Adventure, featuring . . .

“CONTRABAND! ” sz %25 Harry Wharton & Co.

e T N e

is A

1 L
ey

of the SCHOOLBOY SMUGGLER/

No, 1,502, Vel. L. EVERY SATURDAY, Week Ending Movember 28th, 1938.




GREYFRIARS BEEIﬂR ACCUSED OF SMUGGLING !

*""1:#- =
g

,CS

.._'_ ||1‘er? :m-

NTRABAND

5ensa.tiunal Sahunl-ﬁﬂ?anture Yarn, featuring HARRY WHARTON & (0., with Vernon-Smith and
Valentine Compton, the senfor with a secret, taking the leading roles.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunfer’s Vengeance [
H;&RJR? WITARTON stared.

He stared st & pair of
frousers.
e stared in astonishimoent.
Trousers, of course, wore 1ot o -
common  sight at Greyfriars Bchool,
where there wers more than two hun-
dred fellows, all, naturally, provided
with the same.
Novertheless,
sight. .
Inrr% Wharton had come up to his
study, Study No. 1 in the Remove,. for
an old feoter, to punt about in break
that morning., e did not expect to
find anyonc in the study—and he did
not sec anyone as he stepped in and
picked up the footer. Then he beleld
the trousers.

They were in the window. The lower
sash of the window waa pushed up.
The available space was ahmost flled by
the frotisora,

Obvigusly, they belonged to  some
follow who was leaning out of the study
window—leaning out so far that nothing
was to be seen of him from within the
study except the trousers. YWhich were
=g extensive, and so tight, that obvi-
ouzly they could belong to nobody but
Billy Bunter, the fat and fatuous orna-
ment of the Greyfriars Remove,

But for what reason Billy Bunter was
leamng out of the window of wnother
icllow's study was a deep mystory. If
he wanted to see what-was going on in
the guadrangle, he could have done so
without leaning down over the window-
gill. It scemed that Bunter was inter-
ested in looking at something directly
below the window, close to the wall of
the House,
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it was & surprising

“YVeu fat ass!” exelaimed Harry
Wharton. “Get back! Do you want
to fall ont, you fat chum%i"’

Bunter did not heed. In fact, he did
not- hear, with hia fat head outside the
window, and below the level of the.sill

Wharton stepped towards him, put-
ting down the footer on the table.

Billy Bunter looked as if, any
moment, he might take a nose.dive
into the quad, Lf Bunfer was gmnﬁl
commit swicide by tumbling headlong
out of a study window, Wharton
naturally objected to his study window
being uscd for the purpose.

He grasped a fat leg, to make sure
thet Bunter did not tumble, with hia
left hand. His right he raised and
brought Jdewn with a terrific smack on
tha trousers.

Smack !

“Ow I pasped Buntoer.

He twisted round wildly, banged his
head on the =ash, and yelped. Then,
a5 Wharton draggc*-:l on the fat leg, he

bumped on the window.seat. He gave
another yelp as he bumped,

“"Ow! Beast! Ow!”

“Is that how you thank ma for

saving vour life?” inguired the captain
of the Remove.

“Owl You beast! Wharrer you
come up for?” gasped Bunter. “Ow !

“What are vou up to?” demanded
YW harton.

“Oht!  Nothing! I wasn't looking
out to see if Carne wasz still there!
Besides, be pulled my ecar, the beast!”

“Oh crumbs ™ ecjaculated Wharton.

On the window-seat stood s large
rush basket. That basket was flled to
tha hrim. Itz contents were rather
mixed. The chicf ingredients seemed to
bo einders and ashes, raked out of a
grate. DBus thera was & quantity of
oot s well, and a quantity of flour,

and some ink and gum. Harry Whar-
ton loooked -at that basket, and lookea
wt Bunter.
“ You unspe&kabla idiot!"" he said.
“Have you got that for Carne of the
Sizth—a prefect? Are vou off your
fat rocker®™

“The beast pulled my ear—for
nothing 1" said Bunter. “I just asked
him a civil question and he pulled my
cnr—hmﬁ i

“iRot 1" said Harry. “Carne's rather
a bully, but he wonldn't pull your ear
for nothing! If you cheeked hum,
serve you right !

“He jolly well did!” hooted Bunter.
“¥ just asked him a gquestion. You see,
Skinper had heard that Carne was
being left out of the Srst eleven, to
make room for that new chap in the
Fifth, Compton, and he asked me to
ask Carne if it was so. So I just asked
him—""*

“Ha, ha, ha!*” roared Wharton.

He could imagine the effect of that

uestion on Arthur Carne of the
%ixth.Farm.

Since the new fellow, Compton, had
ceme into the Greviriars Fifth, and
turned out a tremendous and wonder-
ful footballer, all Greyfriars knew that
room would have to be found for him
in the first eleven. Somebody had fo

o} The man who had to go was
carme | .
Everybady but Carne know that it

couldn’t be helped. Carne, perhaps,
not unnaturally, was rather sore about
it, Wingate, the ecaptain of Urey-
friars, had to lecave out hiz least valu-
able man. But Carno was far from.
recoghising the fact that he was the
least  waluable man. Ha believed,
indeed, that he waz one of the most
valuahle |
Wharton Ha

roarcd. wias hot
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surprised  that Carne had  pulled
Bunter's ear for asking that eivil ques-
tion | Ee would not have bheen surprised
had Carne booted the fat Owl across the
quad, in addition.

“¥ou fat duffier ™ said Harry, laugh-
ing. "Skinner was pulling your leg |
Hadn't vou =cnse enongh not to chip
{;!arm.; about lLeing dropped from tho
team

“El? I oever chipped him,” said

Bunter. “I just asked him if it was

true that Compton was going to havo
his place in the team, because Wingate
thaught he was no good=—"

“Ha, ha, hat?

“DBlessed if 1 see anything to cackle
atl The brast pulled my car—hard—
for absolutely nothing ! I'm jolly well
goinz to make him sit up for it, 1 can
tell yon! I sav, look out and sec il
he's still there, old chap! U'm rather
short-sighted, you know H

“Better give it a miss!" chuckled
Wharton. " Prefects are awfuolly
dangerous animals Lo play tricks on™

“Oh, it's all right, &z far asz that
gocs M said Bunter confidently. ™ How's
Carne to know who did 12?  IHe gets
that lot on his napper! Leng before
he can come up to ihe studies, 1 shall
cut. Even if Lo spots the window 1t
came from, he can't guess 1t was me—
he will think it was you or Nugent——"

“What "

“You or Nugent—if he spota that it
came from this study. Very likely he
won't. If he does, of course, don't sou
mention me. That’s important.™

“¥You blithering fat owl—"
Wharton.

“I say, vyoeu're wasting time, old
chap! The beast may be gone ! said
Dunter anxiouslv. “I saw him walking
up and down that path, and came up
here to get him from the window—I
was just looking out to make sure that
Io was still there, when yon made mo
jurmp=——>"

“1'll make yvou jump again, yvou fat
pee, if you don't hop out of this study
quick 1” enid Harry Wharton, * Give
it & miss—or pet him from your own
stndy window, 1f vou must get him——-"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Travel, fathead, or T'll etick wour
silly head into that basket, and you'll
#get that muck on your own  fat-
headed napper ™

* Beast 1™

“Hallo, hallo, Lalla™ ecame o roar
from the passage. " Are you ever
coming with that ball ¥

Bob Cherry looked in at the door-
way. Nugent and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh looked in. The Co. had
been waiting for Wharton to come down
with the footer, and as he had not come
down, they had eome up.

Harry Wharton turncd round fe the
juniors in the doorwav,

“That fat ass——'" he began.

For the moment his eyves were off
Bunter. Bunter did not lose  that
ineient ! Dunter was seldom guick in
his movemonts; but he realised that he
had to be gquek now, if he was to carry
out that masterly scheme of vengeanco
o Carne of the Sixth, who bad pulled
hiz ecar for nothing!

He grabbed the baszket of mixturn
and leaned from the window. Hao
Llinked down through hizs big spee-
tacles. The distines was rather great
—lor  the shorlesighicd Owl of  tho
Remove. But e saw s senior standing
below—direetly under the study  win-
dow, as 1t happencd, fortunately—or
nafortunatelv ! He eould see little of

roarcd

hime but his cap, and a letter he wag

veading, as he siood there. Bunter up-
l:lmill.‘:d the bazket, drepping it as le
cdicl so.
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“What the thump—" exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“What's that fat chump up to?" ex-
c¢laimed Johnny Bull.

Wharton spun reumd to the window
again—too late! From outside, below,
came a startled yell. Wharton grabbed
the fat jumior and dragged him back.
But the basket of mixture was gone.

“He, he, he!” gaapnd DBuntey., *“1I
gay, you fellows, he's gobt 16! He, he,
) LR

“Oh, you born idict 1" gasped Harry
Wharton.

“He, he, he! Carne's
and ashes and scot ] He, he,-he]l And
gum and ink and flour! He, ho, he !
“0Oh crikey I stuttered Bob Cherry.

“You mad asal” exclaimed Johnny
Bull.

“¥ou tervific and preposterons fat-
head [ ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram

Eingh,

“He, he, hel I say, you fellows,
rou’d better clear. Carne may come up
ero to see who did it Ha, i

ot it—einder

¢, he !
Billy Bunter rolled out of the study,
chortling. Harry Wharten & Co, ex-

changed a glance and promptly followed.

Obviously, it was wise to clear befors
Carne came up to inguire about that
mixture. In about three seconds Stud

No. 1 in the Remove was quite dese F

Fellows who visit places which
are sirictly out of bounds run
the risk of a flogging, or worse
still—expulsion ! Yet Valentine
Compton, the new senior in the
Fifth, is conient to take that

risk ! WHY ?
THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Compton's Catch !

ALENTINE COMPTON, tho new

V fellow in the Fifth Form at
Groyfriars, yelled.

Never had any Greyviriars

man been taken so mmﬁ etely by sur-

rise. A bolt from the blus would not
avo been morve startling,

Compton of the Fiith, like other
fellows, had locked for letters in break.
He had found one, and taken it into the
guad to read.

Perhaps he had reasons of his own for
gecking o quiet spot to read that lotter.
Anvhow, he walked along the path that
ran under the windows of the Remove
studies. As it happened, another fellow
was stralling there—Carno of the Sixth !
But Carne, with o look of dislike at the
new fellow, walked away mmmediately
he saw Compton.

If Compton wished to read his letter
unobserved, that suited him. He slit the
envelope, took out the letter, and pro-
ceoded to peruse it. The unexpected
ha{:penert.

hat it was that smote him, Valentine
Compion did not know for the moment.
It seemed to him, for a sccond, as if
Greviriars School was falling over on
his imad !

It was not so bad as that, howover, A
dusty, smelly, sticky mass sguashed on
his head, followed by the basket that
hud contamoed ik, which fairly bonneted
him,

Ho yelled—a muffled well; o yell
mullled by cinders, soof, ashes, ink, gum
and flour. He stagpered helplessly.
The letter he had been reading shot
from hizs hand, and was whisked away
by the November wind.

The basket fitted over his head like

3

& hat—a large size in hats. 1L eame
Ilr:1[:u.1.'11 below his ears. It blindfolded
14T,

He elutched at it wildly as he stag-

gered, .
“Urerrgzgh 1" ecame from the interior
of the basket. “ (Grocoghn IV

A dozen fellows ran up.

“What the dickens—"
Colier of the Fifth.

* Yuurrggh ¥

“It's cindors I exclaimed Polter.

*“ And aches |” said Greene.

“What the thump——"

Vernon - Bmith of the Remove
rebbed the basket from Compton's
wead. He grinncd at the face that was

revealed.

Smithy liked Compton, as nearly
everybody at Greyfriars did. But he
could not help grinning as he loocked ot
him. Valentine Compton was a hand-
some fellow; but he logked far from
handsome now. Mo looked horrid.
“His featurezs were slmost  indis-
tinguishable under the ashed and four
and other things. Ho gonged ai his

eyes and nose and ecars, and gasped

exclaimed

and gurgled for breath.
" “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Carne of the
Sixth. Carne wans unoware ihu.t that

basket of mixture had been intended for
him. But he could see that it was &
jape—a  reckless and  extremely dis-
sgreeable jape, It amuzed Carne to seo
the popular new fellow the victim of
such o jJape. This looked as if somebody
else, as wcll os Carne, disliked the
fellow |

“Oooogh! Whurrrr I gurgled Comp.

ton.  “What silly sss—urrrgh l—what
mad idiot—gurrrgh! I'm suffocated !
Jmet?

“Ya, ha, Iin ™ roared Carne.
“Bomebody muest have chucked that

fromm a study window I™ Exc'laimnzd
Coker. “One of those young sweeps in
the Itemove. Look here, Carne, you

ought to look into this—"

arne chuckled. Generally he was
rather keen on performing duties that
involved the use of the official ashplant.
But he was not in the least keen to trail
down the japer who had bonneted his
football rival.

“I expect ho's cleared off before this"
sald Carne, “Ha, hal You look as if
vou want a wash, Compton {*

“Urregh ¥ Compton gouged at the
mixture, which c¢lothed %ﬁa head and
face like o garment. * Ooocogh ¥

“Which window did it como from?”
asked Potter of the Tifth., He starcd
up &t the Remove windows, far above.
"%Ia]lc-! One of them's open |”

“That's young study [
said Greenc,

".ﬂ.n;;hud:-' might have
study I saif]l Carne, an
pway, langhing.

Compton cleared his eves from the
mixture and stared round him. Prob-
ably he was looking for the lettor that
had dropped from his hand, But o
strong wind wasz blowing from the sea,
and there was nothing to be seen of the
letter. e compressed his lips hard.

“Dropped anyvthing 17 asked Coker.

“It’s all right 1" said Compton. "By

un! I want a wash and & change!

‘Il serag the tick that’s dome this, if
I get him !l Urrggh !

o bramped away towards the door-
way of the House. )

During the short time that he had
been sk Greyiviare, Compton had shown
himzelf a gc:crc’!-temdqure , pood-natureed
fellow, But he did not look good-
tempered at  presenk His face was
crimson with wratl, wheve it showed
Ehrpugh the horrid mixtore ithat clung
a it

“Halla ™ Winrate of the Sixth met
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him on bis waﬁ, and starved. * What the
a

dooce—who ¢ dickens——— Is that
Compton? What on carth’s hep-
pened 7°

“Some fag’s idea of a joke I gasped
Compton.

“By gum! I'll hunt out that jeker
ang——s"
Oh, no; it's all right, Wingate! I'll
]*:r!]’f' well oot him for at, if T find Lim,”
said Compton hastily, “I don’t want
& prefect to take it up, please!”

“Oh, all right ¥

Compton hurvied into the Iouse.
Dozens of fellows were grinmng after
him as he went, and he waa chiefly
anxtous to pet out of sight. He heard
a fat sgueak as he reached the door. .

“I say, you fcllows! Look at Carncl
Fle he, hol”

“You bowling ass, that's not Carne I

i Eh ?.ﬂ'

“That's Compton 1*

“Oh erikey 17

Compton, unheeding, hurried in, He
almest ran intoe hiz Ferm-master, Mr.
}"_rﬂ:rut, Prowt jumped at che sizht of
11T,

“Who—what—stop ¥  stuttered RMr.
Crout. “Who is that?”

“Compton, siv! 1—"

“Compton [ boomed Prout. * Comp-
ton! Upon my word! Hitherto, Comp-
ton,” I have had o high opinion of you,
a very high opinion. 1 have regarded
you, Compton, as a very well-behaved
pnd well-conducted boy ! Compton, I
am amazed—-shocked—astoundad | Wi‘qr,
Cowmpton, are you appeating in pablic
in this extraordinary—this dirty—this
disgusting statc 77

mpton breathed havd.

“It’'s not my fault, sin,
something fell on me——"

“Something fell on you!” repuated
Prout. “What do you mean, Compton §
ITow could an%l;ing fall on you, e the
quatl:lrangla? not be absurd, Comp-
ton I’

“May I go and wash, sir

“You may not leave this spot, Comp-
ton, until you have cxplained yourself !
thunderaed Mr, Prout. “Esplain your-
s¢lf at once [

“ Somebody chucked a basket of muck
on my head, from an upper window I
hooted Compton,

Generglly, Compton_was very tactful
and respectful with Prout.  But lis
mmger: was falling hin a little now.

“*Oht” gasped Prout. “Ah! Do not
shout at me, Compton! However, I can
make allowances. This, Lhen, is a prac
tical joke 1

“¥Yes, sir. Mey I gpo and wazh "

“Who did tlns, Compton ¥

“I don't kpow, sir”

“¥You do not know? Then I shall
pscertain! Upon my word! From what
window did the—the basket fall, Comp-
ton 72 2

“I wvever noticed, siv*

“Probably not—probabl
eircumstances,” conceded
where were you standm,g

“Near the House, sie™

“That is not very explicit, Conpton.
You must be more cxplicit than that.
Under what windows——"

“The Remove windows, siv,”

“The Remove! Ah!M™

That “Ab 1" indicated that Mr. Prout
was not surprized by anything that hap-
wned in the neighbourhood of the
temove |

“May I po and wash, sir? hissed
Compton.

“You may.
matteyr—-—"

“If you please, sir, I should prefer
that—"

“What—what 1™
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Something—

1)

not, in the
vout, * Bug
2t the timei"

I will investigato this

THE MAGNET

“It was only a silly jape, sir.
prefer no notice to be taken

“ Nonsense 1 boomed Prout,

“ But, really, sir—"

_“You may go and wash, Compton !
You may go at once! You may leave
thiz mattor in my handas! Loso no time,
Compton | You are in a disgusting
state—p state in which no boy of my
Form should be seen in publie I”

Compton of the Fifth hurried on.

I'd

Mr. Prout, portly, pompous, and very
angry and annoyed, proceeded to
mveskigate.

gy S B

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Own UP; Bunter !

£ SAY, vou fellows!™
E *You asst*
“You chump I
“But I say,
gasped Billy Bunter,

“¥ou blithering idiot 1™

“¥ou terrific wnd preposterous fat-
head ™

The Famous Five were all telling
Bunter what they thought of him.

The =zight of Compton of the Fifth,
smothered with that horrible mixture,
dismayed the chums of the Remove,

They all hked Compton of the Filth.
That new fellow in Prout’'s Form hLad
jutnped into popularity at a bound ; and
the fact that the Famous Five kiow
him, and sometimes received a nod
from him in the quadrangle, was rather
a feather in their cap.

It was utterly dismaying to sece Comp-
ton the vietim of a Remove jape—and
such a ghastly jape! Even Billy Bunter
Wis disma:.‘eci

“1 say, vou fellows, don’t shout!”
snid the fat Owl anxiously., *“Of courze,
there won't be such & row about o Fifth
Form man getting it, as if Carne of the
Sixth had ot it] OHIL Compton wil
be waxy ! He might kick o fellow——"

“I hopo he’il kick you all round the
Ellnd and back againl” suid Bob

QLTY.

“0Oh, really, Cherey ! I say, I=I think
he looked waxy!® said Bunter., *Of
course, it wes all a mistalee—still, T—I
think he might be wild, all the same, if
ho knew it was mol Keep it davk 1™

“You frabjous, foozling [rump—-"

said Harry Wharton.
“1t was all vour fault, Wharton—"

vou fellows!|”

“My fault? howled the captain of

the Hemeave.

“Y¥es; yours!™ spid Bunter warmlw.
“I asked you to look out and seo if
Carne was still there! You know I'm
rather short-sighted! How was I to
know that Cuarne had walked off, pnd
that fathead Compton had stuck him-
self under that window? If you'd
helped me—"

“Kick him ! said Bob.

“PBeazt! I'm sorry Compton pot 11—
he's not 8 bad chapl!” said Bunter
“And it's all wasted, too, and T had a
lot of trouble getting that basketful,
But mind you keep it dark—ihat's
unportant,™ )

Herbert Vernon-S8miih came oub of
the IHouse, glanced reound, and came
over to the dismayed group. There was
a sarcastic smile on the Dounder’s face.

“You won't get by with this, Whar-
ton 1" he said.

Thero was a latent hostility in the
Bounder's look and tone.

“What the dicken: do youw mean?i”
snapped Wharton.,

“1 faney you know what T mean! I
don’t know what you've got against that
chap Compton, but it was a divty trick
to play on any man!” said Vernon-
Sinith,

The Famous Iive stared at Smithy.

Billy Bunter blinked al him with his
eyes almeost bulging through  his
spectacles,

"You silly ase, Smithy ' said Fronk
Nugent. “Do you fancy that Wharlon
played that idistie tricki®

“I know he did1" answered Swithy
coolly. “And Prout knows, {oo !

“"Prout )" repeated Harry,

“Irout’s just been up lo tlie Remove
studies, o knew where Coaplon waa
standing when he got it! Ile lucked
mmto your study first, Wharton ! added
the Dounder, with a sneer.  “Prout's
pobt an oye on you ™
~ “The old ass can have two exes on e,
if ho likes 1" said Harrv, “If he had as
nmany cyes oz Argus, he could keep (hem
all on me, for all I care?”

“Alean to say—" began
Bull, looking at the Bounder.

“I mean to say that EProul’s spoticd
the whole thing,” swid Vernon-Smith.
“He found the window of Bludy No 1
openi—and a splash of scot-and-ink on
the window-silll IHalf a dozen fellows
saw i nosiug round.  IProut’s the mon
to raise C'ain about it. You're for it
VWharton 1™

“¥ou silly, checky assg——" hogan
Harry.

Vernon-Smnith shrogged his shoulders
and walked away. The captain of tho
Roemove looked intensely exazperatod.

If Compton's Form-master had taken
the matter up, thero was going to he o
row. ‘That was cerfain!  And Buntor,
of course, had left pleniy of cvidenca
behind him. That was Bunter all over.
Unfortunately, that evidence had been
leit irr Wharton's study !

“0Oh crikey '™ breathed DBunicer. "I
say, faney that old ass Prout barging
inl He's always barging inl Of course,
he would think of you at onee, Wharton,
as you'voe been pulling his leg, and he's
pot 8 down on you, I say, if there's a
vow, mind- you don't wmenillon oy
name.”

“You faf, Llithering occtopus—"

“*Alind—that’s important I said Bun-
fer impressively. “1f Prout goes to
Quelch, 1t means a 1.1.'imppin§: for some-
body! Jolly . lucky I didn't chucl it
frem my own study windew—what? If
Prout had spotted Study Ne. 7, he
might have puessed it was me! Thoenk
poodness for thas!”

“Do you think I want it put on me,
vou frabjous Dblitherer I hissed the
captain of the Hemove. “If there’s o
row, you've got to own up you did it!”

“Oh, don't be an asz, yvou kinow 1™ said
Bunter. “I don’t want a whopping!?
Besides, it was all your fault that
Compten got it! I meant it for Carne,
as you jolly well know! Look heve, it's
all right! If we're asked about it, we'll
all say we wore in {he tuckshop at ihe
ime—seo ¥

“What 1

“If we all =stick to the swme story,
CGhueleh is Lound to believe us!™ argued

Johnny

Bunter. “Dash it all, he can’t be ane
gentlemanly  enough to  doubt  our
word I

“Oh erumbs 1™

“And I'll tell! you what,” soid Bunier,
“Let's go to the tuckshop now—that will
make it look better—sce? We can nmake
out we wera there all the fime,  And
Myes. Mimble has got o fresh lot of
doughuuts in, and Wow ! ILoegzo
my neel, Bull, you beast! Wharver you
shaking me for? Wow] Ow!¥

Shake, shake, shake!

“Ow!  Beast?” pasped
“ Qoogh 17 )

“Now, yvon [at idiot,” sand Johimy
Bull, that foal Smithy thinks Wharton
did it, and =0 dees Prout. So very
likely Queleh will! If he docos, yoidve
pot to tell the truth—-see 1

Dunter.,



(]

“Ow! Qooogh! T sar— Waooogh!

“The truthfulness is the proper caper,
riy esteemed idiotic  DBunter 17 said
ineres Jamset Ram Singh.  *Other-
wiso tha rapfulness will be terrifie 1%

“Ow! Leggo! Wow !
" ?]IjI‘aI!D* hallo, hallo! There's the
[ ¢ ]

It was the bell for thivd school, Jolinny
Bull gave the Owl of the Hemove
# final shake, and the Famous Five
headed for the Ilouse. Llarry Wharton's
face was rather clouded ss he went,
That cloud deepened as he arrived ab
the Remove Forin Room, and found Az,
Quelch already there, and Prout with
him. Mur. Quelch was looking extremelv
irritated and annoved —the natural
effect of 2 complaint from ancther beak
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Billy Bunter leaned from the window and
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wiha ia.iluwﬂd another fellow to tale Lis
gruel,

Between Queleh, if he owned up, and
the Famoue Five, if he didn't, Billy
Bunter folt like an ancient . mariner
between Boylla and Charybdis, with
peril on cither hand!

Mr. Gueleh’s eyves fixed on his head
hoy. But they did nob fix accusingly.
Ho had to listen to Prout, but he did
not believe for a moment that Wharton
was the guilty man. However, he had
to 1ngulre.

“Wharton [*

“KYeg sir?” eald Harry quictly.

“Iid you go up to your study during
break 1™

“Yes, sirl”

“Dh " said Mr, Quelch, a little taken
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the basket of mixture. ** What's that fat chump up tu?" exclaimed

5

unpleasant and inexcusable trick on o
Irifth Term boy?? excloimed IMr.
Quelch, in angry surprise.

Wharton set his lipa.

" No, gir I' he answered.

“What do vou mean, Wharton? You
admit that you were in your study, from
the window of which that wreiched
prank was played. It was done under
vour oyes, if not by you. You maust
have been s party to it, in that case. I

am surprised at this, Wharton| I am
surprised and shocked ¥
“I had no doubt of it sir!”

boomed Prout. ™ Whether Wharton had

associates or not in this revelting trick,
this unexampled outrage, is immaterial I
Undoubtedly Wharton—"

Johnny Bull, Harry Wharton rushed to the window and grabbed hold of Bunter’s jacket. Bui he was too lafe—the
contents of the basket were already dropping on the head of the unfortunaie victim helow !

about the conduet of mombers of hia
Form.

