out tracking,
hunting, making five with fire-sticks and
8o on. They just couldn’t do it! They’d
never had to do it, and they'd become
thoroughly civilised. Guess what the

roducer did. He pot a number of Boy
gcouts to show the Indiansg how to do these
things which were once as natural to
their tribe as eating !

The climax came when one big Indian
sought out the producer.

“T'm ponna quit, boss,” he said. *I'm
tired of la,_yi.ng Injuns ! ™

And that’s that !

Te wind up this chat, here are soms
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to readers’ queries:

What Does the Name Rogerson Mean ?
(*“ Devotee,” of Paisley).—Obviously “ the
son of Roger.” Bub the name Roger was
originally given to & harum-scarum indi-
vidual, as is shown by the expression,
« Jolly Roger” as applied to s pirate's

agwm is Dipsomania ? (R. C, 8., of Dids-
bury).—The word means a morbid eraving
for aleoholic stimulants. It comes from
the Greek word dipsodipsa, meaning
thirst.

What Premium is Paid by a Sea-going
Apprentice 2 (Arthur VWilson, of Livarpanl h
—1t varies according to the particular
company. Some shipping companies take
apprentices without any premium what-
ever. Inquiries should be sent to the
company which it is desired to join.

Look out for another pow-wow nexb

weel:, chums.
YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Magxer Lispany.—No. 1.482.
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SCHEMERS of
STUDY No. 7

(Continued from page 26.)

“] know! Capper may take our word M

for that!” groaned Peter. I hope he
will ! -He's & decent sort of man, thank
goodness| He may believe that we mis-
took him in the dark for the chap we
wanted. If he.does, it will only be &
flogging, and not the sack.”

“Well, I shan't pack—"

“What?"

“1 don't see

'imcking. unless we actu-
ally get bunke

. said Dutton. “That

depends on the Head! Of course, the

Hoead would bunk us fast enough, if

Caupper believes that we did it, knowing

it was himi But, look here, Peterl

Cn.pjolzr’s a decent sort—he will take our
£

word, when we're telling the truth. I've
always liked old Capper.”
“8g have I!” groaned Peter. “I'd

have wit off my hand sooner than have
touched Capper, if I'd Maewn it was
Cappér! Bub how was a fellow fo know
in the dark?”

“He's not likely to think it a lark—
collaring him like that! You grabbed
liis nose, too—"

“1 nevey knew it was Capper's pose,

faihead! T'd rather have grabbed a
red-hot poker, it 1'd known. I'd have
gone to him afterwards, and begged

his pardon, only, of course, I couldn't!
But we ean’t have it put on Temple!
That's what I want to speak to you
+bout, old chap.”

“On my head !” suid Dutton.

“Eh? What's on your head?”

“Aly cap.”

“0Oh crikev! Look here!" Peter
roared into Dutten's ear. * Look here,
Dutton! You keep out of this, see? I
led . you into it, and it's enough for one
¢hup to face the music, So long as they
whop somebody, they'll be satisfied, 1'm
zoing to own up, but you keep mum.”

“Oh, don't be an sss, Toddy! I may
hoa little deaf, but you jolly well know
I'mi mot dumb!” said Dutton warmly.
“ What. the: dickens do you mean?”

“Vou keep mum!” bawled Peter.
“Hio? Mum! Keep out of it! It was
all my fault, qud I'm taking what's
coming. No need for two to get either
bunked or whopped ! Leave it to me,”

“1 hape I'mnot such.a swob ds that,”
said Tom indignantly. “We did it to-
wethor, and if vou own up, I shall do the
smgie,  If they've put it on another
¢huip, we've got no choice. It's fright-
fully’ rough luck, but it can't be helped.”

“0h, dér't be an ass!” liooted Peter.
“It anuy ouly be a whopping, if Capper
helieies -that. we made a nustake in the
dark; but it may. be funking.”

“Well, 'm not funking. I'm ready
to go:lo Capper now, if you are.'

“¥You keep out of at!” shrieked
Peter. “Leave it- to me! I tell you
it's no ;:ood two chaps getting the
chopper !

