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2 CHRISTMAS IS COMING—AND 50 IS OUR SPECIAL YULETIDE NUMBER !
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Chrisimas preseni-time is nearly here,
and if you want lo make sure of a gift
that will never lose *ifs interest—you

tius? chooze one of these ma:.‘-fniﬁcmt
volumes. All are strongly bound in col-

oured covers and packed with splendid
features. Make your choice here ond
now, and youre sure lo be satisfied.
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The MODERN BOY'S Annual 6/-

BETTER THAN EVER. Stories and articles about
wonderful inventions and adventures—subjects that boys
most delight in—by the world's best writers, lustrated with
photographs, drawings and two magnificent Colour Plates.

The HOLIDAY Annual 3/

The famous scheolboy Annual which has Leen a prime
favourite for so many years, No boy or girl can resist the
fascination of its cheery stories of iiarr:,r Wharton & Co.
and many another famous schoolboy character; its poems
and its many humorous featuref, Four fine coloured plates.

The Modern Boy's
New Book of AIRCRAFT 6/-

Flying in all its forms, the full story of the conquest of the
sir, presented in story and picture. Scores of photographs
of landplanes, seaplanes, Hying-boats, mrships, aircraft-
carriers=—and a fine colour plate by a famous airman-artist.

The POPULAR BOOHX of
BOY'S STORIES 2/6

Packed with stories of thrilling adventure, this Annual is
splendid value, Its hundred and ninety pages of specially
selected fiction provide many hours of wholesome entertain-

l
ment for the healthy boy of to-day. On sale at all Newsagents
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FRANK RICHARDS’ LATEST AND GREATEST MASTERPIECE !

GRIPPING YARN OF A
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SCHOOLBOY FEUD !
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The influence of Greyfriars makes Valeniine Compton want to go straight, but the influenee of his uncle,
Captain Compton—chiel and leader of a smuggling gang—pulls the other way !

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Bllly Bunter Begs for Xt !

{ HE ass ™
i “The fat clhump !
*“ Bunter—all aver !

Harry Wharton & Co.
elared—and grinmed. No fellow could
lave helped grinning. The sight of
Billy Bunter, at that moment, was
coough to make a stone image grin,

It was morning break ot Greyfriars
Behool. Deccmber as it was, it was an
uncomnmonly fine morning, dry  and
sunny. Plenty of fellows were in the
{ﬂu&d-—&mnng' thom the Famous Five of
the Remove. DBob Cherry bad a foot-
ball wnder his arm, which the juniors
were pgoing to punt about till third
tchool=Dbut they forgot that, in their
interest in Billy Bunter awd his weird
procecdings.

On one of tho old benclies under the
Yeafloss elms, Herbertk Vornon-Smith of
the Remove had sat down. Silting
there, ho had opencd a newspaper, no
doubt borrowed from the Common-
room. Smithy was deep in that news-
paper. He had ‘taken o packet of
toffeo from his pocket, but in his keen
interest in what he wes reading, he had
laid it down on the bench beside him,
and evidently forgotten it.

Behind the bench was Banter |

With the stealthy tread of a Red
Indian on the warpath, Billy Dunter
créept bohind the bench, upseen, un-
beard, and unnoticed Ly the Bounder
sitting there. That he had felonious
designa on that packet of toffee was
clear to anyone who observed him.
And ho was so extremely cautiouns, so
exeessively  stealthy, that anv  fellow
nenr ot hand could havdly help ob-
serving him,

Buonter had eyves only for the toffee,
ond for the back of Vernon-Bmith's
head, which ho feared might turn at an
awhkward momeont,

He did not sec—what the Famous
Five zaw—that a prefect of the Sizth
Form was ie&n‘h&g on one of the old
clme, ab o little distance—with his eyes
lixed on Duantee !

It was Carne of the Sixth, loafing
theve with his hands in his  pockets
and his official ashplant under his arm,

While Harry Wharton & Co. watched
Buouler from one direction, Arthyr
Carne watched him from the othor—

with a glint in his eycs.

“The blithering ass!”™ murmured
Irank Nugent.

“The terrific fathead!”™ chuckled
Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh. ]

fjmb-rauhnq was noe new thing on
Billy Dunler’s part.  Billy Bunter

never could belhold tuck without want-
ing it—anid what he wanted, he some-
how fancied that he ought to have,
Toffes was irresistible to Bunter. How
o fellow could lay o packet of toffce
down, and forget it, was a mystery to
Lunter’s fat mind, &mithy had done
so, howcver, inoxpliceble as it was—
and if Smithy did not look round in
tune, that tolfee was going to chango
owners!  And it was like Bunter—just
like him—to carry on, right under tho
eyves of a Bixth Form prefect, without
being aware of the fact!

In the Remove, fellows would hoot
DBunler for snooping tuck, and let it go
af that. Dut the official view of such
matters was more serious. Any prefect
wettld have given Bunter “six ™ for it
And Carne, though perhaps not a very
dutiful prefect, was, a  rather bad-
tempered one, and given to & beavy-
l:anded use of the ashplant., Tho look

on hiz face, ns ho watelied the fat and
fatuous Owl, told of trouble coming o
Bunter—if he enocoped that toffec.
Unless o did so, of course, Carno had
no occasion for butting in. A fellow
conld tiptos behind another fellow en
a bench if he liked. But Billy Buntey's
intention was perfectly obvious—nand
Carne had only to walt a few momeuls
for the snooping act.

Vernon-Smith, gencrally a very wary
bird, was quite oblivious and unsus-
picious. The Bounder was reading o
newspaper report of the activities of a
mystericus smug%hn gang, known to
be at workk on the Bouth Coast, but
hitherto wndetected by polico  or
Customs officers, What interest such o
matter had for Bmithy would have
puzzled other Remove fellows, but he
was nceck-deep in it, so to speak, and so
far as he was concerned, it was all
right for Dunter.

The chums of the Remove grinned.
It was undoubtedly funny to sce Billy
Bunter displaying all this stealthy
cantion, with o prefect watching him
heardly more than ten feet nway.

*“The howling ass [* said Johmny Bull.
“Jevver sco o blithering fatbeod ask
for it like that?®

“Hardly cver!” chuckled Fronk
Nugent.

“Carne's watcling him like a enl!™
gaid Dob Cherry. * He will be glad of
a chance ab Bunter—-look ot his facel
Ile owes Bonter one! Look here, lel’s
givo ile fat blitherer tho tip!”

C“Reot!” grunted Jolmuy Bull. "1y
jollv well ouglit to be whopped fov
g;i?iﬂmg tuck! Lot him pet on wilh
I 23
“Carne will Iny it on jolly Lard il
he gets an_excnse ! .
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“Let him!™ said Johnny. “May do
Bunter _gm:a{] b . ]

“Um!” said Bob. "Right as rain,
Johnuy, old man—but I'm gojng to give
Bunty the tip, all the same.”

Bob Cherry lifted up his veice. The
Famous Five were at rather a distance
from that little seene under the elms.
But hardly sny distance was too greab
for Bob's powerful veice when lLe put
steamn on.  He roared: )

“Hallo, hallo, hallot Smithy! Hallo,
halle, hallo ™ .

Thae roar certainly reached the
Rounder’s ears, Naturally, the fellaws
expected him to look round, in which
case, Bunter's game would have been
.

But he did not look round. _

If he heard, he heeded not. His cyes
remained glued on the newspaper, and
l» gave no sign. _

A moment more, and it was too Jate!

A fat _hand whipped over the back
of the bench and snatched the toffce-
qacket. With hia plunder in that fab
imnd. Billy Bunter backed away.

Smithy had seen nolhmg.

With & happy grin on his fat face,
the Owl of the Remove retreated, to
get to o salo -distance and devour his
pPrey. .

But hoa never pot to that safe dis-
tance! As he backed from the benel,
Carne of the Sixth stepped forward
from the elm he was leaning on. With
s grim brow, he grasped at Bunter.

“Ow!” gpasped the startled Owl, 83 n

cip fell on his fat shoulder, "Dw:!,

wggo, Cherry, you benst! Oh!
Bunter jumped slmost clear of the
ground as he blinked through his big
spectacles and saw that it was a Sixth
Yorm prefect whe had grasped i

“Oht Ow! Oh III'“-EE;! pae-
“You young raseall” said Carne.
“0Oh, really, Carme—" gosped
Bunter,

“Giva that toffee bock to its owner at
onee, vou pilfering little scoundrel.”

“ [—I—1 say, it—it was only a ,]']“E‘J-IEE
on Smith!”  groaned Dunter, “I—I
wash't going to eat it, Carne!”

Carnge of the Sixth was not of &
trusting nature. And he would hava
nceded to be of & very trusting nature
indeed, to believe that statement.

Vernou-Smith looked vound, his at-
tention drawn by the vaices behind the
benech. He stared at the packet of
toffee in Bunter's fat hand.

“You fat slug!” he cxclaimed.

“0Oh, really, Smithy! I—I—I was

only going to—to mind it for youl”
fas Bunter. “I—I wasn't going to
eat it, old chap! I—-I—I dou't like

toffea! I--1 say, old fcllow, here it ist
Oh log' 1

The toffea-packet was handed bhack to
its owner. illy Bunter's eyes, and
spectacles, followed it mournfully as it
was dropped into the Bounder’s pocket.
Dut he soon fﬂrri:p!: even the toffee, gone
from his gaze like a heautiful dream.
Carne swished the ashplant. :

“Bend over that bench, Dunter!” he
rap¥ed.
“I—I say, Carne—"

“Bend over!®

“I—1—1 wasn't—I—I-1 didn't--I—I
nev L

“T've told you to bend over, Bunley I

“0h lor 1*

In the lowest of spivits, the grub-
raider of Greyfriars bent over the
beneh, Up went the ash. Down it

came, with a terrific whack on tight
{1rousers, Billy DBunter’'s yell vang far
and wide,

“The rotten bully ¥ muttered Harry
Wharton.

It was really o terrific swipe. If
Billy Bunter pot half a dozen of the
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same, there wes no doubt that ho was
going to =uffer severcly for hiz sine
The faet was, that Carno of the Sixth
had a score apainst Bunter, and had
been looking out for days for a pretext
fo pay it off, Now Bunter had given
him one—a good oner  Evidently ([he
bully of the Sixth was going to make
the most of it.

0w reared Bunter. ¥ Wow 1

U'p went the ash again! Down it
came ! Bunter bounded !

A junior taking “six " was suppesed
to keep bending until the infliction was
completed. That Billy DBunter would
have done as a matter of course, had
he been taking the six from Wingale,
or Gwyme, or Sykes, or indeed any
other prefect. But the ash was  net
supposixt to be laid on with this tervifie
vim. It was more than flesh and biood
could stand—Bunter's, at any rate.
Bunter heard the swish of the ashplant
ns it went up—and he did not wait for
the terrific whop, as it came down. Ha
Lounded away with the activity of a
kangaroo. Seldom swift in his move-
ments, the Owl of the Remove was like
lightning at that moment. As if moved
by a suddenly released spring, he
dodged the descending ash.

Crash !

. Carne had put as much beef as belora
into that swipe, expecting it to land on
Bunter. Mveting with no resistance, as
it swept the vinpty space where Bunter
had becn, the cane fairly crashed on
Carne’s own leg.

“Oh, my Lati” gasped Beb Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

The yell that came from Carne of the
Sixth was londer than Bunter's. He
had got himself fairly on the shin—ond
cvidently it hurt. He yelled, dvopped
the ashplaut, and hl_.'.lllﬂtllﬂﬂ on one Ieg,
clasping the oiher with both Kands. e
hopped, and-roared, and danced.

Billy Bunter did not stay to seo the
performance; he bolted. Dot from
every other fellow who spotted Carne
of the Sixih doing his song and dance
Canme A rofstT

“Ha, ha, hai™

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Doggo !
R. QUELCH frowned.

M romptly, when Lreak came
in an end, the masier of the
Romove came rustling up the
Form-romn passage to let in f;ia farm
for third school.

When the bell reng, the dutiful
Bemove were supposed to ‘ﬁia,thl:r at that
door, ready, if not actually vearping,
for their Fovime-master to let them i,
for the abiorption of more Lnowledge.

Sometimes a  fellow would ba a
minui*.]a late, and é":-DLI.'[dI cone ;m;tmg
up the passaze, dropping a2 book or
two in h]?ﬂ hurey. Bﬁ Queleh did not
approve of wnpunctuality. His gimlet
eve would gling if a late-comey scooted
up as he opened the Form-room door.

On the present occasion he frowned.
One member of his Form was not even
late liji.nd scooting; he was not in sight
at all.

The Grexfriars Remove were a rather
numerous Form. A beak might really
have been expected not to muss a single
member out of so many, at a single
glance. Quelch did, on the spot. True,
the missing meomber of the Form was
one who, when prezent, ralther leaped
to the eye—one whose circunnference was
verparkable and unmistakable.  Quelch
naticed at ovee that Billy Bunter was
not there.. He noticed, too, that most
of the other fellows were grinning,

Frowning, he let the bLoys ivte the
Form-room.

Wiih a tramp of fcet, the ILemove
marched in. Queleh gave a final frown-

ing glance down the corridor. Bunter
was uobt in sight. -
The juniors took their plaees.

Quelch’s ﬁ-imlez eve gleamed over thom,
Nearly all were prinning. He wondered
whother the general grin had anything
to do with Bunter's absence,

Tt had!

Billy Bunter had not been seen sinieo

Avthur Cavne of the Bixth had whopped
hig own shin, under the wlms. While
Carne was hopping and howling Bunter
ad hit the horizon at about 70 nup.h.
I was several minutes before Carne
was able to go after him. But when
the agony had abated, as Lord Mae-
aulay would have expressed it, Carne
had El‘]}:ﬂfﬁ his meshplant  and
hunted. Leaving a crowd of follows
roaring with laughter, Carne took up
the trail, limpiog but implacable,
Nobody was surprised that he failed
to {ind Bunter. Everybody would
}rgﬂr& beeu surprised had Carne found
Hin.
. 1f ever there was a time when it was
judicious for o fellow to lie doggo, this
was such o time. Bunter was keeping
doggo, and seemed hidden deep, 1In
tie quad, in the Rag, in the mevo
studies, in the passages, Carne sought
him, and found him not. Bunter scemed
to bave vanished into space, Right up
te the ringing of the bell for third
school Carne of the Sixth hunted—in
vainl And the Remove juniors, when
ihey went 1in for class, wondercd whera
on earth Bunter was, and whether ha
was hidden too deep to hear the bell
In which vase he was likely to find My
Quelch as dengerous as Carne,

" Wharion I rapped Mr. Quelch,

“Oh!"  The head boy of the Remove
ceased to smile. * Yes sivi?

* Bunter is not present, Wharton. Do
vou hkuow where he ja?”

“Oh! NoS sirl”

“Todd ! Where is Bunter?”

“I don't know, sir 1t answered Peler
Terded,

Mr. Queleh compresgad his lips.

“Very well, Wharten, you may got
out the Large Map Ne. 4, and place it
on the easel”

“Yes, sip!™

Marry Wharton crossed to the wall-
cupbeard, at the end of tho Form-roon,
where these aids to kuowledge were
kept. Third lesson that day dealt with
Roman history, and the Large Map
New 4 was n rolled-up map of Ancient
Italy, which, unrolled over the black-
board on the easel, ¢nabled the Hemova
to follow the march of Hannibal's nrmy
on Rome, with the aid of Mr. Quelcl’s
nonter and Mr. Queleh’s valued ex-
planations and elucidationa.

Mr. Queleh picked up his pointer
ready for business as his head boy went
lo fetch Large Map No, 4.

Haryy Wharton epened the door of
ihe high cupboard to select that rolled-
up map from several other rolled-up
umtaps, which were used on  olher
QodasLon.

But a2 he looked into the cupboard
the ecaptain of the Hemowve cowmpletely
forgot Large Aap No, 4.

From the dusky interior of the Form-
room cuphoard a fat face and a big pair
of speclacles dawned on himn.

He jumped.

It was cnough to make any fellow
jump to behold the fat, teoreified
countenance of William George Dunter
looming from the dusk when b wag
reaching mte & cupboard for Large AMap
MNo, 4.

“0Oh ¥ pasped Wharton.

“Quizt I” gazped Bunter. “ Don’t tell
him! Den't give a chap away |
say, shut that door 1™



“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wharlon.

He stared blapkly st the fat Owl
Lvidently Bunter, hidden deep in_the
Form-room cupboard among the rolled-
up maps and other articles, had not
heard the bell, and did not know that
tha Remove had returned to their Form-

voom. He was not thinking of third
school. He was thinking Carne of
the Sixth!

The o}l:;umn{g of the cupboard deoor
alarmed him fearfully. e dreaded to
see Arthur Carne. It was a relief to
sce Wharton ; but he was anxious Lo get
the door shut again,
, Ho grabbed 1t and pulled it shut,
jerking it away from arten's hand,
BMr, Queleh glanced round sharply.
Ho did not like to be kept waiting. 1t
wasted the time of the class. It reduced

As Billy Bunter crept away from the bench, the purloined toffee in his fat
“Ow [ ™ gasped the startled Owl, as a grip fell on his shoulder.
I say, ft—it was only a j-j-joke on Smithy [ ** gasped Bunier,

the amount of knowledge that his Form
might have aszimilated, His I'orm, per-
haps, would not have minded that very
munch. But Mpr, Quelch did!
“Wharton ! D’lease bring that map
at once!™
“Oh, yes, sir!” stammercd IHarry,

He grasped the door-hendle and
pulled. But the cupboard deor did not
open. A fat hand was grasping ihe
handle inside, helding it shut.

Wharton pulled; Buonter held on
desl!:m'm:el . The door came open an
inch and shut again. It came open two
or three inches, and was dragged back,

“You fat wsa!” breathed Wharton,
“Come out! It's class! Don't you
know it's class, you dutny ¥ Come out
of it!"

Bunter did not even hear. Ee was
grabbing the door shut. He grabboed
the ingside handle with both fat hands,
braced himself, put sll kis weight on it,
and held. Ewvidently e was not think-
ing of class, The dread of Carne of the
Sixth in the offing filled his fat mind, a
the total exelusion of every other con-
sideration, Carne , in fact, looked
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inte the Form-room for him during his
hunt, Bunter had heard him. Luckily,
Carne had not thought of locking into
the enpboard,

“Wharton!” Mr. Quelch came across
to the ocupboard, frowming. “ Why do
vou not get that map? hy have you
not opeved the eupboard? fa anything
the matter with the door?”

“It—it—it seems stuck, sir!* stam-
mered H&rr;n

“ Absurd I said Mr. Quelch. "Step
aside I

He tock hold of the door-handle and
jerked. Tho door yielded an inch under
that sharp jerk, but immedmtalg closed
again, as if pulled back from inside. In

sheer astonishment Mr, Quelch stared
at it
* Iz—is—is someone in the cupboard 1"

= =

ha ejaculated. “Wharton, is this some
foolish trick? What—"

“ I—=I—I—" stammered Wharton.

“lio to your place!™ Enap}:ad Ar.
Queleh. *X will get the map I’

Harry Wharton welit to his place. Tha
Bewmove fellows gave him surprised and
inguiving looks, That something was
“on  they could all see, but they could
nob guess what it was.

“MWhat's up?” asked Bob.

“ Bunter ! answered Harey.

“Oh, my hat! Is that where he 157V

There was a chuckle in the Remove.

All eyes were fixed on Mr, ?u‘-e-lph.
With a grim, set face, and a glinting
eve, e was dragging at the cupboard
door. Twice, thrice, the deor gave an
inch and jerked back sgain under the
pull from inside. Obviously, someone
wasz inside, trying to hold it shut. If
this was a “lark " of some frolicsome
fellow, Mr, Queleh was the man to
reduce that frolicsome fellow to a state
of deep seriousness,

He exerted himself, and pulled as if
in a tug-of-war. i

There was & gasp inside the cup-

5

board. The etrength of that pull was
too much for Buntir. The door-handle
was dragged from his fat hands, and
the door flew open—so suddenly Et‘i'mt it
seemed to take Mr.
The door Hew, and
spinning.

A3 be spun eway with the captured
door, a fat figure darted from the cup-
board in ful ﬂi'ght. It tripped over
obe of Mr. Quelch's long legs, stwnbled,
rofled over, and roared,

“¥Yoo-whooooop 1"

“Ha, ha, ha1” yelled the Remove.

“Bunter | gasped Mr. Quelch.

e had discovered the missing
member of his TForm--unexpectedly.

He let go tho door, transferring his
grip to Bunter. That grip, like & steel
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hand, Carne stepped forward, with & grim brow.
* Give that toften back to ts owner af onoe 1>
“ I wasn’t golng to eat it, Carna 1 ™

'y I—I""

vice, fastened on the fat Owl's collar
and jerked him to his feet.

“Yarooh I roared Bunter.
vou beast ™

“Wha-at "

"“You rotten bully, legpot™ shrieked
Bunter. “Ohb, you swab! You cadl

You rotten bully ! Leggo!™
ahriﬁed the Remove.

“Leggo,

“Ha, ha, ha I

Evidently the terrified Owl was under
the impression that Carne of the Bixth
had got bhim. o 11

“Bless my soul I” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“1s this boy insane} Is—-" <

“Ow!l Leggo! Carne, you rotter,
ieg ol Ow! Leggol”
' Duntep—""

“Ha, ha, ha I

“Bilence | Bunter—"

“Oh” gasped Bunter, “Ts—is—is it
you, sir? Oh erikey | I-I thought it
was that other beast—"

141} t‘l!h-ﬂ.t ?H

“I—1—1 mean, I—I thought it was—
was Carne] Oh crikey! 1 mever had
Smithy's tollee—never touched it! And
it was only 8 joke| I—"

Tue Magrer Lisrant.—No. 1,504,



6

“ Bunter,” thundered My, Queleh, “ia
it possible that you were hiding in that
cupboard ¥
~ “0Oh, no, sirl Oh, not at all !” gasped
Bunter. “ I—I never snooped Smithy's
toffee, sirl And Carne never saw me,
and he wasr't giving me six, sir! And
—and—and T went to that cuphoard, siz,
to—to look at the maps! I—I—D'm so
interested in—in maps, eir " ]

“You will bend over that chair,
Bunter ™

*Oh lor* 1*

Whacek |

14 ':}W' !.-:-

“Now go to suutlfla.mi“ haoted Mr.

Queleh.  “You will take 2 hundred
lincs for being late for class! Silence!
Take yvour place [

nL WI}'W !!I 2

Billy Bunter took his place. He
wrigg{ed as he took it. The pointer had

smitten only once, but Bunter already
had a pain there from Carne’s ash. He
wriggled and wriggled.

r. I?ueleh, frowning, unrolled Large
Map No. 4, and the Remove followed
Hannibal's march iote Italy, Billy
Bunter without the slightest interest.

For onee, it ia true, Bunter wae glad
to be in class. In class Carne of the
Sixth could not get on his track, which
was 8 compensation even for having to
learn something. But he locked forward
with dread to what was ﬁaing to happen
after elazss. Carne might by that time
have recovered from the pain in his
shin and got into a good temper; but
Bunter doubted it. He doubted it
deeply.

In such circumstances, Bunter was not
likely to be interested in that ancient
war which the famous Carthaginian
“eoum  popolo Romano gessere. He
was more concerned with Carne’s war-
like proceedings than Hannibal’a. From

the bottern of his fat heart, Billy
Bunter wished that he had never
snooped that toffes. And he had not

oven had the toffee—he had the reckon-
ing without the feast. 'The way of the
transgressor was hacd !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Run !

ORACE COEER of the Iifth
H Form snorted with anger and
indignation.
“These checky fagsl™ said
HHorace Coker.

Accustomed a3 he was to the cheek of
Remorve juniors, Colker of the IFifih
eould hardly believe his eyves. The neck
of it!

After class Coker was standing by
the doorway of the games sindy, ab-the
end of the Fifth Form passage. ke was
telling Potter and Greene, his friends,
that if old Preut fancied that he could
rag him in Form just as much as he
liked, cld Prount would jolly well find
ottt that he was making a mistake. "This
was & matter of deep nterest to Coker
of the Fifth.

It wes not of such deep intercst to
Potter and Grecne.

They were listening to Coker with
one ear, so to speak, and turning the
other to the talk that was going on in
the games study.

In that apartment Blundcll, captain
of the Fifth, was talking {oothall—a
iopie much more interesting to Poiter
and Greene than Coker's woes and mis-
adventures with Mz, Prout in the Fifth
Form-room,

Blundell was talhinp;rnf the comin
Form match between Fifth and Sixt
with great glee. In those Formr matches
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befween the fwo top Forms of Grey-
friars, the Bixth generally walled gver
the Fifth. There were more first eleven
men in the Sixth than in the Fifth, and
Wingate, the captain of the school, was
a tower of strength in himseli. DBut
now——

Now that Valentine Compton, the new
fellow, was in the Greyfriars Fifth, all
that was going to be altered. For that
new man Cowmnpion was so wonderful a
foothaller than Wingate had fairly
jumped at him for the first eleven., Un
all sides it was acknowledged that
Compton was the hest of the bunch, not
even excepting old Wingate himsell.