Queleh’s look showed plainly cnough
that frouble awaited the fellow who had
pitched that basket of mixture on Comp-
ton’s head, if tho culprit turned out to
be 8 member of the Remove,

The Removites took their places, a
good many fellows glancing at the
captain of the Form. Skinner winked
at Snoop. Bolsover major remarked,
in & loud whisper, that it was a dirty
trick. DMost of the fellows scemed to
have heard of Prout's discoveries in
Wharton's stady, and to have drawn the
game conclusion therafrom as Mr. Prout.

Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five a
bezeeching blink, It looked like a whop-
ping for somebody; and, from Bunter's
point of vicw, the important matter was
that he—William Cieorge Bunter—
should not zet the whopping |

True, nobody seemed to suspect Bun-
tor, and the Famous Five were not likelw
to give any fellow away. On the other
hand, they were likely, very likely, to
rag and serag and slawghter a fellow

aback. “Why did you go to your study,
Wharton I

“To feteh a foothall, zir.”

“You mre aware, Wharton, of what
has heppened to a boy in Mr. Prout's
Form1?”

* Yoz, sir”

“Thore appears to be no doubt, from
the traces remaining, that the baskek
waz dropped from the window of your
study., Had vou left vour study before
this oceurred ™

“ Obvionsly, sir, he had not ! boomed
Prout, * (Obvipusl

“You will oblige me, Mr. Prout, by
leaving matters pertaining to my Form
in my Form-roomr  entirely in my
hands " said Mr. Quelch acidly.

Mr.- Prout purpled.

“Please answer
Whatrton 1" said Mr,
having been reduced to
indignant silence.

“No, sir ) said Harry.

“You were in the study at the time "
exelaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sivi”

‘Then it was you who played this

my question,
uneleh, Prout
reathless and

“Have vou anything morc to say,
Wharton £
“No, sir!"

fFTht.n_-‘_.'J .

Four pairs of eyez were fixed on Billy
Bunter.

Nobody was %;:ing to give DBunter
away to a beak., Dut b Cherry,

Johnny Bull, IMrank Nugent and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were ovi-
dently poing to wvisit wrath and
vangeance on the guilty head altor
class. If Wharton bagged a *whop-
ping * for what he had not done, it was
only too painfully clear to the unhappy
Owl that he wus(fning to bag another
for Iwh.at Lhe had done. Bunter gasped.

£l _._I_I_'___-IJ

Ifis stutter interrupted Bre. Quelch.
The Remove master gave lam a plare.

_ “Bilence, Bunter! How dare ou
mterrupt moe 1™
“Tut, sir, it—it—it wasn't Wharton ¥
gasped the fat Owl,
“Whaot
*]—I—1 Lknow whe did it et
Tre M:exer Lipnany.—No. 1.502
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g.ma.ned Bunter. "“I—I saw the whole
thing, sir, and—and it wasn't Wharton |*

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Whose Name ?

L H1? said Mr. Quelch.
O “{h 1* said Mr. Prout.
All eyes were on Bunter.
Nobody was surprised, of
course, to hear that Bunter knew who
did it, and that he had seen the whole
thing. The Peeping Tom of the
Remove was just the fellow to know.
Certainly nobody outside the Famous
Five guessed for & moment that it was
Bunter who had done it. Had he “got ¥
Carne of the Bixth with that muxture,
follows might have guessed. But
nobody in the Hemove had anything
against Compton of the Fifth—Ileast of
uﬁ Bunter. And it was unknown that
that basket bad been delivered at the
wrong address |
“Oh 1" repented Mo, Quelch., " That
alters the c¢ase. You witnessed this
gecurrence in Etu% No. 1 in the
Hemove, Bunter? Were you present 7

“Yes, sir I'" gasped Bunter. “I—] was
—was right on the spot, sir, and—and
I saw the—the chap, sir, and—and it
wasn't Wharton 1

Snort [ from Prout. :

“I must ask you, Bunter, fo pive the
name of the boy you saw at Wharton's
study window I said Mr. Quelch.

“Oh lor' I

“You may speak, Bunter.”

“I—I—I—— Oh dear! I—I mean to
say, sit, we—wa don't give a chap away
in the Remove, sirl” groaned Bunter.
“I—I can't be a sneak, air 1"

“Good man 1” whispered Peter Todd.
“ Stick to that, Bunter [*

-
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And there was a murmur of approvel
in the Remove.

“Did you speak, Todd?" came Mr.
Quelch’s voice, like a bullet.

“"Oh! Yes sicl”

“Take fifty lines! Now, Bunler,”
cont inued r. Quelch, pently and
kindly, “1 must ask you to give the
naine. As you sce, another boy is under
suspicion, and in such cirenmstances the
truth must be stated, If tha boy in
guestion does not stand forward and
admit the truth, I have no alternative
but to insist upon your giving ihe
name 17

“0Oh lor' ™

Quelch’s gimlet eyes roamad over tho
class. They rested for a moment on
the Bounder, and then on Skinner. But
there were no signs of guilt to be diz-
covered in any face in the Remove.
Mr. Quelch was, in fact, puzzled.
Compton of the Filth was so generally
liked that it was diffienlt to imagine
who ecould have played (hat ghastly
prank on him. )

“ My bovs,” snid Mr. Quelch in g deep
voics, “1 appeal to the bdy who com-
mitted this foolish prank to stand
forward and admit it, otherwise I havo
no alternative but to order Bunter to
give his nama”

There was a pause,

Nohody, however, stood forward.

Fellows looked at one another, wou-
dering who the dickens it was, and why
he did not step out. Bo far as they
could sece, the culprit had nothing to
gain hﬁ keeping silent, as Bunier cer-
tainly had to give tho neme,

Mr. Quelch compressed. s lips hard,

“Vory well I” he said. He turned to
Bunter again. “ Now, Bunter, I wnder-
stand your scruples and respect them,
but I order vou to give me the name
of the boy who threw the basket from
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the window of Study No. 1, if it was not
Wharton 1” :

“It—it—it wasn't Wharton, siv 1"

“Then who was it 7"

‘I'ie Remove bung breathlessly o
Bunter's answer. The fat Owl gasped..
Ho blinked dismally at Mr. Quelch.
“Speak | rapped the Remove master.
I command you, Bunter! You hiave
nathing to be afraid of, Bunter ¥

£ ?‘Lﬂh lo¥' 1" groaned Bunter. “Haven't

oF

Alr, Quelch frowned thunderously.

“1f you mean, Bunter, that vou are
afrand of the boy whose name you mmig
give, you need have no fear. ouy
Fovm-master will sce fo that.”

“QOh, no, sir!l 1—I ain’t afreid of
aim 1" pasped Bunter.

“Then of what are vou afraid, vou
foolish ]:"3'.? 1

“Yon, sir " gasped Bunter.

My, Quelch staved at him.

“Of me? What de yom
Bunter?”

“0Oh dear! You—you—yon rancd 2
chap once for telling tales, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

“Upon m

nican,

: word | Cannot you ser,
vou stupid boy, that this case is quite
different? Certainly I disapprove
stmngli,r of tale-bearing, and 1 shoull
certainly cana any bﬂﬁ who came to ma
for sueh a purpose. But this matter is
auite: different when I order you to
answer me."” .

“Thenp—then you won't cane me, gir 1"

“ Certainly not t*

Harry Wharton & Co, gazed ot fhe
fat ﬂwiv as if he fascinated them. Billy
Bunter was pulling Quelch's leg m a
way that even the reckless Bounder
would hardly have ventured to do.
Excess of funk seemed to have imbued
him with the eourage of desperafion.

“Now give the name, Bunter!” saul
Mr. Quel “You are wasting the tine
of the Form 1 The name—=at once 1™
5 “lﬂih-bib-hib—" stuttered thic fa

LN

4 What i

* Bib-bib-bib-Bunter [ gasped the Owl
af the Remove, getting 1t out at last.

“What do you meani” roarved Mlr.
Quelch., “Why are you uttering younr
awn name, Bunter, when I have ashed
0 e -

o EL‘; e

“ Pip-pip-pip-please, sir, it was—was
e, ar it

“What-a-af 1"

“ATwnm-munm-mum-me,
Bunter, :

Ay, Quelch stared at lim.  Mr. Prout
stared at him. The whole Remove
stared at him. For o moment there wasa
the zileneo of astonishment in the Form-
room. Then there was a roar:

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Qilence ! hooted Mr. Quolch.
“Bilence! 1 will eane the next boy
who langhs! Silence! Buanter, do you
mean that it was you who played that
wretched prank from the window of
Wharton's study 1

“Oh dear! Yes,
Bunter.

“TUpon my word | Stand ont hefora
tha Foym, Bunter! I shall caue rou
with the utmaost severity ! .

“Ohi1 You—you said you wonhin't,
=it 1 yelled Bunter.

"Wgut?" shrieked Mpr. Quaelch,

“Vou—you said you wouldu's eann
ma if I gave you the nawme, sivl”
Towled Bunter. *All the fellows heard
Tou, sir I

“Ha, ha, ha®

“Silenco ! Bunter, you—you—you-—7"
My, Queleh almost gurgled. Mia gaze
at that hapeful member of his Form

siv 1 pazped

siv ¥ proaned



rescinbled that of the falled basilisk of
old. © Bunter, you—you=-—>"

The Removites suppressed their merri-
ment. The expression on Mr. Queleh's
face showed that it was net a moment
for merriment. DBut they suppressed i
with diflicuity.

“Upon my word I pasped  Prout,
“Upon my word! This boy—this--this
Dantyer—"

Mr. Quelch had picked up his cane.
Ho laid it down again. For once IHenry
'.-':'Ja]mu&l Quelch was ot a loss—quite ot
a loss|

The fat and fatvons Owl had tricked
himm—an  wnleard-of ond unexampled
trick ! That did not alter the fact that
Blr. Quelch had zaid that he would not
cane Dunter if he gave the name.
DBunter had given the name—his own |
Dut what Me. Queleh had said, he had
eaid, Tle ecould not ¢ong Buntor,

Prout loolted at him. He looked at
Frout,

*This matter, gir—" boomed Prout.

“"Thiz matter, sir, ends here,” said
Br. Queleh. “Under s misapprebhon-
sion 1 gave this Loy an pssurance, from
which I ecannot, however, depart.”

“1 am pot sntizlied, sirl —"
~ “1f you are not satisfied, sir, you mavw,
if vou choose, place the matter before
tive headmnasier, I can say no more,
Bir. Prout, except that third echool is
now overdne 17

FProut, with lhunder in hiz brow,
faded out of the Remove-room,

My, Queleh pave Bunter a long, long
look, Never, probably, had Mr. Quelch
vearned and longed so intensely to cane
a mowbar of s Form. Dat, in the
peculiar circumstances, that yearning
and longing had to be suppreased.

Third school began in a rather clectric
atmosphere. During third school Bill
Bunter captured a hundred lines for tell-
in r. Quelch that it was Pontios
Pi%nt:;; who fiddled while Rome was
Lurning, and angther hundred for sur-
reptitiously conveying a chunk of toffee
fromm a sticky pocket to his capacious
mouth, But that was all.  Quelch
was o man of his word, and dunter
rolled out with the Remove without
haviog sampled the cano!

L e e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Suspecied !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH

H pushed hiz books aside, rose

from the table in Btudy No. 4,

atid moved about the study, his

handa in his pockets, and o wrinkle in
ks brow.

Tom Redwing, his study-mate, glanced
at him with a faint smile. Several
times of late Tom had seen his chum in
that strange, thoughtful mood, and
vondered what Bmithy had on his mind.

“Penny for ‘em, Smithy '™ sald Red-
wing, at last,

Ihe DBounder came te a halt apnd
looked at him, but hie did not answer.

“What's the trouble, oid man ¥ asked
Tu]m. “Isn’t it anything vou can tell a
L l=ll'l

“No,” said Bmithy, **It worries me,
old bean, but I can't tell you, or any-
Lody.,  It's another man’s seerctk, and
U'm dashed if T.know whether 1 ought
to keep il or not. Can you make Lead
or tail of that, Reddy "

“Well, hardly I” said Redwing, in
astomstunent.  * Anothor man's secret
needn't worry vou, that I can sco™

“It does 1" grunted the Bounder, *1
want some advice on the subject, You're
nao good, Deddy., You wouldn’t believa
a word of it 1t I told you, so it's not
ruch uwse telling you—cyven 1 I could.

EVERY SATURDAY

And—I caun't!
away.™
The Bounder moved to the door.
“Comitg down 7 asked Redwing.
“I'ta going to speak Lo Wharton ba-
fore | go down. T'll see you in the

R,t;i:”
“Hold en, Bmithy ¥ Redwing's facc
was grave. ' Uor goodness’ suke don’t
have another vow with Wharton, What's
the good #7
“"I'm rot going to row with him,
fatlicad i
“"You were scrapping one day last
weelk,  ¥ou've Leen on the warpath ever
ginge the night he dared you fo go to the
eca-cave by the eeeret passape, and
really that was your own fault, Smithy.™
know we pearly got copped by
that eld {fuel Prout!” growled the

I cau’t gmive a man

Bounder. “ DBut, of courze, you'd think
it was my fawlt.”
“It  was, old man. You called

Wharton a funk for net geing in the
day-tune, and he dared you to go at
nignt, It was a mad thing to do, buat
{ml asked for it. Can't you lot it deep?
Vhat's the good of rowing ™

“1 tell you I'm not going to row.™

“Then why are you pgoing (o see
Wharton 1

The Dounder laughed sarcastically.
 *Isn't be head boy, captein of the
Remove, general great panjandrun,
and model character all round?” he
sncered. U Lsn't he the man for a lesser
raortal to azk for advice? That's what
I'm gaing to do.”

Redwing made no znswer to that, Ile
found that statement difficult to swallow.
In stlence he walked down the Remove
passage with his ¢hum, and went on to
the stairs, as Smithy stopped at the
door of Study No 1.

Prep had fimizhed in the Roemrmove.
Wharton and Nugent were putting their
books away when the Bounder looked fu.

‘They looked surprized, but not pleased
to see him,  Ever since that reclless
cscapade at thoe Smupglers’ Cave, the
Bounder had been hostilo to the captain
of the Forin, and o ““serap ™ a fow days
a0 had not improved matters.

*Busy ¥ asked the Boonder.

“MNo® answered ITarry, " 'We'ro just
poing down™

“Hang on a fow minutes, will you?
Don't let me keep yon, Nugent.”

“IF you've got anything te =ay,
Smithy, yon ecan say it while Nogent's.
heve,” said Wharton- quictly.

Lo | L'E'I-“Tt |

“Then don't say it at all,” said the
captain of the Hemove eurily. ' Let's
get out, Frank; the other fellows will be
going down now.”

YVeornon-Simith's face sob savagely.

“T've gob to speal to yon, Whaurtan.
It's not & matier to be tottled uwp and
doewn the RKemove 17

“IE you mean about the football —"

“1 don’t mean about tho football 1™

“Well, I don’t zee what elzc you ean
hnve to talk to me about. I don’t want
to hear what odds Joe Banks is offering
ot Nobbled Mick,” said Wharton, with
a curl of the lip.

Frank Nugent langhed.

“ All right,” said the Bounder. “I'I
snout it out for every man in the
Remove to hear, if vou like, I fancy
vou'll wish I hadi't, though.”

£ Uhi r':it- 15:

*“It's about the matter we talked of on
the Courtfield road, last week, when we
came to scrapping,™ satd Smithy.

Harry Wharton started.

Wugent looked from ane to the other,
pu'ﬂ:led, But it wns glear that I'Iz:ri'y
Wharton understood the Dounder’s
allnsion.

“1'd rather hear no more about that,”
saigd Harry., Y Dut vou can run on, if

7

you like. Do you mind, Frank?

“All serene, old man! If it's o jolls
old seeret, I'll soe that Bunter gels no-
where near the keyhole [ said Nugont,
laughing. And he went out of the study
and shut the door after hun,
"Well” said Wharten impatientlr,

what rot have gﬁu gut to talk new.
Vernon-Smith? Certainly I don't want
it shouted all over the Remove. If you
mean about Compton—-—>"

“¥Yeou know I mean about Compten ™
said Vernon-8mith coolly. “I want your
adviea on the subjeet.”

HThat's gasy! Keep vour silly sus-
neions lo yourself, and don't be a
col,” said Harry, “If you start zuch
3 yarn in the echool about a splendicd
fellow like Complon, _;r'uu’ll find yourzelf
pretty un_;n::pl.tlm: You've got votling
dganst hin ™

“I like the ¢chrap—as much as anybody.
I've got quite as good an opinion of him
as vou have. That makes 1t more diffi-
cule.” The Dounder dropped his sneer-
ihg tong and spoke earnestly. " Look
lere, Wharton, what I told you i3 tho
gocds. You haven't forgotten that tho
might wo went to the smugglers’ cavoe
Compton and hiz wnele ran a boat in
from the sea, and cleared off like Light-
ning when they heard a eound. Yon
haven’t forgotten that Compten was scen
tiunting for & packet he'd lost on the
boach, and that you found o packet and
took it to Inspoctor Grimes, at Court-
field, and the Comntons, upele and
neplicw, denied all knowledge of it. It
waz Compton’s packet,”

*1It was not. Lle told me it was not.”

“Uould he tell you it way, vou fool,
when it's aa plain as daylight that 1%
contnined smoggled goods, smuggled
pshore from his uncle's yacht 7 snavled
the Bounder,

“Rubbish 1™

“It's a week sinee vou took that
packet tn old Grimes. Have yoa heard,
whothoer ho's traced the owner ¥

[1 N{J- F 1]

“"Have you heard whal was in i3

it N‘:‘ rJ\."

" And you won't,"” gald Vernon-Bmith.
“They've got on to stugeling, and they
won't shout it out, Grimey may or may
il beliove that C':Lptnin Compton and
his nephew Lkaow pothing of it. Dut he
knows that it was somo smuggler who
rot it ashore, and you can bank on
that.”

“ ot 1

The Bounder breathed hard.

“1 don't believe & word of it," said
IHarry., “I suppose you do, Smithy,
though as you say you ke Compten, I
ehould think that a reason for not be-
lieving & rotten thing about him wilkh-
out proof of any sort.”

“There's as good as proof since,”

“Oh 1 Wharton gave him o quick
lnok., “ Sortething else has happened.
sines, de you moan Y

“Veoz I do. You remember the davw
that fool, Ceker al the I'ifth, went down
the secrot passage from the panel in
the library corrider. The born idiok

twnbled down the epiral stair and
damaged lis leg, and couldn't get ecux
BERI, &0

“ What on carth's that got to do wilth
it?¥ asked Harry, in astonisient.

“You know who found him there?”

“¥oo: (lompton of the Fifth!”

“Weall, then ! snapped the DBounder.
W Coker stnek there for howrs and hoaura
—goodness knows when he would have
heen foutnd, as nobody had the fsintese
iden that he had gouc down. Compton
went down wb midnight, and clianced on
himy——"

“ Mothing of the lkind! Compton
pucszed where the fatbead was, and
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nobody elie did, if that's what youm
mean,”

“T ean that Compton never guessed
anvthing of the kind, and pever gave
the inatter a thought!” said  the
Bounder Jdeliberately. "I mean that he
wos going down {hat secret passage at
midmght, about lus own business, and
found Coker there by sheer chance.
And his busimess was—"

“ Well, what?™

“Ta ﬁ:hr:?: something that had been
left in the zea-cave, by a boat from somo
eliip at zen ¥ )

“0Oh, my hat! Smugglingi”

“ Mxactly 1

Harry Wharton staved blankly at the
Bounder. Then he burst into a langh.

“Thiz s gotling richer and richer 1™
he zaid, “So Compton's a smuggler,
and he vses the scoret passage from the
sea-cava to the school to get 1o contra-
hand goadsl -Ea, ha ¥

“You think it a lsughing matter?”
nshed Vernon-Smith, with a dark look
ut the captain of the Remove.

“Well, yes, rathert One of your
funniest stories, Smithy ! said Harry
Wharton, laughimg again.

“You can cackle I said the Bounder
savagely. “I've got 1t right—"

“* Hubhish 1 )

“Bo long as Compton was outside
Gresfriars, it wos no biznoy of miwe,
and I wouldn't have dreamed of barg-
ing inl” sald Vernon-Bimith. “ But he's
o (Greyiriars man now. I think that
makes a difference. Emugg‘lin{g 15n't
exactly & crime, I suppose—the cllow's
not & crook! But—it's jolly near it!
It's breaking the law, anyhow-—not the
rort of thing we want the name of Grey-
friars mixed up in, if it comes out 1"

“Hardly ¥ said Harry. “(ilad to ses
you so particular about the good name
of Greyfrisrs, Bmithy! I shouldn't
hava expeetod it of you, from the way

¥ou carlg on at times.” ;
The Bounder compreszed his lips
bard,
“That's enough ™ he zaid. “What I

want to know 13 this—what's your
advice, as head boy and captain of the
Form? I can't spenk to any other chap
abouk it, even my pal, Hedwing, with-
out giving Compton away; and I hato
tha idea of doing that. If vou were in
my place, what would you do?®

“Almd my own business | gaid Havry
at once.

“¥You don't think it woeuld be vour
Pusiness, if a vew fellow came to Grey-
friara, to use the zchool as a screen for

smuggling '

“Well, yea! But I shouldn't believe
sachh o ihking  without jolly strong
evidenece,”

“Plenty of evidence, fo my mind ™

¥ None—to mina 17

“(Oh, you'ra a fool I

“Thanksl Shall we leave it at that?”
asked Wharton, “I'm going down to
the Rag when you're through with this
flm etunt,™

“Put it plain ™ snarled the Bounder.
“*¥ou advize me to hold my tongue,
and lob it s

o onf
" Harry Wharton laughed,

“I advise you to hold your tongue,
eertainly,” he said. *“1 think ;mu’é’ be
jolly nearly lynched, if you started such
a tale abomt a splendid fellow like
Compton of the Fifth. As for letting it

o on, thoro’s nothing going on, that I

new of; and you can let nothing go
on, without muen damage done. Forzoet
the whole thing. and don't be an ass ™

“That's sour advice?

“That’s it—if you want it.”

“Its on your shouldars, then, as well
43 mine ™ said Vernon-Smith, “1I
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rnow thera's no proof—though I faney
it would be easy enough to get. Do
ot know that Compton’s got special
eive to use the library 7

W hy shouldn't ha have, if ho wants
Lo swot ™

""That means that he can walk down
that corridor whepever be likes, past
the secret panel.”

“Any harm in walking past it?"

“You Lkoow what I mean!” hissed the
Bounder,

“Oh, yea! You mean that you've got
2 fatheaded idea into your head about
tirat new chap, and that everything he
does, or doesn't do, is evidenco that he
is what he ian't!”

A right ! earkd Vernon-Smith
savagely.,  “Leavae 1t at that! I'm
right, and you'ro wrong—but leave it
at that '™

And the Dounder tramped out of
Btudy Neo. 1, und slammed the door
after him,

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Carne’s Rival!

i CRILY I said Wingate.
5 Carne of the Sixth scowlad.
The captain of Greyiriars
really was sorry.  Bub s
sorrow waz not of much use to a fellow
vwho was feeling a keen and batter dis-
appointment,

Cerne stood in Wingate's study scowl-
i at the captain of thoe school, who sat
ort the table. :

“Then—I'm not gomng up for the
Lantham maitch ™ asked Carne.

" Barry—no '

Wingate wanted o put it gently, Hag
had answered a similar guestion from
Laoder of the Sixth much less politely.
He had told Loder that if he wanted to
play in the firat eleven, he had better
zive up slecking ond dodging gomes
practice.

But Carne, though he was a pal of
Loder’s, and tarred with the same brush
to a great extent, had pulled up that
termy, and gone all out on the football
histd. He had done his hest, and no
men cowld do more. And he had
improved his form wery considerably
thereby s and there was little doubt
that, had not Valentine Compton come
to Greyviviars, Arthur Carne would have
realised ltis ambition,

But Compton of the Fifth had shown
sueh surprising quality at Soccer, thas
nobody but Carne supposed for a
moment that he could be passed over.
Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, had
bagged him for his Form team, and had
been heard to expresa the opinion that,
with the new man in the ranks, the
Fifth would very likely beat the Sixth
in the next Forn mateh.

Everybady knew that Wingate had an
exe on Compton for the first eleven;
and though the list was not yet up for
the fixtura with the Lantham Ramblers,
everybody kvew that the name of V.
Compton wounld appear in i, when
Wingate put it on the potice-board.

But it was o Dbitter pill for Arthar
Carne to swallow, all the same. e
found it verv hard to get down.

“Borry, old man'® said Wingate
again ' Bute—"

“Complon, of course? speered
Carne.

“ Compton, of course I said Wingate
guietly. “I'd as scon leave myself out
as that new man in the Ififth.*

“A fellow who hasn't been two weeks
in the school—"

“If he hadir's been two days, or two
Lourzs, it wounld make no difference.
Dazh it all, Carbe. you're & foothaller—

vou can ece that the man is zimply a
Lorn genius at Soccer i said Wingate
warmly.

“1 don't see it |

“None so blind a3 {hese who won't
eoe, then I sald Wingato. 1 shall
want you in the pext IForm match with
tne Fifth—"

Y Hother the Form match with tho
Fifth1 A man wants to play for Schoeol |
I'va been slogging at footor cover sivee
the term started—'*

“1 know-—<and I'm sorry! But—"

“Who the docce ia the fellow??
sharled Carne. “BDarping in from
nowhere, in the middle of the term——"

“Who is he?” repeated Wingale.
“If you want to know; he's the best
man at Soccar that ever kicked a gosl
on the Greyfriars ground ! That's who
ha is1”

i, rots!” snorled Carne.  And,
with that he stalked out of the captain’a
study.

Hia brow was davk as he went out
into the quad,
Loder and Walker of the Sixth

glanced at him, and at cach other, and
siniled.