“Rats!”

“ Now look here, you fathead——"

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Well, you look here, yon silly
ass—" exclaimed Dutton, “T'm tak-
ing my share, of course. But I'll tell
vou this, Toddy—if we pull through
this time, and you ever propose another
rag on anvbody, I'll jolly well punch
your head instead of bac ing you up.
wish I'd done it last time.”

“1 wish you had—as it turned out!”
roaned Peter. “Now, lock here,
utton, I'd rather you stood out——"
“0h, rats!”
“Well, let's then |
Come along I

“T don't.think it's wrong—1I think it's

right, as I had a hand i

go to Capper,

in it——

“(ome along!” yelled Peter.
go to Capper’s study now, and get it
over,"

“Oh, all right! You needn't yell like
‘that! I can hear you when you don’t
mumble.”

“Come on, fathead!"”

Peter, who was leaning on the pate,
detached  himself therefrom, topk
Dutton by the arm, and marched ‘him
off to the House. They arrived at Mr.
Clapper's study—and finding that the
Fourth Form beak was not in, they
waited for him there—and never had
minutes seemed so much like hours.

- L] . =

““Bless my soul!” said'Mr. Quélch.

“Upon my word” said Mr. Capper.

The .twe masters, in- the ead’s
garden, looked at one another.

They were at quite = distance from
the gate on the quad. Ordinary con-
versation at that gate would have passed
them unhieard. But not conversation
with Tom Dutton of the Remove.

“Boys of your Form, Quelch!” said
Mr. Cap?’ei‘. He almost smiled. He
renlised that he would be able fo tell
Prout, now, that these things did nob
ha{;‘) en in the Fourth!

am sorry, Capper!” said Mr.
Quelch. “Bat—it is cléar, that some
absurd mistake was made! That is per-
fectly clear, from what we have heard,
No doubt those two foolish boys were
playing a prank on some junior, as
they !itlgposed *?
 “No doubt!" said Mr. Capper. “It
did not occur to me that I had been
mistaken for someone else, in the dark.
Evidently it was so.”

“Tvidently I’ said Mr. Quelch.

“ A pair of thoughtless young rascals,”
enid Mr. Capper “But—I am bound to
say—manly boys, Quelch. Not the
slightest suspicion has fallen on them.
I ~wuas practically  convinced that
Temple was guilty—"

“Obviously, they had not the re-

“Let's

Japped it up like milk, in fact—an

motest idea, at the time, that it was
you, my dear Capper—"

“Obviously I” agreed Mr. Capper.
“Tt was, of course, by the merest chance
that I went to my Form-room, late in
the cvening—— I should, I think—at
least I hope—have faken %add's word
that it was a mistake. Now, at all
events, there is no doubt of it, I am
disposed to view the matter leniently,
Quelch.”

“I am glad to lear you say B&o,
Capper.” -
Mz, Capper rubbed his nose. Tt was

still rather red. But he smiled as ho
walked back to the House. It had not
been done in the Fourth. It had not
been done—intentionally—at all. It was
not an unprecedented, unparalleled out-
rage after all—it was a mistake of some
reckless fags in the dark. Which natur-
ally disposed Capper to take a lenient
view—and the leniency of his view was
a happy surprise fo two juniors who
were waiting anxiously for him in his
study. )

Greyfriars was surprised.

It was really a series of surprises.

Toddf and Dutton, of the Remove,
had collared Capper—not Temple at all.
They had owned up to it.

That was the first surprisé. Almost
u greater surprise was the news that
nobody was going to be sacked or
flogged.

Capper had taken Toddy’s word, with-
put demur, that it,was & mistake in the
dark. True, Toddy’s word was as good
as gold—still. Everybody. agreed that
it was frightfully decent of Capper.