In first eleven matches he was indis.
pensable. Wingate had left out Ceroe
to make room for him, but he would
rather have left out himself than
Compton. Buot in Form mateches, of
course, Compton would play for hiz own
Form, the 1Mifth. In consequence of
which, the IFilth were going to beat the
Sixth. Blundell declared that there was
no doubt of it, and the Fifth Form men
agreed that there wasn't—which waz a
glorious prospect for the I'ifth Form
1Men.

This diseussion interested Potter and
Greene, who were both in their Form
eleven. It had little intercst for Coker,
who wasn't. Coker, heedless of lack
of interest on the part of his hearers,
said, and said again, that be had stood
about as much from that pompous nss
Prout as any fellow could be expected
to stand. _

But Coker's indignaticn took 4 new
turn, and he lorgot even the sing of
Prout as a Hemove junior cuf suddenly
across the landing, i such & hurry that
he bumped into Coker, and disappeared
at a rapid run up the Fifth Iorm
passage. 2 e

The neck of it made Coker thrill with
indignation. lle could hard]s believe
hiz eyes ns Billy Bunter flashed past.

Juniors were barred in the guarters
of the Fifth. DBunter had no bnsiness
there., Amd he had bumped again:t
Coker, causing hin esetually to stapger
a8 he passed in his haste. When these
things happened, it was, in Horace
:":cﬁmr’s opinion, time for the skies fo
dil,

“Hope that ! gasped Coler, apf)s:a'!ing
to Potter and Greene. * See that fat
swab? See him? This selioo] 15 comnin
to something—what? Why, I'll spifii-
cate him for his neck I

“Good egg!” said Potter
“Go after him, Coker "

“Give him toco " sald Greene on-
couragingly.

Potter and Greene edged towards the
games study and foothall jaw. They
did not care whether Coker went after
Bunter, or whether he went to Jevicho
ar Timbuctoo, s0 long as he wenh

In another moment Coker would have
started. Bot in that moment a Sixth
Form prefect leaped from the stairs to
the landing, ashplant in hand ; and ithen
it was eclear why Buntor had been in
such’ & burry, and why he was secking
guarters not his own.

“Did Bunter pass Colier 3
rapped Carne.

Instead of answering that guestion,
[lorace Coker gave Carne of the Sixth
a cold and steely look.

Coker was not going to have questions
rapped ab hin as if he were a fag,
even by a Bixth Form prefect. Coker
did not think much of the Sixth Form,
and least of all of that parctienlar
memhber of it

And Coker was speciallv down on
Caroe, with a very heavy down. Last
weel Coker had been hacked in the fog
hy some person officially uwnlknown—but
unoflicially believed to be Carne of the

Brastily,

vou,

Hivth. Ncarly all the schoal believed
that Carne had been looking for his
football rival to ¢rock him, under cover
of the fop, and that, owing to the fop,
hé had got Coker by mistake. A pre-
feets' meeting had found no evidence
against him, but thet did not alter the
gencral opinion, 8o Coker, never over-
mclined to civility to the Bixth, had no
civility to waste on Carne.

“IDa you hear mei” rapped Carne.
“Can't you speak [”

“You spoke toe mel” asked Colier
coolly.

“You know ¥ did ™

“Well, don't ¥
_ Horace Coker planted his manly form
in Carne's way, ing access to the
Fifth Yorm passage.

1t was a law at Greyfriare, as at any
Public school, that the authority of 2
prefect was wunguestionable by any
fellow who was net a prefect. To
mnpede o prefest in the execution of
his duty whs as serious a matter as
unpeding o police-constable in  tho
execution of his duty outzide Greyfriars.
But i{hint was what Horace Cokeor was
proceeding to de.

Carne’s cyes glittered at him. Ha
had had to leave Bunter till after third
school.  But he was leaving him no
longer if he could help it. There was a
severe pain in Carne'’s shin, and & woree
one in his temper. Only two or three
Remove men barging in his way had
saved Bunter from his cluteh, but he
was close behind him when the fat Owl
flew up the stairs. Now Coker of the
Fifth was in his way, and locked like
sticking there,

“Did Bunter pass you?” he heoted.

“Tind out!” retorted Coleer.

“That means that he's gone into the
Fifth. Stand aside, you fool 17

“What do you want Dunter forf®
psked Coker savcastically. “Waunt to
whop him Dbecause he spotted you the
ather day, and let out that it was yvou
hacked wie in the fop i

“If you dare to say—" panted
Carne. ; ,

“Ohy, chuck it 1” said Coker derizsively.
“ Everrbody knows it was you, and that
vou meant it for Compton. It wouldn's
have come out if Bunter hadn’t seen you
getting oubt of your study window.
You're net going to whop him for that,
if I can help it

“Yon meddhing fool I” reared Carne.
“Bonder's up for six for pilferving.”

“izammon M said Coker.

“Will you get out of my way ¥

“Nag,” said Coker deliberately, ™1
waon't ! Here, you men [V Colker bawled
into the games study. * Here, como and
turn this swab gut of the Fifth [”

And st 1the zight of Carne—the most
unpopnlay man at Greyfriars, and
cspeeially in Compton’s Form—a crowd
of the Filth came surging out.

Grinuing, they bunched in the Tifth
Form passage, completely blocking
Carne’s way. Blundell, perhaps by acei-
dent, puszhed against him, and he ra-
treated a step, Fitzgerald trod on his
foof, and he retreated enother step.
Coker grinned at him.

From the other side of the landing a
erowd of juniors turned up as i by
magic. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth, llobzen and Hosking of the
Bhell, and five or six Remove fellows,
gathered to look on, with grinning faces.

C'arne was almost white with rvaga.

He was a prefect of the Sixth, with
heaundlese authority behind him—in
theory, at least, %n theory he could
order any of those fellows—oven the
great Blundell himself—te bend over
and 1ake ¢ix. But when a prefcct was
pnpoputar and desgia&d, theory did not
alwars aceord with practice. The Lig
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games men of the Fifth despised Carne,
and showed it plainly, They would have
laughed had Le ordered them to bend
over. It was only the fact that he was
# prefect thot saved him from being
booted down the stairease; but it did not
save him fromm open derision and
contempt,

Blundell calmly summed it up.

o you'd better go, Carne,” he said.
‘You're not wanted here.”

1 want Dunter”

“Lh? Bunter's not hers.”

‘He ran up the passage—"

“Did he? Well, I darc say he ran
ont &t the other end! Hadn't you
better go ¥

“Mol” saild Carne, between his teeth,
with a desperate sttempt to stand on his
prefectovial  dignity  end  suthority,
“And if you get in my way I'll repork
vou to the Head !
© MDear me!” said Blundell,  “Well,
cukb off !
<" Ha, ha, ha!” camo a yell from the
Fum:rra across the landing. They rather
tked hearing o prefect of the Sixth told
to ot off, like a fag of the Second Form,

‘Barge him out!” reoared Coker.

Nine or ten of the Fifth moved on
Carne. Thev did not boot him or
punch hiut, realising that even with a
prefeet like Carne a fellow had to exer-
cise some restraint. But they elbowed
hitn, and they pushed him, and they
trod on his toes. He was hustled across
the landing to the stairvs, panting with
rage, and certainly he would have
toppled over as he was hustled and
bustled, if he had not stepped down.

~ He did step down, It was a humiliat-
ing surrender for a Sixth Form man and
e prefect; but lo had to do it, and he
el 1t. Red with rvage, Carne went
down the stairs, followed by mocking
smiles from the Fifth Formers and loud
lsughter from the juniore.

On the lower etairs he passed a hand-
seme, athletic figure coming up—
Valentine Compton, the new man in the
I'ifth. The glarc of concentrated rage
ke gave that Fifth Former mado
Cotpton  stare. Carne clenched his
hand and half-raised it; but he thought
better of it, and hurried down the
stairs, leaving Compton of the Fifth
staring.

It waz an unexpected and happy re-
spite for Billy Bunter. That fat youth
was not seen again till the bell rang for
dininer, and then ‘he darted into Hall at
the last moment, after the prefects had
Egne up to the rlug:h table, From that

igh table Carne gave him a lock—a
look expressivo of awful things to
come, which the Owl of the Remove was,
fortunately, too short-sighted fo catel.
otherwise it really might bave spoiled
his appetite For dinner!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Artful Dodger !

6 UZZLE~find Bunter!” eaid
P Skinner of the Remove.
And the Removites chortled,

After dinner, that dav,
Piunter escaped by & hairshreadih.
Carne looked for him a minute too late.

A minute was more then enough for
Bunter. He had done the wvanishing
trick again, and some of the fallows
guesied that he had vanished inio the
quarters of tho Fifth, having found a
safe refuge there before.

Anyhow, he had vanished, and stayed
vanished.

Nobody expected to sea him till
sfternoon  closs.  Then it was an
interesting  question whether Carne
would nab him on his way to the
Hemove-room,

By this time every fellow in the
Remove was keenly interested in the
hectic career of the fat Owl, Ewvery
fellow was ready to lend him s hand in
keeping elear of Arthur Carne.

Daodging a prefect in this remarkable
way was an unheard.of procceding, but
iho circumstances were unusual. i:mr:f
fellow knew that Carne was down on
Bunter for reaszons quite unconnected
wilh hiz duties az a8 prefect.

“The fact is," said Johrny Duall,
“Carne wants to whop that fat chump
for spotting him in the for that day last
week when he erocked Coker, taking
him for Compton. If Bunter hadn't
barged in, Carne would never have been
spoited. Carnc's been looking for an
excuse, and that blithering bloater’s
harded him one™

“Fat lot he carez whether Bunter
snafled Bmithy's toffec |” agrecd Bob
Cherry. “That's just gammen ¥

“The gammonfulness iz terrific ™
declared Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.
er?’ut the absurd Bunter has ssked for
1E.

""There’s the rub!” said Harry
Wharton, “If Carne had picked on

himm for nothing, I'd go straight to
Cuelch and put 1t up to lum. But 1
can't go to Quelel and say that Bunter

docsn’t want to be whopped for grub-
ralding I

“Ha, ha I chuckled Nugent, “"Not
g te B

“* Anyhow, wo'll help him all we can,”
said Bob. * After class he will be safe
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in the Remove passape. If Carne comes
up there, we'll barge him out, the same
as the Fifth did this morning.”

"Ea.rFe & prefect I said Nugent, with
a whistle,

“The Fifth did!” said Bob. *The
Remove can do ile same. The fact is,
that Carne wouldn't be a prefect at all if
the Head knew him as well as we do.
‘I'he other prefects won't back him up
much. They all know what he did last
week, though they found him not guilty
on the evidence. DPunter couldn’t
idenlify the senior who jumped out of
Carne’s window in the fog, but every-
body knows it was Carne, and what he
was after. He can't throw his weight
about a lot now.”

“That's e0," agreed Harry. “If he
starts throwing it about in the Remove,
we'll chanee it and barge him out like
the Fifth.”

“And glad of the chanee!™ grunted
Johnoy Bull.

When the time drew near for after-
noon clazs there was rather keen exeite-
ment in the Hemovo.

. Carne of the Sixth was scen standing
in the Form-room puazzage, wilh Lis
eshplant under his arm,

Obviously he was waiting there for
Bunter.

Bunter had to go inte class, and
whether he was carly or late, it was not
clear how he was going to cseape Carne.

When the news spread in ile Remove
that Carne was doiug sentry-go in the
Faorm-room nssnpe,  the Removites
began to gather theve very early for
class,

Carne seowled at them, and they

grinned back at Carne. It was still ten
ininutes before Mre. Queleh was cxpectad,
and more and more of the ERemove
pathered. Skinner slarlied a conversa-

tion intended for Carne's ears.

“IHas it come oot who hacked Coker
the other day, xou nwcn?” ashed
Skinner.

“Not officially,” said Vernon-Smith,
“but I hear that it's generally supposed
to have been & Sixth IForm man.”

“Man who was left ont of the fool.
ball, I hear,” said Dol Cherry, catchiug
on to the game, as it weee, and playing
np.

“Bome dud who fancied that Wingato
ought to have shoved Lim into the first
cloeven [ remarked Peter Todd.

“That's it1” said Bguiff., *“In the,
fog ho took Coker for Compton. Of
course, it was Compton the rotler was
after.™

“Rotten trick to erock a man for @
football mateh,” eaid Hazeldene.

“Oh, sbsolutely rotten!™ agreed Tom
Brown.

“From what I hear. the fellow is an
absolute rotter, a rank outsidev!” said
the Bounder.

“Dirty trick !" sald Bolsover major.

“Foul I said Kuzsell.

“I guess it was the outside edge
gaid Fisher T, Fish, “I'll tell & man,
vou guys, it was the clephant’s side-
whiskers, and thon sone i

“1 wish tho fellow ecould hear me
now ¥ said Vernon-Smith, “I'd like
him to hear that I think le's a sneak-
ing, rotten worm '™

“%Yes, rather, a rolten toad

“A terrific and preposterous rotter !

Carno appeared to Lear nothing. But
the prinning Removites waiched his
cars growing redder and redder,

As they mentioned no name, Carne
could do nothing. HMe could not assume
that they were talking about lim.

He moved farther along the passage,
te goet out of hearing of the cheery
juntors. The whole buneli moved along
gitcr him. If Carne of the Sixth waa
going to haunt that passage, Carne was
going to hear what the Rewove thought
of the officially wnknown persen who
had crocked Coker.

For ten minutes, that econversation
went on, the juniors “ilrvowing the
ball to one another,” so to spealk; while
Carno's ears burned erimzon, and lis
eyes pleamed, and he bireatiwd bardey
and harder.

Then Mr. Quelch eame unp  the
pazsage, to let his Forn inlo their
Form-room. lle did not come alone.

By the side of the Bemove master's
angular fgure, frobied a fat form. All
the Remove gared ab DBunter. Carue
glared at him. There was a gepersl
chuckle among {he juniors

LBunter had emerged from his hiding-
place, wherever it was, when the bell
went. DBut he had nmot como divect Lo
the Form-room. He hind watched for
Queleh to leave his stody, aml was
comimg along with Quelch.

He fully expected Carne 1o Le on the
wateh for him: but ubder the Remove
master's wing o folt safe, .

And he was! Any other prefect, with
his duty to do, would have cxplained
the matter to Mr. Quelel.  Bunker
would have got his "six.” Dut he would
not have got tho fremendons thrashing
that Carno intended for him.  With
Mr. Quelch in the offing, Carne eonld
not lay on the ashplant as he intended
to lay it on. Either be bad te let Dunter
off with the eustomary flicks, or cl=e ho
Liad to postpone the prmizlmicnt.

Lividently he decided on the latier
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course, for he walked away with his
ashplant still under his arm.

unter, safe in hiz IForm-master's
company, rolled iito the Form-room
with the IRemove. The Remaovites
grinned as they went in. They had
wondered what would Le Bunter's next
dodge: and this was it!

Class that alternoon secmed as long
as usual to the rest of the Remove: but
to Billy Bunter it scemed shorkt.  For
once, Bunter would have been willing
to swallow a bigger dose of A
Quelch’'s instruetion. So far he had
dodged successfully: but he dreaded
what would happcn after class. He had
had & lot of Iuck in his present peculior
career as a hunted hare: but he could
not expect it to last indefinitely.

However, class cameo to an end: and
the Remove marched out.

Bunter lingeved in the doorway afler
the rest.

“I say, you fellows, i that beast
about ! i-m whispered, blinking anxi-
ously down the covrider through his
big spectacles.

There was a chueckle. The Sixth
were already out: and Carne could be
seen waiting at the end of the passage,
by all but tha short-sighted Owl.

“There he is, waiting for you, old
béan!” grinned Skinner.

Bunter backed into the Form-room,
while tho juniors walked away.

Mr, Queleh, sitting at his high desk,
glnnced ab Bunifer in surprise.

The fat Owl blinked at him,

: vou please,

-—1] slr—— heo
stammered.

“What is 1t, DBunter:”
Removae master.

“I-1 made one or two mistakes in

prose this afternoon, siv——"

Mr, Quelch staved at him,

“You made a large number of mis-
takes, . Bunter "' he rapped. " You
wera aven more careless and inattentive
than nsual. What do you mean?”

I—]—1 mean, I'd like to do the
paper over again, sir, if—if vou donm't
mind,” stammered Dunter, “I—1 don't
|5kn" being =0 backward in my Latin,
ELF.

Mr. Quelch pazed at hum.

If the bust of Socrates that adorned
the Form-room lhiad made that remark,
Mr. Quelch conld hardly have been
more astonished,

It was the first tune 1n history thak
Billy Bunter had ever shown the
slightest gign of desiring to improve
his knowle of the Latin language,
or of anything else.

“ Rless my soul 12 gaid the astenished
Remove master.

“Ii—if you don't mind, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

“My dear boy, certainly not!” =aid
Mr. Quelch cﬁnta gemally, Astonished
as he was, he could not help being
pleased. This sudden and E.uI"I:II'ii:ing
thirst for knowledge on Bunter's part
looked like a szign of grace. It gave
Mr. Quelch new hopes of that hack-
ward and obtuse member of hiz Form.
" Mozt certainly vou may do the Latin
paper over again, Bunter, and I will

ive yon my personal assistance in

ealing with it.*

Bunter suppressed a groan.

All Bunter wanted was to sit in the
Form-room while %’uelch was_theve,
and wait til] Carne cleared off. He had
to have some excuse, and he was pre-

ared to sit and blink at a Latin paper |

ut to do that Latin prose, with the
assistanca of his Form-master, was a
horse of quite another colour.

Almost at once he deecided ta chance
it with Carne |
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But not qguite. Tatin prose with
Gueleh was better than the ashplant
with Carne.. The hapless Owl made up
hig fat mind to it.

He was glad of that, when Carne of
{he Sixth, having secn the Remove
march off witheut Bunter, came up the
pessage, and glanced into the Form-
room. Sceing Bunter at work at his
desk, with kindly help from Quelch,
he concluded that tho fat junior had
been kept in, and once more the whop-
ping had to be indefinitely postponed.

When Bunter cscaped at last irom
Latin and Quelch, Carne was no longer
i the offing: and in less than =a
minute after leaving the Form-room,
Billy Bunter performed the vanishing
trick agaim.

— ey m——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Chueked Out!
CDHPTDH of tho IFifth stared.

He was in his study alter
clazs: the study he shaved with
Blundell, the captain of the

IFifth. Blundell was not there, however :
Compton was alone in the study, sitting
ik t?m table with Latin books and
pagr:rs hefore him.

ireat games man as he was, Valen-
tineg Compton was a vory keen man in
class: high in the esterm of his Forin-
master, Mr. Pront. He had a natoral
tasto for the classies, which Blundell
good naturedly regarded a4z an amiable
weakness. A man who plaved games
like Compton, could work if he liked
without losing caste thereby. Compton
was the only man in the Fifth who
had ever asked for library leave: which
My, Mront had been delighted fo grant
him Now, while most of his friends
were more strenuously ocoupied, Comp-
ton sat at Latin in Tli!i stndy, and he
looked up and staved as tho deor
opened, and a fab face and a large
pair of zpectacles appearcd in the door-
WAaY. !

He starcd blankly at Billy Bunter.

The fat Owl, however, did not ohsarve
him there for a moment. He blinked
over & fat shoulder, stepped quickly
imto the study and shut {the door after
him. On tha inner side of the doer,
he %ﬁl!md with relief.

“Wellt” said Compton. " What's
this pame, you young pssi’

" P gasped Bunter.

He jumped,

“Want anything here?’ asked
puzzled Irifth Former.

“Oh lor’ 1 I—1 didn’t know yon wera

tho

here, Compton!” stammered Bunter,
“I—1 forgot you were a swot, old
chap "

Compton laughed.

“Not that I really ithink yoa're a
swot,” Dunter hastened to explain, *Of
course, & splendid chap like you ain't a
swot | know you've only pulling old
Prout's leg, old bean.”

“You young sweep——""

“Dh, really, Compton——r-"-"

"Well, get outl”

“I—I zay, Compton, I—I ecaman here
to—to speak tﬂ_gﬂu gpecially——"

“When vou didn't know I was heve?’

“Ohl I—I-I mean——""

"Well, svhat the dickeons
mean, you young assi’

“I—I mean, I—I—d-d-do you mind if
I—1 sta were & few minutes??
stammered DBunter. “I—I'm keeping
away from Carne.”

“Oht” zaid Compton. He shook his
head, “You can't d-:n:lg}:;a a prefect in
a Fifth Form study, Bunter. Don't
be & young ass!?

do you

“You—you sce, I=I never did it"
gasped Bunter. “I never bappged
s“mithy's toffee, Compton, and Carne
only jumped on me for bagging it be-
ceuse he wanted an excuse for whop-
ping me. I never fouched the toffce,
and besides, Carne made me give it
back to Smithy—"

“Oh, crumbs !

“The beast is really afller me becanso
I spotted him the other day, when he
was Jooking for you in the fog awd
crocked Coker,” groaned Bunter, “It'a
EiEl‘- an excuse about that beastly toflcel

of he cares whether I bag ithy's
toffee, the cad| I—I've been dedging
him all1d&}:~ I—I =ay, c-cecan I stop
here a bit, Compton 1°

“You'll have to elear off at tea-time,
you young ass——""

v I=I--I'H gtay to tea here, if—if vou
hrke. Compton,” ventured Bunter, *I—
I'd like to tea with you. You—you're
£ nmice.”

“You'd better elear I said Compian,

et v, o EOLE caing
ner you get it, an b over
the hettmu"j g ) get 1k over,

':I-"I wouldn't mind if it was Win-
gate. or Gwynne,” groaned Bunfor,

But it win’t just six, you sec; i's

ing to be a fearful whopping—the
reast 15 going to skin me, and pretend
l.hag‘l:. s just six! Don’t I kuow him

Compton made no snswer to that. Aa
4 matter of fact, he had no donbt that
L:*‘runrter had it right. Under cover of o
Jicking, which & Sixth Form prefect was
eutitled to administer, Carne was going
to wreak his grudge on the helpless Quwl,
. There was a quick and heavy tread
in_the passage.

Bunter quaked.

A donr was heard to open, then
auother deor. It was casy to guoss that
soeona was coming ap the paszape,
looking into the studﬁas. : e

“Oh lov' ¥ groaned DBunter,

Compton's door opencd the next
woment.  The fat Owl fairly flew acroes
tillc;study and jumped behind Compton’s
CEIal.

He had found a safe refuge in the
Fifth carlier that day, owing to Coker.
No doubt Carne had gucssed that hwe
would seek =zeclusion  in the same
q{uarter again. Carne stood in the
doorway, looking in, and his eves
glinted as he saw Bunter. The fat
Uwl's careor as 8 hunted hare had comna
to an end at last! He was run down
and cornered !

“Ohl'" said Carne. “Here you are!”

“0Ohb erikey I gasped Bunter,

8o you've been hiding here, have
voui’ said Carne. He slipped his azh-
plant down into his hand. “Come out
of that, Bunter, and bend over I"

“This is my study, Carne,”
Compton mildly. ]

“And you let a junior hide in it when
a prefect 13 looking for him ™ sncered
Carne. “"Come here, Bunter [

IT] Dh lﬂli'] I" . ‘

Bunter remained behind Valentine
Compton’s chair.

Carne strode round the table, grasped
him by the ecollar, and hoched Limn
avay.

The fat Owl yelled with apprchension,

“Naw bond over ™

" Yaroooh 1"

With an iron grip on Bunter's ¢ollar,
the Sixth Former bent him over a chair.
The ashplant rose and fell. ;

Swipe !

“Whhhhooooop 1" ]

Compton set his lips., Hia brow
darkened as he looked on., A fellow in
the Fifth had no right and no power 1o
interferes with o Bixth Form prefect.
Carne was answerable to the headmaostor

(Continued on page 10.)

said
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—and to no one else. Bul it was per-
foetly elear that this was not going fo
be “six " in* the ovdinary sense. No
Greyfriars prefect was supposed to lay
on the cone as if he were beating o
carpet. Mo one but a bully and a brute
in 4 had temper would bave laid 1t on
like that.

Bwipe )

Tha azh came down again, almost
erazhing.

Bunter velled and kowled and roaved.
But he had no chance of dedging thia
time; Carne was laking care of that
He kept a grip on the fat Owl's collar
with his left, wlhile le lasbed wilh his
righit.

Swipe !

Bunter fairly shricked. | ,

“Ston that i Compton jumped 1o his
feat., “ Ston ilat, Carnel Leave that
kid alone | Do you hear ¥

Carne gave him a ook,

“Aro you going to give orders fo a
prefect, you cheeky cad?” he soccred.