They had seen lesz of their pal than
usual this term, as Carne bad taken up
football scriously, and his pals had
alacked about, as usual. They were
rather amused to see that Carne, who
had given them the go-by and taken up
with the games men, had had lns nose
E.'ut. out of joiut by the new fallow in tho

ifth Form,

“Wingate got the Lantham list out
yet?" askhed Loder, with s wink at
Walker. *1 suppose you'ro in i,
Carne? Dear old Wingate’s told me he
doean't want me.”

“Fool if ho did " snapped Carne.

“Thanks! I'll come over and cheer

our goals, ‘old mant We'll make a

no of it on Lantham day, Walker,
what 7™

S Whar-hoI”*  agreed Walker,
ning. “Gratters, Carnel®?

Arthur Carne scowled at his friends
even maora blackly than hoe had scawled
at Wingate, and stalked away across the
quad——leaving them prinning

He passed Coker, and Potter, and
Greene of the Fifth, Horace Coker was
holding forth on the subject of foothall;
and, for cnce, wonderful te relate,
Potter and Greene thought that Coker
was talking sensze on that subject.

Y Wingate's o bit of en ess,” Coker
was saying, “Generally he can't sce a
tan’s form at Soceer—look at the silly,
obstinate way he leaves me out of tho
matches! But I hear that ho's picling
that new man, Compion, for the Lan-
tham match., That's all vight! Cemp-
ton can play Soccer ™

“Hear, hear!” szaid DPotter
Greene,

“oNob quite my stele,” went on Colker.
“Not a really finished style, if you
know what I mean. But a good man—
quite a good man.”™

“Quite I grinned Potter " Not
quite your style, Coker—Dbut good

“And a decent ehap all round ! said
Coker. “Look at the eay hoe swam
put on the tide to get that fat idiok
Bunter's boat 1 when Lhe went adrift,
Look at the way he rvisked breaking
hounds in the middle of the night,
bocause he guessed that I'd got stranded
it that beastly hole underground, and
nobody else in the whole school thought
of it. He's o clever chap !

‘“Right as rain!” opgreed Greene.

“A hit of o swot,” said Coker sadly.
“J hear that he's got librory leave, and
digs into somoe rot—elassic muck or
somnething—aver heard of Priscianus?
That's the sovt of iripa he digs into.

Brine

and
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said Bunter.

** Certainly not ! ** barked Mr. Quelch.
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& You—you won’t cane me If I give you the name of the boy who threw that basket of mixiure from the window, slc 2 **
“ Now give me the name, You are wasting the time of the Form ! ¥

“ Pip~-pip-pip-please, sir, it was—was me, sir I ** gasped the Owl of the Remove. ** Wha-a-a~t? "

But, dash it all,” added Coker, “why
ghouldn’t & fellow work if he plays a
good gam=s as well? Whati”

Carnce walked on, zeowling.

Horace Coker had started with a row
with the new fellow; now he was one of
his most loval admirers Evervbody
scemed to like and admire that new
man in the Fifdl..

Bixth Yerm preflects ashed hirg into
tho prefects’-room; Blundell & Co. made
no end of a fuss of Iim in the iflh
Form games study; ljunim':l locked up
to him with tremendous respect; even
ecrubby little faxgs 1n the Third and
Second told one  another what a
splendid chap *ihal man Complon ®
waal

And with all of it there was no
“swanlk " snbout him. LIven Carne had
to admit that Lo bore his blushing
honoura tlnck uporn: Liira without a Lrace
of “side ¥ or “roll.”

Carne, *however, could not see that he
was guch a tremendeusly fine f{ellow—
being almost the oniy Greyviriars man
who couldn’t or wouldn't!

He passed a proup of Shell fellows;
Hobson of the Shell was tallong :

“Been that mwaa Complon at Soccer?
Delieve me, they've got & rod in pickle
for Lanthars i they play that Fifth
V'ovm man.”

Carne of the Sixth stalked on.  Te
hatl heard caough, more than cuougly,
of this sort of thing !

- He heaxd sometbing else, however, as

ho came by some juniors pear tho Luck-
ghop. Dilly Bunter was gazing into the
window of that establishment, with a
yearning evc. Bunter was oulside the
school nsﬁmp, mnstead of inside. because
he had been dizappointed about a postal
order he was expecting, and therc was
no “lick ¥ for Bupter

“Look oul, Bunier I shouted Skinner,

Dilly Buster bliuked round,

“ Heore
Skinner.

“0Oh eriley 17

Bunter bolted.

There was s chertle from a dozen
fellows as ho flew. The humorous
Skinner was only pulling Buntor’s f[at
lep—it was Carne of the Sixth who
wus coming aloeng, and Compton of the
Yifth was not in tlie offing at all, But
at a short diztance CGrevfriars fellows
were much of 2 muchness to the short.
sightod Owl of the Reinove.  Bunter fled
as if for his fat life, followed by a howl
of leuphtor,

Clarne slarcd ab that liftle seene.

Iliz eyes gleamad, .

Lhis locked like buliying—a junior
flecing in panie at a hint that a Iifrh
Form man was comingl Carne was
rather given to bullying himself; but
althourh the poot assures us that na
fellew-feeling makes us wondrous kind,
it did oot have thel cBect on Avilwar
Carne.

Caoarne was & prefect, and it was un-
douobledly a prefect’s duly to put down
bullving—nore especially if the bully
in fhiz case was tho fellow who ha
barg.d Carno out of the first eleven!
1f he could not hold Liz own agninst
the new man at Soccor, Lhc could al
lease exercise his prefectorial authority.

* Here, Skinner [ he ealled out,

“Yes, Carne!” eald the grinning
Skinner.

“Has that Fiflth Form man, Compton,
been bullying & Remove kid £

“Oh, no I said Bkinner, “I hear ic's
going to boot Bunter when he comes
across him, Buonter mopped a cargo of
mueck over his napper vesterday——*

“0h 1 That waz Bunter, was it ¥ said
Carnc. It pave bimn guite a kindly
fecling toward: Bunter.

“THe cwned up to Queleh,”
Shkinner.

“Y Dunicr's Formmemaster has dealt

comes Compton ! welled

said

with the matler, it's not for Complon
to do anything, If that fellow has come
hero thinking Lhat he can bully Lowor
Loyve, he will find himself wistaken,”™
sail Carnc.

Skinner laoked al him, Ever Bkinner,
who had little liking for anybody but
1avold Skinner, rather liked Compton
of tho Tiftl, ;

“1 sav, be bhasn't bLeen bullyiug,
Clarne 1" Skivuer ventured., " Any chay:
Erl?:luld liick o silly idiot for what Buuter

l -_H

“That will do ™ snapped Carne.

ITe walked away 1 the direction
Billy Bunter had taken.

Carne was sore and sovage, and any
stick was good enough to beat his rival
wilh, Carne of the SBixth was going io
loole inmlo this, and he was going lo
make the most—the very mosl-—of it!

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Boot for Bunter !

UMI" !
B “Oh ! roared Dol Cherey,

*(oogu 1™ gusped Bally
Dunter.
It was u terrifie collision !
The Pamouwus Iive were walking

towards the school shop, wheh Buniere
happened., Buonter, guite unaware thal
it wos a fulse alarm, was in full fighl.
In the belicf that Compton of the Fifth
was behind him, the fat junior fAew, sl
lie barged inito the Famous Five beforc
he snw theom.

Baob Cherry got the benefit of it. Billy
Bunter hit him rather like a battering-
ram, and L went over and eab dowin,
Conringe.

Bunter stagperved bael; from the shoel;,
srlutlering, and sat dewn al:o.

Turc hMacxer Lismary.—INu. 1,502
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“Ow ! Oh!™ gasped Dob Lrealthleszly,
“You mad ass—ow 1™

“What the dickens——" exclaimed
ILevry Wharton.

Why Bunter was chavging across the
quad like a runaway ufephant, wa3 a
mystery. Nobody scemed to be in pur-
EALTE S

Bob staggered to his feet.  Bunter

bounced up like an indiarubber ball.
For once the fat Owl was quick in his
iovencita,

“1 say, yvou fellows, gerrout of the
way I }hﬂ asped,  *1 say—leggo
Cherry, you beast—leggo my
say=—urrggh I

“You howling ass!” rowred Bob
wrathfully, *What the thump did you
Large mo over fori”

“Owt I didnt—I mean, I never saw
vou—]1 taw, leggo—ihat beast’s after
wo, I say—leggo [* velled Bunter,

“Nobody's after youw, vou bhtherng
bandersnatceh i said Johnny Bull

“Oht* Billy Bunter blinked round
throngh his big spectacles, “I say, you
follows, that beast Compton ncarly got
i {5"}1 dear 1

Bunter pumped in breath,

“Clompton 17 repested Havry.

“He's after me,” proaned Bunter
“ Ha's been after mo ever since it came
out that I dropped that stuff on him
esterday. It was all s wmistake, you
inow—I1 never meant ib for Compton—
ch dear1 But he got it, you krow, and
it seems to have made hnn waxy”

“Pid wvou think he would be
pleased 7 asked Nugent. ;

“Well, I meant 1t for Carne,” sald
Bunter, “I sav, you fellows, are yon
sure Compton isn't coming ¥ He nearly
had me at the tuqkﬂimpt Shinner
warned me just in time)

“You footling fathead,” said Bob
Cherry, *Skinner was pulling your sifly
log. Compton’s not in the quad at all”

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “I—I suy,
where iz hel@” )

“J beliove ho's in the games study,”
:xid Nugent, “Why uot go there and
Lake vour hnntinF aind get it over iV

“I'll waleh it ¥ gasped Bunler

The Famous Five chuckled, .

Sinen it had beecome known that Bally
Bunter bhad deposited the mixture on
ihe new fellow’s head the day before,
IIIFJ fat Owl had been leading & lunted
ife,

By hia really masterly strategy, Bun-
ter has eseaped the penalty of hia sing,
<o fur as Mr. Quelel: was concerned. He
had rather feaved that Prout might
{ako it to the Head: but Prout, on re-
foction, wrathy and indignant as ho
was, realised that ib would be yather
sidiculous to place snch a matter before
Ly, Locke. Heo had et it drop, though,
aw Clonnen-rogm, he boomed ot great
Ecugth on the subjees of Quelely’s unraly
MY . 2

That did nobt worry Bunler. 11is
worky was that the fellow who lhad got
the misture, though by mistake, would

neck—

hoot hine.  Tor o whole day be lad
Juded Compton of the Vifih.,
It was extvomely  probable  thab

Cempton, who was o very good-lem-
pered fellow, had dismissed the matter,
afler ihat lapse of time, and was not
wasling a single thought on the fai Owl.
But il amuzed fellows in the Removo io
padt Duniter’s fat leg. Any fellow might
have been expected {o boot Bunter for
el o ghastly triek, cuod the fat Owl
Lad no doubt that Complon of the Iifth
Wik E.;mpimi' an ¢eve open for him—and o
Luoot rewdy ]

Which made it guito casy o pull his
oo A dozen times, at least, Bunter had
boen startled into panic Hight by the
alarm tiat Compton was aficr him. A
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tha 2ighl of Compton in the distance—
or any fellow he took for Compton—

Bunter would break into {light. It was
guite entertaining  to  the Hemove
icllows,

It was not entoviaining to Banter. Ho
blinked reproachiully at the Fawnwous
I'ive as they ciucklcd.
 “DBlassed if I seo anything to cnekle
at !” he gasped. I say, you fellows,
that beast Compton's becn after me o
dozen times! I ean tell you I'm jolly
well not going to be kicked by a Iiith
I'orm cad 1™

“Hasn's hoe kicked you yet?” ashked
Bob. )
“MNol You sce, I'vo been dodging the
beast ! I say, I think a fellow’s pals
ought ta stand by him. What esbout
collaring the beast, and =itting him in
a puddle, like you did Colker the other
day? Warn lim off, you know ¥

“Tla, ha, hal?

Tt was all yvour fault, Wharton, as I've
told youl If yvou'd looked out of the
window and told me it was Compton
instead of Carne, it would bave been
all right 1 groaned Bunter.

“Tathead ! Compton’s not nfter you,”
said Harry., “It would serve you jolly
well right to bo booted, hut I don’t sup-
pose ha will take tho trouble.”

“1 jolly well know—osr©!

“He's forgotten by this time that
here's such a fat slug crawling about
tho schoal at all I* said Johnny Bull.

“Heast | J=—I cay, iz that Compton
coming #* psked Bunter, blinking round
uneasily thvough his hiF spectacles,

“Ha, ha! XNo, that's Hilton.”

“Oh, oll right! I say, you feilows
what's going (o be done 17 asked Bunter
daintively, “1 can’t Eeep on dodging
lee this, you know 17

“{io to Compton nnd take your lool-
ing,"” buggcatmf Bob.

“You eilly asslP® hooled DBunier
“‘That’'s the trouble—you see, I don’t
wutit to be booted I

“Tho bootfulness 13 the proper enper,
my estectued idiotie Bunter 7 chuckled
1urrce Jamsck Ram Singh.

“(ly really, Inly——->"

“You've been booted often enough,”
satd  larry Wharten encouragingly.
“You'll get over it !”

“Well, look here, Wharton, as b wus
all your fault, suppoze jou go Ll
Clom plopise—"

* L

“ And=-aid fake the booting1 If you
explain 1o b thag it was all youor
fault, I=I dare say he'd just as soon
boot you as me 1™ sald Bunter hopufully.

“On, my nat i

il | L]:inﬁ i£"s up to you, old chap, as
vou've landed e in thiz!” waid the fat
Owl. “After all I’'ve done for you, too !
What about i, ofd fellow ™

“Nothinr about 117 chuckled
W hario:n.

“Ha, ha, ual”

“I—1 say, you leilows, suppose T ex-
plained to Compton inat 6 was o nis-
take, and I jpeant it for Carno®™ asked
lunter anxiously,  “Ho doeosn't like
Carne, and Coarno loathes Lim, 3ou
know. Think he'd get over his silly
temper if I lold him ib wos all a
mistake i

“1 fancy lLe's got over it already,”™
said Iarry. “1e’s a juily good-lum-
pered chap, Try ik on, wnyhow.”

“ But—but suppesa he bools me befora
I have time 1o explain? wwnbled
Dunter. ** [Te—he mignt o

“The mightfulness is terrific !

“T1 say, yvou fellows, you cowme with
me {o the games study ! Then—then if
he peis excited you can collar him——~*"

“Haullo, hallo, hallel Is that Cowmpton
coming 1" asked Doeb Cherry, with a

winle at his chiums, a3 Cavne of the Sixth
came along.
B"“Huuk it, Bunter |* prinned Johnny

LEEd.

“0Oh erikey 1M

Billy Bunter darted off to tho [Touse.
He vanished in at tho doovway, leaving
the FPamous Five chertling snd Carne
staring.

“What did that younz ass bolt for?”
asked the Sixth Former, stopping as ho
vamo up to the Famous Five,

“1 think he sort of fancied it was
Compton coming!” answercd DBob
Cherry, with & chucklo,

“1 sea 1 said Carne primby. * Do you
Lnow whera Compton is now i

“In the games study.” :

1 think I'd better sca him.  This
sort of bullving won't do ifor Grey-
friars 1’ said Carne. ]

He walked on to the House, leaving
the chums of the Hemove staring.

“The silly ass1” seid Hoery Wharton,
“What docs Carne mean by that "

Bob Cherry chuekled. i

“]1 fancy he mcans that he doesn't like
Compton bagging his place iu the first
elevan [ he answered.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Which, though perhaps Aribve Carno
did not guite realize it himself, was very
near the truth

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Who Was the Bully !

‘“ CQE!FTUN i
i Hﬂ-ﬂﬂ i.'?
Valentine Complon glanced

round, snd so did every other
man in the games study. ]
There were six or seven of the Filth
Form there, talking Sococr.

George Blundell, the captain of the
Fifth, frowned at Carne as he wolked
IR,

Blundell was a first eleven man, a
tremendous blood, and & grcat man
generally—miles, if not leagues, higher
wp than Carna of the Sixth in the
peneral cstimation of  Greyiriars.
Nevertheless, Carne was a prefeet, and
if he inzisted on his position, even tre-
mendous bloods of the fivst cleven had
to treat him witl tact.

Carne rapped out Compton’s namo in
a dictatorial tone as he came into the
games study, That spartment belonged
to the Fifth; nobody else had a right
there.  Still, it could not Lbe denied that
s Sixth Form prefect could maych in
whers he liked—on official business.

BGut if this tick had barged iuto the
cames study to throw his weight about,
he would very soon be told where he got
off, in Blundell's opinion,

The captain of the Fifth frowned, with
Lnitted brow. Like many hig games
men, Blundell thought it “rob ™ for

refects to lave so much power in their
ﬁands. atitl, they had, and they could
uot be booted out by IMifth Form men,
even when they barged in whero they
were not wanted and put on rell

Judging by bis look aund tone, Carne
had come there to rag Compton—as
popular a fellow ip the Filth as old
Blundell himszelf. They all gave him
grim looks—excepting Compton. That
pleasant-inannered youth gave him a
nodd.

“T've bBeen looking far you, Cowp-
tonn ¥ said Cuarne.

“'Bhen you've found mo ! sald Compe
ton agrecably. ‘

“1 hear vou've Leen bullylnz smong
tha fags.” _

“Louk here, Carne--—" began Blun-
dell, in a growl ke that of the Great
Hore Bear.

{{Consinucd an poge 12.)
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Engineering for Boys

There is no other hobby In
the world to equal Meccano
Model-buiiding, and none that is so
full of thrilling interest for boys.
Meccano is REAL engineering in
miniature. The models are built
with  REAL engineering parts,
accurately made of steel and brass,
that fit together and work with THE
SMOQOTHNESS AND PRECISION
OF A WATCH. These parts can
be used over and over again to
make hundreds of different models.

ah . TELL DAD YOU WANT
G L S MECCANO FOR CHRISTMAS.
~ - Prices from 3/6 to 400/-

Meccano ‘* Standard Mechanisms *
: Manual.

This Manual contains illustrations of neari
200 specially designed mechanisms made wit
Meccano parts.  Every Meccano enthusiast
should get a copy from his dealer, price I/-,
or direct from Meccano Limited, Binns Road,

Liverpool 13, price 1=, post free.

Thiz fine model of o Pontoon ¢
Crane is built entirely of
Meccono Parts,

Motor Car Outllts
The cars built with these Outfits are
not only wonderfully realistic In appear-
ance, but have the additional attraction
of being able to make long and speedy

rumns.
Prices 10/ and 20/-

Aeroplane Outfits
These splendid constructional Qutfits
contain interchangeable parts with which
a large number of models of aeroplanes
can be made.

Prices from 3/3d. to 21/« e o
Dinky Builder Qutfits =T

Simplicity is the keynote of this new
h“ildigg Sr:tem. by meang of which the ELECTRIC

youngest children can build all kinds of TRAINS AND
delightful models. MNuts and bolts are . CLOCKWORK

Sy

not required. Playing the great game of railways with Hornby Trains Is
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provides a perfact setting for the new  Ljace them in a class entirely their own, whila the Hornby
Dinky Toys Doll's House Furniture and  Cjlgckwork Trains are hauled by the finest clockwork locomotives
many other miniatures in the Dinky of their respective types in the world. An interesting addition to
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Set (price 7/6d.), Illustrated above.
Dinky Toys Start a home railway system now—BUT MAKE SURE IT'S
Every boy and every girl is collecting A HORNBY.
Dinky Toys, one of the most delightful Prices of Electric Train sets from 15/~ to 75/-
and ﬂ;hi?jrﬁng I::ﬂiectingr;mhbies ever Prices of Clockwark Train Sets from 4/11d. to 65/-
conceived for children, There are now s L e
nearly 250 of these charming minfatures, : . OUR 1936-7 CATALOGUE—FREE
all beautifully finished in rich colours. i Get this complete 72-page catalogue from your dealer to-day, ;
Prices of Dinky Toys from Id. to 1/6d. i or write direct to us for a copy. It will help you better :
each. ' i than anything else to choose your present for Christmas, !
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“Don't butt in, Blundell I said Carne.

113 w}.lﬂli?”

= I{u-:z? i;uiut I

Blundell scemed to find it hatfd to
breathe., This, to a blood of the first
sleven—from a tick like Carue, a fellow
wlio had barely squeczed into the cleven
by thae skin of lis teeth, as it were, ond
had been dmpﬁgd again like n hot
potato when a better man- turned up!
Blundell stared at Carne with apen
weorn and contempt.

Only the fact that he was a prefect
zaved the Sixth Former from going out
of the games study on bis neck, Blundell
conld have handled twa Carnes, one in
either hband | Oonly, unfortunately, pre-
fects could not be handled !

“You lhear I've been bullying awong
e fags, Carne 7 asked Complon, in the
same pleasant way,

“Yos | rapped Carne. " S0 I hear I

“What aboub seeing a doctur I asked
Compton.

A doctor I repeated Carne blankly.

" Yes—some good medical man—"

“YWhat the dickens do you mean 1"

“1 wean, that there must be something
wrong: with your hearing I explained
Compton, * Bettor take it in time.”

“Fa, ha, hal” came from the Fifth
Formers; while Carne’s faco crimsoned,
and he glared at Compton.

%1 haven't come here to talk faolerr,
Compton 1 snarled the prefect.

“Oh ! said Compton. *“My mistake!
Judging by what you said, I thovwght
you had I® i

Carne breathed hard, apd the Fifth
Formera grinned cheerily. That Sixth
Yorm tick was not getting much change
ot of Compton !

“It's not only what I've heard, but
what I've scen |* said Carne. “If you're
asking for a prefect’s whopping, Comp-
ton, you'll pet i1 T find that you've
leorn bullying a Remove kid—"

“TFirst I've heard of it }” said Comp-
‘on staring, “Hure it's not a cass of
nistaken identity ¥ Who's the wretehed
vieting ¥

“That fat kid, Bunter, bolts whenever
1115;_ secs you, as if he's scared out of his

ife.

Compton lnughed.

“1 dare say he knows I owe him a
h.‘mhngf’ he said. " Ie mopped 2 caxgo
of muck over my head yesterda

“'Mhat's neither here nor thero. His
Form-master has dezlt with that matter,
aud ii's at an cind. Seei®

“ Laook here, Carne,” bawled
Nhundell, *are- yon making ouk that =
for can drench a Filth Form man with
soot and ink without getiing kicked 1

“IT've told you not to buit in, Blun-
defl,” gaid Carpe coolly. “Now, you
icar me, Compton-—-="

“ Nothing wrong with my hearing,
Lhagdea”

“You're o leave Dunter alone. I've
uo doubt you'd been bullying him, to
meake him mop that stulf over you yes-
terday. 1 don't see why he should have
done it otherwise. Why zhould he ™

“Haven't the foggiest!™ said Comp-
ton. " But he did "

*Well, youve got to Izt it dropl
2o Y

Cempton logked at the Sixth Form
man, Carne's tone was as dictatorial
and unpleasant as he could inake it, and
it was not casy to tolerate.  Btill, he
wasz acting within his rights and powers
a3 o prefect

“1f vou kick Dunter amain * wenk
ann Carne. _ i .
“But I havens kicked him vet!* in-

terposed Compton muldly. *And ib may
[mﬂsihl{hintﬂmﬁt you, Carme, to hear
Tug Maguer Lisitany.—No. 1,502,
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that 1 never intended to. The fach i
I'd almost forgotten the fat ass.™

*Buntzr doesn't scern to think so™
sneered Carne. “He Dbolts like a
frightened rabhit when ho sees you™

“Well, I can’t help that, con I%”
argued Compton. 1 sup tho young
vaseal knows what he deserves™

“*WNo moroe of 1! said Carne. “I'm
;,;i'l.'ing vou the plain tip, Compion—
wullying docan’t go down here, and if
there’s any move of it, I'll have you up
in the prefects’-room, sharp1”

“ Any more of what hazn’t happencd 772
gsked Compton, with a smile.

“It's not much use telling me that!™
sieered Carne. “The kid mopped o lot
of stuwl over wour head yesterday,
from a study window. That means that
vou'd boen bullying him—it can’t mean
anything else.”

I tell you -

“I'my warning you fo chuck 18, That'a
gll—vou weedn't say any more!”
snapped Carne. * It's perfeetly clear to
we that only bullying would have made
Bunter do what hie did yesterdoy.”

“Why the thump did DBunter do i,
Compton 27 asked Price.

“ Blessed 1 I know ™

“Hallo, here he 151" exclaiined IMilz-
perald of the Fifth, e o fai fipure and
a pair of large spectacles loomned in the
doorway.

Carno stared at Bunler. After whab
had happencd in the guad, he was as-
t{misflleg to see the [Bt junior comning
uite the games study. But hoe could see,
ot least, that Dunter looked fearfully
uneasy,

“I—I sav, Is—Is
stammered Bunter,

“Iere, you young asz” said Compton.
“Don’'t bo alermed—I don't bilp !

Buouter blinked at him.

The short-sighted Owl did not nolics
tlint Carne was 1 the roen There weoro
soven or cight bip seniors there, some
of them bigger than Carne—and Blun-
dell, the biggest of the lot, was stand-
ing between the prefect and Bunter.
The fat Owl's eyes, and spectacles, were
fustened o Compton’s  handsome,
amused face.

“I—I eay, Wharton thinks that if I
told you it waz all a mistake, you—you

Complon  here?”

wouldn't bo waxy, Compton™ said
Bunter. “I—I1 szay—keep off, you
know! I say, 1t was all a mistake, and

it was Wharton's fault really. I—I
never meant it for you, Compton.™

“You blithering young ass!*

“1 say, houour bright, you Lnow,”
said DBunter, cyeing Dim warily, and
prepared to dodge at the first move-
ment of Complon’s boet. “If Whar-
ten had looked out, when I asked him,
and seen you there, it would have been
all right. As it was I thought it was
Carne——"

“Wha-a-t "

“That Sixth Form cad, Carne—-="

“igh, my hat?!® ) )

“That rotten bully, you Liuow ¥ said

Bunter.
ha, bhal” Fifth

“ Ha,
Formoers.