Capper had not even taken them to the
Head ! He had simply referred them to
their own Form-master. - Then came
the biggest surprise, Quelch, instead: of
nearly skinning them, as was naturally
to be expected, accepted the story of the
mistake in the dark just like Cap ks

1

not even give them six—only a severe
lecture, a_severe waminf, and lines |
Templs of the Fourth looked fearfully
bucked? after it had all come out. 8o
did Toddy and Dutton. They had never
dreamed of .gettinﬁ off so cheaply. It
was_an unexpecte ly happy ending.
“Well, you're in luck, Toddy, old
man | said. Bob Cherry. “But what
about Loder’s mose?”
Loder's nose!”
Toddy.

Peter had sagely decided. to chuck
nose-pulling as an amusement, Loder
of the Stxt% never knew what a narrow
escape his nose had had!

THE END

answered
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HOAXING

THE HEAD!

Complele Story by DICKY NUGENT—
King of * Skoolboy Orthers”

“ Blow me tight 1"

Tt was ﬂ:v;%ﬂhr Alfred
Birohemall, the majeaticlk
headmaster of Bt. Sam's,
who uttered that ellegant

%&m&ti@.
18 ocoasions when the

Head'a faultless Oxbridge |

sxxzents were pro-
nouncing slang Bl
sions were few and far

This was one of them.

He had just spent five
minpits in the Fourth
Form Rooro, agking the
juniors questions at ran-
dom on mt-ur:r._J::nggrngy
and Mathymatticks, L
hadn’t been a very plez-
zant five minnpita for the
Fourth, snd the Head
hadn't @ tly enjoyod
it, either, judging by the

deginmmg frown on his
gkollarly dial.

All things considered, he
had preserved his ealm
demesnaur very well. But
when he ashked the guos.
tion; * What did King
John do when he lost the
Crown Jewels in  the
Wash ™ things hsd
rogehed o orisjs.  Fearless
answered : ' He refused
to pay the laun Lill,
gir!"” And ths Head's
ﬂnf.i.anm had given way ab

at !

" Blow me tight!" he
repeated, glaring wolfishly
round the TForm, = Of
gll the wooden-headed
clagees I've owver mot,

re the woodenest ! "

“Oh, sir 1™

“ Why, you're the most
dunderheaded set of
dunees in the skool ! The
fakt i3, your thoughts
eie not on the lespon at
all, but on ;@hﬂ fﬂﬂt-:ﬁ
match you're playing wi
St Peti’a t.hiE] nﬁamnnn!
That's it, jsn™t it 1 %!

The Fourth grinned

sheepishly.

“ Emw}ranuﬂ", gir | ™ ad-
roitted Jack Jolly, with a
Jurf. “ We're hoaping to
beat them hollow, too ¥

* Hear, hear 1

Doctor Birchemall hit
his clav-like nails savagely.

* You'll lucky to
get the chance !
“Eh i

“The iggnerance you
have displayed this morn-

ing bas mads it wvery
dewbions weather wyou'll
be pleying at all this

afternoon 1 soorted the
Head. “ Never in all
my natcheral have 1
heard such answers 1 Joll
had the cheek to tell
me that twice six are ten,
when everybody Lknows
that the right snswer 18
eleven! Barrell calmly
asaurad me that tha capital
of France was Berlin,
. when it's common nollidge

that it’s Rome! And
now Fearless haa erowned
the lot by mixing ?]p the

oln's

Wash with King
]-“ ! (1]
* Please, sir, I thought
it was the correct answerl”
"Rattal The correckt
answer was : " He never
gmiled again.' The gam&
will apply to you boya,
by hokey |™ added the
ead, meénacingly, *if
vou don't soon pull your
gocka s
““ Oh, air ! "
YTl pive you
otin lnat chanos |22
wrapped out Doctor
Birchamall. e & §
vou fail me this
time, the 5t. Pata’s

mpateh jo of and
you'll epend tho
afternoon in the

Form-room 1 ™

“ Oh, crumba ! M

“ Btand up, de
"rﬁm ! LF ]

* Ch, bai jove!"
mermared the Hon-
nerable Guy de
Vare, the aristocrat
aof the Fourth, as
he loungad elle-
gantly to his feet.