“T'vo told you to stop it )

ST show sen exaely how much T
glop it 1 eaid Carne, And the ash went
up again.

Before it could eome down Coempton
stepped eloser, eanght Carne’s avm, and
forecd it hack: then with a weench hao
prazped the z:zh away from the prefect
and tosted It out of 1the open deoorway
into the passage. .

“That's enough!” he =aid. “You'ro
not going 1o touch that kid againl Tet
go his collax i ;

“# Hands off 1* yelled Carne, mad with
rage. *Why, yau enr. von oy hands on
me and Ul take vou 1o the Head to be
sacked 1" o

“T've told you to lel go that kid's

eollar 1"

“Ow ! Wow P==Trom Dunter. * ¥ow-
pw-ow |’ ‘

“Will yon let him ge?"  roared
Comnpton.

“Neo, T won't ™

“Then I'fl make you!*

Handling a prefect was a {remend-
ously eerious maetter.  That day the
Tifth TFormy men had hustled and
bustled Carne, ellbowed him and
trodden ou his toes; but even Blundell
had not gone to the length of actually
laving handz en him. Now the new
fellow in the Fifth went to that length,
and put plenty of beef into it. What-
over the eomsequences, he wounld not—
and could not—allow the bully of the
Sixth to give Dunter any more.

He wrenched Carne away from ihe
fat Owl with a sivength that the Sixih
Form man could not resist,

Carne went stagforing  acrass ihe
sludy in Compton’s grip, and lis grazp
loosened on Bunter's collay, .

Bunter Jdid not lose that appovinmiy,

He made s wild bound for the doop
and shot ont of Comipton’s stwdy like o
pip from an arauge. ;

There was a patter of Tyving foolsfops
in the pagzage, aud Dilly Buntey was
EONC.

In the efody the Filth Form man and
the Sixth Form man struggled fieveely.
Carne was panting with raze,

“You hannd ¥ e hissed, between his
teeth, “ Ul have vonr sacked fer this!
Da vou hear? Sacked £

YGet out Y

"You rotler=—3au O 1

Swung off his fect, Carne went huaet-
Firg through the denrway; he crazhed
fulf Ievgth 1 the Filth Form passage.

He spraw led there, pasping for breath,

Comptan  <taod  in the  dosrway,
Tweathing  hard, leoking at him, his
hands clenched.

Carne staggeved np, Tt was elear
that the Fifth Ferm man_ was ready lo

‘I'ne MaGx¥Er Lighany.—No, 1,504,

LIKE A WELL-FILLED CHRISTMAS HAMPER—

kuocl him backwards if he came on
again, and Carne did not comg on; he
backed away, gaspiag. 8

“You'll go up to the Head for this!l”
he panted.

“(Get out, yon eur |’

Compton shut hiz door,

Carne hesitated a moment or two.
ITe had been thrown out of the study on
nia neck, amd he was boiling with rege,
bot he realised that it was useless to
nek to be thrown out again; he tramped
away down the passage to the staivs.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Putling it Plain ]

of the Bixth shook

ODRE
E hoead,
"I wouldn®t !’ he said.

. “1 jolly well wouldn’t " =aid
Wallker,

Carne staved gt them savagely., He
was in his stody, dusiing and brushing,
putting himself to rights after that
tusele  with Compion of the Iifth.
Loder and Walker had looked in, with
rather savdonie faces, 1o see hom.

That tus=sle in the Filth was all aver
the Honte now, Thire or four Fifth
Form men had seen Carne pitched neck
and crop ont of Compton’s study, Billy
Bunter bad gpread the news among the
juniors  that Compton hkad whepped
C'arne, The 1louto buzzed with it. It
was a thrlling question what was going
to follow,

In ardinavy eireumstanees, handling a
vrefect meant an lderview with the
ilead, and, in all probability, the sack
for 1ihe offender. The prefectorial
svstem could nobt exist unless the head-
master hacked up the prefects.

But Carne had made himzeif so un-
popular and so despized ithat he had
quite lozt the respect due fo his position,

Evorvbody knew that if he rowed with
a good-tempered fellow like Compton,
the blame was his.  Everybody knew
that he loathed Compton for—as he re-
garded it—bagging his place in the first
eleven, and everybody suspected him of
having tried to ervock bi= football rival
hy o treacherons trick. In the preseut
state of affairs mo=t fellows thought
that Camne would not Iave the nerve fo
refer the matier to the Head—and that
he would be o fool if he did!

Loder and Walker of the Sixth were
strongly of 1that opinion.

Pleey were not so pally as of old with
Arthur Carne ilesa days,  Carpe lpd
displeasid them frst by throwing over
angokes and gee-gees in favour of foor-
all; then came ibe aflniv of the erock-
me of Colicr 1tn the Fop, which was
rather too “thick ™ even for the Tdack
theep of the Sixth, DBab [ov Lad and
for pood reasons, they vather Dbarred
Clarpe these davs.  Btill, when lie told
them {hat e was going {o have Comp-
ton of the Tifth up before the 1iead,
ithey felt frivndly conongh to give hio
asilvice for his own  good—amd their
advies was to let it drap.

“You wouldn't,” repeated Coroe,
“Voo'd let & Filth Torm man handla
vou, and get by with it, Loder? By
awny, 'H bave lnm bunked. The Head's
bound to back me up, =0 long a3 'm
a prefect.”

“0h, quite * agrecd Loder. “Daot do
vau think you'll stay o prefece, if the

fiis

whole  thirg  esmez out Lefore  the
Head 572
“What do you mean, you fool®

snarclked Carne,

“I mean that yon haven't a leg to
stand an,” said Gerald Loder. “*Fou've
pitched  into  that fat young idiot
Runter, beeavse he spotted you the

other day; and you're a [ool for
pains] Oh, yes, I konow you h
cxcuse; but it doesn't washl  And
firom what I hear, you've swiped him
g0 hard that Compton bad to stop

onr
. BIL

You. sz that the sort of thing you
Iz that th t of thi
want Dr. Locke to hear? Don’t be a
fool, Carne!”
“ Yes; goat, old

don’t Ela-jr the
bean ! snid Walker, “You'ra moare
likely to lose your prefect's job than
{o get Compton sacked. Have a little
sense |

“0h, shut up I¥ snarled Carne. “I'm
going to have him up before the Head,
I tell youl” : :

“Then vou're a =silly ass!"  zaid
Loder. “ Yow'll find sl the other pre-
fceta against you—"

“I den’t carel” ]

“ Ploase vourself,” said Walker.
“You'ro an ass!”  And Walker and
Loder left Carne’s study together,

In the passage they passed Winpate
of the Bixth, heading [or the siudy
they had left. "

George VWingate had a grim espres-
sion on his face as he stepped mio
Carne’s study, Carne gave him a
bitter look. He had no doubt that the
captain of Greyfriars had come there
to put in a word for Compton. As a
highly valued recruit in the first
elevon, Compton was a fellow Wingata
tiked ond esieemed. Certainly he did
not want him landed in (rouble with
ihea Head. Carne's lip eurled bitferly.
Wingate should see whether ha could
pot the fellow off, after what be had
done.

“You've como here fo speak ahant
Compton 1 he snapped, before the
Creyiriars captain could utter a word.

“Yes,” said Wingate,

“Well, don’t. He's going up to the
ITead to answer for striking a pre-
feet,” sneecred Carne., " Sorry you'll
lose such a good man {rom your teamn
if_he’s bunked.”

Wingate "gave him n steady look.

“1 den't think Compton will he
bunked,” he =zaid. “I've come here to
tell you that if he poes to the Head,
1 go with him. But if yvou've got sny
gense, you'll let the matter drop”

# E]m‘]l 17" said Carne, betweon his
teoti, ;

TVou'd hetter. I've looked into tha
matter, as  head prefeet.  You've
whopped a junior—young Bunter—in a
way that would disgrace a hoolizan in
a slum," =

“Take care what you say, Wingate !”

“T've come heore fo speak ainly.
YWon're to let Bunter glone, IE yon
touch him again, I'll report you to the
1Trad n‘:;-.'s.ﬂlf%"'

Uarne eaught hizs breath.

“I'm done with DBunter I
torodd.

“You're dJdone with Compton, too,
Take him to the Head, if you like, I
hall go with him, and tell Dr, Locke
that, in my opinion, e was bound to
mterfera to E:-rm'-:ut a fTag being ill-
wedd by o bully.”

“Wingate I'?

Y mean it—every word !’ said the
(ireyiviars captain, I fancy D
Locke will know how 1o Jiudge P
tweonr ug, Carne. Put it o ithe test, of
vonu like.”

Carne staved at ham, breathless with
fury, Ile had disregarded good ad.ire
from Loder and Walker: but he cculd
not disregard this. If Wingate was in
eprnezt, ho dared not go to the Hoadl
And it was clear that Wingate was in
deadly earnest, _

“Bo—so—s0 you're standing by fhat
votter I he bresthed at last. ™ Yan
hack him up in defviog the Sixih wnd
atizeking & prefeci,”

he mut-



—NEXT SATURDAY’S ENLARGED ‘* MAGNET ** IS FULL OF GOOD THINGS !

“What's the good of that?” snapped
Wingate. “The chap’s the besi-tem-
pereed, and the best-conducted fellow
in hiz Form, He's friendly with every
body in the school, except yon. He
wouldn't have touched. you, except that
you forced him to. Wou know it as
well as- I do. As for calling him a
roftor, it's you that's the rotter! I've
known him only a few weeks; but I've
never seen a fellow so thoroughly
decent In every way.”

“Beeanse you choose to keep your
oyes shut,’” enaried Carne. “ He's good
at gamnes—and you don't eare for any-
ithing clse. You keep an cye on Price
of the Fifth—never on Compton.”

“You're not fool enough to think him
anything like that dingy worm FPrice,
I suppose?®" said Wingate, staring.

“Well, I'll tell you something,'" said
Carne.  “I've found him out. Xle's
taken vou in, and he's taken the whole
school in; but I'vo spotted him. He's
a fellow with secrets to keep, and I've
found him out.”

Wingate laughed.

“Well, as head prefect, I'm cniitled
to hear what awluel discoveries you've
made,” he said. " What bave vou
found out—apart from the fact that
he can play sour head off at Soceer?™

“Io has friends ountside the school—
acguasintances that he'd never dare to
mention,” said Carne. “ What do vou
think of that?"

id H‘:ltl I'Fl

“Ho gets lelbers writfon in a secreh
o] g

“WMad? asked Wingsto.

“I've seen him reading one.’

“You unspeakable rotter!” sald the
Creviviars captain, " Are vou telling
me that yow've loocked at a fellow’s
letter ¥

“MNever mind that! IIe has letfers
written in some sort of & queer codo
ihat nobody would understand but him-
self. Do vou think he gets them from
friends ha would care to mention to
the Head?" sneered Carne,

"You're making some eilly mistake.
You ean’t know &n:,'tlumi‘ about his
wrivate correspondence. Ts that the
ok "

“Ho smolkes in his study—"

“Blundell wopld heave o Latin diec
at lis head if he did.  Don’t bo a
I.}igglur fool than you ecan help, Carne 1

“I'va picked up o packet of cigar-

cties 1 has stode”

“What were you doing there ™

A prefect is entitled to look In a
study, 1f ho thinks the rules are bein
Liraken there. I loocked in the dav o
the Rookwood match, And I picked up
a packet of cigarettes.”

Wingate looked long and hard at
Carne. He did not speak for a full
minute. When he did speak, his voico
was very distinet.

Carne, I

“"T don't believe sou,
that’s the truth, the packet was
dropped there by some ather fellow.
sut I don’t believe you. Take this tip
from me. If you're going to carry on
vour feud with Compton, keep inside
iho limit. If vou found smokes in his
study, you're free to report him to
Prout. Go ond do 1f; and I'Nl walk
after vou, and tell FProut that if vou
really found smokes in that study, it's
iy belief that vou took them thers to
findl, 1f thet's what yon want, gct on
with it !

C'arne stood domb.

Without another word the Greyfriars
captain left the study.

Carne, still dumb, stood staring at
the door that elozed after him,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Two in the Dark!

ERBERT VERNOXN - SMITH
eaught hizs breath,
Strong and steady as the
Bounder's nerve was, it was
shaken for a momeant.

e stood very still in the darkoess,
havdly breathing.

It was black ms a hat on the big
landing. Creyfriars School waa deep
in silence and slumber. It was half.
past eleven, -and at that hour the last
door had closed; the last light was out.

Bmithy had believed that he was the
only one wakeful in the great building.

The scapegrace of the Remove had
been out of bounds after lights out.
It was at that late kour that he had
returned. He had climbed in at the
window of the Romove box-room: trod
sr:-l'tlﬂ' along the Remove passage, a
reached the big landing. He had a
flash-lamp in his pocket; but he did
not need to turn it on, neither would
he have ventured to do se. He was
stepping across softly towards the
upper staircase, to steal back to his
dormitory, when a sound came from
close mt hand in the dark.

Within a fow feet of him, utterly
unseen in the blackness of the winter
mght, someona was aasin&’, with &
tread almost as stealthy as hisa own.

Smithy did not think of burglars

ANOTHER STUNNING
SCHOOL STORY—

‘¢ Billy Bunter’s
Christmas Party !

in next weel's

GRAND CHRISTMAS
NUMBER!

No burglar who knew his business
would want to penetrate into that part
of the House. His first thought was
of a master or a prefect, who sus
pected that & young raszcal had gone
out of bounds, and was watching for
him, Which was a good deal moro
alarming to Smithy than any burglar,
Yor if he was caught out of his dor-
mitory at that hour of the night,
abvieonzly returaing from a reckless ex.
cursiot, it meant an interview with his
licadmaster, and even chances whether
the outcomie was a Head's flogging or
the “sack.”

The Bounder had chanced it often
enough. And now ho wondered, with a
throb at his heart, whether he had
chanced it once too often.

For the next minute his feeling:
were nob envigble., e waited for i.ﬁ;
light to flash on, and reveal Lim fo
the eves of authority.

But no light flashed on. And 1hat
gleallhy step passed, and died away up
the Fifth Form passagoe as his keen car
casily detected.

Ilo breathed hard and deop.

Ho had not been heard, or scen: he
was not suspected | That prowler of the
cdarl, whoever he was, was not con-
cerned about erbert Vernon-Smith of
the Bemove. Ho had quite other busi-
ness on hand,

And, as ho reflested, tho Baunder
fancied that he could guess what it was,
and he grinned in the dark.

The unseen prowler had gone up the
Fifth Form passage. Nobody, so {ar as

11

Smithy knew, eould have any business
there but a IFifth Form fellow,
“Compton ! breathed the Bounder,
Ho had no doubt of it.
JIn  all Greyiriars, only Herbert
Vernon-Smith knew ﬂﬁn‘fl{m's strange
seeret—and the Fifth Former never
dreamed that he knew ! .
Only Smithy knew that Valentine
Compton worked hand-in-glove with the
smuggling gang, of which Ins_ uncle,
Captain Compton, of the yacht Firefly,
was the clitef, and leader.
When he had fivst made the discovery
he had taken counscl with Harry Whar-
ton, who laughed at the idea, as any

othor Greyfriars fellow would have
langhed. Since then the Bounder had
said nothing.

FPartly owing, perhaps, to tho lawless
strgin in his own nature, partly to his

enuine  liking and admiration for

‘ompton of the Fifth, he had resolved
that no word or act of his should bring
exposure and ruin to the schoolboy
smuggler.

But he was equally resolved to defeat
the smugglmg goame, 30 far as he could.
and already be Lad caused one consign-
ment of contraband goods to fall into
téht]adhands of Inspector Girimes, at Court-

edid,

Ho listened intently,

few minutes ago the Boundor wonld
have given a term’s ample pocket money
to be safe back in Led in the Remove
dormitory, Now, however, ho was not
thinking of bed. Ile was thinking of
another mowve in his peculiay contesk
with Captain Compton,

Ho trod softly into the Fifth Form
passage.

At a distaneo nhead of him he heard
a door softly open. He counld seo
nothing, but he was snre that it was tho
door of Compton’s study What other
man _in the Fifth could be prowling at
nearly midnight?

But it was casy to make sure,

The door that had opened closed softly.
Vernon-8mith trod along tho passage on
tiptoe, counting the doora as he passed
thein in the dark. He stopped at Study
I'f“' —Lompton and Blundell's study.
There was a faint =ound of a movement
within. Certainly, it could not e Blun-
félellﬂthem. Who could it bo but Comp-
on 1
 From the kevhole came a glitnmer of
light, A flashlamp had been turned on
in the study.

The Bounder grinned.

Smithy knew why Compton of the
TFifth had obtained *library leate.” It
gave him free and unsuspected accoss to
the library corridor, in which was the
secrek dme.nei that gave admitiance to
the underground passage leading down
to the sea-cave. And he had not the
slightest doubk that tho schoolboy
siuggler used that underground passago
at times, when he could disuppear with.
out being missed, .

But once, at least, S8mithy knew, ho
had gome at night. Now Smithy had
no doubt that he had gone by night
again, and had refurncd with a packet
of contraband goods from the sea-
cave., The morrow wos a half-holiday,
and no doubt ho would be going out of
gates, to hand over the coutraband to
soma confederabe, or leave it in n
hidden spot to be picked up, as ho had
dona before.

The light in the study appeared, and
disappeared, and appearcd again, at tho
keyhole. It looked as if tho fellow with
the flashlamp was moving albout tho
room in seavch of something.

That was rather perplexmng to the
Bounder. Y

Ho could puesa that the smupggling
schaolboy had some sccret place in the
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etudy where he hid the guilty goods till
he bad an opprertunity to take them out
of the school, But he would have
expected him to go straight to it. IHa
did not expect Compton to be mdre than
o few wninutes in the study, And after
he was gone it was the Bounder's inten-
tion to search for what he had left there
and fo take measures {or it to reach the
hands of the authorities. He was pre-
pered Lo dodge away in the derk when
tha door opcned,
But the deor did not open.

Minute followed minute, and the light
still moved about thd room, with the
occasional soft sound of a stealthy foot-
step, end of some articles of furniture
being cauiiously moved.

Vernon-Sinith grew more and more
puzzled.

Fram what hie could see, and what ho
could heav, it Jooked as if someons was
seavching the study.

Compton, obviously, could not bhe
gcarching his own study. For the first
time a doubt smota the Bounder. Was
it Compton, after all?

Who else could it be? Unless—

The Bounder suppressed a whistle.

Was there some other fellow who sua-
peeted e “schoolboy smuggler?

The thought of Wharton came into
his mind, but he dismissed it at once.
The captain of the Bemove had lum'imd
at his suspicion of that splendid fellow,
Compton; hut, had he shared it, he was
not tho fellow to act in this secret and
surreptitious way, Who else? Carne of
the Sixth would have jumped with joy
at getiing such a handlo against his
ecnomy.  But Carne could know notaing,
How could he?

But when he had stood for twenty
chilly minutes in the dark, cutside that
door, tho Bounder could doubt no
longer. It was not Compton in the
study, but some one who, for whatever
reasen, was searching the room, Not
a master, it was cerfain. A master
would have conto openly in the daylight.
But who?

The DBounder stoopwd &t last, and
}Jom'ed through the keybole. He did not
iko using Billy Bunter’s methods; but
he had to see who it was in Compton’s
study. No one who had a right there,
that was certain.

The glimmer of the flash-lamp passed,
and repassed, his watehing eye. He bad
glimpses of a moving figure, whose, he
could not guess. A senior, at all events,
from the l]:lr_-ught. But whot

Whoaver it was scemed to be search-
ing the floor—moving chairs and desks
and table, even the feuder, turning back
the eavpet, peering and groping. That
maant that e wag searching for a sus-
yeeted hiding-place under the floor—n
ooze board under the carpet. And as
the Douuder watched there came a sud-
den suppressed exclamation within the
10T,

“By gum 1

Vernon-Smith gave a start. The voice
was suppreseed, almost busky, but he
lnew it, It was Carne of the Sixth
who was scarching Comnpton’s study.

And he had made some discovery. He
had the carpet turned back, and ho was
voping at the floor. Ifad he found a
oose boavd? If so, tho Bounder could
guess what he was lkely to find under
it. The light was zct en the floor now,
and it gheamed on Carne’s face. Smithy
saw it cloarly—tense, pale with excite-
ment, Evidently he had discovered
something, With lips set, tha Bounder
watched him as he opened s pocket-
knife to priee up a ecction of the
flooring.
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THERE’S GOING TO BEE A RECORD RUSH FOR—

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Carne Makes a Discovery !

RTHUR CARNE breathed deep
with excitement and trinmph.
Hisz eves blazed,

Little did he dream that a
keen, watelhful eyve was on him at that
moment. 3o far as he knew, he was the
only fellow awake in all Greyiriara,

IHe was doing—or chose to think he
was doing—his duty as & prefect. Dut
certainly ha would not have liked to bo
spolted doing it in that surreptitious
way, at such an hour of the night. The
Head - expected his prefeets to spot
offenders, but most assuredly he did not
expect them to use sich methods as
these.

Neither would Carna have ever
thought of using euch methods, but for
his bitter determination to get his enemy
where e wanted him. | )

Of Compton's connection with the
smugeling gang Carne kpew nothing,
and suspected nothing. It was b
chance citcumstances that Vernon-Smith
had learned of it, and Carne had not
the 1vmaotest suspicion of anything of
the kind. But he knew that Compton
had & seeret. He had seen the Jetter,
evidently in code, and taken it for
granted that it nnphed some such trans-
actions as his own or Loder's—dealings
with a bookmalker! He had picked up
a packet of cigavettes in that study, and
was quite unaware that Billy DBunter
had dropped it there after snooping it
from Price’s secret store. Ho might
have gpuessed something of the kind, but,
Iika many others, he believed what he
wanted to believe. _

The belicf was fixed in Carne’s mind
that hia rival, who kept up so falr an
outward show, was in secret a black-
guard, like himself—worse than himseli
—sereening his dingy rascalities under
hypoeritical pretences, He was going
to lind proof of it. )

What Wingate had raid showed how
mdubitable the proof would hawve to
Lie before he could venture to act.

But thot peeket of cigarettes was, 10
Carne’s mind, a straw which showed the
way the wind blew. He had no doubt
that a search would reveal more—much
mova—of Compton’s secret escapades,
That search could only be made seeretly,
at night—as Carne was making it now,
And he was suceessful.,  Long and
patient searching had been rewarded.

Under the earpet was a short section
of floorboard, It was firm 1n its place,
and any eye falling on it casnally would
not have noted that it could be moved.
It was serewed down,

Anvone looking ab it—which no one
was likely to do—wounld have supposed
ithat the old nails had worked laose,
and that some follow had screwed it
down to secure it—more securc than
befora., .

But Coarne's gloating eyes noied, in
the light of the Aash-lamp. that the
slots of the serews were Dright and
clean. Untouched, they would natur-
plly have filled with dust under ithe
carpet. Only a scarching ere would
have noled the fact, but Carne’s eyes
wers very searching, and he knew that a
scrawdriver must have bLeen recently
used on those screws.

He had found ithe secret hiding-place
in the study! IHe jabbed the strongesk
blade of his pocket-knife between the
boards, to prise open the shork section.

But the =crews held it fast.

The DBounder heard him mutter an
cjaculation of savage annovance. There
wera four screws in tho baard, and they
held it down, boyond itha power of
prizing with a knife-blade.

Evidently, the fellow with secrefs fo
Lkeep, was careful in  keeping them.

Every time he went to that hidden
vecess, he had to draw the screws., That
must havo oceupied scveral minutes at
least.

It was a lot of trouble to take [lor
cigarcites, racing papers, or whatever it
was the fellow kept there. 8till, 8s he
had set up to have a spotless reputation
in the school, he eould not be too care-
ful. Especially with a study-mate like
Blundell, who would have turned him
down, and probably booted him out of
the study had he known what Carne
knew—or thought he knew!

Smokes, cards, racing papers, leiters
fromt racing men, perhaps—something
dangerous, or it would not be guarded
zo carefully | Something that moeant thie
sack for Valentine Compton, when it
was brought to light! Carne had no
doubt about that—though be little
dreamed how terribly serious a  dis-
covery would follow the remoeval of that
screwed board |

Smithy, with his eye at the Lkeyhole,
wondered why the prefect did not prize
up the board., But he guessed how tho
matter stood, as Carne proceeded to
use the blade of the pocket-knife as a
strew-driver In an attempt to-draw the
SCTEWS.

The Dounder grinned. Ha ecould see
now that Carne had discovered =&
section of board that was detached from
the rest, but that it was serewed down.
And he did not think that the spy of
the Sixth would find a pocket-knife very
useful for'drawing screws.

Carme himself had little hope of suc-
cess,  Bub he had never deveamed of
this, end he had no implement except
his pocket-knife, .

