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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Very Thick |
i TH.&T asn !* said Bob Cherry.

“"Buouter all over!” grun

if this fog lasted, obviously Soccer
would be off. 8o the Famous Five and

& dozen other.fellows stared into the
fﬂg and debated whether it was hkeli

ted to clear—till that fat, dismayed sques

J nhnnr. Bull. .. reached their ears.
“Give him a yell!” said  (oing out in it did not seem much
Harry Wharton. “No goo going ouf yge, A follow could hardly see his

in this—it's as thick as pea-soup!”

It was not, haps, quite so thick as
that. But :tpf-..rra.spthmk—wry thicl.
Greyfriars School was wrapped in a
mantle of fog

The fog had drifted up from the sesn,
clothing the school in misty white as in
a germent Looking from doors and
windows, nothing was to be seen hbut
fog. From the dmruaiv where Harry
& Co. stood, they could harely make
out the House steps. The quadrangle
was hidden—the ancient elms jnvisible.

Somewherse beyond that misty closk
was the sunset, but not & gleam pene-
trated the fog. It was not yet lock-up
—if anybody had wanted to be out of

doors. Few did. Even Bob Cherry, of
tha Remove, was disinclined for the
open Spaces.

The Famous Five were locking out at
the weather, when = dlsm;ﬂ squeak
came from the ic-lg?j' guad. It an-
nounced that one fellow, at least, was
out of the House—and that that fellow
was Billy Bunter. It indicated, also,
that the fat Owl of the Remove was lost
in_the fog. ]

Which wns not surprising. Billy
Bunter was short-sighted. And a fellow
with the vision of an eagle might have
got lost in that soupy mast.

Harry Wharton & Co. were rather
anxious about the weather—like a good
many fellows at Greyfriars that day.
On the morrow, = football match of
rather unusual interest was scheduled
to tnkiip]m—weather permitting. But
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hand before his face outside the House,
But if & fellow could not sce, he could
hear—so Bob Cherry gave Bunter a
yell to. guide him,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo [* bawled Baob.
“This way, Bunter! Hallo, hallo,
hallo I

Bob's voice awoke every echo of the
House, and hoomed and echoed over
thn quad. Stentor, of old, had nothing
on Bob Cherry in that line. Thera
could be no doubt that the fat junior in
the fog heard him—everybody at Grey-
friars must have heard him, if Dot
everybody in Kent,

A fat sgueak came back:

*1 say, you fellows!”

“This way, Bunter!” bawled Bob.

“0Oh, dear! Healp! I'm lost! I saw,
Fou fetllawa, come and hel? & chap! 1
sav I can’t see anything.’

The fat sgueak sounded farther off.

Boh'a powerful voice was undoubtedly
aun;];bi&-—a:tmmelj audibla. But the
fﬂi echoed it in all directionas.

nybody but Bunter, no doubt, would
have ascertained the direction from
which that shout came. Bunter, ap-
parently, didn't! Instead of fellowin
tha shount, it seemed that he pursue
some of the echoes, Anyhﬂw, his dismal,
dismayed, dolorous squeak died away
in .tho fég, and was lost to hearing.

“(h, the ass!” said Frank Nugent.

“ Bunter!” roared Bob. *“This wa}r*
Halle, halle, halle! Bunter! DBunty!
Bunt ! ' 2

Echo answered “ Bunt " with a boom.
But there wes no other answer, The

bapless Owl of the Remove had gone
wandering away, If he heard and
answered, hias fat squeak was unheard.

“Try again!” said Harry.

Think you'd better 7" asked Vernon-
Smith of the Remove, sarcastically.
“"Wa don’'t want the roof down on ogur
heads I¥

“Bhut u Emlthwl"
“ Hallo, ha r:-, hallo 1™

But answer thers came none from the
quad. But from within the House cama
several voices.

* Btop that row I shouted Wingate of
the Sixth, from his study.

“"What's that young ass velling for?"
exclaimed Coker of the Fifth, coming
along in’ wrath. *Look here, you noisy

roared Dob.

fagg——
“8hut up, Coker!” said Harry
Wharton, Qo it, Bob !

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! bawled Bob.
And the rest of the Co. added their
voices.

There was ne doubt that it was a
“row.” Carne, of the Bixth Form,
cumne almost stamping along to the
dopr. Carne, who was & prefect, had
his ashplant under his arm, His ex-
ﬁrﬁsmﬂ showed that he was ready to

andle it.

“Who's meking that row?™™
Carne. “ What the dickens——"

“There's a fellow out in tha fop,
Carne!™ Harry Wharton explained
hastily. Coker of the Fiith could be
told to shut up, but a prefect of the
Sixth Form had to he treated with tact.

“Tt's Bunter ¥ said Frank XNugent.
“ Ha's lost ¥

“The lostfulness i3 terrific, my
esteemed Carne!” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh. *If the ridiculons Bunter
does not find his absurd way back to
the House, he will go on wandnrmg
like the ludicrous Flying Duichman,”

hooted
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“Young asz!” growled Carne, staring
ont inio the for. “What the thump
dik ha ro out for, in tns?"

“That's an esy onel”
Vernon-8mith, “He went to

grinned
the tuck-

shop, e stacted, at any ratel I don't
supprose e got there.”
“Anvthing up? asked a pleasant

voice, atid the juniors looked round, as
Valontine Compton, the new fellow in
the Iifth, came to the door.

“Bunter's lost in the fop, Compton !”
sat] Harev,

“Oh, my bat! Looks as if he's lost
for pood!” said Compton, staring into
ihe thickness outside. “ He might hear,
if you call him! Ciive him s yell 1™

“That’s what I was doing 1 answered
Bob, “I'll tvy again—"**

" “Bilop that row, Cherry!” rapped
rne,

“But T say, Carne—"

THtop it T tell you ¥

The clhuns of the Remove locked at
Carne cxpressively. Compton of the
ifth looked at him, compressing his
lips ¢ little, Vernon-3mith winked at
Tom Redwing, who frowned. Some of
the fellows grinned.

‘They all knew why Arthur Carne, of
the Sixth, weighed in with the voice of
authority. Hias look of bitter dislike at
Compton would have told them, if they
hod not known. ) ‘

Almost evervbody at Greviviara liked
the new fellow in the Fifth. Carne was
au exceptionr. The fact that Compton
had been put into the first eleven, and
Carne dropped to make room for him,
was the chief cause.

Foothall matters wereé in the hands of
Wingate, the captain of the school, and
('arne had to tog the ling. But he was
i prefect, atel he made every use of his
official position to make himself un-
pleasant to bis suecessful rival in Soccer.

The mere fact that Compton of the
Fifth had told Bob to giva the lost Owl
a_yell, was sullicient reason for Carne
of the Sixth to order him to be silent.

“Tet look here, Carne, DBuntor's
lost 1™ exelaimed Bob, “Ho can't be
left wandering about,™

“He shouldn’t have
pronted Carne,

“Well, he did ™

pone out!”

“That's enovgh!” snappod  the
AT
“Look lherg—"  hegan  EHarry

Wharton,

“That's enough, I tell youn
. '3._'111:: kkigl can seaveely be left wander-
m,_n,llr I;“ the fog, Carne!™ said Compton
il

Carne looked at him.

I've not  asked yom to  speak,
Comapten ! Mind your own business |

“ Look here, Carne—" roared Coker
in angry indigpation. “Lon’t you he
i goat, seet 1 came here to kick these
fawra for Licking up a row-—but if there's
at ‘Ei:'l otit in the fog, he's pot to ba got
in, see®  And I tell you——-"

%o ean hold your tongue, Coker ™
gaid Uarne coolls.

“Wha-a-t§” stuttered Horace Coler.

Ie plared at Carne. Lven a Bixth
Tormy prefect was not going to  tell
Hevrace James Coker, of the Fifth
Torm, to hold his tongue! Holding his
torgie, moreover, was nol in Coker's
line. “Whr, you cheeky tick—think
vou can talk to a Fifth Form man like
that, because vou're a measly prefect!
Why, I'l]l—"
Uompton pushed Coler back, as the
burly and mmdignent Horace made &
eiride towards Came, Coker could have
liftod Carne off his feet with cne drive
of his leg-of-mutton fist—and ho looked
like domng it. But prefects of the Sixth
were ot to be punched without awfully
sevious cobsequences accruing. Compton
isterpored in iime.
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* Hold on, old man!” he said, * Loolk
here, T'll go out and look for the kid!”

“Rot 1" =aid Coker. *You can't sce a
foot! You'll get lost, the same as
Bunter 1™

“Tll chance itl” said Compton,
smiling. “The voung ass will have to
be found! No objection to my going
out to look for Bunter, Carnei” he
nsked, with polife sareasm.

Carne scowled, but made no reply.
Compton of the Fifth went down the
steps, and & crowd of fellows watched
him disappeay into the fog.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Coker, too !

(11 AT does this mean ¥"
W BIr. Quelch, master of the
Remove, came rustling to
the deoor, with a decidedly

annoyed expression on his face. He
repped out the words,

Fog was foating into the House and
drifting down passages. Really, it was
not the kind of weather for the door
to be opensd wide. Air. Quelch was
surprised, and he was annoyed to sce the
door standing wide open, a crowd of
fellows starving out, and wisps of vapour
foaring in.

“Why i3 that door open?' znapped
Mr. Queleh.  “Really, Carne, as a
S1xth Fortm prefect, I should have ex-
peoted you nok to allow junior boys to
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Valentine Compton has made a

name for himsalf in the Grey-

friars First Eleven, But he's

also made a bitter enemy of

Carne, who has been ** dropped™’

from the team to make room
for the new man !
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throw the door wide open in such
weathier.”

Evidently Quelch was oross

Carne  coloured  willh  annoyance.
Really, he was not to blame. Ilarry
Wharton & Co, had opened the door, to
give a loox ab the weather, intending to
close it agein without delar. gill_v
Bunter’s dizmal squeaks from the fog
had cauwsed it to remain open.

“1 think the door had betier remain
open, sir,"” sald Carne.

“What—what? I shall insist upon it
being immediately elosed, Carvne!™ ox-
clatmed AMre. Queleh warmly.

“Oh, very well; sir1” aaid Carne, with
cool Impertinence, i yvou desire to
shut a boy of your Form out in the fog,
siv, I, of course, have no objection. I
will close the door at onee.™

“What?*  DMr. Quelch was taken
aback. “Am I to understand that a
Bemove boy has been foolish enomgh
to go out in this miast 1

“1 DLielieve so, sir! Got out of the
way, Cherrv—your Yorm-master desives
me to cloze tha doore™

“Leave it open, Carne!” snapped
Mre., Queleh., ™I was not aware that a
boy was out in the guadrangle. Do
not be nwmpertinent, Carne.”

Carne gave a slight shrog of the
shoulders, and walked away to his
study in the Sixth

Mr. Quelch cast a rather grim look
Jlaaﬂﬂ li, amd then glanced at his head

oy.

“Who iz out of doors, Wharton” he
asked.

3

“Dunter, sie" _

“The wuilerly foolish .boy!” Ar
Quelch peered out of the dim doorwayv.
“If ho is out of sight of the lighted
windows, he ma3 :
 Mr. Quelch broke off, compressing his
Yips. It was elear thet if Bunter was
unable to seo the lighted windowa of
the House, he was hopelessly lost,
though within the walls of tha school,
and might go wandering, as Hurrce
Singh had remarked, like the Flying
Dutechman.

“Compton of the Fifth has gone out

to leck tor him, sir,” said WNugent.
“ Indeed ! That is wvery good-
natured of Compton!™ said the

BEemove master. " But it will be diffie
cult—if mot impossible—~"

“Let's all go, you fellows,” =aid Bob
Cherry. *“Wae can stick together and
root about efter the fat duffer——"

“We can't leave him to it agreed
Harry Wharton. *Let's!”

“8Btop 1” Mr. Quelch rapped at the
chums of the Remove, “Are you sug-
f_iastmg‘ going out in this mist, Cherry?

AVe YOu ho common sense? You will
be as hopelessly lost as Bunter, if you
go out of sight of the House.”

"Bl.lt-, Eil"_'"_“

“Remain where you are!™ snapped
Mr. Queleh, *“I will not permit any
boy of my Form to leave the House
for one moment;’”

The Femous Five remained whero
they were. No doubt Mr. Quelch was
right-—hunting for Bunter in the
almost impenetrable mist was rather
like hunting for a needle in a haystacl
~—only more sol  Obviously, searchers
wera inore lhikely to lese themselves
than to find Bunter.

“¥es, vou fags stick where vou are !
said Horare Coker. “What the docce
do vou think yvou could do, von young
asa0s T

Harry Wharton & Co. made no reply
fo  that. In  their IForm-master's
presence they conld not tell Coker of
the Fifth what ther thought of him.

“I'll jolly wall go, though!™ added
Coker. “That chap Compton will get
lost—he  hasn’t much  gumptionl
Herve, young Wharton, cut up to my
study in the Fifth, and get my electrio
torch,”

Havry Wharton did not answer,
neither did he move. Coker of the
Fifthh was the man fo give orders, which
he secmed to expect fellows to carry
out. Cenerally, what Coker expected
did not happen.

“Do you hear, Wharton?” rapped
Coker. " Deaf, you young ass?”

Harry Whatrlon seemed deaf. At all
events, he {ook no more notice of
Horaco Coker than a graven imape
might have taken.

The other fellows grinned.

Coker did not grin. He frowned.

“You eilly young ass, will you go
and fetcl the forch from my study, as
I'va told you!"” he roared.

Mr. Queleh was standing in the
doorway, peoring out with geim
annoyance oun his brow. Ho glared

round at Coker of the Fifth.

“Colker,” he snapped, “kindly do not
shout at a boy of my Form!"

“I've told the checky young tich—"

“That will do, Coker [

Coker bremthed hard. In Quelels
presenee, he could not  procced 1o
whop onc of Queleh's boys. That was
ammoying to Coker; but it was, per-
haps, fortunate for him, as the Famous
Five were preparved to strew him all
over the Flouse if he started. Having
breathed hard, and glared at the ecap-
tain of the Remove, Horace Coker
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tramped away to the stairs, to letch
his torch himself.

Mora and more fellows collected at
the door. There was no Eufu, and no
sound, of Billy Bunter—or of Compton!

It did not secem of much usze for any
other fellow to chance it—if there was
anything o be done, Compton was able
to do 1t. It was probable that the
Fifth Form man, searchin% for Bunter
in the blinding mist, had lest his own
béarings. &0 long as Mr. Quelch was
there, at all events, the Removae [el-
lows wera not allowed to try b on—
and nobody else was keen to do =o.

Horace Coker came back in a few
minutes, his electric torch in his hand.
He stepped out of the doorway and
flashed on the torch.

The beam of light penetrated the fog
for a little distance, It did not seem
probable to the other fellows that
cither the torch, or Coker, would be
of much use: but Horace's confidence
in himself was unbounded.

“Better not risk it, old man!® said
Potter of the IMifth.

“You'll get lost, Coker,” said Greene.

Coker glanced back over |his
shoulder.

“Don’t talk rot!” he said.

Having delivered that injunction,
Horace Coker tramped down the
steps, and the besn of his torch faded
nto tha mist,

Bump !

That sound fleated back te the door-
wari;' from the fog.

here was a chuckle,

“Good old Coker "’ said Beb Cherry.
“Bet on Coker running into the frst
trea that came handy ¥

“Hgs, ha, ha1”

. Eyes were strained into the fog.
wothing could bhe seen of Horace
Coker, gl;p'n.':t'.- ha could be heard:

“Ow | What's that? Oh crumbs!
My nose! Ow! Blow that ireel
Bother that silly tree! Ow! Where's
that torch fallent? Ob crikey1l DBlow

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥ou had better come back, Coker!”
called out Alr. Queleh.

Thera was 8 sound of rustling and
brushing. Coker, appavently, was
groping for the torch he had drcrpfm.l
when ho bumped into the tree. The
sound died awa.?'.

“Coker 1" ealled out Ay, Quelch,

No answer.

“Coker "™ shouted Paotter, “Come
back, you ass! Coker!”

But answer there cameo none. Coker,
having lost Ins torch, was probably try-
ing to grope back to the House,
Evidently he had groped in the wrong
dirvection, and was gone.

Thera wera three fellows ont in the
fog now—and whether they would fnd
one snotber, or would be found them-
selves, was guita an interesting ques-
tion to the erowd watching from the
doorway, Not a sound and not a
sign came {rom the thick mist on the
quadrangle, and tha Greyfriavs fellows
eould only watch, and waif, aud

wonder |
e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Butis In !

B ILLY BUNTER I Emaned.

“0Oh erikey
It was awful for Dunter.
Frem the bottom of his fat
heart, Bunter wished that he had never
borrowed a  half-crown from Lard
Mauleverer after class. ]
But for that loan exacted from his
pood-natured lordship, Bunter would
have been in his usual stony state, and
Tee MAGNET LiBrany.—No. 1,503.
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would not have made the nitcmpt fo
geb across to the tuckshop.

But ab tea-time, with a half-crown
in hus pocket, Bunier had naturally
headed for the tuckshop like a homing
pigeon,

t was fopgy—and Bunter did not like
fog! It was cold—and he did not like
cold! DBut ho was prepared to face bhoth
fog and cold in so good a cause| Cer-
teinly it had never erossed his fat mind
that he might be lost—aectually lost
within the walls of the school )

It was not a great distance from the
House to Mrs. Mimble's little establish-
ment m the corner behind the elms. In
normal weather Bunter would have
done that distance in two or three
minutes. In the fog, he expected to do
it in four or five. Instead of which, he
had not done it et all. He had been
nearly half an hour out of the House,
and had not arrived anywhere.

Having realised that he could not find
his way to the school shop, the fat
junmior tried to find his way back to the
House—and discovered that he eould
not do that, either |
., e had had a glimpse of hope when,
in answer to his sgueaks, he heard the
boom of Bob Cherry’s powerful voice.
Unfortunately, he followed the echoes
of that boom in the wrong direction,
and was more hopelessly lost than ever.

“0Oh lor' 1™ groaned Bunter.

He would have given Mauly’s half-
crown—indeed, he would have given all
that Lord Mauleverer possessed—io find
himself back in the Houze again.

He wandered and wandered. Heo
buwmped into trees, Le collided with
walls, he stumbled over the chains of
the Bixth Formt green, he slipped on
damp grass. He was cold, he was hope-
lessly lost, and he was getting scaved.
It was awful—and getting awfuller!
_Like a beacon of hope, a glimmer of
light struck his eyes through the blingd-
ing fog. He blinked at it, through his
big spectacles. Tt was=-it must be—a
lighted window !

unter  plunged throush
towards that lighted window.

He bumped into & wall, and gasped.
He groped, and found a window-sill
above the level of his fat head., Over
it glimmered the light,

1t was a study window! Whether it
was a master's study, or one of the
Sixth Formm studies, he had no idea.
But it was a study—and there waz a
light glimmering through the bl

The window was out of reach of the
fat Owl of the Remova. But lie could
clamber on the sill, and tap on the
to bo let in. He did not care
whose study 1t was—even a beast like
Loder or Carne would let a fellow in
who was lost in the fog.

He grasped at the cold, elanumy sill
with both hands. As he did so, the
light in the window suddenly weut out.
He stepp-ed back, blinking in dizmay.

kY gpazped Bunier., 4 Beasztl”

It was absolutely rotten Iuck!

Someone must have been in the stoedy
while the light was theve, The 1uening
out of the light looked as if sowmwvone
had left the study—just when DBunter
wanted the window opened.

He groaned dismally.

It was all Mauly's fault! If AMauly
hadn't lent him that half-cvown, he
wounld he safe in the House all {las
while! Doorsteps and dish-waier in
Hall wera better than this! .

Suddenly, from above him, emne the
sound of an opening window,

He jumped.

The chap—whoever hoe was—was open-
ing tho window. Why ha had turned
olff the light first, was a mystery.

the fog

~either could he have known that
Bunter was theve, as the fat Owl had
not yeb tapped.

But the window was opening, anl it
was & gladsome sound to ihe fat ears of
the Owl of the Remove.

He henrd the lower sach thrown up.
He could not see the window—he could
hardly see the stone sill—so thick was
the fog. But there was no mistaking
the sound. Billy Bunter stretched out
both fat hands before him, to make sure
of not running into the wall again, aud
groped.

As he did seo, there was a thudding
sound, within a yard of him.

Bomeone had dvopped from {le
window !

The amazed fat junior had a momen-
tary glim of a dim shadow iu o

fog, and it vanished.
He was left blinking. .
In sheer amazement, he biinked afier
the vanished shadow. Whoever it was
had not seen him, ar dreamed that le
vas there. Who was it? Why—

Bunter gr:qnuﬂ. He fancied he could
BU8ss. bvigusly it could net lbe a
master who had jumped out of his study
window. ‘This must be a 8ixth Form
study—and the Bixth Former to whom
it belonged had jumped out—and tho
Owl of the Remove guassed why—aund
why the light had been turned off first.

Clearly—to Bunter—some sportzman
of the é;xth was golng out of bounds,
and taking advantage of the foz to
cover his movements, Loder, or Carne,
or Walker, most likely.  Bunter, who
knew many things that did not concern
him, krew zomething of the manwers
and customs of the black shecp of the
Bixth—and suspected more !

Whoeever he was, and whatever e was
HF? to, he had wvanished instumilv iutp
the fog—but he had left an open window
behind i |

Bunter coucentrated on that!

He groped to the windov-sill azain,
clutched at the cold and elanuny stone,
and clambered.

It was not a difficult ¢l to anr
fellow but Bunter. It rather prosentod
difficulties to Bunter, owing to the
amount of weight he had to Lift.

But he got on the window-sitl at last,
gasping and panting, pufling and blow-
e, He groped in.

Bang !

“Ow " squeaked Bunter, az his head
cane nifo contact with the sash.

Then he rolled in at the window.

All was dark in the study, save for a
faint glow from the fire. Whase study
1t waz, he did not know nor care—he
knew that it must belong to someone in
itha Sixth Form. He rolled across to
the door, and turned the handle. Ife
opencd the Jdoor, and blinked out—into
the Bixth Form passage.

A moment more, and Billy Bunter
was rolling into that passage. LIrom
an open deovway, farther alongz, Loder
Ef the Sixth glanced out, and staved at
HENEL

“ Bunter I

“0OhY gasped DBunter. *Yes
Lader "
“%What have you been doing in

Carnc's study, you young sweepi”

YOt I dide't koow it was Caric'a
study, Loder——"

“What 7"

“I—I mean, I—I found the windaw
open. I got in by the window. 1've boen
lost in the fog 1" gasped Bunter.

Loder stared at him, and langhed.

“You silly young ass!” he said, Ila
tmrned back into his study. And Billy
Bunter, greatly relieved to find himscif
safe inside L'f':e House again, rolled
away.



THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Hack for Horaee !

L1 11 ¥ roared Colier.
@ The' Rl of Dosking: coles
brated for his marimir, might

. bave roared like that—but
orly in his more strenuous moments.
Coker roared—and hopped.
Coker was hurk!

e was startled, surprized, astounded,
anmzed—but, more than anything elze,
he was hurt !

How long Coker of the Tifth had been
sroping in that blinding fog ho did not
cnow. Ilaving lost his torch, end loat
his dircction, Coker wandered and
blundered, and tripped, and bumped,
end grew more amd more puzeled,
bewildercd, and fed-up.

IIe did not

He did not find Bunter.

find Compton. He found clammy tice

e
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faund him—or he had found tho othor
fellow.

Aud ihen—lhe amazing thing
happened! .
Before CUoker counld speak, before he

could even realiso that his fingers were
touching somebodsy, the unzeen fellow
closed on him and kicked !

Tho hack landed en Coker's right
ankle.

e roared, tottered, and hopped !

The figure vanished instantly in the

o,
Coker was loft hopping.

It wns so amazing an occurrence, that
Horvace Colker could hardly believe that
it had lhappened—only there was a
fearful pain in his ankle, that left no
doubt on the subject.

Bo far az he knew, only Compton of
the Fifth aud Bunter were in the guad.
But why either of ihem should kick

i: (!
im-"'.iu:- ol i ‘ i
e
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wiknown to Coker himself. Coler had
had no doubt that Compton had landed
himsclf in diffienlties in tho fog, and
that he—Horace—was the man fo find
him and help him out. And he was
going to do it because he liked the
chap.

But his liking vanished on the spot
now,

Unless Compton had gone suddenly
mad, thero scomed no reason why he
should have hacked Coker liks that,
Mad or not, Coker wanted to get hold
of himn; and bang and thump him hard.