“On vyour
answer, do Vere,"
gaid the Head,
gollemly, ** depends
my werdikt regarding tho
8t. PFPete's mateh bein

layed thin afternoon !
now anything about
grommar 1

* Yaas, wathah, sir!
I'm econsidahed rathah
& dab at it, bat jove!”

“Qood 1" leered the
Heac, * Then kindly teil
ma what iz wronr with
this sontonee s “Weoe am
going to play 8t. Pole's
this afternoon.’ ™

* Bai jove, that's easy,
gir | It should ba *We
ARE going to play Bt
Peta's Et:?lis aftahnoon ¢

The Head recoiled as
from o blow.

“"We ARE1I'™
phreoled. “"Yeou hove
the digpertinenee to stand
there and tell me that
Wo ARK " is corrveet T

*Bali jovel Isn't it
then, eir
“Certainly mnot!™

roarad Dootor Birchemall.
“The answer ia "Weo IS

ng to play St. Pote's
tl:?l?:l‘a afternoon "1 As you
bove failed to give the
right answer, however,
that statement no longer
applies in any case. "T'he
trewth is now "We I3
NOT poing to play St
Pete's this afterncon | Mr.
Lickham{ Kindly sce
that these iggnerant yung
raskala are detained till
five o'elock I ™

“Yes, sir] Cortninly,
air ! " gasped Mr, Lickham.

b
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can do about hammering
goqne ellerpentary nollidge
into their wooden heads !"
added the Head, krush-
;inglﬁ, Thern ha turned
on his heel and whisked

out of tha Form-room !
the Tourth

He left

gazing alter him in stunned
atowpified gilence, They
could hardly beleeve it.
Tha whale Form detainoed
—and on the day of the
mateh with 2t Pote's !
It scomed more like some
garstly nitemare than
reality !

But there it was. They
eonldn't get away from it.
What the Hend saicd was
law et St. Sam's; and
when Doctor Birvchemall
hardened hiz hart, Fairo
ok old was nowhere in it !

W hen classes endeathot
morning, it was the Hon-
norable Guy de Vere who
got the viles of the junior’s
wrath., The Fourth farely
surrounded him and told
him just wheat thoy thought
of him.

“0OF all the foothng
fathendg-———— *

“Of all the blithering
bandersnatehos—— "

" Baijove! I'm Bewf'u‘llf'

an' &l

gorry, deah boya,
that ! *

“It's o fat lob of good
being sorry now the dam-
midge is dons !'" snorted
En’gﬁnb. “You made a

roper mess of i, do

ere, The 8t Dele's
fellows will turn up now
to find that the match is
off—and it's all  your
fault 1™

* Mear, hear!™

* Borag him 1"

There waa a threllening
move, and the Honnerabla

And then, a'u-:-}lr];nly,
he stopped and emiled.

“ Hall-a-minnit, deah
boys! I've thought of &
wheeze ! ™

The juniors pawsed.

“tWhat ia it 1" askod
Lovla,

“You know
what a feahful anob
the Haead is"
grinned the swell
of St. Sa.m’ﬂ].‘l " é
e gpect he’
ne-gu.% vp fall owvah
himself if he hoad
a wiasit this aftah-
noeon from my
uncle, the Duke of
Poshleigh, wouldn't
ll.ﬁ -? 5k

* He would. But
he won't1™

“Bai jove!
Perhaps he will,
though '™

* You mean you
think vou can got
holdof His Grace? ™
asked Jack Jolly,

with & wissle. " My
hat | If only you
ean, he can ask

the Head to caneel that
detenti on—— "

** And the Head will do
it like & shot and we'll
all ba able to play!
Egpgsactly 1" finished
Frank Fearless. * Do you
really think you can
mennidge it, de Vere 1"

“Wait an' sop, deash
boy ! ** grinned the swoll
of Bt Sam’s.

Somehow or other, the
Fourth eouldn’t help being
impressed by the konfident
noete in the voice of the
Honnerable Guy. They
decided to let him off for
the time heing and 500 if
he suxxecded in working
tha oracle. Evervbody
know what a  terribul
snob Doetor Birchemall
wes, and it was ten to
ono in dosnutts that if
His Crace, the Duke of
Pashleigh, interveencd and
asked him to caneel that
detention, he would do
it with the preatest of
plezzure.

