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A RASCAL REFORMS ! Gilbert Tracy has done Harry- Wharton many a bad turn since he has been
at Greyfriars. This week, however, the bad Iad of the Remove turns over a new leal and does
his one-time ememy a really good turn !
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Hazeldene joined his sister. ‘* Has that cad had the cheek fo speak to you, Marjorie ? * he asked,
referring to the departing Traey. “* We bar him in the Remove ! ™

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

ILLY EBUNTER stopped outside
Study No. 1 in the Remove pas-
sage at Greyfriars, and blinked
up the passage, with a very

cautious blink through his spectacles,

Then he blinked dawn the passage, to-
wards the landing, with an equally
cantious blink. _ :

Bunier's manner was very cautious—
in faet, stealthy. It was, indeed, so very
caufious and so very stealthy that it
must infallibly have drawn attention to
him had there been any Remove fellows
about.

Buf there was no one about.

IMarry Wharton & Co. had just gone
downstairs, and Bunter had watched
themm zo. Herbert Veramon-Smith had
gone into his study, and the deoor had
clozed on him, Peter Todd, from the
doorway of No. 7, had given the fat Owl
of the Hemove a curious glance; but he,
tao, had turned back into the study, and
the door was half-shut. Not an eye
was on Bunter. Like Moses of .old,
he looked this way and that way, and
there was no man.

Having assured himself that the coast
was clear, Billy Bunter turned the door-
handle of Study Ne. 1.

He stepped in. ;

There was a Remove fellow in that
study—0CGilbert Tracy, the new Removite.
He was alone there. He was generally
alone.  Wharton and Nugent, whao
shared the study, never came there if
they could help it, and no other fellow
ever came there at all. Now, however,
Billy Bunier had come.
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He blinked at Tracy and grinned.

Tracy was standing by the window,
looking out intoe the guad, bright in a
gleam of winter sunshme; but that
sunny gleam was not reflected in Tracy’s
face, which wore a black scowl,

He did not turn his head as Bunter
rolled in. SBeveral days had passed
since he had been “sent to Coventry
by the Remove, and he was not expeet-
ing’ visitors, He continned to stare
down into the quad with & black and
eloomy brow, and the fat Owl grinned at
the back of his head. '

“T say, Tracy !” whizpercd Bunter.

Bunter had to be cauntious. He did
not want his duleet tones to be heard
outside the study. Any Remove fellow
who spoke to the fellow who was in
Coventry was liable to be booted.
Bunter did not want to be booted, so he
whispered. ;

(Gilbert started and turned his head.

He stared at Bunter.

“What do you want, you fat frog?”
he inquired.

“T've come here to speak to you, old
chap,’’ breathed Bunter.

“Well, don’t " -

Billy Bunter blinked at him. This
was hardly what he had expected. It
was davs since any man in the Remove
had spoken a word to Tracy. If he
spoke to any fellow his words fell on

eaf ears. No fellow could possibly
have liked such a state of affairs. Billy
Bunter had had no denbt that Tracy
would be fearfully bucked at a kind
word from a good-natured chap. But
ho did not look bucked. He seowled.

“1 say, old chap, vyou needn't be
shirty I said the fat Owl, =till in a
cautious whisper. “I can tell you, the

fellows would be down on me if they
knew I'd come here to speak to you
when you're in Coventry. But the fact
1z2. old fellow, I'm taking pity on you.”

“You fat idiot I

“Oh, really, Tracy -

* Bhut up 1

Gilbert turned back to the window.
Solitary as he was, barred by the whole
Form, alone in a crowd, he did not seein
to ind Billy Bunter's company and con-
verzation a relief.

Billy Bunter blinked at the back of his
head again.,. He procecded to address
the back of Tracy's head, as Gilbert dicd
not lock round.

“1 zay, old chap, I mean it! I don’t
see barring you like this. Of course,
you're an awinl rotter, always playin
some rotten trick and telling lies, :mg
all that. You can’t be surprised at the
fellows being down on you when you're
sniech an, absolute swab, ecan wyou, old
chap 1"

There was no reply from the back of
Chilbert’s head.

“Bfll, there's & limit,” went on
Bunter. “I'm a good-natured chap,
Tracy. I'm jolly well going to speak to

you—sometimes ! Not when there's any-
body about, of course. I can’t stay long
now. That beast Toddy had an eve on
me in the passage. But I say, old fel-
low, a word or two will cheer you up—
what 1

Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a
"'EP!:"' Like Brutus, he did not get one !

"Look here, Tracy,” said DBunter
warmly, forgetting to whisper, “don’t
von be an ungrateful beast! There ain't
anaother chap in the Remove will speak
to you, or touch you with a barge-pole,
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and vou jolly well kuow it! They're
jolly well fﬂ£up with your dirty tricks!

ool horo—-" !

Gilbert did not " losk theve. TFrom
the study window he saw the Famous
Five pass in the quad mnpﬁu_hﬂl:}w, and
he scowled at the tops of their heads,

But there was despondency, os well as
evil femper, in his black loock. Possibly
Gilpert had been putting in some reflec:
tion in his days in Coventry, and had
realised to some extent that he deserved
what he was getting, - ,

“I say, old chap, ¥ came hera to oy
something rather speeial,” went on the
fat Owl. "I dare say you heard me,
mention, Traey, that I was expeeting o
postal order.”

No answer !

“It hasn't come,” added Bunter sor-
rowiully. “I sav, old fellow, if vou
could lend a fellow half-a-crown till this
postal order comes—"

I Gilbert turned from the window at
ask.

Poszibly he had wondered why Biliy
Bunter had come fo bis study, at the
rizk of being booted by any Remove
fellow who spotted him there. Now he
Lknew!

“*1 zay, old bean,” gaid Bunter hope-
fully, “one turn deserves another—
what? T don't mind speaking to vou—
every now and then, youn know, when
there's nobedy about.
let anybody see me speaking to a swab
like you—you can’t expect it; but on the
quict, you know, just & word every now
and then to cheer you uF. What? And
to toll you the truth, old fellow, P'd be
%ﬂlly glad if you'd cash that postal order
or me. I'll let vou have it the minuta
it comes, of course. It's quite all right
vou know; it's from one of iny title
relations. And I say—— Yaroocoop!”

'].'jlracj' crossed the stndy to the fat

e

But it was not, as Bunter hoped, to
produee coin of the realm. It was to
grab the Owl of the Remove by his
collar and twirl him round in the door-
way. :

unter roared in surprise and wrath.

“1 say, legge! Wharrer vou at, you
cheeky beast? If you kick me, I'll—-
Whoonoooop 1

Billy Bunter had entered that door-
way very cautiously, but he left it with-
out anv caution at all! Ile left it
bounding, with a boot behind him,
coaring at the top of his voice.

“Ow! Oh! Oocooch! Beasti! Ok
erikey ! Yoo-hooop! You beast, kick-
ing & chap just because he—yooop!—
took pity on you! Wow! OQwl®

Slam |

The door of Study No. 1 closed on
Bunter,

“Beast !” hooted Bunter, through the

keyhole., “Yah! Cad! SBwab! Catch
me speaking to youl I bar you, you
beaat! Yah! I—owl| Leggol! Who's

that i howled Bunter, as a sudden
gresp fell an the back of his fat neck,
*That ” was Peter Todd |
“8ao you'ro spraking to that swab in
Coventry, old fat tulip ! =zaid Peter
grimly, I fancied you were up to
gomething | Now—" :
“Ow! Leggo, Toddy, you heast!”
howled Bunter. “I wasn't speaking to
him. I anly said-— Yarooooh I
Theve was what 8 novelist might call a
dull, sickening thud, as Peter's boot
established contact with the tightest
trousers at Greyfriars Schoal.
EBunter shot away towards the stairs.
"Hold on!" exclaimed Peter. “I'm
oing to give you ancther, Bunter!
Vait a minute 1
Billy Bunter did not wait & minute.
He did neot wait 8 second. An arrow in
its flight had nothing on Billy Bunter,
83 he weat down the Remove staircase.

f course, I can’t’
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hard Lines '

i HARTON 1"
“¥us, sir”
“You have not bronght

mo your lines!”

The Famous Five, at the schonl gate,
came to a halt ss Mr. Quelch, the master
of the -Remove, addressed his head boy.

Harry Wharton set his lips,

Bob - Cherry, Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent, and li‘-'[un‘nara Janset HRam Singh
looked uncomfortable and =2 little

WHeAsy.

Mr. Quelch's hrow was sovere.

Ho was standing .at the gateway,
speaking - to Gosling, . the porter, when
darry Wharion & Co. eame along, cvi-
dently intending to go out.

It was Saturday alternoon, a hall-
holiday at Greyfriars, and. the weather,
for November, was good and fine., Five
faces had been looking merry and
bright, till Mr. Quelch, turning from
Gosling, interposed. Then the five
facea were - overcast—especially Harvy
Wharton's,

Five hundred lince, an extremely
heavy, impot, had beem hanging over
the head of the captain of the Remove
during the latter part of tha week.

So far, he had not touched it, though
it had to Lo handed in at the end of the
woek, Bo far, bis friends knew, he hLad
not quite made up his mind whether he
was going to touch it at alll

Ho was (uelch’s head boy, and
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HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS, in another
exeiting school adventure,
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generally in hiz Form-master’s pgood
graces, He was far from disposed, os
a-rule, to =et uF a3 & rebel against
authority, like the new fellow, Wracy.
INevertheless, he had not touched those
lines—which was quite encugh to make
his friends wuneasy, when Quecleh in.
quired afler thein.

“Have you ' written
Wharton 2"

“No, sip!”

“You are aware that they have to boe
havded in to-dav!” -

“You told me so, sir.”

vour  lines,

“Yet vou are going out without
having written them t* exelaimed Hlr.
Queleh.

“¥Yes, sic!”

Harry = Wharton's tone, a3 he

answered, was respeetful enough, but
there was a note of stubbornness in it
that did not please Mr. Queleli—and
would not have pleased any Torm-
master. He froewned, and raised his
hand.

“Go back to the House at onee,
Wharton ! he rapped.

Wharton stood still.

“Go to your study immediately, and
write your lines!” snapped Mr. Quelel.
“Bring them to me by tea-time,
Wharton I

Slowly, Harry Wharton turned, and
wallied back to the House. Mr. Quelch
east o frowning glance after him. His
friends followed him, with glum faces.

“Rotten!” remarked Bob Cherry.
“That washes out dur, trot!”

“The rottenfulness iz terrific ! mue-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram  Singlh.
“But what cannot be cured, must go
longest to the well, a3 the proverh
remarks,”

- "No need for you fellows to stick
in!” sald Harry Wharton curtly, * You

3

ean't help me with my lines—if T do
them t™

* You're going to do them, old chap!™
eaid Frank Nugent. ™ No good landing
mnto a row with Quelch I

Harry. Wharton did not answer that.
His look indicated that he did not cars
viery much, at the moment at least, if
he landed into a row with Quelch!

“Oh, we'll stick in, if you do, old
bean I said Bob Cherry. “We don't
mingd.”

That statement wasz not,

[ perhaps,
strietly aceurate! Bob did mind! f[e

happened to be aware that Marjorie
Hazeldene, . of Cliff House School, was
walking to Friardale that afternoon!
For reasons best known to himself, Bob
was always glad to be in the offing when
Murjorie was obout, So this was reall

n big sacrifice on the altar of friend-

shilp!

“Rot 1" said Harry. “VYou fellows
cuf off and leave ma to it.”

His . friends doubtful

ax-:lmng&x’l
glances. They were not keen certainly
to “stick ™ in omn a half-haliday, [cast
of all Bob Cherry. But they did not
feel quite sure that, if they cut off and
left Wharton to it, those lines would be
writlen! And they had to bo written!
“Come up to the study,.old chap,”
gaid Frank. “We'll sce yvou started,
anvhow™
Harry YWhartoo's face set.

“I don'’t seo why I should do these
rotten lines,” he said. “I'm getting fod
up with Quelch handing out punish-
mecnts for nothing. He gave mo *six,’
in the Form-room, two or three wecks
ugo, over o trick of Tracy's—as he jolly
Evnlrl knew afterwards! Now I've got
ifu;%a hml:dred lines—Tracy again! I'm
ed up !t

“Rough lick, old man,” =aid Dab.
* But—"

“ Fellow ‘has to toe the line at school !
said Johnny Bull, shaking his head.
“Iellow has to take the rough with the
stnooth 1 :

“I don't feel like doing those lines!”
growled Wharton. s

“Do them without feeling like it,
then " zuggested Bob,

“Fathead 1

“Come on 1" said Frank,

Harry Wharton paused in thoe door
way of the House. Evidently he was
undecided whether to obey that order
of his Form-master or not. Really,
there was little choico in the matter,
for, as Jolmny Bull sapiently remarked,
a fellow had to toe the line at school—
g circumstance that Wharton, in  his
angry resentment, seemed to have over-
looked,

Bat if he had not decided, his friends
deeided for him, and they pushed him
into the House and gathered round him,
and wallked himm up te tho Remove
pasage.

‘At the door of Study No. 1 he stopped
azain.

“Lool here—" he began.

Bob Cherry hurled the study door
opei,

“Trot in!™ he said. * It's rough luck,
old bean, but 1t can’t be helped! We'll
sit ronnd and wateh vou, if you like.”

“You silly ass!”

“Thanks " said Bob itnperturbably,
“iWhat T really like about you,
Wharton, old bean, i1a that polished,
polite way you have of thanking your
pals for looking after you—>

“¥ou blithering chemp—"

“Go it! Take 1t out in slanging rour
pals, o long asz vou do the lines!™ said
Bob cheerfully, ™ Any fancy names you
like—only get on with the lines.”

“If the slangfulness is a relief to your
avsurd feelings, my esteemed chuwm, vou
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may get om with the slangfulness to the

niost terrific extent ! declared Hurree
Jamsctk Ram SBingh solemnly. “You
may call ug all the ludicrous names thas
veenr fo your debilitated brain.”

Harry Wharton's frowning face re-
laxed info a grim :

“Chuck 1t, you fatheads!™ he said.
“I'll do the-lines! No need for you to
stick in—I'll get going.™

“Back to tea, then,” said Bob, "and
if yvou're a g boy, we'll iing you in
a cake [?. v '

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“¥ou howling ass! Cut of !
Harry.

And his friends, -velieved in  their
minds, left him, snd Harvy Wharton
went it the study and shat the deor
with a bang.,

2al

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Chucked Out!

% ILBEERT TRACY turned from
the study window. 3
It was half an liour since
Billy Buntor's visit, and Traey
was still standing there staring down
moodily  info  ihe guadrangle, when
Wharton entered the study.