Carne of the Sizth slovd as if lrans-
fixed.

Bunter, happily unaware of Curne's
presence, atd of his basilisk glare,
raitled on: )

“That putrid toad, Carbe of tho
% bh—"

roared Lhe

“10a, ha, ha!* shricked the Lifth
Formers. ) ]
“Vou see, bo was wild at betng

chucked out of the eloven—as if he can
play footer, the silly assl—and Lo pulled
my ear ” sald Bunter, ®That waa why
L was woing Lo meb L with ihat stedl

The beastly cad asked for it, you know,
He thinks he can bully & chap, because
he's a prefect——"

“Hn, ha, ha ¥

“He's a rotten bully, sou kEnow,
nearly as bad as Loder, and worse than
Walker ! went on Bunter. * You—you
son, I suw him walking onder the Re-
move windows, and got that stull ready
for him, and then you——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“If Whartoen had leoked ont when I
asked himn, I shouldn’t have made that
mistake—I should have known it wasn't
that rotten bully Carpe—m—="

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Carne, for a minute, had scemed petri-
fied. Now he woke to sudden szction.
Ho made o hound at Bunfer.

Bunter jumped.

Carne, bounding ot him with Bam-
ing face, was lhis frst intimation that
the bully of the Sixth.-was present. He
had wondered why the Fifth Form men
wers roaring with laughter. Now he
knew !

“Oh ertkey ¥ gasped Dunter.

He flew. _

Carne bounded after him.

“Ha, Ia, ha!” roared the IFifth Form
e, ’

Bunter vanished. After him vanished
Carne of the SBixth. Roars of laughtey
followed them. From o distones another
roar, of quite a diffevent kind, foated
hack. It sounded as if Carnoe of the
ixth had cought Bunter.

- —

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Lost Letter !

AZELDENE of the Rronove
H looked into Study Ne. 1.
The Yamcus Five wero
there, at tea.

“Any of you fellows lost a lelter ™
asked Huzel.

Fiva hweads were shaken,

“It's jolly queer!” said Hazel. “ Look
at itl [ piglmd it up in the quad—
looks as if it’s been out in the rain.”

“J sappose there's a name on it, if it's
o fellow's letter 1" said Havey Wharton.

“That's the queer thing about it 1"
gaid [Hazcl. “'There’s no namo at all—
not oven a signature. But it must be-
long to somebody. Heard of any
fellow who's lost o letter in the Re-
move 1

“Can't say I have.”

“Well, look at it,” said Hazel, *If
you know of any chap who's going to
sond goods by railway, T'll take it to
hirn—it will be hia”

lic laid tho letter on tho table.

The Famous Five planced at it rather
cevigusly, Tt was written in e round
Land, and frem its grobby appearance
looked as if it had been blowing about
on the winter wind for a considerable
time. The paper was damp, the ink a
Little smudgy from that cause, and thera
were sticars of mud.

“You can read it" eaid Hazel.
“ Nothing private in it—only about send-
ing sone boxes to Lantham by goods
frain Rut I suppose the chap whe
dropped it may want it. It was blow-
ing about when I found it.*

CUertaiuly, io lock st the letter, thers
secimed nothing of o private nature in
it. It ran:

“If you can put thoe boses on the ten-
twenty-live goods train, they'll be in
good time for the second delivery. The
ouk chest should be at the address in
Lauthan not later than \Wednesday."
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In the helief that Compton was after him, Billy

Bump ! The fat junior hit Bob Cherry

“Well, that's rathicr weird ! said Bob
Cherry,  * Must belong to some Grey-
friars man, if you picked 16 up in the
gquad Bnt who the dickens at (Groy-
friars can be scnding an cak chest by
goods trein 7

“Hardly ono of the follows"™ said
Nugent, “Must be a master, I should
think.”

“Queer that there’s no name on it 1™
gaid Jolinny Buell, A leller gencrally
Lepins, *Doear Somchody '—"

*1 zay vou fellows—" Billy Bunler
blinked inlo tho stadsy.

“Halle, halle, hallo! Lost o lotter,
Lunter ¥ asked Bol.

“Yes!” gaid Buuter prommpils. “IF
thrre wos & remitlanco in if, it's minei”

“ ta, ha, hal®?

“Blessed i I see nupthing to cackin
all I sav, vou fcllows, gimune 1y
lettor—*

“ Hore von are ™ elmeldded TTawel.

Billy Bunter bLlinded ab the wy-ieri-
ons missive. Then he gave a snort of
d!ﬂgust-

“Yours " grinved Iaxel

TMNo!” snovted Buanter. * I Jont want
the rubbishi I say, yvou fellows, Todds’s
gone out to tea. I'll tea with you chaps,
if you like.”

“The likefuloess i pot terrilic, oy
esteemed Bunter,”

Billy Dunter turned a deaf car 1o Lhat,
answer, and drew a chair to tho table

Hazel picked up the letter :

“T1'1l ask along tho Remove,” Lie said,
“1f nobody elaims it, I'H elick 1t on the
notice-board, for the owner to sco™

“That’a tho best thing you cuwn do”
aereed Wharton.

"Hazel left the study witd the letter in
Lis hand, and the chiums of the Bemove
forgot the maller in a fow moments.
Had they been aware 1hint Compton of
the I'iftu had dropped a leiter swlhien
Bunter's bashet of mixturee {eil on bis
head from the windwow of Bindy Wo, 1

EVERY SATURDAY

*0h I roared Boh Cherry.

two or three days ago, they might have
guessed the ownership:; but they wore
uneware of that circumstance, and therve
waa nothing in that rather curious letter
to make thore think of Compton.

In fiudy No. &, Tom Brown dis
claimed ownership; and in Study No. 3,
Ogilvy and Russell {ollowed suit. Next,
Ilazel locked into Study No. 4, whero
the Bounder and Tom Redwing were at
len,

YAnvbady want thiz  letter?"  ho
asked.  *licked vp in the quad;
owner unknown, Yours, Reddy 17

Tom Redwing glanced at the letler
arel shook his head.

“Yours, Swmithy '’

The Bounder fixed hLis eyes on the
lotker; it seomed to interest Llerbert
Vernon-Smoith.

“Not mine,” o said.  * Nobods's
name on ik, What are yvon going 1o do
with it, Hazel I

“Biick it up on the board if it docsn't
belong to a Remove man. TI'm not
going all over the school with it.”

ITazel took the lotter and went on up
the passage.

Vorpon-B8mith eat with o strangely
thoughtiul expression on hiz face. A
few minutes later he vose from tha table
and stopd in the doovway, locking out
inio the passage. .

Nedwing glanced at him,

“¥ou leven't finished your
Smithy,™ he said.

“Bother tea !” answerad the Dounder,
cver his shoulder,

Ile Lept his eves on the passage.
Mazeldene come bacl, the letter still in
hiz hand.

“Not a Romove aeked
Vernon-Smilh.,

“Wall, I'vo asked al! the chaps who
orn in ihe sludies,” answered Ilazel.
“ Nobody elaima it I'll etick it on ihe
hoavd downstaievs aflter tea”

]"“I'lu poing down; I'll take it 1f you
e
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Bunter fairly flew, barging info the Famous Five before he saw them.
rather like a battering ram, and Bob sat down, roatlng. Bunler s
from the shock, splattering, and sat down also.

ered back
“* Ooogh !** gasped Bllly Bunter.

“Iere you are, ihon,”

Hazel Lianded over the letter and went
to his study to tea. Vernon-8mith
walked away to the stairs,

Ia went down the Remove staircase
and stopped on the next Janding: thero
he carefully read that letter tizmu h
from the first word to the last, l%in
brows puckered with a puzzled expres-
sion.

More than a dozen Remove fellows
had scen that Ietter and given it no
apeeial attention; but, for some reason
or other, the Bounder of Greyfriars was
giving it very specinl attention indeed.
. From tho war ho pondered over it,
it might have been supposed that Le
was trying io read some secret betweon
the lines. On tha faco of it, the mis-
sive was simplo enowgh, and of no
interest to anyouo but the owner. Bnt
thiere were strange ideas working in the
keen mind of Herbort Vernon-Smith.

It was a very odd and unusnal letter
for & Greylriars man to receive. Few
schoolboys, if any, could have been
sending ‘boxos by oods train,” oapeci-
ally an “oak chest.””

ack into Vernon-Smith's mind came
an almost-forgotten incident. Ha re-
membered that Compton of the Iifth
had haed-a letter in his hand when the
disaster happenad 1o Lim wnder the
window of Study Ko, 1.

He had rushed wp to the spot and
ulled the Lasket off the IMifth Former's
wad, and had certaiuly not noticod

what had happened to ihe lelter—or
given it any thought at all

But be remembered now that Comp-
ten had glanced round him, and that

Coker had nzked him if he had dropped
anything.

ITad ﬁmnpmn dropped that letler?

If 5o, and if it ha en lozt, the new
man i the Fifth hed made neo inquicy

(Continucd on poge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

after it. ITe might have his reasons for
that—good reasons, if Vernon-Smith's
strange suspicions were well founded.

Probably, if it had blown away on the
wind, he would not expect it ever to
turn up again. If it did, there was
nothing in it to comnect it with him.
The Bonnder's thoughts worked quickly.

But if he was ﬂnnkingi of & hidden
meaning in that apparently simple mes-
sage, it was unreadable to him. After
g few minutes the Bounder took s note-
book from his pocket and copied down
the letter into it. ,

Thent hie went on down the stairs.

There wasa & lurking grin_on his face.
Smithy liked the new man in the Fifth,
Fven if he was what the Bounder sus-
pected him to bo, there was no proaof,
and Smithy could say nothing of what
he believed. He had hardly needed
Herry Wharton's advice to make him
realise that quite clearly. Neither did
e desire to take any step that would
harm the schoolboy smuggler—if,
indeed smuggler he was. Buog if it was
true, as Smithy felt convinced, that the
fellow was carrying on such a game &b
Creviriars, e was keen to put a spoko
in his wheol.

Outside Cireviriars he could do as he
liked, and Smithy would not care two
gtraws. Inside Greyfriars was another
matter. ‘That wes over the limit, 1n
the Dounder's opinion, and he would
put “paid ¥ to it if Le could.

That motive on the Bounder’s part
was good, but probably he was moved
just as much by the idea of entering
into & keen contest of wits, Teeling
perfectly friendly towards Compton

ysonally, he was going to defeat him,
if he could, if the fellow really was
smuggling through the sehool.

He stopped at the notice-board and
Fut up tll-E?eP IEEEH ql;-are. Three or four
i anced at it
El‘hﬂ’ingt the dooce is that? asked
Temple of the Fourth., | .
* Hazel picked that up in the %gad,
e:qpiaine};] thi’]]mmder. “Must belong
somebody.
. Sounds {mird.” snid Cecil Reginald
Temple, looking at it. " Whe the dooca
hers can be eending boxes and oak
chests by railway?’
The Bounder did not answer that, A
ponviction was growing in his mind that
that strange letter was in some sort of

cinher—a cipher that he intended to
nllii::',idutu. That was why he had taken
4 copy.

He strolled away to B window-seat,
whers he could keep his eyes on the
riotice-hoard. A good many fellows who
came along to look at tho board glanced
at the letter and commented on 1k

Blundell and Fitzgerald, Potter and
Circene, and Compton came along in a
g fo look at the games notices.
The Bounder beeame suddenly alert.

“Hallol What’s this? said Polter.

The Fifth Y¥ormers looked ot the
rather muddy letter,

“ Bomnehody lost a Iotter and somobody
found it,” said Blundell. “* Any of yon
men lost &2 lebber 2
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None of them bad. it seemed. The
Dounder's eyes were on Compton as Le,
like the others, glanced at it. But the
handsomo faee expressed no special in-
terest. Iaving looked at the games
notices, the Fifth Form men walked on.

Vornon-Smitn gave it up and cleared
off. Compton had not taken the letter—
but Srmithy had e stronpg suspicion that
he would have done so had he been
alone.  He did net thirk that that
letter would remain on the board after
the naw Fifth Former had a chance of
annexing it unnoticed. _

A cﬁu?la of hours later, when the
Remove fellows were dguing up to prep,
Vernon-3mith glanced at the notice-
board sgpain—and grinned.

The letter was gone | )

The owner, evidently, had seen it and
taken it—and Herbert Vernon-Simith
was quite cortain that the owner hed
lmk'eg for an opportunity to do so when
10 eyes were upon him.

And he had not the slightest doubt
that thet owner was in the Fifth Form,
and that his name was Valentine Comp-
ton. And, further, he was convineed
that that letter, little as it secmed to do
so, dealt with the strange business which
he believed Valentine Compton was en-
gaged in with his uncle, Captain Comp-
ton, of the stenin-yacht Firefly. And if
there was such a secret in the Jetter, the
Bounder of Greviviars was going to put
his finger on it.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Carne’s Catch !

b WOT I'' said Carne.
5 i Loder and Walker glanced at
iim,

The three Sixth Form men
were standing in a group; they wete
talking “gee-goes "—a favourite topro
with Loder and Walker. Carne had
rathor given up his interest in that en-
trancing topie of late in favour of
Soeccer. But his disappeintment in foot-
bell matters hed, perhaps, revived it
Cerald Loder welpomed him back like
a straved sheep into the fold, as it were,
And tﬂa threo of them were keenly dis-
cussing the chances of Bonny Blue for
the two o'clock, when Carne made that
unexpected remarls.

Tha nest moment,
friends saw the reason -
Compton of the Fifth was passing with
a rather big notebook under his arm,
and, from the dircction he was taking,
it appearcd that he was going to the
librayvv, ; ;

He heard Carne's jeer—as he was in-
tended to do—and a faint smile glim-
meved on his handsome face But he
did not look at the Sixth Form men, or
take any other notice of them; he
walked on, turned the corner into tha
long library corridor, and disappeared.

“Tilthy sap1” said Carne. “I wonder
a rotten smug like that plays footer at
alll Prout’s got him library leave to
mug up. What do you think

“Dunno—and den’t specially want
to,” vawned Walker _

“T've heard some Fifth Torm men
telking about it,” zaid Carne contemnptu-
ously. “Ever heard of Priscianus?®

“Man't say I have!” answered Loder,

“\Weall, that's itl¥ said Carne.
“There's & Priscianus in the library,
nn:.'l that smug's got leave to ralke into
3. '

“Neo accounting for tastes!™ eaid
Whalker, with a shrug of the shoulder.
“Y find Livy tough erough. Whe the
docee was Prizcianus ¥

“Blessed if I know| Compton does
sneered  Carne, “1 hear that old

however, his
and prinncd.

Prout’s fearfully pleazed with Lim.
Putrid swot!”

“Billy ass!” said Loder.
vou gomng, Carne?

Coarpe grinned unpleazantly.

“0Oh, I'm going to the library!™ ha
said. “Why not? Prefects have
library leave without greasing up to o
Form-master, It may help that smug
te get on with his smugging, if I drop
a few hoolks about.™

“What rot!” eaid Loder and Walker
together. : -

edless of their nrmmn, Arthur
Carne walked into the library corridor
after the fellow he called a “swot.”

There was no doubt that any fellow
at Greyfriars who had the remarkable
desire to dig into such an  anciens
author as Priscianuns, wasz liable to be
regarded as & swot, & smug, and & sap.
There was only oue copy of that ancient
author in the schosol, the property of the
Head, and it had certainly never been
known before for & Greyiriars man to
ask leave to look at it. l'ellows deubted
whether the Head ever did—but they
did not doubt that, if he did, it gove
him & headache! ;

Byt Compton was o amazingly good
at games that he was never fikﬂl}' to
ba callad swot and smug, oxecept by
Carne, who was ready fo snateh I.I]; any
stick to beat the fellow he disliked.

As Coker gencrously put it, wihy
shouldn’t & fellow work, if Lo plaved
a good gpame as well? 3

mpton's keenness on classic lore
made Prout beam—and_ the Fifth
Formers sgreed to regard it as an
amiable weakness, to be tolernted and
excused, in a fellow who played Socuer
as Complon did!

Carne walked down the corridor to
the library with a sneering grin on his
face. It was several di:.]}a since that
scena in the games siudy—but Carne

“Wheie are

had not forgotten it, and still less had
he forgotten that Compton had the
place m tho first eleven whickh he re-
garded as his own.

Prefects could walk into the library
whenever they liked. Certainly, it was
rather undignified for a Sixth Form
prefect to rag like a fap—but if Carne
colild ot get at hiz enemy one way, lie
had to get at him ancther.

He could not bother Compton in
games, but in swotting he counld, and he
was going to. Digging into Priscianus
m}uig be done under dilfienltics, wilh
Carne opening okecases, shifting
chairs, dropping books, and generally
making himself a nuisance.

With thet pleasant intention in view,
Carne walked into the hibrory—not with
the quiet tread with which a fellow

generally entered that apartment, but
‘with & heavy tramp. :

Dm::a mzide, however, Le stared in
Surprise.

Compton was not thera!

Carne stared round the room.

Tt was a larpe, lofty rooms, with a
good many armobaira scatfered about,
and some settecs. A fellow might have
been sitting in a quiet corner, out of
sight, Bunt he =oon ascertained ihat
Clompton was not present. DMoreover,
he ascortained nlsg that the ponderons
volume of Priscianms was in ils usual
place, undisturbed,

Yot the fellow must have come there.
True, there were several pnssoges off
the main corvidor, and Compion might
have walked away by any of them. But
why should he go to the lilvary, simply
to walk ewar again, with Lis big netc-
book conspicnons under his arm?

A sudden suspicion shot ivte Carne's
mind.

Ha walked back down the eordidor.
and stopped at the spot where the secrot
panel opened,



FPlonty of fellows were keen to explore
tho hid{ien recesses behind that %&nal,
Lut for tho stern and strict prohibition
of the headmaster. That prohibrtion
was stricter than ever since Coker’s
aceident in the wnderground passage.

Compton, very likely, was as keen as
anyone clse. Library leave gavo him
the chance of pessing that panel un-
sugpected, while any other follow could
not enter the corridor at all without
danger of heing spotted.

“By gum ! muttered Carne,

“If that fellow had gone out of
bounds—and it looked like it—this was
Uarne's chance. He pressed tho spring
and opened the pancl. Beyond was the
oaken door at the top of the spiral stair
—and Carne had only to strike a match
to sea that it was unbolted.

Someons had passed through!

Was it Compton of the Fifth?

Carne coul scz_m:eli.' have any doubt
that it was. This fellow, who was in
his Form-master’s good graces, was
breaking bounds, like some reckless fag
of the lower Forma.

No doubt he fancied himself perfectly
safe. Anyone seeing him head for the
library with that notebook under his
arm would havo supposed—as Carne
had sirtjppmad——thut he was going to
“swob ¥ as usual. Only Carne’s bright
idea of “ragping” in the library
while Compton “sapped ™ there, had
cangsed him to spot the breaker of
bounds—the sheerest chance, which no
fellow could possibly have foreseen!

Carpe laughed softly.

He struck ancother match, and shot
the bolts, Somebody was beyond that
osken deor, and he had no doubt that
it was Compton of the Fifth. IHe hoped
it was.

Whoover it was, was caught now. Ha
could not get back through a bolted
door, and either he had to knoek till
he was heard, or wait till hoe was
searched for, like Cokerl

Carne clozed the panel, sand walked
away, grinning. his was rather
better than “ragging » the swotb in the
itbrary. This meant a sertous row for
the most popular fellow at Greyfriars—
it meant trouble with the Head. More-
over, it was in the way of duty—it waa
a prefect’s dity to spot breakers of
bounds! Carne was not s whale on
duty, but he performed this duty with
great satizfaction. In a very cheery
maeod, he walked away, to tell his
friends of that lucky cateh,

— ar

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape for Bunter!

L IT crikey " breathed Billy
O Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove
shivered like a fat jelly.
Tla had esuze to be alarmed.
Billy Bunter, at that moment, was in
Arthur Carne’s etudy in the Sixth.

Cevgainly he had no business thera that
hd sould heve explained fo Carne.

Bince the episode in the Fifth Form
ames study, Billy Bunter had been
gnﬂl%ing Carne of the Sixth even more

sedulously than he bad previously
dodged Compton of the Fifth.

Carne had whopped him, but he had
ook left it at that, Three or four times
tinco then Carne had come across the
Owl of the Remove, and never without
pulling a fat ear, or cuffing a fat head,
if Buuter was within hia reach.

In such eiroumstances, it was raiher
veckleas of the fat Owl to bhe in Carne’s
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stuidly at that moment. But the coast
had scemed clear to Bunter.

Ho bad seen Loder, Walker, and
Carno in a. group. He had seen Corne
walk' away to the hbrary, and Loder
and Walker go inte the former’s study
and shut the deoor. Nobody elso was
about. A fat Owl who had a bottle of
fﬂm ta pour into an inkpot counld
wrdly have hoped for a better oppor-
tunity.

Bunter had rolled inte Carne’s study.
He had emptied. the ink from the ink-
pot into Carne’s armchair, and replaced
it with gum. This was an extremel
satisfactory procesding to a fat Ow
whose fat cars had been pulled.

Having performed that satisfactory
procesding, Bunter opened the etndy
door’ & few inches end blinked inte the
passage through hiz big spectacles, to
nake sure that the coast was still clear
before he retreated,

One blink was enough—then Bunter
nnderstudied a fat jelly. For the first
object on which his eves, and his speec-
tacles, foll was Arthur Carne of the
Sixth Form!

Thoe prefect was coming down ihe
pusqalge, grinning as he came,

Billy Bunter bhinked at him 1n horror.

Carne was dangerous at close quarters
ot tho best of times. If he found
Bunter in his study, ink in the gprm-
chair, and gum in the inkpot— Tt
was no wonder that the fat Owl
shivered |

It seemed too good to be true, when
Carne stopped chort of his study. He
stopped at Loder's door, and threw it
aper.

I_E-unter breathed again,

If the beast was going in to see Loder,
thers was a chance of beating a hurried
rotreat unzeen.

But the beast did not. go in! He
slood looking in at Loder’s doorway,
with the grin still on his face. Bunter
heard hia voice—in reply to some
question from a fellow inside the study.

“He's not in thoe Lbrary. Bags are
off. I fancy he won't bo seen again
before cslling-ovor !

“What the dickens——" came Loder’s
WO .

“Compton's out of bounds!”
Carne.

“What vot! You saw him going to
the library to swati”

“Hea's not therel And T guessed
where he was!” chueckled Carne, *1I
found the door to the secrot passage

unbolted.”
You think-—"

said

“Oh pgad! :

“I joliy well know I"* Carne laughed.
“I've bolted the door on him 1"

“Ha, hal” camo from Loder’s study.

“It’s a cetch,’” grinned Carne. * The
Head's fearfully shirty about anybody
going down thet seeret passage, since
Coker had his accident there. I don't
know whether he'll flog ¢ Fifth Form
man like & junior, but you can hank
en it that Compton’s booked for =
fearful row.”

“Berve him jolly well right, if hco's

breaking bounds like coma silly [og !
guid Walkor,

“Buare 1 was Compioni”  asked
Loder.

“Well, it's somebody—and Complon’s
not in the library, Whoever it is will
get a show-up 1™

“Aust be a gout,” =aid Lader.
“What the dooce docs he want fo voot
about in a filthy old underground pas-
saga fori

“Well, lots of fellows wonld want fa,
if it wasn't out of bounds. Dut it jolly
woll i3, chuckled Carme, “I =av,
Pront takes roll in ITall this avenioo,
IIa {hinks no end of that vew ik,
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Waich his faco. when ho learns thaf
E:nmlpt.nn’ﬂ missing.”

“Ha, ha, hal

“Come in end take a pew, old man,”
sald Loder.

Billy Bunter's fat face brightoncd as
he heard that. He could puess that
Loder and Walker were smoking cigar-
ettes in that study, and he hoped that
Carne felt the necd of a smoke.

“Thanks—no ! said Carne.  **Bad
for the wind,” Iividently cigarcttes
were on in Loder's study,

Bunter's fat face fell again.

It was very sensible of Carne, nto
doubt, to avoid cigarettes, when ha
wanted to excel at footer. But Billy
Bunter could not help wishing {hat
Carne had been a littls less senstble on
this cccasion.

There was a laugh from Gerald Loder
in tho study.

“Oh, don’t be a goat, Carne! Yon
won't want your wind on Wednesday
at Lantham. Think Wingate's going to
change his mind 1

Carne ecowled.

“Trickle in, old bean,” said Walker,

""What's the pood of pi? It doesn't
scem to have rmagbht veu anythig.”
‘arne hesitated: but he nodded, and

stepped  inte the study. He had
drepped bad habits, for the sake of
the footer. But he was not wanted n
the Lantham match; end his reform,
probably, had not gone very deep.

He went into Loder's study, and the
daor shut.

That was & satisfaction to William
George Bunter, at least. Bunter gaszped
with relief when Carne disappearad
into Loder's study. The sound of the
door closing was music to his fab ears,

The coast was clear at last

The fat Owl blinked up and down
the passage through his big spectacles,
and rtolled hurriedly out of Carne's
study.

He lost no time in getting out of the
dangerous gquarters of the Sixth. 'There
was no danger now of Carne discover-
ing who had juggled with ink and
gum in hiz study. There was a happy
surprise in store for Carne when he sat
in the ink, and dipped his pen into
tha gum.

Billy Bunter chuckled a fak chuckle
as he rolled away to the Rag, Ila
mased & group of Fiflth Form men on
vis way, and grinved, as he cavght
some words from Blundell.

“ Anybody scen Compion?™

“(Oh, he’s on his swnttinig stunt 1
said Potter. “1I saw him with hia jolly
old notebool. He'll be in the library,’”

“ Fancy that chap swotting, the way
he plays Soceer, too!”™ remarked

rocho.