The only question was,
could the Honnerable Guy
de Vera pet His Graco
to risa to the oecasion!?
Everybody waited hoap-
fully to see what *
anawer would be, They
took it for granted that
the Iduke must be n
the naybourhood, as his
neffew  seemed fo kon-
fident of pulling it off.

Thera was an aicr of
opgepeetancy in the Fourth

gnd thers woe shil
gign of the Duks, avar]y-'
hedy bogan tolook awlully
BIFX 1OV,

But all fesars were set

no |

The Fourth grinned and
luly kept mum. They
wora  only too plad to
walpp the Head out of
aiz  diffieclty, ps their

ot rest et lust, when aidwn difficulty was being

raagnifficent
ralled through the pates
and drew up ontside the
Skool Houwse. For, out
of the Rolls-Riese atniped
g tall old jontloman whoso

monocle and top-hat snd yes

white mistosh proclaimead
him to be 8 membor of

the Upper Ten at a glance,
it EE Duka 1™ wont
round o wisper., Y It's

the Duke of Poshlaigh!*

There wa3s o rugsh to
guiround the car—and
the firat on the seen was
Doatar Birchemall himastf,

The Head swept off
hia mortar-board and
boughed. :

“Weolecome, vourn
Grace!"” hoe cued, i
eringing, fawning tlones.
“ Your unworthy servant,
Alfred Birchemall, pros.
frates himaolf befors you |
Welcome mostnoblo I uke,
to our insignifficant hovel
of askool! Moy I have
the houner of escorting
yau round 1 "

* Yery kind of you, "
gaid the duke ' But,
to tell wywou the truth,
what I've come for iz to
see my neffew, the Hon-
nerabla Guy de Verp,
play footah !

At these words, tho
crowd faroly hupged themn.
solves with delite.  The
Head, on the other hand,
started  wviolemtly  and
turned as red as & pony.

“*F.f.footer, your
Graco 1" he staromered.
* I—I'"m afraid i)

*Haw! Don't tell mo
he's not pleyin’ footah,
aftah all ! barked the
Duke of Poshleigh.

Doctor Birchemall's
brano worked quickly.
He mode a grimaca ol
the crowd te warn them
not to give the gome away,
Then & erafty eggspression
came into his fuce.

" Nunno, of corse not,
most noble dake!™ he
goid, in his most fhwning
volge, M Thoe bova oare
playing Bt. Pele's this
altornoon, ond if it is
our Grace's wish to wateh

em, they will be most
honnered to have your
Graee'a most gracious pre.
aence distingwishing tho
DOCASLON. Mum'a tho
word about that detention,
bova!" ho added, in o

Rolls-Riea ) olved in the prooess !

~ Bo thoe match with St
Pate's wasy ]p!a}'ml alter
gll—and a jolly fine games
it was, too. St Sam'a
+~d B rare struggle to
tha better of their
3ld rivals and it waa only
n the laslk mionit of the
me thot the Honnerable
‘auy de Ve himsell
eored the winning goal.

What gerprized the Head
waoa that he didn't &8 a
ign of the Doke himsalf
nmongst  the epectators
all through the game.

But, after 1t waa owver,
that little miatory wes
Moon cleared up for him.
Going to the pavilion to
nak de Vera what had
wappened te  bhizs uncle,
10 wayg just in Ltime {o
oo the swell of 5t Soam's
donning o fole  while
mistosh, and getting inte
& long pair of trowsis,
containing stilts.

For a minnik or =n,
he Heond could only
atare—parriliged with rage
and distonishinent.  Then
i gavo a yell.

* Dished ! Diiddled !
Yone ! ** he howled, nash-
ing hia teeth with rage.
L thought it was the
Nulie of Poshleigh—and
it was only yvou all the
rime ! You disguised vour-
10lf aa the Dulee and hived
i+ Iolla-Iice and got e Lo
ransel that detention by

iplse preteneea !
“Bal  jove!™ epm
tlaimed  the Honnerabls

ttay, with an air of bland
rerprize. ' Have you only
jnat found that out?"