Harry glanced at him, as he saw him,
his brow clouding. He had not known
that Tracy was . in the study, and cer-
tainly he did not wont him there. Still,
it was the fcllow’s own study, and he
had a right to be there if he liked—and
if he chose to waste a half-holiday
fronsting indoors. Alter that glance,
Wharton took no notice of lhim, but
zorted out his Virgil and a sheaf of
nnpoet paper, and sat down to lines.

But Ins brows were knitted, and his
eves glinting  under them. It was
Lracy’z fault that he had that heavy 1m-
posttion to write, that he had to stick in
a study all through a keen winter's
afternoon, grinding ocut weary lines,
instead of joming his friends out of
gates. The sight of Gilbert, just then,
had rather the effect on Wharton of a
ved vag on & bull.

However, he zat down in
write.  Tracy was in Coveniry—by
sentence of the Form! No fellow was
wrmitted to speak to him, or fo answer
iy §f he siml-zc-_, under penalty of
“booting.” Only Billy Bunter had trans-
gressed that rule, so far—in the wain
hope of getting his eclebrated postal
order cashed as o reward! Wharton,
certainly, had no desire to speak to the
fellow—though he had a sirong desirve (o
punch his head.

Gilbert stood looking at him, in
silenee, for two or three minutes, s he
serthed down to work. There was a
encer on his face. He broke the silence
at last, perhaps forgotting Coventry.

* Lines for Quelch 1 he asked.

Harry Wharton lifted his head from
his work for a moment and looked nt
him. IHa did not answer, but dropped
his exves to his lines again. Gilbert gave
the top of his bent head an evil look.

" Deaf I he snecred.

Only the scratching of Wharton's busy
pett answercd him.  BEven had Tracy
not been in Coventry, and cven had
Wharten net regarded bhim with the
Acepest dislike and coutempt, he had no

silenees to

“fime to wasle In talk.

THE MAGNET

Five hundred
lines of Latin was a reslly tremeidous
task, and Wharton had to go all out 1o
zel through by tea-time.

Now that he had, under the per-
supsion of his chums, finslly made up hia
mind to do those lines for Quelch, he
rather wished that he had meade an
carlier start. But it was too late 1o
wish that, and thers was nething for it
but steady grinding.

* Dopt,” repeated Gilbert, “or duml ¥

Scratch, scratch, seratch |

“ How long do you think you can keep
up this rot, Wharton 1 asked Gilbert,
between his teeth. “The other fellows
would chuck it, if you did! I'm getiing
fed up with-it." . ' -

Seratel, serateh !

“ That the impot Queleh gave you las
Wednésday, the day of the Highelifiv
mnatel ¥ asked Gilbert.

Scrateh |
“I've heard some talk that you
weren't  going  to it 1" snecred

(silbert. “*¥You seem to have made up
vour mind to toe the line, afier all!™

The colour despened in Harry Whay-
fon's choeks, But he did not look up
again, or speak. He was well awaic
that zilbert was seeking to taunt hin
imle breaking the rule of Coventry;
and he was not to be drawn.,

But it was not casy lo grind out
Virgil with a fellow talking to him all
Elm tnne, and his temper was ylsmng
ask, : : )

It was Tracy who was the cause of
thiz, -as he was the cause of a gowl
many {roubles that had landed on the
captain of the Remove that tern
Tracy had tricked him inte the Forn-
rooit on Highcliffe day, and banged th
door of the map-cupboard on bhim and
locked it. Quelch had found him there,
aind insisted on knowing the name of
the fellow whoe had abstracted a ley
from his study. It was for refusing o
gl‘k'ﬂ the name that Wharton had this
cavy impot. Traey certainly would
have suffered soverely for his sins had
Wharton given his name. And 1he
fellow would not cven leave him in
peace to grind through that weary task,
It was no wonder that his temper, was
!'t.ﬂs!]l%; .
HWa talk big, but we too the line a
the fAnish, what?" grinned Gilhern
“Unly. gas, what "

Serateh, serateh |

“Why didn't you give my hame the
other day when Quelch wanted ir3™
Berateh !

ile
Gilbert.

Seratel !

“Like me 1o lend vou a hand wiih
the limes®?  asked  Gilbervt,  rather
unexpectedly. I will, if you lile=i=
only faiv! 1 ean make my fist vear
chough to yours.™

SBevateh _ _

* Wil you answer, you rpilert”

Scratch | -

Harry Wharlon seribbled on indusin-
ously., He did not believe for =«
moment that the offer of help was
genuines and  he  would mnot lhave
accepted it, in any case. o only
wanted Gilbert to shut up apd leave
him to his task in peace. ) ‘

Gilbert stood scowling at lim., The
: door of Study Xo.

high and mighty?"  asked
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“ye:" answered Harry briefly.

Hazel siepped in and glanced over
hig shoulder. So far, about twonty
lines had been wriften out of five
nundred.

Hazel grinmed.

“You've left it vather late, haven't
you?” he remarked,

4 ‘;}’es._duu’t bother; I've got-lois to

al? .

- M ¥ou were rather an ass to leave it
sa late?  After all, you had to do the
tmes!  Not much good =aving you
woitldn' 17?

Wharton's face was corimson with
vexation., Me had not exactly said thak
e “would net ™ do those linea, Bue
his disgruptled remarks on the subject
hod miven that impression: and it was
extremely anneoying and humiliating
i be supposed to have “talked big ”
and then elpmbed down., e went on
-crinbling, with a set face.

“Well, ehuek 1t for 8 minute or iwo,
old bean,'" s=aid Hazel. *I came here
to speak to yon.™
“Well, don’t1” snapped IHarry.

. "¥You can spare & minute or i{wo,
after leiting your impot hang sbout all
the week 1" said lHazel sarcastically.

Wharion leoked up. .

“I can’t, and won't 1™ Jhe answered,
“I've pot to get this rotten impot done
Iy rea-titme!  Buzz off I

“I'vo said that I want to speak lo
vou!” said Iazel sullenly g

“You ean jaw after tes, if you liked
Don't jaw now!™

* Look hoere %

“Qn, shut up ! reared Wharton, in
OXAsperation, “For gooduess® sake
leave a fellow in peace ¥

Haze! pave him o glare, stamped out
of the study, and slamned the door
alter him. Wharton gave a grunt, and
resned  seribbling,  Gilbert  Tragy
barst into a laugh.

“Your manuvers arve nnproving,"” Le
remarked.

Scrateh, seraich 1

“You gencrally manaze lo heep givil
io  Mariorvie Hazeldeue's Dbrothey,™
grinned Gilbert.

Scratch |

* Bure you wouldn't hke a hand with
e lines¥ Yeau'll have to rosh to got
them  through by tea. uelch  will
seplp you if they're not handed in, you
know-—alter all your gast™

Harey Wharton, breathing hard, laid
down liis pen and rose to his feect,

Gilbert grinued. He fancied that he
had brolen through the silence of the
vaptain of the Remoave at last,

RBut Wharton did not speak,

- HMe came round the tuble and grasped
Gitlbert Tracy with both handas,

Tracy mave a spluticr of surprise and
rage 23 e was whirled round the tabla
rawards the door.

“Let go, vou fool!” he panted,
“What the tlhonp do you think yvou've
up foi?

Wharion did not answer! THo was
nol te be drawn inle specch with the
fellow who was i Coventry. Dut what
e was up to was clear enongh—he was
zaivg to stop Gilbert’s tallk by pilching
I out of the study |

“Will vou let go?” voared Gilbert.

He resisted savagely as he waz swung
doorward, Hut he was no match for
1he captain of the Remove, and he had

190 o e gprasped at the Lable, and it
vocked, and then he was wrenched
away, llanry Wharton Jdragged tho

«ludy door open, and Tracy pul up a
last struggele m the dootway.

Then he shot out into the passage,

Bump |

There was a chuckle up the passago,
Vernon-Bmith was looking out of the
doorway «f Sludy No. 4. The Boundex



seemed amused by Tracy's sudden and
forcible exit from 3tudy No. 1.

The door of Study No. I slammed,
Gilbert staggdred to-his feet in the
Fassaga. With a face red with rage,
e jumped back at the study door,
burled it open, and rushed in,
There was a sound of a scuffle. Then
I'racy reappeared under the Beounder's
smused coyes, flying through the door.

way. He crashed and sprawled, and
the study door slammed after him
again.

“Iia, ha, ha!” reared Smithy.

 Gilbert tottered up. He stood .pant-
ing and scowlin Eﬂ.\'ﬂgﬂ] v at the laugh-
ing Bounder. He made a step towards
the <door of Study No. l—and stopped.
And the Bounder chuckled azain, as he
tnrned, and tramped away towards the
sbRirs,

In SBtudy No. 1, Harry Wharton
went on grinding at his lines—without
forcher interruptions from the outcast
of the Hemove. '

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Two In Peril !

i AT ¥

‘ II _Bessie  Bunter, the plump

sister of Billy Bunter of the
Bemove,” made that remark,

She made it snappishly,
n Marjoric Hazeldene glanced round at

e

“What " she began.

“Cat!” ropeated Bessie,

“But what—"

Gt B 1

* My dear Dessie—"

(a1

Bessio seemed annoyed.
. The twe Cliff House girls were follow-
g the path on the cliffs from Pege to
Friardale. Thﬂ{ were walking slowly,
Fessic Bunter, like Billy Bunier, had
a ot of weight to carry, and she carvied
it at a leisurely pace. orcover, Possie
bad a packet of toffee, of which she was
disposing as she walked.

Bessic was bestowing most of lhor
attention on the toffee, when something
tapped sharply on the brim of her hat
and tiltedr it sideways, which made
Bessie jump and annoyed ler very
niuch,

“"You

dropped somothing on  mvy
Lat 1" said ﬁessie accusingly, with a
devastating  blink  through the big

spectacles that were so like BEilly's.
*Look at itt™ ?
“But I didn'g—"
“Who did, then " demanded Bessie
“Cat 1"
_ Bhe set her school hat straight, Mar.
jerie Hazeldene looked round in st
EI'IEE:. A chip of chalk had dropped on
egsie’s hat, and tilted it; and as ne
one else was in sight on the lonely cliff
pall, Bessie attributed that absurd joke
to her companion.  Hence her remarks.
“If vou think it's funny to knock my

aspocd Blarjorie.

Lat off, Marjorie IHazoldeno—7="
snueaked  Bessie,
“But I did not!" s=aid Marjovie.

“Don’t be a duffer, Bessie! Therc
mist be zomebody up on the cliffst™

“I don't think!” said Dessie scorn.
fully, "I jolly well know—  Oh!”
Bessie broke off, as another chunk of
chalk dropped and tilted her hat again,
Thia time BMisz Elizaboth Runter could
see that Marj]nrie was not gruiliy,

She blinked upwerd. -

_ The path the schoolgivls were follow-
mg wound along the face of tho cliffs,
On their right was a deop of forty or

fifty feet to the beach, where the
wintry  sea rolled booming on  the
shingle,

On their left the “L‘:FH eliff

rose almost like 8 wall to a

wight of
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thirty feet or so. From the sumunik,
prassy slo gtretched inland to Friar-
dale {Tﬂugzﬂ : 3

“Oh,” gasped Bessic, “brute!'"

pointed up with a fat forelinger.

Looking down from the top were two
grinning faces. 3 ¥

Bessie kaew both those faces—they
hﬂlnnged to Ponsonby and Monson of
the Fourth Form at Iligheliffe.

Pon and his pal weére on a ramble
that afternoon, and, a3 usual, ready
for any mizchief—especially of u
maliciouz kind  Batan, az the proverb
says, woaz finding work for idle hands
to .do.

Apparently it scemed funny te Pon
to drop chunks of chalk on the hat of
Miss Klizabeth DBunter, passing below.
And as Bessic glared up, hor fat faco
red with wrath, it annmmi funnier than
ever-to Pon, He chuckled. :

“Tirutes 1" squealed Miss Bunter. ™ If
I could get at you, I'd smack your
face! I'll ask my brother Billy io
thrash vou !

At which Ponsonby and Menson
chortled. They were not cast in heroic
mould; but really and truly they did
not fear any vengeance that mmight
reach  them  fromm Willilam  George
Bunter,

Marjorie Hazeldene glanced up at
the two young vascals with & guiet con-
tempt that made Monson draw back
his head. But Ponsonby stared down
with cool impudence, He stretched
ont hie hand, to drop anether lump of
chalk on Aiss Bunter’'s hat.

“Come glong, Bessie 1™ wuid Marjorie
hastily.

Tap!

Bossic Donter was direetly below the
Higheliffe fellow on -the oliff suimmnit.
Tho lump of chalk drﬂ]iped like =a
plummet to the erown of her hat, and
cave 1k a shavp tap, almost o bang.
0w I gqueaked Bessie. “ Run, Mo
jorie [

And DBessie Bunter, in anticipation of
another dropping chunk, charged along
the path at top speed to escape.

Ponsonby, grinning backed from iho
edge, and joined Monson, and the iwo
voung rascals continued their walk
along the olitfs,

Bessic, unaware that there was rno
more to come, charged on.  Marjoric
rushed after her in alarm,

“Stop " she ecalled out breathlessly.
T Ressie, stop !

The path between the ¢hff on one
side and the drop to the beach on the
ather was ne place for pulbing on
speed, '

Bezsie, heecdless. charged on. 1ler
fact slipped on the ¢halk, and there
was A sudden sheick as Bessie stumliled
A

Y Bessie 1" panted Marjorie.

Shriek ! |

Under her horrified eyes Dessic
siumbled, and slipped on the edge. She
was over the edge in & moment, and
for one dreadful sccond Marjoric
dreaded to see her disappenr into space,
But Bcssie's fat hands grabbed at ihc
vough chalk on the edge of the path,
auel she hung on, screaming.

Marjorie, breathless, reached her in
another moment,

“Help!”™  shrieked DBessie.  “ Iyl
me upl Marjorie, ¢h, help "

Her hands were slipping on {lic wet
chalk, Marjorie, throwing hoyself on
her knees, grasped the fat hands as
they slipped, and held on to them, She
braced herself against the strain, striv-
1tg her hardest to pull the plump
schoolgirl up to the path again.

Bug she strove in vain,

All  Bessie’s weight was over the
edge, and she could not help herself.
Marjorie was vo weakling, but her

5

slrength was not eg’un‘i te pulling up
ithe Wtriﬁiht. Boessie's elbows restod on
the chalk, and: Marjorie's strong grasp
prevented her from slipping back—but
that was the utmost that she could do.
. Bhriek on shriek pealed from the ter-
rified Bessio. Below, the face of the
cliff elanted steoply to the beach; only
Marjorie's hold prevented her from
rolling down fifty feet to the tide-swept
shingle. . 8he shricked and shricked,
and ecreamed and screamed. :

“Help! Helpl” called Marjoric
ITazeldene, as loudly as she could. She
was holding Dessie back from that ter-
rible fall, but she knew thet she could
not stand the strain long.