He realised that it could net have
been Bunter. He had seen only a fit-
ting shadew, but it was aa tall as a
Fifth Form man—a& foot, at least, taller
than the fat Owl of tha Remove.

Morcover, it was very improbable that
the short-sighted Owl could have landed
that kick so neatly, and still more im:

¥
i

I
WL

Ml |

G mﬂali“

* You are a foolish, clumsy boy, Coker ! ** boomed Mr, Prout. “* And to say that you have been Kicked on the ankle is

ridiculous ! Go to your study ! *

1] Bl.lt 1)

* Take him tp his study ! ** snapped the master of the Fifth. Comptoh

took one of Coker's arms, and Potter the other, while Greene pushed from behind. Splutiering with Indignation, Coker

trunks, into which he bumped ; he found
damp walls, ou which hoe banged; ho
found buttresses and angles of buildings,
on nearly all of which he gave himself
g knock or two. DBlore end more exas-
perated and bewildered, Horace Coker
groped abont, with his hands extended
before him in the mist, feeling his way—
and deeply rcpentant that he had ven-
tured out into the fopgy quadrangle at
&ll. Lven Coker realised now that he
was not going to find anybody—but that
he was badly in need of finding himself !

He would rather hiave seen the lighted
doorway of the House just then, than
have secn his name up in the list for
the Rookwood mateh on the morrow.
Butb he wasz as nnhkels to seo the one as
the other. He wandered and groped,
and groped and wandered.

Then, suddenly, his  outstretched
fingers touched a figure, dim iu the fog,
Sowe other fellow, groping about, had

was propelled to the stalrs,

out and cut, was the most amazing of
mysteries,
Coker hopped on one leg. Hiz ankle
was hurt. He knew that there was
olng to ba & big bruise, and he know
at he would limping for days,
though at the present moment ho could
net even limp; he could only hop.

“Mad M pasped Coker. “"Must be
mad! Mad idigpt—— QOw!l Oh, my
enkla! ObL erikey! TIl smash him—
when I find him! That mad idiot
Complion=—=*

Coker liked the new fellow Coaniplon.
Indeed, that was chiefly why he had
come out into the fog to look for lum.
He liked the fellow, but had, of course,
much more faith in his own gumption
than in Compton’s. Any fellow in the
Fifth could have told Ceker that
Compton had morve brains in his little
finger than he—Iorace James CUoker—
had in hisz head. Dut this was guite

Emba_;hln that he could hove put so much
vef into at.

1t was not Bunter.
Cowmpton,

Coker hopped, howled, and breathed
wrath and anguish and vengeance.

His last state was worse than-his first.
IIe was slill hopelessly lost, and he

ad to grope on, with a severe pain in
hiz ankle—a pain so severe that it hurt
him to put his foot to the ground.

Alternately hopping and limping,
Coker groped dismally and drearily en,
ns anxious to find Compton and punch
lim as he had previously heen to find
him and get him out of the fog.

Therefore, it was

“Oh! Owl Ohl VYow!" velped
Coker, a3 he hopped and limped,
stumbled  and groped. “Ow! Yowl
Wow "

A voice came throngh the mist:
“Hallol Who'as that ¥
Tue Magker Lisraky.—No. 1,503
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- punching for?

SPECIAL XMAS nNumson

It was Compton’s voice. Coker's roar and lus serica of
painful eiaculations had perbaps guided tho new senior.

Coker halted, his eyes gleaming. If that mad ass cawme
within reach lli.‘al-:er was gging to give him something back
for thet hack on the anlde.

“Is that Bunter7” camo the calling woice. **Stamd zlil]
and call out! Don't move again, Bouoter | Staud =till, and
I'll get you!l Call out, you young ass!”

“Here I" yelped Coker.

“I hear you!” came the voice from the mist.
again [”

1] I,I.'.:l._‘:’ [J*

“Oh, good! 1'll get you "

A fpure loomed up—a dim shadow, the same height as
the one that Coker had g]impaud befora that had so unex-
peotedly hacked him. Coker's eyes ghittered st it Comp-
ton fancied that he had found Bunter. Ide was going to
discover that he had found Coker apuin—aond it was going
to be o paiuful discovery. Coker clenclhed a lep-of-mulion

" Call

fist ready.

“Haollol  Who——  That’'s not Bunter! Whe the
dickens—— TYarcoocohI” eame a startled roar, as Cuker
punched.

Bump'|

The dim figura sab down,
“Who's thati” came a startled yell. “What ave you

Ia that some lunatic? Oh, my hat!”

“Get up 1” voared Coker. “I'll punch you again! I
haven't finished yet1”

“Coker ] Is that Colier?”?

“¥Yes, vou swob! Yes, you tick! Yes, you mad gzl
I'll give you hacking a fellow in the fog " reared Coker.
“I've got a damaged ankle, and I'll jolly well give you
& damaged eve to match! Gerrup ¥

“You potty idiot!” Comptlon serambled up. But he
backed wu}:ilz riving the incensed Horaeo no chanee for
another punch. “Iave you gone mad, Coker? What's
the matter with dyau? I thought I'd found Buntor——"

“You've found me again, you swabl” rearved Colker
“Where are you? Come herc, vou funk! I can't hop
after you now you've erippled me, as you jolly well know |
Lemme geveat you 17

“¥ou howling aszsl” came Complon's gasping voice [rom
tha fog. “How did you get here? I thought vou were in
the House! I saw you thero before I came out.”’

“You rvotter!” roared Coker. “I came out to lovk for
you, aud yon hacked me on the anklo—"

“Ilas somebody hacked you on the ankle?”

“Yes. You did!1?

*“You Ipﬂl!}' churnp, T didn’t !’ gasped Compilon.  “Why
ghondd I %"

“I don’t know why you showld, you swab; but I jolly
well kuow you did, as my ankle’s badly damaged |®

“Oh. yon ass! T never eveu knew you were out of ihe
House ! D'vo not been near vou! You must have kuocked
your ankle on something——"

“Oh, dou't talk rot! I suppose T know if o follow bools
ma on the ankle!™ hooled Uoker., “You Licked me, and
vanr for it !"®

“I did not 1 velled Complon.

“Then whe did

“Goodness kuows—if arybody did!
Dunter "

“No, I haven'i!
Buntey——*

C“IF you saw anybody, fathead, you must have zeen that
1t waa not 17

“How could Y sre in thiz {op?
buf it was somebady a3 big as myzelf.

A doubt was smiting Color

“ {ﬁf eounrse it wasn't me, you blitherer. if it happencd
ak all t*®

“1s ambadr elsa out, fhen i

*How zheubd T knowi®

“Oh " gasped Coker. “I—I never lhought of auybody
elso being onb! T never hnew anybhody was! 1—-J1—— If
vou gay it wasn't you, Complon———"

* Tdiot 1"

“Well, wihat was a fellow to think, not knowing anybody
else wus outi” demanded Coler. “Y know 1've been
hacked—I can hardlg' walk! Owl When I gt in, T'I
;'Jc_lll:,r well find out whe's heen out of the House, wind simazh

wt for hacking me hke that! A dicly, cowardly teick i

“Are you sure—"

“Oh, don’t ba an ass ! snorled Coker. “Twok hiere, give
me a hand! I'm sorry I punched youn, if it wasu't yous
but what was a fellow to think? I sav, give mwe a hond!
I've got to dot-and-carry-one [

Cowmpton loomed through the fog again. Convineed by
that time ihat it was not Compton who had hacked him—
though he could not begin to gucss who it might have been—

(Continwéd on next puge)

IMave sou seon

And it wasn't Donder ] Too tall for

T just zaw a shadew,
1E ik waso b you—""
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Coker was no longer in a punching
mood. He was glad to lean on Valen-
tine Compton’s strong arm.

He leaned heavily. Compton realised
that he was hurt, though he still had s
suspicion that Coker had banged himself
on something mn the fogr; 1t was alto-
gether too nstonishing i somebody
really had hacked him. But 1k was
plain that Horace was in need of help,
whatever tha causo of the damage. The
good-natured new fellow ecasily forgave
the punch, delivered under a misappre-
hension, and gave Coler all the aid he
needed.

“I'll get you back to the House,” he
said., “Bunter will have to wait | Come
on, old chap

“1 say, I'm really sorry I punched
you, Compton I .

“That’s all right.”

“What was a fellow to think ¥

"Goodness knows, with a brain like
yours, Coker! Cotne on ¥

* Loak here—"

“Oh, come onl
rvight ! This way ¥

" You needn't make out that vou can
find yvour way in this fog, Compion |
Wh_;.r, I can’t ™

Valentine Compton laughed. He
could do many things that the egregions
Haraee could not do.

“It's not casv,” he zaid. “But I've
been through lots of fogs at ses, you
know, I'mn rather used to steering a
course in a mist.” )

“Oh 1" said Coker. *Well, if you can,
all right; but I jolly well den’t believe
yon can—see ¥

“Well, lef’s try !* said Compton.

He led Coker onward. It was well
known at Greyfriars that Valentine
Cowpton, since leaving his prep school,
Lad spent most of his time on his uncle’s
vacht, the I'irefly, before comming to
i’f}reyfriars a few weeks age. Perhaps
that was why he was able te steer a
course, as he expressed it, in the blind-
ing mist that had Colker quite beaten.

Five minutes of groping, and a
limmer of yellow light loomed in the
of. It eama from the open doorway
of the House, P

By gum ! ejaculated Coker, n sur-
prise. “That’'s luck 1 I say, Compton,
that's the door! Hceod that way—see "

“ Cotne on 1™ snid Compton.

And he led the limping Horace on,
and guided him up the steps of the
Housc.

Lean on me. That's

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Surprising !

i SAY, vou fellows—"
E 4 1":" 10 1
“What—"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™
“Bunter ! exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
The whole crowd, in the House door-
way, spun round, as if moved by the
aln.ma spring, ot the fat voice behind
then. 5

They gazed at Billy DBunter. They
Blinked at him as if they could hardly
bolieve their eyes.

Bunter's fat voice had been heard
squeaking for help from the fogpy
?uadl mpten had gone out to look
or him, and Coker had gone out to
lock for Compton; and neither had yet
returned.  But  here wos  Bunter—
coming to the door from within the
House,. The Greviriars fellows stered
at Bunter as if he bhad been the ghost
of a fat Owl!

"It—it—it's Bunter ! stuttered Bob
Cherry,

“Bunter 1" repeated Mr.  Quelch.
“Blesa my =oul !

HAbsurd I" bootned Mr. FProut. The
Fifth Form master had joined the grow
ing erowd ab the door. *Ridieulous!
Then the boy was not out of doors ai
all! Who stated that the boy was outl
of doors?”

“Wharten " exclaimed DMr. Quelch
angrily,

“But—" gasped Harry.

“Oh! Wharton!” boomed Prout. *1
am not surprised=—nob in the least sur-
prised | Wharton, of course! A foolish
prank—"

“Nothing of the kind!™ execlaimed
Harrr. *Bunter wasz out of doors, and
a dozen fellows heard Lim ecalling out
from the fog-—"

“Yeos, rather!™

“The ratherfuliiess 1s terrific.”

“Nonsense [" boomed Prout. *“*The
boy is here! Quelch, you see that the
boy i1z here! Two bovs of my Form
have pone out into this dreadful fog—
for nothing! They may be lost—1 have
no doubb that they are lost—and it
furns out to be a foolish prark of the
Remove boys! Really, Quelch—"

“Bunter was out!” cxelaimed Harry.

“1lle is here 1" boomed Prout. “How
dare you——"

“YWill you allow me to speak, Br.
Prout?™' exclaimed the Hemove master
acidly.
of the House ™

“¥Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. "I pot
lest in the fog, sirl”
"Absurd ! snorted Prout. ““An

utterly absurd statement, as the boy iz
here, and elearly has not been out of
the House. No one saw him come jn!
I ask you, Quelch, whether he could
have entercd unnoticed, with the door-
way crowded—I may say, crammed!”
“How did vou enter, Bunter?"

"I found a study window open, sir,
and elimbed in!” auswered Bunter.

“Oht" gasped Mr. Prout.

“I—=I ecounldn't find the door, siri™
gasped Bunter. **I—I couldn’t see any-
thing. Then I found Carne’s window
open, sir, and e¢limbed in, and—"

“I aquite understand!™ gaid Mr
Quelch. "“You were very foolish to
venture out in the fog, Bunter; but I
am glad you have found your way
gafely into the House,"

Mr, Prout’s face was s study. There
was a general grin on all other faces
That simple explanation of Bunter's

surpsising  reappearsice  had  not
securred to Prout. With a very pink
complexion, the Fifth Form master

vesurned staring into the fop.

"1 say, vou fellows, I've had an awful
time 1" said Bunter, I say, I never
got to the fuckshop after all! T say,
have you fellows had tea?”

“ Compton’s gone out to look for you,
fathead—"

“Has he? I eay, have you had tea?”

“And that ass, Coker, has gone to
look for Compton.™

“"Has he? What about tea?" ashked
Bonter enxiously. “I've told yon I
never got to the tuckshop, T'm fear-
fully hungry. If you fellows are coming
;JE to tea now, I'll tea with you, if you
ike, I

“We're walting till Compton comes
in. fathead!”

“T wouldn't wait said PBunter,
shaking his head. “Why, he may bho
lost for hours and houral I¢'s like soup
i the quad. What's the good of wait-
ing for Compton fo come int"

“Iill him, somebody [

“ Beast 1" ‘

As Compton of the Fifth had gone out
to Buunter's rescue, the fat Owl might
have boen Eup}rnsvd to be a Little con-
cerned about him  Perbaps he wast

]F!

“Bunter, have you been out |

7

Lzt it was lato for tea, and Bunter was
hungry; and lesser considerations had
to give way {o greater |

MNobody else, however, was thinking of
tea, lale as it was. With the selfishness
to which Dunter was sccustomed,
nobody seemed to care whether he was
hungry or not, Everybody seemed comn-
cerned about Compton of the Fifth—as
if Compton of the Fitth mattered two
hoots, or one, in comparison with
Bunter of the Remove! But there it
was—and Billy Bunier could only grunt
mlpq.tlg-:nt]}', and wait for the fellows to
get it into their silly heads that, at tea-
time, tea was the most urgent and im-
portant consideration in the universel

“Halle, halle, hallot Here they
come " shouted Bob Cherry, as dim
fighres loomed on the steps, in the light
from the doorway.

" Compton—"

“He's found Coker.™

“Ha, ha, hat"”

Coker had gone out to look for Comp-
ton! PBut nobody doubted that it was
Coker who would need looking for, ence
he was out in the fog! Eyidgeuﬂy they
were right | Compton eame up the steps
with Horace Coker limping and leaning
heavily on his arm.

“Ow ! was Coker's first remark as
W Caine in,

The door was shut at last. There was
:;_unt-: sufficient fog in the House by thia
TITI,

Compton locked round ns the door
was shut,

“Hold on,” he said. “I'd better go
and look for Bunter.®

* Bunter ig here, Compton ! said Mr.
Quelch, * Fortunately ho found an epen
window and was ablo to enter.”

“Ohl  Very well, sir!” said Comp-
ton. “I'd better help you up to your
study, Coker."

“Is Coker hurtt* My
Prout.

“He has knocked his ankle, sir™

“I haven't knocked my ankle!”
bawled Coker. *“I've been hacked on
the ankle! I told vou I was hacked io
the fog, Compton1”

“Yes, yes, old chap—but—="

“Hacked I repeated Mr, Prout,
“*What do vou mean, Coker? Vou were
excessively foolish te go out at alll
What absurdity are you talking now

Fifty peirs of eyes, at least, wero
fixed on Coker. His statement that lo
had been “hacked ™ in the fog made
the fellows jump.

“I tell yvou I've been hacked 1" howled
Coker hotly. * Some fn::llm-:’:i. out of the
ITouse, and he kicked mael’

“Nonsense 1" boomed Prout.

“I've got & damaged anklo!"” bawled

exclaimed

Coker. “Compton's had to help me
back to the Houso ! I was kicked on the
ankle 1" "

“ Absurd 1"

“1 thought it was Compton, at first,
as I thought he was the only fellow out
of the House, cxcept that fat ass Bun-
ter 1 I jolly well punched him, thinking
it was him !

“Ha, ha, hal"™

“I know it wasn't Compton nowl
He's helped me back, like a brick | Dut
it was somebody.”

Prout waved & plump hand ot lho
cxecited Horace,

“Do not be absurd, Coker! Nothing
of the kind can have happencd! You
have collided with sometbing in the
fl)?_.‘, obviously.”

‘I didn't [

“Coker, old man 1" murmured Potler
and Greene.

“SBhut up! T tell vou, I was hacked 1™

Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No, 1,503,
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rogeod Coker,
mwy ankle!”

“You will do nothing of the kind!"
hoomed Prout. “You are a foolish,
clumey, blundering boy, Coker, and you
have had. an aceident 1n thoe fog, and I
forbid d_‘p:m tp make any such absurd
aod ridioulous statoment! Go to yow
sindy I

" B fet

“Take him to his study 1™ boomed
Prout.

Compton had one of Coker's mrma.
Potter took the other. Greene pushed
him from bchind, Spluttering with
indignation, Coker was ﬁfﬂp&"ﬂﬂ to the
;ii:'-!ﬂf} and got away to his study in the

ifth.

Then the crowd brole up, and the
Remove fellows went up to their studies
te tea—to the infinite relief of Billy

“I'll jolly well show you

Bunter! And there was-considerable
chuckling and chibrtling ds they went
over er's extraordinary statéemefit

that some person unknown had hacked
himm in the fog. Nobody, of ecourse,
thought of beheving that old Horace
had got it righi—ncbiody doubted’ for a
moment that that clumsy sss, Colker,
bad banged into something in the frg,
and fencied that hoe had been hacked.

But in Coker's study, when Coker
bared his ankle to apply embrocation,
theve was doubt.

Potter and Greene stared at the black
bruise on Coker’s ankle. Cowmpton gave
it & very hard look, :

“That was s hack!” said Cowmpton
guictly.

“Dlessed if it docsn't leok like it

eaid Potter, in amazement. " DBut who
the dickens——"

“And why the dickens—" said
Greene, equally amazed.

“Ow " said Coker., “Wow! You've
gob some scnse, Compton—you can see
what it wasl Ow! ow 1’

Potter and Greene, vhaps, still

doubted. But Compton did not doubt
and he was deeply Fuzz.lm:l. Least of all
did Coker doubt, as he grunted,

groaned, and rubbed embrocation on lis
ankls |

THE MAGNET

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Loder Makes a Discovery !

ODER of the Bixth lacked into
L the study of Walker of that
Form.

Jamea Walker, seated in an
elegant attitude, with his chair tilted
back, and his feet on the table, readin
s vellow-backed novel, glanced roun
at him.

“Ten't Carne here? gelied Loder.

“Iaven't seen him! answered
Walker; and he resumed his novel, and
‘:Eﬂ&rsld Loder stared at the back of his

ead.

“Where the dooes is he?” asked
Loder.

“Looked in his study?”

“No; I know he isn't there,”

“Draw the grefectu'-ruum,-t-ham”

“I've looked there, fathead "

“Well, he can hardly be out of doors
in this jolly old fog I yawned Walker.
“Perhaps he's gono to see Wingate, to
tell him, for the umpteenth time, that
he’a the right man for the eleven to-
morrow, and that that new Fifth Form
wman isn'g”

“Oh, I shouldn't wonder!”
grinned, closed Walker's door, and went
along to the study of Wingatoe, the
captain of Greyfriars,

It was quite probable that Carne was
there. That term, Arthur Carne had
taken up gomes and rather neglected
his old paels, Loder and Welker of the
Sixth, as well as his racing aequaing-
ances at the Crosa Keys and the Three
Fishers.

Hiz keonness had made him fricndly
with the games men, and “old Win-
gate  had viewed him with an approv-
ing eye. It was a fact that, but for the
wonderful form shown by Compton, the
new man in the Fifth, Carne would have
heen picked for the frst eleven, and
would have fgured in the Rookwood
matceh, duoe that week.

Only Carne feiled to sce how much
better the new man was, His bitternesa
on the subject disgusted somne fellows,
and amused others.

Loder, who resented his new and im-
proved manpers and custons, was very

Smashing tales of jungle adventures.
Thrills and excitement in the wild prairies
of the West and real pulse-tingling stories
that have their backgrounds in strange
lands! You'll ind a host of them in this
ou enter-
t contains
l, packed with the finest

opular boys' authors.
Don't miss it—i}] you want the finest of
all bargains in all-story Annuals.

grand book—enough to keep

tained for many e long day.
192 pages in

work of many

Loder 8

e

The POPULAR BOOK
OF BOYS’ STORIES 2/6

Of all Newsagents and Booksellers

much amused—and not at oll displeased
by Carne’s [fallure tieo realise his
ambition

On the other hand, foolball had
vroved a rather cheaper, as well as more
healthy, oceupation, than spottin
winners and backing losers! Carne ha
Henty of money—and #till had it}

der, who also had plenty, no longer
had it—having drop all hiz availabla
FESOUCGES On ny Blue, o deceptive

gee-goe thit ought to have come in Hrst,
but had actually come in eleventh.

Gerald Loder, gt the present moment,
was severely pushéd for a five-pound
note.  Carne, having played football
instead of backing horses, was in funds
—and Gerald hopoed to " touch * him for
the necestary fiver. In return for
which Loder was prepared o tell Carne
that he fu[l{;l‘Y dezsorved & plece in the
cleven, that Wingate was a fool to leave
him out, and that that new man in the
Fifth was a tick, a swab, and a bargeal

But he had to find Carne first. Aa ha
had seen Billy Bunter emerge from
Carne’s study, imring climbed 1n at the
apen window, he knew that Carne conld
not be there. At least, he took it for
ranted that no fellow could be sitting
in his study with the window open in a
damp, reeking, sticky fog.

As the fellow was not with Walker,
Loder went to look for him in Win-
gate’s study, little doubting that he was
there, urging his ¢laims once more on
the captain of the school.

Wingate's door stood apen, and there
wera several Sixth Form men in the
rooim. They were diseussing—rather
anxiously--tho weather, If that putrid
fog lasted over the morrow, it was
evident that the Rockwood match waa
off—very much off. Bulkeley of Rook-
wood could not bring his men over o
play Boeccer in pee-soupl! It was an
anxious topic to the games men—though
Loder was very little interested in it.

“Carpe hera?” he asked, looking in.

“Carne? Nol” answered Wingate.
Gwynne, Bykes, and North were there—
oll members of the eleven. “1 szay,
Loder. what's thia about a Fifth Form
man sayving that somebody hacked hLimn
in the fog outside? Heard of it?”

“ Haven't heard I answered Loder.

He turned away to continue his zearch
for the clusive Carne. He did not caro
two straws whoethor a Fifth Form man
had been hacked or not, and did not
ask who 1t was, or how It was sup-
posed to have happened.

i They went out to look for that young
ass, Bunter of the Remove—Compton
and Coker——" he heard Gwynne say,
as ho went.

“Seen Carne?” Loder called out, as
he spotted Baneroft of the Sixih in the
passoge.

“Tn his study, T think 1™

“No, he isn’t 1" grunted Loder.

“The light's on, anyhow |

“Oh 1 said Loder.

He tramped up tho passage again to
(Jarne's sztudy. The light under the
door seemad to indicate that it was
aceupicd.

Gereatly puzzled, Loder tapped at the
door and throw it open. Iie had been
keeping an eye open for Carne ever
since he had seen Bunter emergo from
the study, and he did not understand
how the Sixth Former could have got
back to his room unseen.

But Carne was there, Tha Ii%ht. wWas
on, and Carne was bending ever his fire,
sktirring ik to o blaze.

Hea I%aked round with a little start as
Loder came in. Hia face was o trifle
Ea.]e; and, eold as it was, there was a

ead of perspiration on his brow.

Loder looked at him very curiously.

8o you're hera [ he said.
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He pulled up his {rousers-leg and then unrolled the bandage Irom his foot, displaying the

Injured ankle. Carne [elt 2 pang as he looked at the gash of that eruel hack. The sight of what he had done made It clearser
to him what a roiten, cowardly actlon it had been,

“Eh? Yes! Why shouldn't 1 be
here?! said Carne. He gave Loder a
furlive look, and turned to the fire
again, stirring it industriously.

Lodler glaneed at the window. It was
sht, and the curtain drawn. But ic
immust have been open when Bunier go
in—and there had beon ne light show-
mg from the study when the
cane out at the door.