He tried again and again. The tip
of the blade snapped off—but the serew
did not stir., He tried the edge, but in
vain, HHe rose from the spot, breath-
ing hard with savage annoyance and
disappointment,

Tha Bounder saw him pick up the
flash-lamp, and move nbout the study
again. He was looking for something,
angd Smithy guessed what. As Compton
hhad to draw those screws every time
he went to the seeret recess, he must
keep a8 screw-driver at hand, that
scemed certain to Carme. Ho waa
searching the room for that tool.

Ie did not find it. Iither it was well
hidden, or, more likely, the fellow had
e screw-driver attachment to a pocket-
kmfe, and ecarried it in hizs pocket.
Anvhow, Carne had no luck, and afier
five minutes of angry searching, ho
stopped again, and fashed the light on
the serewed hoard.

The Bounder waited, and watehod,
curionsly. Ie was decply and intensely
interestedd in  Carne’s investigations.
Still mere deeply, he was concerned for
the schoolboy smuoggler. What Carie
was searching for, ithy did not know
—but he knew what he was likely to
fined, if he got that board up.

Suddenly, Carne stooped, and put the
131:1&131ﬂf his pocket-kuife under his heel.
alap

The Llade was broken off short in the
middle. Smithy eaught his breath. Hao
kvew what that meant. Carne had now
what he wanted. The blade, broken
off sharp in ithe middle, was practicaily
turned into a serew-driver.

The prefect bent over the board
again, his eyes gleaming. In the light
af the flash-lamp, be was in full view
from the keyhole. Vernon-Smith could
watch every movement. 3

The end of the broken blade was in-
sorted into the slot of a sorew. T
turned—and tarned. The serew was vu-
winding.

A mimnute—and Carne laid a2 drawn
serew on the floor, e sck fo work oa
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splnning. As he spun away, a fat figure

legs, and Iuaraﬁ

the next. Another serew was drawn,
nnother and another. All four were
withdrawn st last.

Then it was easy to prise up the short
borvd.

Carne jorked it ont of place. Vernon.
Smith cought the glitter in his eyes as
he turned the ﬂusﬁ lamp on the orifies
in the floor. The opening was two feet
long, six ot seren inches wide, How
deep it was, Bmithy conld not see, but
it must have been n foob or more.

“ By gad1?

IIe heard Carne's suppressed exclama-
tion. Breathless, he watched Liim reach
inte tho orifice and grasp at some.
thing.

1t was a iﬂat‘ket that ho
from under the floor.

Smithy conld read the astonishment,
mingled mlh satisfaction, in his face.
e %laﬂ made & discovery—bhbat it was
not what he cxpected.

Smokes, racing papers, letters, some-
thing or other of that kind, Carno had
expected. What he {ound was a packet
wrapped in thick brown paper, tied
with string, and sealed strongly with
mn!m -wax. Ib was about twice the
gize an ordinary briek. It was, in
fact, auch n packet as the one that
Harry Wharton had picked up on the
beach near the Shoulder--such & packet
as the one that Vernon-Bmith had talen
from the hollow eak in Lantham Chase
and sent to 3e. Grimes, It was, as the
watching Bounder knew, a packet of
contenband goods, of small bul!t, though
of what nature ho did not know, Carne,
certainly, did not guess anything of the
gart—and he knelt by the opening in
the foor, the sealed packet in his hand,
staring ot it.

“What the thump=—" 8mithy heard
his voicr, mutfering aloud in  amaze-
ment.  “What the dickens—what 12
that? Smokes—it can't be—sealed up

drew out

f!!frr
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The cuphoard door flew open So suddenly that It took Mr. Quelch by

darted from the eupboard, in
* Yoo-whooooop { **

like that—or papers—or—or—what the

dooce ¥

Carne was ukierly perplexed.  Tho
Tiounder prinned—Carne’s  muttered
words giving him the elue to what the
prefect was looking for, and had ex-

pected to lind!

For soveral long moments Carno
koelt there, staring at the packet, That
it was not what he had Expnnit-d o
ﬁl'.l:{] he koew, It could not be! RBut
W mt was it ?

In the name of all that was mys
teripus and incomprehensible, why did
Compton of the Iifth conceal a scaled
packet under his stody foor

He rose to his feet at last, and placed
the packet on the study table Ho was
disappomted, puzaled, mystified. That
he had been on the wroug track, Clarne
realised now, Bt he was on the track
of something—what?

It was scarcely possible to  supposo
that a Iifth Fovm fellow was in posses-
sion of some article of great valuoe,
wihich ho hid away zo carcfully for
Rhﬂfﬂu Bat what was it=—wlhat counld it
Y

Carne did not know, and could not
begin to guess—hut he Lknew that the
contents of that packet, whatever they
were, would reveal the secret. Dut
Smithy could see that he hesifated to
lweak the zeals.

Ho far, the spying prefect conld take
the view that he was doing a prefect’s
duty  in uneavthing the secrets of o
vascally younpg blackguard. Now le
could not pretend to himself that it was
anything of that kind, Whatever that
sealed pnclut might confain, it was not
smokes, or racing papers, or book-
maler's notes—it was nothing that came
within the purview of a Ureyfriars pre-
foct, I he apened that packet, Carne
had fo admit ta himself that he was
peting as 2 spyv. He hesitated—but the

. lll mumwmw mﬁwwmw

rise. The door flew, and Mr. Quelch. flew, falrly
?ﬁt flight. It tr

“* Bunter [ ** gasped

13

U

d over one of Mr. Quelch’s long
. Queleh,

watching Bounder saw his face havden.
He was making up his mind fo it

Vernon-Bmnith drvew a deep breaib.
Taking hold of the dﬂﬂr-handlc ho
raltled it suddenly.

There was a startled from
Carne. Instantly, ho shut off Pﬂ flash-

The :Et-lH]_‘f was  plinged info

ﬂ'E]?IF

darkness, and in thoe darkness, Cavne
stood, trombling from head to foot with
ihe fr_-:u" of discovery.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
A Mystery of the Dark!
VERH&H—SHITH grinned, in the

dark,
He could imagine Carnc's
foelings at that moment!

His grasp was still on  the door-
handle. Without a sound, he turned it
andl opened the study door.

From the darkness within, he heard
Carne’s suppressed breathing, Ho did
not fear that the senior wonld turn on
the light again. The suddenness with
which Carne had shut it off showed his
terror of being dizcovered there,

In the darkness, Carne
trembling, his heart beating like a
kammer. He had not heard the door
open—but that rattle of the door-handle,
from outside, showed that someone was
there,

Ii he was canght at his spying—the
bare thought of it made him feel sick.
What would the Greviriars fellows eay
if they learned that he had searched a
Fifth Form study in the middle of the
night? What would the Head say?

Fven had he found ﬂha evidence he
had hoped to find against Compton, 1t
wonld mol have justified such methods.
And he had found nothing—only a

(Continwed on page 16.)
Tie Magxer Lisnany,—Na. 1,504,
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{Continucd from page 13.)

scaled packet, of which the contents,
for all he know, might bo cquite harm-
less, If he was zpotted there—

The sweat trickled down his face as
he stood in momentary dread of a light
Lring turied on to reveal him.

Who was 1t ¥ ]

Had Compton suspected something,
and come down from his dormitocy?
Had a master turned out in the middle
of the night and heard some sound?

Carne could not begin to guess. It
might be old Prout, who was known
1w be troubled with sleeplessneszs, At
tha thoupht of the light flashing on and
revealing him to the astonished and -
dipnant glare of Prout, Carne felt his
knees knock together. What was he to
Ay ?

But no light came,

A long minute—a contury long—
crawled by, The darkoess was tUn-
Lroken !

Had s imagined that rattle at the
door handle? Was it the wind? Was
:}:u::mm there, after all? Nerves, peor-
s,

r_l'ltl.:l'l ho realised that there was a
cold draught from the passage. Tho
door was open.

ITe had not heard it. It had opened
without a sound. But he heard a fnint
sonnd now—near him, It was a sound
of a hand groping over the study tablo
where he stood., Someone else was in-
sicle the study ! )

Who—what was it? Carnc felt as if
hiz head was turning round.

Someone was therel Ile kuoew that
now, Who—why? A master would
have turned on the light at once.
Compton would have done so. But if it
was neither, who and what was 1t 2

Whoever it was, 1t was somecne B3
steatthy as himseli—someone who chose
the dark. He was glad of that, at least;
he wag still unseen. Indeed, he won-
dered whether that mysterions someona
kuew thot there was anybedy in the
room at all, 5

Someone—he could not begin to
imaging who—had ¢rept into Compion’s
study in the dark. Who—and why?

Another faint sound—this time from
ihe passage. That somecone, whoever ho
was, was gone again, as stealthily and
inysterionsly as he had come.

He had come and gone in the dark-
ness, and had not ecen Carne.  The
wretehed spy Lreathed more freely, with
ilie relicf of his cscape.

He stood listening.

Bt there was no fucther sound.

The unseen intruder had gone.

But for several lonz minutes Carnn
stood  there, trembling, breathin
ivzegularly, in e state of suppressec
panic. Had he fancied the whole thing?
Tt almost seemed to him that he had.

He moved at last.

The Aash-lamp was in his hand. Tlo
ventured to turn on the light. Witk
starting cyes he stared round the study.

The door was shat. It had st as
silently as b hiad opened.  If, indeed, it
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E whers it had lain.
. Cinpty.

SITTING ROUND THE BLAZING YULE-LOG READING—

had opened ot all, and the whole episode
ad not been a nervons fancy |

Carpe pulled himself together.  Ilis
nerves wers twitiering. ad it been,

W - afler all, o fancy, due to his twiltering
%oz nerves?  Then, as his

his glance foll on the
table, he etarled, jumping almost clear

e of (ho floor.

The packet was gono !

Almaost stupidly he stared at the place
That plice was
Tho sealed packet he had taken

¥y from the Tecess under the floor had
vanishad,

1t was no nervous fangy, after all
Someone unseén had petually enteved
the study in the daik, and taken away
the packet. That was the meaning of
the groping sound he had heard close
at hand.

Was it Compton? Who else could it
bei? But if it was, why had he chosen
to move in Lho dagk?

Why had he come and gone without a
sound ¢

Carne pressed his hand to his brow.
The mystery of it was too much for
him. The scaled packet was gone.
Whatever it contained he would never
leam now.

But his chief thought was to go while
the going was good—to get away unscen
back to his own guarters. There was
nothing further to be done in Compton's
study, even if he had dared to Fing-:r
after his alarm,

He stepped to the door.

His glance fell on the opening in the
floor. But he dared not linger. Let it
be found.-in the morning. Compton
could explain it if he ]ikﬁfi _ X

Carne shut off his lii;-ht., opened the
door softly, and peered into the dark-
ness of the passage. All was dark and
sllent and still.

He crept away on tiptoe, only anxious
to get back to his own quartors beforo
an_eyo could fall on lhim. The mys-
terious prowler of the night, who had
taken the packet, might be still up, and
at every step Carne dreaded to sece the
gleam of a light turned on him.

But there was no light, no sound, and
he erept across the landing and down
the stairs, and almost panted with velick
when he reached his sindy in the SBixth,
and crept in and shut tho door.

, He was quite unaware that a grinning
junior listened for the faint sound of
that closing door !

Neither was he likely to puess that,
asstired that Carne was safe back in his
quarters, that junior tiptoed a silent
way to Compton’s study in the Fifth.

In that study, Herbert Vernon-Smith
turned on his pocket-torch. o grinned
at the opening in the floor, and the loose
board and the serews lying beside it.

Smithy was five minutes in the study.
When he left the looze hoard was
screwed down in its place, and the
curfmt replaced over it. . There was
nothing {0 meet surprized eves in the
morning, to show that the study had
had necturnal visitors.

The DBounder was grinning when he
crept into the Remove dormitory, and
torned in in the dark. In his own study,
Ne. 4 in the Remove, & scaled packet
was locked up in his desk, unlikely ever
to reach the hands of the associates of
the schoolboy sinuggler.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy is Mysferious !

1 SAY, you fellows, what's Smithy
E up to!”
“8mff I suggested  DBob
Cherry.

“But I =ax, he's up to something,” de-
clared Tilly Bunter positively.

“What about mindioy your own
bizner, old fat bean?” asked Harry
Wharton. " Ever thought of that 1"

*“0h, really, Wharton—>*

It was in break the following morning.
Iarry Wharton & Co. were in the
quad, diseussing the coming Christmag
holidays. When Billy Bunter rolled up
they expected to hesr him on the same
topie, Bunter's arrangements for Christ-
mas not being yet settled. Buntor had
been heard to say in the Rag that he
hadn’t_decided which to accept of the
many invitetions thot had showered oh
him, which, to fellows who knew Bunter,
meant that he had not yet succceded in
landing himself on any fellow for
Christimas,

. But the fat Owl, for the moment, was
intavested in anpther matter. The pro-
ceadi of Herbert Vernon-8mith
scemed to have excited his curiosity—
which, as they were no comcern of
Bunter's, was not surprising,

"Tt's ;tﬂ?y queer ' said Buntor, blink-
ing at the Famous Five through his bjg
spectacles. “Of course, when BSmithy
went into the tuckshop I thought ho was

going for tuek. What would any fellow
think? I happened to follow him
in—?

“¥ou would I agreed Boh,

“But he never bgu ht any tuck—"

“* And so the poor dog had nonet” said
Boly sysmpathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha I"

“But what did he want & cardboard
box for*" asked Bunler.

“Lh? Alight be going to send a
arcel, fathead! I've ngusl:ed Ars,

imble for a cardboard box before
now,” said Dol Cherry.

“¥es; but it had to be an cxect size,”
said Bunter. “Smithy had the measure.
ments written down in his pocket-book,
e looked over more than a dozen Loxes
before he found one that would do.™

“Wander away, old fat man!” gaid
Lgh.

“And then, the string I said Bunter.

o The what?”

Swithy wanted etring, too. Of
course, a fellow might want string to tie
up 8 box, but why a special sort of
string 7"

“The whylulness i3 torrilie, my
estecmed chattering Bunter ! grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

““Mrs. Mimble had to furn ont her
whole stock,” saia Bunter. * Smiihy
laoked over fots mnd lots before he was
satisfied with a ball of string. Isn't it
jolly ciu,enr?"

“Jolly queer for eny fellow to eare

two hoots whether he did or not(”
agreed Bolb,  “Haven't youn finished
-Et iE-J:I

*Well, there was the sealing wax——"

" Bealing-wax Y

"Yes. Smithy sorled ever the whole
lot that Mrs. Alimble had in stock, He
wanted red scaling-wax, but rather
dark rec.  Isw't that jolly gueer®™

Llavry Wharten & Co. gazed at
Bunter. Iividently he had been taking
a deep interest in Smithy’s proceedings
that morning, and was puzzled. Cer-
tainly it was rather odd and unusual
for a fellow to be exivemely pacticular
about the kind of string he Lbonght at
the schoc! shop, and the shade of colour
in the scaling-wax. But no fellow, ex-
eept the inguisitive Owl, was likely to
be interested,

“I zay, yon fellows, I asked him what
he was up to, and he kicked me,™ said
Bunter. * VWhat do you think of that ™

“1 think 1t was a jolly good ideal”
declared Bob Cherry. *“And I thiok
we can’'t do better than follow Bmithy's
example. Turn round 1"

“iln, ha, ha!”
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Billy Bunter volled away without wait-
ing for the ehums of the Remove to fol-
low Smithy’s example.

Herbert Vernon-Smith  passed  the
uniors, going to the Iouse. Ile had a

uprdle In his hand—n;:-parently his pur-
chases at Myrs. Mimbile's shop, which had
50 surprised and interested the inquisi-
tive Owl. Tom Redwing was standing
i;-_::nr the deorway, and Smithy called to

im.

“Here, Reddy, old hean—"

“Yes, Smithy?™ Redwing
round to his chum,

“Cayry this bundle up to the study
for me, will you, old man i asked the
Bounder. “I'm .ather pressed for
time; the bell goes in a few minutes,”

“Certainly !" said Redwing.

He took the bundle and went into the
House with it.

Yernon-Smith lanced round the

uad., At a little ﬁismnce Coker of the
Fifth was telking to Potter and Greene,
The Bounder walked towards them.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
rather curiously, "Thev could see that
theres was something "on,” and won-
dered whether it was a jape on Coker,
The Bounder was moving to get behind
that great man, and Horace Coker did
not see him coming.

“A Christmas eruise,” Coker was say-
ing &3 SBmnthy drew near. “I'd have
liked old Compton to come home with
me for Christmas—in fact, I've aszked
him. DBut it seems thet be's going on
his uncle’s yacht for the vae. You saw
ihat steam-yacht, the Firefly, that was
at Pegg a few wecks ago; it belongs to
his uncle, Captain Compton, and when
1 asked him about Christimas he said—
Yaroooop !

Coker gave a sudden howl, as his ea
was snatched off his head from behind,
and he received a sudden whaek from it
on the back of his nechk,

Potter and Greene staved blankly ab
Smithy. : :

They bad scen him approaching, but
certainly without having the famntest
idea of his intention.

Coker zpun round hke a huomming
top.

* What—who—what——" he sinitered,

Vernon-Bmith jumped away, waving
the cap and 'aughing.

“Race you for it, old bean I'" he called
ontk,

Coler of the Fifth stood almast petri-
fied for o moment. He was acousiomed
to all =zorts of check from Remove
fellows, who never seemed able to undpr-
stand what an important follow Coker
was; but Hus was the hoit.  For a
Remove fellow to :nateh off a Fifth
Formr zentor’s cap in ihe guadrangle
and offer to race hin for it, hke zome
voung ass in the Begoud Form playing
& trick on another fagr, was ahzolutely
unheard of. Coker of the Filth could

turned

reelly hardly believe that 6 had
1appened,
b 16 had, e glared, petrified;

then he faivly bounded at Herbert
Vernon-Emith.

“Lock out,
Chevry.

But the DBonnder, was looking out.
Waving the cap, he started at a rapid
run neross the quad, willh Coker raging
an his track.

“Ga it
major.

“Pat it on ! yelled Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Well, of all the zilly as=zes!™ said
Havry Wharton. “It's not like Smithy
to play a fag trick Lke i(hat! What
the. dickens did he do it for 1

“Oh erumbs!l Coker will get him 1
exclaimed Dol

Smithy !¥ reared Dob

Smithy I yelled Bolsover

Sinithy was keeping well ahead i the

chaze; but suddenly his foot Secmcd to
ishp. ﬂa stumbled, and went over head-
O

Even then he had time to jump up
and restart before Coker reached bim,
Instead of deing so, however, hio re-

mained where he had fallen.  Sitting
up, he clasped an awkle with hoth
ands.
E_'I'hu next moment Coker was upon
1im.

“Now, you cheeky little tick—"
roared Cokor.

ri'l

“Keep off, you fool I"' yvelled Vernon-

Smith. “I've twisted my ankle !
*Berves you jolly well rightl I'Th
jolly well—="*
“ Reseye, DRemovel!” roared the
Bounder.

But alre-:uli,; a dozen Removites wera
speeding to the spot. The Famous Five
ayrived first. If Smithy was huort, as
seerged to be the case, it was no time
for Horace Coker to wreak his just

wrath on the junior who had smatched
his cap.

Coker wasz prompily grabbed and
dragged back.

“Fasy does it, old bean!” grinned
Bob Cherry. * 8mithy’s crocked—"

*I'll epificate him ¥ roared Coker.

"8it down, old bean”

Coker sat down—suddenly and hard.
Two or three fellows helped Vernon-
SBmith to his fect. lle stood on one lep,
lemiting heavily on Frank Nugent, e
EAYVE & gPQRD,

“1urt, ol -r;halp ** asked Bob.

“Oh! Ow! Tlelp me to the House,
some of you,” zaid the Bounder faintly.

“Take his other arm, Harry.”

The ecaptain of the Remove took
Smithy by the other arm; between them
they helped him away to the House.
Coker serambled to lis feet; but, the
fact that Binithy was hurt having peno-
trated into hiz rather sclid brain, he
contented himsclf with fielding his cap,
and went back to rejoin Potter and
Greene. The Bounder limped painfully,
and elung heavily to Wharton and
Nugent as they helped him away.

“Ow ! Hold on a munute " he gasped,
as they were passing in front of Alr.
Gueleh’s study window, *Qw1”

Wharton and Nugent stopped, and the
Bounder rested between them on one
leg: he gave a deep groan. The sash
of the Remove master's window shot up,
and Ay, Quelch looked out.

“What 13 the matier, Wharton " ha
called,

“Vernon-2mith's had a fall, siv, and
fwisted lus aulkle,” answered Ilarry.
“We're bhelping him 1n,”

The Bounder gave a moamn.

“Wery well, take lnm in at onee,®
sard Mr. Queleh: and the juniors moved
on towards the door.

Five or siz svmpatheiic fellows went
with them, ready to help if requirved.
Redwing came down the stairs ag they
went into the House and hurried to-
wards them with a elaviled faeo.

“YWhat's up ™ Le cxelaimed. “What
has—"

“All eorone ! Ounly 2 bit of o sprain,
i chap,” said the Dounder. *If vou
fellows can help me 10 n:i? study, I'l
get some cmbrocation and vub on il
"E'I.'Im‘br:ll will be going 11 a minute or
wa,

Wharton and Nugent amd Redwing
Iolped Brie up the stairs; My, Quelch
rietled after them.

Herbert Vernon-Smith was a =ome-
what troublesmme moember ¢f his Form,
but that made o difference ta 1ha
Farme-master’s cancern Tor & fellaw who
was duwesged.,  Had ik been Bunter,
Mre. Queleh mitght have saspeeted the
gomuneness of that damage—as ¢lass
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was nearly due. But the Bounder, with

all his faults, was no malingerer, and
his Form-master—who suspected him, of
a good many things—did not suspect
hint of playing a trick to dodpo class.

. Bmithy sank heavily in the anmchair
in his study; he gave a moan as he did
£0.

“Let's have a look at it, old clhap,™
said Redwing.

?“ﬂw'e me the embrocation,” snul
Vernon-Bmith. “Qw! It's class in o
E}:m#}:& o two; [ dom't want to be latfe.

L1

“Never mind  that,' said TTarry
Wharton *Quelch knows yow're liurt,
and he won't mind—"

“1'm not going to be a putrid in-
valid becauso I've twisted my aunkle.
I'm ?mng down to class, if 1 have to
crawl on my hands gnd knces [ growled
the Bounder. “Catch me laving up
for a bit of a sprain

SLook  here,  you
Nugent,

"“Oh, rot!

L)

ass—" il

; I shall be all rvight in «
few munutes. Ow !’

“ Nonsense, Vernon-Smith !* Alr.
Queleh looked in ab the study doorwey.
“¥ou will remain here and atiend o
your injury.”

The Bounder gave o start and Tooked
routid.  If ha had known that M
Qfm;'i;eh was there, he had given no sign
LI 3 PR

“0h, sir!™ he exelaimed. “If—if vou
don’t mind, I'd like to rest my ankle
for a few minutes; it hurts rather.”

“ Certainly, Vernon-8mith. Yeu may
remaln in your studv vntil you feel able
to walk without pain.” said My, Queleh,

“Thank you, sir.”

The bell was beginning to ring for
third sehool. Vernon-Smith bared his
ankle and began to rub it with embroca-
11017
. Mre. Quelch hurried away, and the
jmntors  followed him, leaving  the
Bounder alone in the study.

When they were gona Vernon-Smiih
ceased to rub that damaged ankle amd
corked the bottle of embrocotion.

ITe chuckled softly.

Neither the Remove master nov the
Remove fellows suspected him of malin-
gering ; that sort of thing was not in
the Bounder's line at ail, Still less wero
they likely to suspect the reazon he had
for eutting third school that morping,
The Bounder wailted fve minutes—tﬁl
he was certain that Mr. Quelch and the
Remaove were safe in the Form-room—
then he rose from the armehair without
a sign of damag~: |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Way [

THE Bounder stepped to 1lhe door

of hig study and glanced down
the Remove passage.

Not & fellow was to be zeen,
ov heard. All the Greyfriars fellows
were in the IForm-roomsa: Smithy the
anly one out of elass. Whatever it was
Thai the Hoynder had to do, ho was free
to carey en with i, unobscrved and
mu'lt:lerr-l;d.

Ile grinned, closzd the study door,
aml locked it

He unlocked his desk and teok theve-
from Lhe sealed packet that Carne had
Ifted from lhe seerct reecss in Comp-
ton's study, and which had =0 mysicri-
11n|.-‘ii; vanithed from ihat study 1n the
itk

Laving it on the table, he unfastenad
il bundle containing his recent pur-
ClEDRa,

Billy Bunter had wondered why the

Tng Magxer Ligrany.—No. 1,504,
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Bounder had wanted & cardboard box
of a certain size, and string of a cortain
kind, and sealing-wax of & cortain
siade, He waa not likely to guess.