“Well, it's rather weird,” admilted
Blundeall. * But avery man fo his taste,
you know., I don’t say 1 can see what
he zees in it, but & man who plays foot-
ball as Compton does, can do a3 ke
jolly well likes.™

“ile, he, he!” came inveluntarily
from Dunter, :
After what The bad heard in tha

Sixth, the Owl of the Removo knew
better than the Fifth Formers where
Valentine Comptlon waa,

The seniors glanced round ab him.
Rlundell, with a frown, let out a foot.
Why Bunter cackled, ha did not know,
and did not want to know: but it had
to be made clear to a fag that he could
not cackle at Fiflth ¥orm men.

Bunter ceased to cackle on the spot.
ITe yelled instead.

“Ow! Wow "

Aned the fat junior scullled away to
the Rag.

Twe Macrer Lispany.—No. 1,502,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

A Friend in Need !

" SAY, vou follows I
I Thers were a dozen or more
of the Remove in the Rag aftor
ten.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood by the
window, talking to Lord Mauleverer,
whose lazy limbs were streiched at full
length in the window-scat. Peter Todd,
Ogilvy, and Tom Brown were arguing
about the respective merits of the new
man Compton and old Wingate on the
footer field., Fisher T. Fish was gaing
through all his pockets, one alter
another, with a worried 1 on  hig
bony face, in search of a halipenny he
creaded that he had lost. Hazeldens
was telling two or three fellows that
somebody eeemed to have claimed that
lost letter he had found in the quad, as
1t had been taken from the board.
Vornon-Smith, eitting rather apart
from other fellows, was conning over
a papor he held in the palm of his
hand, with a wrinkle of thought in
his brow, Tom Redwing was playing
chesa with Squiff. ;

With all those fellows present, DBilly
Bunter, no doubt, expected & reply
when he squeaked. DBut he received mo

I'EEI;.. :
unter, clearly, had something to say,
He generally had. Equally elearly the

fellows did not want to hear it. They
generally didn't.
*I gay, you fellows!” squeaked

Bunter again. * Compton’a copped !
Then DBunter received attention.

Every fellow in the Rag locked
round, excopt Fisher T. Fish. Fishy
wae- indifferent to Compton, and to

the rost of the .population of the uni-
verse, while that halfpenny was missing.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo "' exclaimed Ba
Cherry. “*What's that?”

* Copped 1" repeated Harry Wharton,
“What do you mean, you ass?”

Vernon-Smith started.
paper in his hand into his pocket, and
vose guickly. to his feet. _

VWith such slrange suspicions in his
mind concerning the new fellow in the
Fifth, it was rather startling to Bmithy
to hear that he had been “copped.”
Ho wondered, for a moment, whether
Valentine Compton had been found
with contraband goods in his possession.
““Compton copped!”’ he repeated.
“What's happened? Who—"

Billy Bunter grinned. He had got
the fellows intorested. Every fellow,
aexcepting Fishy, was intent to hear the
THEYWE.

“Carne's copped him !Y said Bunter.

“Corna 7" repeated Wharton, " What
utier rot! Compton's not the fellow to
Ao anythihg a prefect counld nail him
far.”

* Bosh I growled Johnny Bull.

“The boshiuloess is  terrifie, my
idiotic Buntor ¥

“Wick him ™ said Squilf.

“0h, really, youn fellows! Perliapsz
vou know belter than T do. I heanrd

Carne telling Loder and Walker, and
chance 1t.*

“YWhat's he done, then?" asked
Skinner. “1 mean, bLeside pushing
Carne out of the first eleven? We
know Carne’s down on him for that.”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“He's done nothing,” said Farere
Wharion, frowning. " Only Bunter
talking out of the back of his silly neck,

as usual.™ >
“That's all you know!™ jeecred
Bunter. “I can tell you I heard Carne
talking to Leoder, and he said—don't
chuck thot cushion at me, Bob Cherry,
von beast ™
V' Magrer Lisnaey.—XNo. 1,502

He thrust the.

THE MAGNET

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“He sajd—keep that cushion away,
you rotter ™

“Let the fat ass speak 1" exclaimed
Vernon-Smith  impatiently., “ Look
here, Bugior) Why has a prefect
drnpﬂp(—:d on Compton "

" Breaking bounds,”

triumphantly.
. “Rubbish I” said Harry, *Compton’s
in the Houze. I saw him. not half an
hour 880, with a notebook under his
JLTINE,

“He, he, hel” .

“You blithering bloater, if he's In
the House, he ¢an’t be out of bounds!”
hooted Dob Cherry.,

“What about the sceret paneli”
grinned Bunter. **Ain't that out of
bounds? The Head's fearfully par
ticular about that.”

Harry Wharton started a little as he
met the Bounder's plance. Smithy's
eves pleamed with mockery,

“1 say, vou fellows, Compton's gone
down that gecret passage, and Carne’s
spotted him,” said Bunter. “I say,
I'm sorry for old Compton! He's not
a bad chap really. T jolly well know
now that wasn't ‘going. to boot a
chap for maI-:ing & mistake, but that
beast Carne—"

M Ias Carne reported him?* asked
Yernon-Smith.

“0Oh, no! He knows he's gone, and
he told Loder that he's bolted the door
after him, to shut him out,” explained
Bunter. *“He never saw him go, I
fa_mq:y, and he wouldn't risk reporting
him, unless ha was sure, of course, But
with tho door bolted the chap can't
get back. He will be missed at calling-
OVEer.

Harry Wharton & Co.
glances,

said Dunter

exchanged

The eame thonght was in all their.

minds, 1f this was true, and old Comp-
ton was in & scrape, a helping hand
wonld not come amiss,

“Look here, Bunter, if you've it
right—" said the captein of the
Remove,

1 tell you I heard Carne saying so.
He said thet Compton wasn't in the
library, and he found the secret door
unbolted—and bolted it to shut him out,
He was grinning over it like anything.”

“8illy ass to take the risk!” said
Skinney, “If the door's bolted on him
he's copped, for o cort.”

Harry Wharton strolled towards the
door. Most of the fellows guessed his
intention easily enough, and grinned.
It was risky for a junier to appronch the
forbidden zpot; but Wharton wns more
than ready to take that rizk to lend
Comipton & hand if he was shut ont of
the House. It meant a tremendous row
for him if he wds discovered.

YVernon-Bmith followed him from the
Rag. He tapped Wharton on the arm
it the passago outside.

“What do you think now " he asked,
in 8 low voice,

“1 think it's up to somebody to let
Compton out, as that fat chump has
nosedd out that he's in & scrape”
answered Harry.

“You know what I mean” snaplp-od
the Bounder. * What do you think he's
gone down to the sce-cave fori”

“Pozens of fellows wounld like o
explove the place,” said Harry. “Why
a‘tlzﬂll]::j;i’t Complon, as much as anybody
clen f

“You don't think he’s got any speecial
husiness in  tho sea-cave!” snecred
Vernon-Smith.

“No more than Coker had, when he
went down,” said Harry. “No more
than Hobby had, when he tried to go.”

“All right!” The Bounder shrugged
his shoulders. “No good telling yon
that smugeled goods were run into the

cavc::fmm 8 steam wacht for him to pick

Harry Wharton langhed.

“No good at alll” he answered.

“Well, you're & fool "

“You're repeating vourself, Smithy.
I've had that.”

“I'll tell you this,” said the Bounder.
“Compton will come back with come-
thing that's been landed in the cave for
him to pick up. That's why lLe's gone.
You're gmng' te let in & smuggler, with
the goods an him.”

“Rot! Mean to eay vou'd leave him
to it because that cad Carne has nailed
him ¥ asked Harry scorafully. “*Wo
all know why Carhe iz watching fo#
chances to score over him. You'd——"

“No, I wouldn’t. I'd cut along and
let him out, if vou didn'ti” said the
Bounder. “But I know what I know, all
the same, I ean tell .you this, I
like the chap, and I want to do him
Lm ha;_rm, but I'm going to stop his game

Bri,

"ﬁia game—nhis gari?e’a Eﬂﬁccnr—-—‘

18 game's smuggling |

“Huh‘tﬁs’h’!" el

The Bounder shrugged Liz shoulders
and went back into the Rag and
resumed pondering over the copy of the
lost letter,

Harry Wharton walked awar in the
direction of the library ecorridor.

It was some time before he found an
opportunity of slipping into that for-
bidden corridor unobserved. But he
found a chanece at last, and cut along to
the secret panel.

To open the panel, uwnbalt the oaken
door within the wall, and eless the panecl
again oceupied the captain of the
Remove lesz than a minute,

If any fellow, Compton or not, was
out of bounds in that direction, the way
back was open to him now.

Wharton lost no fime 1in getting clear
of the spot. He was smiling when ho
rejoined his friends in the Rag.

“All serene!™ asked Bob,

ki l.]l.t-ﬂ- 1]?‘

i ton’s rather an nss to do it,”
said Johnny Bull slowly. “He's n
genior, and he jolly well kuows belicr

“I’m not at all sure that he has done
it,” answered Harry., “Carne fancics
he has, but he max be mistaken. Any-
how, if Carne thinks he's gob him in a
cleft stick his face will be worth watch-
ing when Compton answers to his name
at roll.”

And the juniora climckled at the
prospect of that pleazant surprize for
Carne of the Bixth,

N S

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Catch !

i C OMPTOXN 1"
Ve adsmn l_l]l
Carna of the Bixth fairly

jumped.

Mr, Prout was taling roll in Hall

Carne’s eyes were fixed on Prout. IHe
was waiting for Prout to eall that par-
ticular name, to repeat it when there
was no answer, and to stare 1n surprise
when he found fhat that member of lus
Form was eutting roil

Instead of which, Comptlon’s " adsum
followed that of the othes fellows as
their names were oalied.

Carne stared vound at the Fifth
blankly. ]

He Kad been certain—he had known
for an absolute fact—that Compton could
not be there. Iie had no doubt that, in
these very moments, Compton was on
the wrong . side of a bolted door, in &
state of desperation at inevitable dis-
covery, Compton was net prescot—he
conld not be prezent |

Carne’'s eves glittered,

>

It was fag



from unheard-of {or one [ellow to
answer “sum M for another, if that
ather had the misfortunoe to be late for
voll. Carne jumped to that as an ex-
planation lundell, or Potter, or
areene had apswered for Compton, to
Loep him out of & row.

Hall was a little dusky, Prout was
far from observant—especially of hoys
i his own FForm. That was it

Carne stared acrossz at the Fifth, who
woera mmotheir places in a crowd.,  One
follow was not easy to pick up in the
crowd, and, w3 16 happened, Bluendell's
bulky form interposed. Compton was
not there. A pal bad answered for hun,
as thoughtless pals did, at times. Carne
was certain of that!l

A prefect had his duty to do. Avthur
Carne stepped up to My, Prout, who
was taking the next ngme on the roll.

“Excuse me, sin” gaid Carne, ™1
think Compton is absent.” '

“ What—what 1" boomed Prout,

He gave that dutiful prefect a far

from pleasant glance. Frout did not
like this at all, Prout’s Form-—in
I'vout's opinion, ot least—was like

Cazar's wife, above suspicion!

“1 think, siy 2x

“What do you mean, Carne?” said
Prouw testily, “How can a boy be
abzent when he bas just answered his
name! You are talking nponsense,
Carne 1"

*1 ikink some olher fellow answered
for him, sie!™

“xonsense!  Buch tricks may be
iz'la-,'_.'ed in a junior o, such as the
temove, but not in the Fifth Form—
certalnly not in the Fifth Form 1™

Carue set his lips. Ii that old ass,
Prout, tlu:mght ha was getting by with
thiz, that old ass, Prout, was muking a
mistala |

“1 repeat, sir, that Compton is
absent 1* said Carpe. “1 am certain
of it. WIill vou repeat the name, sirf”

Snort from Proutl

1 will certainly do 301 he snapped.

“Compton is certainly present, as he
answerad to his name. However, I will
call him again. Compton [

* Adswm ™
“Are you
snapped Pront.

Carne bveatived hard, The voico that
answered from the Filih undoubtedly
pounded like Compton’s. Had he mada
a mistake?

Frout’s pause in calling the names
attracted attention. Everybody ecould
sea that Carne was speaking to him,
and wondered why he had intercupted
roll. Certain members of the Remove
knew, and grinned at one another.

“Dear old Carne’s quite surpriszed ¥
mmemused Bob Cherry.

“The  surprisefuloess  ia terrifie 1
ehuckicd Hwrree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, yvou fellows, Compion must
have got back 17 squeaked Billy Bunter,
“I say., did you fellows hear him
answeri”

“Bhut ap, fathead 1.

“Well, 1" joily =ure Carne thought
tha t—"

“ Bhut up )

"1 heard biin say to Loder—ow ! Stop
trampitg oy fook, you beast | Wow [

Aly, Prout waeas staring—or, rather,
glaving-—at Carne, as if bent on starving
prdd- glaring himg back to his place. Bug
Carne was not hesten yeb. That answer-
ing voice did sound like Compton's, but
it conld not be Compton's, if Compton
was not there !

satizfied now, Carne?”
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ing nonsense, Carne 1" Mr. Prout siaved
along tha hrall, “Compton,” he baomed,
“ pleaso stand out! A Hixth Form pre-
foect fangies that you aro out of bounds,
Cowmpton | Please let evervone =ce thas
you are prezent.”

* Certainly, siv|?

Valentine Compton emerged from the
ranks of the Mifth, with a- surprised
expression on his face.  Ho stood in
full view of everyonae in Hall who was
interested in the matter, a2 most of the
fellows werse, by this time.

Carno stared at him, hiz jaw drop-
ping !

It was Compton, there wasz no mistake
about that! Ho was presont, though
Carne had not seen hivn, he could see
him now !

“\Welli” boomied Prout, in indignant
wrath. “Can you see Compton, Carne i

“Oh " pasped Carne. “ Yes!V

“Then," said Prout, with over-
whelming sarcasm, "no donbt you are
satisfied that ha 15 present to answer his
namo ot roll-call, Carne 1

Carne made no answer {o thak

He backed away from the pgeneral
stare, his face borming. Prout sonorted,
and went on with the roll.

Loder and Walker exchanged a wink.
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Loder and Walker exchanged another
wink. They found the expression on
Carne’s face rather amusing

“Tt beats me,”" muttered Carna. “The
deor was unbolted, 1 bolted it, aud--—"2
He gritted his teeth. “I can't make it

ouk—"

“I ean’t!” said Leder, laughing.
“Bome young rasenl has been out of
Lounds gg that door, and left it un-
bolted when he came back, That's liow

vau found it unbolted, old bean !?

“0h1” gasped Carne.

Walker chuckled.

“What » selil” he remarked.
“I—1 suppose—" muttered Carne.

“No supposing asbout it!¥ grinued
Loder. © ’ghat's how it was, usgﬂt'-:-ry-
body's here! You bolted nobody out,
old tulip 1"

FProut, having fGnished calling the
names, dismissed the school. He pgave
Carne of the Sixth a glare before he
rolled away.

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced rather
curiously at Compron of the Fiftls whoa
they went out of hall, They wondered
whether he had been out of bounds ir

They hoad supposed
that Carne had it
right, &s he had
told them o, Now
they had ne doult
that Carne had had
ik wrong |

“No catch I mur-
mured Loder,

“How did he get Fr o
back Lreathed hie
Carne. "1 tell you
I bolted the doar on
him. I was abso-
lutely certain! How
did ha get back #*

“That's an easy
pne,” chuckled
Walker. “ He never
‘?Ent\-r.‘?

“1 tell you——*"

“It's no pood tell-
ing me that ho got
throvgh a  bolted
door, old bean! It
wag somebody  elin
vou bolted out, not
Compton at all,”

“Oh1”  muttered
Carno.

He realised that
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MIANE Was missing |

Nobody was shut
ot on the  other
side of the oaken
door, neither
Complon  nor any |
other fellow !

“I'do not believe that Complon is
prezcont, eie™ perstpted Carme. " 1've
reason fo heliove that hie has gone out
of beuneds™

“You can have no rcason io believe
anything of ike kind, Carne. Huch a
belicf i= merely shsurd,. You arve talk-
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the scerct passage, or whether 1t was
gsome other fellow that Carne had so
ncarly copped, - :

Compton, chatiing pleazantly with
Blundell and Fitr.{;m.-ald, certainly did
not look like a fellow who had recently
been breaking bounds and running the
risk of & tremendous row. It scemed
ta the Co. likely enough that Carne had
made 2 mistake, the wish being
father to the thought, and that the
Lreaker of bounds had been some junior,
perhaps Hobby of the Shell trying it on
R Zain.

But there was one fellow, at least,
who had no doubt. The Bounder of
Greyfriars was glad that Compton had
noi been Cﬂl‘lpﬂg, but he had not the
stightest doubt that Compton was the
man, any more than he doubted why
he had gone by the secret passage o
the smuggler’s cave.

—— i

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Clue !

& OMING down, Smithy
C 1 Nu 1|||i

“Tike me to stay up®”
[ N':I' IJ‘J
3 Redwing left Study No. 4 and shui the
oor.

The Bounder was left alome.

Prop was over in the Remove, end
the juniors were going down., Most of
themn were thinking chiefly of the first
cleven match  with  the Lantham
Ramblers, which was dus on the
morrow. No mateh being on in the
Remove, quite a number of that Form
had decided to go over to Lantham and
cncourage the first cleven with their
presence.  Inm fact, 1t was certain that
there would be an army of Greyfriars
men on the Lantham ground on Wednes-
day afternocon. Every footballing fellow
was keen to sce the new recruit,
Clompton, in his first school match.

Smithy was thinking of Compton,
though not as a [ocotballer. He was
thinking of him as the suspected
stiggler !

IF'or days now, that copy of the lost
letter had been in Smithy's hands; and
the more he conped over it, and
pondered over it, the more ho was con-
vineod that it was some sort of a eipher
or cryplogran.

Fvery other follow whe had seen it
had forgotten it by that time. Nobody
was interested in the goods that were to
be zent by goods train, or the cak chest
that was to be delivered at Lantham
not later than Wednesday,

But the Bounder was assured that that
Yeiter, if only he could discover its real
meaning, had no connection whatever
with goods by goods train, or oak chests.

It was, on the face of it, a very un-
nsusl letter, addressed to no one, signed
by no one. It could hardly belong to a
bov in the school i it meant what it
seemed (o mean.  If it belonged te a
master, who had lost i, Eurnl;,r that
master would have made some mquirg
alter o lost letter. No such inguiry ha
been made. .

Thero had existed a remote pessibility
that the letter did not belong to Grey-
friasrs at all. It had clearly been out
in the wind and the rain, blowing
sboul; and might imaginably have
blown in over a2 wall. DBut the fact that
tho unknown owner had taken it from
the nolice-board sctiled {hat!

. That made it clear that the owner was
in the school, And that owner had made
no mention of the matter, had not -

quired_how the letter came to be there,
Tie Macxer Lasnary.—INo, 1,502,
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or who had found it: elearly, to
Smithy's mind at least, desired that
nothing should be £aid on tho subject.

More and more the Bounder was
convinced that that letter had beesn in
Compton's hand when the fot and
fatuous Owl dropped the basket of mix-
tura on his head. It had blown away,
and Compton had not ventured to in-

wire after it, and if he had looked
or it, naturally he had not found a
letter blown about in the winter winds.
It was by the merest chanece that Hazel
had picked it up.

_And more and more Smithy was con-
vinced that the ostensible message in
that Iettor covered a hidden meaning.

If Compton was indeed ongaped in a
law-breaking enterprise, in confederacy
with Captain Compton, or more likely
under hiz orders, eommunication would
have to be made with great care on such
e matter. There was always the danger
of & letter being seen, or being dropped,
or lost by aeccident, as, indeed, had
getually happened in the present case.

If that letter dealt with what the
Bounder suspected, it would have be-
trayed the schoolboy smuggler on the
spot, had it been written in plain
English. Thirty or forty fellows, at
least, had seen 1t before it was taken
from the board.

Leit alone in his study, the Bounder
bent his. brows over his copy of that
—to him—mysterious missive.

Wednesday was mentioned in the
letter. That word, of courze, might be
part of the cipher, if cipher there was,
On the other hand 1t might refer to the
Wednesday that was now coming, to-
morrow, the day of the Lantham match.

If that was the case, and if it con-
tained hidden instructions to Captain
Compton’s nephew, Smithy had no more
time to lose, if he was to take a hand in
e Eame.

On that he was inﬂexihl% determined.
Hiz personal liking for Compton, his
real admiration for & fellow who was,
in most woys at least, a splendid fellow,
made no difference to his resolve.

If smuggling was going on through
tha mediom of CGreyfriars School the
Bounder was going to put paid to it. He
could reasonably take the view that that
was any fellow’s duty, though this
peeuliar kind of a conflict, this battle of
keen wits, probably appealed to him
maore than that consideration.

But what was the secret?

Had Compton known from that letter
that some consipnment of smuggled
goods was ready in the cave? Was that
why he had slipped away by the secrot
passage and so narrowly cscaped being
caught out by Carne of the Sixth? Yer-
non-Smith was assured of it. But what
was the seoret?

He had read that strange missive over
and over again till he knew it by heart.
He had tried reading it backwards, but
“ Wodnesday than later net Lantham,™
ete. did not look promising.

Ho had tried reading the initials of
the words, in acrostic form: bui only
Fmdumd such a meaningless string of
ctters as I, ¥, C, P, T, and so on, and
gavo that up.

He had examined it from every angle,
and still it told him nothing. He did
not begin to doubt whether it wos a
cipher: he was absalutely certain of it
But he began to doubt whether he would
over elucidate it. .

Somoe rearrangement of the words, he
felt, was the clue to the secret. But what

rearrangement?
There was an  infinite pumber to
chiivose frown, running inte millions, if

not billions,

He rose from the table at last, and
moved restlessly about the study, angry,
irritated, but ns determined as ever.

Every now and then he glanced at the
paper lying on the table. It seemed to
mock him, with its outward meaning
clear to the eve, at a glance; its in-
ward meani if a.ny—-—diepl&r hidden.

Suddenly he stopped, his
coming quickly, his eyes almost blazing.
Glaneing st the letter, he caught several
words .that, separated by other words,
gecmed to make sense if read one after
arother.

“By gum!” breathed the Bounder.

Wasz it the clue?

He leaned over the letier, scanning 1t
cagerly.  “Put the goods ™ were the
three words that had caught his eye,
running together.

Was that it? Were a certain number
of words to be picked out from the mes-
sage, strung together, and formed into
another and shorter messagoe?

If so, they must run in some regular
order, to conform to o code known by
the reeipicut.

Swiftly the Boundoer counted the
words he had spotted. “Iut * was the
fourth word., “The” was the next
fourth word. *“Goods " was tle fourth
apain, counting onward.

His eves Hashed. Ile liad it now!

Hea knew that he had it}

Taking out a pencil. he vnderlined
every fourth word in the letter. Then
he read them, one after another:

“Put the %-m:u:ls in the cak at Lantham
Wednesday.

broath

e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy en the Scent !

ERNON-SMITH laughed.
v He laughed aloud, in zheer
exultation.
He had succceded |

There was no doubt of that |

Not by chance did every fourth word
in that peculiar letter form s different
sentence, with 8 totally different
IMeaning.

He had discovered the secret cipher!

Who, at Greyfrisrs Schiool, was receiv.
m‘i a letter written in o secret cipber?
Who at Greyfriars had any goods to be
hidden in an oak on gecret instruclions ¥
Whe but Captain Compton's nephew ?

Grinning, the Bourder wrofe out the
inessage afresh, putting every fourth
word into capifal letiers. This was the
result :

“If vou can PUT the boxes on THE
ten-twenty-five GOODS train they'll be
IN good time for THE second delivery.
The QALK chest should ba AT the
address in LANTIIAM not later than
WEDNESDAY."

Reading the words hea kad put in
capitals gave him the new sentence:
* Put the goods in the cak ab Lantham,
Wednesday.” :

It was simple enough—when a fellow
had spotted the eecret. The sender of
the letter would, no doubt, write his
real message fivat, lcnvinﬁ space for
three additional words before each
word.

The addition of thoze words, with a
little eare, gave an outward meaning
very different from the inward one.

That letter did not refer in the very
least to sending goods by railway, or to
the delivery of oak ¢hests.  The
Bounder langhad nf the idea. It re-
ferred to placing somothing scerctly in
an oak-tree st Lantham—obviounsly a
pre-arranged spot.

The ""goods "—he knew what the
goods were.  Smuggled goods, bronglt
up from the sea-cave by the scoret pas.
sage into the schocl.,  Wednesday was
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the Fifth Formers. Happily

to-morrow.  Obviously it was  the
Wednezday following the receipt of the
letter that must be meant, or a date
would have been needed.

Of course, they wounld rhooze o half-
holiday. Wednesday was one. Only on
a half-holiday could a Greviviars fellow
pet as far as Lanthamn.

Easy encugh for Comnpton, who had a
motor-ike.  Bub on this  particulay
Wednesday ho could not cub across to
Lantham on his motor-bike, for he was

oing iherve wilh the fivst eleven to play
ontball.

That enpagement was nnknown to the
scirder of the letter, of course; but it
made no difference. Whatever it was
thot the smongglers dealt in, it was
sometoing  of small bulk. Compton
would be able to take 1t with him easily
el

Tho snugelers who had vsed the sea-
cave in olden days had ran in cargoes of
Froneh wines and brandy, bales of
Lyons silks, and such things. Bulky
goods of that kind were out of the
question in this case.

Watehes, pevhaps. Thera was o tarilf
on watches. Binoculars from Germany,
watches from Switzerland, or cigarvs. I
might ba anything. There were hun-
dreds of articles of small bulk, but great
valie, that ecould bo carried 1n o fellow’s
overcoat pockets. Smugglors had been
spatted on the Clmmml%e:r:nta with lun-
redls of pounds’ worth of goods hidden
in false hmings ta trunks, or even sewn
ulieler 1he Iiﬂing of greatcoats; even
Lidden between double soles of a shoe.