[oder was puzzled, and vaguely sus-
plelons, Carne, aobviously, could not
bave bheen sitting there in tl};e dark, with
the window open, when Bunter got in
Yet, ever since, Loder had had hiz eyve
ont the passage, and bad not seen Carne
esne to the study.

He could hardly imagine that Carco
hacd, like Bunter, pot in by tho windows.
Yet it looked az if he had.

“Been out in the fog?” asked Lodoer,
in perplexity,

Mo, you asz!” Carne continved o
stir the fire, and did not look round as
e answered,  “"Not the woathor for
going oub ¥

Loder stared.

*¥You haven't been out?”
exelatmed.

“ Mot since class.”

" You ﬂick&d u% that wud on wour
boots in the Sixth Form passage?™ asked
Loder savecasticallr,

Carpe gave so violent a start that he
deopped the poker. It c¢langed om the
fender. -

Loder, more and move surprised, and
rotirer amused, saw his face flame, and

at junior

he

then become pale again, as he looked

down at his boots. The gquad was wet
and muddy, and Carne’s boots were the
same. Obviously they had not beeome
wet and muddy indoora,

“What the dickens is thiz game,
Carnc?” asked Loder. ¥ You've becon
out, and youn must have got n at the
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windew ! Whe? It's not lock-up yet—
von could go out by the door, if you
liked.”

“You inguisitive fool!” Carne gave
him a look that was half-furtive and
hali-finrer. “Tw-I got v boots muddy
this affernoon!  Why the dickens ave
vou Dutting into my stedy and guestion-
ing me? Mind your own business ™

“You haven't been out?” grinned
Loder. " Were you here when Buntes
was i the study ??

HPanter?™  sald  Carne blankly.
“What the dickens do you mean?
Bunter hasn’t been to this study ™

“1a, ha, ha!" roared Loder.

As he had seen Billy Bunter emergs
from  Carne's study, that statement
awinused him, Obviously, Carne had not
lseen there at the timne.

Carne’s face reddencd and paled
arain. He dropped the poker, and
camne towards Loder, his hands clenched.
and his eyes glinting, It was plain that
he was in a state of jumpy nerves and
SAVAZO Tempar.

“What do you mean?” he snarled.
“Why shoull a fag come to this study
Tunter's out in the fog. toa! There was
a erowd at the door looking for him
when T eame to my study. He's ont of
the House™

“He's in now,” grinned Loder. “lle
ol in ab vour window !

“YWha-a-at!” Cproe [airly stagoeved.

“ ¥ saw him coming out of vour door,
and asked him. He found the wandow
open, and got in.”

“Bunter did? panted Carne.

“Yer, von ass!  Apd fhere was no
light in the study when he came outk
You weren't here 1

Carne leaned a hand on the table for
support.  Ilis fnce was =0 white that it
looked like a ghastly mask, Loder's

he asked.

own prinning face becanwe serious, and a
little alarmed, as he looked at him.

“Carne, old man, what's the row®™
“YWhat the dooce Liave you
been doing ¥

Carpe did not snswer. His trembling
lips moved, but no word came., He
looked like a follow stricken by uttor
tervor—asz, indeed, at that mecment he
Wig,

Loder had left the door ajar when he
siepped in.  He turned to it hastily, and
closed. it.

“Carne, you fool, what have vom
donet” he breathed. “DI've just heard
in Wingate's study that a Fifth Fopn
man 5875 he was hacked in the fog—and
—and—and Compton went out to look
for Bunter. Have you—"

Loder did not need to finish the ques-
tion. Cdrne's look was enough. Loder's
own face paled a little.

“¥ou awful rotter!™ he blreathed.
“You've crocked the man that's got
vour pilace in the eleven—hacked him
in the fog! Oh gadl”

“Bhut up [ hissed Carne.

He tried to pull himself together.
Until Lader came into the study, ke had
been fecling o mingling of tevror amd
vemiorse.  xow it was whollv terror that
he was feeling.

It had seened safe—absolutely safe.
Ile had gone to his study, after secing
Compton of the ifth go out into the
for: he had jumped from the study
window, absaolutely certzin that none
eould sec, nane conld suspeer.  His only
ronbt was whether he would be able to
find his encmy in the fog.

He had found him—at least, he had
gliinpaed a fall figure, which could not
poszibly  Linve been Bunter's.  Only
Complon waz ont as well as Bunter, so
he nad na doubl. It was after he had
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one to his study that Horace Coker nad
ollowed Compton out, and Carne had
ne knowledge of that; was not think-
ing of Coker, or of anyone, but the
fellow who had, as he looked at_it,
buttéd into the eleven and barged him
out. .

Safe—rsafe as honses| He had nothin
to fear bat his own conscience. An
now— >

Tha wretched fellow felt his brain
swimming. He held on to the table,
his knees weak under him, If this was
known— Ha shuddered at the thought
of the horror, the scorn, in every face.
Even that was not the worst. It would
come before the Head; he would be
expelled for such an act!

“Well, that's the limit!? mutiercd
TL.oder, “Carne, you must have been
mad

“Are—are tvOUu sure you zaw Bunter

Carne’s voice cracked.

“He found your window open and
clarobered in,” said Leoder. “Good
heavens, Carnel You looked for
Compton in the fog, and hacked him!
You madman! Have vou crecked him
for to-morrow i

Carne nodded in silence.

“Suppose he spotted you——->

“*How could he in the fog? I never
saw him—only a glimpse I” muttered
Carne. “Might have been anybody;
anly I knew nobody else was out. Servo
him right ! He %ritted his teeth, “A
nobody from nowhere, barging in and
bagging & man's ploce! I've slaved at
Soceer all the term, and now that new
swab comes and HMEH into my shoes |
You'll keep thig dark, Loder?’

“It's too fearfully thigk—-"

“Thicker than some of the things
vou've donet” eneeved Carne. *'If you
talk about me, Gerald Loder, I've got
a tongue in my head, tool After all,
nobody can suspect anything, Thank

oadness, you've tipped me about that
at fool Bunter, though! I might have
said I was in my study all the time!”
He caught his breath. " What did you
come hero fort YWhat do you want?
You haven't come to talk about foot-
ball, I suppose " added Carme, with a
sneer.

terald Leder loclked at him, long
and hard, ’

“We're pals,” he said. “I'm szaying
nothing. I won't tell you what I
think—"

“ Don't ¥ said Carvne. “ What did you
come hore foyi”

“T eame to ask you if you conld lend
me a fver? 1 dropped all I had on
Bonny Blue, and Banks is dunning me.”

“Well, I can’t1*

“T think yvou might—in the cirenm-
stances ! said Loder significantly,

Carpe gave him a look. He did not
speak. DBut when Gerald Loder left the
study there was a borrowed fiver in his
Fﬂl:li-l':t. And Carne was left to harass-
ing thoughis,

ut be was safel Who could know?
Who could muspeet? DBunter had found
his window open. ell, any fellow
might have left his window open, and
forgotten to thut it when the fog came
on, MNobody could suspect him or gues-
tion him. But if anyone did, he knew
what to answer, now that he had had
the tip from Loder. He had not been
in his study at the time; there wera a
dozen places whera he might have been.
e could not have heen seen and recog-
niced in the fog. He was safal And
Compton, who had bagged his place
in the team for the Rockwood mntch,
was crocked, Wingate would want
ancther man, and that other man would
be Arthur Carne |
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He drew comfort from that. DBut he
was unwilling to meet other fellows’
eyes until he had to. He remained in his
study till the bell rang for calling-over,
in blissful ignorance of the fact that it
was not his football rival, but Horace
Jamea Coker, who had captured that
treacherous hack !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
| A Jolt for Captain Compton |

VZZZZZZ 1
H p?eﬁ bert
jumped.

The Bounder of Greyfriars at
that moment was in Mr. Prout's study.
Ho was standing at the telaphone, about
to lift the receiver from the hooks, when
tho bell buzzed with such suddenness
that it made him jump almost clear of
the floor.

“Oh V" gasped Smithy.

Tt was startling enough.

. Tha Bounder, of course, had no right
in the IFifth Form maoster's study. He
had no right whatever to use Prout's
phone. But the beaka were at tea in
sommon-reom, and Vernon-Bmith had
listened ot Common-room door to
Prout's boom within, and z0 was assured
that “Qld Pompous * was safe off the
SCENO.

A Remove fellow could have asked his
Form-master, Mr. Quelch, for leave to
use Quelch’s phone—for any purpose he
could have explained to a Form-master,
But tho seapegrace of Greyfriars could
hardly have explained to Mr. Quelch
that ho had an appointment with Pon-
sr:mb{I & Co. of Higheliffe after lights
out that night—an appointment that had
to-ba washed out because of the fog.

Bmithy wanted to ring up Highcliffe
Hehool to tell Pon that 1t was off, and
he had to get hold of a phons survep-
titionaly, if he got hold of one at all.

Having ascortained that Prout was at
tea in Common-room, he decided on the
Tifth Form master’s instrument, There
was no light in the study, and he crept
across the room in the dark to the tele-
phone, and his hand was almost upon it
when the bell started itz rancous buzsz.

That was a thing that no fellow could
have foreseon, Nothing could have been
more unlucky than s call for Prout at
that moment. If Prout came to tha
study and found a Remaove junior theve,
it meant ne end of a row,

There was only one thing for Smithy
to do, and he did it quickly, He
grabbed the receiver off the hooks to
take the call. Somehow or other, hoe
had to shut off the caller and get rid
af him, which was rather rough luck on
Prout, if 1t was a call ha wanted to
take. But the Bounder, in the circum-
stances, could not afford to worry about
Prout. His thoughts were concentrated
on Harbert Vernon-Smith.

“Hallo 1 said the Dounder ints the
transmitter, making his voice as deep
‘a5 he could, in the hope that it might
be taken for Prout's.

“Is that Mr. Prout?” came a hard,
sharp voice over the wires.

“Bpeaking I said Smithy coolly.

He wondered who the speaker was,
The voice was not exactly familiay, but
he knew that he had heard it before.

“Captain Compton speaking 1” came
the hard voice.

Smithy jumped again,

He¢ Lknew now whers he had heard
that sharp, strident, far from agreeabls
voice—the hard voice of a hard man.
Back into his mind came that night in
the smug%lera‘ cave, under the rocks of
the Bhoulder, when Captain Compton
and his nephew had pulled in from the
sea at midnight

Vernon - Smith

It was Compton’s uncle—the captain
of the steam-yacht Firefly—who was
speaking.

The voice went on as Smithy stood
staring at the telephone.

“I am ‘sorry to troublo you, Mr,
Prout, but 1 ehould be extremely
obliged if you would allow me a few
words with my nephew, who is in your
Form—"

“Oh I* breathed Smithy.

Only Herbert Vernon-Smith knew—
but he was sure—that Captain Compton
was & smuggler, and that his handsome
steam-yacht, the Firefly, was used, not
for pleasure eruising, but for conveying
contraband goods from foreign shores.
Only Bmithy knew that Valentine
Compton of the TFifth Form weont
gecretly down to the sea-cave, by the
secret passage from Greyfriarz School,
to ecarry up emuggled goods run inio
tha eave on dark mights.

Smithy knew—only too well. Smithy
had trailed the schoolbay smuggler to
the hollow oak in Lantham Chate,
whera the contraband goods were
hidden, to be picked up later. Smit
had snaffled thoes contraband goods an
dispatched them by pareels post to
Inspector Grimes at Courtfield—much to
that official gentleman’s astonishment.

But what Smithy knew tas a seeret
locked in hizs own breast. Nothing
would have induced him to harm
Eum;ﬁtun of the Fifth, who—whatever
elza he was—was a splendid foothaller,
a zplendid fellow, and liked by nearly
every man, scnioy or Jjunior, in the
srhool,

But if Smithy felt kind and friendly
towards Valentine Compton, he had no
sich kind feeclings towards the hard-
faced man who pulled the strings.

Smithy was not & very scrupulous
fellow himself, but he had nothing but
scorn for a man who was making use
of a schoolboy under his control to play
a desperate and lawless game.

Captain Compton wanted to speak fo
liis nephew on the telephone. Certainly
Mr. Prout, if be had taken the call,
would heve consented at once. Compton
would have been sent for, and left on
the phone.

Vernon-Smith's face set grimljr.

Captain Compion, yachtsman and
smnggler, was not going to get that
talk with his nephew in Prout’s Form.
Smithy was glad that he was there to
intercept the call. If Captain Compton
had snwgglmg instructions to give, he
could find another way. If he wanted
to inguire why the contraband packets
had not been in the hollow oak at
Lantham, he could find other means of
mquiring, Instead of a talk with the
echoolboy smuggler, he could have a
talk with the Remove junicr, who had
zet himself to defeat the ﬁmuﬁling
armnp, o long as it waa earried on
through Greyiriars School. Every difhi-
culty that he eould put in the way of
tho leader of the smuggling gang was
=0 much to tha good, from the
Bounder's point of view,

The sharp volee went on, with a
csharper note of impatience. Captain
Compton, was, no doubt, surprvized by
tha zilenee ab Prout's ond.

“Are you thers? Hallo! Are yon
theve, AIr. Prout? It i3 an urgeut
mutter, or 1 should not have trouhled
you. I am called away, snd heve to
speak to my nephew concerning the
Christmas hu{idaya.f’

Vernon-8mith grinned. That wounld
have been good enough for Proni—bug
it was not good enough for the
Bounder, knowing what he knew !

“Pleaze answer mel” snapped the
charp voice, **Are you therei®

(Continued on page 12.)
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There is no other hobby in the
world to equal Meccano Model-
building, and nene that is so full of
thrilling interest for boys. Meccanois
REAL engineering in minfature. The
models are built with REAL
engineering parts, accurately made of
steel and brass, that fit together and
work with THE SMOOTHNESS AND
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to make hundreds of different models.

TELL DAD YOU WANT
MECCANGC FOR CHRISTMAS.

Prices from 3/6 to 400/-
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CLOCKWORK
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Motor Car Qutfits
The cars built with these Outfits are
not only wonderfully realistic in appear-
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of being able to make long and speedy
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Aeroplane Outfits
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contain interchangeable parts with which

a large number of models of aeroplanes
can be made,
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Dinky Builder Outfits
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and satisfaction,

The performance and durability of the Hornby Electric Trains
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agﬁc :iﬁ%ﬂ;ing i::;:lrgect: I!.':uhbiu ever Prices of Clockwork Train Sets from 4/11d. to 65/«
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“Ieve!” answered the Boundor.
“Speaking, old bean!”
“What—what? Who is that?” came

a gasp [from the other end. It was
obvioua to the captain that it was not
a Greyiriars: Form-master who used
~such an expression,
“Littla me,” =aid tha Bounder.
“Whatt Who aig youl”
“Find out 1™
“"Wha-a-at? What did vou say??
“Cetting deaf? I zaid find out 1™
“Yho is speaking? That is not Mr.
Prout! Is tﬁut some schoolboy playing

_ tricks on a master's telephone®”

“You've got 1t!" szaid the Bounder,
with a chuckle,

“You young roascal I

“Y¥ou old rascal !’

“What " gasped the ecaptain.

“Deaf again? 1 said old rascal!”

“Good gad! Will you call M,
Prout? Will you eall my nophew to the
telephone! You impertinent young
scoundrel, T have to =peak to my
nephew about the Christmas holidays U

“Gammon "

“What? What did you sayi”

“You seem frightfully ‘deaf, old
thing | I said gammon [

"What do you meani The sharp

voice came with suppressed fury in it
The DBounder could guess what would
have happened to him had there not
been the length of & telephone wire
between  him
“¥You impudent youn

“Yonu impudent ol
Smithy cheerfully.

Thers was & choking sound over the
wires. The man at the other end
spemed to be purgling with rage.

The Bounder chuckled. He was
rather enjoyi this talk on the tole-
phone—though it was clear that Captain
Unmﬁtcm waa not.

“By gad " The voice came in & hiss
of rage. “I will report thiz to your
headmaster, and you shell be detected
and punished for your insolence, who-
over you ave, you young jackanapest’

“Co it !* eaid the bounder,

“For the last time, will you call my
nephew to the telephone?™

scoundre]——~="
scoundrel 1" sald

“Ask e, instead [ suggested
Vernon-Smith.
“What—what? Ask you what?

What do you mean?™.

“I mean that I'm the fellow who
knows " chuckled the Bounder. “Your
nephew doesn’t know what happened
to the packets”

* Thom—i he=—i1ha p-p-packeis 1™

“Yes=—tho p-p-packetz!” mimicked
the Bounder, “Hae ean’t tell you why
vou didn’t find them in the hollow oalk
at Lantham Chase, becavnze he docsp’
knaw 1"

The Bounder heard s gasp sz he
grinned over Prout’s telephone! Ho
conld guesz what a shoek hia words had
given the yachtzman-smuggler,

There was a shake in the sharp voice
when it was heard again.

“Who 13 spealing t'*

“Wouldu't yon like to know ¥

“Is it a Greviviars boy?"

“Guess M

“What do vou mean by what—what
you_ just said i

“Ihdu't I speak plainly? Compton
of the Fifth doesn’t know a thing about
the packets. 1'm the sportsman who
snaffled them !

“ Good pad ™

Theve was a whir on the lino after
that startled ejeculation.  Captain
Compton had rung off suddenly.

Bmithy chuckled softly. He could guess
the state of alarm and surprise of the
vachtzman-smuggler, Ho was well
aware that ho %Jad given the captain a
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severe jolt. He could easily imagine
the alarm and fury of the man who so
suddenly and unexpectedly found that
hls gecret was suspected, if not known,
by someona to whose identity he had not
the slightest clue,

Grinnming, the Bounder put through
his call to Highcliffo, and quietly left
Mr. Prout’s study.

Prout was still booming over the tea-
table in Common-room, bhissfully un-
sware of what had hbappened in his
study.

Smithy, as he left Masters' passage,
passed Comptonr of the Fifth talking
with Blundell and Ifitzgerald of that

Farm. Thlif' wers  discussing  the
weather, an the Rookwood mateh,
pnd  Valentine Compton's face was

smiling and cheerful. He was telling
Blundell that he fancied that the fog
would clear off by morning; and as
Comptlon was known to have %md two or
three veara of seafaring with his uncle,
he weas listened to with respect on the
iubi}?nt of weather-signe.

The Bounder glanced at him enriously
as he passed—but Compton did not even
notice him.

Smithy wondered what he would have
thought, and said, had he known that
n Remove junior knew his secret, and

had set himself to I;n.:.l: “paid ** to every
moeve in _the mw.g'ghmg game ]
He grinned as ha strolled on to the
Rag. R

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

What Bunter Knew !
¢k BAY, vou fellowsl Cokeyr——m"

E There was a chuckle i the

Rag.

Coler of the Fifth, in his
gtucdy, was still busy with embrocation,
Coker was not amuszed by what had
happered in the fog—but most other
fellows were. It was so like old Horacs
to barge into something in the fog, givo
himsal% g knock, and hop in on one leg.
That amused the Greyfriaras fellows;
and they were still more amuzed by his
extraordinary faney that some person
unknown had hacked himm. The mere
mention of Coker’s nama was sullicient
to cause a chuckle.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! YWhat's the
latest 7" asked Bob Cherry, sa Dilly
Bunter rolled in and squeaked. " Coker
boeen falling over his own feet again?®"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 =ay, you fellows, ho was hacked !’
said Bunter. “Queer, ain't it7”

“The gueerfulnesa would bo terrifie,
if  true ! remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “But the hackfulness was
a preposierous delusion.”

“1 say, vou fellowz, I'va looked into
his study,” said.the fat Owl. “T say,
it's trua! He's got o feaviul hack on
the ankle—anybody could zee that it
was a kick [*

« " Rot!" said Havry Wharton,

“{ompton saya so——"

“What?"” Thera was general infer-
est at that, “Compton doesi" ;

“T1 jolly well heard him!” =aid
Bunter, huppy at having mado en im-

ression, 1 heard him say it was a
ack, plain enough ™

“If Compton said that, it must he
go i said Bob Cherry. “He's not a
gilly zes like Coker!l Buat—-"

“1 say, you fellows, a lot of the Iifth
have been fo see him,” said DBunter
“EBlundell said he thought Compton
was right 1”

“PBut what rot 1" gaid Frank Nugent.
“Who'd play such a dirty trick? And
who'd want to damage poor old
Coker " :

eatd Harry ‘harton,

":"'-r'l:'bﬂdf !:1
“Coker's a hotheaded aza, and lots of

fellows would like io boot him—bul a
cowardly trick like that is a very diffcy-
ent matter, Nobody would do 1t1”

“Nobody was out, except Compton
and Bunter!” remarked Skinner. " Did
you hack old Horace, Bunter 1"

“0h, really, Bkinner—"

“The silly 1diot theught it waa Comp-
ton, and punched him!” chuckled
H?z'clden{:. “Buat if it's trne, who was
]I:l LE

“Nobody 1 said the captain of the
Hemove, "Coker's an ass, and one
duffer makes many ! It never happened
—it couldn’t 1"

“Well, Compifon’s ne fool!™ said
Johnny Bull tlmugihtiullp “If he thinks
that Goker was hacked—and Blundell
tog—-="

“Bure 1t wasn't
grinned Skinner, )

“It wasn't Bunter, and it cortainly
counldn’t have been Compton,” said
Harry Wharten, “and so it never
happened, as nobody else was out.™

“Well, Carne of the Sixth doesn’t
lika Coker very muen,” remarked Bun-
ter. “They've had rows. Lotz of
fallows know that Cavne rather funks
Coker, though he's o prefeet |

“Carne 1” repeated Wharton, starines
at the fat Owl. “You blithering azs!
Carno was in tho House at tha time—hae
came to the door while you were out
in the fog, and lots of fellows saw him.
He never went out. He went to his
study  after Queleh faivly barked at
hirm,”?

“1 mean, he might hare got out of
his window;” explained Bunfer.

“He might have got out of his
window 1Y repeated Wharton blankly.
“Why the thump should a man get out
of his study window, when the door was
open 7 s

“Well, if he didn't, who did?" de-
manded Bunter,

“IEh? Nobody did (™

“Bomebody jolly well did I” declared
Bunter. “Of course, I conldn't =ce who
1t was in the fog, but I krow he jolly
nearly jumped on my head I

“What's that$” gasped Bob Cherry.

Bitly Bunter grinned. He liked to be
the fellow with news—especially stavt-
ling news. He had made a senzation
this time. Every fellow in the Rag
gathered round him.

“Cough it up, Bunter I said Skinner.
“Thiz is newsl It was Carne’s window
vou found open, wasn't iti"

“Hes! It wasn't open when I pot {o
it ! explained Bunter. “I1 was going to
tap on the glass, and then the light went
out, and the window opened suddenly,
and somebody jumped out! I supposae it
was Carne—jumping out of Carne's
window ! ho else could it have been ¥

Ilarry Wharton & Co. gazed &t the
fat junior. Thers was & buza of excitad
voices in the Rag.

Sinee his adventure in the foz, Billy
Bunter had been gecupied in ﬁ]ﬁng the
ompty spaces in the intorior DBunter;
anit his jaws had been too bunsily
oecupied for chin-wag, So nobody, =0
far, had heard the details of what hadl
havpened to the fat junior outsido the
Honse.

Mow, however, that Dunter had
dovoured all the foodstulls that he could
sovounge up and down the Remove
passagoe, his fat chin was at liberty to
wag—and, naturally, it wagged! "Fatk-
ing camo next to eating, n William
George Bunter's list of the joye of lifo,

Seldom, if ever, did Billy Bunter find
an audience to hang on his words., Dub
he had ono now. Almost for the fir:t
fime in histary every fellow in the
Remove was eager to hear Bunter.

“¥ou see, it must have been Carno
jumping out of his study window 1" zaid

you, DBuntert”
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Peering from behind one of the old stone pillars, Carne watched while Compton read his letter. ““Oh !** A siariled gasp
came to his ears, **Oh | Impossible! Good heavens !” Carne staried, Evidently Compton had found some startilng
news in that letter—some bad news—dismaying pews. It was a bitter satisiactlon to Carne, and he grinned.

the fat Owl. I thm:%];t, of course,
that he was going out of bounds, petting
cut that way '

“Fathcad |” said Vernon-Bmith. *“It
wasn't lock-up then, He could have
walked out i lie'd liked, and no

guestions asked.™

“Well, that was what I thought. It
seomed so queer, a fellow dropping from
his study window, you know!” said
Bunter. " What was a fellow to think?
But now I know i{hat old Coker was
hacked, you seo——"

“It's impossible ™
Wharton.