The cardboard box was the samwo gizo
as tho sealed packet, The string was
tho same Lkind—the sealing-wax tho
=atie colour,

Thoe DBounder proceeded to fill the
cardboard box with cinders from thoe
crate, and lumps of coal from the coal-
lncker, Every now and then he paused
14 weigh it in one hand, and the sealed
packes in the other, obviously desiring
to mako the weight the same.

Hatisfied on that point, ha put the lid
on Lo box, and wrapped it up care-
fully in brown paper, taking eare to
fold the paper exactly as the wrapping
on the sealed packet was folded.

Thiz done, he tied it with string, pre-
eiecly as tho string weas tied on Comp-
ton's packet, strand for strand, and
Enot for knot.

Then he lighted & candle-end, and
started with thoe sealing-wax. In exact
muitation of Compton’s packet, ho
dvopped blobs of the melted sealing-wax
on the knots of the string,

When his work was done, two packets
lay on tho table, so exactly similar that
Compton of the Filth certainly could
never have told which was tho one ho
had concealed under the floor of Lis
studly. )

: ’]Il'lm Bounder grinned at them glee-
ully.

Taking Compton's packet, ho replaced
it in his desk, and locked it up. The
dummy packet he slipped under his
juﬂkﬂt’-,_

Opeiing the dosr of his study, ho
loglked out and listened. But there was
no one about—there was not likely to he
i lesson-time. ;

Ha left the study, and walked quietly
down to the landing; end went up tho
Fifth Form passage.

He entered Compton’s study, shut the
tlpor after him, and locked it.  Tha
1Fifth were in their Form-room with Mr.
Urout. Nolwody was likely to come up
to the studies for snother hour. The
Bounder bad plenty of time.

e turned back the carpet, took a
serewdriver from his pocket, and dvew
the four ecrews in tho short section of
floorboard.

Lifting it from its place, he dropped
the dwnmmy packet inte the orifice.
‘L'races in the dust within showed where
Compton's. packet had lain, before
Carne took it out. The Bounder placed
the dummy packet in precisely tho sate
syt

Then he replaced the board, serewed
it down, and covered it with the earpet.

Ilo chuckled, as hoe rose to his foct.

That Eﬂm&tﬂn of the Fiith had not

vet missed the packet, ho folb certain,
lez had no resson for going to the
secret recess for it until the time came
to take it away from the echool. That
was likely to be this very afternoon, as
it was a_ hali-holiday.
7 When he went to the hidden tecess for
1 L]
exaclly like his own. Knowing nothing
of the pocturnal vizit to his study, 1t
could searcoly be doubted that he wonld
iake it for the same paclket.

And the thought of the yachtsman-
snnggler, Captain Compton, receivinge
it, and fOnding cinders and chunks of
coal packed iuside, made the Bounder
chuokle.

Leaving no sign of his
quitted Compton's study,
down the staire.

His work was done mow, and it had
not occupicd half an hour. Smithy was

Tne Magyer Lisnany.—~No. 1,504

hies
wernt

visif,
and

ho would find a pecket looking.

not tempited to prelong his absence
frean the Formeroom. The minute he
was through he headed for the Remove
room—remembering to limp as he went
in.

Me. Quecleh glanced at him. Had he
stispected the Bounder of malingering,
he would have dismissed the suspicion
now that Vernon-Bimnith turned up for
class, before the lesson was half-through,
of his own accord.

“Is  your anklo better, Vernon-
Smith?* asked Mr. Quelch benevolently

“Yes, sir, thank you.™

“Very well, you may pgo to your
place”

Bmithy went to his place.

When the Remove were dizmissed, at
the end of third sclicol, S8mithy limped
8 little os he wont out with the Form,
When, about ten minutes later, he went
out of the gatos, with his overcoat on,
he was no longer limping—apparently
he had guite recovered by that time.

Ile walked up the road townrds
Courifield Common, with his hands in
his overcoat pockets, which was natural
cnotgh on a bittor December day. Cer-
tainly there was no indication that ho
wag hﬂldiﬂf in placs a packet that was
hidden under his coat.

When ho same back, in pood tima for
dinner, thero was no longer anything
hidden under that coat. Hae walked in,
with & grin on his face—which widened
as be passed Compton of the Fifth in
the quad,

Complon did not even glance at him—
he was not partieularly interested in
Yernon-8mith of the Remove.

No doubt he would have been
extremely interested had he known of
smithy's  procpedings durin third
schiool that morning, and could he havo
guessed that & dummy packet now lay
i the bidden recess in his study, while
the genuine packet had been parked in
8 certain spot, to be found later.

But Compton of the Fifth did not
kuow that—and Swmithy was not likely
ia tell him.

—mam

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Coker, Too !
¢ o2 UST tho thing!” said Horace
j Coker hoartily.
CERTT
= “T'll como with you, old chap.
Ripping 1
1 'U'h (Eh

Carno of the Sivth smiled—a sour
smile. e fancied he could puess
exactly  how much Compton wanted
Horace Coker’s company that altornoon.

Ilorace, of course. had no donbts,
iz company was always delichtiul—
Colier kiew that. And he liked Comp-
ton, and was guite friendly with him.
IHe had started with a row with him,
1.'.-!mn_{3uu111.3mn first came, but that was
g trifle light as nir. Horace had
already forgotten that.

After dinner, most of the Fifth Form
men were thinking of Soccor—a linal
practice before the Form match due on
Saturday, when—they hoped—they were
moing to wall all over the Sixth. Dlun-
tell took it for granted that Compton
would be playing in the pick-up that
afternoon; ond he was disappointed to
hear that the new fellow had planned
o go out on his motor-bike. Coker, on
the other hand, was pleased to hear it.
Cloker was the happy possessor of a
stinl-bike, on which he was wont to
career wildly, to the terror of dogs, cats,
and pounltry. Ceonerally he carcered in
sulitavy state, Ile was glad to welcome
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Compton as a comrade for a spin in
company.

The Fifth Formers were talking in &
group at the doorway. If any of them
noticed Carne in the offing, they took no
heed of him. Binee the affair of the
crocking of Coker, Carne of the Sixth
was treated with disdainful disregard
on all sides. Even his friends in tho
Sixth did not want to be seen with him
too often, just at present. e stood
staring froin a window, quite unhceded
by tho Fifth Formers. But the corner
of his eye was on Canpton.

Carne had been frying to puazlo it
out wha had abstracted that secaled
packet the night Lefore. Fe could not
make up his mind whether it had been
Compton or not. Whoever it was had
evidently visited Compton's study, after
Carne had left it—ho knew that, from
the fact that nothing had been said on
the subjeet of the loose board. Some-
ohe—ovidenily that mysterions prowler
of the night—had replaced that board,
and left the study with its normal
appearance—otherwise there cortainly
would have been talk on the subjeet.

Whether that unseen prowler had
been Compton himself, or some other
fellow, Carne could not guess. Io was
quite mystified.

But, more and more, he wished that
he had becn able to learn what that
mystorions packet contained. The
fellow had a sccret—a seorct that he
carefully puarded—but what? Carne
could not guess; but ho folt sure that if
Ie could penetrate that secret he would
have the wupper hand of his rival
Whatever it was, it was something that
Valentine Compton dared not have
known.

That afternoon Carne was kenping an
evoe on the new man in the Fifth. ﬁ' ho
went out of gates, it was Carne's idea
to keep hin in sight, sce where he went,
and whom ke met, if he met anyone.
And he set his lips when he heard
Compton  tell Blundell that he was
going on his motor-bike.  That put
paid at once_to Carnc's idea of shadow-
ing him.  Ho wondered, suspisiously,
whether Conipton had that motor-bike
as a means of geiting fo a distance
from the school, without danger of being
followed.

If that was so, he could hardly want
the company of another fellow who hap-
pencd to possess & motor-bike. Carne,
smiling sourly, listened. If lis sus-
picion was well-founded, Compton would
not want forace Coker's company that
afternoon, and would have to shut him
cff somechow.

Blundell and hia friends wont off
towards tho changing-room. Compton
was lelt with Celer. Coker ran on
cheeri]y s

“dolly idea, what, old chap? Wo'll
have a jolly good spin—let 'em out,
what? It's a topping afternocon for
long vun. DMight hit Drighton, what?”

“0Oh, my hat!l” ejaculated Compton.
#1sm't that out of bounds?”

Coker clmelled,.

“Tust o few ! he answered. " Buat
that's all right! Anyhow, vou eould
get leave from DProut—ho feceds from
your hand.”

Valentine Compton laughed.

“Well, let’s go and get the jigrers
ready 1M said Coker briskly.

“What about footer, thovgh?” asked
Compton. “I'm giving it & wiss, but
vou're awknlly keep—-=>"

=nort, from Coker. )

“Catch that ass Elundell puthnﬁ me
into the pick-upl! He docesn't know
anything about a man’s form at footer.
You know what bappened last time X
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played in a Form pick-up——  What
are you grinning at?"

“W-was I? Look here! I'll speak
to DBlundell, if you like. After all,

it’s only a pick-up, and a keen man
like you ought to have a chance.™
Coker shook his heod,

“No uge,” he zaid. " Blundell's as
obstinate as a mule, There was
trouble last time—silly asses barging
in my way, and making out that I waa
to blame, and all tlmt. Let's go and

get out the 1} rers,”
“Oh, =ll ngl £ 17
They left the Ilouvsze tngether, Caine's

eyes following them. Ile grinned sar-
donically, It had pet even occurred
to Coker that Valentine Compton was
tactiully trying to shake him off. But
it was plain enough w Carne, and Lo
knew that the bhandsome Fifih Former
had reasons for going out alone that
afternoon.

What reaszons!  Something in con-
nection with correspondence in code,
and sealed packels htddﬂn under study
ﬂﬂnrs, Carne was sure of that—and

was ¢qluall:.r sure  ihat Compton
'i'-’ﬂl.lid somehow shake Coker off before
they had gone very far.

Wingate of the Sixth come along to
the door, and Camme stepped into his
way.

“Heold on a minate, Wingate!

Wingate held on, not very willingly.
“Well1** he said curtly.

"Compton’s geing for a
motor-bike this ufmrnmm”
‘The Greyiriars captain stared.
*“YWhat about it:" he asLed
“Coker's poing with him.’

“Well 1

“Well,” gaid Carne, with a suecer,
“take this from me—ﬂ-mnptnn doesn't
Wwant any E-rm riars man to know
what lLe's up to out of gates, and
Ima goi \f to shake Coker off, zome-
haw, hen they come ba,ck you'll
find that zomehow or other they got
parted, and Coker lost sight of him.”

Wingate gave him a steady look,

" You're talklng‘ utter rot, Carme!"”
he szaid. * Youw're leiting j'ﬂm? dislike
of that chap get on your nerves
Youw're making a fool of vourself.,”

Carne shrugged his shoulders.

“Leave it at that—till Coker comes
back,” he szaid. “Then ask Coker
whether something  didet happen te
make him loze Compton on the road.”

Wingate gave o snovt.

"Il remember to atk him—just to
show you what a silly suspicious fool
you are ! he r-torted.

And he walked onb of the House,
evidently having had enocugh from
Arthur Carne,

It was half an bour later that the
motor-bikes chugged off.  Compton’s
machine was in apple-piec order, but
Coker’s flery stecd always required
some caveful asticniion before it con-
descended to go.  While Coker was
toping wp his jigper,

[

spin on his

Compton went

into the House, and if there was a
bulge in lhis overcoat when he re-
turned, Coker was not the [ellow to

notice 1t. They ot off, and carveercd
away by the road over the common.
A mile fvon the #cheol, Compilon
came to a halt
Coker shot onward ;
ha hadd
shot back again,
ing over lus Thalted
dismounied.
“Bomething pone
works ' e ashked.

but, finding that
left hlq cn.ﬂm.ﬂ behind, he
Compron was bend-
jigger., Coker

wrong  with the

the road

“Well,

heral

et on, old chap [
“Nao fear!” said

I'm not the man to leave a pal in tho
I'll jolly well wait for you, old

luyeh.
fellow t™
“I may be o ]_ﬂ"j"
long time—->"
“That's all right,”

saiel Colker cheerily.
Tl owait™

“ But—"

“Not another
word, old fruit!
Look heve, let me
tave 4 look atb ik, I
know a lot about
these jiggers, you
know, I dare say I
shall put it right
111 two ticks, What's
the trouble ox-
actly ¥

“Hallal I fancw
s all right now
~—my mistake. Leb's
ot on ™

“Ha, ha!™ roaved
Coker. I sav,
yau're rather an
asg; old chap! ¥
scem to have some-
thing to learn alout
motor-bikes I*

They chugged on-
ward again. What-
ever had been the
matter with Comp-
ton's  machine—if
anything had been
the matter with it
—the jigger had
guite recovered.
'l'hll.!iy passed Court-

and Higheliffe
School, and reared
away by a long
lane that led to
Woodend.

“Reep 1o the
right for Waood-
endI® ealled out
Coker, as a fork in

appeared
53 J Lt B

“ Right-ho |

Coker shot on,
past the corner, for
Woodend.  Comp-
ton shot r:m past
the corner, tha
road to the Iu?t:. In
an Eeccond ho  was
out of Coker's sight,

pnd letting his
machine  out  full
il st

Horace Coker
had covered a
quarter of a mile

before he discoverad
that Compton was
ng longer following
the same route,

“Well, my hat ™
cjaculated  Coker,
“The aszs! That
chap’s a fathead!

FMirst he thinks his
pgger’s conked out,
when it hasa't, 1lien
he takes the lefi,
when I told hhn
plainly  the right!
f all the bnmghtﬂd
el pa——"

tha old bus zecms tea have
chuched 1t," =aid Compton.
Don't wait f{or me, Coker] I
don’t want te spoil your spim, hang-
ing about while I tinker at it.
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Coker carcered back to the enrner,
turned it, and fellowed the other road,
looking for Compton. But he did not
find him. Having taken one wromg
furmuog, the silly ass had appavently
taken ancther. Anvhow, Coker saw ne
mare of him, and Coker, after all, liad
his spin that zflernoon on his loneky
o il

* Laook

Yaou

Horace. 1 hopo

(Continued on neéxt page.)
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cjaculated Harry

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tact !
1 SAY, von fellows—"

E Dob Cherry held up a warn-

ing hand,

“If vou say ‘hols,' you geb
it ' he said. Y Stand ready, you men,
andl nll kick together!™

“1la, ha, ha "

“Why, you checky beast 1™ roared
YMlly DBunter indignantiy,. "1 was
eping to say=-no larks, you beast! 1
wits  going to say—keep your hoof
away, you fathead! T wasn't going to
speak about Christroas, you blithering
T

“Obh, all right!” said Bob cheerily.
“Anythung but that! You ean tell us
vim've been disappointed about a postal
vrder, if you like.”

“We've heard that one, but you can
conglh it up agein,’” grinned Nugent,

“And you can ask us to lemd wou
five boly on it. if you like,” added Bob
;{l'l:?l‘ﬂllﬁl}'. “We don't mind saving
L1,

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Sniff, from Bunter.

“The fact 15, I'm poing out to tea this
afternoon,” he eaid. “ 8mithy's asked
me to bea at the bunshop m Court-
ficld, Seo yali!™

“Bmithy haz?®
VWharion.

Bmithy stands jolly good spreads,™
satd Punter, “1've acceptod—"

“We could have guessed that one”

“Woll, the fact is, SBmithy's a bit of
a boonder,” said Bunter, ™ Naturalls,
he likes io take a chap of my ¢lass
to show off at a place Like the bunshop
in Courtfield. T dei’l rniad secing hue
ilirouch, you keow., T hope they won't
take him Tor a welation of mine,
thongh,™

“0h crumbs ! pasped el Y Did
voit meention that fo Seidley ¥

*1a, ha, bhat"

“(Oh, no! 1w a bit taciful,” ox-
pHained Bunter,

The Famous Five grinned joyously.
Thevy were in the doorway of the
changivg-room when Dunter happened.
The Remove were playving the Fourth
Form that afiernoon, and the Dounder
was supposed to be plaving in the
team. If lie was poing down to Court-
field, however, no doubt he would be
standing out of the fooiball, and no
doubt he wias coming along to teil his
caplain so. Anyhow, he was coming
along, and the five juniors in the door-
way saw him coming,

LBanter, Facing them. had his back fo
ite Bounder, and «<id unot see Lim
O,

Why Vernon-8mith had azked Buouter
ler o svread at the Courtheld bunshop
was  rather a mystore, CHilen o
nfien the Bounder stood lavish spreads
ab that cstablishment; but this wos
the firsk time he had shown any desire
1o seenre Banter as o special puest,

Az he hiad heard what Bunter was
saavitir a3 he came along, the Famous
Iive  hod an  impression  that thae
inviration would be “off,” however.

“A follow has to he tactinl 1 ratiled
g Dueler.  “Tact’s my long st
realfy,  What are vou grinming oi Y
Fillows ol good family are alwavs taci-
firll=they have 1o be, meching o many
outsigers. It will give Smithy a lep-
i to be zcen with me, and bhe jolly
wirll knows 16! 8till. T shan't mention it
to him, Taet, you know,™

Yernon-Bmith  came o & halt
Marey Wharten & Co. fully expecled
Lim 1o deliver a kick., for which the
fat junior waa favourahly placed al

1T'ne Macxer LIBRARY.—No. 1,504,

the moment, and which he undoubtedly
deserved.

But the Bounder only grinned.

Unaware of his proximity, the fat
Owl of the Remove went cheerily on:

“A maon has to be tactful. I have
to use a lot of tact, with Toddy in my
study. Not my class socially, you
know, but I never let him feel it.
Same with Smithy, In fact, I've been
thinking of going home with Smithy
for the Christmas vae. His peaple
are rather loud—commen, in fact—and
Smithy's a bit of a corker; but that's
whére my tact comes in, you see. 1
shall put them quite at their case, if I
go heme with Smithy.”

“If 1" murmured Bob Cherry.

“The if-fulness iz terrific!” grinned
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. i

“Well, I haven't decided vet,” said
Bunter. “I may go with Mauleverer,
and I've thought, too, that I might
like & Christmas ernise with that chap
Compton, in the Fifth! I fancy he
would liko me to go. Still, Smithy's
very pressing, and I may be able to
give him a weeck, You cin bet he
would be glad to show off a fellow like
e among his relations, what!”

Harry Wharton & Co. gurgled. As
Smithy was standlﬂ? about six fect from
Bunter, hearing all this, it was rather
entertaining.

“Dut that's not what I was going to
say,”™ went on the cheerful Owl. “1 zay,
vou fellows, that cad Carne has got his
kinifn into Compton! What do you
think I heard him zav te Wingate? He
stid=-what {he diekens are you grin-
ninr af

“Carne asked Wingate what he was
grinning at!” ejaculated Trank Nugent.

“INo, you ass, I asked von that!
Carne said that Compton and Coker
bave pone out on their stink-bikes, and
that Complon had something on that he
didn’t want fellows to know, and that
e was going to lose Coker. Fancy
that ;™

“Carne's a worm.”' said Bob. “and
vou'd better pot listen to profects talk.
ing,  fathead. If wou phve Carne
anciher clianee at yvou—-=-"

“0h, that's all rvight ! :aied Buntor,
wilh o fat wink., “Carne’s et me glone
since Compton thrashed him the other
oy, He doesn’t want any mare! When
1 paszzed him in the quad this morning
I turned up wy nose at hine T looked
at lum with uwtier contempt ! He took
o natice, T saud * You end?? ™

“You called Carne of the Eixth a
endd T

“Yes, I Jolly well did! deelared
Dunter. I said * You cad!”’ Just liko
thet, tuwrning up my neose at him. T Liad
a Joliy good mind to let lum hear me
raing it loo—="

“Ia. ha, ha!”

“siill, hw's a prefect. and von have
to be wary of pee’s!™ said DBuonter
apuely, YDt I zay, vou fellows, lei's
ask Coler wlen he comes in, and show
that votter up, see’ Making out that
tie chap gocd ont of bound:s, or some-
Lhing of the sovt, you know: like Carne
bimserd, or Loder, or Smithy ! Cuvne
wili lnok a fool, when it comes out that
Compion stuck to Coker all the afyes
goon, soe

“flear, hear ! agreed Dob.

“Ligod ege!™ said Harry,

“1  theught I'd tell vyou”  =ald
Junter., “Compton’ a decent chap;
look at the way be walloped Carne, and
pitclied Lim oot of hiz study, becanso
the brute was pitching into me  Risky,
vonu knew, walloping a prefect! T like
ald Compton, and T'll jolly well go on
hiz yacht with him at Chrisimas, if—if
he asks me. I'm telling everybedy

what I heard Carne Eﬂ.i’, showing the
cad up, you know, Well, I'd better gb
and lock for Bmitby! He'll be feeling
a bit anxious, 1 expect, and fancying
that I'm letting him down.”

“Didn't you say ho was standing &
spread ¥ asked Jobnny Bull.

IFE]..? YEE l”

“Then he won't fancy vou're letting
him down, old fat man! Ho knows
you wouldn't let down a spread.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Well, to tell you fellows the truth,”
said Bunter seriously, "it's the spread
I'm going for.”

“Not really!” gasped Bob.

“¥es, really, old chapl I don't care
much feor Smithy’s company, bit too
loud for me! People may think we're
friends, and oven rolations, sceinz us
together. That would be rather
swkward, wouldn't 189

“Ha, La, ha!” shrieked the Famous
Five.

“Blessed 1f 1 see anvthing to cackle
at1” gaid Bunter, staring at them.
“What's the joke?®”

*You are, old fat man ! gasped Bob.
“I'm beginning to think that that
spread may not come off.”

“Oh, that's all right!” =zaid Bunter
cheorfully. “8mithy won’t lose o
chanee of showing off."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Vernon-Smith stepped forward., Thae
Famous Five coneluded that Le had
decided  that it was time . fo  kick
Bunter: they really could mor under-
stand why Lo had not booted the fat
and fatuous Owl alveady.

But Simithy did not boot Dunter.
He addrezzed Harry Wharton, taking
ne notico of the fat Owl,

“Leave me out this alternoomn,
Wharton,” he satd. * You won't want
mo in o game with Temple's footling
grew. Give Redwing o change”™

Eilly Bunter nmped as if he had
been clectrificd at the souwnd aof the
DBounder's voice., e spun round in
dismay,

“Oh!” he gaszped. T Emathy
'[“”Hﬂ' Lo, Lia!" selled the IFamous
TIve.

“Oh ertker ! I=I sax, Smithy, I-I
wasnt & osaying—ob loe” ™ DBilly DBunter
gaw the prospect of that spread at the
unshiop fading away like & miropo of
the desert. Mok for the fivst Lime tho
Fat Owl wizhad that he bad not talked
50 mch,

But Vernon-Ermiily did not heed him.
For some reazon, inexplicable to the
Famous Five, e had ne intention of
giving Dunter what ke bhad asked for,
ared what be dezerved so riehls.

“What aboul it, Wharton ™ lie ashed.

“Riglht-ho,™ zuid the captain of the
Remove, “I'll be glad to give Reddy
a chance, i vou want fo cut.”

“I've got o vather important engagoe-
menk, vou see ! explained the Dounder.
“Dunter has consented to come 1o tea
with mo at the bunshop. It's the best
place in Cloortfield, and natueally 1
ratlher want o show off there. Having
Buntee with me will give me 2 leg-up!
Clome on, Banter!”

Bunter  blinked at  YVoernen-Smith
withh an uiterly amazed blink, This
was not at all what Lbe had expected.

“[—I gax, Emithy,” he stammered,

“Come on,” said Smithy, “vou're not
going to let me deown DBuuter, after
Frcamiaing to let mo Lo seen with a
ellow of your elass in the bunshop I"

UENag-n-ne 1Y stuttersd DBilly Dunter
“C-ccertainly not! I'm coming, old
fellow! Rely on me

And Bunter rolled away with tha
Bounder. Harry Wharton & Co. gazed
after them, almost dumbiounded.
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As Bunter stooped fo pick up the toffee, Vernon-Smith gave the log a shove with his foef, apd it rolled. Bump !
“* Yoo-hoop 1 ™ roared Bumerﬁlas the log rolled from under him, and he sat down on the hard, unsympathefic earth. ** You

silly ass, play

“What the dickens,” gasped Dob
Cherry, “I vever koew Smithy was s0
jolly gooddempered lLefore! We shall

sec hin sprouting wings soon ab this
rate | ] . ]
“What the dickens i3 he pulling

Bunter’s leg for ¥ asked Jobuny Dull.
“Oh1" zasd Bob, 1 supposze that's
ib!  But why?” i
“Coodness knows! Dut that's it] 1
suppose he's going to jape the fat ass
somehow | Serve him jolly well pight!”
“Hear, Licar!™ grinned DBob.
Obwiously the Bounder had =ome
reason, not staled, foy his amazing for-
bearance with the [at Owl., What it
waz, tho chums of the Remove could
not guess. LBut foollball claimed thewm,
and they very soon forgob the fab
existenco of William George Dunter.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Find !
ILLY DBUNTER blinked yather
B enriously and rather uneasily at
Herbert Vernon-Smith, as they
walked down to the gates.