She hoped that hor voice and Dessic's

wild sereams might rfeach ihe fwo
young rascels on the cliﬁ-ﬁp.
But Ponsonby and onson  had

alrcady gone on their way, ulterly wn.
conscious of the catastrophe that hadl
been caused by their maﬁclﬂus prank.
Th‘?f were already far ont of hearing,

Marjorie’s efes swept aleng the patl,
almosy in despair. And she gave a cry
of joy and reliecf et the sight of a
schoolboy in a Greyfriars cap coming
up the patlh.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Gilbert To The Rescus !

ILBERT TRACY tramped aloug
'”il&d]]ﬂl'h on the cliff, with his
hands shoved deep
_ pockets,
on his faco.

Ever since ho had come, unwillingly,
to Greyfriars Schoel, Gilbert had Lecn
disconiented and dissatisficd. Ho had
had an casy {ime=——too ecasy & (iune--
at bome at Ozkwood Ploce, in Surrev,
and Creyfriars was & very disagrecable
change.

He wanted (o go, but he was not
allowed to go. He could not even got
himzelf sacked, though he would rather
havo lefr, even on such terms, thaun
have remained at Greyfriars,

Mre. Queleh had taken charge of Lim.
I had undertaken to keep him wr
Greyiviavs for a whole term, and 1o
ciideavour to make something bettor
than an idle, loafing, self-indulgent
slacker of bim. Ho ind not perlaps
had much success, so far, bub Quelch
was not (e man to abandon o taslk e

inte s

and a Dlack scowl

Ihad undertaken,  The more trouble
Cilbert’ gave him—and he gave hin
slenty—the moere  grimly  determined

ueleh seemed fo be to sce his tasls

thrawgl.

_IF Gilbert had had one consolation,
it was Boccer. He was keen on Soccer,
and n great man at the game. But evil
temper and reckless raseality had been
his undoing in that as it other things,

Jarred  fromr the football, he had
nothing left but malicious vengeanee--
for what that was worth. Now lus
Forn was uLtr:r]& fed-up with i
Ho was sent {o vantry, and every
fellow in the Remove would have been
as glad as Gilbert himself if he could
have succeeded in leaving the school.

It was no wondor that iiﬁ brow was
dark, and his fuce sullen as he tramped
over the ¢liffs. He had never cared
for otherz, or for the opinion of others:
but it was a blow to him to be treated
as an oulecast, to be turned down amd
barred, by all the Form to which hoe
belanged.

He had, in fact, thrown away all
hiz chances, and he had noihing left
but sulky rvesentiment and brooding dis-
content. At the same lime, it had
crossed his mind more than onee that
he wished that things had beon differ.
cit, as thev zo casily might hiave beew,
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had he not given way op all occaziong
to every selfish and malicious impulse.

It was too Jate vew, and he had »o
prospect ahead of him, but of remain-
g an aveided outeast during the long
weeks of that dresry terin. ™ He was
thinking dismally over ‘the dismal pros-
pect as he tramped oo the cliff path,
when Bessio Bunter’s wild | screams,
and Marjorie Hazeldene's calling voice,
caife to his caps, - .

He glanged round him with liitle
interest.  Somebody, it sceined, wasz. in
rome  trouble, but Gilbert was very
slightly interested in anyone's troubles
but his owi. :

ut even Gilbert hastened his steps as
hee saw what was going on on the eliff
paith ahead of him.
'He i*ecd}rjﬁiu_:e!i Marjorie at once. He
hadt seen, her several times when she
had come over to. Groyicinva to see her
brofber, . ITazeldene of  the, Remwove.
And as he saw, that she was barely
holding back the plump schoolgirl from
sli %Ehg down the steepy chiff, he ran
quickly up. = |

“Help I called Marjoric,

At the sight of a Greyfriars c&%). she
had hoped that it might be Bob Cherry,
or some other of the Fmwous Five.
'This fellow was & stranger to her. If
she had seen him at all, shé hdd never
poticed him, DBut he ran up guickly

enough to her ad.
"&niﬂ on ! le- E.@.nf.-*d, as hie ecame.
“For goodness’ sake, hold on!”
Fracy ot that mowment forgob his
silks, forget his evil temper, forgot
ihat he still had several aches -from
bumpmg in the. passage outside Study
No. 1. For once, at lcaszt, he forgot
abont himself. S i _ i
Frightenced out of her fat wils, Beasio
wereamed and screamed, clinging fo
Marjorie’'s hands like a Impet {0 a
vork. Her weight was dragging her
down, and Marjorie had to exert every
nupce of her sirength to hold her back
from the fall. But her strengith was
failing under the strain.  She would
not let go; but she was in davger, dire
danger, of bel dragged over the
edge, had not help arrived,
ut help had come, -
Gilbert Tracy dropped on his knecs
by her side. 1llo grvasped one of
Dessie’s plump wrists with both hands.

“Take the other I'* he breathed.
Scream  from  Bessie—screain on
scveam.  Her eyes were wildly dilated

behind lher spectacles, bulging with
terror.

As Tracy geipped her lefs arm, Mar-
jorie placed both hauds to her right.
The ierrible strain was cased.  May-
jorio panted and panted, but she could
stand the stram now.

“Pull I breathod Calbert. " We've
got to got her upl DBy gum, she's no
feather-waight ! 1"ull ! :

Even with the two of them to pull,
it was no easy task, 1L was a terrvibly
diflicult tnsk.l Bessie, a:sh she was
dragged slowly up over the rugged
cdgo of chalk, slipped back apain,
sereaming; and only by bracing themn-
selves, with all eir strength, dicd
Mavjorie and Tracy avol heing
dragged over the edge.

Then a long, strong, amd steady pull
did it, and Bessia Bunter, gasping, was
landed at last on the path, where she
sat and scrcamed.

“Oh, my hat|"” gasped Gilbert,

He panted for breath. It was a cald
Novembor day, and a chill wind blew
from the ses, but tho perspiration was
thick on his forehead.

Marjarie leancd against the rock, on
the safe side the patl, white and
ipent.  Booste, n.ppumutlt_-.r UNCORECIONE
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{hat the danger was over, conlinued to

screanh . i

U UT's " all right now!™ said Tracy.
Safo ns.houses noiwv, Miss Bunter !™

. Scrcam |

“Bessie, my dear—"  panted
AMarjorie,

SBcream |

“ Bessig—"

Sercam !

MOk dear!” gasped Marjorie.

Scream ! '

Marvjorie, having recovered  her
breath, bont and grasped Besste's ov,
io help her to her feot,

Tracy stooped and grasped her other
arin.

Bessie, still screaming, was hooked to
her feet. Except that she was muddy
and chalky, she seemeod.little the worse
—but ne doubt Bessie considered ihat,
in the circumstances, she was cniithed
to scream. And she did!

“Come, Bessie ! wrged Marjovie.
“We shall be off this path in a few
mpinttes—eome 1

Seream !

“1'd betier see you off the paily in
case she takes ancther tumble!” said
Gilbere.

“Thank 2 1e]
Marjorie.

Bessie, =till emitting screams, was
walked on between them to the spot
wihera the path turned mland through
the ¢liffs.  T'here at last Miss IKliza-
beth Bunter ceased to scream,

“All right now I® said 'Lracy.

“¥You've hurt my wrist ¥

“Eh 1

“Bruised 1t!™ said Dessic acenzingly.
“Look at it

13 Dh I:‘l

“Grabbing my wrist like that!” said
Bessie. “"Dhd youw think 1t was made of
wood, or wron, or what "

“(My, wy hatl” zaid Gilbert, staring
at hor.

Gilbert's grnmpt aid had certainly
saved Aliza Bunter from severe imjury,
and probably Marjorie az well. Miss
Bunter, however, now that she had re-
covered from her fright, was thinking
of h{}rl]rlump 11.'1{'1’5}, which Tjﬁyl]md
eertain Erfspadl 1n & £gn Y.
Really, :{m |mdp¥md tol Stiﬁ, no doubk
it hurt 2 hitthe.

“Just like o boy I said Aiss Bunter
bitterly. “ Grabbing at o girl’s avmn as
if it was made of wood 1" :

“TBut—but I had {o pull you up, vou
konow 1Y stammered  Gilberk “Youn
Julin’t want {o go down to the beach,
did you?'

" i;-n"’t be sillyl™ said Aliss Bunter.

l'lil:hlllﬁ .

“"No need to be so clumsy! I
think—~>"

“Be quiet, Bessie!”  exelaimed
Marjorie, with a note of very unusnal
sharpness  in her wvoice.  “Do  bhe
guiet 1™

“Cal 1" sand Bessie.
wrists ™

“Be quict!

youl Pleaso do!®

“Lool at my

I don't Lknow how 1o
thauk you,” said Marjorie. “It was
very kind and very hrave of you—vou
nnght have been pulled over, though
Bessin doesn't understand it

“Grabbing my wrist like thati—"

“Be quiek!”

“rrabbing—"

“Do bhe quiet, Bessie! T don't think
I've seen yom before, but you belong
lo Greyfriars?” zaid Marjorie.

“T'tn new this term,” said Gilbert,
“I know your brother, Miss Hazeldone
—at least " He coloured, remem-
bering that Marjorie’s brother, ke the
rest of the Remove, was sending him to
Coventry., I mean, I'm in s Ferm
—the iBemove. My name's Tracy.”

“Traey I repeated Marjorie, “0Oh:

Hazel has mentioned vou to mo—you're
the wonderful footballer 1”7 She smiled.
“Thank you zo much for lLelping ust
Mow gome along, Bessie—"
‘Girabbing my arm like thai—"
‘D¢ come along 1™

“Tm all smothered with mud—>"

" ¥es, coma alongl T'm muddy,
ta——'? ; '

AR over mud and chalk!” said
Bessie.  * Bmothered! Look at me
- We'd better go back,” said Marjorie,
“We'll go by Pegg Lane—not by the
cliffs again! Come oml™ . |

“ Bmothered with mud—-"

Do come I¥ '

"Grabbing my arms like ihat—"

“¥Yes, ves; but come on—"

“ Grabbing——

Tracy: stood looking after the two
~chioolgirls’ as they went, Bessie Bunter,
rubbing & plump arm, evidently still
fleeply  displeased. He watched  them
1ill they wore out of sight, and fhen
reswmed his tramp along the eliffa,

Ilis face was thoughtful, but much
Jezz moody and disgruniled and discon.
wented than before, 1t was_ probably
tho first time that Gilbert Tracy had
cver exerted himself for  the sake of
anyono but himself, and pessibly the
unusual experience had done him good.

r'|
£l
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Vengeance !

AXNG! ,
The door of Study No. 1 flow
opep, and IMavry Wharton gave

& jump.

“Hallo, hallo, halla | voared a cheoery
VO lQ.

Bob  Cherry's cheery, ruddy face
looked' in, and behind him the other
members of the Co. Bob bad a bundle
in his hand. That bundle contained
supplies for tea, and Bob slammed it
down on the study table,

“ Finished 1" he asked.

“No ™ grunted Wharton.
for goodness’ sake 1"

“ Much more?”

* About fifty "

It was not vet tea-time w the Co.
canie in. They had been down 1o
Friardale, but Bob had not had 1iho
satisfaction of seeing Marjorie there—
«he did not scem Lo have walked to the
village, alter all. 8o, & walk to Cliff
Housze being cut out, they had come
back rather carly. But Bob had comwe
hack in cheery spirits, after & tramp in
kecn, wintry air, rather a contrast 1o
Havry Wharton, who wasz in anything
it cheery spiritz, after hours in the
~ludy, grinding at Latin lines.

A pile of writien lines lay on ihe

“ Bhut up,

table before Lim, and he was =il
woearlly  grindorg when his Doends
arrived.
“Wn::'ﬂ brought in semeflhing  for
i pe—

* Bother tea!” :

I told vou I'd bring you a cake, if
vou were a good boy—*

“You howling ass!"

*But it's a jolly good cake—I got it
ab Uncle Clegg's, in Friardale—"

“ Blow the cake! TFor goodness’ zake
let ma geb through with this rot 1"

“Marzipan on top, snd ne end of
plums——

“Bhut up ' roared Wharton.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“All servene, old top! Weo'll leava
vow fo fintsh, Buck up' Come and tell
us when you're threugh—Browney's got
hia wireless on in the Rag, and we're
gomg to hear the news—"

“{tn and hear the news, or

iContinued on page 8.)
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RNBY TRAINS

Ready for the
“Right Away ” »

The signai falls, the whistle sounds.
Express, gliding over the points, picking
over crossings, through stations, all out

Away goes the Hornby

u}: speed, under bridges,
or a record run !

Boys, everything about Hornby Trains is unbelievably real.

Until you’ve actually piayed with a Hornby Rallway you c<an’t
possibly realise how thrilling and hew jascinating a hobby it is.

Think of the hours of interest and excitement that can be yours
as Engineer-in-Chiel of your own railway ! You are in absolute
control. Your train runs according to your orders. Shor: of
actually operating a real railway, there is no sensation in the
world to equal it .

Christmas is. a fine time to start a Hornby Railway. Ask your
local dealer to show you the latest models, and ask him also for
your FREE copy oi the new catalogue of Harnby Trains and Meccane.

Prices of Hornby Tra:n Sets from 5/6d. to 76/-

MECCANO LIMITED  :: (DEPT. C.D.) Bt

EIHHE ROAD 11

THE 1938-9 HORNBY
BOOK OF TRAINS

The latest issue of this magnificent book,
now ready, will be welcomed by every
railway enthusiast. It contains splendid
articles on little-known features of rall-
way goods traffic, automatic train control
on the GW.R., the famous L.N.ER,
and L.M.S. expresses on the London-
Scotland routes, the mysteries of the
Travelling Post Office and the Continentai
Boat Trains of the Southern Railway,

Then there -is a- superb catalogue,
in full colour, of all the wonderful
Hernby locomotives, coaches, wagons,
and accessories. Every Meccano and

"Hornby dealer has this wonderful book,

price 3d. Or you can obtain it by sending
41d. in stamps direct to Meccanc Ltd,,
Dept. C.D., Binns Road, Liverpool, 13.

LIVERPOOL, 13
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Jericho P said - Harry.
wish I'd ‘never started these rotten lines
—I'd better finish them now ! :

“Pile in, old chap! said Frank
Nugeént. “ Fifiy more .won't take you
IUHE "

1 say, vou fellows—

“Push that fat ass out 1™ zaid Harry,
as a fat face and a larﬁa pair of spec-
racles glimmered at fhe door,

COh, really, Whartoir—"

“PBuzz off

“I was only going to offer to unpack
that parcel while vow're finishing youor
lines 1 said Billy Bunter, withi dignity.

“Kick  him, somechody!”  said
Hwrry.