“Dh, 15 1t 7™ sald Skinner.

Bkinner's eyes wére gleaming., IHe
was “on " this, rather like a dog on &
bonel Carne of the Sixth had a heavy
hand with an ashplant. He had
“whopped ¥ Ekinner for smoking—to
Bkinner's deep and intense indignation,
a3 he more than suspected that Carne
himself smoked in his study.

exelaimed Harry

“By gum, it looks—" gsaid the
Bounder.

"Looks?" jeered Skinner. "More
than looks, I faney! If we'd known

that another fellow was out in the fog,
we should have known what to think,
Carne came to the deor swhen we were
all there, and he could have walked
out if he'd wanted to. Instead of that,
he went ta his study and sneaked out
of the window. Looking for a fellow in
the fnﬁ, fo %ay off old scores! We all
know he funks Coker ™

“You're forgettin' ome thing, Bkin-
ner [ drawled Lord Mauleverer,

"What's that, ass?™ vapped Skinner.

His lordship smiled.

“I was there, you know! I noticed
that Carne went back to bis study
before Coker said anvthin' about goin'
oubl Carne never ktiew that Coker had
gone out at all, old bean.”

“Why, of course!” exclaimed Harry

Wharton, in relief. “He ecouldn't
possibly have known that Coker was
out. So yvou can shut up, Skinner |

Harold Bkinner scowled. He felt
rather like & dog deprived of his bone.
But he had to admit the facts! Carne
of the Sixth, undoubtedly, had been off
the scenc before Horace Coker had said
a word about going out after Compton.
Cariie had not knewn that Coker was
out at all. ]

“By r‘%ur.n 1” said the Bounder. " By
gum | The hound I

All eyves turned on SBonithy,

* Well, what now 7" asked the captain
of the Romove grufily. * Aro you going
to back up Bkinner’s rot? You know
as well az I do that Carne dide’t know,
gnd couldn’t have known, that Coker
was out in the foge—"

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed.

“Ho'd have beon a bit more carcful if
he'd known that |” he sgaid, “When ha
went to his study and dropped out of
the windoew, he only knew that Compton
was out. That's why he went.”

“What the dickens de you mean?)
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Compton
wasn't hacked 5

“0Oh, you're a fool!” said Vernon-
Bamith contempiuously, © Ec-mptpn
wasn't haclod—Dbecause Coleer got it!
Carne can't have scen his man in the
for: if he could have, his man wounld
have seen him! He was hunting for a
fellow in the fog, and found cne, and
hacked him—taking him for Compton.

as he never knew that anybody else was
out—"

£d {]h I-H‘

“Smithy I* 3

“Isn't 1t as eclear as davlight
sticered the Bounder. “Who'd zhove

himself into the first eleven to-morrow
if Compton was crocked? Who's been
like a bear with a sore head ever since

he was dropped from the team to mako

room for that man in the Fifth? Whe
the dickens would want to hack Coker?
Coker got it becanse he was barging
about in the fog, and was taken for
sorechody else—the man Carne wanted.”

A deep silence followed the Bounder's
words,

Ho spoke with complete conviction.
and his words carried conviction fo
every other mind. If Coker had rcally
been hacked—and it seemed that he
had—who had done it, except the fellow
who had slipped secretly out of his study
window ¥  And why, except that, be-
lieving that Compton was the only
genior out of the House, ha had taken
Coker for Compton?

But for Billy Bunter's adventurc nt
the open study- window, nothing would
have been known, or could have heen
known, or even remotely suspected. But
there was not a fellow in the Rag to
whom it did net seem clear now,

“Oh crikev 1™ DBilly Bunter broke the

silence, “What an awful beast! I say,
vou fellows—"
“It's too utterly rotten!” mutfered
FHarry Wharton, *“Carne’s a bit of a
brute, and a bit of a blackguard, but
—but this—"

“0ld Coker's come in nuseful for once I
rinned the Bounder. “1f Carne hadn't
ancied he'd got his man, he'd have gone

on groping till he got Complon—and
Wingate wonld have lost his best man
to-morrow [

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
bell I

It was the bell for ealling-over.

The jumiors, in deep, suiﬂpreﬁsed ox-
citernent, crowded owut of the Rag.
Tew, if any, doubted that the Bounder
had hit on the truth. Nobody could
have wanted to hack Coker—but a mis-
take in the blinding fog might very

(Centinued on page 16.)
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cazily have occurred. Now that it was
known that Carne had secretly left tho
House by his study window, it was diffi-
cull to 5uubt. Every man in the Ee-
move, when he took his place in Hall
for calling-over, turned his eyes on the
Sixth, to look at the suspected Bixth
Former.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hissed In Hall 1

¢ == OOR. old Coker I”
P There was @& suppressed
chuckle in Hall as Coker of the

T'ifth came in. 1lis injured
canlkle was bound up with yerds
bandago.

Coker, obviously, was erocked. Had
Coker becn booked to p!nf foothall any
time for & week ahcad, he would cer-
tainly have had to waosh it ount. Ilis
rugged face showed that he was feeling
the damage rather severely, Iivery mow
and then he gave B grunt or & sup-
pressed velp as he got a Eumful twinge.
He leaned on Compton's sywnpathelio
arm a8 he came into Flall and parked
himself among the Iifth.

Most of the fellows were still wnder
the inpression that Coker had bagged
that damage on his own, by barging inte
something in the fog. That was, in faci,
exactly like Coker! 8Lill, a belicf was
spreading in the Fifth that poor old
Coker really had been hacked—and in
the Remove there was no doubt on the
subject. Some fellows were sympathetic,
somna were amused—all eyes turned ou
the limping Horace,

One fellow in thoe Sixth =tared at
him blankly., That was Gerald Loder.
Loder had heard that a 1Nifth Torn
man had been backed, and taken
it for gronted that it was Compton.
Since his talk with Carne he had been
busy in his study with that valuable

riodicul, the “Racing Tipster,” g0 he

ad heard nothing more, so far. When
he turned up in Elall for calling-over,
he fully expected to see Valenting Comp-
ton with a damaged ankle. Ile slarved in
blank snrprise \k‘ﬁn Compton walked in,
cvidently uninjured—with & lunping
Cloker leaning on him for sopport.
Corald Loder gave a low whistle.

“Tha gilly ass i he mmucinured.

“That ass Coker I said Waller of the
Sixth. He grinned. I zay, he bunged
himself on a tree, or somothing, 1 hear,
and bez been spinuing a yarn of some
man hacling him '

Loder made no reply. Ile had been
referving to Carve, whe, obviously, Lad
ot the wrong mwan in the fog.

Clarne kad not vet arvived in 1all.

Loder, glancing round, noled st
fact, and wondered what Coavne would
foel like when lic came in and realized
vwhat had happencd.

Almost every fellow in ihe Remove
roted the fack, ns well as Loder of the
Siath, The whole of the Lower Fourih
stared in tha divcction of the Sixth—
lonking for Carne.,

Wue Macyer Laspany,—-No. 1,503,
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“1 say, you fellows, ecan yom sce
Lim " sgueaked Billy Bunter. “1 say,
I can't scc Carne 2

“ Not there 1 eaid Smithy,

“Ile ho=n't come in yet,” satd Johnny
Bull. “Not anxious to face the fellows,
pechaps, if he's done as Smithy thinks.”

“I eay, you fellows, think he's run
wavay asi&d Dilly Bunter. “:1‘Iunk
Le's holted befora he's found outi”

“Tathead I

“*Oh, recally, Smithy—"

Mr. Hacker, tho master of the Shell,
citne in to take the roll. Alost of the
olher masters were present. Hacker
was about to begin, when Carne of the
Sizth camo gquietly in, and stepped
beside Loder,

His faco -was o little pale, but he was

uite cool and composed. Perhaps, as
gnhnn}r Bull had suggested, he was un-
willing to face & sen of eyes, after what
Ie had done. But there hs was—cool
and quict, with his feelings, whatever
they were, well hidden, .

Loder glanced at him, with a rather
sardonie 'grin.

Oun glanes showed Lim that Carne
did not yet know how matters stood.
He was still in the belief that he had
got away with his dastardly trick of
eroclking his football rival.

There was silence in Hall as Mr.
Hacker pregared to call the pames, and
through that silence came a squeak
from the Remove:

“1 say, you fellows, that's Carne!
Ic's como 1n ™

“Siletea 1 called out Wingate.

Carno gave a start. Fe stared in the
dircetion of the Lower ¥Fourth, &nd
made the discovery that every eye there
wag fixed on him.

Bunter's sgqueak, and the neral
store of the Remove, surprizsed him and
disconecerted himi—in the present uncasy
state of his conscience. In normal times
e would have wondered what it meant
—now he wondered with a pang of
utgasy trepidation.

Nothing was known, of course, noth-
ing could be known or snspected | Still,
what did 1t mean? He whispered to

or:

“What's up, Lodor? Are those fags
staring at you, or mel"

“Youl" said Loder.

“* Well, what—"

“Goodness  knows, unless somebody
s yoi—" :

You fool!l™

Tloder shrugged lus shoulders.

“You'vre the fool!™ he answered con-
femptoously, “Look ot Coker! Loolk
at Complon! Can you seo which has a
damaeged ankle?”

(larno looked at lum, sod then at the
I7ifth Formers. His face became almost
groy as be did so. ) .

Whalker's voice came in st his ear:

“eard about Coker? Bashed his
ankle on something in the fop, and
makes out that a man hacked him

“Coker ¥ breathed the wretched
Carne. ]
“Coker all over, what?” grinned

Walliee, “Jevver hiear of such a clumsy
azs?  DBub making ot that a man
Lizeled him. you know—that's rich 1™

Carne Jdid not speak. He could net.
Iis feclings were ioo deep for words.

Even when he had told himself that
Iio had crocked his foctball rival, and
ot back the place that belonged to him,
lie hiad felt remorse and shame for what
ho had done. Now he learned that even
1] hat miseralde satisfaction was denied
LEFT.

He bhad acted like o1 coward and a
Lrute—for wmothing. He had lowered
Btimnself in his own eyes, exposcd him-
self fo the scorn of a fellow like Loder—
and all for nothing. That feal Coker,
for some wnimagingble reason, had gone

out inko the for after Complon—and ha
had hacked Colker by mistake. Compton
was  unhurl—Compton would play in
the. Reokwood match "on the morrvew.
Ho had failed—worse than failed: he
had been a seoundrel for nothing—
nothing at all!

loder gave him & scornful  sncer.
Loder's own limit wus a pretty wide
guc—but he felt disgust at what Carne
had done. Loder had, once, done some-
thing of the satne kind himself; but he
could make allowances in his own casze.
e could make none for (Caine. IHa
was going to keep it dark—but he was
nak Ig_“,'ﬂln to pretend to disguise what
ha thought of 1L

Calling-over was like a niglimare to
Carne of the Sixih. He stood in dismmay
and misery,

After roll had been called, Blundell
of the Fifth came over to Lim with a
very curious expression on his face.

“ Look here, Carne, 1 suppose it's not
frue that you were out of the House

when Cokor was hacked I said  the
captain of the Ififth.

;arpe stared at him.

“1! Wh-what do you mean?” he
stammered. “YWas Coker hacked? I

hadn't heard about it till Loder told
me & few minntes ago.”

“They've got sowie yarn on, among
the juniors, whispering it'up snd down
Hall 1™ said Blundell. “%ou weren't
out of the House, were you?"

“I haven't been out in the foz, natur-
ally! What the dickens do you mean?"
Carne forced himself to speak casually,
but his heart was like ice.

What did the juniors know? What
eould they hkuow? Was that why they
had all been staring at him when he
camea in?

“Well, from what I hear, they're
making out that you got out of your
stody window,” said DBlundell.

“What utter rot t”

“Of course, it's rot!” agreed Blundell,
but he gave Carne a very curious look.
"l;dt]:.aught I'd tip you what was being
sa1d.” .

He left Carne focling sulfocated.
What could they kuow? Iow, in the
name of all that was impozsible, could
Lower Fourth juniors know anything of
what he had done?

But he had to pull hivoself together.
He dared not let his vising terror be
seen 1n his face.

He joined Loder and Walker, going
out of Hall—and the former promptly
moved off by himself, If there was
Enmg to be a fearful row about this

oder did not want to get mixed up 0

k. And if i came ent, there was nae
doubt that the “row® would be a
record !

Hiss !

Carne starled as if he lLad bLeen
stung !

A dozen Remove men were hissing |
He knew that it was_divected ngainst
}-.rrm, He compressed his whitening
ips.

Walker stared round, astonished.

“What on earth’s that!” he c¢x-

claimed. " Have thoze fags gone mad?
They're hissing  somebody—in  Iall!l
What the doopg—"

Clarpe's. heart almost died 1 las

liia

Ho

breast 1|  The colour cbbed from
cheeks, leaving him ghastly,
hurried ous of Hall. .

“Here, Carncl!” Wingate of tha
Sizth stopped him. I want to speak
to you! There's some mad yarn golng
the rounds—"

“1 don't want to hear it!™ breathed
Carne.

“You'd beiler—="

“0Oh, rot!” 1

Carne brushed past the captain of the
school and walked on, leaving Grorge




Wingate staving and [vowning. Ile
couldd not face Wingale at that mmomeng
—he knew that his face would belray
him. He almost van to his study, amd
shut the door aftoy him,

What had he done? Shaine, remorse,
wera swallowed up in terrvor. What
bad he dene? It had secied so safe—so
safe—even when he learned that Lodex
knew! And now—it scemed as if the
whole school knew! Even the fags
hissed him in Hall—hiseedl him, a pre-
fect of the Sixth!  And he had not
dared to call thoem to account—he Irad
only hurried away, to escapo scornful
eves. What had he donc? If it was
known, he would be booted out of Grey-
friars games—even if he was not turned
out of the =chool—and the Head wonld
expel him, if he knew, and if it was
proved,

During the nest hour, Arthur Carne
paced his study, not daring o open his
door—and that hour was a full and

sufficient punishment for what Le lad
done |

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Purloined Pie !

& UNTER ™
B 13 {H] f.‘i.'ll'[lﬂj.? !u
Billy Bunler in Study

Na. T af the Remove, jumped
at the sound of Wingate's voice in the
paszage. The veice of the head prefect
of Greyiviars School wos alarming to
a fat Owl whe had snowmbered sins on
his fab conscience.

Prep, in tho Remove, had been rather
neglected that evening—as it had been
i other Forms., Dvery study buzzed
with talk. YWhat bhad been known in
the Remove, before calling-over, was
riow known all over Greviriars, Fellows
of all Forms discuzsed it breathlessly.

Billy Bunter was less interested in
that thrilling qguestion, whe crocked
Coker, than i a wmove important
matter, however., Bunter was {hinkiog
of a study eupper. After prep, he was
ointing out to Peter 'J.‘mﬂl, in Study
No. 7, thab it was up to him to stand
his whack in a study supper.

Bunter, to Toddy's eurprise, was
making a contribution—a handsome
contribution—uothing less than a sleak-
and-Kidney pe! Peter Todd remarked
that he would believe in Buniov's steak-
and-kidney ple when he saw ip=—wlwere-
upon, Bunter opened the door of the
etudy cupboard end revealed it to
Peoter’s astoniched eves.

_ “PEI:IEEFF,” E”ni:j Blﬂl:iﬂ:r, willh eryshe-
g dignity, “you belicve me  now,
Tml-iyg‘

Secing was helieving ! Toddy, gazing
at the pie, had to believe in it

“Az I'm standing this pie” said
Bunter, “I fhink it's up {o vou amd

Dntton ta  slawd  something ™ Iair
whacks  all  vound, Peter! That's
ericket 1™

“Whoza ple is 187" asked Peler.

0Oh, really, Poddy—-r"

“Was there a pie i Coker's
hamper ™ grinned Toddy., "I beard
that he had » bamper to-day.”

“If you think 1°d suafile w fellow’s pie,
Toddy—"

It was at that moment thut the voica
ef the Greyfviars captain was bend
ealling in the Remave passage, and Billy
Bunter jumped and cjaculated, and huy-
ricilly elosed the enpboard doox.

“I=I—1 szay, Toddy, 1s—is—is that
Wingate i he gasped.

“Sounds Like him!” grinued Todidy.
“Bounds as if e wanls you, old fut
man [

“I—I say, what d-d-da veu think he
wants 7" stammered Buanter. " Think
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Colier ray have told him abent ihe
ple ¥4

“In, la, ha!” yoared Peler. I
shaldu't wondee 1
" Banter 1 came  Wingate's  voice

agzin, ** Where's Bunter ¥
Prep being over, most of the Removao

IIF]L] coma _out of theiy studies. Dad-
'“:I_Hg 2 VYoo WwWas Ilﬂal'd;r SUEWCLIIET
Wingate:

“I think he’s in his study, Wingate !
*Call hum, then I®
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“Oh crumibs ' gnsped Bunter, “I-1
say, Peter, don’t vou say auything
ahout that piel Kip-kip-keep it dark,
old ¢hap! I—I say, d-d-don’t mention
that I'm heve | ‘P-t-tell that beast Red-
wing that—that I've gono down 1

Billy Bunter Jdid & nosa-dive under the
study table. Ile vanished from sight as
Tom Redwmg opened the door and
looked 1n.

“ Buanter here ™ he asked., “ Wingate
wants hion”

Poter Toldd was grioning. Tom
Dutton was staving at Bunter under the
siudy table. Dutton, being deaf, lhad
not head Wingate's calling voice, and
lie was wondeving what the dickens
DBunter was up to.

“Isn’t he here®” ashed Redwing,
glaveing vound the study,

“He savs he 1=n't |” snswered Pefor
Todd. “Iie Jeft a message for you that
he was gone down.”

[T E]! E:i_;

*What's Bunter ot under the Lable
for ¥ nsked Tom Dutton.

“ Under the table 1 repeated Redwing

blenkly, “Is ihat blithering fat nas=s
vrder the table? What's he doing

Lhere B2

“Uh evikey ! I—=I'm natb here ' camne
a fat siqueak from under the study Lable,
“Dutton, you beast——"

“You fak ass 1 said Redwing, “Win-
gate wants you ™

A fat face and a large poir of spec-
tacles peered out from under the fabhle.

“I—1 zay, Neddy, tell VWingaie I’y
nob here I pasped Bunter., = I1—1 dou't
want to sce a prefect! I—TW1 minch
rather not ! "Lell him I don’t Xnow any-
thing about ihe piel I never Loew
Caker liad ane 1

“0h, my hat'™ ejaculated Redwing.

There was o heavy tramp of feet e
the Remove pascage, sl Wingaie
logled info study No. T over Redwing's
shoulder,

Beater! Tz Bunter
rapped,  "lle's wanted |7

Bunter's fut head popped back under
the table like that of o forieise inte
ils shell. Wingate frewned inte the
study, just too late to wituess Lhat por-
formairce,

“Where's Bonter, Todid 7 he rappod.

“ Bunter 7 vopealedd Detlov.
don’s think he's very far sway, Win-
cate. e was bete ot prep tew snnules
aga”

Whiehh was  perfectly  troe,  thongh
Peter’s reply  savoured wmwore of (he
wisdewn of the serpent than of the inno-
cence of the dove. SHIL iL was net for
Peter to give the fut Owl awaxy. Dt
"Fom Dutton, =till astonished by Bunter's
stvange anties, and naiuvally woanting to
know what they meant, weighed in
airain:

1 saw, whai's Dauler up 1o,
Toddy 7 he a=ked, " Wihat s the =illy
ass playing this game for:®

“Pa you Eknaw where Buanter
Dulton ¥ asked Wingaie hopalienidy.

Dualion staved at hin  Wingare ool
forsotten for the moment thai Duoiten
waz (leaf.

iy
Ihiiion.,

Liere I lin

i

1=,

¥

OF course T dat™ answepnd
"1 suppese everyienly Lnons
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what mutten i5! What do you wmean,

Wingate ¥

“I want Bunter, vou young duller ™

“¥Wes, I know,” said Dutton. * Evevy-
hody at Greyfriars knows, I shouli
think, He stuffs like anything!l Bus
vou haven't come here to tell me that
Bunter's a young stuffer, I suppose I

" Ha, ha, ha 1" came from the passage.

“What 1" ejaculated Wingate, staring
at Dutton. “Oh, I forget wvou were
deaf, kid!” He reared: *“Wheye's
Bunter 1

“1 say, Bunter, Wingate wants you !”
zaid Dutton,

“ Beast 1" came from under the table.

Wingate stared round the study,

" That's Bunter | What the thump-—
Where is the young duffer 7 Dunter, you
young asg—="

“Oh lox™ I™

Billy Bunter erawled out from under
the study table, _

Wingate stared at him in astonish-
ment.

“What the dooce were you under the
table fori* he exclaimed.

“Oh, nothing I gasped Bunler. “I1—
I wasn't hiding becanse 1 heard you
call me, Wingate | I[—I was looking fox
a—a—sa pin I'd dropped—"

“1la, ha, ha1*

“I=1 say, Wingate, it—it wasn't me !
zasped Bunter, blinking very uneasily
threugh his big spectacles ot the cap-
tain of Greyfriars, *[—J—-"

“You kuow something sbout Coler,
and—="

“Oh, nol Not at alll” exclaimed
Bontey, in a great hurry, 1 haven't
heen anywhere near Coker's study,
Wingatel I wnever watched him l_gq
down to the Ifouse dame's room for
soiie stuff for his leg: and as for goivg
mto his sindy while o wasn't there,
why should I# The—the fact is, I—1"d
alinost forgolten there was such a chap
at Greyfriars at all; and T never heard
anything about his hamper—"

* His what 1*

“His—his hamper! Jf there was o
steak-and-kidney pie in it, I know
1;1:3?]111‘1%‘J about it—absolutely nothing !
It's a bit thick for Coker to report
chap to a prefect because he's mizsed i
steak-and-kidney pie] Tou can ask
T'addy if I've touched it ! Tocdy knows,
as I've teld him we'd have it for suppes
t the study——"

“ia, bha, ha!” came & shrick from
iho Remove passage.

Wingate staved blankly at the fas

wl, and then his face relaxed into o
orir.

“You young ass!” he zaid. “I came
here because Coker—>"

“I know 1 gasped Bunter. " DBut he
was pulliug yvour leg, Wingate—hae was,
veally I I mever had the pie! LDeriiaps<
Paotter and (Greene had it—or that pew
vhap, Compton! Ho went in to look
ab Coker's buely, and he wight have
stafled the pie while Coler wasp'd
looking——"

“You young duller ¥ roaved Wingaie,
“T cate here beecause Coker A

“It's no good coming heve for ihe pie,
Wingate! It's not in the cupbogrd!
1—1 don’t like zteale-and-kiduey pies!
1hato "am | I don't beltove Colict Jeasl

stealc-and-kidney pie at all, ande— 1
sav—— Wow!l Yowl Wowl”
Wingate grasped the Onl of 1le

Demove by ke collay and zhook.

“hy 1 roaved Bunfer, “Wow! ] |
aay, [=—1—I'll po hilves, Winganie! J -
L will, lonour bright ! Waw I

“1Ta, La, ha'™ shreicked the Tie-
nanvites,

The kbea of the fat Owl olferizx the
capian of the =chool “ alvezs ™ inoa poe-
lened pioomade them howl.

ng Magxegr Lisginy.--Xa, 13035,
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Shalke, shake, shake! _
“You young idiot I” bawled Wingate.

“1 eame hore becnuse Coker says he was
hacked in the guad. and you're supposed
Lo know something about it."

“0Oh P gusEe Bunter, “I—1I
thought— Oh, 1—I see! I never had
the pie [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Follow me to the prefeets’-room ™
growled YWingate

And, baving given the fat Owl a
final shake, he stalked ouf of the study.

“Qw 1" gasped Bunter. “I sap, you
follows, I'm blegsed if I seo aoything
to cackle at! I—I thought he was after
the pie, of course| Not that I've got
& pie, you know 1 I say, if Coker comes
up here while I'm gone, don't mention
that there's a pie in the eupboard | He
might think it's his, if he's missed one I*

“He might " chortled Bob Cherry.

“The mightfulness is terrifio 1"

“I—1 say, Toddy, don't you start on
that pie while I'm gone ! gaid Bunter
anxiously. “] eay—— Yaroaoh !
Leave off kicking me, you beastl
Wow I

Billy Bunter rolled down the Remove

ssago after Wingate. e was relieved
in his fat mind on the subject of the
steak-and-kidney pie. It was not for
that that he was wanted It had been
a oase of the %uilﬁj’ fleeing when no man
pursued. Still, he was rather wm:nqd
about what might haEpEm to that pie
while he was gone to the prefects'-room.