“*Ha, ho, ha ! ™
i " You—you——r~"

" Jovver got left, sir 27
L Doctor Birehemull made
"?:_"']-‘-'lnh. . L
rT'he ullanows  juniors
raade for the eggait,

And all throogh the
ieat of the day, while the
| -ad raped round the
tewol, looking for viktima,
ft. Ham'a cchowl again
pnd again to ihe laclter
tf the juniors who had
tuxxeeded eo neatly in
Hoaxing the Head !

{Lovk ouwt mext weak
ar the first tnstulment of

Jifty-sntles-a-minute sorial
by fhicky Nugent! Nots
the Bitle—"" Linder Snarler’s

rumb [ 1)

——

FIT CRIME!

Remove Judge's Remarkable
Sentence

The pennitiez infliected by the
Remove Court vsvally ran on very
conventionsl lines. They {fine
i;uu sixpence for epeeding on a

ik to the danger of the pubhe,
and o bob when you knock any.
one down ; while, to take examples
from the move important crimns,
yvou can penerally reckon they'!l
give a chap two houra” hard lnbour
for bullving, and a dogen with a
ericliet stump for sncaking.

HSo when Skinmer and Suoop
were charged  at the Woadshe:
Sessions last wesk, with
inhaling pareotic Mumes,
to wit, cigarette sinako,
to the detriment of theie
health and to Lthe ANy -
ance of pedestriana in
tho neighbourhood ot
Htucdy No.o 11, they
laoked qpeite  cheeriul
abous it.  Bolh waved
cheerily from the dock
te friends at ths baclk
ol the Coart, snd Skmner
smiled  broacdl WG
ong of hia pals ealied
ol :

“Don’t worry 3 they
can't e you  mow
than a bob for it ! ™

Alter the interrapler
had Dbeen ojectel by
nalwera, the learned Judso
(M. Justice Whorton)
read out the charge and
asked For thicih pleas,

Primonera  (togellwr) :
Euilty, milad !’

Mre, Justice Wharton :
Ay hat ! Aren’t you
cven  poing  to plead
mitigating civewnstances, or great
provecation, or semething ¥

RSkinnor : “Not likely. We
amoked booauvse we wanted Lo
smoke !

Me, Justice Wharton = " Then
you both like smoking, eh ¥

Prisoners rephicd with a cheerful
aflivmative, and got ready {o lork
out their tines,

But, greatly to iheir surprise,
instead of opening his Fine Book,
the Judgo ealled one of the ushers.

* Trot rowul o Prouty's study,
will you, Johnny ?" he asked,
“If he's out, Jook in Ina wasie-
paper - basket and see it you ean
find & couple of ecigars there.

He turned them out yeslerday,
when he found  they'd  gone
mouldy. ™

Uzher Johinny Bull trotied ol
He roturned, alter o shoro bt ecval.
with iwo black, torpedu.shaoed

(about n coupls of jiltics ;

horrors, and thoe Judpge then tarned
to the wide.cyed prisuners.

" Prisoncrs ot the har!  You
plead guiliy to the foul crimo of
smoking—and, to muoke maiicers
woras, vou admit that yon liko
smoking ! P hosaid, starnly, * That
being so, I intend to inake the
punishment  fit tho crimo. |
sentenee you cach to smoke one
of AMr. Prout's discurded cigars!
Officers ! Do your duly !

Offieers of the Court immrnedintely
soized fhe !:ri:nnfm,l put the ¢igars

between thele lips, and gave them
lighis,

The iwo prisencrs commenced
pulling awiy. ]

Aund did Skinmer and Snoop enjoy
it ?

Well, they may have done for
Lt
afler that——

First. they turoed white, then

vellow, then green! Long belore
they had reached the  lallway

mark, they were mouning for
merey 1 and hefore they  had
smofoed  mineh more. both  col.

lnpsm{ andd weprs earricd out of
epurk in o state of coma !