“ Beast'1¥

Billy Bunter-was pushed out—keen as
he was on tnpackiyg a parcel which
confained & cake with marzipan on top
and.. a4 lot of plums—and dopr of
Study No. 1. shut apgain,

The Co. {ramped down to.tha. Rag,
and Whagton was left to finish that long
and weary fask.

He scribbled and scribbled at the last
weary lines, . . .

His friends had givem him sensible
advico that afternaon, and he had acted
scnsibly in taking it, he knew that quitc
well, But he was int a far from pleased
or satisfied mood. S

From his own point of view, that
impot had been unjustly given, or was,
at the very least, unnecessarily severe,
That was exasperating to begin with!

Then his own angry rcmarks on the
subject. had given.a general impression
that he wuu!EI not do the lines, and the
fact that he had, after all, done them
gave an opening for sneers to a fellow
like. Tracy, and for irmtating amuse-
ment to & fellow like Hazel,

However, that almost endless task was
nearly at an end now, and he seribbled
on, to get it finished.

‘The Jast few lines were running ag
hiis pﬁau, when the study deoor opene
and Billy Buater blinked in.

“1 gay, old:chap—=>"

“Buzz off ' snapped Wharton, aver
hia shoulder.

“But' I say-—" X

Wharton grabbed a Fatin granmmar
and huiled it. . i

‘Bunter dodged just in time, and dis-
appearcd.

e scribbled the last line, at long
Tast ! TFive Dhundved lay completed on
tho table Dbefore him, ihe afterncon’s
dismal labour was over. He was fired
and irritated, but he was plad at all
events, that he had finished,

The door cpened agatn.

“1 gay, old fellow——"

Billy Bunter blinked in, very
cautiogsly I  His interest in the bundle
on the study table was deep and intense,
but he kept a wary eye open for a
whizalug nussile! i

But there was po nnssile {this time!
The task was doene, and Harvy Wharton
roso from his chair.

Bunter’s cyes, and speetacles, hixed on
him wariii‘;

“J say, neard the news®™ he asked.

“What news, fathead?®

*Awlul aw-raid—"

“Wha-at

“ Browney's getting it on Tis wireless
in the Rag! Feariul aiv-raid—-">

“An airsraud I exelaymed Harey., At
that starthing news he forpot the stack
of lines t!mt.-%a&' on the table, and stared
at Bunter

“ Fearful ™ zatd DBonter. T didn't
eatch where it had happened—but it
was  awful—fearful—bombs right and
left—tervifio bombing—smashing every-
thi:g up—I say, come dn, old chap, or
YO -

g
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Harry Wharton hurried oub of the
study.. H that exciting news was coming
through on Tom Brown's wirelese in the
Rag, he wanted to hear it! He cut
down the passage to the stairs.

- Billy Bunter blinked after him as
wenk |

As Wharton cut down the Remove
sfairease, Bunter cub into Stody No. 1!

‘He grinned breathlessly as he reached
the bundle on the table. _His fat fingers
jurked at the string round it,

. Whether that thrilling news was
cmmng through on Browney’s radio or
not, Bunter did not know! -~Sad to
relate, he did not care, either!

Billy Bunter’s sole gbject was to get
Wharton out of the study while he dealt
with that parcel |
] Bﬂulbi‘l}f squadrons—if any—did not
intercst Bunter so much as a plummy
cake with marzipan on top !

Hurriedly, he untied knots!

If that thrilling news was coming
through on the radie, it would keep
Wharton in the Rag! If 1t wasn't, at
least 1t would take him some little time
to go and return! The unsecrupulous
fat Owl had time! ]

He jerked off the string, and un-
wrapped wrappings., A large and hand-
some e was revealed—among other
things! 'The other things, Bunter
Fenemusl:r left for their owner—the cake
10 grabbed |

With the cake under his arm,- he
rolled out of the study. Ho blinked
guickly down the passage towanrds the
stairs.

A jumor appeared on the landing.
The short-sighted Owl of the Hemove
did not see who it was—it could hardly
Le Wharton <&omi back yet, but
Thimter turned hastily in the other
direction, and rolled up the passage
with hiz plunder.

It was as a matter of fact, Gilbert
Lracv, coming in after his walk, He
stared at Bunter, as_the fat Owl rolled
burriedly away and diseppeared into
Study No. 7. :

He could see that Bunter had been in
Stuldy No. 1, and that he had carried
epmcthing out of that study. But he
was not interested in_ the fat Owl's
proceedings, He went in and slammoed
the door.

Then, as he turned from the door,

- Gilbert’s eyes fell on what lay on the

stidy table, ;

-He did not heed the paveel of tuck,
attractive as it was to Billy Dunter!
Hiz eyes fixed on the stack of lines, in
Wharton's hand.

And his eyes glittered,

Whartorr, evidently, had written oub
that tremendous tmpot. Something liad
called him away from the study, and
he had left it there, instead of taking
it at once to Quelch. He had said—or
as gpood as said-——that he would net do
it— g he had donc it, and there it
av.

-Gilbert’s eyes turned from it to the
fira burning in the study grate!

That stack of lines, which had cost
his enemy & weary afternoon’s worlk,
Iay under his eyes—and that afternoon,
Wharton had pitched him neelk and crop
out of that study, and it was to Whar-
ton, more than to anyone clse, that
lic owed it that ha was in Coventry
—an eutcast in the school. His face was
black and bitter—and black and bitter
thoughts were in his mind |

For a long moment he stood looking
at the stack of impot paper.  Then he
picked up tha shects, and ecrammed
them, in & heap, in the study fire, and
stirred them there till they blazed, He
stirred the embers over them, and. added
more coals from the boxl.

Then, guietly he qut. the studv, and
shut. the door after him!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hunting Bunter!

L HAT'S the news, Brownpeyi”
“ Can't get through!”
"Whe-a-t1" ejaculated

Harry Wharton.

Tom Brown had his portable radio
on the corner of the tablo in.the Rap.
A number of fellows were Rathered
roumd, ‘and the New Zealand junior was
twiddling dials and frowni i

7 ll.t

“Nothing doing | he said.
FEE:E'W 11': t vilh a2
“Haven't you gpot anyihing——
 Nothin, ,an fEr i ’ : i
“That' fat villain Bunter——" oex-
claimed -Harry. * What the thump was
he pulling my leg for? Hoe told me you
wers getting war news,” ;
“What the dickens did he tell vou

that for? grunted Browney. *1 tell
vou I can’t get & sound—"

“Finished Lhose lines, old heant®”
asked Bob Cherry.

“¥es! That fat ass Bunter senk mo
down here. with a silly yarn—"" Harvy
Wharton knitted his brows “By pum!
I'Hl boot him all over the Remove—"

*Oh, niy hat " ejaculated Bob., *“1Did
you leave him in the study?*

“1 thought he was coming down—-"

5 Well, he hasn't ! More hl::zl;ir oking
hiz fat nose into that bundle ]l',ufr; in
the study I exclaimed Bob.

“Oh! oxclaimed Harry, *“I'd for-
gotten that——*"

“Bet you Bunter hadn’t!” said Bob.
“Come on! We'll catch him at it, and
burst him all over the study 1

“The fat rotter ! growled the captain
of the Remove, as he left the Rag with
his chums. *8o that was it? I never
thought 2 '

“You seldom do, old ehap ! Come on. ™

“Fathead 1™

The Famoua Five hurried up the statr-
case, '

As there was no-news on the radio, it
was evident that William George Bunter
had had an object in pulling tho leg of
the captain of the Remove, and fao
fellowes so well acquainted with Billy
Bqntcr’s manners and customs, the
object was clear enough. ‘They hurried
up to the Hemove passage, in the full
expectation of finding Billy Bunter
going strong, on the contentt of that
parcel of tuck,

But Study No. 1 waz vacaut when
they entered it. On the table lay the
bundle—in an unwrapped state ! Bunter
was not there—but evidently he had
been there: he was gone, likewise the
cane !

“Hy gum !™ said Bob Cherry, staring
at the bundle. *'The fat burglar—he's
snaffled the cake—" =

“He can't have scoffed it yob!* szaid
Johnny Bull.  * After him ¥

“Yon follows can get after tho fat
framp,” sald Wharton. “I'd bebter
take my lines down to Quelch! Why—
what—whoree——r

He stared at the vacant zpot on the
fable, where the stack of lines had lawi!
T'hat spot was bara!

“What the thump—" he cxclaimed
1 %ﬁinmmcnb.

T} 'IEI..t.'E up-—-—'"'

“My lines !

“What about vour lines 7™ asked Dol

“They're not here [

“Did you leave them there 77

(M course 1 did, assl I'd  juse
finiched tnem when that frowsy fac
frump barged in and told me fhat yan,
and I ran down—"
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quiet to cheer you up, what ? To tell you the trulh, old fellow, I'm expecting a postal order, and I'd be glad if you'd cash

“The thumping ass! What has he
taken the lines for, then; he can't eat an
mupob | said Bob hlank’ly. “He wants
to scoff the cakes, but what the dickens
tdoes he want the lines for?  DBunter's
idea of a joke, perhaps.”

“T'll give him joking with my lines,
after I've siugge({l all the afterncon to
et them done!” exclaimed Ilarry
Wharton wrathfully. “Be pum, I'll
burst the fat foozler I

Hea hurried out of the study, his vhums
following him,

A moment later he was wrenching at
the door-handle of Study No. 7.

The door was locked inside.

“ Bunter!™ roared Wharton.

There was a sound from the mnlerior
of the study. It was: a sound of wunch-
ing.  [vidently Bunter was there, and
hatd the cake—whatever had become of
the lines, Dut that sound of busy jaws
crasedd as the captain of the Remove
shouled outside the door.

“0Oh, is—is that vou, Harry, old
chap " ueaked a fat wvoice from
within, " I—I say, I—I can’t open that
door! Ti=-it's got jammed "

" You've scoffed that cake, you fab
villain I" roared Bob,

“Oh, really, Cherpy=——

“Let us in, you bloated burglar !

“I—1 can’tl I—=I'd open the door
like a shot if—if 1 eould: but—but it'a
jommed somechow ¥ gasped Bunter. "1
mway e able to get it open presently,
ald chuap, if==if you specially wantk to seo
mne.”

*We specially want to zee that cake !
hewled Bob.

* What cake, old chap 7

“The one vou've pinched from Whar-
fon's etudy, you frowsy frog i

“I haven't Qi_reen in Wharton's study.
old chap! This eake is one that I hadd
from Bunter Court this merning.
mean, I haven't pot a cake 1

"Oh, my hat!

“ Bother the cake!” exelaimed Harry
Wharton impatiently. “I want my

it for me now.”

lines! Quelch will bo expecting them in
ten minutes frem now. DBunter, you
Lhowling idiot, what have you taken my
lines away forf"

“What lines?™ %'asped Dunter., ."I
haveu't taken any lines,  Wharrar you
mean? What should I want to take
vour silly lines for? I never took any-
thing but the cake—I mean, I never took
anything at all. How could I, when I
wasn't in the study ¥

“¥ou perniclous porpoise—="

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“"Will you give me thoze lines?”
roared the captain of the Remove.
“Can't you understand, vou idiot, that
I've got to take them down to Quelch?
Ho wants them by tea-time, you buorb-
ling blitherer, andy it's just on tea-time.
(ive me that impot at onee, vou {oozling
freak! Hand out those lines, you fat
frog 1"

“I haven't—"

“If you've demaged thewn, I'll burst
vou all over the study ! What have you
taken them for at all??  shricked
Wharton.

“I tell you I havon't—"

“Open thia door 1V

“I—I can't till T find the key. I—
I've dropped the key somewhere——"

“What have vou locked the door for,
vou potty porpoise?™

“1 mean, it ain't locked; it's jammaed
somechow

“If yvou don't let moe in I'll burst the
lock I roared Wharton, “I've got to
Lave those lines, you potty owl.™

¥ive fellows thumped on the door and
howled bloodeurdling threats through
the keyhole. Within tho study the sound
of munching and gobbling was resumed.

Bunter certainly knew nothing about
the missing lines; but he knew all about
the missing cake! He was not going 1o
let anybody into that study so long as a
fragment of the enke remained, That
rake was evidence against him, and
Bunter was gettin rid of the evidenen
zs fast as he could—as fast, in fact, as

it would travel down
gullet,

Other Remove fellows were comin
up to tea now, and an intercsted uuﬁ
amused crowd gathered round to watch
five execited juniors at Bunler's door

“*What's this gamci” asked Vernon-
Simith.

“What are you irying 1o burgle my
study for?” inguired Peier Todd.

“That fat scoundrel's been ratding iny
study ! pasped Harry Wharton, “The
potty ass has bagged my line: for some
1diotia reason 3

“I haven't " came & sgueak from the
study, muffled by cake. **I never saw
your lines when I was in the study. 1
mean, I never went into vour study.
Whi[slmuld | i

*Ha, ha, ha "

“What on earth has Bunier pinched
sour lines for?” exclaimed the Bounder,
in astonishinent.

" Goodness knows, ullllc_z_es it’s his idea
of a joke! It’'s no joke for me if Queleh
has to wait for them!” suapped
Wharton, . .

“So you did the lines, after all?¥
grinned Skinner. “Didn't T hear some-
thin? about & haughty bloke who
wouldn't 1 - :

Wharton gave him a look. Ie was in
no temper for jeers from Skinner.

“¥You'd better shut up, Skinner!* he
said sauu%:cir, "You're asking to havo
your checky nose pulled! Buuater, will
vou open this door @™

“I—I can't find the key, old chapl
T—T1 think I shall be ablo to find 1% when
I've finished this cake=—I mean, [=-I'm
looking for it now. I'm looking every-
where "

“Let mo in, Bunter, you ass!" ex-
claimed Peter Todd., *“Fhinlt vou can
lock me ont of my study, vou fat, foot-
]ing frump?”

“Wow-wait & minule, Toddy! The
door's jamnmn’f—-—-t“

Tng Masxer Lisrany.—Nao, 1,605,

his capacious
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“Ha, ha, hat*

“1 meam; -J'm looking for the keyg——"

*Hi, ha, hat? - :
-"i:_,t;n find it in ‘o -minute. 11
t‘hﬁi i6 rolled under the table! I—I'm
goking for it like anything——"
’;‘f_'t'-’-'gl' ou, hand dut: those Lines ¥°
hovded: riom, : :

“T Haven't got any lines! Think 1'm
¢ME£F lines 7"

"I a, ha, ha " i g

“T'm not cating epything,  I=—I'm
Iii;ce:ﬂ:i'lj::&i for that key. 1—I—— Grogegh !
Qaoogh 1. Urrrriggh!” =

Thefo was a wild spluftering “from.
Btudy No. 7. Some -:-F the cake, dis-
posed of in haste, scemed {o have gone

down the wrong wdy., . 2 e
. Gurgle, gurgle | Bplutter, splutter 1—
came, from the study, while the fellows
in the passage roared with-laughter.