But Smithy was quite good-tempered
and clieerful, and ilie fat Owl was ve-
assurod.

Lvidently, to Bunter, the Bounder
really was keen on showing off zo
extremeli ereditable a pal, in so0
fashionable 2 spot as tho bunshop at
Courtfield. True, ho scemed never to
have thought of it Defore, DBut there
could hardly be any doubt of it now, us
he was marching Bunter off to ibat
spread, after hearing the fat Owl talk.
ing out of his hat. It was like Dilly
Bunter to swell with importance when
ho had an impression that lie was realidy
wanted. Outside the rates, he halted.

“Walking it? he asked.

“Yes, come cn’t

“What about ringing for a faxit”
asked Bunter.

“T'm walking," , .

“Well, look here, Smithy, i's a jolly
long walk to Courtlield across tho
common 1 objected Bunter, “Aud I'll
tell you what, as youw're standing tho
spread, 'l stand the taxi. That's i,
You ean lend me Lhe money—"

*Are you coming ¥’

“I'm not walking! eaid DBunter
firmly, © Miles and miles? IF you want
my company, Vernon-Smith, you can do
the decent fIliﬁﬁ: T wilhng to tea
with you st the bunshop, and let people
think we're fricnds: but I'm not walk-
irg miles and miles, and that’s that.”

*Pleaso yourself I zaid Smithy.

He stavted walking.

Dilly Bunter blinked after him. Then
he ent after him. Ieen as the Donnder
seemed on his compauy that hali-holi-
day, e did not seem keon cuongh on it
o stand a taxi. Billy Dunter wanted
to spread himself, and display his fat
importance: but still more, he wanied
the spread. :

#1—I say, I don’t mind wallking, if
vou'ra keen on i, Smithy 1" he pasped
as e overtook tho Bownder. “1 say,
lets walk as far as the comer, and
pick up the motor-bus, what

“You can pick up all the motor-hinzes
vou like ™ agreed the Dounder. ¥ LI'm
walking.*? :

“Well, lock here, I'll {ake the melop-
bus, and wait for yvou at the bonshop,
what?’ suggested Dunter,

¥ Dn_[:’ sudd Simithy, “IH I douw’t turn
]

13 Eh ?1J

“If I don't turn up ”'

"y dear chap, I'm not taking the
bus! I—I'd rather walk ™

“Come on, then!”

And they walked. )

At the corner of Qak Laue, instead of

g silly tricks on a fellow ! D’'m jolly sorry I came with younow ! Owl™

wailing for the motor-bus from Ruol-
civife, as Bunter ardently desived, they
jeft the road to take the short cut over
Courtlield Common. i

‘The Bounder walked on lwiskly by
ibe footpath over the [rosty graoss. Billy
Linter puffed and blow siter Lim.

When Bunter had done half o mule,
Dunter needed a rest. When le had
dJone a mile, ha felt that if he did not
have & rest his Little fat legs  wonld
collapse under him. He gruuted, lw
panted, he gasped, and he Eurglml For

breatl, A deep frown wrinkled lis fat
brow, and he gave Vernon-Smilh
inimieal blinks through his big
spectacles.

“1I zav, vou beast, stop & it 1™ gasped
Bunter at last. “We've got plenly of
time! I'm not going to walk wy legs
off to please you!”

“0Oh, all right!” said the DBounder, -
“1 know where there's o log, o bit
favther on—you can sit on 1t and rest.”

Buntor snorted | He did nobt want io
witlk a hit farther om, but on the other
Liandd, be did not want to et on dawp
grass, He plugped onward.

They followed the track through
frocen bracken and brambles, shicting
ithe pond on the common. Near ihe
pers] was a log, as the Dounder had
cakd, ond Bunter almost tottered to i,
aud zat down.

* Oooocgogh ” he gasped.

“Vired 7 asked Smithy.

“*Beast 1™ was Bunter's reply.

The Dounder laughed, and stoowd with
oug  foot resting on the log, while
DBunter sat there and gasped.

'There was a sardonio grin on Smithy's
face,  Any fellow but Buuter might
have puessed that the Bounder hal
some veason -of his own for bringing the
fat junior there—but it did not ocouy
to Billy Bunter’s podgy intellect,  Cold
#s the day was, the perspiration trickled
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down Bunter's fat face, and hiz mind
was fully occupied with the fatigue of
Lis podgy limbs and the awiul prospect
of the other mile that had still to be
walked.

“Too tired to eat any toffce?” asked
the Bounder. )

Buonter sat up and took notice at once,

“ No fear! ot any?¥

The Bounder {gr:nne;]. and took a
packet of toffee from his pochet.

“{atch ¥ he said.

o tossed the tofles to Bumter. It
missed Duntec’s fat hand—as perhaps
Smithy intended—and dropped.

“Clumsy ass!” said Bunter.

Iie stooped to pick up the toffea. As
I did so, the Bounder gave the log
a shove with his foot, and 1t rolled.

Dump |

“Yoo-hoop ¥ roared Bunter, az the
loz rolled from under him, and he sat
down on the hard, unsympatheiic carth.

“Ia, ha, ha!” rogred the Bounder

“Ow! Beast! Wow!" roared Bunter.
“You silly ass, playing silly tricks on a
fellow! I'm Jolly sorry 1 came with

vou now ! Ow ™
I'he Bounder stood laughing.
Liilly Bunter, crimson with
serambled to his fest.
Weathy as he was, however, he did

wrath,

ANOTHER STUNNING SCHOOL STORY IN—

not forget the tofles, and he stooped to
pick it up. .

Then he gave a jump.

“Oh crikey! What's that

In a hollow of the earth, revealed by
the moving of the log, lay s packet—
wrapped in brown paper. tied with
string, and sealed,

Bunter blinked at it in amazement.

Vernon-Smith did not seem to have
noticed it. Which was rather odd, as
the Bounder was blessed with very keen

oyesight. DBut it was the short-sighted
Owl who spotted it. i ;
He picked it up, blinking at it

through his big spectacles.

“1 say, Smithy, look at this!™ he ex-
claimed in great excitement. * Look!"

“Eh?"” drawled the Bounder. * Found
semething 7

“Look, you ass! I say, it's sealed
with sealing-wax—the same colour wax
as that vou were getting from Mrs.
Mimble this murn.in%f! 1 say, Bmithy,
I fancy there’s something ;tol y valuable
in this—lock at the way it's sealed up !
exclaimed Bunter.

Vernon-Bmith glanced at it carclessly.
Billy Bunter sat on the log again with
tha sealed packet on his kneces. He
started sucking toffee—even in the ex-
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citement of that
strange find,
Bunter did not for-
et the tolfec.

DBut he was ex-
tremely  interested
in that scaled
packet. It did not
ogeur  to Buanter
that Vernon-Smith
had ever seen 1t
before. Certainly it
was not likely to
oceur to him  that
YVernon-Smith  had
placed it therp that
morning, and had
specially brought
him along in the
afterncon to And it !

*1 sav, Bmithy,
I found it you
know ' said Bunter.
“Tt must be some-
thing voluable
sealed up like that !

Findings keepings,
vou koow 1
“Let's have a

squint at 1t ! =aid
the Rouncder,

designed and “It's mine, you

" FROG* Aero- know 1" zaid Bunter
Armly. "I saw it

first—you never saw

it at all wll I

picked it up. Don’t
you prob making ouk
that vou had any-
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been hidden under
the log,” seid the
Bounder  gravely.
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the log, you
wouldnt have
spotted 1t, I fancy.™

“Well, I did spot
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“That's all right, fathead—I hed
nothing to do with it!” esaid tho
Bounder. “But I wounldn't advize you

to keep it ;

“-Findings keepings!™ snid Bunter.,

“You fat ass! 1t must have been
hidden under the log—left tifl enlled
for,” said Verton-Smith. “ And it looks
to me a jolly good deal like that packet
that Wharten found on the beach, and
that turned out to have smuggled goods
in 1it. You may lond vourvself in prutt;f
serious trouble, Bunter, if vou don't
bhand it over to the police at once.”

“Oh crikey ! gasped Buonier,

“By gum, if it's reallv smuzgled
goods, old Grimey will jump when von
take 1t into the police station,” said tho
Bounder, ""No end of eredit for you,
Bunter—you'll be seeing vour name in
the newspapers over this.”

“Think 307" gasped Bunter.

“Look here, perhaps vou'd  better
hand it to me——"

“0h, really, S8mithy "

*If there's any reward—-"
_*Why, vou beast!” roaved Dunter,
indignactly. “Cateh mo handing it to
you! T found it, didu't I? You had
nothing to do with it! You never even
gsaw it, till T picked it vp and showed it
to you. If there’s any reward, I'm
jolly well going to put in for it. it vou
start making out that you had anything
to do with finding it, Smithy—"

" Look here—" )

. “Beast! You had nething to do with
15! hooted Bunter. “You just hap-
pened to be with me, that's all.” Bunter
roge from the lop. “1'm jolly well
going to take this to the police station
at once.”

“Like me to come wilh you®"”

“Wo, I jolly well wonldn't! You
leep out of it!"” snorted Bunter. “I
found it, didn't I? You don't come into
it at all. Jolly mean, I call it, meking
oul. that you I"md anvthing to do with
it because there may be a reward.”

The Bounder grinned.

“I'm jolly waﬁ oing to walk straight
across to the road, and pick up tho
motor-bus  into Courtheld [ declared
Bunter. * You needn’t eoma! You ecan
walk. as vou're so fond of wallking.”

“0h, ell right!™ said Smithy. “Go
ahead ! After all, vou found it

“Of course I did!™

“Bee you at the bun-shop later, then,”
said the Bounder,

And Billy Bunter, with the scaled
racket under his arm, rolled away,
making a dircct line for the Courtlield
roed, where he waitod for the next
motor-lus comiug along from Redelyife,

boarded the same, and rolled on intoe
Clourthield.

Herbert

L]

‘ Vernon-8mith  sanulered
away, his hands in his pockels, a prin
on his face. That packet, which Carne
of the Sixth had roeted out from under
the floor in Compton’s study, was on its
wayv to Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield,
without the Dounder appearing in the
matter at all. And Compton, on hia
motor-bike, was earrving awav the
dummy packet Vernon-Smith had put
in its place—he lad ne deubt of that,
ITis only regret was that ho would not
Lba able (o sre the faco of Ceptain
Compfon, the  xachtzman-smuggler.
when he opened the dud packet, and
!“:'".”ifl the cinders nnd lumps of coal
inside,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Smuggler!
APTAIN COMPTON, in those
@ very. momenis, was scated at the

window of a private room in_an
] inn, o fow milez on the farther
eide of Lanthiam,
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From the window, the captain of the
Firefly was watching the road, in the
clear frosty simbight of the December
afternoon, evidently in expectation of
an arrival. His eyes fell on a motos-
eyclist coming up the road-—a hand-
gome, athletio fellow, whose pleasant
boyish face hore a distant, Heeting re-
semblance to the captain’s own bronzed,
hard-hitten visage.

Compton of the Fifth ran his machina
into the inn yard, and a few minutes
later & waiter tapped at the door of
the captain’s room, and showed the
Greyiriars fellow in.

Valentine Compton came in, and
shook hends with the captain, as the
wailter eclozed the door and retired.

Mot till the man was gone did he slip
his hand under his overccat and drow
o pecket from a hidden pocket.

Captain Compton’s eyes glinted as
he glanced at 6. Compton laid it on
the table, and his uncle immediately
threw a newspaper over it.

“No mistake this time?” he said.

“ No I

Valentine Compton's manner was
abrupt. Heo stood by the window, look-
ing out, and the eaptain, resuming his
seat, gazed at the handzome profile.

“Wind up? he asked, with a faint
EnCer,

" Nao 1"

“What's the trouble, then "

Compton of the Fifth did not answer.
Hiz brow was moody, and Greyfrines
fellows, who always saw him smilin
and cheerful, would have been surprise
if they could have se¢n him now. Thers
was a black and bitter depression in his
handsome face.

“It's not so safe a game as we fancied
at first,” said the captain, speaking
in a low tone, his eyes still keenly on
the boy's avertad face. “When wea
found out the secret passage from the
sea-cave to Greyfriars, it looked like
absolutely plain sailing. It was =&
natural proceeding to place my nephew
at my own old Eﬂﬁﬂﬂi. If you exerveised
eommon care, there was no room for

suspicion—the thing was fool-proof.
What have you done to arouse
suspleion 77

* Nothing.”

“I tell you,” =aid the captain, “that
you &re suspected—as I warned you in
my letter in code the other day. Some-
cne ab the school knows.”

Compton made no answer.

“"The packet you placed in the hollow
oak at Lantham disappeared before it
could be collected I went on the cap-
tain. “The hollow oak, of course, can-
not be used again. Bome other place
must be found. We must not meet too
often, even at a distance from the
school. ‘That packet was talken by some-
ane at Greviriars.”

“How is it possible?”

“It is & fact! I tell you, I rang up
sour Form-master on his telephone, to
ask to speak to you; and someone else
answered=1 believe 1t was a boy's voice,
but I cannot be sure. Whoever it was,
knows !” said the captain savagely.
“He told me that he had taken the
ga;cket from the hollow cak! Whoever

¢ wag, he must have been in Mr,
Prout's study, and he tock my eail—
and you can guess my feelings when he
made such a statement. Have ryou
found out who 1t wasi”

“Have you an cnemy in the echool 2

L8] Gn& !.”‘

A fellow named Carne, in the Sixth
Form.”
“Then it was he 12

Compton laughed harshly. The cap

tain's eyes glinted at him.

“1Iz this a laughing matter, you young
focl " he snapped.

“1f Carne knew, all the school would
know, and the authorities, too!* said

impton.  “Carne suspects me of some-
thing—1 hardly know what! He came
to my study and said so—last week—and
for tha moment I fancied he knew. But
he does not, and cannot! I believe he
suzpects me of breaking some rules of
the scheol, on which he might be able to
vail me, as a prefect.” He laughed
again, “DBut he knows nothing of the
truth.” :

“"How can you be sure?

“Of courso I am surel” snapped
Compton. “He loathes me—bhe would
slop at nothing in his malice. He iz in
disgrace now for having tried to crock
me for a football match, and getting the
wrong man., If he knew this—if he even
began to suspect it—he would shoub 1t
from the housctops.”

“Bomeons knows.”

It is not Carne, and esannot be”
“Have you any other enemy 7"
i None !

The captain gnawed his lip. His talk
on Mr. Prout's telephone with the
Bounder of Greyfriars had puzzled,
alarmed, and utterly mystified him.

“From what you =ay, somecne
knows!” said Valentine Compton.
‘“But I have no enemy except Carne—
whe does not know. Neaither is the man
who knows, my enemy. Ii he were, why
should he keep silent?”

“That 15 what puzzles me—perplexcs
me—beats me !” said Captain g.f)mpt.ﬂn.
“Whoever he is, he acts both as an
enemy and a friend! He must have
watched you place the packet in the
hollow eoak in Lantham Chase, or he
eould not have taken it away. Yet,
with such proof in his hands, he has said
nothing. The packet was sent by par-
cels post to the police from Lantham-—by
him. 2o far, ho was acting on the side
of the authorities. Yet he keeps the
secref. Valentine, what does it, and
what can it, meani” ;

The Fiith Former of Greyiriars shook
his head.

“1It is no use asking me,” he said.
can’t begin to understand it ¥

“You've kept your eyes open?”

“ Naturally.”

“¥on have spotted no one watching
rou, taking an interest in your actions
or correspondence ™

¥Only the fellow I've mentioned—
Carne ! Ha is 2 spying kind of fellow.
But he knows, and can know, nothing.”

[1] 1

“Nothing has Dbeen said in the
scheel 17

* Nothing.”

“There iz no hint—no rumour—no
whizper

* None M

“ And vor,” said the eaptain, “there is
one who knows! e has set himself fo
defeat yon, that iz elear from his
actions. Yet he has not spoeken! Can
he be waiting and watching for conelu-
sive proof? Is that i@

Compton shrugged his shoulders.
“¥You do not seem to care a great
deal 1" snarled the smuggler.

The Greyiriare Fifth Former turned
towards Dbim, and looked him in the
face. His own face was set and bitter.

“No,” he said, “I don’t care much!
I'm sick of i1 It's wrong—it's wrong
and rotten—and I'd be glad to throw up
the whole thing! And—and I shouldn't
be sorry if I had to throw it up!®
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not the Goods |
VALEHTINE COMPTON flung

out the words in & passionate
outburst. He stood silent after

_ he had spoken—and the captain
did not speak.

For a long minute there was silence,
But dark, grim anger was gathering in
the bronzed face of the captain of the
Firefly. His deep-set eyes were fixed on
tha boy’s face—and Cnnn‘ﬁ)tm turned
away his head at last, and looked out
of the window again, at the road, and
Lantham in the distance.

The captain broke the silence at last.

" You young fool I”

“Fool, if you like 1* muttered Comp-
ton. “Better & fool than 8 rogue! And
this is roguery! Breaking the laws of
the country we live in ¥

" What larm does it do a soul to bring
a silk dress, or a diamond ring, into the
country we live in?" sneered the cap-
!E%ﬂ. “Whe is & penuy the worsa for
1

“1 don’t know. But—"

“But you have been getting new, and
foolich, ideas into your head,” said tho
captain. “Not long age, you were keen
on the game” _

“I was a fool then, as you have

called me  now,” zaid “Compton
moodily. "It seemed to me an adven-
ture—a risky szort of adventuroc—us

against the Cuostoms officers—a battle of

wits, and ne harm dona! But—*
“il‘m ashed you, where's the harm ™
Compton made a restless gesture,

“I's breaking the law! It's not a
crime, I suppose; but—but if every
man broka the laws that didn't suit
him, what would happen? A man
ought to toe the line, and stand by the
laws of his own country—like & fellow in
a football tean playing for the side.”

"“What about unjust lawa?” said the
cantain sag{lﬁnicall]_v. “Home of tho
horoes of history have st themselves up
against unjust laws—you can read of
them in your school books.”

. know!  But—but they weren't
ﬂfter profits, T suppose,” said Complon.

Are you doing this'because vou think
protective laws are unjust?”

The captain did not answer that,

“A man onght to stand for the Iaw 1”
went on the schoolboy. * long as
Iiman nature’s imperfect, some laws
will always be unjust. Do vou think a
farmer ought to ba allowed to shoot tha
tithe collector, because he's eonvineed
that the tithe laws are unjust? We'va
got to take the rough with the smooth,

and play up according to yulesl|
T — :" ] -
f:ﬂ:d&s,”i' I've thought it over, amd—

“ And what 7

“You made me think as vou do: but
—but  yow're wrong,” said Compton.
“You can call smuggling free trade, if
you like; but—if others have to pay
the tavilf, and you don't, you pet a
mean  advantage over them. That'e
where your profit comes in, in fact. It's
roiten and mean! Is not playing the
game 1

“Did they teach you this at Groy-
friarg?” asked the captain sarcastically.
“¥ou did not think like this on bourd
the Firefly.”

“I ihought as you did, I suppose, and
only since I've been away from you I've
begun fa think for myself. On the Fire.
fly it secmed more like a risky adven-
ture, too. But at the school—keeping
secrets—sneaking down a secret passage
in the dark-—hldini things undor the
Aoar of my study. I've made friends in
the schaol, and feel sometimes that I
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dare not look them in the face. It's
different, soruchow, et Greyiriars.”

“8o it seemsd” gncered the captain.
“This is my reward for placing you at
my old school 1

“I'm not ungrateful,”
Compton, * buat———-"

“I think you are. Who stood by you
when you were a emall kid, left by your
father without & bean?  Your father
went ivery hunting in Central Africa,
and disappeaved there. leaving you on
my hands. Did I'stand by you, or not "

“1 koow you did.”

“I've never been a rich man. You've
had a full shara of all I had—the best of
everything, so far as I could contrive it.
Youw've spent half your time at sea—
half on shore in good eircumstances, 1
hear that you're making your mark in
football at your school. Who gave you
the chance? Would sou ever have been
a member of & football ¢lub if'I had run
a tramp steamer instéad of a smuggling
vacht I
* Compton did not answer,

“You say you'd be glad to throw it

muttered

“1 would 1" gaid Compton stubbprnly.

“Jt's rether late to think of that.
Where do I come in?"

No answer.

“"You'd turn me down—now that tho
time has come for you to make vourself
real%r useful to me.”

“No: but——"

“What do you mean, then ™

"“If you sailed a cargo Lramp I'd sail
with you, and prefer it lo the Firefly,
I should be able to look decont fellowa
in the face.”

“Hardly. How manr would
meet, in tarry tronsers and a
jersey, on & cargo tramp?”

*1 shouldn’t care for that.

#] think von would when the time
eame. I've stood by you, Valentine,
when you had no other help, and now
it's {I‘E fo you to stand by me."

“Was that why von slood by me,
then—to make use of me later?” asked
the Greviriars fellow bitterly.

]‘Tim sea-captain compressed his hard
1P&.

“Teave it at that 1" he said, in a low,
bitter tone. “Throw me over if you
like. If you den't believe as I do, if
-ou want to strike out for vourself, leave
it at that. I'm a hard man, but I'm not
hard enough to hold vou if Fou want to
steer your own course. Leave it ab
that.” ;

Compton looled at him. o

“You've been pood to me,” he said, in
a low voice. "I owe you everything.
If you'll chuek it, unele. I'll chuek 1t,
tog, and be glad of it. T'll work like a
nigger on a carge tramp, if—"

“I's & long time since I was at Grey-
friars,” said Captain Compton, with a
sour smile, " Perhaps I've forgotten
what I learned there. Neo, I'm not
chucking it~—no cargo tramping for me,
Valentine. But stand out of the game.
1 shall stand by you just the same. I
shan’t lot yon down, Keep on at Grey.
friars. Go vour ewn way, while I go
mine, After all, ii"s a risky game;
vou're better out of it."

Compton's eves fashed.

“Do vou think I care for that—that
I've given it a thought?” he exclaimed.
“It's not that—it's not that 1"

* Whether you've thought of it or net,
it's a risky game,” sawd the captain
quietly, *and twice as risky for me,
without your help. But I'm not hold-
mg: yon, Go your own way."

ompton breathed harvd.

“Your way 15 my way,” he said.
“Goodness knows, I'd face anything if
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you'd throw it over. IF you won't, I'm
standing in with you."

“Then talk sense,” said the captei
*and me more nonsense 1 He dismisse
the matter with a gesture. “Keep to
business. You've got to find out who it
is that has spotted you at the school.
He cannot be sure of what he has found
ocut, or he would have given you away.
That's the only conclusion I can come
to, though I admit I'm puzzled. You've
ne¢f¥ Iﬂzen followed to the sea-cave?”

No.

“"You must have been watched that
day at Lantham. Did you notice any
Greyfriars fellow there ¥

“Flalf the school was there, to watch
a football match.”

“ Another time you will take care to
gee whether you are shadowed. This
afternoon, for example.”

“A fellow in my Form came out on a
spin with me. I dropped him a few
miles from the school—on the other side
of Greyfriars. I've covered fovty miles,
round about, to get here, 'That's all
right.” _ .

‘The hiding-place you speak of in
your study—is ‘Lﬁi_lt safe 1

“A loose hoard under the carpet.
I've screwed it down, and I draw the
serews every time I use ik

The eaptain laughed.

“That should be zafe enough. And
you leave nothing there long?”

“I have to pick my time to get
through the secret panel. It's out of
buunfs, of course. But nothing’'s ever
]in my hands for more than twenty-four
wurs,”

“Zafe enough, I should say.  But you
must keep on the watch. Wo cannot
afford to lose another lot, as happened
at Lantham that day.” Captain
Compton tapped tho packet under the
newspaper on the table. “This means a
thousand pounds, Valentine—nothing
less than that. I've been uncasy about
it. I did not feel sure of it till you
handed it to me. After what happened
last time—" e

“You've never told me what's in itV

“No need for you to know,” said the
captain. “The less yon Lknow, the

better, in case of trouble some day.”

“Jf there's trouble, I shall stand by
vou to face 1t.”

“Mot if I can leave you out,
Valentine. I repeat, that the less you
know, the better.”

“Oh, I'm not curious 1" said Compton,
“1 know it's contraband. I don’t want
to know more than that. That's more
then enough I he added bitterly.

And ho smp[lmd closer to the window,
and deliberately turned his back as the
captain rose to examine the parcel.

Unheeding, he heard the sound of un-
wrapping paper. But he turned sud-
denly as he heard a gasping ery of rage
and amazement. i

“ What—" exclaimed Compton.