On the Remove landing he blinked
back through his big spectacles at the
shuckling juniors.

“I say, you fellows, don't let Taddy

snafile that ﬁcw@ﬂa I'm gone! And
b_mlicﬂl I'll whack it out when I cowe
aok I

“Fa, ha, hat”

“Bunter [ came Wingate's voice from
tne staiys. . . .

“Owil Oh, yes! I'm coming, Win-
gate 1" sgueaked DBunter. _

And he rolled after the captain of
Greyfriars.  He bad to go, and Le
went; but his fat thoughts lingered on
the steak-and-kidoey pie in Study No, 7
'd‘huugh lost to eight, it was to memery

car |

ﬂ-IH—h

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Prefects’-Room !

ARNE of the Bixth hastily picked
up & pen, and dipped it into
the ink as a knock came at his
study door.

Ho had had time fo pull himself
together a little, but his hearct Em-q a
jolt az Wingate of the Sixth looked in.

He had told himself, over and over
again, that nothing could be known.
Even if hoe was suspected—and he could
not imagine why he was suspected—
nothing could bo known |

At all events. he had to brazen it out
somehow. He eoald net hope that the
matter would be allowed to drop where
it was. Ever since he had shut himselt
in hiz study he had been in dread of &
footstep snd of a tap at the door. MNow
it had come. But he had bad tiine to
recover from  the shock, and hoe was

“0h, ecome in, Wingate!™ he said
guite casually; he managed lo smile.
“1 guppose it's too much to hope that
vou've looked in to iell wme I ghall bo
wanted for Soccer?™

“I want vou to come along to the
prefects’-roomn, Carpe,” said ingato
vathor abruptly.

“Anything on?” e

“¥ea. There's o ghastly story all

over the school now, and the zooner it's
Tug MagHET Lipgasy.—Ng. 1,603,
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knocked on the head the better. A
whole mohb of fellows seem to have made
up their minds that you pgave Coker
that hael,*

Carne bhreathed hard.

“I Lope vou don't fancy anything of
tho kind, Wingate” ho said.

“I'm not likely to believe anything of
the kind if I ean help it,” said the
Greybriors captain, “But, for your
gale, Carne, you'd better foce 1t at
mm.i!

“I'm more than wi!ling to do that,
of course,” said Carne. “I can’t begin
to imagine what's started it. I den't
like Coker; he's chesky to the Sixth.
But as for looking for him in the fop
nnid  hacking him, it's too utterly
ricliculous on the face of it.”

“I know. I don't believe a word of
it—I need hardly say that. DBut we'd
better get it cleaned up at once. From
what f’\rn heard it's Bunter of the
Remove who fancies he knows some.
thing, and has told the others. I’'ve
taken him to the prefects’-room—he's
waiting there now—and Coker and
Complon. teo. You'ro ready to face it
of courset” - s s

“0f course!” said Carne. His li
curved bitterly. “I1 dop’t think I nee
ask wh?‘a started this yarn. Comp-

tﬁﬂ*_—’

“Compton  hasn't said & word!™
enapped Wingate. “I've asked him to
comeg to the prefects’-room to tell ws
anything he may know. as he was out
of the House at the time, but he's said
nolhing eo farc.”

“Not to you!" eneered Carne. “But
somebody’s started thiz dastardly story;
and I know who's been my encmy ever
sinnce he camo to Greviriars.”

“ Rublish I'" said Wingate tersely. "1
don't believe Compten's vour enemy,
though you've made yourself his. If
hoe was, he wouldn't tell lies about a
man: he's not that rort. If ever there
was o fellow ps straight ns o die, it's
Compton of the Fifth. Wou'll do no
ﬁuc-d Ly talking like that. Carne. Look

ere, coie aloeng with me and let’'s got
ik over; it's not a pleasant matter.”

Curne followed the Greyinars captain
to the prefects’-room.

In that apavtment most of the pre-
focts of the Sixth were pathered, Carne
glanced round; it was almost a full
mecting, only Loder of the Sixth boing
abzent. Heo realized that Wingate had
called a prefects’ meeting to deal with
this unpleasant mattor.

Whatever decision the prefects came
to would be accepted by the school—
and Wingate certainly hoped that that
decision would elear & Greyfriars Sixth
Former of all suspicion of having acted
like a cowardly ruffiaz  He had little
doubt that an official investigation
woitld prove that there was nothing in
tt, and probably most of the prefects
shared that view. Carno hoped L(hat
that wounld be the outcome. After all,
what had he to fear ¥

Coker, rugged and far from gocd-
tempercd, stood on one leg, rather o
contrast Lo the slim. handsome, elegant
lompton, who stood by his  side.
Coker gave Carne a very grim look.
Florace was fearfully keen to discover
who had crocked him, After what. he
had heard on the subject up and down
the House, Coker had little doubt that
Carne was the man. He did not like
Carne muck, anyway; too much Sixth
Form “side® gbout him, in Coker's
opinion.

“Look here,
hotly, *1f—" .

“Silence, please I zaid Wingate.

Snori—irom Cokor.

Coker had a pain in his ankle and
anothier in  his temper; and Coker

Carne,” began Coker

wanted to make it guite clear that he—
Horace James Coker of the Fifth Form
—was by uno means overawed by his
surroundings. Fags might walk in fear
and trembling when they entered the
prefecis’-room.  Not Coker! Coker
snorted and snorted again to.make that
clear to all the assembly.

Billy Bunter ¢yed Carne very uneasily
through his big speetacles.

The fat Owl liked to come into
prominence. e rcalized that he was,
positively for one occasion only, an im-
portant chap; but he realised, too, that
Carne was the man to take it out of
Lim afterwards.

Carne’s eyes turned on him for a
moment with a glitter in them that
Billy Bunter did not Like nt all, Ie
wnulr.l_ have f;renn tery glad to exchange
the distinguished company of the pre-
fects.room for that of fthe steak-and-
kidney pic 1n Btudy No. 7.  Neither
did he feel very comfortable so near to
Coker of the Fifth; he could not helps
wondering whether Horace had missed
that pic vot.

“Now,” zaid Wingate, “you men
know why we're here—to go into o
rotien yarn that's spread all over the
school; an absclatsly rotten story,
with not the slightest foundation, in my
opinion,”

“Hardly worth looking inte,” said
Tﬁ’ﬂ“’:(‘-l‘.

“Only te clear 1t np and prove that
there's nothing in it” said the Cirey-
friars captain, “ A whole mob of Lower
boys zecm Lo bave got it into their silly
heads that s Sixth Form man and e
prefect has done a foul thing—to the
extent of bissing him in Hall. We've

ot to clear it up; and when we've done

at the school will be eatisfied. And
any further demonstration will mean
whippings.  But I expect the youn
duffers 'will be sorry when they find it's
ail a silly mistake.™

Carno breathed more freely.

He was, in a sense, up for judgment—
but it was before a very favourable
bench of judges. The idea was to prove
not his guilt, but his innocence, It was
clear that Wingate found it impossible
to believe that s Greyiriars prefect had
done so brutal and cowardly a thing,
and that his object was to make that
clear to all the school.

“Now, we'll begin with Coker,” said
Wingate. " Coker states that ho was
hacked in the fog o

“1 should jolly well think so!”
};u—nted Coker. “And il it was Carne.

g—

“¥ou're sure it was a hack, and not
an accident i

“Don't be an ass

“What 1" roared Wingats.

“I've shown that hack to a couple of
dozen fellows!” bawled Cgker. * Like
to look at it yourself ¥ Look here!”

Coker pulled up his trounsers-leg, and
then unrolled {he bandage from lus
foot, displaving 1he injured ankle.
Arthur Carne felt a pang as he locked
at the gash of that cruel hack.

The sight of what he had done made
it clearer to him what a rotten,
cowardly action it had been, I'rom tha
bottorn of his heart at that moment he
wished that he had not done it—even 1f
Compton had been the vietim.

“That's a hack I'* zaid Gwynne of the
Sixth, staring at it

“HEven Coker couldn't have collected
that banging on & tree, ov a wall,” said
Sykes, with a nod.

Wingate nodded assent.

“That's seltled,” ha said. " Coker
was hacked. Somebody crocked him—
and meant to do it Let's pet on. You
didn’t see him, Coker——"
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“Only & glhopze of a shadow,” grunted Coker. I
can't see in the fog.”

“Could vou tell whether 1t was a sonlor or o junicr

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, as ho saw the dvift of
that question, *I—I say, Wingate, I—-I never—-—"'

“ Silence |

“Oh lor® 1

“It was a senior ! rapped Coker. I couldn’™ zce him,
Lut he was a follow as tall as myself, or very ncarly——"

“Compton's height?" ashed Carne, with o bitter sucer.

“Just sbout,” snswered Coker, “but 1 H

“That all vou know 1" asked Wingate

“That's all-—except that I'm joll weﬁ
him when I find him out!” said Coker.
Carng—""

“That will do! You had no idea who it was, and never
miaye:cte& anybody at the time?"

“1 thought it was Compton, as he was the only fellow
out—I mean I Hllﬁpuﬂﬂﬂ ha was the only fellow out, I
il:_mught* ha must bhave gone mad to do it I punched

m—

There. was a chuckle in the prefects’-room,

Coker glaved round at the august asscmbly,

"Hathingf ta cackle at!” he mapped. “*I was rather
an ass to fancy for a minute that 1t was a decent chap
like Compton; but, thinking that there was nobody clso
ahout, I thought =0, Heo found me alterwards and helped
mo in, I've told'him I was gorry I thought it was hun
cven for a minute.”

Carne’s eves pleamed.

“But you did think it waes Complon,
minute?” he saild.

“I've said so! grunted Coker. "A mistake—a &illy
mistake, if yon like., Compton knows I'm sorry.”

“That’s all right, old bean '"? said Compton amicably.

“And I jolly well think ' oresumed Cokor.

Wingate raised a hand. Nobody in the prefects’-room
wanted to know what Horace Coker jolly well thought.

“That's cnough,’' said the Greyfriars captain. * Now
your turn, Compton. Did you see anybody in the fogpi®

“Nobody, till I found Coker hopping on one Ezg,"’
answered C"nmptm;.

“ You saw uothing of the fellow who hacked bim?"

“ Nothing at all.”

“It wasn't you, as Coker fancied at fiest ¥

‘n"g;;lentine Complon smiled slightly.

[13 ‘}.u

“That's all right.

g——
interrupting.

going to smash
“And f it was

if only for a

Nﬁlmdf here fancies that it was,
oven for a munute,” said the Grevfriars captzin, “ But
I was bound to ask you. Now we've gob lo aszcerioin
whether any otber man was out, Bunter I'?

“Oh crikev. It weasn't me, Wingate IV

“Fou young ass! Stand forward, and fell nz what
you know, if you know anything 1" -

And the general atteution was concenlrated on the QOwl
of the Remove.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not Proven !

ILLY DBUNTIER blinked at Wingate. He Dblinked
B at Carne; he blinked round at the eirclo of faces.
The Owl of the Reomwove wes feeling uncasy in
the presence of the aungust body of prefecis. And
at the back of his fat mind was a lingering uncesiness
sbout. what might be happening to the steak-and-kidney
pie, while his eyes and speciacles were off L.
“¥Wou were out in the fog, Dunter—" Wingate began
hiz questicning.
*Yes, Wingate,” mumnbled Dunicr.
goin

“FYou see, I was
to the tuckshop, and I never got there, and—-—-"
ever mind that, DNid yon see anybody in the quad?”

“Only Carne!” answered DBounter.

Sensation !

Every prefect sut vp and took notice, as it were, at
that reply. ) i

Coker's jaw juiied grimly. Complon eyed the fat Owl
curionsly. Carne’s faco whiteued.  Ifa had been fecling
that he was, after all, zafe. DBut be did not feel so safe
now. Was 1t posaible ithat the fat young scoundrel had
aotunlly ceon liim §

“Carne ' repeated Wingale., e hreathed havd, “Take
cara what you rsay, Bunter., You were oub in a iliek
fog. You're rother short-sighted, 1 think. Are vou telling
us that you recognised a man in the fog, when Coker did
not even recognize the follow whe came ¢lese enough to

gl

back him?

Carne Dbreathed f[reely again. It was impossible, of
course. _
*I--1 mean——" stammered Bunder,

“Did you recognise Carie, or not? Yos, or nei”
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“0h, nol” answercd DBunter checr-
fulf;j,r, “ Jiow could T¥"

Carne lavghed in sheer reliefl

“What do you mesn, you young
ass?"” asked the Groyfriars captain
testily. " First you say you saw Carne,
and then you say you never recognised
him. Do you eall that sense '

“Oh, really, Wingato——"

“Did you see anyone at alli"

“Yes: 1 jolly well did! I thought
it was Cuarne, of course couldn't
;ﬁgmsu him in the fog. Ilow could

“YWhat the silly younz ass thought
can't mattor very much,” said Walker,
staring at the fat Owl. “ Ho might
have thought it was yon, Wingate, ov
me, or any fellow. He's idiot enough 1%

“0Oh, reslly, Walker——"

“Let's have it clear [ said Wingate
wictly. “Why did you think it was
Carne, Dunter, more than any other
fellow '™ :

“Well,”” said Bunter warmly, *if
he'd jumped from your widow,
should have thought it was you. Ho
jumped from Carne’s window, se I
thought it was Corne.”

“You saw somcbody jump from
Carnc's  study  window ?""  exclauned
Wingato. .

“Yes. I wos just going to tap, you

sea, when the light went out, and !,-h:.:
window opened, and he jumped out,
explained  Bunter, “Might lave
jumped ‘right on my head i I'd boen
u bit cleser. He never sow me.”

The assembly exchanged glances.
Carna breathed bard; and Coker's jaw
jutted still more grimly.

Wingate went on quictly @

“Can you say for certain, Dunter,
whether it was a senmior or o junior
jumped from Carne's window!”

“0Oh, yes! Too big for a junior,
satd Buiter. " Besides, what would o
junior be deing in & 8Sixth Forw
study 17

“Wover mind that.
know it was Carnc's study,
fﬁg?.”

“1 dide't."” - i

*“You didn't ™ exclmmpd Wingate.

“not till after J woa in,' explaincd
Bunter. “Yoo see, Carno left the
window open when he scooted off in
the for, and I elimbed i, and got
into the House that way, I was jolly
glad lo get in, and-—" \

“Did you see that it was Carnc’s
study when you got in?"

“0h, nol I never notieed, I didn’t
care whose study it was. Why should
I7* said the fat Owl. Al I wanted
was to geb into the House,™

Carne cut in ewiftly. .

“Yeu young idiot! Ib might have
been aby nan's etudy.’

“0Of  course 16 mught,”  agreed
Bunter. “I hadn't tho faintest idea
whoze study it was, and didn't care &

How did you
m the

vap! Why should I¥"

“Put you've said that it was Carne’s
study ' rourcd Wingato,

“¥es that's right,” said Dunter
cheorfully,  “It waa Carne's  study,
Wingate,”

“ By gnm ! said Wynne. "I shouldn't
eare to be o judge, and have to deal
with witnesses like that.”

“0Oh, really, Geynne—

“The young ass ust mean somc-
thing,” said Wingate, *Leok here,
Bunter, try to talk sense! You eay
vau never knew whose sludy you got
it

“0Of course I didn't1”

“Yet vou s=ay, as s peosilive fact,
that it was Carne's study ¥

“Yes: that's right,” angreed Bunter.
“Tr was Unene's study."

g Macser Lispaty,—Ne. 1,505,
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“How do you know it was?’ roared
Wingute.

“ Because Loder said so™

“loder ¥ gasped Wingate.

“¥ou sce, e was at his door when
I came out inle the passage,” said
Bunter, “Ile asked me what I was
doing in Carnc's studv. I told him
T'd gol in at the window, as I found
it opoeu”

“(Oh, you young nss! !
say  that before?” growled Wingate.
“It spoms, then, that it was Carnc's
study you got into. Was he there?

“No; not after he'd jumped out of
the window. of conrse.”

“You silly young ass! Can’t you
get it into vour silly head that any-
body migzht have i{{mpcd from a study
winﬁmf':’ ' roared Wingate. “If Carne
wasn't there, any fellow miﬁht have
gono to the study to pet out.

“Oh!? gasped Bunter, “1 never
thought of that, Wingate ™

“You found the study empty?”

“Yes: nobody was there

“Is that all you hove to tell us?”

“1 was joll}' hungey—""

“YWhat ¥

“Yon see, 1 nover got to the tuck
shop, aud I was late for tea, so——"

“1%or goodness’ sake, shut up!”
howled Wingate.

“Q0h, all right! Cc-can T go now?”
asked Idubtcr. “*I—1've got to sce to
sumething in omy study.,  1t's rather
mnportant.” o

“ Btand
guiet 1™

Billy Bunier cast a longing blink to-
wards Lthe deor. He was gething more
and more anxioys about that steak-and-
kidney pie.

These procecdinga in the prefects’-
room were, no doubt, very important,
bt hardly so iimportant as the pie. If
those beazls were scolling it during
Bunter's absenee——

Winguale sat with a wrinkled, worricd
Lrow.

Billy Dunicr’s evidence was not casy
to denl with; but eertain focis had
been disentangled from it. It was clear
ihat sotne fellow had jumped out of
Curne’s  study window  inte the fog.
It was scaveely possible to doubt that
the follow who had =0 sccretly and
surreplitiously  =neaked out of the
Movse, was ithe fellow who had hacked
Coker. Who was i6?

Bunter had taken it for granted that
a fellow jumping out of Carne’s win-
doew wuas Arthinr Carne, Tt was fairly
certein  that plenty of other fcllows
would take thet for granted, too. But
it was by no means certam,.

Some Creviviars man had been gualty
of a treacherons, cowardly act. The
stato of Coker's ankle waz proof of
that. But who?

The evidenee, such ns it was, pointed
to Carne. But it could nof, in common
fanirness, be ealled conclusive. After m
fow minutes of troubled thought, the
{sveyfriara captain proceeded to sum
iy

T We've pot  this  far—some eur
hacked Cloker. We must take it that
it was the fellow who jumped from
Carme's  window, That fellow isn't
likelv to eome forward and give his
name. Weo're at a dead end.”

Arthur Carne drew a deep,
Livcath.

Couldn’t you

whern  youn  are, and be

L1 ; deep
Suspicion would cling to him

—he Lpew that., But there was no
pronf. 1le had escaped.
Hhaw, Carne, tell us what vou

know ¥ went on Wingate. “First of

‘all. where were vou at the time?

Clarne refllected.

“7 was ab the dosr when the erowd
was there,”” he said, "I eame to stop
{he row, and was told that a junior
was lost in tho fowm. Queleh came

alomg, and was rather ratty, and I
went to my study. I was geing to
squat over the fire with s book til!
tea, but I remembered I'd left the book
in the library, and went there to fcteh
it. I came back to my study with it,
snd soon after that Loder came in™

“How long was your study empty 7"

“"Ten minutes or so.”

“"Plenty of time for Dunter to get
through. Did wvou kpow that Dunter
had got in thoret™

“Wo, I found the window open, and
wondered who the dickens had done it;
but I zupposcd that some young sweep
had dona it to let in the fop-—a irick
of some junior. I didn't think of
Bunter," .

‘Lhero was silence again, Carne had
given his version quetly, glibly, and
with ecool seli-possession,

ng:ate drummed on the table,

“We're not g{:ttiug much forvader,™
he said. " Any fellow might have locked
for an empily study, if he wented to
sneak out of the House unscen. Carne’s
study happened te be picked. BMine
might have been, if T hadn't been there,
Ur yours, Gwynte, or yours, Waller. I
don't call it cricket to put a thinz on a
man becanse his study window was used
by- somebody witknown and unrecog-
nised.™

There was a murmur of approval
from the preiccts.

“T can’t say more than that I know
nothing about the matter,” sald Carne
more ond more confident, “But 1 feel
bound to point out that, if s fellow gets
a hack, it's only sense to look for some
fellow who's got & grodge against him.
Coker ought to know best who's likely
to have done it. Some fellow he's rowed
with in the Fiith, I should magine.™

Tha prefects nodded at that,

“What about that, Coker?”
Wingate, o

Hltat 1Y zaid Coker. ““Nobeody's got
B grudge El.}_ﬁliﬂﬁl:- TG lh}].t. 1 kl'!.ﬂ‘.'n‘ of.
Besides, 1t's jolly certnin that I got

asloed

that hack hy mistake in the fop.
Everybody kuoows it was intended for
Compton I

“Nobody can know anything of the
kind,” said Wingate sharply.

“Well, I jolly well know it ! rctorted
Coker. “Who the thump would want
to hack me? I'm not in the first eleven
—though I ought to be! We all know

jolly well whe's fecling sore about
Compton getting  his  place in  the
oven., ™

Carne sct his feeth.

Now that zo much had come ont, he
was rather glad of that mistake in tha
fop, Had tﬂuh hack got to the right
mf:]rem. g0 to speak, few could have
doubted by whom it had been delivered,
and why. But the theory of a mistake
in the fog was, after all, only & theory,
Onlv Carne knew that it was 2 fact,

The Sixth Foerm men looked at one
another,

Wingate frowned.

“ Don't talk rol, Coler !” he snapped.
“If Compton had got that hack,
should want a lot a? Prmf before I'd
believe that a Greyiviars footballec
would deliberately crock a2 man,  Bub
Compton never got it. There's abso-
lutely no reason to suppose that it was
intended for Compton. You got 1p!"

“T'm jollv sure—"

“We're dealing with facts 1" prowled
Wingate. “You were hacked! Nobody
else was! That's the fact we're dealing
with. If vou've been having rows lately
with any fellow in your Form—and you
generally arp—="

“Look here——" roared Coker.

“Quict, pleaze!” Wingaio looked
ronnd, “We've pot to thisl Bomebody
uoknown sneaked throungh Carne's study



Yoop I Yoo-hoop !’ Crash

and hacked Coker in the quad ! There's
no job or tittle of cvidence who it was,
exeept that it was a zenior, or some
overgrown junior !:u%enmlgh to be mis-
taken for & senior—theve ave five or six
in the Lower Forms, The presumption
ia  that it was some fellow with a
grodeoe agpainst Coker. Such a fellow is
nrost likely to be in his own Form,
where he's always having rows—or i a
Lower Form, where he's pretty unpopu-
lay, I pnt it to thiz meeting that there's
ne mote evidence against Carne than
against any other man at Greyiriars.”
“Ilear, [rcari”

“We've gob to find the rotter, if wo
enn 1" went on tha Greyfriars captam.
“Rut reckless suspicions wan't do any
rood. It's preity rvotten for this story
o have been siarted. That young fool
Bunter zcems to be responsible, having
teken it for granted that it was Caine,
as the fellow used Carne’s window.”

“He ought to be jolly well
whopped ' said Walker.
“Oh! I~—1 zay * pazped Bunter,

“I jolly well think——"" bagan Caker,

“You can both shut up ! said Win-
gata pruffly, “You got anything io
gsay, Compton ¥

*Nothing 1™ =aid Compton,
smile, N

“1 put it to ihe vote,’” said Wingate,
“‘that there's no evidence who crocked
Coker, and that Carne is under no move
suspicion than auy other man at Grey-
friacs |V :

Which was passed uwnanimously; and
the prefects’ meeting broke up.

Coker, having rveplaced the bandage
on hia foot, snorted as he tramped out—
Compton emiled=—and Billy Bunter
%{”Pcd with relief end few to the

emova passage as fast as hig fat Jictle
légs could carry him.

Ten wminutes later, the verdieh was
known ito all Gréviviars, and discuszed

with a
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“* Toddy had that ple, Wharton,”* said Bunter, ** and, as capiain of the Form, I want you to go to Toddy and say—yaroooh !
{ Toddy’s boot Janded and Bunter bounded. * Ha,
Bunter’s eyes almost popped through his spectacles at the sight of

all over the scheool till dorm. .ii.u].
though it was generally admitfed thae
the angust body of prefects could not
very well have come to any wother
decision, hardly a fellow in tho school
rogarded Caruc as cleared. Officially
he had cscaoped-—unofficially, the helief
remained fived in nesrly every mind
that Arthur Carne had hacked Coker of
the ll-‘ifth in misteke for his football
rival,

T ——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Shadow of Shame !

i NE for you, Compton ! ealled

@ out Vernon-Smith.

It was in break the follow-
ing morning.