- Hayry Wha_riﬂq:j?i:! Job join in the
I&ugh{leq,. however, The minuntes wero
passing, and it was time to take the lines
down to Mr. Quelch. But for Bunter's
fatnous prank they would have been
taken down already. . The daptain of the
femove banged angrily at the door.

“Open this door, you fat idiot!” he
roared.  “T'Il burst you all over the
study when I lay my hands on-you I”

e did not doubt for & mement that
Bunter had removed:tha jines, -Bunter
had been in the study, and, so far as he
knew, no one alse had. ]

And, it was exactly one of Bunter’s fat-
headed tricks. Bunter had been known
to hide Quelch’s Form papers under the
eughion in the seat of his annchair. He
had onee driven Fisher . TFish posi-
tively frantio by hiding a banknote be-
longing to that transatlantic youth in-
side & hook in Fishy's 5tudi}'. Ho had
once snooped & watch-chain  from

Ich’s study, with the amusing idea
of hiding it in Quelel’s Sunday hat!
This sort of lhing scemed funny tlo
Bunter, his ides of humonr being worthy
of his fat intelleet ! '

. Wharton had no doubt that Bunler
had shifted those lines, and khew
exactly where they were, And now that
they were due to be handed in, it was
possible that st any moment Queleh
might come up to inguire after them.
If they were not handed in on time it
was mmore than likely that he would con-
clude that they had not bheen written—
after what had occurred at ihe school
gate that afternoon.
. Having grownl out that weary impot
for the sake of aveiding z row with
Quelch, Wharion was naturally exas-
perated at the idea of the row accruing
all tho same.

Hao banged savagely on the door of
Btudy Mo, T.

“Hand out thoso
rotter I** he roared. f

#¥ haven't got them, yon silly ass!™
howled back Bunter,

“Mell me whern you've pub ihem,
then 1*

AT haven't put thow anywhoere 1™

“1.left them in my study——"

“1 oxpeet they've there, i you did!
Co and lock for them ™

Yires, vou  fatb

“T—I—1'11 smash - him!* gazped
Wharton.
Cobble, gobble, gobble !

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Bang! ‘f‘hump! Bang! Tinunp!

“Cave!” ealled out Squill along the
passape. ‘“"Here  ecomes  Quelch,  old
bean 1" et
‘And Harry Wharton, angry and ex-
sited as he was, eeased to bang on the

daor of Study Neo. 7, as Mr. Queleh

rustled imto the Remove passage. And
Billy Bunter, in the siody, bolted the
last frepment of eake, and gasped for
‘breath after his exertions,

1ue Magser Losnany.—Na. 1,605,

erowd of juniors, stepped at Study Noe.

Pass

" Quelch's fac
“plain that he was not in a placable

THE MAGNET
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

_ . - Not Bunter
R QUELCH frowned. ]
- - .Ha had heard rather a din
& in the Remove paszage as he

ccante  up. ' However, it died-

awgy as he appeaved. and the Remove
niaster, with @ severo  glance at the

Wharton was smong the erowd in the
. he called to him,

“Wharton ['

Haxry Wharton breathed hard, He
did not need tefling why Quelch was

‘there,

“Yes, pir ¥ ho answered,
- "It is now past the fime
when your lines should hiave been
handed” in to . me ™ said - Mr. Quelgh
sternly. "1 requiretto kngw at once
whether you have or have not written
out your umposition [ ;
ce was severe, and it was

mood. Jle had not, in fact, forgotien
that - little scene at the school gate—
whén "he had stopped Wharton gbing

out. .

Wharton had becn going out with hia
lings wnwritlen, regardless of the fact
that they had to be hgnded in that day.
Qualeh had sent him Back to the House
to write them. Ie was not st all sure
that that order bad been obeyed—the
lings, at gl! ecvents, had not been
handed in. And if that order had nat
been obeyed, Quelch was prepared to
coma down imrd and heavy. s

He had had plenty of trouble -that
term with Traey, who sct up as a rebel
and mutineer, and alinost openly gave
his Form-master all the trouble he
could. Omnoe mutincer I the Form was
ono tno many ! If Wharton was follow-
ing Tracy's example, Quelch was the
man to stop ham, :

Silonce tell an the erowd in tha
Roemove passage. It was unusual for
Guelch to speak so sharply to his head
Loy, DBut Wharton had been in trouble

with Quelch more than once that fermn

already. - Now it looked as if more
lroable was coming.

Wharlen's face was red with anger
atie] voxation, and his eves gleamed as
Lo answered Ins Form-master.

“TPwve written the lines.” 5

The answer was rather snapped than
spokienn, and szome of the juniors
rxpected o sco the thunder darken in
ueleh’s hrow.. DBubl, as a malbler of
fact. the Form-master’s expression be-
camo  less” severa,  If Wharton had
writien the lines there was no rebellious
disrespect to deal” with, and he could
casily oxcuze a fellow for not having
handed them in prompily to time,

“Yory well, Wharton 1 saud Ry
(uelch,  with  unexpecled mildoezs,
“You should have brounght them to me
mara thap ien minules aza, but if they
re wrtlten, T owill say no more about
Lthat, Yuu may band then to me now.”

“I—I-——" stommered Harry. :

“If you have left them in vour study.
Wharion, yon may feteh them at once,”

zald Mr. Quelch, logking at him in
surprise. “Please do not waste my
Lime 19 ' :

“They'ro not in my study, eir®

“Well, well, give theni to me at onee,™

“1-=F'vo ?ut to ;:;et them, a&ir!”
stammered IMMarry. A silly ass=I
mean, a fallow has moaved them for a
silly joke! Fve just been asking hin
for them !

“Indeed ! Ar, Queleli's face was
e again, “1f any boy liere has baen
s¢ foolish as to take away Wharton's

Aorm-master had arrived
Wharton; .

imposition——" His é;i_{nlet ove gloanied
ovver. the silent erowd. - s
VIt was not one of the follows bere,
gir 1% . 3 o b

“Then 'who was it?” smapped My
Qualeh. " Where iz the boy, and where
are the lnesf" =~ . .

“Toway You  fellows™ came”a . fub
squéak from Study 'Na:-T—"1 say, I've
tinished the cake—I'mean, I—I've found

1. the key i I say, I'll let:you in, if you
“Phen, as ho observed that Harry.

iike, if you ain't golhg to kick up a
row't - 1 say, Toddy, you won't let themn
ek ‘up a row in this stidy, will you
—making out I had ‘their.-cake, you
knowf” ’
No . dpe - answered -Binter.  Clearly,
the'fat Junior was no awere that his
on the scene,
Kvery . 'word “in the -gencral silenco
reached Mr Quelch's cars.
 He camo nlong  the passage, the
juniors * making ' way  for " hiny . and
l.?pp%id gharply at the deor of ~Study
1o R ; i
“Go away, you beast!” camoe from
within. "1 ain’t letting yom in unless
you make.it pax! I ‘never had tho
cake, and as for the lines——"

“Bunter 1 -

*0Oh crikey I* _

Buoter was heard to gasp at the wn-
oxpected sound of his TForm-master's
volce, .

“Is this door locked, Bunter?™ ;
“0h! Nel! Yes!™ stuttered Bunter,
“It—it jammed, siv—JI méan, I jammed
the key—that 15, I dropped it, sir, and
it rolled wnder thoe jam—=I mcan under
the table——" _

b Een this deor iustantly I”

“Oht Yes, sir!™ _
ETI]E dﬂ?litt %pﬂncd ntﬁdnn{iu‘ !E_ilh
unter might have a long time
with the Famous Fiifqhut he wgas not
disposed to argne with Henry Bamuel
Queleh,  The door #Hew open, and
Bunter’s fut scared face eppeared in
vigw.

The “evidence ™ against Bunter had
disappeared—down lis fat neck ! But
there was & see of crumbs trickling
down his fat waisteoat, which wawx as
much evidence as the IFamous Ifive
would have wanted—had they wanted
any

But they were not thinking about the
caleo now. The missing impot was the
urgent matter It was not difficult 1o
zce that there was s doubt i Quelch’s
mind. - The sooner that wretched impot
was shown up, the better,

“ Wharton 17 ;

“Ves, sir! said Harry, through his
clozed lips,

“Your lines, if
handed to me ot oncc :

“1 have said that they were written,
sir," said Harry Wharton, - very dis-
'r'inctljif. *1 cannot hand them to you
titl the fellow whe took themy away
gives them back to me™

~If vou are alluding to Buntoreees*

“I—1 never—"

“¥You state, Wharton, that your lines

written, miuat be

!IJ

‘are written, and have been removed by

unothar bov., I pather, from what 1

have heard, that you allude to Bunter.

1z that the caze or noti”

“Yes, sir!” sapd Harry, “It was a

silly trick, and no harm done”
“Never mind thatl DBunter, if vau

hnve played a foolish practical joke on

W harton—-="

“Ch, no, siv! pasped DBunter, 1
never b 1 wouldnt 1™ ¥

“Have vou faken Wharton's lines

from las study ¥
Y Wa, sir v
“Bunter, you oss—" breathed Doh,
“You need not speak, Cherry!

YContinued on page 12.)°
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Bunter, if you have removed ilre -lines,
I will exeuse you for baving played so
foolish a trick, 1f you produc
onen [?

“l==T=T haven't, sirt* vailed Bumrer,
“T never saw the hnes! Why should I
take away a fellow's lines? I never——->"

“Will you hand -them over, Buntese 7™
saigd Harry, 12t @ guict and bitter voiee.
“Can't you sc¢ {hat you're making BMr.
Queleh faney that I never wrote them
ut, all¥” ; |

“I1'd hand them over 1§ I had thom,
old chap! DBut I wever had the lines,
any -mere than 1 had the cake

Wharton breathied hard. That Bunter
liad been in the study during his brict
abscnee amd taken . the eakos from tho
bhundle was assured. He could npt
doubt 1hat he had taken the lines also,
but was too terrified by Queleh’s frown-
ing brow (o admit it. If he persisted
in denying it, matters looked like being
very awhward for the captain of the
Remove ! ) *

Gueleh’s face was growing grunmer
and grimmer,

Bunter was the nrast uniruthial fellow
in the Romove: indeed, i the wide
world., Truth amd Runter had always
Leenn  siravgers.  Nevortbeless, My,
CQueleh had Hitle doubt that he was
ielling the truth about those lines—as,
isdeed, ho was!

“Haive you been in Wharton's study
at all, Bunter:™ he ashed.

¥ N, sty 17 answoerod
prompily,

*Wharton! If you bad [inished your
lines, why did you pot bring thewm to
mee: wilhout delay *™ )

“1 wha enlled away from the sludy,
sir! T ecame back in hittle more than
live wminutes, aund the lines wers gone.™

It woesn't e, sir!™ =ad  DDilly
Barder. “I—1 never touched the lines
—never even saw theme 1Y

“Thew you wera Ia
DBunter ¥

“Oh, ne, zir ! T0s all a mistake abouk
the enke i groancd Bunter. “If there’s
a cake gone from that bundla that Bob
felt in the study, I know nothing about
it, sir—ahsolutely nething., I—I thiuk
very likely DBolr left it in the shop.
‘There was no eake in that bundle when
I looked=—and—and—and 1" left it there
all right when I went away, sirl”

“You admit that wou were in the
sindy  during Wharten's  absence,
Bunler ¥ .

“ Oy, no, sir! T—I was downstairs at
the time~I—I mean, was in my
sturdy, and=—and I couldn't get -out
beciuse the key had relled mmder the
jam—1 mean, the jam had rolled under
the "key—I—I—I mean, the—ihe door
had  jammed under the .{able—m*
Bunter waa getting a little confused,

"It appears,”™  said  Ae. Queleh
slevply, “that you onterod Wharton's
slidy and purloined a eake, DBonler !V

*“Uh, no, sir | I never had the cake—
I—T Laven't tasted cake this term, sir !

“¥ou are vovered with cake crmmbs
ab  thizs mowent, Bunter ™ thundered
Mr. Quelch.

“Oh lor! 1—1 mean—"

“Bauter, fcll mo the trulk af this
istant ! A zinglo word more of pro-
vacication, and I shall report you to the
headimustoy for a flopging 2

“(h erikey 1™

“Now, iell me at once whal you leok
Erenn Wharlon's study.”™

“[<I—I had {he—the. cake, si0!™
rroancd Bomier, “I—1 kpnew the—tho
fellows wouldn't mind, sr, being pala,
And—and, besides, 1'm goinr to stand
ithemn another eake when sy poslal
vrder commos——"*
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A Did you remove Wharton's lines or
nob ¥

“ No, siv1”? :

Mr. Queleh gave him ‘a searching

look. But it was clear—to his cyes, at’

least—that that muecl was true. Bunier
was, oo scared to rell out any more
fiba.  And most of tho fellows in tha
rascape had the  samoe ™ lmpression.

unter, after sll, whila fool encugh 1o
ia]a:.r any foolish trick, :
cllow to land ancther fellow in a row
with & beak, Most of the juniors be-
lioved that if he hind had the lines he
would have produced ihem  when
matters had reached this poiot,

The Remove nasier  turped
Wharlon.

“What do vou say now, Wharloni”
he asked coldiy. :

“Only what I've s=aid before,”
answered Harey., *'he lines have been
taken from my study, and I den’t seo
ltow they can have been taken by any
fellow but Bunter,”

X believe Bunter's stolement 1hat he
did not teke the lines, Wharton. ™

" You may please yourself abopt that,
of course, sir,” suid Wharton with ley
voolinesa. _

Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted.

“You repeat your assertion ihat yon
had written the lines, Wharton, which
vou say have disappeared from your
atmlly?”_

“X will vepeat it w3 oflen az vou
wish, sir—a dozen timwes if you like,™
gatedl Wharton in the same tone,

i '1‘1]|c Remove master breathed very
Bik1%gA. 5

“I warn vou net ia be impertinent,
Wharton ! 1f your statement is covrect,
ihe lines can be found. You do nof,
1 presuine, aceuse Bunter of having de-
stroved {hem ¥

YOf course not!
fool ¥ said Harrve,

“0h, veally, Wharlon—"

io

Dunter's only a

“Wery well;”? said Mr. Queleh. “Tha.

hves, 1f 10 existence, can be found.

shall allow you an hour 1o find thens,

Wharton. If they are pot brought to

my study by that time, your imposition

13 doubled, and vou will hand me a

thousand lines by next Wednesday. ™
Harry Whartow's cycs flashed.

1lis hisa opened for angry words; but
I'vank Nugent caught hnn by the arm.
1le choked back hia anger and slood
silent, My, Quelch gave him a -grim
look and rustled away. And there vias
a deep breath among the Removites as
Queleh’s  mortariboard  disappeared
down ihe staircase,

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
All Right For Gilbert !