He stared at the sea-captain.
Captain Compton was bhending over

the opened packet on the fable, his
bronzed face almost white, his cves start-
ing, his lips drawn back from his teeth
in & snarl like a wild animal. .

The Greyiriars semior stared at him
Llankly.

“What——" he repeated.

He started at the furious look the gea-
captain turned on him.

"Tool ! Dolt 1" hissed Captain
Compton. " Look, fool—lock! What
ig thiz? What does this mean

Valentine Compton locked into tho
open packet. He gave a jump as he saw
a collection of einders and coal, It was
the sight of that stariling aszsortment
Ehat made the eaptain’s face livid with

ury.

“The packet has been out of vour
har}dsl” Eiﬁ-ﬁﬂd the captain. )
“Not for one moment!” said tho
Greyfriars Fifth Former. “1I got it
from the cave, unseen. I stacked it
under the floor of my study, and serewed
down the board. It was there when I
fetched it before I started out this after-
:iituﬂn. No one has seen it, or touched
" “Fool I” almost shricked the captain.
1 packed the packet with my own
hands on the Firvefly before it was run
into the cave. This is not the same
packet, Look at it! Cinders and coal,
acked inte a chocolate box| Do you
anoy I used a confectioner’s box? Do
you imagine that I packed cinders and
coal P
“It is the samo
Compton, bewildered.
It is mot, fool! The packet has been
taken, This has been left in its place.
So much for the safety of the hiding-
place in your study! ho has played
this trick? It looked the same. I had
no doubt when you handed it to me. It
has been deliberately made up to louk
the same, to waigiih the same, but it is

packet 1" said

aot the saine packet.,™

Valentine Compton did not answer
that. Amazing as it was it was evi-
dently true, It was not the same packet

that he had brought up secretly from
the sea-cave and hidden under the floor
of his study in the Fifth. Its appear-
ance had hbeen the same—till it was
oprened,  But obviously it was not, and
could not be, the same packet !

Amazement held him dumb.

A stream of savage worda poured
from the enraged smuggler.

But Compton did not speak. He could
only stand and stoere at tﬁg packet, feel-
ing as if his head was turning round
in his bewilderment.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Is Bucked !

11 ALLO! Hallo | Hallo |
H Bunter looks bucked !V

Bunter did |

Every fellow who observed
Billy DBunter roll into the House
observed that Billy Bunter looked
bucked.

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling
rather  bucked themselves, aving
walked all over Temple's teamn at
Soccer. But their bucked state, com-

fla.rm] with Billy Bunter's, was as moon-
1ight unta sunlight, as water unto wine.
The fat Owl of the Remove seemed to
be walking on air,

“I say, you fellows—" chirrupod
Dunter,

"“Had & topping spread?” asked
Nugent, with a chuckle.
“0Oh, not bad!™ sald Bunter. I

found time to tea with S3mithy at the
bunshop, as I said I wouid. But I've
been rather busy. I say, you fellows,
what do vou think?"

“Y think you'd better wash that jam
off your faco before you go in to calling-
over,” egaid Bob Cherry.

“Eht Is there any jam on my
face?” asked Bunter. "l’ had o few
tarts. 1 must say Bmithy wasn’t mean
about the spread! Of course, ho was
rather bucked, having me with him to
show off—="

“You howling ass!” said Harry Whar-

ton.,  “What the dickens did Smithy
take vou out to tea fori”

“Tiht Swank, of course!” gaoid
Bunter. * Showing me off—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

“Blessed if I sea anythiog to cackle

at] I aa-i.;, vou fellows, what do you
think? Those jolly old smugglers—"
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“ Fool !

Delt ! ** hissed Capiain Compton.
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* What is this—whal does it mean 7 ** Valentine Compion looked Into the

open packet. Ho gave a jump as he saw & colleetion of cinders and coal.  ** This is not the same paeket I had on the Firefly.
Who has played this trick ? '* Valentine Compton could not answer—amazement keld him dumb !
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“What

" Bmugglers 1M

“Tve done them in ihe eye ! grinned
Bunter.

“¥You bave® gasped Bob Cherry.

“¥ea, rather! Smithy had nothing
to do with it. I didn't even mention
his name at the police station. Why
should I? He had absolutely nothing
to do with it. I found the packet.”

“What packet? howled Bob,

“The contraband packet!™ grinned
Buanter. *'Like the oune you found on
the beach, \Wharton, weeks ago, Re-
member?  Like the one old Grimey
got by parcels post. You remember he
came here about it, -because he'd found
out it was a fellow in & Greyfriars cep
posted it at Lentham. Well, this was
just the same-—hidden under a log on
Courtheld Common, you know; and I
found it.”

“0h, my hat ™

“You see, I'd sat down to rest—that
beast Smithy would walk, though I
offered te stand a taxi. ell, sat
down on e log, near the pond, ond it
hoppened to shift when I moved, and
there was the paeket, sealed up with a
lot of sealing-wax. I took it straight to
the police station at Courtfield. Bmithy
didn't suggest 1t. I thought of it at
onae. o should have seen old
Grimey's face when I handed it over 1
"!.'.'.'IIHIEHF Wharton & Co. gazed at the fat

wl

“He thanked me ! said Bunter, with
dignity, “He said it was o public
service, So it was! But he only
grunted when I nsked him if there
would be & reward.”

“Ha, ha, ha *

“1 say, you fellows, it looks as if the
smuggling gang are busy_ round theso
parts 1” said Bunter. “Fancy hiding
contraband goods under a log on the
comumon, you know ! All ready for some

of the gang to pick up, of coursel I
advised Inspector Grimes to have the
spot watched for them, and he—"

“ Pulled your ear for your cheek ™

“0Oh, really, Wharton! HHe said he
was very busy, and a man showed me
out.,” said unter, “I was rather
pressed lor tinve myself, as I was gomng
to the bunshop. But, I say, you fellows,
don't dyuu think there ought to be a
reward T

“T'he consciousness of having per-
formed a public service should be
sufficient rewsrd, my dear boy!” said
Bob Cherry solemnly.

“Well, that's all right,. of course, but
I think I'd like something in band,
too [ said Bunter. ** Anyhow, if there's
any reward, it's mine | mitﬁy had ab-
solutely nothing to do with it. It was
Iying right under his nose, and he never
epotted 1t. I did the whole thing. Hoe
wanted to come barging in at the police
station with me, you know, making out
that he had a hand in it; but I wasn't
sl;i:atiding that. I never even mentiohed

tmn,*

Billy Bunter rolled on, to tell his
startling story to many interested
heareys. It was seldom that anyone in
the Remove wanted to hear Billy Bunter
talk, But he found plenty of hearers
now. qhis was the third time that a
packet of contraband goods had turned
up in the neighbourhood of Greyiriars,
and. naturslly, the matter had been a
good deal talked about. Bunter, for the
present, had the limelight, as the fellow
who had found the goods; and limelight
was & thing that Bunter dearly 131'&::{;:

Harry Wharton left his friends and
went out into the guad, with & wrinkle
of thought in his brow. He was look-
ing for the Bounder, and he found him
sauntering in the quad, his hands in his
&::n:]-:ets,' and & cheery grin on his face,

‘hat grin widened as Wharton came up.

“Been Bunter?” drawled Smithy.

“¥es. Did he real y find anything on
Courtfield Common {'

" Quite [

“It's true, thent”

“You've got it.”

Wharton locked steadily at the
Bounder's mocking face.

“What does this mean, Vernon-
smith? I know jolly well that it was

you found that packet st Lantham and
sent it (o Grimey by parecels post.  Did
you find this one, too?”

" Bunter found it,” said the Bounder

atrily.

Wf‘:a.rtﬂn made an impatient gesture.

“1 wondered why you were taking
him to tea at Courtfield. I know now.
You took him there to find that packet
because he's asa ennu%h to have the wool
pulled over his eyes.

“Think so?”

“Well, it’s pretty clear. I can't make
out how you've done it, but if you know
gnything about the smugglera—and it
seema that you do——"  Wharton
paused. “What gamﬂ are you playing,
Vernon-3mith?  What's the big idea In
keeping yourself in the background 1™

“ Modesty 1” explained the Bounder.
"Haven't you noticed thet I always waa
a it of a shy violet? My shrinking
nature jibs af publicity.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass! If you know
anythine about a amug%har it's vour
duty to go stiraight to the police and
tell them '™ said Wharton bluntly.

“1 asked yvour advice once, old bean,
and you advised me to hold my tongue,
The responsibility’s yours.” ]

“That was when you were talking
about your idiotic suspicion of Compton
of the Fifth ' zaid Wharton grullly.

The Bounder laughed.

Harry Wharten gave a start. Ile
cavght the Bounder by the arm, ;

“Smithy ! Yon can't mean—you don b

ki

mean to =ay ! :
“1 don't mean to say anything " said
Tug Micxer Iapgary.—Na. 1,504.
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the Bounder deliberately. “I was in
doubt at first, as any fellow might jolly
well have beer. I asked your advice,
as my Form captain, and Quelch’s head
boy, and you advised me to hold my
tongue. took your advice—and I'm
still taking i6!"

Tha captain of the Remove drew n
deep breath ; .

“Compton's as straight as s dic!” he
said. " I've never said & word of what
vou said on that subject. I'm not going
to, and if you still think the same you're
a fool for your pains!”

“Leave it at that ! said the Bounder
lightly.

Wharton gave him a hard lool; but
there was only mockery to be read in
the Bounder's frece. But in Whartan's,
ng he torned away, there was a cloud
of troubled thought. He did not, and
eould not, believe that a splendid fellow
like Compton of the Fifth would do a
shady - and unlawful thing:  ‘Tho
Bounder's belief seemed to him abso-
Iutely fantastic. And vet
_ He passed somo Fifth Form men as
lio went back to the ouse. Coker of
the Fifth was speaking to Potter and
Crveenc,

“Hasn't come vot? DBlessed if
I know where le's.gob.-to! That man
Compton's a jollv decent chap, .but he's
vather a fﬂ{li!. Fancy a man taking
the wrong turning. when I velled at him
which one to talke! What?”

“Then wvou missed him?" grioned
Eotter. ]

“He missed me!” said Coker. "1
went after him, but never femnd him,
and haven't seen him since. Dit of an
asg—what 7

Potter and Groene grinned. Perhaps
they suspocted that Compton had tired
of the entrancing company of Horace
Coker, and had taken that wrong turn-
m% for that reason. ) .

ut Wharton felt something lilke a
weight on his heart. He had not_for-
gotten what Billy Bunter bad said, of
Carne’'s words to Wingate.

Carne of the Sixth had said that
Compton would loge Coker on that spin
and clear off by himself, for hiz own
reasons. Bunter had  told  twenty
fcllows, at lesst, and every one of them
had put Carne'as words down to Carne’s
envy, and malice, and suspicionsness
What would they say now}! Evidently
Carne had been right; he had foreseen
that Compton would lose Horace Coker
out of gates, and Compton had lost him,

“Hallo, Coker!” Wingabe of the
Sixth came up. “Where's Compton?
Wasn't he with you this afternooni”

“The silly nss turned the wrong
corner befors we'd been out half an
hour,” answered Colker. “Nice chap,
but a bit of o fool [

“0Oh 1" said Wingate.

VWharton noticed the perplexed ex:
pression on Wingate's face as he walked
away., DBvidently the Greyiriars cap-
tain had been struck by the curious
ciremmnstance  that Carne’s prediction
had been verified,

Wharton went slowly into the House.
In the Rag he found Billy Bunter going
strong. Quite & crowd was listening to
tho fat Owl. :

“I say, vou follows, I did the whole
thing | “If Smithy makes out that he
had anything to do with it don’t you
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believe him! The fact is, I rather sus.

peted that there might bo amuﬂthmi%
Eiddcn under that log, and I—I turnec
it over to logk, and there it wasl
Smithy had nothing at all to do with it.
MNever saw it ab all till I picked it up.
Blind as an owl, you know!l It was
me—angd Smithy doesn’t como into the
picture at ali .

‘Evidently the Bounder had sliown his
usital sagacity in sclecting DBuanter to
make that discovery i1f he wanted to
romain in the background. Bunter way
not the man to led Lim come into the
foroground.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kind Invitation Accepted !

i BOUT Chyistrmps [
“Chuek 3t 1™
“1 was poing fo say—""

“Don’t 1
“ Cheistinpgm—"

“Ring off 1"

“AL ﬁhlnter Court—"

“Wha-a-at ¥ cjaculated ihe Famous
Five with one voice, ) .

Banter lhad made an impression, ab
least. )

On Satwrday most of the Greyiriars
fellows were thinkimg of the Form
match that was booked for the after-
noon—Eifth against Sixth.

Form matehes, as a rule, did not draw
crowds, or interest many fellows outside
the Forms concerned, but thisdpa.rtimﬂa.r
Form maich was as big a draw as a
school match, With the help of that
wonderful new man, Compton, the Fifth
werp going to beat the Sixth—at lesst,
they had no doubt thet they wero. Any
gama in which Compton played was
sure to draw a crowd; fellows would go
in swarms merely to sce him in a prac
tice ‘pm]{-u . Harry Wharten & Co.
had decided to put all other matters off
that hall-holiday to watch the seniors,
atl £o0 had most other Greyfriars
fellows. Nearly everybody was looking
forward to the afternoon, and as a topie
that Soccer match quite banished theo
Christmas bolidays, near as break-up
was,

Billy Bunter, ¢n_the other hand, was
not wasting a single second of his valu-
alde time thinking abont such a trivial
matter; Bunter's fal thoughts were con-
centrated on the “hols.”

Tord Mouleverer had declined, with-
out thanks, the fat Owl's company for
Christroas.  He had, so to speak, had
some. and did not want any more,
Smithy, who was going abroad with lis
milliosuive pator for the vacation, not
only deelined Dunter as a  fellow-
traveller, but heaved a cushion at Lim
when  Dunter  suggested  it—having,
appavently  quite recovered frem the
desire to swank by showing off Bunicr
as a pal. MHarry Wharton & Co.—afier
all Buuter had done for them !—would
nob even allow. him to raise the subject,
but were ready to boot him if he per-
sisted in so.doing. Which was a state
of affairs that gave Billy Bunter pleniy
of food for thought, and left him littls
fime to think about such trifles as foot-
ball matches. i

In Lreak on Saturday morning he rap
the Famous Five down and restarted,
but Lie restarted on guite & new line.

“At Bunter Court!™ he repeated
firraly., “Did you fellows think I was

oing to propose coming aleng with rou
%m* Christmas? I hope I'm not tha
fellow to fish for invitations. Hardly
in my live, T think.”
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—NEXT WEEK'S FEAST OF FUN AND XMAS ADVENTURE IS TOO GOOD TO MISS !

“Ye gods I* murmured Frank Nugent.
“I'm asking vou men for Christmas,”
eaid Bunter, with dignity. YIE you
don’t want to aceept my invitation, you

can say so, [ suppoze. But I think you.

might be civil about it.”

“What sort ¢f gammen is this?”
asked Johnny Bull, staring at him.

“I really mean it!” said Bunter
“We're having rather a gorgeous time
at Bunter Court these hols—Christmas
parties on rather a large scale; a good
many titled people; and perhaps one
of the princes——="

:fﬂh, my ha’t :i:u ; :

“ Chance for you fellows to mix in a
little really decent society, for once—
what 7 said Buntes ngrwaﬁ]y.

Iarry Wharton & Co. locked at one
another; they thought that th&,lu; knew
their Bunter pretty well, but he had
surprised them this fime.

They were prepared for the fat Owl
to put up any amount of wangling to
land himself on some hapless vietim for
the hols, and the nearer break-up day
came the more desperate grew Bunter's
wangling; but they were noét prepared
to hear him issue invitations on this
lavish scale. Neither did they quite zéo
how Bunter (fourt was going 1o accom-
modate so many visitors—as Bunter
Court, on close inspection, diminished
to a detached villa, not of 1mposing
dimensions,

But the fat Owl seemed in carnest;
he was blinking at them with owllike
seriousness through his big spectacles
and waiting for their answers.

“Well,” seid Harry at Jast, “if you'ro
not gammoning, Bunter—"'

gOh, really, %‘Fhuﬂ:cm——”

“Much obliged old-fat man, but the
kind invitation is declined, with very
many thahiks,'" said the captain of the
Homove gravely. _

And Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and
Frank Nugent nodded assemt. If Billy
RBunter was in earnest they certainly
wanted to be civil, though they had a
suspicion’ thet this was some new form
of wangling that they could not quite
catch on to. They could rather imagine
the expression on Mr. Bunter's face if
his hopeful son arrived home for
Christmas with five fellows to he accom-
modated for the holidays. 8till, an in-
viration was entitled to a polite refusal,
and they refused politely,

Bunter looked hurt..

“Fou won't come ¥ he ashked,

“Thanks all the same ! said Nogent.

“All right,” said Bunter, “if you
won't, you wop't, What I'm particular
ahout chiefly is that we should all be
together this Chyistmas.  That's the
important thing, from my point of view,
T want vou to come home with me; if
vour won'h, I'll come with you.”

“Oh ™

“1 mean it ? said Bunter.

The Famouz Five gazed ab lim,
Thev had suspected some new variety
of wangling; now they saw. The cat
waa ouk of the bag now.

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Wash it out, old fat manl
awny and play 1"

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“T7 wondered what he was after,”
zaid Johnny Bull. “That's it.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Blessed if T see anvthing to cackle
at ! anid nnter warmly. “I've
torned dewn o good many fellows for
vou. Compton of the Fifth would ask
me on & Christmas ernise, if—if I gave
him any encouragement. Temple of
the Fourth would iump at the chance
of taking me home with him. Smithy
would like to show mo off ns o pal, as
he did ot the bunshop the other day,
as you fellows jolly well know., Ive

RBun

for ristmas.

turned them all down for you. I've
asked you, fair and square, {o come to
Bunter Court for Christmas. The in-
vitation’s still open™

“You fat foozler—"

“Hold on, you men!” said Bob
Cherry. H'e. winked at his fricnds
with the eve that was farthest from
Bunter. “If Bunter really feels that
:I[na cgjn’l; part with us for Christinas,

“That's if, old chap!” said Bunter
cagerly. “Pals like us, you know—-"

“ Even Bunter's entitled to the bono-
fit of the doubt,” declared Dob. *“1f
Bunter really fecls that he can't part
with us, it's up to uz to play up. If
we don't go home with him, he will
come -home with us™ .

“BExactly, old fellow!” said Bunter.

“Bo I vote for accepting his mvita-
tion,” said Boh.

1Ihhiﬂ‘]

L] What?llf 3 .

Bob's friends sliared at him. Ib was
perfectly pluin to the whole Co. that
that invitation to Bunter Court meant
one thing, and one thing ouly—another
artfel wangle on the part of the artiul
wangler of the Remove, to land hamsealf
s, Dob, however, did not
seem to see 1t o

“Speaking for =zelf and friends™

snid Tob, “ile invitation is accepted,
Bunter. Bank on ws for DBunter
Court.”

Jolny Bull opened his mouth, o
closed it again, and grinned. The Co.

It will be
YOUR LOSS
if vyvou miss
Next Saturday’s

BUMPER CHRISTMAS
NUMBER !

had canght on by that time. They all
grinoed. .

The expression on  Billy Bunter’s
face, as ho listoned to Bob's: cheery
nceoptance of his kind inwitation, was
rpough to make any fellow grin. It
was cnough to bring one more smile
to the foce of that ancient king who
nover smiled again. _

Bunicr blinked. ITiz jaw dropped.
Tle gasped, almost like "a fish out of
waton,
saila set, suddenly caught in a temn-
pestuons head wind, could neot have
lien more thoroughly taken aback.

Bunter fanly pogpled.

Obviously he had taken it for
granted that his invitation would be
refused,- and that he would then have
a eporting chance, at least, of work-
ing it in reverse order. And his
invitation was scecphed,

Grinning, the Co. played up to Bob
Cherry's lead.

““Well, come to think of it, why not
Christmas with Bunter?" said Harry
Wharton. “Thanks., old man!"

“Tip-top idea!” seid  Nugent
heartily. " Count on us, Bunter!”

“ Al together—what 1 grinned
Johmny Bull, “Might telephone to
your pater for the RHolls to carry us
home—what, Bunter '

“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “Yes! (b
low’ ! T~ mpan—yes! Rather!”
“The delightfulness 1o accept the

honorific invitation is preposierons !
declaved Tlurree Jomzor Ram Smglh.

foel quita famt.

shouted with & hundred others.

A fullvigged ship, with all

27

“I—I say, you fellows—="

“That's settled, then,” said Hob
briskly. “Ilalle, halle, hallo! There's
tha bell 1*

The Famous Five walked away to the
House, grinning, :

Bunter blinked after them, with the

blink of wutter dismay. e had
wanglod, mnot wisely, but foo well
How he was going to got out of this

was rather a problem to the [t Owl
The thought of marching five fellows
in at the Bunter villa, and meecting his
faiher’s anstonished stare, wade him
Ho had io get out of
it somehow. DBut how? That was an
awful problem to Billy DBunter—bug
uite an entertaining problem te tho

amous Five, i

“Wao'll jolly well keep it op to the
last minute,” chuckled Dob, *and
wateh him wriggle—what ¥?

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Dunter made a sudden rosh
after the five.

“I—I zay, you fellows!” ho gas=ped.
“Y say, I forgot to mention one thing !
if my pater happens to—to lhove
one of hiz attacks of I?-:mf. I'm afraut
it will havd to be aff. In that case,
you lkngwi——"

“Tn that case, old chap, we'll help
vour nrse him,* said Dob.

“ Eh

“Yes, rather I said’ Nuagont.
after him, apd cheer him up i

“ But—-""

“Not a word, old fellow,” zaid Dol
“rely on us® _

In third school that morning, Billv
Bunter hod an extremely thoughtful
expression on his fat face.  But if
Mr. Queleh noticed ik and fancied
that Duuter was thinking about his
legsons, ho was  mmstaken. Iilly
Buntey had  comcthing much wore
worrying than lcazons to think of

—

" Look

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Sticking to Bunter!

Vi OAL "
G “ Compton 1"
Y Prive

Harry Wharon & Co.

There
was & swarm on Big Side in the frosy
afternoon watching the Parm mateln
And Blundell’s prediction that ithe
Fiftly were going to beab the Sixith this
time, looked like coming teve. st
goal came to the IFifth belfore the game
was ten minutes old, kicked by the
wonderful pew man,

“Carne looka pleazed,”™ grinned
Vernon-Smitl. _
“"He do—ho does!” chuckied Dob

Cherry.

Clarne was in the Sivth I'orm feam.
Plenty of follows doulded Wingafe's
judgment in playing a4 man who was
believed to be capable of crocking o
football vival. DBut that charge lfwu-'l
been, at any rate, ":!_lﬂt.:'t:nrumhf” and
the Greyfriars captain firinly fook the
view that a man was innocént, unless
he was proved guilty. Anhd he was glad
to give Carne o chanca in tha game,
as some =ort of compensation for heing
dropped out of the first eleven.  Avihure
Clarne wans playing up well, too—per-
haps with zome faint hopo nf Jizplay-
inﬁ such form that ho would vocover
what he had lost.

If so, it was o deluzive hope. Any
fellow on the held could oo that he
was nowhere near Compion's form—
indeed, Caring had to realize it him-
self. Tt was fram Carne’s toa thas
Compton taol: the ball, to slam it in

e dAaesty Lineary.—No. 1504,



2B

the Sixth Torm goal, Leating North
of the Bixth in his citadel with ease,
And the savage, black look that Carne
gave his rival made some of the fellows
shrug  their shoulders, and others
chuckle.

All eyes were on Compton of the
Fifth. The Bounder watched him
nore curiously than any other fellow.
Ho knew that therc must be o welght
on the schoolboy amugiglm 5 mind, uofn-
oasipess in his heart. The changi ﬂf
the pachkets on Wedneaday must
myatified him, and left him no dluuht
that his hEETEt- was known to atb least
one person in tho school. Yet, in his
looks and his manner, there had beon
no sign of it. Now he was at the top
of his form—all matters but  Boecor
cvidontly dismissed from his mind. The

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

b H-]t -Ilﬂ—-u-—--ll-"

“Well, ho will, when he sees us1 Of
course, he doesn't know how mnice wo
ave, till he sees us™

* He—he said that—that there's going
to_be—be—~be—decorations—"

“We'll help with the Christmas
decorations !* said Bob, heariily.

“Yes, rathor I apreed Nugﬂnt.

“Tho ratheriulness is terrific®

"I—I don't mean Christmas decora-
tions,” gasped Bunter. *I—I mean,
ho's going to have the decorators in,
and—and in the circomstances, you
fallows would hardly care to be there—
50 :IPthmk-——” q 1 q

“ Pamting, an aper-hanging, an
all that? asked Bo%

" ¥es, old chap "

“We'll lend & hand! 1 can pamt,

ing, and not till break-up dey was he
going to be allowed to wriggle out!