A number of fellows had [Eat'h{:ret] to
loak for letters in the rack. Harry
Wharten & Co., having drawn it blank,
went out mate the quad to punt a fooler
till third =chool. The fog had rolled

pway with the night; and a bright

winter sunshing streamed down on
Greyfrviars—to the gencval relief. The
weathor was going to be all right, after
all, for the kwood mateh.

BEII% Bunter lingered at the letier-
racl, bl
hig spectacles. Bunter, as usual, was
in _expectation of receiving a postal
order; and—aleo as usual—was dizap-
pomted about the same. Herbert
Vernon-Smith, after looking over the
latters, lingered on the epot. He had
noted at once that thera was a letter
addressed to Valentine Compton.

The Bounder was not in the Jeast
affficted by Bunter's inquisitivencss con-
cerning other f[ellows® correspondence,
But he was intercsted in that letter for
Compton of the Fifth. Ha grinned =3
he saw it there, G

After the telephone.call the previous
dav, he lhad no doubt ibat Coplain

inking at_the letters through his |

"ha 1?* yolled the Famous Five.
ter Todd !

Compton would write to his nephew ad
Greyirviars.,

Tha wvachtaman-smuggler mus:t have
becn deeply disturbed by what his un-
known interlocutor had said te him on
the phone, that was certain, He could
not fail to knoew that there was someono
at Grevfriars School who suspected s
gome, ond the schoolboy smuggler's
game, It amused Smithy to think of
hizs alarm and uneasiness. The Bounder
did not want to harm Compton of tho
Fifth—wng, in foct, dut&rmmudtlmb to
harm him—but he wanted to give thoe
hardest knocks he could to the hard-
faced man who had sent the boay to
Greyirviars for o Jawless purpose. The
havder the knock he gave the leader of
the smugghng gang, the better Smithy
was pleased—and he knew that that talk
on the telephone must have given Cap-
tain Compton a very hard knock indeed.

Vernon-Bmith would have given much
for a sight of that letter. But, keen as
he was on his peculiar conflict with the
amuggler, there was a limit. Once &
lﬂﬁ.bglﬁtt-ﬂr of Compton’s had come, by
aecident, inte his hands, and he Dol
clucidated the secret cipher in which
the captain wrote to his nephew. But
spying intoe a letter was ontside the
iwnit, ‘The Bounder could not do that,

Smithy was no fool; and he did not
attempt to delude himself thet the end
justified the means. e had no use for
self-deception. He would have given a
handful of his ample pocket-money for
ono “squint * at that ‘letter. But e
ﬁ?“}d not have opened it to save his
ife.

But he stood watching with a slightly
sordonie grin on his face as Valentine
Compton came along to take tho letter.

Ho had little donbt thet tha Fifth
Form man was going lo get a shock
when he read it

Tue Macser LiBRaRy,—No. 1,503,
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“I say, Smithy, sure that letter’s for
Compton ?" aslted Billy Bunter. “8ure
it amn’t for me, old chap? I was
expecting a postal order this morning,
-E.T.I. “_:I'l

“TI'athead! Here's one for
Compton | repeated the Bounder.

Compton came along with BElundell
of the Fifth., He wasz wvery chummy
with Blundell, whose study he shared.
He had come along to look for lettors;
but he did not display any particular
keenness, He was talking about the
Roockwood match, due that afterncon,
as he came,

“Hiﬁping day, after all, for footer

said.

*“Oh, ripping 1"’ said Blundell. **You
were right about the fog clearing off,
old chap1 Jolly old weather prophet,
what 1"

“We Piﬂk up that sort of knowledge
at sea,” eaid Compton, smiling, “and
I've been a good it of & seafarer, you
know, "

“Blessed if I know how you've kept
up with school stuff, when you've been
at sea since vou left vour prep achool 17
said Blundell. *“*But Prout thinks you
the bright particular star in the Form
—and so you jolly well are.™

1 had a tutor on my uncle's yacht,"
explained Compton. "{ was kept up to
it, you know. Ay uncle always intended
to send me to his old school—though it
was left rather late. Did you say there
was onc for me, kid?"” he added, with
8 glance at the Bounder. " Chuck 1t
over, will yout"

“Here you are 1™

Vernon-Bmith handed over the letter.
Compton gave bim a nod, and slipped
it earelessly into hiz poelict.

The Bounder's eyes glimmercd. FHe
knew, or, at least, pucssed, that the
subject matter of that letter was of
urgent importance to Compton. e
kncw that the IMifth Former must be
anxious to read it; and that he would
go quictly to some quict spot for that

Fou,
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purpose, safe from interruption. Dut
nothing in Compton’s c¢arcless mannor
betrayed anything of the kind, He
slipped the letter into his pocket, as if
it was o matter of no moment at all,

“Hallo, here’s that swob !” muttercd
Dlundell. " Let's get out of thia!”

Arthur Carne eame along to look for
letters. DBlundell gave him o grim look.
Three or four fellows moved away, ns
if to give Catne plenty of room. No
one spoke to him,

Carne glanced round him, ¢ompress-

ing his lips bitterly.

n his own Form—the Bixth—Carne k

was treated much the same as useal
The prefects had found him not guilty,
and could hardly go behind their own
verdict. But even in the Sixth there
was a frace of avoidance. In other
Forms, there was more than a trace.

The Fifth Formers simply snorted at
the idea that Coker had been crocked
by some Fifth Fonin man with & grudge
against him. He had been crocked
because he had been mistaken for Comp-
ton—by Compten's rival in Soccer!
Nol a man in the Fifth doubted that.
In the Shell, the Fourth, and the Re-
move, the general opinion was the same.
Even the fags of the Third and Second
discussed how that “brute Carne * had
crocked & man to keep him out of the
Roogkweod mateh, and crocked the
wrong nan.

Flenty of fellows had aveided Carne
that day—some guietly, some openly—

to let him sea what they thought of him.
Twice ha had been hizsed in the
pAssATos,

MNow as he came to the lekter-raclk,
Blundell of the Fiith glared at him,
and ostentatiously moved out of his
wav, as if he wero nnclean,

Three or four other fellows followed
EBlundell's example. Even Price of the
Fifth, who had been pally with the
black sheep of the Sixth, affected not to
see him, and went out of the FHouse
rather hurriedly.

BUMPER XMAS NUMBEL——

Carne’s face waz a little pale. but a
erimmson fluzsh came inte it Ile had
hoped that the affair would dic away
after the prefects’ verdict. Bo it might,
in the course of time, but it was not
likely to die away soon.

“Let's get out, Compton!”
Blundell, catching his friend's arm.

“ No hurry, old man I said Compton.

His glance at Carne was compassion-
ate. He did not doubt, any more than
the others; and hoe knew well enough
for whom that treacherous aitack in the
fog hed been intended. But everybody
new how good-natured Compton was,
and undoubledly he felt sorry for =
fellow zo deep down on his luel.

It was no light matter for a fellow in
Carne's position—a Sixth Former and o
prefect—to be regarded with avoidance
and scorn; despised even by juniors in
the Lower BSchool.

“Look here, let's get out!” grunted
Blundell; and, as Compton did not go,
he dropped his arm, and went out of the
House by himself.,

Carne’s eves turned on Valentine
Compton, They almost burned as he
looked at the new man in the Fifth.
Never had his dislike for the handsoma
Fifth Former been so deep and so bitter.

He was disgraced in the school—
covered with disgrace as with a garment
—and it was all through Compton of the
Fifth, If the fellow had not bagged
hisz place in the eleven he would never
have done that mad, reckless thing.

Hisz! cama from somowhere.

Carne’s cars burned !

He knew that it was somme junior that
hissed, and, as a prefect, he could have
called that junior to acoount, and
handed over "six ™ from his asht Bat
he lacked the norve fo do so.  Instead
of that, he affectod to hear nothing,
and walled out of the Heuze.

“Hallo, halle, halle! "Ware hachks 1"
shouted Bob Cherry, in the guad.

Carne’s face erimsoned azain.

(Continuecd on next page.)
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——of the MAGNET ! MAKE A NOTE OF THE DATE NOW !

“YWho crocked Cokeri®
voled., |

And thera was hissing.

Carne walked on quickly.

“Lock out for vour shims, you men !
sliouted the Bounder, from the doorway.
And there was & laugh that made
Carne's ears tingle as he hurried on.

“Chucl that, you young pssl” sid a
volee over Vernon-Smith's shoulder, and
igniia:med round at Compton of the
rifth.

“Don't you believe he did it, Comp-
ton 1" asked Smithy.

“If he did, he's got enough, without
mﬁgmg from juniors,™ said Compton.
"Don't hit a man when he's down ¥

“0Oh, you'rs an ass, Compton!” said
Veruon-Smith, and he went out of the
Housza.

But ho «lid not go far. Leaning on a
buttress, at a little distance, ho had his
cye on the door, and he égmn&d, a2, 2
fow minutes later, Ite sow Compton come
out and walk away towards the old
Cloisters,

Compton did not notiee him; he had
not the remotest ides that Vernon-Smith
was interested in his movements. But
Bmithy was very much so. He watched
the tall, sthlatic Bguve as it went; know-
ing, as well as if Compton had told him,
that the schoolboy smuggler was geing
into the most secluded spot available to
read that letter unobserved. He passed
out of sight, and Smithy, with & shrug
of the shoulders, detached himself from
the buttress, and went to join the Re-
move fellows punting the fooler,

selled &

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
The Hidden Message !
ARNE of the BSixth breathed
e hard and his eyes buroed at
tho soutd of a footstep in the
silent old Cloisters,

e was alone there, with his harasszed
and gloomy thoughts.

It was the quictest and most sceluded
spot to be found within the school
precincts; that was why Carne had gone
there. He wauted o get away from all
eyea.

His walk in the quad, in hreak, had
been a sheer tovinrve to hiw,

Five or six Hemove men had hooted
fim. Heobsen of the Bhell had stared
at him, and deliberately turned up his
noze. Toemple, Dabney, and T'yy of the
Fourth lmg whispered together and
and solitude of tho Cloisters, where he
the Second Iormi hissed. Tubb of the
Third had said to Beolsover munor, of
that Form, in a lond whisper: “ Look—
that's the swab thpt hacked a man in
the fop yesterday ™

All thess were  juniors, amenabls to
the ashplant. But the wretched Carne
was not thinking of handling the official
ashplant mow,

_\‘?imt- he had done had shamed him in
his own e?'cs aitd shamed him in the
eyes of al Gregfriars fellows. Prefect
uir the Sixth as he was, be hardly daved

to look s scrubby fag of the Third Form
in the face |

He was glad to gebt into the silence
aud solitude of the Cloisters, where he
wag, ot least, free from scornful eyes
and mocking voices, He leaned on one
of the ald stone pillars, his handa driven
dec:ig into his pockefs, his brows knitied
darkly.

It wos the Rookwood mateh that after-
noon. llad all gone well, he would have
been playing in that matel, with Comp-
ton laid up with a damared ankle——o
he had plunned !

But wonld he? Had he “got®
Complon, as he had sot out 1o do, would

he not have heen worse off, instead of
better ? It was only because Coker had
been the wvictima that ho had scraped
through. After what that fat fool
Bunter had seen, it would have been
altogether too pa%ab!a had Compton
been the vietim. Iiven ‘as it was, most
fellows belisved that he had gpot Coker

by mistake. Had he not made that
mistake, he would have n con-
demned—oflicially, as well as un-

officially. He had not caleulated on un-
foreseen chances—such as that fat ass
Bunter being close by hia study window
when he jumped out.  Certainly he
would noet have been rewarded with a
placa in the ecleven, He realised that
oW,

And he could never even dream of
i}layﬂlg‘ the same game again, even if a
avourable chance offered. 1f Compton
was ever crocked, in ever so -::.uuning
and stealthy a way, everybody woul
know the truth at onece. His name
would leap to every lip!

That had to be washad out entirely.
It had been a desperate resource, and
1t had failed him, and left him worse

off than before.

How was he going to stand the ont-
come! He clenched his hands, in his
Fm:kets, with rage at the thought that
e, Carne of the Bixth, a prefect, was
sliulking in the Cloisters, afraid to meet
fellows’ oyes!

He dreaded the sound of the bell,
when he would have to go back to the
House, running the gauntlet of scornful
oyes and jeers and hisses.

He anarled st the sound of a foot-
step. If some fellow had followed him

there, to taunt him——  His hands
plenichiad convylsively,
Tho footstep came on. He glanced

round, and ghmpsed, for a moment, the
handsome face of Compton of the Fifth
passing.

The Fifth Fermer did not glance in
hiz direction, and did not see him: and
bad passed out of view in & moment.

Carne gritted his teeth.

What did that fellow want there? He
had not come to “rub it im “—~he
m—:dant]% did not know that Carne was
there. Compton certainly could not be
melunq seclnsion, like Carne, to avoid
follows' ayes, What the dickens had he
come mooching into the Cloisters for?

The footsteps stopped at a little
diztance. There was a sound of slitting
paper, as if an envelope had been
openad.

Carpe knew, then, that the Fifth
Former had come there to read a letter.
Why the dickens did he want to get
out of sight of everybody while he read
his letter?

It was in Carne's thoughls to go along
to where the Fifth Form man stood and
Elﬂk g quarrel with him. It would

ave done no good. It would have made
matters worse, instead of bebter—but
there would have been a savaga sabis-
faction in dashing his knuckles into that
handsome face.

“Oh I A stariled gasp eamae to his
cars, “Oh ! Impossible ! Good Heavens 1™

Carne started,

‘I'hree or four of the old stone
wera between him and Compton.
heard that exclamation clearly.

Evidently Compton had found some

illars
ut he

startling news in that letter—some bad
new s—dismaying news !
That wos a bhitter satisfaction to

Carne. He grinned sourly. That fellow
—handsome, popular, wealthy, fortune's
spoiled favourite to all appearances—
had hiz own troubles, then !

Compton, obviously, believed that he
was quite alone- in that solitary place.
Carne, vindictively eurious, put his head
round the stena pillar on which he had
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been leaning, and glimpsed the TFifih
Former.

Compton's profila was to him. Theo
handsome face was salﬁ. the eyes fixed
on the letter ho held in his hand. He
was reading it—~or rather, devouring it
with his eyes!

Carne watched him, astonishment
minghng with vindictive satisfaction.
What on earth could have knocked the
fellow cver like that? What did that
look on his face mean? Was it fear?

Fear? Any Greyfriars fellow would
have laughed at the idea of Compton of
tha Fifth feeling fear! The fellow who
had swum out on a runping tide to
rescue Bunter in a drifting hoat, aud
risked his life—the fellow who had
knocked out the brawny, beefy Coker in
a scrap without turning a hair—the
fellow who was admired for his pluck
as much as anything else! Fear?

And yet Carne knew that he was not
mistaken, Something in that letter had
Fven Compton & spasm of feap—
‘ear of what? What, in the name of
all thot was amazing, conld that follow
have to be afraid of?

Compton’s lips moved,

He muttered a word—a word he was
reading |

“ Buspected 1*

grne suppressed a gasp.

It was a low mutter; the fellow, evi.
dently, unconscious that he was speak-
ing aloud, as well as unconscions that
there were cers to hear! But Carne
heard it, and marvelled.

His teeth came together hard |

It had never even occurred to him
before that there might be a chink in
his enemy's armour. %omptﬂn had been
only two or three weeks in the school,
and nobody at Greyfriars knew any.
thing of his former life, except what he
had chosen to tell. But ko had seemed
above-board, in every way—even to
Caroe! (ood at games as he was, he
was equally good in class, high in ile
opinion of his Form-master, Prout. He

mede f{riends among fthe Dest
fellows—he had nothing to do with
Price, the black sheep of the Fifth, ur
with Loder & Co., the sportsmen of tha
Sixth., Carne himself, bitterly as he
detested him, would have had to give
him good conduct marks,

But—

Waa it a sham—had the fellow his
shady sccrets, like Price or Loder, or
Carne himiself? If ho had——

Carne's oyes glittered at that thought,
It wad an entirely new idea to him, hut
his mind followed it up with avidity.
What was that letter that knocked
bim over, drove the colour from hia
face and  frightened  him—yes,
frightened him? What did the word
“suspected ¥ mean? Who suspected
him=—of what ¥

Carng's suspicions naturally ran on
shady secrets of his own sort. Was that
a letter from & boolimaker? Carne had
had such a letter, in his time, and had
been scared almost out of his wits by it.
Was the fellow in & scrape of that sort?
By gum, if he was, there was 2 chancs
for a prefect! If only ho ecould pet a
glimpsae of that letleyr—

He could!

Compton, leaning on the stone pillav
by which he stood, had the letter 1n his
hand, raised to read—reading it
thrquﬁh again! A fellow stepping
behind that pillar could see it, Eﬂ'&iﬂ'?

Clarno moved on tiptoe.

Compton would not have seen him,
had he logked round. But he did not
look round., His gaze was concentrated
on the letter. A few moments, and the
spy was behind the stone pillar, where
e stond, peoring past it—at the Jetrer|
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It was writien on B sinslﬁ page, in a
eommon round-hand, and Carpe 1ead
avery word with ease |

He read—and stared! He doubted
hizs eyesight! What was there, in that,
to knock the fellow over? The letter
Tan;:

“7f vou should be out of gates on
Wednesday, better take the clock and
the watch to be repaired. You will find
they are unreliable, as I suspected.”

Clarne stood dumbfounded. A bell
rang in the distance—it was the hell for
third school.

Valentine Compton gave a start,
crumpled the letter into his pocket, and
walked quickly away, He went without
a backward glance—without & suspicion
that eyes hu% been on him, or on the
letter.” NNat till he had disappeared did
Carne move from the spot.

Utterly mnystified, Arthur Carne went
slowly to the House. ;

A scurryl fag running for his
Fovm-room efter the bell had stopped,
wasted a moment in uttering & hiss
before hie vanished.

Carpe did not hear it—ha did not
heed it. What did that idiotic letter
mean? Why should = brief note about
repairing o clock and a watch have so
startling and terrifying an effect on
Compton of the Fifth* What waa the
meaning of it?

Had Carne known what the Bounder
knew, he would have known that
Captain Compton wrote to his nephew
at Cireyfriors in a hidden cipher, Ie
would have known that' every fourth
word in the letter had to be read, to
moke the real meaning. Had Carne
read every fourth word, leaving out the
rest, Ire would have been startled, for he
would have read: “Be on the watch.
You are suspected.”

But Carno of the Sixth did net know
what the Bounder knew, and did not
dream of anything of the kind; and it
was in o state of utter perplexity and
mystification that he arrived in the
Bixth Form Room.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Seeing Justice Done !
ic SAY, you fellows—-"

E o on, Bunter ! said DBob

Cherry heartily.
“1 was going to say—"

“Don't say! Just come on, old fat
barrel 1"

“Oh1* Bunfer blinked at the Famous
Five through his big spectacles. I3 ik
a foed?™

M A—n—a fecd ™ gasped Dob.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ .

It was after dinner—and although the
kick-off was not due vet, and the k-
wooders had not arrived, fellows were
already gathering on Big Hide. The
Roolwood match filled all thoughts—or
almost all thoughtz, There were few
Gresiriars men who did vot intend to
watch the first eleven thot afternoon—
and more especially its iarest recruit,
Valentine Compton,

Billy Bunter. however, seemoed to be
thinking of other things,

Harry Wharton & o, pazed =t
Bunter. They could hardly believe that
even Bunter bhad forgotien the Rook-
ia.n;]}d match. Apparently, however, he
1Al

“A fepd!” repoatod Harry Wharton.
“You cormorant, have you got any-
wlhere to put a feed, just after dinper ¥

“Well, I didn't get much at dinner !
gaid DBuuwter sorrowfully,  “Quelch
keeps an cye on a fellowi Ile stopped
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me at the fifth helping of boiled
mution M

“Or you'd have gone on to the
fifteenth?” asked Bob sympathetically.

“Aund 1 got hardly any pie!” said
Bunter. “Only three goes| Look }}ere,
you fellows, if it's a feed, I'm on!

“It isn’t ' grinned Bob. “¥You hc-wf!;
ing ass, have you forgotten the match?

“Eh? I never carry any” said
Bunter. “I don’t smoke, like Smithy!
What do vou want a match fort”

“Oh  erikey! Football match ¥
gasped Bob.

“Oh! Iz there s match on?” asked
Bunter. “I didn't know you fellows

were playing football to.day.” oo

*Y¥e gods!” said Frank Nugent. " It's
a first eleven match, you howling ass—
it’a the Rookwood match—you blither-
ing éab erwock—"

‘Ol (¥ said Bunter., *Is it7 Well,
I'm not coming ! Blessed if I like hang-
ing about in s cold wind, watching &

ame ! Playing iz move in my line, you

now.

“Oh erumbps [

“But I waz going to say—="

“Fathead ! Come on, you fellows™
said Johuny Bull,  “May as well get
down to the ground! ‘There goes poor
old Cnl:er—gntaang!*narry-me—wal ing
with the aid of a stick 1"

“I gay, you fellows, don't walk off
whils s chap's talking I hooted Bunter.
“1 say, do-listen to a chap! I say, that
heast Toddx i i

The Famous Five grinned. Peter
Todd camc out of the House, while
Bunter was speaking. As Bunter had
his back to the deorway, he did not ses

Peter.
about Toddy?” azked Bob

*What
with & cunckle. .

“I say, do vou know what the awiul
brute did ¥ said Bunter. " You know
i had to go to the prefects’-room after
prep last night—Wingate wanted a chat
with me, you know, Well, while I was
gone, Toddy scoffed my steak-and-
kidney pie.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peter Todd had come to & halt, a fow
feet behind Bunter. The Famous Five,
facing him, were quite asmused to see
hirm there. Buonfar, with his podgy
back to kim, m-tumlij' did not see him.
He Lreczed on:

“The awful ead, you know! I was
afraid of what might happen to that
pie a&ll the while I was chatting with
the Sixth TForm chaps in the prefects’-
room. I say, when I gob back to the
study, I found that Toddy had scoffad
it! Ho made out that he thought it
woid Coker's, and had taken it back to
Coker's study—"

“Ha, ha, ﬁm1"

“Blessed 1f I see anything to cackle
at!"” said Bunter hotly. "D? course, he
seoffed it! Teddy's a fool, but he's not
fool enough to give away a steak-and-
kid:}-ﬁ pic 1™ ]

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the Famous
Five.

The expression on Peter's face, as he
stood just behind Bunter, guite enter-
tained them.

“Well, vou ean cackle: but I can
tell wou, it's pretity thick, scofling &
fellow's ple,” said Bunter. * Fellowsa
make out that I snaflle tuck. Now
look st Toddy, bagging a whole steak-
and-kidnoy pie while a chap's back i
turned. And telling whoppers sbhout
it, too—making out that he took it to
Coker's study., Unfruthful, vou know,
If there's a thing I never could stand,
it's untrathfuloess.  Faney a fellow
being greedy and untruthfuwl, you
chape I'*

“Faney 1" gna?ud Bob.

“Only faney I'' gurgled Nugent.

“Well, look herel Toddy had the

pie, and I expect him to do the right
thing,”” said Bunter. “I was goming to
whaek that pie out in the study.
Toddy had the lot. Well, I think it's
up to Toddy to stand one of the same.
Eﬂ:a told him so. He makes out that

s never had the pie. Of course, o
fellow doesn't. exactly cxpect him to
bo truthful—his father's =& solicitor,
vou know., DBut there’s & limit, i=n't
there " ;

Peter Todd, behind Bunter, drew
back his right foot. The Famous Five
waited for the crash.

Bunter, happily unconsecious of the
im‘;:ending crash, roattled on: )

*Well, I want you to speak to him,
Wharton, as captain of the Form. 1
want you to see justice done.”

“1 think I shall see justice done
grettf soon,” answered Whartor, with

is aye on Toddy's boot.

“Well, that's all right,” said Bunter.
“You go to Toddy, and tell him that
he's got to do the right thing. He
can get s steak-and-kidney pio_like
that for about seven-and-six. Ewven
then it won't ba &8s good. DMra
Mimble's pies ain't like those that

oker gets in his hampers.”

“Coker [” ) .

“I—I—1 mean, that pio wasnt
Colker's. I—I mean, Mra, Mimble's pica
ain't like those I pget from Bunter
Court, vou know. DBlessed if I see any-
thing to cackle at!] Now you go to
Toddy, old chap. I think he's in the
House somewhere. Anyhow, he’s not
far away.' x

“NMa: I don't think he's far away, -
agreed Wharton. *Carry onl”

“Well, you go fo him, and put it to
him, as captain of the Form, and head
boy. He Emi my pie. I could make
him pay for it, if I went to Quelch
about it, you know; but I don’t want
to go to a besk——"

“Ng, I—I think I wouldn’t,” stut-
tored Bob Cherry. “A beak might
want to know too much eabout that
pie”

“Hga, ha, ha!” .