The general opinion ia that it
will Lo n long, long timo e foce
sSkinner and Snoop smolig mEain !

I S
My, Justica Wharton's original

Tine in peoaaltics has achieved the

dogired result without w shadow
ol ol !

WHO’S FOR A
STAY-IN STRIKE?

Whoops H. VERNON-SMITH

The worat of o barring.out ia that it'a 0 dashed
imconveniont.
a cramped dormitory or gy, or sonething, nnd
oo short of grub, excreizge and reeveation.
which is o dashed nuisance !

1've been in more thon ono barving.out, and I
can jolly well spealk from

You hoave to lock yourselves up in

All of

expericnes !

ocenrred to me lately
inconvenienca  usinally
connecled with o echool rebellion opu
bo eut oul--1f tha wobels enly adopr
the sirnple: method of the Stay-in Strike !

At tho fiine of poing o presa, things
wre ouict  amd peoacelul  owogh wt
Grevivinrs. Thero are no strikeas oy
rebollions and we'ne not expecting any.

Bubk you wnever can tell! For all
wo know, the need for a genoral uprisiong
may arvive at any moment and s
just as well Lo be prepored !

Bo just pavse for o moanent or twoe
in your gidx‘l y rownl of swot aned pleasune,
you sportamen, snd consider tho advan-
togos of a Slay-in Strike !

1 wo declore o Btoy.in.Sivile, wa
don't have to marelh ol 1o the elosk
tower or tho Crypt with mtiresses
arul tuck-hempers and say pood-bhye (o
civilised life will the Lutile's over.

Wo carry on just es asinl, cxeepb - fur
one thing-—anid that is that we don’t
worl.

When rising-bell rings, wao pgek o
At breakfest-time wo go in and oar,
Whon it'a timo for morning  classrs,
we troop along io the Form-room oml
ait down nt our desks,  And then we
reach 1ho only point (aport from prep
in the svening, of courso) where there's
any alteration in the roatine,

Instond of swealing away ol Lotin
and higtory and matha, we josl sit bael
and take it casy ! Wao while away the
timo reading newspapers o chockiog
ink-pelleds ot each other § bt we doa’s
o noslroko of work.

Moturally, there's boumed 1o bo a Lil
af troulda over this ot Jirst. The
Quoleh-lind is sara 1o make o protest
of serms kind--prabably with a cane !
Wao shall then, vegreifntly, hove 1o bring
him to heel ns ogaently s possibile -ospey
by bumping i ool rabilbnng ligs lace
on The flooe and then sifling wvn his
eheat,

But after the noveliy haa worn off,
Lho boaks will fewl less oxeifod abow
it, and the situation ought to hevome o
tot easior. DProbmbly io tnne 1wyl
stay  away  from their Porm-roome
altegother till the {rouble i3 wver

Wiell, what do you say ushont if,
chaps ¥ Ilon't you Lhiuk it's o really
groat wheoen ¥ L cdesv't spoiend f0dkiaes
you it wmakes o big oppeal 1o ne, .
way, My idea s that wo ooplit to sel
up o eommitico to sifk ib ool wroughly
—s50 that we'll o ready when the nexr
gpot of bother comea along !

WIS PO A BTAY-IN STPIRTIKE ¢

Tron®t nll apenk at omec 3 baik, 0F you e
intorested, drop in amd see e e
evening, and we'll echat it over !

(¥Ye gads I 1f Sinithy imggines he's
tikely to get moewy twith seleEllinm b
these Iines, Re's an eptioiad [ Fd)

o -

Now, it haa
that all tha

FOR SALE!

Postal-ovder for £1. Will falie sisteen
ol for it, Usfortunately, the posiael-
erder hinen't arvived yet 3 Lotk it will |
at Greyfriars this evoning,  Chanee Jur o
real bargain Lo any lellow who wanis o
et viely guicl. Deing o the sixd ecn-bob
and I will hand over the postal-order
when i cores, W €L Danlar, Slwdy
MNa T