Bmithy vemembered the poacket that
Horiy Wharton had found on the
Leaeh, and taken to Inspector Grimes at
Courtficld. It was not a large packet,
but Lo had no douwbt that it had been a
very valuable one. That ass Wharton
did uor Dbelieve (hat 16 had  been

EVERY SATURDAY
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** That Sixth Form cad, Carne——"" **Oh, my hat [ " ** That rotien bully, you know——"" ** Ha, ha, ha ! " roared
unaware of Carne’s presemes and his basilisk glare, Billy Bunter rattled on.
walking under the Remove windows, and got that stuff |

as Carne woke to action and bound

at him.

Compton’s at all, as the fellow dis-
claimed it., The Bounder Lkoew. And
he remembered the words overheard in
the sea-cave—tho reference to & packet
worth five handred pounds !

This was sumethiu? of the same sort.
Something that a fellow could earvy un-
noticed, but worth hundreds of pounds—
puerhaps thousanda—with a lavge prefit
to the smugglers if they got it through
the Customs undetected.

Smithy chuckled

They had got if through., A yacht
had loin off the ceast onc dark night—
a boat had run into the sea-cove. The
“goods * had been left there to be
picked up later. ]

At this very moment, Smithy had not
the slightest doult, the “goods ™ were
in Compton’s study in the Mifth—to be

put in the ocak et Lantham eon the
Morrow,
That was =zll that the schoolboy

suggler had to Jdo. Later, the captain
or some associate would colleet the
goods from the oak at Lanthain,

It was casy as pio

Cletting the st inland was the diffi-
mh&? of a smuggler. It was easy enough
to drop it 11 o cave after dark. Fetch-
ing it away was ranning the risk of the
Beverne  oflicers and  the  police—
practically an nnpossible task morve than
oitee or Lwico.

The zeeret paszsaze from the sea-cave
to the sehaol solved the difficulty,

That was why Capiain Compton and
his  nephew ad  Treen so kecoly
interested in that undergronnd passage.
That waz why the eaptain had pig-:;ﬂd 103
nephew at Eis ald schoal zoocn after-
wards.

Undonbtedly they had played this
game all rouud the coast 1n the Firefly ;
but the discovery of that scocvet passage
had caused them 10 concentrate on Grey-

iy

for him, and then—’
“ Oh erikey | ** he gasped.
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“I saw him
The [at junior broke off suddenly

friors, where it was absolutely =afe and
beyond suspicion.

Woo would, or could, suspect o
schoolboy at Ureyfriars of smuggling?
Who would think of looking for
smuggled goods at Lantham, ten miles
inland ¥ It wes safe as housos !

Only the Bounder knew !

And what he knew he could not reveal
if be had wished to do =0, for thewe
was no possibility that he would be
behieved. Wharton had seen and heard
all that the Bounder had seen and
heard, and laughed at the idea. It was
not, perhaps, much to Bmithy’= credit
that he was =0 much keener and move
wary and suspicious than other fellows
of hiz age. DBut there was no doubt ihas
he was,

IMTe knew, bLut if he spoke out all
Groyiriars would laugh ot the idea, as
Wharton had laughed at it; worse than
Hiat, he would be rezarded as o rock-
less and malicious slandever.

But the Bounder had no idea and no
intention of speaking out. He did not
want to harm Compton. He liked ile
fellow and admired him. He was con-
vinced, too, that it was the hard-faced
man he had scen in the eave who was to
be blamed for this chiefly. The boy was
under his influencoe—under his authority.
Smithy would not have been very sovry
to see Captain Compton in the olficial
custody of Inspector Grimes, But he
shuddered at the thﬂu%'htr of a constable’s
hand falling on Valentine Compion's
shoulder.

ITa was not going to hurt Compton.
Compton wus never going to know, cven,
that he knew. Wharton had counsollod
him te hold his tengue, and he was
roing to act on that counscl. But at the
same tine ho was going 1o defeat
Captain Compton’s nefarions Eratm"g}*livs

Tug Macxer Lispany.—xo. 1,50
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all he could. The gallant captain had
had one loss already in the packet that
Wharton had found and handed over to
tire police. He was going to have
another now. The Bounder chuckled at
the prospect.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo1” The door of
Study No. 4 was thrown open, and Bob
Cherry roared in. *“I{now it's dorm,
Smithy T

Vernon-8mith threw the paper from
the table into the study fire.

“Bwotting ¥ asked Bob, in surprise.
SBmithy was not the fellow for ewotting
as & rule,

“Sort of I" drawled the Bounder.

“1 say, the list's up,” seid DBob, as
Rmithy eame out of the study.
“Compton’s up to play et Lantham to-
morrow=—alicial ¥

Snrithy chuckled. _

“1'm going over to see him bag goals,
then 1" he said. .

“Totz of follows are poing!™ eald
Bob., “We've been sorting out our cash
for fares Even Buamter's going, [
hear, if his postal order comes in time |
You're looking joliy bucked, Smithy!"
Tiob could not help noticing that the
Pounder seemed in great spirifs,

“Tooking forward to to-morrow " ex-
plained Vernen-Bmith. “I'm going to
en‘jn}' that trip to Lanthan"™

*Watching Compton, you mcean?”

The Bounder grinned.

“Exactly; watching Compton,” he
agreed, 1 shan't take an eye off him
fo-morrow you ean bank en that”

* Hizs game's jolly well worth watch-
ing.” said Boh.

“What-ho! I'm going to watch his
pame, you bet,” said the Bounder. * I'm
going to keep a Jolly keen eye on s
game at Lantham to-morrow, old bean”

“I fancy a lot of eyes will be on him,”
zail Bob unsuspiciously. “1 think half
Greyfriars will be there™

The Bounder laughed as he went up
te the Remove dormitdéry. There was
no doubt that he was going to watch
Compton at Lantham on the morrow—
no doubt at all. He was golng to wateh
Lim on the football ground, like the
rest—and he was going to wateh him off
the football ground—more particularly
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off it. Undoubtedly he was peing %o
watch Compton's “game “—and not
only the game of Boccer.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
No Bunter !
[ BAY, vou fellows!™
E “Tine I gaid Dob Cherry.
“Lh1" asked DBunter. ¥ What's
fine 2

"“The weather :

“0Oh, blow the weather!” said Billy
Bunter. *I say, you fellows, you're gl
poing over to Laotham this afterneon,
“i]at?’l

“Wo arc—we is!” agreed Bob.

After morning class on Wednesday,
many eyes turned rather anxiously on
the weather. Ik had been a fine morn-
ing, and to the general relief, the day
was keeping fine. It was a cold, elear,
keonn day—just the dav for football:
whieh was safisfactory all round.

Billy Dunter, however, was thinking
¢1 more important matters,

“What about a car?” ashed Bunter.

“Nix about a car 1" said Havry Whar-
ton, laughing. “ Wea're not giddy nnl-
lionaires like Smithy.™

“1 mean, I'll stand the car!” ex-
Elained Bunter. “The post will be in

efore we have to start. I'm expecting
a postal order—"

YOh, my hat!™

“1 fancy it will run to o ear, if it
comes in time,™ =said Bunter, blinking
seriously at the Famous Five through
hia big spectacles, “and there's not
much doubt about it, as 1it's from one of
my titled relations. You fellows like a
Iife, of T stand s car?

“Good egg 1" sald Beb., " You stand
the car, and we'll stand you!™

“Ha ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Cherry! Tf that's the
way you thank a chap for cffering to
stand vou a car on & hali-holiday-—"
sald Billy Buntcr warmly,

“Tll put it a kit more gracefully,
when I see the car!™ said Dab.

“The whenfulness iz terrifio I
“0h, that's all right!” said Bunter
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“T sav, vou fellows, I suppose wou'll
be having tea ot the Paogoda, after the
gama’l

“Ha, ha, ha!" reared the IFamous
Five

Compton's Scceor was a great aitrac
tion that was going to draw a crowd of
Groyiriars follows to TLantham thas
afterngon. Buat Bunter, It seemed, had
found & still greater atiraciion.

“ Bloszed if I sce anything to cackle
at !* gaid the fat Owl peevishly, * You'll
be jolly hungry, after watching a foot-
hall mateh through, in this cold weather.
They do you a jolly good tea ot the
Pagoda. Look here, if I stand the car,
i_r'a‘u !fella:m‘s stand tho tea, what? That's
air 1

“The fairfulness 13 preposterousl”
agreed Hurres Jamzet Ram Singl.

"Done, then!” zaid Bunter. “Ii—if
—if there’s any delay, and myr postal
order doesn’t come in Lime, vou fellows
gan stand my ratlvay fare, see? We
tea at the FPagodo just the samne, of
coursa.™

“Sounds pood!"™ said Bob Cherry.
“Worth a railway faro to sce Dunter
etulf at the Lantham Papoda, what ™

“And Tl tell wou what” said
Bunter, “1it's jolly cold, standing about
watching football in this weather! What
about cutting the second holf ¥

“hﬂi?”

L1 .\'iirhatl ?I}

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
They were going over to Lantham that
afternoon, to sce the Greyfriars first
eleven play the Ramblers, and ecspeci-
ally to sec Compton of the Fifth put up
a great game of Boccer. Cuthting the
second half, in order to get along to the
teashop to feed, was not a scheme that
recommended itself to the chums of the
Removae. ;

They were not, really, looking at the
matter from Eilly DBunter’s angle. They
were thinking of Soeccer on  the
Ramblers' ground. Bunter was think-
ing of tea at the Pagoda. To Buuter,
watching the Soccer match meant simply
hanging about with cold feet, waiting
for tea. He did nob sce much sense in
that. ’

“Cut the sccond halfl”
Johnny Bull

“That's the ideal!” =aid DPunter.
“With such & erowd over thero to-day,
there'll be a rush at the Pagoda for ten.
My idea i3, get in carly and avoid the
erush. SBee? EHalf o football match is
enough for anvboedy, isn't 167"

“Think so? grinmed Bob Cherry.

“* Yes, old chap. 1 suggest cutting the
second half. What about i£3Y

Bob Cherey winked at his friends.

“If you mean that, Bunter—*

“ Yee, rather, every word.”

“Mhen eut i, by all means
Bob.

qu}DIiL
grinning.

“On, do!™ said Hoarey Wharton.

“Good 1 said  Benter.  “That's
I never expected so mueh sense
You're im-

repeuted

[
*

sald

azscnfed Trank  Nugent,

from wou chaps, really.
proving.’ 1

“We're in improving cornpoany ! sald
Bob Cherry solemnly.

“Waoll, look lere,” zajd DBunoter.
@ Come to think of i, I Jdon't zee mooch-
inee about o}l throurh the first half.
W hat "

“What's the big idea, then?™ asked
Baob, with anollier wink at his grinning
chums.

Bunter haviug—as he supposcd at leask
—gained hiz point, and eut the Lanthan
match down by Lalf, was going on.

Like Alexander, he sighed for fresh
worlds to conquer. . Tootball being



merely & disagreeable prelimihary to
tea, the move of it that was got vid of,
the better evidently. These fellows
being, apparently, in an unusvally
sensible mood, Bunter was encouraged
to procecd.

“Well, suppozo we sce the kick-off ™
gaid Bunter, * Having seen the kick-
off, we can miss the rest. Too jolly
eold to hang sbout, you knew. Just see
i:-!;e kinl-:aag, and clear! That's my
idea ™

“Bunter's the fellow to think of
things, isn't he? asked Bob. “We
shouldn’t have thougit of that our-
silves

# Wever even ocourred to me!™ said
Johnny Bull, with a nod.

“The oceurfulnesa fo my esteemed
self was not tervifie,” confeszed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “The brainfulness
of the ridienlous Bunter is truly pre-
posterous.”

Billy Bunter grinped cowmplacently.
IIa felt that Lo was getting on.

“That's settled, then,” he said.

“Fix it just as you like, old fat
Bean ! said Harry Wharton,

Bunter blinked at them. Hawving re-
tluced the football mateh, for which the
follows were going ten miles, to 8 stimple
kick-off, even Bunter might have been
satisfied. Still, as these fellows scemed
so unusually and surprisingly reason-
able and sensible, Bunter felt that he
nught as well go the whele hog, s0 fo
spealk,

“Well, lack here,” he said, “why
bother about seeing them kick.-off ¥

“Why, indeed ¥ agreed Bob., * You're
not keen on it

“Well, nol” said Bunter.

“You'd like to cub out the kick-off, as
well as the gama 7

“1 faney s=o0,” said Bunter. “Let's
head direct for the Pagoda, what? Cut

the football match out entirely, That's
ny idea.”

“Hoar, hear ™ zaid Bob.

“Cood e ¥!” said Nugent.

“You fi lows all agree?” asked
Bunter. He was pleased, but he could
uot help being surprised. Seldom or

never did he find Remove fellows to
sensible and reasonable as this. Really,

it secemed too good to be true. s a
matter of fact, it was,
“Agree?” repeated Bolb.  “Why

shouldn't we agree? I think it's o jolly

good idea! Deon't you, Franky
“Ripping1”  said  Frank Nugent

feartily.

“The ripfulness is tevyifie.”

“Then it's sottled 77 asked Bunter.

“ Absolutely and definitely I” said
Tob. “E::-n*&; wa shan't see you at
Lanthiam, old fat man, but we'll try to
bear your absence——"

“EhLi¥

“ Absence makes the heart grow
fonder, so thay say ™ said Bob thought-
fully, “In your casc, Bunter, I'm sure
it's true. The more you're absent, you
know, tha nicer fzllow vyou arel I
should like you no end if I never saw
vou at sll!”

“Hea, ba, hal” _

“Look here, you silly ass” I:,-elpmi
Bunter, “wharrer vou tiean? shall
‘:}[m”with von fellows at Lanthamn, shan™t

W

“T don't see how, if you're cutting
out the match, when we're going to
watch it from kick-off to the final
whistle,” answered Bob, in surprise.

4 You—you——you're going to waotch
i stuttered Bunter.

“¥es; that's what wo're going over
{o Lantham for.”* ,

“Ha, ha, ha " roared the Co., quite
cutertained by the cxtraocvdinary ex-
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pression  on  Billy  Bunter's
countenance. ’ ;
“Why you—you—you heast [® howled
Bunter. “Didn't you agrea when I
suggested entting the mateh, pnd—"
“Why not?” said Bob. ““We're
agreenbla chaps, nmn's we 't
“Ha, ba, ha "

“Why shouldn’t you cut the sceomd
half, and tha first half, and the kick-
off, and the whole jolly old bag of
tricks, if you want to?” said Bob.
“It's a free country. ¥You didn’t sup-
pose we were roing to do the same, did
yvou i

“Of course I did 1" shricked Bunter.

" Bomething wmn%c'with Four sup-
posar, thon,"” said b gravely. *It
must want oiling, or somecthing, if is
makes you suppose things like that.”

“Ha, b T

a, ha!®

“Why, you—you—you *  gurgled
Bunter, glaring at the hilarious Co,
with the glare of a gorgon and a
basilisk rt}ﬁed together. * You—jyou—
you—you wera pulling my leg,
easteg—>"

“Only  letting won pull it yvourself,
old fat bean. Gentlemen, chaps, and
sportsmen,” said Bob, “can you sea
wourselves hiking over to Lantham,
ten miles off, to watch a footer match,
and then cutiing out the footer to st
round and wateh Bunter wrap himeelf

podgy

you

round tuck ot a teashop? T'm jusk
azking 1’
a, Ita, hal"
o Mot guite.”
“ Beasts !" rpared PBuanter. "I jolly

well won't stand the car now, when my
postal order comes! Ho yabh "

“There won't be any cars left by the
time your postal order comes, old
chap,” seid Bob. = “It will be all
planes and air-taxies by that time,
About forty years on—-"

“Ha, bha, hal" .

“Beast 1" roared Bunter. “I mean
I zav, look herel T°lI fell you
what! If you want to wablch that silly
Soceer, I—I don't mind, T'Il wait for
you ot the Pogoda—see? That will be
all rrght.”’

“Right es rainl® agreed Bob.
“Heow long will you waiti”

“I'll wait till you come, of course™

“They don’t let lodgings for the
night at the Pagoda,” said Bob, shak-
ing his head. “It's only a teashop.
Besides, youw'll have to turn up for
calling-over here, and then there's class
to-morrow—""

“You—you—you beast! You mean
that you're net going to tea at the
FPagoda after that mateh at afl %"

“ Just that, old fat [ruic ¥

“Ha, ha, hal” . i

“You see, the railway fores “'Ell
stick us for all our logse cash,” said
Harry Wharton, lavghing., *“It won’t
run to tes afterwards at the Pagoda,
or anywhere else,'”

“Then I jolly well shan't come ™
hooted Bunter.

“You won't!” ejaculated Bob,

“MNo,® roared Bunter; “I won't!
Make the best of that, blow yout I
won't come at all—seg ¥’

“Lond me a handkerchicf,” sobbed
Bob Cherry. *“I've only got oue, and
I zhall want two, one in cach hand,
{0 ory into if Bunter won't come.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

EBilly DBunter snorted, and rolled
away, leaving the Famous Five yelling,

The fat Owl kept his word, If thero
was going to be no tea at the Pagoda,
thera was [i'oing to be mo Bunter—aund
there wasn’t.  But to judge by the
locks of the Fameous Five when they
irotted off to the station after dinner,
prid o swarm of olher Greyviriarvs [ui-
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lows, they were bearing the loss of
Bunter’s fascinating society with con-
ziderable fortitude,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Soccer at Lantham !

13 OAL ™
G “Wall Licked 1™
“ That's the stuff!"

i cmﬂf'tﬂn“-cﬂﬂlptl}ﬂ |
"“Yarooh!” howled Johnny Bull, as
ob Cherry waved his cap i the air,
with unbounded enthusiasm.  Rather
unfortunately it caught Johony on the

nose.

“(Zoal!l Goal!" chanted Bob., " Ton
men, did I tell you thet man Commpton
was & cough-drop? Did T mention thag
e was hot stuff? Did I whisper that
he was the goal-retter from Goalsvillo—
what 7"

“Owl My neose!” gazped Johnny,

rubbing the same. “You mad az=a!
Ow 1#

“Blow your nose! Look  at
Compton M

“Fathead "

“Good old Greyfriavs, szccond Lo

pone 1 roared Bob, “On the bati !

Every eye was on Complon of the
Fifth, Even *old Wingate " did nog
drow so much attention as the new nan
in the eleven.

The Lantham Ramblers were a good
teaws. They rather fancied theomzelves
a little over the weight of & sehool
tenm—aven the firet eleven of a school
lika Greyiriars. But it did not look
like it now.

Almost half Greyfriars had come over
{o see that game, There waz a big
erowd of the REamblers' supporters.
Hundreds of paira of eyves watched ir
from the moment the ball relled. And
very soon most eyes followed chiefly the
movements of & handsome and graceful
figure in the Greyfriars front line,
;':'nﬁtptnn of the IMifth had the spot-
tght,

There was no doubt that he was n
wonderful man at Boccer. It could he
seen  that he enjoyed the gome
t!mruuﬁ;hlﬁ. His handsome face, o
little Aushed, waa bright amd cheery:
his keen grey eyes had a sparkle in
them. As a footballer he stood our
even in a team whera every man wias
good, and some first class.

In the first ton minutes the ball wem
in from Valentine Compton's foot. I
was first blood to Greyfrinys, and a
promise of great things to come. ]

“By gad, that man can play ! saul
Temple of the Fourth.

“Thae plnﬂu]nesa is terrific ! con
curred the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“(}ood man, Compton!
roared Coker of tha Fifth. *Oh, good
man ! Stick to it, old man! By gun.
vou fellows, that man can plav! |
couldn’t have done better than i1hat!®

“You couldn't, old man!® gasped
Bob Cherry. “No; I foney not!™

*“*Ha, ha, hal"

“Bo long as he keeps that ball away
from those Sixth Form duds, all vigin,”
said Horaca Coker, with the air of un
oracle,

But Compton dJdid not play up io
Coker's expectations’ in that vespeer
Good man as he was, castly tha best
in the team, bar none, there was no
trace of selfishness about his play., The
next gpoal came to Wingate, from a
pasa o pton’s,

Quite early in the first half Groy-
friars were two up. . .

“Oh, good man—good manl” said
YVernom-Smith,

Ho wes standin
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Five, keen on the game, quile forget
ting, for the time, the other business

¢ hnd oo hand at Lantham that
afternoon.

“T should have shot,” said Coker,
shaling his head. “All very well fo

ive Wingate a chanee; bLut I should

wave shot, in Compton's place, that
time.”’

“Bot you would!"” grinned Bob
Cherry. " And then you ought to have

been shot yourself, Coker ™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Coker snorted, and moved sway from
{he fazz. Other ears had the benefit of
Coker's further masterly ecriticisms of
the game, .

“(Glad you came, Smithy—what?”
grinned Bob  Cherry. “Better than
Eﬂiﬂg to fec 04 WAL ﬂbﬂut- & hovse—
what "

The Bounder laughed.

“Yeg, rather!” he agrecd. “ By

wm, that man Compton is the goods!

funey Wingate's glad bhe's got him
hero instead of Carne.®

“HMa, ha! I faney sol!”

It was close on half-time before the
Ramblers put the pill im. At tho
interval CGroyiviars were leading by
two poals to one.

“We're winning this,” remarked Bob
Cherry.

“The winfulness will be preposter-
ous!” assented Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh. i .

“What a aplendid chap he is!"" re-
marked Ilarry Wharton. He did not
need to mention & name. ' Dest man
in the bunch, and not the shadow of
a sign of swank or voll A first-class
sportsinan oll over.”

“ Abso-jolly-lootly the pgoods!™ =aid

T,

Wharton glanced ot the Dounder,
whose eyes were intent on Clompton.
Ile smiled, remembering Smithy's sus-
picions of the new man in the Fifth—
suspicions that seemed mors fantastic
than ever now. There was no fault in
a fellow like that; ne chink in his
armour. He  was  “pukka” all
through. The capisin of the Remove
was convinced of that.

Smithy caught his eye, read
thoughts, and coloured a little,

1Ts was, at that moment, ns fervid
and fervent an admirer of that splendid
fellow as any Greyiriars man on the
Ramblers’ ground, And yet, he knew
what he knew., He could have wished
at that moment that he knew nothing.

The whistle went. With the chango
of ends the Greyiriars men had the
wind in their faces, and Loantham camo
daown with the wind like wolves on tho
fold. Thersa was a prolonged tussle
hefore the visitors' moal, and North,
in the citadel, had to save, again and
again,  Lantham were going zlrong,
and the crowd watched breathlessly,
Then a [gure in blue and white shos
ont of the press, the hall at itz fest.

“Compton " roared the Greyfriars
erowil. * Compton ™

There was no chance of 2 pass, and
thie Lantham backa hnd Compton
marked. and the man m goal was =sll
oves. How he beat them they never
knew. But like a roll of thunder came
the roar.

“Goal, poal, goall”

Bob Cherry's chums successiully
dodeed his brandizhed ean.

o E:ulll.'pl.ﬂﬂ 1 Complon 1™

“Goal. goal ™

“Is that man a prize-packet, or j=n't
he " roared Bob Cherry,

“ Hurrah "

Thyrea to one, and half an hour to
o' chortled Bob, “Look at old Win-
gate thumping him on the hack. He's
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worth two of Wingme, and the ald bean
knows it, and is jolly glad! Hurrah "

Harry Wharton & Co., as a rule, were
keener on playing football than watch-
g it. But tih:-* were glad that they
were watching that game. They ;ﬂueﬂ
their eves to it.  They shouted them-

gelves almost hoarse., They cheered and
roarad. It was good play from start to
finish. Latham Ramblers were pood

men, and they put all they knew into it.
With one exeeption, the teams were
fairly matched ; but the star man of the
Greyiriars side was worth any three on
the field, Which made all the
difference.

Never had a game scemed o short to
the Famous Five. They were almost
taken by surprise when the final whistle
went. Thoy bad not lost a minute of it.

Lt was hard and fast right up to the g1

finish; but Lantham never got through
a second time: but twice the ball went
in from Greyfriars’ new forward! Five
goals to one against Lantham Ramblers
was & score to make the Greviriars
feIln;vs rub their eyes. DBut there it
Wwas

“ Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah!” chanted
Bob Cherry. “Was this worth coming

aver [or, you men? Was i8? What?
Smithy, old man Hallo, halle,
hallo! He's pone ™

‘i Heen Smithy, you fellows?” colled
out Tom Redwing.

“He wag here a few minutes ago,”
sald Harry Wharton, ¥ Seems to have
clearad ! Clome along with us, Beddy

They left the Hamblers’ ground,
seeing nothing more of Horbert %nrnnn-
Smith. They were not likely to gpuess
where the Bounder had gone, or how he
was occupied.

—_—

THE EIGETEENTH CHAPTER.
Contraband !

HI Bounder of Gregfriars backed

E against the hedge, o3 the hgure

ahead of him glanced back. He

stood for & minute, in the dusk;

and then, as that figure resumed its
way, Smithy resumed his.

e early dusk of November was fall-
ing. That made the Bounder's task of
shadowing more difficult. At the same
time it made it much less likely that
his quarry would spot him.

Easy or difficult, the Bounder was
ﬁning_ through with it. On that point,
12 mind was irrevocably made up.

They weére outsicde Lantham now, {ol-
lowing the lane that led towards Lan-
tham Chase, a solitary wooadland, more
gelitary than ever at winter dusk.
S8mithy did not need telling now that

tho “oak ¥ mentioned in the mysterious
letter was somewhcre in  Lantham
Chaza.

Cool, keon, and sapacions himself, as
he had shown in his many contests with
masters and prefects at Greyiriars, the
Bounder admired the coolness, kecnness,
and sagacity of the schoolboy smuggler.
Compton of the Fifth had pone back fo
Lantham Station with the Grevirviars
team and a Greviriar crowd.

No doubt every Greyiriars man in the
train believed that Compton of the
Fifth was in another carmage. Every
follow would bhave been glad of his com-
pany—but every fellow could net hava
it, of course: and fellows who hadn't it,
supposed that other fellows had. Prob-
ably in all that ewarm of Gregiriars
fellows, only Vernon-Smith knew that
Valentine Compton had not taken the
train at sll, but had slipped away in the
crowd, and shpped quietly out of the
station.