“Sg long as Toddy does fhe right
thing, all right,’” said Bunter., “I
shall be satished, if he stands one as
bic a&s the one he scoffeéd last might.
I'H overlook him telling me whoppers

about it. I don't expect fellows fo ba
truthful like me, really. It's the pio
that's really important. Toddy had

that pie, and he's got to stand another
—sea? That's fair play. Now, as cap-
tain of the Form, I want you to go to
Toddy and sa Yaroooh | Yooopl
Yoo-hoop 1"
rash !

Toddy's boot landed.

Bunker bounded.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Famous
Five.

4 Yow-ow-woon I’ roared Bunter, Ilo
spum round bke & fat humming-top,
his little round eyes almost popping
through hia big, round spectacles at the

sight of Peter Todd. “Ow| Beast!
Ow! Roiter! Wow!l Keep off, you
beast ] I—I say, Toddy, I never said

vou scoffed that pie! Yaroooh!™

Bunter bounded again. He bounded
and bounded, as Peter booted. TFaor-
gotfol even of the steak-and-kidney
pie, important as it was, the fat Owl
careered away across the quad, leaving
the Removites velling.

It was rather unfortunate that Coker
of the Fifth was in the way. Coker,
proceeding slowly and paintully with
a damaged ankle, was %mte unable to
dodge a charge, and Bunter crashed

before he sow him. :
“* Oh 1 gas%lzd Coker. staggering.
“Ow " gplottered DBunter, reeling

from the shock.

“You mad ass!” gasped Coker. He
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Billy Bunter pushed the door to, and stood behind it. The next moment the door opened
“* Whooop | ** roared Bunter in asionishment and anguish, as the oak banged on his fat little nose.

13

J
i

suddenly and sharply. Bang E

* Yow-ow-woop !

“ What—who——"" There was a startled exclamation from Carne.

grabbed Bunter by the collar. “I've
heen looking for you, you fat young
scoundrel | believe you gob ofter 2
pie in my study last night.”

“Owl Leggol I didun'tl
wow 1"

“Well, T left it in my study cup-
board, and I found it on my table”

I nover—

said Coker. " SBomebody must have
shifted 1it. Looks to me as if you
meant to have it Price saw you in
the passage.”

L Laﬁgui I wasn’t there—I
was in the Kag when Price saw me
in the passage—="

“1'd ;‘u:r] well boot vou," zaid
Coker, “if I could stand on two feet

to do it. Take that, anyvhow [V

Bang |

Bunter's bullet-head smote one of the
ancient Greviriars elma. Bunter's lhicad
was Dhard, Dbut the elm-trunk was
Lhiardar.

Bunter roared.

“ ¥ oo-hoooop 1

“That's & tip 1" said Coker; and he
limped on his painful way to the foot-
ball ground, leaving Billy Bunter rub-
bing his head, and uttering a series
of anguished yelps,

Bunter had stated that he wanted
justice done; but now that it had been
done, he did not secm satisfied,
somehow,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Punching Coker’s Nose !

6 N the balll” roared DBob
0 Charry.
“Play up, Geeylfriars!”

“Oh, good man
" Compton—Compton 1
Nearly all Greyfriars wera gathered
round the foothall field. First eleven
matches alwayz drew a crowe; but this
was a record. Seniors and juniors and
small fags were packed round the field.

Mr. Prout, portly and penderous, had

volled down, greatly pleased the
!umwledgu that it was a boy in lus
Form who was the star player and the

ﬂmub attraction. Mpr. Quelch and Mr.
acker walked down together. There
was 6 rumour that even the majestio
MHead had an eye on the ficld from
his study window.

Bulkeley and his men from Rook-
wood, were in great form, Man for
man, they were as good as Greyimara
—with one exception. In neither team
was there a brilliant man like Compton
of the Fifth. :

Even Arthur Carne realised that as
ha looked on from the outskirts of the
crowd. In the Brst ten minutes of the
game Compton put the ball in, amid
roars from the Greviriars swarm, The
Rookwood defence was sound, and
Carne knew that he, at all events,
would never have penetrated it as
Valentine Compton had just done. The
roars of checring, coupled with lhis
vival's nmne, were gall and wormwood
to him,

“Coall Goal1®

* Compton—Compton [

“Bravo ! roared Coker of the IMifth,
forgetting the pain in the ankle, and
roaring with all the power of his fungs.

“Good old Compton! Hurrah!*

The chesring was deafening as the
sides lined up again,

Laoking over the heads of a mob of
fags, Arthur Carne watched his rival

Remembering  what Compton had
looked like as he read that mysterious
letter in the Cloisters in break that
morning, Carne had wondered whether
the star man would be off his form
that day. How and why, he did not
know, but he knew that bnmptan had
had a knock—a hard knoek., Inex-

licable as it was, something in that
otter had hit him hard.

But if that was so the Fiflth Former

had evidently dismissed the frouble
from his mind now. Never had he
been in finer form.

His handsome face, a litile Aushed,
looked bright and happy. IHe scemed
to be living and breathing Soccer,
obviously enjoying every minute.

At dinner Carne had glanced along
from the high table where the prefeels
sat, and neted Compton among the
Fifth, with a cloud of thought on his
braw. He knew the cause ngf it.  And
he had had & lingering hope that 1ho
seeret trouble, whatever it was, might
affect his form in the Rookwood mateh.
He saw now hope was
delusive.

Compton had baﬁgﬂd
he was going to aﬁ more. Ho was
ginin? to cover himself with glory on
the football field. He was going to be
cheered {o the echo when he came off,
happy and glovious. Greyfriars wero
going te win that game, a:nd owe it io
tium]ptﬂn. Carno’s oves ghittered at his
rival,

“Look at that swab!” It was a
voice among the mob of fags, “1 say,
that's Carne! Check fo come hory,
after trying to crock old Compton.”

There was a sound of hissing.

The colour wavered in  Carnc's
cheeks, Ha turned guickly, and
walked away from the football field.

He could not face it. Ile felt like
an Ishmael at the school. ]

It was Gatty of the Sccond, hiz own
fag, who had jeered. That waa what
ha had fallen fo—beating & shameod re-
treat from a jeer of his own fag. Le
could have whopped the cheeky young
rascal—but what waa tho good? They
wera all thinking and sayving the zame,
Carne did not reappeer on the font-
ball ground. Loder and Walker weve
there, but they looked another waw
when they saw Carne. They did wot
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want his company. Nobody wanfed it
He went into the House and to his
study, & prey to rage and misery and
malice, The way of the transgressor
was hard.

Nobody gave him a thought, All
eves were on the game and on Compton
it the Grayfriars ranks,

The game was going hard snd fast—
hard play and good football all the
time, .

Potter of the Fifth put the ball in,
but it was Compton's play that gave
bim the chance.

Magnificent player as he was, easily
the star of the team, Compton never
forgot for o moment that Soccer was a
team gamo; never showed a trace of
selfishrtess with the ball, Anyone could
see that he was just as keen on snother
man georing, as on scoring himself; his
whole thought was for the side. If any-
thing mruls have added to his popu-
larity, that would have done it; for a
little self-assertiveness might have been
excused in o man obviously head snd
shoulders above the rest, But there
was no trace of 18 about Compton.
Whatever elsa he was—and the Bounder
Lknew {—he was & sportsmasn to the
finger-tips. i

Greyfriara were two up at half-time;
Rookwood had not succeeded in break-
ing their duck. )

‘Looks like a win for us, what?”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“The winfulness will be terrific!™

“Old Compton's 1n even better form
fhan he was at Lantham ! said Harry
Wharton, *Wingate's got a prize-
packet in that new men !

“Bit better than Carne, what?"’

grinned \
Yoz IV

“Ha, ha'!

"By qum‘. If that swab had crocked
him—"" zaid Johnny Bull, with a deep
breath. * How jolly lucky he got Coker
in the fog!™ . _

“Perhaps Coker thinks so!™ grinned
YVernon-Smith,

Horace Coker looked round at the
Bemovites,

“ No perhaps about it, young Smith 1
gaid the great Horace, “I'm jolly glﬂd
that eur bungled in the fog yesterday |
Jolly glad! It would be different if
I'd been in the team, of course! I fancy
:I[ sltul;l;ld have done as well as Compton
1 e

& Eh?]?‘

“Or & bit better, perhaps—-="

“Oh crikey 1

“DBut, as L wasn't in the team, I'm
glad that swab Carne got me instead of
old Compton! Ow 1" added Horace, as
lie pot a painful twinge in his ankle.
“Wow 1"

“I say, vou fellows—"

_ “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's tha

if?l{f old Owll Two up, Bunter!” said
o

“Two to the good, old fat man I’

“EL " asked Bunter, “Two whati"”

“Oh, wicketsl” said DBob, with
withering sarcasin.

“iIa, he, hat”

“Ofh] Have they started?" =aid

Punter, with an indifferent blink at the
fonthall Geld.

“It's half-time, you cuckoo!”

“Is 1t7" said Dunter. 1 gAY, |
cowe liove to spesk to you, Coker !’

“Well, don’t!" grunted Coker.

“I say, about your damaged leg,”
said Bunter, blinking at him_through
his big spectacles, "1'm awiully sorry,
Coker! Does 1t hurt?"

Colier stared at him.  Plenty of
fellows had sympathized with him about
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that damaged snkle. He had hardly
expected all this uqulatﬁj from the fat
Owl of the Remove, however. Sii1ll, zf
8 I_:;g was sympathetic, Coker could be
civil.
*It joll
Bunter {

well does!” he answered.
linked &t the bandaged foot.

“1 say, it's rough luck, Coker!" said
Bunter. “Could you run in that leg?
SBuppose & bull was aftor you 1"

“Likely, you young ass!" said Coker.

“ But audp ose it was?” gaid Bunter,
He seemed keenly interested, * Or sup-
pose & fellow punched your nose, and
cut off—could you run after him §*

“0Of course I couldn’ ou  young
idiot 1" grunted Coker, *"That :faah&d
leg wouldn't take mw weight.”

‘But suppose some fellow came up
and hit yvou on the neose1” said Bunter,
“Mean to say you couldn’t get after
him, with the aid of your stick "

“No ™ Erﬁw]eﬂ Coler.

"Good !" said Bunter,

His next proceeding startled Coker!

Crash 1

A fat fist, with quite & lot of weight
behind it, banged on Coker’'s nose, and
he staggered.

Buntar eut off.

“Why-—-I—I-—-T'll—" gasped Coker,
astonished and enraged. “I'll— Yow-
aw-ow | He made a hound after
Bunter, forgetful of his injured ankle.
But he was reminded of it the next
gecond as his leg erumpled under him,
and he dropped on his left knee, " Ow ]

Wow 1l Qooooogh 1™
“He, he, hel” floated back {from

Bunter—at o safe distance.
“*QOh, my hat !’ gasped Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.
“Why, I—-I-I-TI—" gurgled
Coker. He got on his sound leg again,
glared at the fat Owl with the deadliest

of glares, and waved his stick fhreaten-
ingly., ““Bunter, you checky young
seoundrel, I—I—=I'll— Wow I”

“He, he, hel What will you do?”
jecved Bunter. “I'll jolly well punch
vour silly nose again, Coker! Who's

afraid of you, I'd like to know?"
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared tho juniors.

Bunter evidently was not afraid of
Coker—now | Not so leng as Coker had
a damaged ankle, and could not get
after a fellow whe punched his noss and
cut off | The explanation of DBunter’s
deep intercst in Lia injury dawned on
Coker now !t

*Yon—yon—you—J—I[—]—" paspad
Cloler. :

“Yah! You come here, and I'll jolly
well punch your mose again |’ chortled
Bunter. “You can't scrap, Cokerl T
could whop wou with one hand tied
behind me] You're no good! Yah I

“Ia, ha, hal”

Coker tottersd towards the grinning

wi,
Billy Bunter backed away—putting
Hﬁ fat fugers to his fat nose as he did
go !

Coker gurgled with fury.
fellows welled,

Pheep | went the whistle.

;"}{ala. halle, hallo! They're going
it

All eyes were torned on the foothall
field again.

Coker rabbed his nose as he watched.

Billy Bunter rolled sway, chortling.
It was his first uppurtumlt{l to punc
Horace Coker’s nose, without ems
immediately slaughtered. He chortle
as he rolled; and Coker was left rub-
bing his nose.

The other

1THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Owl on the Prowl |

H 1" breathed Billy Bunter,
Ho side-stepped with amaz-
calerity.

¢ was Just i time.

A head appeared on the steirs, rising
into view. It was the head of a prefect
—Carne of the Sixth. From the atair-
caza, & fellow could look along the
Fif&h Form passage, past the games
stuay. )

Had Carne done so, he might have
epotted Bunter, swift ss Bunter was.
But after a splib second he had no
chance. .
Bunter was coming down the TNifth

in

Form passage to the landing, He was
passing an open doorway when he
spotted Carne—and side-stepped. In-
stantly he was out of sight in Blundell's

gtucy, which happened fo be the one

ha was passing at the moment. :
“Oh lor’!” breathed Bunter, palpi-
tating at his narrow escape.

Dilly Buntar had been exploring tha
Fifth Form passagpe. The seccond-half
of the Rookwood match wes in pro-

vezs, and every man in the Greyfriars
%‘iﬂh, who was not playving in the team,
was watching the pame, Even Stephen
Price, the shady black sheep of the
Fifth, was there with Hilton. Not a
single soul was in any of the Tifth
Form studies. i

Naturally it occurred to Bubnter, in
those auspiciouws cireumstances, to look
in at Heracoe Coker's quariers. Hae was
interested i1n that steak-and-kidney pie.

Coker's own words had borne ont
Toddy's remarkable statement that be
had taken that pie back to its owner.
If it was still hl.izerm Bm‘}telr knew what
was going to happen to 1t

But, alas, it was not there| Probably
Caoker ]md' ecoffed it for supper tho

revious, evening, with Potter and

reeng, after Peter had deposited it in
his study. Anyhow, it was gone—gone
fromm Bunter's paze like a beautiful
dream |

It was a bitter disappointment. Bun.
ter waz hardly consoeled by a bunch of
hananas he found i1n Coker's study.
However, he ate the bananas.

Then his footsteps led him into the
next study. In that room, which
belonged to Hilton and Price, he did
not expect to snaffle much in the way of
tuck, but he knew where Price kept his
cigarvettes. The fat and fatnous Owl
liked a cigarette when he could get one
for nothing.

In Price’s study, he had better luck
than in Coker's, Ha rooted out a
packet of ciparottes, and found iz or
seven in ik

With the packet clutched in a [at
hand, he rolled down the passage to the
landing, intenﬂinﬁ to head for =
Romove study with his plunder. Theu
the sight of Arthur Carne's head rising
into wview on the stairs coaused hia
eudden, prompt retreat into the nearest
refuge, . .

In Blundell's study he listened with
painful intentness.

ITe did not venture to latch the door,
lest Carne should hear the sound; lhe
pushed it to and stood behind 1t.

Ho had not the slightest doubt that he
was safe in that study so long as Cavne
did not see him in passing—and Carne
could not see through an oask doorl
With Price’s Ean ot of cigarettes
clutched in & grubby fat hand, the Owl
of the Romove listened to Carne’s foot-
steps and waited for them to pass.
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They arrived—but did not pass,

What happened next was a surprise
to Bunter. i

So sbsolutely certain did he feel that
Carne could not FIDEE-HJ],T be uumit‘tg‘l to
the quarters of the fcllow he loathed
that he had not the remotest musgiving
that the door would open,

It did open—suddenly and sharply.

Bang | _ .

“ Whooop 1™ roared Bunter in astonish-
ment and anguish, as the cak banged
on his fat little noze. “Yow-ow!
Waaop 1 .

Thera was a startled exclamation,

“What— Who—"
“Yow-ow-ow-ow I'> Bunter c¢lasped

both fat hands to his damaged nose, the
packet of cigarettes droppiog unheeded
to the floor. “Wow!l Ow Oh! Wow I¥

Carne had opened the door suddenly
and stepped swiftly in, like a fellow
anxious to get quickly out of sight from
the passage, lest a chance eye should
see him entering a room wheras he had
no business. Not for a second had he
supposed that there was anyone inside
the study.

He jumped almost clear of the floore
at Bunter's startled, agonised yell; he
dragged the door away and stared at
Bunter.

Y0t Ow! Wow!” howled RBunter.
“You've smashed my nose! Ow! Ob
erikey! I say, my nose 13 squashed!
Wow [V

Carne's cves glittered at him.

“Wenu young raseal, what are you
doing here in a Fifth Form study?

Grub-raiding. as usual, you greedy
young scoundrel 1

T (h1? gasped Bunter. He hoped that
Carne would not spot the packet of
cigarettes on the floor. “Oh, no! I-—I
just stepped in here to—to—to look out
of thu—tﬁa window to—to see how the—
the footer's going on. 1—I didn't dodge
in here because I saw you coming,
Carne !

“Comie along 1 snapped Carne. “1—

heard yep in bere, you young rascal,
and came 1n after vou! Get & move
on i**

“Yow-ow-ow ™

Bunter was led from the study, with
a finger and thumb gripping his fat car.
He emitted & series of 5!11‘1%1 squeaks as
he went.

On the landing, at the end of the
assape, Carne released the fat ear: his
oot shot ouk.

Thud |
“ Whoop ! roared Bunter as he Mew,
Carne followed hine uwp. Billy Bunter

did the landing in three bounds, and
went down the stairs o abk 2 tima in a
series of wild jumps like & kangaroo.
I1e was out of the House almast in the
twinkling of an eve and scuttling down
to tha foothall feld. He was not foar-
fully interested in th: Rookwood match,
but it was a safe distance from Carne.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Carne Makes a Discovery !

ARNE of the Bixth stood for a
q few moments after DBunter had
vantzhed down the stairs, then
he turned and walked quickly
up the Fifth Form passage. .

A minute more and he was inside the
study in which he had o uncxpectedly
rooted out the Owl of the Eemaove.

Bunter was dismissed from his mind.
Certainly he would have preferred no
eyes to fall upon him there, but Bunter
mattered little. The fat Owl had been

iven the impression that Carne had

card him in the study and reooted him
out. He could have no idea, no sus-
picion, that the Bixth Form man had

EVERY SATURDAY
any ersonal  reason for  visiting
Blundell and Compton's study.

Bt Carne had—a very strong reason |
Like Bunter, he had realised that the
attraction of  the Roockwood match,
drawing évery fellow sway from the
House, gave him a chance of prowling
unseen. True, his object was very
different from Bunter's.

He was thers to search Gompton's
study for what he could find. He
scarcely knew what he hoped to find;
but something—anything  that would
give him a stick to beat his enemy,

The fellow had secrats; of what kind
he did not know, but he suspected that
they were of his own kind. Whatever
they were, he was poing to root them
out if he could. ] .

That letter into which he had spied
in the Cloisters had knocked Compton
over with dismay. Carne had been
thinking of that ever since. X

Obviously no fellow could bLe dis-
mayed, startled, terrified, by = letter
advising him to take a clock and a
watch to bo repaired. Very lttle rve-
flection convinced Carne that the letter
moeant something elze; that it was, In
fact, written some sort of a secreb
eade, or cipher.

And the word Compton had muttered
with quivering lips haunted him. Sus-
pecied ! Whatever the “code” mught
be, whatever that letter actually meant,
the word “suspecied ¥ was part of the

annine message. Was some sporting
riend outside the school giving him the
tip that their rlmlin%‘f wera suspeckted ?
Some racing man with whom he backed
horses? That was the only meaning
that Carno eould put to 1t.

Having shut the study-deer, he pro-
cecded to make a search of the room as
carcfully as Inspector Grimes, of Court-

field, might have dons in the quarters of

a suspected croale, ‘

But his =éarch, meticulous as 1t was,
sepmed only to veveal thab there was
nothing suspicious in the study.

Carne set hia teeth.

The football match would be over
soon—he had not much more time. If
tha fellow had such things as racing
papers, smokes, and notes irom
“‘haokies,” where did he keep them?
Somewhere where Blundell would never
see them ! _

In Carne's own study there was =a
Inose board, under which he parked his
supply of ecigarettes. He wondered
whether there was anything of that kind
in Compton’s study.

If so, it would be safe encugh, from
an unsuspicious ass like Blundell. The
prefect proceeded to examine the floor,
treading carefully, and pressing every
board, liztening for a creep, feeling for
tho slightest movement. _ Then, sud-
denly, he gave a ]11:111;. and pounced on
¢ packet that lay on the foor. _

Ha grabbed it up, his eyes blazing.

i Bysgum [ he breathed. o

He would never have noticed it lying
tnere but for his examination of the
floor in zearch of a leoso board. It lay
close to the wainscot, near the doorway.
Carne fairly gloated over it.

It was a packet of cigaretles. There
were six or seven smokes in it. Carne
knew the brand—it was the kind that
FPrice of the Fifith smoked.

“ By gum " he repeated.

The fellow must have been a carcless
fool to drop the packet thera. But it
rather substantiated Carne’s suspicions
of a loose board over a secret hiding-
Hlace, -

Carne’s eyes gleamed and glinted.
Ha was on the track now | 5

Any fellow in the Fifth, told that
Compion smoked seoret oigarettes
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wortld have laughed at the idea, so yell
did the fellow keep up appearancoes—
vet Carne held the proof in his handl

He gloated over it. It was not all
that he wanted—but it was a cloe. It
would lead to more. If the fellow was
a spoofing humbug in one respect, he
wia in others. Carne had only teo
investigate,

A distant roar reached his ears. 1t
wag a tremendous volume of sound,
waking every echo of Greyiriars Echool.
He started as he heard it—and kucw
that the football match was over.

They were cheering a Greyiriars vie-
tory—cheering Compton]  They would
not cheer him when he wns up before
the Head!

But that tremendous roar warned
Carne that he had no more time for
investigation. fellows would be
coming back to the House, He did not
1‘:;3::11[; to be spotted spying in Compton’s
study.

He left the study hastily, and horried
down the stairs. He looked out-f the
doorway, with a bitter face. Fellows
wero shoubing, cleering, waving their
caps—and, amid the roar of cheering,
tho name of Compton was heard again
ared again,

An vproarious crowd waa heading for
the changing-room—and over it, tossing
like 2 bark on stormy waves, swayed
Compton, his handsoma face Aushed and
langhing—ecarricd on the shoulders of
Wingate and Gwynne. Greyfriars. had
won the match, and Compton of the
Fifth had kicked three of the goals, out
of a total of four to one. He swept
along, shoulder-high, with a shouting,
cheering, waving erowd surging round
himi. Prount's portly boom was heard
amid the cheore—oven Billy Bunter was
adding & fat squeak.

“Chuck it, you men!” Carne heard
Compton’s laughing veice. “Draw it
mild, you know |”

“ Hurrvah t*

“Good old Compton !

* Good man !

“Hurrah! "Rah ! "Rah ! "Rah I roared
Bob Cherry.

Carne hurried back into the House,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

The Shadow of a Secret !

7 HAT the dence——"
Compton of the Fifth

stared into his study. .
“Oh erikey | gasped Billy

Bunter.
He blinked round in great alarm

through hia big spectacles. For the
second time that day the fab Owl was
caught in that study, Bunter's luck
seemed to bo out. ) _ )

There was a celebration going on in
Hall. Compton of the Fifth was the
man whom everybody delighted to
honour. It had seemed to Billy Bunter
an cxcellent opportunity to nip into the
study and recaptura the packot of
cigarettez which Carne had caused him
to drop there. He needed, he supposed,
orly a minute or tweo.

But he found that he necded more.
Nobody, 20 far as Bunter knew, had
been to the study—but the packet was
not to be found. The fat junior hunted
high, and he hunted low, but no packoet
of cigarettes rewarded him. © WRE
stall gunhing, when Compton locked in
at the doorway,

Alarm and guilt were legibly written
in Bunter’s fat face, as he stared at the
Fifth Form man.  And the alarm inten-
gified when he saw the expression on
Compton's face.

Tne Magyer Lipnany.—Ne. 1,503
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That [ace was genevally  good
humoured in expression; often # worp
a pleasant smile. Buntor was quite
startled, as well as alarmod, to see the
dark look that came over it, and the
glint that came into the keen grey exves.

“You young rascal 1™

Compton stepped  quickly
study.