It was the following morming, 11.11-2-11
the chums of the Remove wero going
out for their “Sunday wallk,” that the
next move carmne.

Billy Bunter
Eutes.

“1 say,

caught them at the

you fellows=—=" he squeaked.

“Hallo, halle, hello! Coeme on,
Bunter 1 said Bob., “Like o walk?
You can tell us sboot the great pre-

parations at DBunter Court! Which
prince is coming?”

“I don't want a walkl” ]grunl;ed
Bunter. I was going to, say, had

letter from my pater this enorning—"

“Oht Have they started Sunday
morning deliveries again ¥
“J—I mean, I—I had a letter last

night,” pasped Dunter.

fellow Lad pluck, and merve, and geli-

and all the fellows know how to b anﬁ

command—qualities tho Bounder greatly paper! MAaks ourselves useful, as we “MWot much differcnee,” apreed Bob.
admired, Never had Bmithy liked and as aznan:umtal what, you m-&n?” “And your pater said how pleased he
adinired him moro than now. l:ert-nmij.r, soid Harry, with a no was to hear

At half-time, the Fifth were two up. “ Nothing would suit me betfer{” said “Oht Nol! He—ho said that owin

Earnu ,_was biting his lip, but Wingate Johnny Dull.
'nas looking remarkably Eeamd for a
ekipper wrﬁl defeat ghead. The Greﬁr-
friars captain eared little for the result
of a Form match; he was lookin a:-n
Compton as & first eleven man, an
goals pleased Wingate of the Smth
almbat as much as Blundell of the Fifth.
In the second half, Wingate put the
ball in. But that was the ohly score
by the Sixth. Twice again the leather
enl: tn for the Fifth, before the final
whistle blew, and Blundeﬂ wus g:;ummg
ﬂ- m ear to car, and seemed walk
ing gn air when the sided tﬂmﬂ
the Fifth winners by four, %‘cala ta one
And Wingate was geen to clap Compton
on’ the shoulder as the foolballers went

($ yarn of
! HARRY WHA

——

“But—but I =ay,
stammered Bunter,

: LIKE A Gﬂﬂﬂ [AUGH?
_- Then rud the sparkling fine

the %advﬁum of

GEM

2 NOW ON SALE -

to measles in the house, 1'd better eall
it off.,” said Bunter. “The—the butler's
gut measles— _

“Oh cnlm 1" The botler ¥

“Y¥es, in both foe n

"“0Oh, my Imt”’

“ And—end it’s catcling, you know,”
snid Bunter, © S{:-, m the circumsiances,
with pneumonie in the house—"

““As well a5 measles®”

s YL B mrasles | Tusk
measles! It would be too jolly risky
for wvou fellows—=>"

“Now, I doo't take that lindly,
Bunter I eaid Boly Cherry.  ®'Think
wo're the fellows to care for riska?
You're going home to faco the deadly
microbe in his lair—think we're the

you fellows—"

H & ':ﬂu in l'hﬂ

PRICE 2d.
I

io the chen gﬂg TOUT. “That's all nght,, ald echa Mext fellows to let you face the dﬂ.l]gL.l alone?
“Blundell’s pulled it off 1" DBob time you get your pater on a phone, Not likely! We're backing you up.
Cherry remarked - ‘'when thoe . Famous tell him it's all right—right as rain! ond sceing Jyou throngh.”

Five woent in to tea after tht&'ma%{:h. We're coming.™

“ But

1k

"HE gaid he sould, and he has.” And the Famous Five walked on.  “ Measles or no measles, rely on us!
“Compton has, at anv rate!” said  “Beasts!” breathed Bunter. saidd Bob., “You fellows all say the
Wharﬁum “He bagged three out of the  Bunter was a sticker himself, and samef” )
four.” pencrally his victims found it diffieult _":51&5. raiher! Rely on us, Buntei!
1 say, you fellows—=" to make him come unstuck in holiday- We're not jt;tfrmd of mcasles!
"Halu, 1alloy hallo! I didn't sce yon time. Now Bunter, for the first time "Ellt— -
on Big Bide, Bunter!” chuckled  Bob in his fat career, was experiencing that We're sticking to you, old chap!

Cherry. * You've miswd o treat.” difficulty himgself.
“The-—~the faet is,
busy on tho phone® snid Bunter.
E:w, ou fellows, I'm BOrry—-
othing to be smr:,r about, surely 1
said Bob, u: snrprizge. © 1 thought :,'i:tlft.l
be fqahug fanr ully bucked, 'with five
nica fellows like uz coming home with

vou for Christmas.”
i Thn buckfulness ought 10 be tevvific,

v osteemod fat Bunt-er 1

“What I mean is,” snid Bunter, blink-
ing et the smiling five uneasily, “1I
gat.my pater on_ the imﬂi.'- to—to f.d:!ﬂ
him about it, an
“And he jumped for

Bob.

I've been ra!f!ﬂ::;

wera  stickinge !

mas was a last,

He had

poing to be!

--:]_['l—ﬂ-‘-i-l-

joy §¥ ﬂslmd

more use with theso fellows than it had
ever been with Bunter!
A, that invitelion ount of him, and they
Orwrniin
couldn’t pessibly have them for Christ-
& very last resource.
‘But how else he was going to make
thein come unstuck wes 8 painful
problem to the fat Owl,

to think out another move—
grnd he was guife unaware that the
Famous Five, with great hilarity, wore
wondering what that moxt move
Whatever it was, they
Ward prepnrnd te puk “pald"‘ to
]rlh]l:.r Dunter’s wriggles were' entertain-

“Mhe ﬁtl:l'l-‘..[l‘r]llr_‘&.ﬂ- 14 ‘tErnEc i

And heving given Bunter that assur-
ance, the Famous Five started on their
walk—leaving PBunter ot the gato,
glaring nfter them with a glave that
nearly erncked his spectacles?

THE EXD.

(Nert week's ENLARGED CHRIST-
MAS NUMBER of the MaGyer will
eontain, in eddition to other Fuletide
4mturca another gmﬂd yarn f Hoarry
Viarten & Co., Fitled BILLY
BUNTER'S EHIE’IHT As PARPTYT
Make sure of this splendid treat by
ardering your copy eariy. EXTRHA
PAGES—uzual price/)

hint seemed of no
They had got

up that he

Was

it.
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THE HAWNTED
HEADMASTER!

Opening Instalment of a Rollicking
Fine New Christmas Serial,

By DICKY NUGENT.
Plop | * Having a snowhath,
That solt, einnister|sir 713 he psked. ** If yom

soundd, echoing across the
snowhbound old quad at
St."Sam’s, was followed b
a dull thud and a feen
bowl.

Wallop !

“ Yaroooooo !}

It was Doctor Alfred
Birchemnall, the revered
und majestick headmaster
of St. Sam's, who rolled
back, shrecking, into o
mowdrilit at the side of
tho dri'\"'ﬂq 5

Anyone passing  mite
casily havo thought the
Head had been bomberded
by cannon-balls, As &
matter of fakt, howewver,
the ecausa of his collapse
wag not a salve of cannon-
balls, but one sollitary
snowhall, herled with un-
erring aim by o junior who
took cover in the bushes as
suon as he had let iy !

Doctor Birchemall =ot
ap in the snowdrift, clasp-
ine Lis nose, which had
reeceved the full force of
tha attack.

“Ow, hy dose!?” he
rroaned. * 1'll slawter ihe
vung raskal that did ik "
Then ho gave a sudden
siart and bhellowed ™ Feor-
fegs t 1

The Head had josl
rauzht site  of  Frauk

Fearless ol the Fourih, aml .

promptly jumped 1o ihe
conclusion that he was (he
culprit,

Fearless, who wnas a3
inmersent  as  a babe,
grinned all over lus «ial
wa  he spolted Doctur
Birchemall,

are, it's a wonder you
didn't think to put on
your Bunday worst for it
mstead of your wecliday
beat ! '

i we:]‘ E?:':EI m:rthzﬂdkgm ﬁ:ﬁ:’g

“* ¥You've got a nerve and
no mistake, flooring me
with & suowball and then
bein gawey 10 mel
Toueh sour loesfil »

“ But I'm innersent 1"

tested IFrank Fearlesa.

“That'a rght enuff,
air,” chimed 1 o new
voice ab {hat moment;
and Jack Jolly a red,
with Merry and Bright at
his heela. * Wo saw the
gnowball hit vou on the
boko, siv—and Fearless
didn’t do it

“ Ratla!* snorled the
Heoad, * You're all in the
rlot, that's what it is!"
Then, as Fearless showed
no sign of touching his
toss, the Hcad grasped
him by the seruff of the
neck and started dusting
liis irowsia witli the vigger
of a professional carpet-
heater !

It was lucky for Feavless
that a fresh interrapiion
eame belore the Head had

got properiy into his siyvide.
Miss  Mally  Bivchemall,
the Heads fair dawter,
was the interrapler,  She
! eame Mrom the divection of
iithe Mead's house, her
cheeks Aushed with ege-
sitement oaml  her eves
flashing with anger.

S

“Stop, pop! Stopl®
she eriedd, in her tinljing.
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The Remove v, Upper
Fourth game, which was
played on Littla Side
nlter a fall of snow last

e

mewsical voica. * Fearless
iz innersent! I saw who
threw the enowball my-
solf. It wea Sparler ™

“ Blegs myv sole ! " eppa.
claimed the Head, lower-
ing his birch.

* Just to prove it, pop,
heras ho is1 " trilled Miss
Molly, trinmfantly ; and
her dainty thumb and
fourfinger closed over the
ear of semeone who was
hiding behind one of the
bushes beside the drive.
It was Snatler, the cadd of
tha Fourth !

“Bo!*”  gnorted the
Head, “It was you all
the time, Snarler! You
had the disportinence to
snowboll your headmaster,
and to make matters
worse, vou calmly watehed
another boy bivehed for
your crime !’

Y Mersy 1" wined {he
cadd of the Fourth.

A [uk ol of mersy you
showed ta Fearviess when
ho was suffermz on your
aecgunt ! said 1he Head.
“You may stand oaside
now, Fearless ; consider
yonrscll not hirched ¢4

“Oh!l Thanks, sie!l™
zaid Frank Fearless, rather
rewlully,

* AMoily, my dear, you
had beiter withdeaw from
this panclul scene,” said
Dector Birchemall, grimly,
“ SBnarler ! DBend over! ™

And, while Miss Molly
tripped  daintily back (o

the Head’s house, the
Fend's birch began dust-
ing Snarler's trowsis even
more viggerously than it
had dusted those of Fear.
lesa previously.

MIBS MOLLY’3
CHRISTMAS POODING!

“ Getting on all right
with that Christimas pood-
ing, oy dear 7 %

Doetor Birehemall
eranecd his ostrich-like neck
round the door of the
kitchen, as he asked that
guestion.

AMolly Birchemall looked
ronud from a large basin
filled with Christmas pood-
g mmixiure.

“ Iline, thanks, pop!”
she trilled; * It's poing to
bo a ¥ipping poodi ng. You
won't halt like it ! "

“* There's not 1hoe slitest
doubt gbout that, my
dear ! ' griomed the Head,
whosze mouth was farely
watering, ns he watched
his dawter’s preparations.
“ Christmas pooding is one
of my lavourile dishes —
capeciallv when yon monke
it ¢ When wll it be
penly 20

“ ¥ou can have it for
supper, pop, if you're
cood 172 rippled Molly
Birchemall, * Like to
give it a stir for lnck ¥ "

“With plezzure, my
dear ! ! And the Head

seezed the girl’s wooden
apoon and hegan stirring

GREYFRIARS CHRISTMAS =37y

BALL SCORED BULL!

Says FRANK

1 to he one of {hose
who thini that no he-man worlh
ivis salt cught ever lo be scon in a
ball-room. you should certainly have
{uwrned up to our Junior Christmas

TF yon hap

Hﬂ.".

LEvery tough Gahy in {he Remove
twrned wp and they all looked so
much at howme in their surroundings
that it was cmite hard to realise

they didn't epend most

spave time doing foz-lrots, {angos

and rmnhboas !

Of eourae, I don't say their move.
ments would receszarily have won
whole-hearted approval from the
mstraetors,
over major, for mstance, reminded
me of a performing elephant, while
Johmny Bull had o fong, raking
stride rather like that of a drome.
Ent none of them showed n
o

Lhest  lanein

iy,
SEINP of norvousness
CONSCIOEIrSY,

NUGENT

Lara

fo
of their | fellows. In
Temple and his

Bolg-

soll.

[esvndy  n Lain,

The CHIT Honse
girls were tho
guesls  of hononr

the girls gob guite alarmed.
Temple soon got over it and ooe or
two Remove martyrs
bookinga witli Upper amith—aned
cveryihing in the gavden was soon

S e

5: F ‘L__ |

and there was o ¥
big rush tof
bouk dances witly fm. ¢

Marjorie snd Dar- 55
and  others

who are well known 3
iho Greyfrinrs +
fack,
thera was such a
*rushof Remove chaps that
als of the Upper
Fourth got completely crowded aunt.
Temple was so peeved ehout it that
he actually threatened to punch
Wharien on {he head and some of

DBt

swopped
moony

There was
another rush at
relreshment - time,
Bunter won the
race by o shot
head {rom Stott,
but stewards de-
prived him of his
advantags by run-
ning back {o the
starling-post ‘again
and, a3 a. result,
Bunter managoed
io eonsume neof
more than fen
timies as much as
any other gueat,

The hit of the
evening was the
I'aul Jones danes,
with plenty of

pariner-awopping. Yhen the musie
gave thoe signal to grab partners the
dance looked rather iike a Rugger
serum for a fow =soconds.
although hard knocks were given
and taken. it was all good -humoured
andd voted great fun.

Altogeiher
Home of the chaps looked a bit

nt

o great ovening !

the next day, but they'll

zoon get over that ! Here's to the
uext merry linp |

the contents of the basin
for all he was worth. In
fakt, he put se much
vigger into it that his fivst
turn sent about half-a.

Eoun-:i of pooding mixture.

ying across the tablé,
to land vight in the middle
of Miss Molly's face.
Thwack |
* Oh,

oh!  Gug-gug-
cranoo !l shricked %ﬁ%ﬂ i

Molly,

The Head wiped his|

dawter's face with the tale
of hiz gown; and then
left her to get on with her
pooding.-making.

“ Mind you bave it
ready by supper-time ¥
he admonnished from the
doorway.

* I shan't disappoint
vou, pop ! ™ tinkled Misa
Molly, Then the Head
tram off, amd his
dawter applied berself onco
mereg Lo her cookery,

humming blithely as shojj

did =0,
IF Aliss Molly had Lnewn

that a pair of crool, hard}.

eyves wers walching  her
from beliind a curtainod
recess, sho would not have
gone about her work so
heppily. Unknown to her
Snovler of the Fourth had
snealed in while she waan’t
looking, bringing with him
& bag of plaster of Paris.
The black sheep of the
Fourth blamed Miss Molly
for the wacking he had
had out in the quad ; and
he was bent on vengonz
of o very pekaliar kind.

What Snarler had de.
eided to do waa to empty
the bag of plaster of Pans
into Miss Molly’s Christ.
mas pooding mixturs,when
her haclk was turned—
thus ensuring that the
finished pooding would bs
aa hard ag solid roelk ! In
this way Snarler hoaped
to kill two birds with one
stone and revenge himsel{
on both the Head and his
dawter,

It wasn't long belord
hiza chance came. AMiss
Molly found that she was
short of spice and had to
run across to the BSkool
House kitchen to get some,

mnarler seczed his
partunity with both hanﬁ
Creeping out of his hiding.
place, le upended the
plaster of Paris into the
pooding mixturo and rove
it a hurried stin, Thon,
like a theef in the nits,
he meaked off, chuckling
rloatingly,

Xot tifl he was hack in
hisa siwdy  did  Snarler
rogliee, withh o sfarb of

Wednesday, would prob-

. Aumay, that his pearl tie-
*ﬁ{qﬂw&n misging and that
suat have dr into
thlmcding mixturs | But
by that time the pooding
wi g bubbling away merrily
in the pot on the kitchen
stave and it was too late
ta do anything about it.

¥ BUFPER FOR THE
HEAD |
Jove! This
othing lilce 1 22
ootor Birchemall {are-
Iy"tmacked his lips as he
apoke. It was supper-time
8 g he had returned to his
with a terrifick

B
arpetite,

_%:hfﬂg for him during
Lify supper he had brought
--lh_ﬁ olly and Merry and
Biight and  Fearless,
'I.‘.thamarltlimre :ri]nﬂ BOIDE-
thin§ apecial on the menu,
the Head liked to have =
fewr juniors nocking about

the role of waiters, On
this oceasion he had

waoted the heroes of the
urth—=Jolly to pour out
the custard sawce, Merry
F tn sprinkle the sugar,
t

i is

t to hand him his
apienapkin and Fearless
to: serve the ginger-pop.
The Head’s grin
blietched from here to
hete, as Miss Molly tripped
im0 the study, carrving a
grite steaming pooding
on: & plate.

" Here vou are, ja
trilled Mghy Hirclllj;}nqall,
edshe get down the temmpt-
igplooking dish before
him, * I've had it hailing
for hours, so it ought to
bydons to a turn 1

It locks spiffing, my
dq[:! % grinoed the Head,
“* Al make s start right
# avay while it's hot. Here
poea !l

E:h adal::rmg, I{f_.hed Hend

B 18 1IOTH AN 31007
E:d made & dive Il.tpthﬂ
peoding,
- Then he receeved a
ghiek, Instead of sinking
ino the mixture, his fork
Bl spoon stopped on the
sufies with & hard,
metallick * elink ! 2

@m{éurBirnhemu.H
| ;

" Bless my sole !

Ha made another on-
sliwt—but with no better
gukxess, He picked up his
carving-nife and tried to
at:ph the pooding ; but the
rorly result was that the
nif# enapped in two !

he Head’s grin van-
nifhed. A {eerce scowl
agpenrcd in it place.
= Jolly t Toteh me The

coal - hammer!2 he

wrapped  ouf,
“Buot, pop!"™ pro-
tested Miss Molly, It

can't i.'ula- lmrdé I muii:la 16
egpsactly as the cookery-
boolt said and-—e———11 r}r

“ Pray do nob distract
my =ttenshun when I'm
cngaped 1 serious bizzi-
ness,” prowled the Head,
whose affection for his
dowler seemed to be cool-
ing even more rapidly than
the pooding.

alisz Molly cullered fovw-
ricus!y as Lier father took
the coal-hammer [rom

Jolly and lifted it high
above his head., Then he

brought it down with
terrifick  furee ow  the
pooding,
Bang |

The plate shatiered into
a thowsand pieees ond
hottles of pop Emvnced on
the table like jumping
crackers, Butapart from
a zlite spiit in the top.
Doctor Birchemall ma
no impreszsion om the
pooding,

With a roar like that of
a lion cheated of its prey,
the Head lifted the pood-
ing in hiz hands and made
a savvidps hite ab il
womething snapped. But
1t wasn't the pooding ; it
was Doctor Birchemall’s
falae testh 1

. I’-u];, how dare vou ! "
eried AMolly Bivchemall,
indignantly, " You arc
trying to yewmiliate me 1™

“Yon mean sou are
trying to  yowmiliate
me ! stormed the Head,
“ Call yoursell a cool:!
Why, & stonemasen could
have made a more tender
pooding thea this!

T refuse to liszen to
annther word 111 trilled
Miss Molly, with a stamp
ol  her dainty  foot.
“You've insulted oy
Chriztmas pooding, pop—
and I'm nof stayinz an-
other minnib under your
roof 17

With thege wards, Mally
Birehemall  turned and

flowneed out of the roon.
And the Head was g0 an-
noyed over lus supper that
he didnr't cven trubble for
the moment lo say her
neigh 1
HAWNTED!

Bonk |

It wns the first slroak
of midnite, erashing out
from the old clock fower
at St. Sam’s.

Fourteen more stroaks
followed, for the skool
clock was liable to go off

the radle o litle v cold
wenther,

Doctor Birehemall
stirved unegezily in  his
Pat-u-Dovn bed in  his
study. He was dréeming
that he was skofling a
really ripping Chyistmas
pooding ond the dreem
was awakening unhappy
reckerlections in his sub.
eonshus thoughts,

Suddenly he awoke, sat
up in bed, and rabbed his
eyes,

“Now T womder what
woke me up 7" he mer-
mered. I econld swear
I heard & noize or some-
thing.'

Then the Head broke
off. He had just notissed
something moving on the
other side of the reom,
near the winder. Tor a
moment he 1thought it was
& berglar. But a second
glanee konvineed him that
1t was ‘no earthly fgger,
but a dg&rﬁtly. spectral,
shroude EI‘[EPB that throw
a weerd, fostercsant light
around i, as it glided
towards him.

Dactor Birchemall felt
his few haire stand upright
on his lead. His eyes
bulged il iley were
almost popping out of
their sockita. Then n howl
of eheer {error burst from
hiz {remblings,

“Heln ! Murder! Ter.
lice ! 1t's s ghost ! 72

(Dan't miss nevd weels
geeenringly  furny Dnstal-
wiesit af fcky Nwugeot's
gt Cforesfispres 3¢ il 5}

ably have been a jolly
fine pama—if Emithy's
tenner Ladn't arrived !

But Smithy’s tenner did
arrive—and, as the season’s
first batch of mince-pics had
also arrived in the tuckshop
:; lthu ]aumu tiT]eJ the énqv]i-,t'

a ha ed, st
trofted Eﬁ teams wusg
to the tuckshop and stood
Sam. The day was cold
and the pies were hot, and
thk'?_-[ chaps waded in with a
WLl

Gack they all trooped to
the footer-piteh, and even at
that stoge it was noticed
by competent ohservers
ihat thers was a tendency
tor the players to droop a
littio.

But it was when the game
gtarted that the effect of
too many mince-piea was
veally seen, Iieen lorwarda,
whom the erowd wore used
to =zeoing fly down the
tield filke the wind, staggerad

-and recled about ab nobk more

than a couple of miles an
hour.  Half-hacks and full.
backs held on to each other
for support, and goalies slept
quietly against their veapec.
tivo gonlposts.

The lans who had come
to watch a breathlessly ex-
cifing rame and to cheer
on their fovourites to red-
hot vietory stood it for five
mimutes. Then, as if moved

FOOTBALLERS
SNOWBALLED BY

FED-UP FANS!
Amazing End To Form Game

by & common impulse, they
atarted scraping up hand.
fula of snow. One snow-
ball flew across the feld.
Then snother and another
and ancther, and it wasn’t
long before the air of Little
Side was thick with flying
snowballs |

You might imagine that
this amaring development
would have spurred om tho
tearns to action. But it only
spurred them on to making
8 dagh for the paviliont
Firat one went and then
another and eventually onlv
the two goalies and three of
the backs were left.
_Volunteers invaded the
pitch and carried these
survivers to a snowdrift,
whore they were buried with
great  coremony—and  in
spite of their protests!

We szincerely hope that
thias is the last times that
well - meaning millionaires
like Smithy will regale ouv
star footer players with
mincepies just before the
starl of a game !

SMITHY'S SETTEE

Vernon-8mith  has  just
bought & settes with a col-
lapsible side which turna
into a temporary bed, Fears
ara now expressed that the
Bounder may ba tempted to
follow Mauly’s example and
gpend “ halfers” in dream-
land. Our feeling is that,
when required on the play-
ing-fields, Smithy will still

never “ let the side down ™1

TEMPLE'S BIG BLUNDER

NoT My FAULT!
Declares WILLIAM WIBLEY

I call 1t rank injustice for
Temple to blame me for
what; lmlpprenud ihe day after
tho Ball.

Consideving the sceno he
made over some of the girla
being booked up, he might
hava expected Mizss Bulli-
vant to turn up next day
to give him a ticking-off.
Yetb, when she did so, armed
with an umbrella and a very
determined loolt on her face,
Temple immediately econ.
cluded that it wesn't Miss
Bultivant at aoll,

Anvone with o grain of
gumption would have made
a few discreet inquiries to
settle who was who and
what was what firet, DBut
Temple was content to
march the Dull wp to his
study without doing & thing
to find out whether or not

he was en the right track !
aving gpok her inlo his

study, Temple turned round,
wrenched the gamp out of
her hand, and = yelled :,
* Now, yon cheeky young
spoofer, we're going to put
vou through it ! il

It was only when he
grabbed her by (hs hair—
and tho hair didn't show
the least si of coming
away from the head—that
Temple made the horrvible
discovery that it really was
Miss DBullivant !

Now he's trying to blame
the impot and lecturea he
got from the Head all on
te me. Just becauso le
says ha heard me planming
to ja him by dressing
up as Miss Bullivant !

I'm downvight certain
that any fair-minded fellow
will agrea that Temple's
biz blunder may be sny-
body's Tanlt — but 1t cors
Lainly isn't mino |