™~ ILBERT TRACY, =ittine at len
i 1lall, smiled.
© Dther Remaove Tellows D
coms in o lea. avud fhere was a
Luze among them over some cxciting
topic

Not one of them spoke & word lo
Traey; he was in Coventey and ignored
by all Remove fellows: but he heard
theiv talk, and it made iim smile.

The fellow who was dowan on liam,
whe barred him frem Bemove foolligH,
who was tho leader in making him an
outeast i his Porm, was np against 16
—enjoyving life just then probably less
thun Gilbert. %

There was salisfaction in that Lknow-
ledge (o the oulcast of Groylriars,

Squilf, Wibley, Kipps, Tom Brown,
Ttazeldene, and itlivea or four other
follows were talking, sll on the =ann
topie,  Wharlon, who had 3= good as
gaid thai e would net hand in that

was not the:

unpot, had pot handed it in. e mudo
cut. to Quelehi thet he had® writlen i,
and that Bunter had taken it away for
an_idiotic practical joke. Queleh did
not believe him—and {he juniors had
strong doubts.

It amused Gilbert,

It had not eceurred {o him at frst
that Wharton's suspicions would fall on
any other fellew. He had rather ex-
pected that the eaptain. of the Roewove
would think of him first of all—erpeci-
ally a3 he had, earlier in the term,
played & similar trick; though ot that
aceasion Wharton had caught hun at
t[ﬁ atd no harm had been done, affer
all. :

Certainly he had taken cave this timo
fo cover his tracks. No one but Bunter
had been in the Remove quariers when
(Gilbert eame in; the wheole crowd of
Removites had .been gathered in the
Rag, round Tem Brown's wireless, to
hear the nows, Gilbers had been hardly
more than .two minuvtes in the study,
and, leaving ity ho had hurried ot once
down to Hall, 1o bo safely out of sizhi
when the discovery was made,

No onoe had seen him in the Remove
quarters, unlesa Bunter had noliced him
==and he was fairly sure that the thovt-
sighted Owl had net.

£ Wharton ¥ump-c:l to the conclusion
that hizs enemy’s hand had been at work
again, he had not a jot or title of
proof, and he could think what ho
liked and say what ha liked ; the cheery
Gilbert ¢id not care a straw,

But, as he learned now, Wharton had
not jumped to that econclusion—but 1o
quite another !

Utterly unaware that Tracy had been
atlywhere near the study—or in o
House at all—and aware that Bunler
had been in the etudy, pilfeving the

‘eike, itha captain of the Remove put

his loss down to Bunter.

It was natural enough—indeed, in-
cvitable. What elso was Wharton to
think, in the circumsiances? It was
uite amusing to the schemer of the
Iemaove, _

He was fecling quito bucked as he left
ilie table and strolled out of Hall, He
went along to the BRap, where a crowd
of Remove follows had gathered after
tea. A fat squeak was heard as he
euiered. :

“T 1ell you I nevey——""

Gilbert grinned as he walked in. No
one ook any heed of the fellow wha was
i Cloventry; moreover, the genecral al-
lenlion was hxed on the captain of the
Remove and Billy Dunter. ;

“¥ou blithering, hlellwrlng, blightcd
Lloator<d® said erton. “Can’t yon
o that you're landing me in a fearful
row? You can't help being a fool, but
you can Iml[k being a rolten rascal ™

“ {1, roal j" Wharton—"

“1or goodness’ sake. DBunter, cough
up that impot if vou've stuck 1t some-
where 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

*“Oh, really, Cherry—-"

“ Boot him till he coughs it up ' sug-
gested Johnny Bull, -

“0h, really, Bulle—*

“Time's nearly up, Bunter ! said
Frank Nugent. *Quelch said an hour,
and 1t's just onn an hour now.  You
don't want to land Wharton info a row
with Quelch.®?

“Of course I don't ! wailed Bunler
“Tf I hadt the beastly lines I'd hand
thent over ! I never touched them !

*Ihat’s vot 1*?

*Terrific and prepostcrons rot, my es.
fecmed fibbing  DBunter,” sald IHutree
Jom=zet Bam gingh. “For the love of
ecteemed Aike, eough up those lines i

L nh‘ l'ﬂﬂll'ﬁr-' Inky-ﬂj 5

“Bleszed if I can make the fat fool
oul ! eaid MHarvy Wharlon, “1U's like



him 1o play any fatheaded trick, Lut
not to get a fellow in a row. What ave
you doing this for, Bunter "

“1 ain’t!” wailed Buonter. *1 had
the cake—IL've told you 1 had the cake.
I'in gomg to stand you another when
my postal order comes; ['m expecting
it to-norrow morning——"" _

Y MNever mind the cake! We'll =ay
nothing wore aboul the cake if you let
Wharton have his Lines” said Dob.

“Bo I would if I had them. Think

I'd play a votlon trick on & chap?®™ ox.
claimed Bunicr, “ Why ghould 1¥ Have
I ever doue anything of the kind? 1
ask yon ¥

Y Lots of times, you Blithering 1diot !
You had a baukunote of Fizhy's once,
atid he nearly had a fit—"

“Well, that was only Fishy, and it
was lo give him a lesson about being
so jolly means—="

"¥You hid Queleh’s Vorm papoys—"

“Well, that was becauso o beast
wancd me for nothing, waking out that
I was cating toffee 1n clas=t I told
him I wasn’t, sned that 1 hadu't any
tolfec; and be made me hand over the
toeffee, and—-~"

“You blithering Owl, cough up These
linez before it's too late!” said LMarry
Wharton,  “Mind, I'm going to boot
?'1:?11 if *you don't) I'm wot going io
wve Queleh down on me because yvon
BEIIGG A3 ik ]-J'HII]I_T

haven't as much
rabbit.™

1 neves ¥

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“¥ou can hand over'that impot, boefore
vou're booted or after 1" he said.: “ I've
rob fo take it to Quelch in five minutes
more, or have 1t doubled. Now,
then—="

“I say, you follows, vou keep lim
aff 1" howled Boamler. "I say, Toddy,
you know I never had the lines, dou't
you I

“RBlessed if I know what to think !™
said Peter Todd. “ You're such o fonr-
ful fabricator——"

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Were thers any linog at all ¥ ashed
Slkinner, with & wink st the Bounder,
who grinned.

Harty Wharlon {urned on Skinues
wilh & gleam in lus eyes.
“What do you mean by 1lal,

Skinucr ¥ e asked, between his fecil.
“Tve said that T wrote the lines—
every ane of them—and that they were
talien frome my  study  when Bonfer
made me come down here for nothing

H |'“] r!—!—r-}:l

“Well, I've heard Bunter tell Queleh
that hio'd dono tines, and that they blew
out of (the =stady window ' said Skinner
nirily. “Nobody ecema to have seen
vour lines, as far a5 I can make out.”’

“T sav, vou fellows, I don't bLelieve
Wharton  did  those lines at  all i
squeaked Billy Bunter, taking his cue
from Slimer, “He jolly well never
did - them, and he's making out I
snooped them, just to epoof old Quelch!

say, you fellows, ain't that jolly
mewn 7 -
“You fal idiolt!™ rearcd Havry

Wharlon, red with anger.  * You kuow
ithat rouw shifted the lines from iy
sty

“1 know I didn't! You never dud
therma ! voarved back Dunter. “If vou
did they'd bo in your Eiudtr now. Y ou
aiit't going to put ik on me.”

Harry Whartorn, with glmmin% eVesE,
made a stride at (he fat junior. Ho had
been patient with Bunter—very patient
—because ho lLesitated to use drastic
measures with a fat and helpless duffer
whoe had no chance in & scrap.  Bul
patience was exhausted now,

Bunter, he was assured, had laken

EVERY SATURDAY

that impot, for a fatuous practical joke,
avd was ass enough to keep it up, nmow
that the mattor had become serious.

Bunter had to hand it over !

He grasped the fat Owl by the collar.

Bunter roared and wriggled, *
say, you fellows—ow! I say—
ow I

“Tell me whero theose lines are,” you
blithering owl 1¥ said Harry.. “I'll baot
you all round the rooin if you don't!™
- *Yow-ow!l Leggo! Reseue!"” yelled
Bunter.

“ Last time of asking——"

* Yarooop ! Le%gcza P

“Held on, old chap 1" exclaimed Dob
Cherry hastily., Ile canght Wharton by
the arm. " ¥You can’t be certain—"

“Don't be an asz! You know he had
the lines!™ snapped Wharton, '

“I never yelled Bunter,

- “Well, I'm blessed if I can inake 1t
out,” said Bob. *“Even Bunter's got
sense enough to hand tho lines over, if
he had them, now, Sonething clsc may
have happencd to themn——"

~ What clse, you fathead?”

“1 never——" i

Loder of the Sixth put his head into
the Rag.

“ Wharton there ™ he called out.

The captain of ihe Remove releascd
Buuter's collar; and the fat Owl jumped
away &t once.

Wharton turned to the prefect.

“X'm here! What's wanted "

“You are ! exclaimed Loder. "o
to vour Forni-nazicr's study at once.
Quelch wants you”

Wharton drew a deep breath.  Tune
was up, and as ho had not appearcd
with the impot Mr. Quelch had :ent for
hinn,  In zilenee, with a grim, scv face,
ho left ihe Rag and wade his way to his
YForm-maester's study.

- Gilbert Tracy watched him as Le went,
with a lurking grin on his face.  Lhe
Jumrs were lcft in & burz—the, Co.
puzzled and worried; but it was, at all
ovents, all right for Gilbert! Gilbert
was getting his own back, which was &
consolation for the cold aud chilly shades
of Coventry,

—_—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.,

No Surrender !
i 111 anid  Bolb  Clicrry.
J.H-Rutl i3
* “YCome 'onl™ said Harre
Wharton,

“ But-—-—" said Fravk Nugent.

“Never mind the buts!  Let's get
roing, "

1t was aficr class, on Monday.

Class was over early that day, 1o allow
a special hour for AR.DM drill. But
four members of thoe famous Co. were
thinking less of A I.P, just then than
of the serape their chum was 1.

Four members of the Co. were anxiota
to soo their leader bepin on that disieal
impot, which had 1o be written over
sgain—donbled!  Wednesday was the
Lime limit for the thousand lines to
be handed in, and 1t was elear that such
i iremondous task was cerlain to ocoupy
every leisure lbour. Wharton, =zo far,
had not touched it. He had stated
quictly that he was not going to.

Thiz titne there was no mistalic about
the matlor. The captain of the Romove
had mado his meaning quite clear,
Come what might, he was not gomng o
write thesa lines ! That was fixcd, 1n his
mind, and as immutable as the laws of
the Modes and Porsians, . Which was
more than enough to worry his chums.

“ Look here, old man,” said Bob, *I
know it’s tough! But it can’t be helped,
Queleh has got his back up—-"

“ 1o can keep it up i

3

“You can get off AR.P., and put in
the hour at the lines!™” urged Lob.
“1'm not going to touch tho lines™
“AMy  esteemmed chum—" urged
1lurreo Jamset Ram Singh carnestly.
Harry Wharten leoked round at four
clouded faces.” His friends were advis-
ing him for his own good; he was awaro
of that. But his mind was made up.
There was a spot of obstinacy in has
nature—and 1t was fully roused now.

“"No d talking, you fellows1" Lie
sl quf&ﬂtfy. “I've sa1d that I won't
do the lines, and that's that! I had &
jolly good mind not to do them, in tho
tirst place, but I did them! Is it my
fuult that that fat idiot took them from
my study after I'd done them "

“Thavs all very -well,” said Johnny
Bull slowly., *But if a follow doesnu’y
hand 1n an impot he can say anything—
end there's plenty of fellows would spin
a yarn like that 1f they could get by
with it." 3

“1f that means that you don't take my
word abont it, Bull—" .

“Don’t be an ass. You know I de!™

runted Johnny grufly.  “But . 1t's

ilferent with a beak. A beak wants his
dashed lines, and it's no good telling
him that something's happmmd to them
aftor they wero writlen.?

*If Quclch can’t take my word he can
do the other thing. If he fancies that
I'd tell him lies about it, like Bunter,
let  him!" said Wharton bitterly.
“ Duouter may cough up that mpot
before Wednesday, I can’t understand
ithe fat fool keeping it back like this
utless something’s happened to it Qi
ahall not wiite it over again—nob a
line !

1t wmeans an awlful row ! said Dol

“1 kuow ¥

“I mean, it will be a report to the
Head——"

“I know !" vepeated Wharton.

. “And a flogging in Hall, most likely
urged Beb.,  YIt's not worth it old
chwp P

“If 1t waz {he suck, I would say the
sape. 1 will not write a single line ol
that thowsand ! said Wharton, quiclly
and distinetly,  *Queleh may do as he
Heazes——"

“Look liere, old chap——'

“LComo on, we shall be late fer
AR.JLY
And Marry Wharton settled the

maaller by walking out of the House,
and his friends followed hinr slowly.

That ur:'n.'z-mimli'1 after prep o Siudy
No. 1, Frank Noagent made an atiempt
io raiso the matler again, But Wharton
went down impedintely after prop, and
in the Rag he was the cynosure of all
oyre, .

ITitherte, Gilbert Tracy had had tho
diztinclion, sueh as it wag, of being the
¥ilael of the Remove, the fellow who had
ihe “neck ™ 1o set up a feud with his
orm-uaster.  But Tracy was taking a
hack seat now., That rather mvidious
distinetion was wow MHarry Wharten's.

What had become of the missing 1npot
was nomystery, Wharton's own fricndsy
iook his word, without question, that be
had written it. Some of them, indeed,
had scen it parlly written, whether be
had finished ik or not.

But there wern other fellows who
doubled whether he had written it at
all, and whether his contenfion that
the fat Owl had “lifted ™ it was not
“spoof * from begiuping to end.

Bunter had been in the study when 1k
went—if it bad gone. But had il?
Bunter was foo! cnough to play any
idiolic trick; but was he fool enough,
and roscal cnough, to keep up a silly
joke to the extent of landing a fellow in

(Cantinucd on pige 10.)
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“Footer this afternoon? he esid.
“Torgotien that we're playing the
Fourth? :

“ Mever mind that,” said Bob Ch n;ir.
hile

FWe'll beat the Fourth all right v

vou're doing your lings.”
“Daon't be an ass, old chap [

“There's - an nss here, and a =illy

ass, " prowled Johnoy Bull., “Bui ik
F° . ian't  Bob! |, For goodness’ suke,
" eWharton—-—-""
i 3 “Time we got to the chang:ng-roow,”
“‘f",‘t:,' g ; “* gaid Harry. .
Tl A - RacHARDS Me., Quelch, loon:g Erom his stud

(Continued from page L)
a fearful row!  Few fellows benwvod
that he was, .