“I've heard of your spying and pry-
ing, you young rotter!” said Compioun,
between his feeth, “Why ave you spy-
i in heref” )

It never crossed DBunter's fat mind
that the handsome TFifth Focmer was a
fellow with scerets to keep. He did
not dream that Compton of the Filth
could ba startled, and even alarmed, at
the sight of any fellow reooting in his
etudy,

“# [T -T—wasn't ! he stuttered,

“What were you looking for?™

Y Nen-nothing ! gasped Bunter.

Compton picked up a cricket-stump
from a shelf. :

Billy Bunter wviewed that action in
deep alarm. The Fifth Former made a
swift siride towards him, and grasped
hia collar with his left hand.

“MNow, tell me what you wero hunting
fﬂ?& vou spying little scoundrel!™ hoe
said.

What he had read in the letter in the
Cloisters that morning, was f[resh n
Compton's mind. He had dismizsed it
while the football was on; but it came
back to haunt him with uneasy dis-
quietude.

According to what Captain Complon’
had written to hitn in the secret code, he
was suspected. It seemed to him iinpos-
sible—but he knew that the wa,rmtui
could not be unfounded. Who, in al
Greyiriars, could Euaflent the Schoolboy
Smuggler? , There had been no sign.
And now—he found the Peeping Tom of
the Remove searching his study.

The cold, hard, grim look on his face
almost terrified the hapless fat Owl. He

intg the

squirmed in the Fifth Former's
muscular grasp. L
U ¥=]=—1 say, Compton, it—it—i} was

mine [ he stuttered.

13 Whﬂ.tuf"

“You—you sce, I—l] dodged in here
when I saw & prefect coming, and—and
dropped it I gasped Bunter. “I—I was
only looking for it, Compton.”

Compton stared at him long and hard.

“What were you lncﬁu'ng‘ for, then 7™

“A pip-pip-pip—-

9 Whﬁt%"? i

“A  pip-pip-pip-packet I’ gasped
Bunter. “You—vou see, I had a pip-
pip-packet of smokes, and—and 1 never
got them from Price’s study, Compton,
snd I—I dodged in here, and—and
dropped them, and—and—and I was

only looking for the pip-pip-packet,
&mn ton I’ —I haven't been to the cup-
ard—'

To Bunter's immense relief, the dark,
rim look vanished from Compton’s
ace, n8 M wiped away with a duster.
Heo laughed.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“You voung ass!” he saud

“You—you see,” stammered DBunter,
“ I—I thought I'd come up and look for
ihe pip-pip-packet while you were in
Hall. I never thovght you'd be coming
up, and—and I say——  Yow-ow-owl

Keep that cricket stump away, you
beast ! Wow IV

Whaek !

The stump whacked on Bunter's tight
trousers, e roared.

“Ow ! I say, old chap—stop it, you
Least! I say, old DAY e 1, you
rotier! Yaroooh 1"

“You mustn't have smokes" said
Comptor. Whack! “ You mwustn’t drop
them about my study ¥ Whack! “You

mistn’t nosze into senior studies at all 1™

Whack | "If T catch yvou here again,”
Whack | “I'll give you a {ew more, and
harder '™ Whacek! “Now cul 1™

“ Yarcooh I

Bunter cut promptly. e yelled as he
went.
Valentine Compton threw the door

Get This Grand Greyfriars
Yarn, Too |

“THE STAGE-STRUCK

SCHOOLBOYS!"”

By Frank Richards.
On Sale Now in the GEM—2d.

shul, and pitched the ericket stunp back
on the sheli.

He stood with a smile on his face for
for a moment. But the smile vanished,
and a clonded look of harassed thought
took 1ts place.

Suspected | o
That word rang in his mind. How?
By whom? He bhad got away as soon

as he could from the cheering crowd in
Hall, to think. But thinking scemed to
serve no purpose. He drew the letter
from his pocket, and read it over again.
The code presented no difficulties to a
fellow used to it. He read it at a
glancoe. His eyes lingercd on the last
word. Suspected! But by whom? In
all Greyfriars he had only friends—
with a single exception. He had one
enemy—Carne of tho Sixth—a bitter and
unserupulous enemy |

But 1t could not be Carne! The fellow
who had erocked Coker in mistake for
his football rival, would be glad cnough
to discover anything to that rival's dis-
credit. . But ho knew nothing—he could
konow nothing. But if there was some
man at CGreyfriars who suspected him,
and if it was not Carne, who was it?

The study door opened. o

Compton thrust the letter hastily into
his pocket, expecting to see Blundel
Crter.

But it was not Blundell. It was
Arthur Carne of the Sixth Form who
stood in the doorway, and the sardonic
sneer on his face showed that he had

observed Compton’s hasty action In
putting the letter ont of sight.

Their eyes met. For a moment thero
was silence, while their glavces crossed
like rapiers.

It was Enmﬁ‘:t:m who spoke hOrst—
quictly and coolly.

““ What do you want, Carpe?”

“Only a word or two,” said Carne.
His voiep vibrated with malice. “I've
just looked into Hall—I've been hissed
out. They're still eheering you, Comp-
ion, but they hissed me out! 1'll mako
vou pay for it! By gum, I'll make you
pay for it ¥

“Might a fellow ask how?" drawled
Compton. His manner was ecaln, his
voice drawling; but his eyes were keen,
alert, and hard. “Are yon gong {0
crock me, as yvou did Coker?” 3

N 1" zaid Carne. “Nol I'm going
io show vou up, vou epoofing rotterl
I'm going to let the school sce you In
vour true colours! The fellows will
have fomething else te think about,
then 1

Compton breathed hard and deep,  In
epite of himsclf, the colowr wavered in
liis face. A

Carne, watching him like a cat, saw
it, and gloated. ~

“I've found you oul!” he said. “I've
spotted vou—and as soon as T can pin
vou down, look out! You've got every-
body fooled. But wait till I nail you
and vou go up to the Head!  Only
waik 1"

The schoolboy smuggler looked at him
—gluptmla |

Carne waited for a reply, but no reply
came: and, with a scornful sueer, he
tarned and walked away.

“1 say, yvou fellows "

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
Remove passage when Billy Dunter
arrived t]mru—wﬂgﬁling.

“] say,” gasped Bunter, “that beast
Compton——" i

“What?” reared the Fainous Five,
with one voice,

“'That rotter Compton—

Compton of the Fifth, just then, was
the hero of the hour, the chums of the
Bemove were almost husky cheering
him. They glared at Bunter,

“That beastly beast Compton—-"

Bunter got no further. Five pairs of
hands desconded on him, and Billy
Bunter descended on the floor of ihe
Bomove passage !

Bump !

“Yooo-hoop I” roared Bunter.

“(ive him another [¥

Bump!

“Yooop I ;

Billy Bunter had been stumped, and
ha wanted sym;;lath:;! That was the
sort of swmpathy he got! Still, no

Lia

1 doubt it was as much as he deserved !

(The next extra-long yarn tn this super
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IN THE NICK

OF TIME!

Final Instalment of Dicky Nugent's
Sensational Serial :
“THE RINGMASTER OF ST. SAM'S!"

Tinlkle-tinkle 11

The brazen eclanger of
rising-bell rang out acrosa
St. Sam's, and Doctor
Birchemall leaped from hia
bed with a ringing whoop
of joy.

“ Hip, hig. hooray 1 It's
the grate day ot last!”™
he chortled. * To-nite's
the opening nito of the
goreuss on  the footer.
field—and with the pick
of St. Sam's as the
* turns,’ and me as ring-
masater, it won't half be a
suxxess ! "’

The Head was as egg-
gited as any Second Form
fag. Pawsing only to cover
his somewhat bony carcase
with a dressing-gown, he
vang the bell to summon
Binding the page.

“I must have & con-
feronce with my prineipul
artists before brekker,”
he mermered. * I want
to be sattisfied thaﬁt,
everything is going o
wxrit-;‘l}ﬁt|b ‘s hitch and—
why, Binding, what on
corth is the matter ? ™ he
eried, breaking off sud-
denly, as the skool _
poked his boolit head in
tho dosrway.

Binding, who looked
ng if he had recently
spotted & spook or some-
thing, gulpcd sevveral
times hefore he answered.

“ P.p-please, &ir,” he
stammered, * there's a
lot of the blockes missing
this mornin’, sir—an’ their
heds ain't even been slept
in/"

“ Bless my sole! Nice
poings-on, 1 must say 1™
snorted the Head., " How-
over, I baven't timme to
look inte it mysell to-
day, 80 yven must report it
to one of the masters who

are not engaged in the
sercuss.  Mr. Swishing-
ham will do."

* Yesgair ; but—->"

" Bofore doing so, Bind-
ing, kindly inform all
those who are performing
to-nite that I want to see
them in my study at
ongo."

“ But it can’t be done,
air!" wyelled Binding.
“ The coveys you want are
the coveys thatl are
missing [

* Missing " _
Daoctor Birchemall, dumb-
founded. " The gercuss

nm‘_e;ra A
‘““ Hevery one of ‘em,
sir | " saad Binding,

* Impossibul | " roared
the Head. “ You're
dreeming, Binding! Go
down to the sercuss-tent
and sea if thev're there!
D you here ¥ "

“Yeseir!” And Bind.
ing seooted off.

roetor Birchomall's hart
was beating wildly, as ha
flun r aside his dressing-
gown and hurriedly tume.
bled into hia clothes, He
simply couldn't beleeve
that his performers had
reclly vannished — yet
something scemed to fell
him that it waa trew!
Trembling in every lim,
ha firished dressing and
rushed downstaira to his
study.

Binding returned in a
cupple of jiffies with Mr.
Spangler close at his heels.
One lock at the sercuss
proprietor’s worried dial
waa suffishant to prepare
the Head for the worst.

“You haven't seen
them ¥ " he phaliered.

“Bearch me!" said

Mr. Spangler. “ They
haven't been down to the
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*Then it’s a. case of
fowl play!” eried the
Head, ** Mark my words,
Spangler, wvon Schyster
hos had o hend in this!™"”

Mr.. Bpangler started
violently.

““ I it possibul that that
acoundrell 244

*“It's almost rertain
that von Schyater ia the
culprit ! " said Doctor

Birchemall, bangjgz -the
desle wilth  his st to
emphagize hia words.

*You are suro that every
one of the artista is miss-
ing, Binding 1 "

* Yessir—cgggept your
dawter, Misa MnlE:.-. sir.”’

“Hal 8o the villan
didn’t have the nerve to
kidnap my dawter!”
growled the Head. ** But
with that sollitary egg-
peption, it secms that
every ome of the artists
we were relying on for
to-nite has gono. A nice
how.d'you-do, Spangler,
what 1"

“Iv'a—it's

terribaal | ™

HOSKINS WANTS A

STRAW DIET!
Says JAMES HOBSON

If you imagine the only
thing about which Hoa-
king 13 potly is musie,
vou've made a big mistake.

Matter of fact, he has
spasm3a of pottiness over
vuite 8 lot of things.
Tho latest is hia diet.

First we knew about it
was at dinner-time the
other day, when he puiled
out a paper bag containing
gomething that looked like
sawiluat, Hacker spotted
it a1l asked what 1t was,

* Mineod etraw, sirl”™
was our geniug'  cheery

reply.

“ And why, pray, have
you brought a bag of
minced straw with you to
dinner 1" Hacker in-
quired.

“To eat, sar !t

We grinned. Hacker
jumped.

“To—to eat ¥ To eat,
did you say, Hoslins 1"’

" Yes, rather, sir,” said
Hoskina checrfully. “I've
decided to go in for the
Straw Diet. Doctor Blurb,
the famous diet chap,
says that if we all cat
gtraw with every meal,
we shall bocome & race
of supermen | "'

“ Bless my soul ! "

* 8o I'm turning m?v-
gell’ into a supermen right
nway, sir,”’ said Hosking,
And, just to prove it, he
up-ended the Eag over his
goup.

Bince that time, Hos-
kins has religiously taken
a bag of minced straw with
every meal. He shows no
signs, however, of turning
into a superman at the
moment, and somehow 1
don't think he ever will.

Just for a lark, you see,
we'ra going to chain him
n}:r in the stablea this
alternoon with a

large
bundle of straw, and
charge a ponny a time
for fellows to see the

Human Donkey fecd. By
tea-time 1 have an idea
that Hosgkins will have had
enough of the straw diet
to last him for the rest of
! his natural !

duzzent open, 1 shan't be
able to pay von Schyster’s

dett ; and von Schyster
will eollar the sercuss,
lock, stock and barrel !

What can we do 7"

Doctor Birchemall
stroked his beard thought-
fully.

“We'va got to roskew
our performers from wvon
Schyater's klutches in
time for to-nite's show.”

“ But how are we going
to find out whore they
arg ¥V

Doctor Birchemall pon-

dered dec;pl v for msome
minnits. Then suddenly
his eves began to gleem
and a low chuckle escaped
him,

“By hokey! |
wonder i

“You've thought of n
way of doing it ? ™ asked
Mr. Spangler eagerly.

“I've Lhought of the
only way of doing it 1"
grinmed the Head., “If
von Schyster 13 holdin
our chaps prisoner, hﬂ'ﬁ
have to feed them, won't
he t ™

Mr. Spangler seratched
hia nose.

* I suppose he will, But
what of 1t ¥ **

* Well, he'll have to get
the tuck from a t.lwkshu-F
gomowhera, won't he 1"
argewed the Head. ** And
as he's a Garman, it's ten
to one in doenutts that
his thoughts will natcher.
ally turn to German
soesidgea |

“My hat!" mermered
the sercuss proprietor.

* Bo, if my rcasoning is
correct, all we have to
look for is a shop which has
gold one man enufl Ger-
mon  sossidges  to  feed
about thirty hungry peo-
ple! Beel”

“By Jove! T belecve
you've hit it !" cried Mr.
Spanglor. *' I can't seo &
flaw in the argewment.
Therc's only one snag,

sir—who’s going to do the
searching 1 2%

tating reply. * We'll send
them out into the high.
wave and byways—on
Enahbikea, motor-hilies,

orseback, and Shanks'
pony | We'll comb out
every town and villidge
in the county, if needs be |
Binding ! Order Fossil to
ring the bell for a General
Agsembly | ™

“Ow! Yeszsir!"

To think wos to act
with Doctor Birchemall

brilliant  wheezo for
tracking down his miasing
performers, he waisted no
more preshus minnits, but
got bizzy right away. In
the spaco cf a fow jiffies,
the rssembulled skool was
lisgsemning bretblessly to his
instructiona for scouring
the conntryside in search
of a tuckshop that had
sold a big batch of German
sossidges. And a fow
jiffies after that, the fellows
wora streeming across the
quad, gulping down their
brekker ns they went.

Some went on {oot, some
on pushbikes, some on
roller-skates, and a few on:
horseback.

After that, the Head and
Mr. Spangler adjerned
to the former'as study to
await developments, Hour
after hour they waited
there, in an aggerny of
suspense, whiling away
the time in innumerable
games of noughis and
crosscs, and growing
grimmer and grimmer os
the day passed without
tidings.

Then  suddenly the
tellyfone-bell jangled=—an
newa cama through at
laat ! It was the Honner.
able Cuy de Vere, the
aristocrat of the Fourth, at
the other cnd, and his

eultchered  wvoice  was
farely trembling with
eggamiterncnt.

‘*“ A olue at last, sir, bai
Jove!” he cried. * I've
discovehed & tuckshop
where they've bhad a ship-
pin’ ordah for German
gossidges by fone—an'
the customah is callin'
for them himself in hall
an houri™

“ Eureka ! " yelled the
Heoad., * The sddress, de
Tere—at once ! "

Two minnits later, Doe-
tor Birchemall and Mr.
Spangler were driving at
a recklesa speed in the
direckiion of the willidge
from which the Honner-

able Guy was foning. And

They met the Honner.
bl Guy and parked the
ear, then hid themsclves
in the branches of a tree
on fho other side of the
road.

They were only just in

tme, Hardly had they
madas  themselves com-
fortable before o tall],

forrin-looking fellow eame
Linking along towards the
tekshop, MHe woro his hat
puiled well down over his

Having thought out this _.,E':;as and he sneaked along
Lha

& theef in the nite.
M“éﬁ:}n Elm:hyatir t' hist
T, er, ** Let me got
it him and Dll— >

" Patience, my dear
whap!? wigpered  the
Head, “ Wait till wo've
reskewed the prisoners;
‘hen we'll give him what
for, if you lLke I ™

Their wildest hoaps
~were realised whem Hair
pod  Bchyster  emerged
4rom tho tuckshop. Me
‘wag  farely staggerving
mnder the weight of {wo
%andfula of German #os-
udges!  No longer was
there any doubt about the
fate of the missing sercuss
performera !

Doctor Birchemall led
the way down from {he
Free. ollowed by A,
g ler and the Honner-
aEIa Guy, he shadowed
the sossidge-laden (er-
man out of the villidge till
rhey reached o  lonely
Mgarn, So this waa where
he had kept the St. Sam's
mrengs performers in kap-
ity !

- From behind a hedge,
tho three watched the
Berman 1mlock the door
of the barn, then go inside.

“Now's our chanece!™
wid Mr. Spangler. But
Doctor Birchemall shools
‘a3 head and grinned,

" *1 have a better plan

‘hann  that,” he saad,
*Why not play with von
diyster as a cab

tavs
ith & mouse 1]]:-4551;‘54
waik till he goes, and then

reslcew our chaps. When

turng up to-pite to
| gloat over the sercuss
g'ug to open, he'll get
tha shoek of his life, and we
shall have the larl of the
1m 1. 1]

3o Mr. Spangler o
¢pded to poasess hia sule
1 N{mﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂ. And vory
glad he was ofterwards
ihet ha did so, for every.
“{ping turoed ous just as
Yisetor Birchemall had
goticeipated,
| The villanous kidnapper

PIRATE COSTUMES IN
CLASS NEXT TERM?

Beaks’ New Ideas May Have

Strange

If thero’s anything in
what Skimer says, we've
in for a high old time next
term.

Skinner, of course, knows
everyibing, so there way
bo svmething in it. But
it sounds a bit oo stcep
for usa.

What Lo sava ia that
some of the masters have
becomo converted to this
Neow - fdeas - in - Bduea-
tion bizney.

They've been listening
io a professor johuny wlo
zays thet the common-or.
gavden clogs-rooin
method of leaching
kills chaps’ lmegi.
nation,

Thisg prolossor
johuny lhas
drummed it into
them that growing
lada weve mnever
intended to spend
most of theiv
waking hours =it-
ling at deska with
their eyes glued to
p blackboard, His
ider, Shinner says,
is ihat youngsteis
like us ought to
be allowed to de-
velop our scparals
individualities, and
50 0N, )

According to Shkinncr,
tlis means that if’ we leel
liko turning up o clazs in
fancy-drese—in & pirales
costume, for inslance—
we should do it, And if
we feel like tipping the
inkwell over owmr next.
door neighbour, wo ghould
jolly well tip tho inkwell
over him, And our Form-

Results

master onght to grin like
a Choeslure cot and tell us
we're gelling on fing !

Skinner saya it's cven
wilder than that. The
profeasor johnny adve.
cates sharpening our wits
by scuding us oub poaching
for ouwr own mub, ond
g}iviug ns nighlts off to
sleep 1 barna and on hay-
atacks |

Bliinner scriously main-
tains that some of the
Creyliiars  masters have
become quito keen on all
thizs and intend to give
it o try-out after the

Chyijatmas vaeation.

All we can sav o
Skinner i3, that when
Quelchy tells us o twn
up in  pirates’ clobbex
gl to tip ink over cach
olher and to go oub tuek-
sngtching ond to have
nights out on the loose,
we'll believe him.

BUT NOT BEFORLE!
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A, my  ibpe, but none

— i o ST s rio ey i 3 TQE eppery {than

General Curry, o colo-

sercusge tent esince last | groancd (he screuss pro- “The entiro skool!”sghina things got on the brated Croyviviars Old Boy
nite ; that's as sure as|prietor. *“If the show | wra the Head's unhezzi. mivo with o vcngfn:-:! who made a {our of in-

spection last weelr. He had
& complexion {he colour of o
boiled lobster, 8 protrading
jaw, and glaving eyes (hat
made yvon flinch.  Gad, siv,
the kind these spineless
yvouths ol {o-day need to
bring 'eny up to the marl !
Tho poor old Head had
quite an uncomfortable
time, showing him round.
Chiefly, 1he distinguished
vizitors romarlka were 1o
the eifcet that by Jancs,
2ir, things wero  different
in my day! He said this
when he saw what wo got
for dinner and again when
ho heard that we didn't
havo 1o get up till seven
o’clock, and again when ho
gavw how combortably some
of the studies were furnished,
And ho was full of bright
ileas for lproving ws,

When he saw Wharton
eycling across the quad
{which is [not allowed,

alvictly speaking), he said
that what the %n:,; needed
was a dashed good Hogging ;
he eaid the samo when he
noticed that Dicky Nugent
hadn't washed hia necls, and
ihe same opain when he
noticed 'Temple, of the
Fourth, slouching into the
Hlouse with his hands in hig
pocketal He was preliy
%-nqd at noticing things, lads,

elieve e |

The conclusion he reached
at the end of his little tour
was that Greyfriara wasn't
the place that it used to be
and that the present genera-
tion of Greyfriars men inede
& pretty poor crowd. Gad,
sir, there wasn't one of
them ihat looked as though
he'd an ounce of stufling
in hime ! And all that.

WE

SCORED OVER
GENERAL CURRY!

Smiles TOM BROWN

And then it happencd!
From out of the Llusz, na the
Genera!l walled dowi to the
gates, descended the last
thing the peneral had ex-
pected 1o sce ab Greyiviavs
that afternoon—an  gero-
plane in diftienltiea ! Tho
general hoad to mun pretty
quickly to avoid heing
knocked down and fellows
acattered wildly, too, as {ho
maching swooped down to
carth.

Crasht If was over!
Then there was & horrified
yell from the chaps as they
saw flames leaping up fvom
the plane.

“The pilot !
bumt ' ™

Now, going on General
Curry’s opinion of Urey-
friars chaps, the spineless
epeetators might weil have
been expected to put as
much distance between the
blazing plane and them-
selves as they could.

But they didn't !

To the gallant peneral’s
amazement, they all mado a
rush in {hie other direction—-
back towards the plane!
And before the gencral had
time {o decide what I wos
going to do about it him-
self, they had opened the
door of the cockpit and
dragged out the unconseious
Iai]ut- et the rizk of their own
ives!  Wharton, Smithy,
Bull, and IRake were the
heroes of the day in case
you wanbt thely names:
but “here were plenty mors
where they canse from, had
Liey been needed !

8o, taking it all vound, I
foney we scored over
Gencral Curry. Im  faet,
lie wus so impreszed that ho
massed his train to go back
to the Head and withdrow
all he hod said,

What more could yen
nsk 1

Ho'll bo

for tahing *' The Count.”

the count! ™

“THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO.”

The chap who had the nerve to pinch the above book from
my study is advised fo refurn il al once.
But if he hangson to it, he'll * take

FRANK NUGENT, Study No. 1, Remove.

I can forgive him

departed, and very soon
olterwarda the }ead had
busted ihe lock of the
door and broken inte tho
barn.

An eggsiraordinary sito
met the reslewera' oyes.
Ritting on the floor, roped
io the wall in o long line,
wore tho missing scrouss
pleyers, while, suspainled
by o slving in front of
each of them was o CGor-
man gossiidze—10 he calon

without the aid of the
bandda !

It was » gratle moment
when the prisoncas fwamed
their eyes fiom the sos-
gidges {o find the Head
standing  belore {hem.
Hungry a3 iliwy woere,
inasters and hoya alike
broke into @ defiening
cheer, Tho eresitomont
wos simply terrifick !

“ Threa choers for the
Ringmaster of St. Sam's!"
shouted Juck Jolly, And

they were given
will !

Soon they were all on
their way back to the
skool, ond when the time
cono Lo the sercuss to
sturt, every lellow was n
his place, waiting lor the
w-:-rd[“ Gof"

So the Ht. Saw'’s sercuss
taok placo thaté nite, ofter
all, and @ {remenjous
arowd rapicherousty np-
plavded every turn [vom
slart Lo Ooish,

with o

But {he twn they oap.
plauded 1wmost of oll wos
the unrchearsed anect when
Mr, Spangler paid back
the raskelly von Schyster
Lisz loan, and 1hen moedo
Lim ron the pauntles
rouid the yving., As Dovtor
Birchemall remarked alters
warda, von Schyster’a face
waa worth a giuny o hox.
And for once In & wov,
everybody agreed (hat
the Head was right |