The Doonder Lknew, because be had

been walching him, in full expectation
of such o move,

After  that pgreal game on  tho
Ramblers' ground, Smithy would have
been glad, deeply and sincerely glad, to
find that his suzpicions of Compton wero
unfounded, How could so splendid a
follow do mean and shady things? The
Bounder wondered whether, after all,
there could be a possible doubt—and
while he watched Compton, he knew
that he would not take the train, and
yot hoped that he wounld !

But he did not; and when Smithy
followed the figure with muffled-up cout

collar and Eulled-d-::wn cap, unlong
Lantham High Street, he grinned sar-
i:lc:numll}- at that [aint and delusive
wope.

e liked the fellow, admired the
ellow more then ever. DBut he was

going to beat him at this game; or,
rather, he was going to beat the hard-
faced man who was pulling the strin%s.

Qutzide the town, in the lane lined by
leafless trees end  hedges, Compton
looked back, but he did not see the
Bounder, blotted in tho hedge.

He walked on again swiftly, end the
shadower followed.

What Compton would have done if ho
had found himself shadowed, Smithy
could not guess. But Compton was not
going to learn. He was not going to bo
shamed and humiliated by learning that
a Greyiriars junior know his wretched
gecrct,

There was, after all, little danger.
He had not the remotest ides that he
was followed—not the remotest ides that
he was suspected by any fellow at Grey-
friars, or anywhere clse. It was a hahit
af caution that caused him to give that
ono backward glance—and he did not
give anoller. .

Even had he spotted a boy'a figure in
the lane, he would hardly have guessed
that it was o Greyfriars boy at all—he
could hardly have guessed that ho was
followed. But he was not going to spot
the Bounder—&mithy was too wary for
that.

From the Lane, Compton turned into
a footpath through Lantham Chase,
The dusk, already falling, was thicker
under the overhanging treeos.

The athletic figure muflled in the
overcoat, was mercly o darlk shadow
ahead of the watchful Bounder.

A guarter of a mile in the wood that
dark shadew disappeared from the foot-
path, and there was o rustle of twigs
and bougha.

But there was no rustle ms tho
Bournder followed, soft as a cat. o
made no sound, as the rustling ahead
guided him on the trail of the fcllow he
could no longer see,

Smithy's heart was beating fastar.
ha eould guess that e was near his des-
tination now, But he was as cool as
1042,

The rustle ceasod.

Hardly & dosen feet from the Boundar
the dark figure stopped wunder the
branches of a2 tall oak.

It approached ithe trunk very closcly.
Had not Smithe known what o expect,
what to walch for, he would not have
known what was being done, for the
shadow was deep and dark under the
Lree.

But he knew. as elearly as if he counld
see, that that dark figure was thrusting
some packet or poreel into a hollow of
ithe oak.

It was a large, massive, ancient tree,
one of the oldest in the Chase, visible at
a distance over the smallor” growtha,
And it waos hollow, the Bounder knew
novw. Likely enongh, Captain Compton
had kuown eof it in hiz old days az &
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Greyfriars boy, thivky years ago. Any-
how, that was the secret spot picked ont
by the ﬂmufglers for the “goods ¥ {0 Lo
left till collected ! There was no doubt
on_that point in the Bounder’s mind.

But for the football match that day,
ne doubt Compton wounld have cut acrosa
o his motor-bike—ecaszy enowgh on a
half-holiday. But as he had had to
come to, Lantham with the footboll
teamy, he had brought the goods with
him, dodged the other fellows after the
match—and heve ho was, carrying out
the instructions received !

The goods must have lLeen in lis
overcoat-pockets—he  was carrying no
bundle. Something of small bulk—and
great value |
There was a faint broshing sound in
ihe silence of the wood, Something was
|J-I"'..1]]E thrust into a hollow of (ho old oak
frunk.

The dark figure turned.

_ Herbert Vernon-8mith ecrounched low
m the dark wambles. But, for some
moments the figure stood quite stiil,
ntider the ealk, and the Bounder, listen-
mg, wondered why,  Then, from the
silence, came a sound—a faint sound—a
deepn sigh'!

Vernon-Snualh stavied a little as he
haard it. It gave lim e strange pang
1o hear if.

What wera ihe thoughts of ihat
strange lad—a breaker of the law—as Lie
stoad there, in the gloom, helieving him-
solf to be olome? That deep sigh
zecimed to gli‘m some indieation,

Then, suddenly, came a rapid tread.
Valenting Compton was going back io
the footpath--and the Boander crouched
low, silent, asz heo passed within a few
jards,

Trampling  footsteps, rustling  {wigs,
died into silence. The Bounder listened
intently, Compton was gouc!

Gone—back to Lantham, no Jdoubt, te
catchi iho next train, Lazy enongh to

“(Goal ! * Well kicked !”> “ Compton ! Compton !”
his cap In the alr, caught him on the nose. di
Bob excltedly.
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“Ow! My nose!
* Look at Compton ! **

lenve it to be supposed that lo had losk
the train, in the sarging crowd, and
eaught the next, "It was an casy gamo
that the schoolboy smuggler was playing
a Gre%’friara-—utlmugh that dne%} s1gl,
that still echoed in the Bounder's oars,
hinted that it was net a wholly satisfac-
tOry gamd.

For long minutes the Donnder la
still, silent, while the Neovember dusk
thickened and darkenced. Not till he
was suro that Compton was hali-way
back to Lantham did he stiv.

Then, softly, he approached ihe oll
cak, and stopped under it whera Valon-
ting Cempton had stoppod.  IIn groped
over the gnarled old frunk. :

Some time--perhaps that very night—
the goods wonld be removed from the
oak at Lantham. The DBounder eeuld
picture a fast car stopping in the lano—
2 hard-faced man stepping ont and slip-
ping into the wood—-live or fen yminules,
and then the car wonld he shooting on-—-
1.'.|'1tI|1 coniraband goods packed ont of
g1rhit,

That wery night, most likely—por-
haps carly in the eveningl Treler
cover of the darkness, no doult; bt it
was dark early m November, Dut
whother they came caely, or cama late,
they wounld find the goodz that & Groy-
friarz Fifth Formor had brought uwp
from the sea-cave. Ilorbert Vernon
Smith was there o make znre that they
did not

Ie groped, and fonnd a hollow low
daown the massive old trumk. Jo iliusk
his hand n; but not kill he had theest
in the wholo leneth of his arm did ha
feel 2 packet. He pgroped—there was
more than one! lle drew them out, one
aftor another—sealed packets, of 2 siz0
convenient to pack in overeoat pockefs.
The Bounder did not think of epeming
ihent. That was no Imsiness of Jus—and
Ie had no time {0 wasin,

e janmmed ihem inta Lis awn over-

‘Yaroooh ! ¥ hawedhnny Bull, as Bob Cherry, waving
You mad ass—ow [ *

—

‘* Blow your nose ! *’ roared

coat, groped agaein to make sure that he
had taken all, and then walked back to
tha footpath.

Heo grioned oz he tromped back o
Taantham Lane, and turned towards the
town.  He was going to he late for
callinp-over at Greyfriars—it waz worth
il He stopped at a stationey’s in
Lantham ITigh Street, whero Lie bought
a sheet of strong brown-paper, wrapped
the two ]’mclmta into a bundie, and ficd
it marefully with string,

With that bundle under his arm, lhe
sauntered into Lantham Post Offiee.
‘Lhore, he addressed it, in a hand quite
nilike his own, to “Inspector Grimes.
Police Station, Courtficld,” and posted
it b the parecls post counter.

As he walked to the railway slalinn.
Srithy  wandered what the Courificld
inzpector would think when e roceived
ithat parcel on  the  morrow—mul
chuclled at the thought. No doubs in
wonld e the first time in My, Grimes
official career that he had reeeived a
consignment of contraband goods Dy

aveeds st ]

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
A Tip in Time !
i« HSAY, yon fellows t*
E “Naw how,” =zaid Bob Cheree
plaintively, “did Dunler koow
ihat we nad o bhag of applez 1™
“Tinzt Bunter I said Johnuy Dnll,
ITarry Wharton laughed.
“Lots!? he saids *Dile in, old fat
lean 17

It was tho following day, alfer marn-
g scheool,  The Famona ive were
gathevad 1 Study Neo 1, wih lwa o
ihroo other Remove fellows,  On ale
iable Iny a bag, packed wiite lug, vipe,
vieh, ved apples,
ANl ihe fellowa in the sludy wers
Trn Manser Tanmaey. —No, 1,002,
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helping themselves, and nobody was sur- “Yes, he’s after Wharton ! said

prized to see Billy Bunter's fat face
atid gleaming spectacles at the door.

“I Eav, § never knew you had
apples 17 eaid Bunter. *“I came herc
for Wharton | Still, I'll have one! 1
say, Wharton, what have you done

flEh‘i*}

"I mean, what's up?”

“Up!” repeated Harry.

Ho gozed at the fat Owl. So far as
he was aware, he had *done” nothing,
and nothing was “up.” But the fat
face of the podgy Owl was portentously
serions In its expression, and he evi-
dently was under the impression that
the captain of the Remove had “done ™
something, and that somcthing was very

el Fu

*What about hiding aunder the
table ¥ asked Bunter.

“YWha-at?”

“Nr in the cupboard! EUﬁg&Eted
Bunter. “I got in that capboard once,
when Smithy was after me, making out

that I had had his cake, so you could 1”
“ Potty 7" asked Whatton, amazed.
“%h, really, Wharton—" .
“What do you mean, you fat Owli”

demanded Harry, while all the fellows

in the siudy stared blankly at Bunter.

Bunter did not reply for a moment.
He was taking an immense bite out of a
big ripe apple. He had to chew that
large monthful before he could speak.

Having chewed and reduced 1t to
manageable proportions, the fat Owl

t going mgain. _
50 Igsnglgl came up to give yvou the tip,
old chap! I'm not the fellow to see &
pal run in, if I ean help him !

“RBun in ™ gasped Wharton.

“Well, a5 & hobby’s after you—

“ A—a—n bobby after me !” repeated
the enptain of the Remove, like a fellow
in & dream, gazing at the fat Owl.

*Vos—aold Grime 2

“Old Grimes ™

“ Yos—hio's after you, old fellow!
What bhave you done?” asked Bunter.
“Nothing serious, 1 hope? Oh erikey |
I sav, did you pinch these apples?™

“What " yvolled Wharton, .

Dunter, ahout to take a sccond bite,
pansedd, e blinked through his big
epectacles ot the captain of the Remove
in alarm.

«J—1 sar, whose arc these apples?”
he cxclaimed, ‘

“Wharton's, you fat ass!™ =said
Nugent. “They came in & box this
morning from hiz uncle at Wharton
Lodge,™ .

“(h erikevy! I—I saw, did you sce
the box? I—=I say, surc? 1 mean to
eav, 1f Wharton pinched these n;;lples.
thint may bo why the bobby’s after him!
1 sav, vou fellows, I like apples, but
I'm not going to pet into o row——"

“ Aadl, I suppose ! said Bob Cherry.

“Yan potty  porpoisc!”  roared
Wharton.

“Yeu npeedn't vell at & chap, Whar-
ton, when he's como up here to put you
on vour gnard ! said Bunter warmly.
“Tiets of fellows would let rou be run
in, without taking the trouble to give

T

vou the fip, I ecan tell you! f vou
haven't pinched these gpples, what
have von done ™
PPetor Todd tapped his  forchead
sienificantly, "
“Quite off 1" he remarked. " Wien
did ven foel this coming on, Dunicer?®”
“Ol, really, Toddy—" :
“Put I zay, old Grimes iz Lere ! gaid

Hazeldene.  *1 saw  him  from the
window—he came up from tho gates ten
minnies gro”

— ) e L L

Priaced in
T.nndon
Yok,
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Bunter. “I1 think Wharton cught to
tell ns what he's done! Mind, '
standing by wyou, old chap! Look here,
you ¢can cut into my study if rou like,
and get under the table there! Then
we'll all tell Grimes that you've run
away from' school—"

“Wh-a-at ™

“Feep clenr till he's gonel” said
Bunter. *Then the Head may be able
to fix it somehow-—sea 1

“Ha, .ha, ha!” yelled all the juniors
in the study—cxcept Wharton, :

Wharton stared at the fat Owl, as if
hiz podgy countenance fascinated him.

“You-—you—you potty, pernicious
porker ' gasped the captain of the
Remove. “If Inspector Grimes has
called here, do you think it's got any-
thing to do with me?®”

“Yes, rather I prinned Bunter. *1
jolly well heard Cluelch tell Trotter to
find rou at onee, and send you to his
study. He was locking like a gorgon!
S0 was old Grimey! He's after you,
old chap!” .

“Inspector Grimes wants to see me !

“He, he, hot You bet! That's why
I dashed up here to give you the tip!
Trotter's look: for you 1n the gquad.
I heard him ask Bmithy if he'd seen
vou, I say, old fellow, for goodness’
sako get out of sight before they get
you ! said Bunter anxiously. “Lf it's
& matter of pinchin =

“Ha, ha, hal!” shricked the Re-
movites, as much entertained by the
expression on Harry Wharton's face as
by Bunter's remarkabls idea that a
“hobby * was after the captain of the
lﬁemm'a for someo offence against the
aw,

“If vou pinched these apples, it can
be fixed up all right—pay for them, or
something 17 said Buunter.

:‘{[ &, ha, Iﬁ; 43 i & ;

‘“You potty porker ofa  apples
came from my uncle at home 1 EhIEJ}E d
Wharten. ]

“Well, that's all very well,” said
Bunter. “Dut what is s ;ml}cemem
after vou for, then? I heard him =zay
to Queleh—I happened to be just under
the window, and it was open; mind, I
never gob under that window becauso
I noticed it was open, and I wondered
what old Grimes wanted; I stopped
there by sheer chanee, to tie my shoe.
lace—and I beoard old Grimes say: *
think it must have been Wharton!
Please send for the boy! His wvery
words I

Harry Wharton waa rising to his feet.
with the intention of kicking Bunter,
by way of cxpressing thanks for his
valuable “tip.” But at that, he sat
down agam, staring.

“arimes sald that [ he ejaculated.

“1 jollv well heard him, when I was
pickine up ihe penknife I'd dropped
under Quelchy's study window I an-
swoercd Bunter., " And Queleh said—
Thiz iz o jollv good apple! I think I'll
finizh it, and chanece 11"

“Queleh said that?™ gasped Dob.

“Eht No! I=aidthat! Queleh said
he wonld send for Wharton at ounce,
and rang the bell for Trotter | Then old
Grrimes saiel it was a sertous matfor—
a fraction of the lpw—"

A feaction of the law 1™ stutteredd

Wharton.

“Ili= wvervy words—a vory serious
fraction of tho law——"

"Oh!  An infraction of the law 1

gasped Havry. )
“Yes, he might have said infraction
—I thought ho said fraction—"
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“¥a, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I sec anything to cackle
at !l Wharton will be sacked, after
being run in for pinching apples, or
whatever it is he’s done. It's a serious
fraction of the law, anvhow, I say,
Harry, old chap, they mey bo after you
any minute, é&t under the table, nnd
we'll all stond round and keep you out
of sight—="

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You can eat an apple while ‘;.'ﬁu'm
under the table ! snig Bunter. * Look
here, take the bag and help yourself,
see? If they're pinched, you'd better
keep them out of sight till old Grimey’s
gone. T'll have another first, X mav na
well‘ have o couple. But, I say, old chap,
Euuﬁ no time to lose. I say, I can

ear somebody coming I

Bunter blinked round at the deorway

in alarm.  Trotter, thoe Mouse page
appuhmd there.

“Master Wharton here?” asked
Trotter.

“No, he's not here, Trotter!” ex-
claimed Bunter in & hurry. “He's peno
to Courtfield. You needn't look into the
study, he’s not here. He went down to
Friardale just after clasa ¥

Billy Bunter placed his fat form, as
he spoke, in front of the captain of the
Hemove, fo screen him from Trotter's
eyes,

As Bunter was double-width he mada
quite & good screen; anv fellow of
average circumference was safe out of
sight belind him, so long as he wns
siiting down ! Standing up, he wounld
have been in view over Bunter's hend.
Billy Bunter was tall sideways.

The jumiors in the study shricked.
Mr. Grimes worda to s Hemove
master, overheard by Bunter, were cor-
tainly very mysterious, but nobody,
except the fat and fatuous Owl, was
likely to suppose that o policeman was
“after ” Harry Wharton, to run him in !

Bunter-was, in his own belief, doing
the captain of the Remove a friendly
turn, But he received the blackest in-
gratitude for ik

As he stood in front of Wharton the
latter lifted his foot and planted it, with
considerable foree, on the tightest
trousers at CGreyfriary Schoal.

“¥aroooh 1 roared Bunter, quite
taken by surprise by that unexpected
attack i the rear.

He pitched forward. An apple flew
from either hand, and he bumped down
on hiz fat knees, roaring.

“Ia, ha, hal”’

“Yoo-hoopoop I roared Bunter
“Beast| Yoo-hoop I¥

Trotier grinned,

“Mr. Quelech wants vou in his studs,
gir 1" he said, and departed, still grin-
ning,

Harry Wharton crossed to the door.
He waz puzzled, but not, as Bunter
cxpeotod, alarmed.

But the fat Owl was no longer
concerned about his sn..f{:t.i'. Such 1:-
gratitude, from the fellow he had como
te warn that a “bobly " was after him,
aquite banished Bunter's iriendly con-
corn,

“Tieast " he roared. “Yah! I hope
vou'll get three months for pinching
these apples! I hope you'll get six
months!  Yah !

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

Harry Wharton went down the stairs,
leaving Btudy No. 1 in a roar. Why
the Courtficld inspeetor wanted bum
nobody could imagine, but enly Billy
BRunter snpposed Lfmt_ Mr, Grimes had
come there {o “run him in”

etors, Th mu.ll amn.:ed Press, L‘E-l:'].._ l‘un _F-ll.'cl'.*ﬂ.\r llouze, Perriogden Sirset,
®Landnn B0 & Gegistered for “bransmismen by Caoadian IHE“M
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
Not Wharton !
H ARRY WHARTON tapped at

his TForm-maszter's door and
entered, :
He was puzzled—and etill
mora puzzled when Ee saw the grave
expression on Mr. Queleh's face, and
caught the keen, penetrating eyes of the
Courtfield inspactor. He could see, at o
glencs that Bunter was at least right
in supposing that something weas “up,”
and that it was & serious matter, T
Grimes had como there specially to see
Wharton—and he was not & man to
waste his time.

“Wharton,” said Mr., Quelch, "were
vou at Lantham vesterday 1"

“Yes, sir,” answered Harry,
pstonished at the unexpected quesfion.

“I thought so0!" remerked Mr.
Grimes.

“What were you doing at Lantham,
Wharton IV

“1 went over to sea the first eleven
match with the Ramblers, sir. Half the
echool went, because Compton—-=>"

“Quite sol Quite 1" zaid Mr., Quelch,
“Did you do anything at Lantham,
Wharton, azparb from watching the oot
ball mateh 7 ! ;

“Not that I remember, sir,” eaid
Ilarry, more and more astomished. “1
camu back with the other fellows, after
the game”™

"Hid you go to Lantham Post Oflice T”

“WNo, sir.”

“Then it could not have been Whar
ton, Mr Grimes,” said the Remove
master. " If you are sure it was a Grey-
friars boy, and a junior, it agp&qr*s that
there were o very large number in Lan-
tham yosterday,’ ]

Mr. Grimeg’ cool, penetrating cyes
werg fixed on Wharton. :

The junior looked at him, mesting
that piercing glance guite equably. He
could not begin to understand what the
matter was, but he realized more and
mora that it was seriouns.

“Now, Master Wharton," said the in-
spector,  “please answer me quite
frankly. The law has been broken, and
I thinﬁ it iz in your power to help the
authovities, You must realize that it
is your duty to do so.” 2

“Certainly, Mr. Grimes! Apything I
can do— ;

“A fow wecks ago you found a certain
packet on the beach and handed it to
me nt the police station!” said M.
(Frimes,

“I remember, sir|"” )

“That packet contained certain
things,” said Mr. Grimes. “In view of
what has now oceccurred I will tell you
what I have told your Form-master, so
that you may realise the extreme sorious-
ness of the matter. That packet, Whar-
ton, contained contraband goods—goods
smugglod into the kingdom in dehance
of the law and the Customs!”

Harry Wharton siarled wviolently,

The Bounder had becn right, then!
Mot  about Compton—utterly wrong
about Compton, of course '—but right
about the contents of that mysterious
packet 1 ]

_“That surprises you?” asked Mr.
Grimes.

“¥Yes, sin,” said Iarry. .

“¥on did not suspect it I

“I ddid not, sir,” said Harry., “I'd
holter say, perhaps, that a Remove
fellow {old me he thought so, but 1
thought it rot.”

Mr, Grimes smiled,

“That boy seems to have made on
accurate guess, thon,” he said. ' It was
not rot, as you term it, Master Wharton,
ib-was o fact! You Eeriurmeci a public
servico in handing that packet over to
the police.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“T'm glad to hear that, sir |’ said

Harry.
“Mow, if any such gooda have come
into your hands, by any chance, since

that. date——"" said Mr. Grimes.
“Thet's not likely to happen, sirl”
said Harry, amiling.

27

“Then it has not happened ¥*

“0Ob, nol” Wharton, in amazement,
realised that Inspector Grimes sue-
pected that it hed,

“Please be absolutely frank, Whae-
ton " said Mr, Grimes quietly, *I will

(Continued on next page.)

COME INTO THE OFFICE, I
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor is always pleased to
haar frcm his readers. Write to
him: Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fissiway House, Farringdon Streat,
London, E.CA. A stamped, addrezsed
snveiopas wili enszure a reply.

e, NE of my chums who has written
1 B to me this weok has set me

A PROBLEM !

He askse me what time s boy should
arrive home in the evening. Frankly, T
think this guery is ono that should be
gettled by a boy's parents.

With wery fow exceptions, I am sure,
parents will give a reascnable time for
returning home. It may be that somo boys
think their garants want them to be home
too sarly. But let me assura anfﬂbn}r who
faels ineclined to grumble that late hours
are not good for one’s health. Thers are
many ways of pessing away the long
winter oveonings which do not invelve
being out late, The ideal waéy, of ¢ourso,
is to get & copy of the * Holiday Annual.™
This world-famous book, on salo every-
where, is packed from cover to cover with
rollicking fine school stories of Greyfriara,

St. Jims and Rookwood, humarous
articles, sparkling verses, and many other
ight features. It costs only five shillin

and ia o real bargain at the price. Get the
“ Holiday Annual’ to-day and I'll
arantes you won't want to gtay out late.
ou'll want to get home early to read it !

Have you ever heard about the woman
who gets

SEASICK BY WIRELESS

You would imagine that anyone sitting
safely ot home in on easy-chair would be
the last person on earth to suffer {rom sea.
sickmess. Not long ago, however, a South
African woman waa listening to a broad-
cast from the lincr Stirling Cosfle when
she was suddenly taken sericusly ill. A
dector waa sent for inmediately, and
dingnosed the trouble as seasickness ! Ho
said that it was the sound of the waves
and the thud of the engines that had
brought on an stiack of scasickness by
wireless |

LEARN TO BE A DETECTIVE!
Thera's o thrilling surpries waiting Cor
all MAGNLET readers,  Ex-Detective.
Inspector Grosse, formerly head of the
farmnoua * Flying-S8quad,” has written o
book that iz litcrolly packed with exeito-
ment. Fingerprints, clues, secrels of the
Flying-Squad, lota of mysterics and
problems and tests for vou to solve your-
selves, all find o place in the * Mastor
Book of Detection and Disguise.,”” Al
you have to do to get your copy 13 Lo cut
the Qualker figures from tho front of two
prckets of Quakear Outa (or Quiclk Quaker)
and send them 1o Dept. M3, Cuoker
Qats, Ltd., Southall, Middlcsex, giving
our nome and address it eapital letters.
%nm‘l for wours to-day snd learm more

about the fascinating art of Detection.

ALL GOOD THINGS COME TO AN END |

Whenever one of our popular {eatures
comes t0 an end I generally get letters
from chuma who want to know why I have
digrontinuad it. Thia, of courss, is o great
compliment to the featorea in gquestion.
But there is another gide. Popular as they
may prove to be, I am sure that few of
vou would like them to go on for ever.
And, after all, variety ia tho spice of life !
I beliove in giving every feature a run gncd
then replacing it with something just as
fODd,- if not better. In thia way the

IAGNET is alwayd fresh and bright. Yen
will have already noticed that our ** Grey-
frinrs Intorviews ™ have come to sn ond.
Well, to make up for this, our long-haired
poet. ia writing a series of versea dealing
with * The Stately Homes of Greylrars,"
which will ke as interesting as they are
amuging. Look out for No. 1 of this new
reries vory shortly, chume |

Heore is o seloction of
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to quories eent in by various readers :

When was HNelsen's Column Bulli #
(0. H., of Wandaworth) : It waa erected
in the yenor 1843, and cost £28,000, ‘Lhe
bronze liona at the base wers not addod
until the yvear 1887,

Do Crocodiles Ever Shed Tears?
(" Curigus,” of Brighton): No. They
can't, becauss they have no tear duects.
The expression  erocodile tears " simply
means that s person is only pretonding to
cry.

Which is the Loneliest GoldiMine in the
World ? (** Aussie Reader,” of Melbourns) :
The gold mine et Portland Roads, Quesns-
town. The mail is carried to it by pack-
horse from the nearest t offico, three
hundred milea away. he gold ore ia
carried by peckhorss to the coast, sixty
miles oway, and has to he rowed out to
steamners, as there 13 no anchorage. Hixty
poopla live at the mine,

Where did ** Houdinl ** Get His Nama 2
(" Conjurer,” of Kingston) ;: Houdini, the
famous escapologist, took his name from
Bobert Houdin, a Frenchmaon who swas,
perhaps, tho greatest magician of his time,
The original Houdin died in 1871, and his
American follower adopted a aslight
variation of the narme.