It wa® koown that Mr. Queich had
sent for Bunter te his study and ques-
tioned him again on the subject. It was
known that ho was satisfied that Bunter
knew nothing about’ the lines.

That was good enough for most of the
juniors. OYviously, ‘?!uﬂlch desived Lo
be just; he had made the closest por
sible investigation into Wharton's atate-
ment that Banter had taken away that
impot. . )

Moreover, if Bunter had takon that
impot, where was it?  Even Wharton
did not suppose that tho fat Owl had
destroyed it, though he thought it pos-
sible that some accident might have
happened to it, In DBunter's hands.
Search had been made for it by the Co.
in almest every likely and- unlikely
place. Not a sign of it was to be dis.
covered. _

“&rickin’ to it, old bean " asked the
Bounder, with a grin, as Harry
Wharton came into the Rag, “ Defvin’
old Quelch and all hie jolly old works—
what 7"

“Lxactly I"' azsented Wharton. )

“1 wouldn't, if I were you,” said
Vernon-Smill.

“You're nok me, Smithy ™

“Ouite—not such a Lhowhin'  ass!”
arreed Smithy., “If I wanted to rag
a beak, old man, I'd clhioose safer
ground ! _

Wharton's answer to that was a sheog
of tho shoulders,

Lord Mauleverer came over lo the
captain of the Remove with an un-
Lfmmlly serions expression on his amable
aee,

“Like a word of advice, old tulip?"’
he murmured.

“Thanks, noi"

“I'l push it across, all the same,”
saidd Maunly. ““Look here, old man,
tawe a friend’s frp, and squecze out
those dushed  lines—what 1™

il ":.‘:u‘.cr I:l:r

Mauly sighed aud returned 1o his
armichatr.  Before dorm there was &
warm  argument among the Famous
Five. but it left the matller where it
stood.

Skinner told his friends {hat ftha
great pahjandrmm would alier his tune
on the maorrow. More good-natured
follpws than Skinver hoped that e
would, anyhow. But on Tuesday not
a line of that doubled impot was
written.,  And on Wednesday wmorning
there wos keen oxeitemnent in the Be-
move on the subjeet.

That afternoon waz o half-heliday,
and there was vet time for the captain
of the Hemove to give in, and scrape
theongh, - After dinner that day the
Co. gathered round hitm te wrge him
to too the line,  What would be the
outcome of open defiance of the Remove
master they hawdly knew, but the very
least was a Ilead's flogging in Llallt

It might, indeed, be the szack! PBut
the ecaptain of the DRemove was
adlamant.
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window Lhat aftcrnoon, had a view o
o junior football match in the distanon,
with Harry Wharton playing in the
ratks of the Remove., And Quelchs
fare =ot hard.

He had had freoble enongh—mare
ihan edongh—with one reboel in his
Iorm that term, and if Havey Wharton
was following in the footsteps of Gil-
bert Tracy, E{arr;r Wharton was going
to be dealt with with the same grim
soverily as Tracy. Quelch was not the
man 1o have two weights and two
measires in dealing with his Torm,  If
he did not veceive a thouszand lines
from Harry Wharton by five o'clock,
his once trusted head boy was going to
talie the couscquences—and the conse-
quenees were going to be excecdingly
drastic,

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
Down On His Luck !
ARJORIE HAZELDENE
M f‘lmlm:{l curionsly at the Grey-
riars junior, qungmﬁ; by ihe
stile, as she came along the
footpath through l'riasvdale Wood.
Mavjorie was walking over to Grey-
friavs to see her brother Hazel, and at
sight of a Groviriars cap by the stile
in the lane, she fanecied for 2 moment
that it was Hnazel como to mect ber
on the way. But at the sccond glance
she saw that it was the junior who had
helped her rescue Bessie Bunler on the
¢liff path the provieus Saturday.
Tracy did not loolk up, or look round
as she came. Ilo r]ic!’ not hear lhor

footsteps on the thick, fallen leaves on
the footpath, awd did pot sce her
COINING. ]

Ho was leaning on the stile, one arin
resting on it quite unaware ihat any
eves were upon him, avd hia look and
his attitude told of decp dejection and
despondency,  Ilis  face was  darkly
clonded, his eyes on the ground.

Covenbry was growing more anid
more irksome to the outcast of the Re-
move. Al lirst he had cared little: but
that had zoon passed. He carved a good
deal, after a shovk time, and as the
days passed he cared more and move,
And, somewhat to his own surprise, ho
did not find so mnch satisfaction ws he
liad expecled in getting his own back on
the captain of the Bomeve,

That, at all evenls, be was doing,
wore thun he eould have hoped. His
enemy was a8 good sz plaving into his
hande, for Harry Wharton's defiance
of his Form-master's order was certain
to have scrious conseruences for him—
it was cven possible that he might havo
te leave Greyiviars, That zhould have
been a sheey satisfaction to the schemer
who had so thovoughly succceded in his
sehemes; buat somehow it sec:ped o
leave a bitter taste in his mouth, :

He was dissatisfied with hir-elf, dis-
catisficd with evervbody aiad  every-
thing, and, as a sort of finishing towel,
the Remove fellows had been torning
out tc play football when he went out

of gates, IIe had watched them for a
titne, fromt a  distance, before he
slonelied  away, IHo  was Leen on

Bopeer--there was hitle he wounld pot
have given (o - Join up with the fool
ballers. But he was barred from that,
as from everyibing else.  And savagely
bilter as he felt, he knew at the boitom
of his heart that the fault was his own.

He had had chances—plenty of them
—and he had thrown them away, onc
ufter another.  Even Wharton, whom
he regarded as his enemy, had wel-
comed him inio the Remove cleven 1n
his first days at Greyfriara. Ile had
been turned out for foul play., Whoeo
favlt was that? _

Now that it was teo late, Gilbert was
realising how differently things wiglt
have gone. :

He was al the schiool against his will,
There was no help for that, but le
could have made the best of 1t, 1nstead
of the worsi—and he had made the
very worst. Nothing remained io him
but malicious vangeance on fellows who
barred him, and that, somechow, sccmed
lo have lost its savour. At the prescnt
moment he was sunk in  uwlter de-
spondency, snd Marjoric Hazeldene, as
she read the expressian on his fuce, felt
a pang. If ever a fellow looked as if
e was down and out, Gilbert Tracy
ditdl at that moment.'

Up to a few days ag ., Marjoric had
known nodiing of him but his name.
Her brother had mentioned to_her that
there was a nucw fellow in the Form
named Trady, who waz a wonderful
foorhalley. That was all. but she
knew more now—sitwe what had hap-
pnened on Saturday afternoon,

Tracy had come to her help. 1o
had shared her danger of belng dragged
over the ¢liff in helping Bessie Bunter,
Bhe had not forgotlen that, aud was
rob lkely to forpet it. She had a Lind
antl friendly feching for the fellow whe,
in hiz Form at Groviriars, was 1o
garded as a vank outsider, and barreo
by the whole Form.

She came on, and had almost reached
the stile, when Tracy suddenly saw her,

Ile straightencd up at onee, wiih s
flush in his cheeks. ?_'Iu raised Lis cap,
and Marjorio gave hitn a smnibe.

“Aiss Hazeldenc ' he  excluimed.
His face brightened. Ile was glad to
see Ilazel’s sister. Indeed, he would
have been plad to see anyone to whoum
he could have spoken, without veceiv-
ing a stony stare by way of roply.
sav, ["'mn glad to see vou again ™

“And I s glad to see you," saudl
Marjorie. “I have not forgobien how
vou helped me on Baturday. DBut for
vou, 1 don't koow what might have
Lispuoened.”

“Jolly - plad

T came along!" said

Tracy. * You're poing to Greyfriars "
“¥es; I have a brother there, you
linow.” -

“Mind if I walk pavt of the way ¥

“ Al the wav, 1if vou like," answored
Marjorie, smiling.  “1 dare say we
shall meet Hazel on the way, e was
cotping to mcet me”

“Oh Y said Tracy. Ilis colour deep-
ened. *In that case, 1I—I'd Dbetter nok
come, ™

“Whr not " asked Marjoric. * You're
not on bad terms with my brother, are
vou ¥

“0Oh, no—uot specially !  But—buat,"”
Gilbert stemmerad=—" but, vou sco, I—
T-—"" 11z broke off, in confusion, under
Marjoric's clear eyes,  “I=I suppose
vou’ll hear all about st if you're going
to Greyirfars.”

“All about whatt™

“Oh, I'm in a vow with my Form!"
said Gilbert,  *Your brother won't
speak to me if we moet him, All vight,
'l sheer off as #oon as we spot him."”

Ha walked up ¥riardale Lane by
Marjorie’s side in silence,

Muarjoric  glanced at

him several



times. Bhe was concesned aboul biam.
She had not forgotten hia look of dis-
mal despondency wihen she had sighted
hitt at the stife. Nowr he had told
her - that he was in a row wiih his
Form,

“I exprck your brother will teld you,™
enid  (zilbert, bregking his  silence,
“I'va been semd Yo Coventry, see ™™

“But why?" asked Marjorie. I
am suve that you have done neothing te
desérve that.”

S0 raid Galbert, “ don’t you {lunk
s’

“But you haven't1” .
" Wall, suppog:a I bave,”” saul
Giibert slowly. **All the fallows ilunk
T deserve it, and more.
fricnd of yours, iz0°t e ™

“¥es,* said Marjorie.

“Well, he's done it, cheRBy."

“0Oh 1 eaid Marjorie, rather blankly,

Gilbeyt gave a  rather wnpleazang
lavgh,

“Now vouw know that, vou think I've
ot what 1’ve asked for,”™ he zaid, with
a enecy, AN right™ - '

“Dut why?" ashed Marjorte. She
pansed, *Ivo only scen you ance be-
fore, bub then you amcted kindle, and
beavely, too. I should bave ihonght
vou would lave plenty of Irif;.nda in
vour Yorm. Is there some misunder-
standing ¥ L

“None at all,"” zaid Gilbert. I sup-
wse 1 odid ask for ity really, though
E—-—I pever saw it as tho other fellows
did.  You see, Whartow's captain of
the o, and he barred me out of the
football.™

“But why, when you are 20 good a
player ™ asked Mavjorie. “1 dou't
understand that.” o

Gilbort walked on in cilence for a
tinnte or twe.  Somelow or other, he
had been satizshed with his own line of
vonduct, e had never seen himself
ws wibers saw him, But justifymg it
to someons else was a dillerent matter.
There was semething =0 kind and
fricndly in Marjorie's frank face that
e would have been glad to justify him-
self, if he cowld.  Sha had a good
opinion of him—the only person, prob-
ably, whoe had—and hoe would have
liked hor fo keep it. Bul—

“[—I—1I suppose I did ask for it in
—in o wavi” he stammered ab last.
“If you ask your brother, Miss Hazel-
dene, he will tﬂ'tld}‘-nu-ihilt T o fellow
not 1o be touched with a barge-pole.”

“ Monsense 1 said Marjone,

“Ho will your friends—Whazrtan, and
ugent, and Cherry, and the rest!?
said Clilbert moodily., “I've got all
theiv backs up™

“But -what have vou done®™ asked
Marjorie, in astonizhment.

“{Ih, lota of things—rolten things, 1
dare say ! I rather wish I hadn'e now
but it'a a Lit too late {o 1lnnk of that.’

“It is never too late to think of doing
vight, if one has dene wrong!” saud
Marjorie quietly,

Ciilbert did not answer that. If he
had got as far as regretting that he had
done wrong, he had net quite got so far
ni to feel any speciel urge for doing
rizht! Il did not speak again till a-
junior in a Greyfriars cap appeared in
rioht, coming frem tho directiion of the

reliool.  Then he halted with a fush in
hia [ace.
-“There’'s  your brother coming—I

worl't wailt for hun to eut me P =aid-

Lilbert, “ 1 awinll fad o have
viet you, Mliss liﬁz{-'ldq_?:[mi}'ﬂu'm dano
e oo, " -

H*Bul—" said Marjorie, puzzled
aud disivessed,

fGood-bye P osaid Gilhert,

He vaised Lis cap and walked away
ge Hazeldene came up.
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Hazel “stared after him as ‘he dis- -

appeared. =
' Hasz that cad had the cheek to speak

to you, Marjorie®” asked Iazel, frown-

ing, as ho joined his sister. o

]glﬂ be a cad?” asked Marjorie
mildly. )

“¥Yes, rather—the absolute liunil”
sald IHazel, “We bar him in the He-
move—he's in Coventry ] Eut-g I sy,
Wharton's in & feaviul row——"

“ Harry-—" :

“Ves; vight up to the neck! Like to
heay about [L7"

Merjorie was feeling a Lind and
friendly interest in the fellow who was
<0 deeply down on hia luek, But, at
Jlazel's words, Tracy was dismissed
irom her mind. Tha topic was Harry
Wharton and his row with his Form-
master, as she walked on to Greyiriars
with her brother.

A L.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ¢

i AZEL'S told you?"
“ Wogi®
Tlarcy - Wharion

unmmfﬂrta,hl{.
“T wish he hadn’t 1" he muticered,
Marjorie had watchad the linish of
ihe football match, DBut she was not
thinking much of BSoccer. "Bhe was
thinking of Havry Wharton, and the
sorape into which his pride and passion-
ato temper had hurrvied hiw.  Hazél,
who secmed rather miused by the state
of affairs, had given her a full account,
and Marjorie was listeping 1o lum
when tho game ended, and the jumors
went to the changing-room. Now sho
was speeking to the captain of the
Remove—in the lmlpa that it was not
too late for a gentle and tactful woud
of advice to he of scrvice,

“Nothing  to Dother _about, Mer-
jorie, sand Harvy. It will e all
right 1" :

“Do you mean that you wish ma {o
mind my own business!™ ashed Mar-
jorie, with a faing smile. .

“Of course not 1 said llang Liastily.,

“But I suppose you think I've beon
rather a fogl—"

“1 think wyou've been rather hasty.
Is it too lafe——"

“Lots foo latal 1'v lo zee
%ﬂllﬂh at five. DNo fime left if I
chanped my mind.  And=—I haven't.”

“If vou could find those lines, M
%uﬂt'l would have to believe, then,
that they had been written, and thac
might make it all l'ighf.”

“Yes; but they can't be found ! That
fak asz has lndden them somewhere and
forgotteny where, I suppose, or olso
something else happened to them, and
ha dare not =zay s Lle's fool enough
for anyihing.”

“You'vo sure it was Bunler 7.

“0Oh, yes: there's no doubt about
that! You szee,. I shouldn’t have left
them in the study at all, only that {at
ass came and spoofed me info golng
down, I wamn't gone =six or Eeven
minutes, and Le was in ihe study,
pinching a cake. It was just like him
to hide the lines for a fatheaded joke—
he's dene lots of things like that
before,™

“¥Yes, but it i=zn't like him lo keen
them hidden when you are in trouble
with your Forme-master about iil,” saud
Alarjorie.