Geo! I almost forgot to say & wond or
two about noxt week’s stor school atorv.
Valentine Compton has certainly estab-
lished himself in the Creyfriars Fifth.
And what en asset he is 0 Wingate ond
hia merry men in the First Eleven ! Bus
hia in¢clusion in the footer team has meant
the displacement of Carne, who is only {00
anxious {o seize any stick with which to
beat his rival. In consequence of thiz tho
int's in the fire with & vengeance lor tho
Greyiriars reeruit !

““THE BOY WITH AN ENEMY | ™

By Frank Richards,

the next yarn in our presont popular sories,
i3 ong of the finest it has cver Leen my
fortuno to read., Take a tip from me,
chums, and order o copy of next Satur-
day’s Macxer to-dey !

YOUR EDITOR.

Tie Magxer Lignaty.—No. 1,502,
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tell you what has occurred, as I have
told ‘vour Form-master., [ cannet help
Hioking that you were already aware of
it. This morning I received a bundle

by patcels post.”

"%id youi”

“It was post-marked Lantham,
contained two scaled packets, which, on
examination, proved to contain contra-
band goods of the same kind as the

acket you found on the beach and
gunded'm'er to me.”

“Oh!" gasped Wharton.

“T have made inguiries al Lantham

Post Office,” continued DMr. Grimes
“Very exhaustive inguiries. I have
learned that the bundle was posted by
# boy—a schoolboy, That ¥ was

wearing & Grerfriars cap. He was not
particutarly noticed, o far as features
went—but have learned, beyend
doubt, that the cap he was wearing
belonped to this schioel, and that be was
of your size and agé. The address on
the bundle was written in a schoolboy

round-hand, IMd  you post that
bundle at Lentham wyesterdar, Mlaster
YWharton 1

“MNa, sirl"

“1 admit,” said Mr. Grimes, “that I
gec no reason why you should send it
to me in such a manner, after having,
on the pﬁ&ﬁ'fﬂ“i pocasion, como {0 me
openly. But the fact rémains that some

reon fornd these packets of conira-

nd goods, and did actually send them
to mo by parcela post. It was a Grey-
friars boy~a junior boy.”

“It was not I, sir (" said Harry. *1f
I'd. -found a_n:ptinng of the kind, and
known what it was, I should have come
straight to you at the police station.”

“ Natarally sol” said Ar. Quelch,
with & nod. -

“So I should have expected,” said
Mr, Grimes. “But, as I have said, the
fact remains that the bundle was sent
to me by post, hy some rson ob-
viouely desirous of aiding the law, yet
desiring €0 keep unknown. A school-
boy, might, perhaps, be unwilling to

et mizxed up in police, matters—
Mr, Qrimes’ penetrating gaze almost
bored into the captain of the Hemove.
“If it is anything of that kind, Master
Wharton, please be guite frank. Wheo-
ever eent that bundle by post must

It d
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“Nothing at oll, sir] If I'd sent the
bundle, I should have let yon know
who waa sending it, of course.”

Mr, Grimes shut his lips hard. He
was disappoioted, and perhaps he had
p lingering doubt. Certainly he was
eaply puzzled by the whole ocenrrence,
But there was evidently notling more
to be said, and at a sign from his
Form-master, Harry Wharton left the

study.
THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
A Mystery !

b HO 1" said Bob Cherry.
W “ Goodness knows ™
“Bome Greyiriars man?"

“So Grime¥y thinks!”
“It's a jolly old mystery!”
Herbort ‘kferuc:n-ﬂmith,

with  his

1-l-mmw_¢“l_ﬂ-n’-ﬂ-i

A Treat No ' Magnetite"
Should Miss!

“THE STAGE-STRUCK

SCHOOLBOYS!”
By Frank Richards,
this week's tip-top story
dealing with the early

adventures of Harry
YWharton & Co,, in

The GEM

On sale evergywhere = - Price 2d.
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hands-in_ his pockets, and a sardonic
grin on his face,-loiinged .at the door-
way of Study No. 1. - Harry Wharton
& Co.:werp thore,: disenssing what the
captain of -the Rewiove had told of the
interview in My, Quelch’s stoudy.
ﬂ‘-"_ig&arl;: Smithy was interested in the
t- [ ]

Harry Wharton glenced st him fwo
or three times. Ille had ne objection
fo the Bounder hearing that discussion,
but he was surprizsed by Bmithy's in-
terest in if, and vaguely uncasy and
irritated by the sardopic expression on
Smithy’s face.

“Don't you Lknow evervthing that
doesu't concern yvou?” demanded Dob.

“ Beast [V

“Wo ought to have taken Bunter to
Lantham yesterday, after allt” do-
clared Bob., “Then he would know!
There's & kerhole at the post office n
Lantham !*

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“¥ah!" eaid Bunter.

“Now we don't know & thing,” said
Bob., *Except that Grimey thinks it
was a Greyfriars man! What are you
grinping {ika a8 Cheshire cat for,
l:’im}tll_-;? Do you know anythihg about
it

“I believe I can guesz!™ said Bmithy,

“Go ik!™

“Well, that Greyiriars man, whoever
he was, wanted to put paid to thoe jolly
cld smuggler, and, at the same time,
didn’t want the 3

olly old smuggler to
be copped 1™ said {’erqmn-smitﬁgg” How
about that?*

Harry Wharton started. He stared
hard ot the Bounder—who gave him a
wink in return for that inguiring staro.

“What utter rot!™ soid c.lj’lc:hrm. Bull.
A smugeler aught to be MFWJI’*

“Ho might be quite & pico fellow in
other ways!” drawled Bmithy, “The
chap who spotted him might like him
too much to give him away. Might
have been advised, by a fellow whe
knows everything, to hold his tongue!”™

- Bosh ' eald %nb.

The Bounder laughed. and walked
down the Remove passago.

A moment later, he stopped, at a
touch on his arm.

Harry Wharton had followed him
from theo study.

“Io you know anything sbout this,
Vernon-Bmith ¥ asked the capiain of
the Bemove In o low voicve.

" Lols 1"

“Well, what, then?”

“The other dav. vou advized me fo
hold my tongue—-=

“What about that?

“T'm holding it!" said the Bounder.

And with that, be laughed again, and
went down  the  Boemove . staircase,
leaving Harry Wharton, with com-
preszed lips, staring after him,

TIIE EXD,

know in whose hands it had previensly  “Who was it, Bunter'” demanded
been, abd could give very material Bob Cherry. (Make aure you reatd the next cover-fo-
help to the authorities.™ fEht” DBunter gulped & large mouth- MrfrEyam in thiz fixe ‘sevics, entitled
understand thaet, of course, sir.”  ful of ripe apple. “ Wheo was what 7" “PHE ROY WITH AN ENEMT M
“Then please be perfectly frank with “Who sent that bundle to old Fow'll tnjoy erery word of it, chumas—
me, Master: Wharton! If you koow Crimeyi” and so will your pals, if you give them
anvthing of this matter—" “How should I khow, you assi® the tiph
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THE MASKED
KIDNAPPER!

Another hilarious instalment of
Dicky Nugent's latest serial : :
“THE RINGMASTER OF ST. SAM'S I’

“ Ally-up t ™

* Hoop-la 1™

“ YWhog, mare !

Loud and rawcous wore
ilie shouts that rang out
acrgsz  the grote  tent
pitehed on the 8t Sam's
looter field onx the nite
hokore the opening of
Doctor Birchemall’s eer-
erss. Masters and hoys
corefully sclected by the
Head as  lion-tamors,
aerobals, snake-charmers,
clowus, eof seitern, weore
Liawving a drass rehearsal in
the prescuce of the re-
mainder of' the cskool.
Aud the noise was simply
detfening. As Jack Jolly
yewmorously remarked, it
rominded you of Saturdey
nite in the Fags' Gomes-
IOOmn.

To eave time, seversl
turns wore being  per-
lermed together, and this

made {1 qn:-mﬁwhnt
diflieult in the ring. For
instance, Miza Molly

Birchemall, who was doing
barc-back riding on o
tcam of dashing horses,
oires did & jump through
# hoop, to that hes
steeds had gone aunother
way, and she had landed
on the back of an clephant.
Lut taking it all round,
the performers wers doing
very well,  There was
nob one amongst them
you could have colled &
rabbit ; in falt, moat of
their trix wero sinply
hore-raising.

Dactor Birchemall, who
had appointed himself
vingmaster during the sta
ol the sercuss at the skool,
stoad in the contre, direct.
ing the show with the aid

of a wacking grate whip.
There was a cheery f};rm
v his dial—in addishun
[0 o smear of jmn [rom
the  docnutt o was
skofling.

“Bay what you like,
Spangler," ho romorked,
hetween two hefty  bites
at the deoenutt, * this
show I've got together fur
you is simply gpiffing 1™

“ It certainly doeca begin
io ook as if you are gong
to save the sercusa from
fulling into tho hands of
ihe scoundrel Heir von
Hchystor ! beemed. Alr.
Spaugler.  * The spondu-
licks are going to roll in
like the vory dickeus when
tho publicie hear oabout
thia. I shall owe vou o
rare dett of grattitudo,
Doctor Birchernall.”

“And, of course, o
dett of ome hall of {he
prophets ! ** the Ifead re-
minded him gently. * You
have nob gotten our
little arranrement ¢

eir, T am o man of
honner 1 2 said Mer,

spanglor with diguily, and
the Head nodded, quilo
satisfied.

Tho next moment thero
rang out a cry that Jdrove

all thoughts of meer
munny out of Daoctor
Birchemall's liead for the
time being,
“ Mr. Justiss! Tho
lions have got him !
Ingtinctively all oyes

were turned to the lions'

. where Mr. Justiss,
the master of the Fiith,
had been somewhat gin-
gerly putting the jumgle
monarchs through iheir
pacca, Thoe Head uttered
a shout of alarm as ho
saw that Mr Justiss had
collapsed on the floor of
the cege and that . the
liona were just in the aet
of springing on  hin-—
with the mntenshun, it
seowned, of rending him
lim fvom liim snd meking
their supper of him.

* Justisa ! You=—ryou
idjut!”™ he roared.
“YWhat's the good of

getting yoursolf caten up

fore you've given even
one performance ¥ I never
knew & Lon-tawwer who
made me so wid as you
dot"

* Help ! camo a delaful
shreelz {rom iho maater of
the Fifth.

Doctor Birchemall, with
a shrug, lﬂlahﬂd his wuy
through the crowd. Jlmid
o bmﬂﬂcsas, lior.
rified hush he
dashed right up
to the cage. DMr.
Lickham, in the
full war-paint ol
& screuss clown,
stopped forwand
and tried to lay
8 restraining
haod on ki,

“Bir! You
can't do {lus
bere there ! * o
cried luskily
“Don’t go down
in the mine, dad
—I mean, don't
go  into  {hab
cago, sir | Beller
that one should
perrish than
two ! ¥

“ Don't be an
aas, Lickham ' "
snorted Doclor Birch.-
eisll. * I'm not going into
the coge, 1 kuow o irick
worth two of that t Wulceh
mo ¥

So saying, the llead
dived his honds into his
trowsls  pockets  and
brought.to light Lalf o
duzzen doenutls, wrapped
1 bigzue papen

“If theso dow't temipb
ihem away fromn o tuwilf
old jeans Jiko Justiss, then
there mmust bo somelhing
wrongz with their tasic !
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he prowled. A moment
later he was herling the
doenuits across the cege
and wissling the lous to
draw their attenshun to
them,

The effcet was instan.
taneons.  The feroshus
Leasta, snarliug hideously,
wheeled round, spolted
the doenutts, and mado &
vush to geb them ! And
Mr. Justizs  promptly
sceved the opportunity of
gelting out of tho cage.

“ Few ! A narrow
squeals, and no mistake 1
he gasped, as he mupﬁad
hia perspiring brow. ** You
saved my life, sir—for
L which I can never repay
you it eash '™

“Aud you lost my
doenutls—for which you
can repay me i cash to
the tune of one shilling,
B8 soon as possibul ! Ta !
Apnd now, Justisz,' went
on the HMHowd, na ho
pocketed My, Justiag® sibver
eoit, * you'd better voturn
to (he House and have a
rest Lo got over the shock.
Have & good nite’s sleep,
wy dear chap, and you
will bo prepared for tho
responsibul  work  which

will be required from youw
{o-worrow !

* Bub T don’t want——-"
began My, Justisa. .

“Lult-tutk! I Lnow
vou den’t wanbk @ vost. 1
Enow you weuld much
rather be going back into
the cage ! ™ grivned Doclor
Birchewall, ** Neverihe.
lesa, T ingist, my dear
fellow! Seram!™

And Mr. Justisa went,
willy-utlly, without getting
a chionee Lo epgaplan thak
what heo didn’t want was

llon-taming-—not vest 1
Leaving  the whensel

ing on more hizzil
%nﬁ ever, Mr J‘.mti%
stepped out of the fent
into the durkness of tho
uItf‘L thin

Then & serprising thing
happened.

rom outb of tho shadowsa
stepped & misterious, sin-
nister er, following
¢lose on the hecls of the
unsuspeckiing master of
the Fifth! Nearer and
nearcr he crept, and aa
tho distance betweon him
and his quarry Iessened,
ho brought to light an
cnormous cudocel,

For a time he men-
nidged to dog Mr. Justiss’
foolsteps without i
a gowwl, DBut all of o
sudden a lwig epapped
beneeth lis fcet, and his
presence was betrayed.

Mr. Juatiss  turned
round, a startled egga.
clamaticn on his lips.

“YWhat the  merty
dickeng—-"

The master of the Fifth
was given no chance to
complete his sentenco. He
eaught &  momentary
glimpse of & marsked faco
mied beard the cudgel
wissle Lhrough the air, The
noxt moment the cudgel
had caught lim a fearful
waeck on the napper—
ol Mr, Juatisa ceased to
iterest himeelf in things
for an hour or two !

“Ho, hol"™ cried the
man in the wmask, in a
gloating voice, as lus
viktim thudded {o the
round. * Dot wvos goot,
vn’t it ¥ Now for to put
him gway mit safely polore
I %{ib blzey mit der rest | ™

o grasped e un-
conshus  skoolmaster by
the scraff of the necl and
dragged him acrosa the
terf Lo o little side gate in
the wall. The gato was
pjor, and beyond it, in
the lane, was o big fer-
niture van with its lights
switched off

“ This way, mino {rient,
don't it ? " chuckled the
marsked scoundroll, and
he coolly lifted his viktim
iuto tho back of tho wan
and duinped hibm on some
suckiug, Then he returned
to the footlball field,

Hair von Schystor—{for
nobody hearing the axxent
of the man in the morsk
could have doublied that
it was the raskally German
—wug in luck'’s way., Ho
had bardly reached the
lent epgain  before  fwo
mnord perfonnpers oo oud
in itho shape of Burleigh
and "Tollboy of the ZFixth

b
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GREAT

Our Interviewer metf
Cokor outside the TFifth
Form  pgames study.
Coker came flying out

the strong men of Doctor

Birchemali's amateur
Bercusa,

With an evil grin play-
ing about his lipr, won

Sehiyster took o short run,
tvrned  himself into &
catherine  whool, and
brought down his eudgel
in quick suxxession on
the nappers of the two
BCNHOXS,

Bang! Crash !
Burloigh and Tallboy
eollap without =&

menner ! With a gloating
chuckle, Hair von Schyster
pocketed his cudgel and
dra them both over
the same ground that Mr
Justisa had covered a fow
minnits before, finally
dunping them on  the
soching in the ferniture
van, sido by side with the
master of the Fifth.

Once again he went
back to the sercuss tont—
and onee again he returned
with a ﬂﬂg
reckernisable in the dim
starlight as Mr. Lickham
and Mr, Chas, Tyzor !

Suxxess mada  the
Germon bold. Instead of
wailing outeide the tent
for stray wiktims, he
crawled in under the can.

sorts of odd
£,

from all
corners. Merry and B,
who were mombers of

Jolly’s troop of trapezs

way, and Monsure
Froggay, the  French
master, and ven Schyater's
fellow-countrymon, Hair
Guggenheimer, who had
retired to the back of the
tent to eplit a bottle of
inger-pop, Wwere both
nocked senseless befom
they had time to wet
their wissles.
When at last Doctor
EBirchemgall onnowneed
thet the rehearsal was at an
end, and ifhe performers
started issuing one by one
[rom iheir own speshal
ogesit, 16 wWas as easy as
shelline peas to tho man
in the marsk ! He meerly
stood by tho tent fla
with upraised cudgel on
hit everyone who go-
red. Most of thewmn
went down like logs with.
out o word. Only Jolly
gnd TFearless put up &
fight of any kind, and &

cu of extra taps eoon
put en cnd {0 their
resistence !

It was a trubblesome
bizziness, transferring all
the unconshua  sercuss
players from the footer
: Leld to the fermiture van

of viktims, | .

vass and gathered them
ptdl B the bounds,

eggsporis, vanished in this |-

. I'vo tried o good many
astimesa ot Greyiriars,
it I must any I've never
f00e  ACTOSS 0RO  IMOore
Liverling than bumping
the Head |
Up to thizs week it had
ﬁu;:::r ocourred to me that
Ttumping the Head was
von possible. If anyone
';ad sugposted it to me, I
should have told them I
‘fidn't want the skies to
fall in, 80 I'd rather not
kave a hand in it, thanks
il the same 1
But the way it h&i;-
.paned, I couldn’t possibly
Jurn it down. You sbe, it
jas the Head himself who
me to bump him |
Koop vour sesata,
chaps, though, No neod
4o get asericusly alarmed.
Hhe beak hasn't gone
“wmpletely off hiz rocker,
-iyr anything like that., As
o matter of fact, the ex.
slanation is quite asimple.
It was just ono of those
~wmeient eeremonics of beat-
carried
spub st Greyinara every

Says BOLSOVER MAJOR

'BUMPING THE HEAD IS

GOOD CLEAN FUN!

ten wyoars from
time 1mmemorial,
to show all and
sundry the boun-
dariog of the school
lands, For rensons
which I don't mind
telling you are
;;mta beyond me,
our boys belonging
1&11 the E‘:.h"i:és ]‘lﬂ-IF?
& privi o
bux:ﬁiug the Head
on thus rere gcca-
sion—and I was one
of the four |
The other three looked
g]ugm 1'|1n]i¥1 about it when
Head chose them. The
thres wers Hobson of the
Shell, Smith Senior of the
Irifth, and Walker of the
Sixth., They handled tho
Head as though he was an
Old Master—instead of an
ancient schoolmaster | But
I goon put a stop to this
nonsense. I grabbed my
corper of the beak and
aquashed his topper firmly
over his ears,
o , you chaps ? "
I asked them. They all

dide. But von Schyster
~seemed tireless.

If only he could prevent
5 n_glar’a sercuss  from
dpening on the following
~wening, it would be im-
ossibul for Mr, Spangler
i pay him back LE.:: old
utstending dett, and von
behyster would then get
fe sercues, lock, stoel,
1jod barre] ¢
_ With this ithought to
ipspira  him, Har won
| gter seemicd to have
e strength of an ox
_g.ar didd he hezzitate to
treat the members of
Dootor Eirchemall's sor-
o 83 ED IMADRY Carcoscs
Fmutton. Knowing what
+38 at stegk, o moen of
won  Schyster’a  kidney
natcherally found such a

el a3 easy as pio !
“Hock, hock, hoclk!

ot vos der lot!1” he

‘jiloated, af. Jost. * Now

ior to «drive mine viktims
Ao a blace vhere nohody
il ind them, hine 7 Und
er dot, I sit haclk und
ait for poor old
angler's soruss to deop

aiting in the lane out- |

]

]:'nta mine hands | Ho, ho,
w!"

Still  larfing leeringly
under hia breth, the ras
locked up the back of his
van then went round to
the driver’s seat, swilched
on the lights, and pressed

the self-starter A few
seconds later tho grate
van was lumhbering off

down the lane, bearing a
seors of unconshus sercuss
sfora fo an  unknown
destination,

Meanwhile, baclk in his
atudy at 5t, Sam’s, Doctor
Birchemall was enjoyin
his froozal bedtime sn
of bread and cheese and
koko, and dreeming of the
triumph that he hoaped
awaited his sercuass next
day—in bliss{ul ignerance

of the fakt that his ﬁeru
vannished

formera had
just ms surely as if the
oarth lLed opened and

swallowed them up !

(Be swre you read the
concluding  snstalment  of
Dricky Nugent's serial next

et 4 * Equscitement ™
and *jeals ™ wn evory
fene [}

blinked
“Then go

And down
went=—-with & bump

nodded.

the Hoeoad
that
shook the puff elean out
of him | Beliove me, kids,
the old sportsmean wasn't
a bit happy about it,
pither. Ho gavo me quite
& glare when he staggered
up and righted hia tile,

“Bless my soul! I
ghould hardly have
thought it necessary to

ut so much force into it,
olsover ! " he panted.

Which was o bit of a
gsathack, of course. But
I've recovered from it
Bince., Oh, boy, what
dizzy heights of fame !

Admiring erowds follow
me about the echool, eall
at my atudy with gifta of
cakes, choces, aul toffee,
and ask permission to
toke snaps of we. Chaps
bring along their guests
and visitors and proudly
introduce me. Autograph-
hounda wait for me et
every corner, and offer mo

and
[ihe

-ampzing  pricea for my

chap

sipnaturd ; ono
to

getuelly  went  up
fourpence-ha'penny !

It'z o great time for me,
right enough. And what
I've done won't be casily
forgotten, cither. In years
to dome, when my beord
sweeps the pavement and
I'm suppocling mysell on
o pair of cratelhes, I shall
sgtill be pointed out by old
Friars as the chap ihat
he 1&3 ad fo hump the
Head,

I'd liko to Jdo it egain,
too. Dut I shan't get the
chance,

The Ilead will seo to
iyt |

of the door on the tips
. of a dozen shoes, and
hit our Interviewer broad.
side on, and cur Interviewer
hit the passage floor with o
bump that made the
windows rattle 1

Colker got up first. He
pushed back his hair, gritted
hia teeth, clenched his fista,
and made roady to charge
back into the games study.
But our Interviewer got his
breath back just in time to
stqp him,

' Half a mo® Coker 1 he
gasped, ' I've got to inter-
view you for the * Herald’®
before we pgo to presa.
About football, Following
m:ﬂiuur appearance for the
Fi asd goulie to.day, the
Editor wants your opinion
ebout goalkeeping and——"'

“Hm! Well, perhaps I
CATL BpATS G minuts for
that | growled Coker.
“ Matter of fact, It's just
what I'm arguing sabout
with those idiots in the
games study. I'M] tell you
whﬁt I told tlsen'}. I ama
really ¢ goalie

* Réﬂgﬁr gﬂ;reub poaliea
appear at only rare intervals
in history. One of those
rare intervals has happened
to-day.

“ It's funny, when i come
to fook back on it, that T
never realieed before how

ifted I was in thia direction.

knew, of course, that I
was o marvellons forward,

“I AM A REALLY

GOALIE!”

COKER tells “GREYFRIARS
HERALD " Interviewer

o matehless half, end n

supreme f{ull-Lack. But

somehow it didn't ocour to

me I!.h?t I might be a great
ie

“All that ia different
now. I'm no longer in the
dark asbout my own
capabilities, and mpow I
Imow what I can de, I
shall go from strength to
stren Already 1 foreses
the day when teams like
Arsonal will be on their
lmees before me, begging
me to come and play for
them | **

l.:; Yos, but half & minute,
old sportl" ga our
Intmﬂuw. * Iirzﬁl it a
fact that your opponenta
this afternoon scored four.
teen timea without rePly'
while you wero in gonl 2%

* That's just what those
fatheads in the games
study are saying | ' snorted
Coker. “ They don't sesem
to realise that it was their
fanlt—not mine ! Even thoe
world's greatost goslkeoper
can’t save tho game when
the rost of his side are
mitwite and numakolls !

“My hat! Havoe you
told them that **

“ 1 bave—and they elung
me out!”™ roared Colter.
* Now I'm going to tell 'em
again — only in  plainer
language this time! " Stand
aside 1 ™

And Coker lowered him
head like a buffslo on the
warpath and cherged back
to the games atudy. And
our Interviewer decided te
beat a hurried retroat !

PANIC in the SCHOOL HOUSE
—but Ambulance not Needed!

It hoappened i tho
guietest part of the evening,
was

. A loud shriek
rang out—it another and
another, till it bocome =&
chastly and ghostly chorus,
of & kind caleulated to strike
achill into the stoutest heart!

A hundred chaps must
have etarted from their
chaira, white to the lips, as
that unearthly din travelled
through the ool House.
Scores of study doora were
opencd, and horrified faces
looked at cach other from
doorways.

“ TWhat 48 it 7" was tho
question asked everywhere.

There were many guesses,

In the Removo :
Vernon-Smith maia 'l.%?u
Lright supgestion that the
Upper Fourth had been
seized with ‘masa hysteria.
In the Third, young Tubb
sut forward tho theory that
the  varvious ghosts with
whieh Creyiriara has beon
eredited ot timea had all
turned up to o conference.

just when everybody
gma;l.r at p

Others thought it might be
a flock of sheep that had
strayed in {vom the fields,
or somebody trving out o
now radio.

The genoeral idea waa that
something ought to be done
asbout it quickly, anyway,
whotever proved to be the
explanation of the appailing
rumpus =50 riomn
turned out the Junior
Sectiop of the School Fire
Brigade and Hobson of the
Shell +warned his tame
ambulance unit to stand by
for amergencies. Volunteers
then went forvard to track
down the alarming din to
ita sourco.

It didn’t take them long
to do ift, and having done
it, they found that the fire
brigade and ambulance were
(juite nANeCessary.

It tomed out that fhe
row was coming fvom the
Second Form Room.

Tho faga were hoving theie
firat  practico Chrstmes
carol ginging. “ That's &l )