“No; I sappose he munst have lost
them, or something—or :hoved thiom
where he can't find them apain, bother
him 1™

“1f it was someonc clsc

“Nobody else 15 fool enough,” said

voloured
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Harry., “Besides, he was thers, and
{lblsb&Ts- elee was, All the fellowa were
in the Reg—Browney was {ryiing to. get
nows through ob his wirpless, you know,
and there was a rumoyr <f Eomething
h;pmu]%g, snd they wanted to hear the
Aews, at .fat ass told ‘'me . there sras
war news, 8o ¥ ‘eut downi And then

“Bunter is stupid, but he is not ill-
natured,” said ‘Marjorie, “Are vou
gquite sure that ne one else could have
iaken the lines?"

“Quite! I tell you 1 was gone only
six or seven minutes, aod he was there
whila T was gone.”

“But if he stayed only a minute or
two in the study—" said Marjoria
slowly. *¥You sea what I mean, Harry
—if 1t was, after all, someone ﬂ'ls.vmr Tou
have been on the wrong track; and
there still might 'be s chance of find-
ing the lines, if you knew who it was™

“"Yes; but it was Bunter. I tell you
hie's pfayed potty’ tricks like that
before, lots of times."”

“Has no one elsal”

“*Not that I know of-=mobody else in
{he Rewove is such a fooll Nopody

clse has ever——" Harry Wharion
broke off suddenly with a startled
exclamation. ' Oh, Tracy "

“Tracy 1" repeated Marjorie, wiih &
stark. . '

“Thet curl” ssid Harry, with a
gleam in his eves. *“Weeks apo,
remember, he played a trick like that—
not a silly trick like Bunier, but 2
rolten, inalicious firick! He pinched
my lines from Queleh’s study, only 1
ot afier iim and got them back beforo
e could do anything with them [

“Oh ¥ breathed Marjorie.

“But—but he wasn't on ths spot,”
said Harry. “I know he had gone out
that afterncon—so far as I know he
hadn't come in.*

“If ho had, would he be likely to go
inte your study for anything 7'

“0h, yesl ou sce, it's his study,
{oo [ 7

“0Oh1? said Marjorie again,

Harry Wharton's brow was kodied,
So far, ho had not entertained a doubs
that 1t waes Billy Bunter who had
played a fatuous trick with the missing
mmpat. But there wasz a new train of
thought 1n his mind now.

He set his lips.

“It's possible!” he muttered. 1
know that fool Bunter was in the study,
but it was the cake he avas after, I
know he never stayed lun%‘—he bagged
the cake and locked himself in his own
study while he scoffed it. My study
may have been empty for five minutes,
for all I know.”

He breathed hard, .

“J1f that rat happened to come in just
then he would go te the study—I know
Ia never came into the Rag. He might
have—and then he would see my lines
Iving on the table—"

“You thank he—he would have—"
faltered Marjorie. 8She could not
“square ' this idea of Tracy, with her
idea of the fellow.who had helped her
on the cliff path, " Do yon malﬁr think
he 13 capable—"

Harry Wharton laughed scornfully.

“QOh, yes:; that, and worse! I {ell
vou he pinched my lines once, in
Quelch’s study—I should have got into
an awiul row then if I'hadn't spotied
him and got them back. He's been sent
to Coventry for playing: worse tricks
than that!l This very trouble staried
tlirough that cur locking me in the
Fovm-room to ﬂg_ me away from &
football match b Highcliffe, If Le bad
the chanceg—"

Wharton clenched his hands,

Tue Magrer Lignany. —Ne, 1,605.
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“But it makes no differenes,” he
went on.  “Tf he happened to come 11,
just wher. Jsore was na one in the
study, he dia it—I'm sure of that now,
Dut nobody saw him—he would take
care of that: he's protty clever at cover-
ing up b tracks ~ And if ho ha
the lines, they're not . hidden—they're
done for; ke would makevan end of
them."” —

“Oh!" gasped Marjorie.

“That leaves me worse off than
ever,” said Harry, with a ruefnl grim
“Tf that idiot Bunter hid them, they
might turn up at the last moment—out
if Tracy had_ them, they're gone for
!F:or],, and there’s no proof of any Kihd.

hat cur has done me before, and he's
done me again! ['in not & mateh for
i 1

Hazel came up.

“ Here, Marjorie, you'll be late, and
I've got to wni]k through the wood with
vou! Cowe on!” o

“Ope moment,” said Marjorie
“*Harry " Her voice was ¢arnest.
“Whatever happencd to the lines, My,
Quﬁlch never had them, and he has o
vight—-"

“He has mo right to doubt iny
word!” .said  Wharton  stubbornly,
* Anyhow, it’s too late now, Marjorie,™

* It is not too late.to go to your Form-
master and ask him, rospectiully, to
give you timo to write them, Harry.”

Harry Wharion's jaw squared.

“I'm asking him nothing—oxcopt to
ke my word about what I've told him.
Tm going to ask him nothing else.”

Marjorie sighed, and Hazel grinned,

“Come on, old girl,” he said. * You
could talk to wrton for donkeys’
ages, and it would mako no difference,
All his pols have been jawing him for
davs—but he's got his cars up, and he's
keeping them wp! . Form-masters arc
very small beer to our great panjan-
drumn " ‘

Harry Wharton flushed crimson.

“You cheeky nss!™ he oxelaimed.
“I—" e broke off very suddenly.
“ Good-bve, Marjorie! %u:;'h you
hother; it's all right [

Haozel was still grinnin
away with' his sister.
iace was very grave. o

Harry Wharton was left pacing in the
guad, with & koitted brow, He had told
Marjorie that it was “al IIth”-—_but
he was only too well aware that ik was
far from all right! A suspicion was
strong in his mind now that it was
Tracy, and not Bunter, who had made
away with that impot. But he could not
be eertain: and, anyhow, there was no
proofl or evidence. In either case, it
made little difference; the position was
that he had received an order from his
Form-mastér which he was determided
not to obey. On that peint he was still
erimly determined—he would not yield
an inch, of the fraction of an inch.

What the outcome would be he could
kardly tell; but whatever it was, it was
fairly certain that it would not be * all
right.”

as he walked
ut Marjorie's

Trier—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Is Too. Obliging !

Y SAY; you fellows!™
Billy Bunter blinked into Study
- No. 1 with a very uneasy blink.
Bunter . had to be wary thiese
(days how he approached that study !
That beast Wharton still had his back
up, to Buunter's greab indignetion and
dnnoyance, - :
Not that Bunter cared wery mueh
whether Wharton's back “waz wp or
down-—considered mercly as Wharlon's
Tue Macuer Lisrany.—No, 1,605,
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back!. But there were more important
vonsiderntions to be considered. .

- Bunter was accustomed to droppilog
intg the study every now and then to
tea. [le did not want to abandon that
happy: costonr.- Bub ik was awhkward

d - with Wharton’s back up.

,In Bunter’s opinion, 1t was time—high
time—that Wharton pot that back
It was nearly a week sinco he
hadtea’d in Study No. 1, so it was high
timie that he tea'd there againl

The . Famous Five were in the study,
So, Bunter supposed that they had come
up early to tea. No doubt YWharton felt
that o ‘}szl would buck him up for his
comiflyg interview with e, Quelch! It
E'E!E'mﬂg probable—to Bunier !

HCome in, you fat ass!™
Wharton. )
"I say; no larks, you know !" said
Bunter suspicionsly.

* Ags 1M

“Woll, if you ain’t going to be shivty,
all vight,” said Buntey, ang he rolled i
“I wiust say . you're prather an ill-
teinpered Beast, old chap. How Nugeut
stands your femper I can't 1magine.
How do you do it, Franky ¥

“ ¥You blithering ow] 1"

“Oh, rveally, Nugent! I say, what
Iave yvou got for tea?” Bunter blinked
rounid the study without discerning signa
of tea.

\-L““fre'm not having tea wot, fathead!
We 2

“Eh? Then what the thump did yon
ath me to come in fori” demanded
Bunter.

“*About that impot—"" said Ilarry.

“0Oh, chuck itt1” howled Bunter.
“T'm fod-up with that! If you'ro Igoing
to begin on Lhat agaiu, Wharton, 1 jolly
well shan'’t stay for tea, so there 1" Ile
Blinked indiguantly at the eaptain of
the Hemove, " You mavy not know ik,
Whartou, -but you're getting to be an
awful bore on that subject. The real
trouble with you is that you're always
thinking about yourself | Why not try
te be unselfish, ke we?"

“0Oh crikey 1" gasped Bob Cherry.
~“I've told you I never -touched your
mouldy lines, if there were any lines !
hooted Buanter., " It's pretty thick to
think. Why,
here you are making a fuss hecause
Qieleli won't take your word about
those putrid lines, and all the time you
won't take mine! I kope my word is as
good as yours, Farry Wharton, or a
little better”

H“'I‘i}_h, slavghter him 1 prowled Johuony

il.

“Beask! (ive us s rest about that
rotten impot, anyhow,” soid Bunter. "1
say, what hove you-got for tea? If vou
in:ﬁnh n,;fellc-w to go down to the shop

“I'm beginning to think that it may
net have been you who took my lines,
Bunter,” gawd Harry.

“Afrer all the fuss you've kicked up !
snorted Bunter. Y Yah !

“¥on were hore, you ass, and I took
it for granted that you'd been playimg
the fool as nsual. But listen to me, you
dunderhead, and think, if yow've got
anything to think with! Did you zce
any fellow about this passage when
came 1n hera for the cuke on
Haturday 7"

“I don’t remember—"

“Well, try to remember, idiot ['

YIf you'ro poing to call a fellow
names—""

“Will you answer me, you fathead !
said ‘Harry Wharton, breathing hard.

“Well, thero was noboedy about but
vou,"” said Buuter. * Evervbody eclse
was in the Beg. I never saw anvbody clse
till I came out of the study——>"

“Oh! You saw someone ¢lse, then "

said Harry

exclaimed Harev, and all the Famous
Fiva sat up and tuok notice, as it were.

“¥Yos: a chap was coming across the
landing,” said Bunter. *1I twrned tho
other way at once and went to my
study; I thought it might be ohe of yon
beasts {:Crn‘.ling.:, up—I mean, one of you
old chaps—-"

It was not one of us=—we were all in
the Rag.,. Who was 58"

“How should I know %" said Bunter

cevishly, *"I'm a bit shorbsighted—

sides; I never looked at Lhim.  Mizht
have been any cliap.”

“Was it Tracy?™

““1 shouldn't wonder,”™

“0Oh, you benighted idiot ! said ol
Cherry,  “Look heve, if it were Lracy,
he took those lines, oswd we might bo
abli to make himm own up™

“It waz Tracy " satd Havey Wharton.
“"I've o doubt of it!  Look here,
Bunler, can’t you try to remember 7"

U The—the fact 1=, I—I think it was
Tracy 1" said Bunter. *Now I vome to
think of it, it was Tracy all rizht!
Neow, what about toa ?"

Billy Bunter, as a matter of fact, had
not the remotest idea of the identity of
the junior he had glimpsed in the dis
lance on that occasion. Dut Buouter was
au obliging fellow. If Wharton wanted
it to be Tracy, DBunter was willing to
make it Traey ! Bunier was thinking
chiefly of tea, and Bunter wos prepared
to apree to apyvlhing to get tea a little
HeRITY.

* Never mind {ea—"" said Ilarry.

“0h, really, Wharton—=—"

IE you're sure now  that it was
rl |'3-|:!J|" ¥3 I , )
“0Oh, guite!™ said Bunter. “I-I

wonder I didu’t think of i afb fie=t, old

chap! It was Tracy all riela! Tl
swoel Lo Lthat !

I might have guessed 38" =aud
IHarry Wharton between his teeth. * If

that fat ase had conly told us at the
tine that he had seen Lracy ncar tho
stud% i

“ But did he?" granted Johany Ball,

“He's  just said  so!™ asuswered
Wharton tartly.

41 Um !u

“ Look here, Bunter, you've ¢ertain 3"
asked Harry, ] _

“ Absolutely cortain, old fellow,” =atd
Dunter. “1t was “Pracy—l1 saw ham
quite distinetly——"

“You've just said yon never looked at
bim ! grouted Jobnny Bull

“Wcell, why szhould I look at Tim?™
demanded Buuter. “T was in rather n
hurry at the time, and, thinking i
might be one of you hunats{, of vourse I
hiked off at oned. You'd have made a
fuss about that cake, as you jolly well
lknow.” -

“If yvou thought it might be oue of us
how ecan you be sure now that it was
Traey " roared J-:rhmq' Bull.

“Oh!l I=I incan—="

“Well, what do you mean,
Llitharer ™ growled Bob Cherry.

#1—1 mean, it was Tracy all right!
For goodness’ sake, don't start Wharton
thinkiﬁﬁ again that 1 took that rotte,.
impot I said Bunter peevishly., " Don's
start him off now he's getting good-
tempered again.”

“(h, my hat1”

"You—you—you foothng  freakt”
pasped Harvy Wharton, Do you know
whether it was Tracy or not?"”

“Oh! Yes! "%uite_! Ik was that cad !
Just the sort of thing he woukl do-
sneaking a fcllow's lines! In fact, 1
saw him.™

“You saw hin " gasped Bob,

“Yeal! I—I thought I'd keep an cyo
on him,” said Bunter, while the Famous
Five stared st him blankly. *I—I1
thought to myself: ‘What's that fcllow
after? Wharton's lines very likely I' So

you
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I—1 Lﬁpi an -:'z.e on him? Ik wes Tracy!
satisfied now. say, what about tea?"

Harry ‘i"fharmn rase Lo hiz feet. Four members of the
Co. were grinning,
object was to get the vaptain of tho Remove into a good
temper with a view to tea}! But Harry Wharton was not
grinning. Iz face was quile exrgrcssma as ha slepped
tawards the Owl of the Hmumc— ut it did not express
umutmncnt !

‘Coming down to the “hﬂp,, old chap?*"* asked Dunter
misenderstanding. “All right, I'll come with ¥ cou—111
carry the things, if vou like! I say, you'll feal hel,te:' with
ﬁmﬂ ring inside you when you see auﬁluh Mo, he, he!

y_advice to you is to have a jolly d spread—a muli:f

1 hope you're

‘gvod one! Tl help you with the s opping, and I'll
lh%mnk!mg, and, [ say=—-= Yarogoooooop "
ump

“ Ol crumbs !

Hurnia
“Tle p E™

Bump

Tllrtv.:é the fzr Owl zat hard on the fAoor of Siudy No. 1,
in the grasp of the captain of the Remove. ITe roared
i'muhcu.?lg as ho sat.

Ow!  HBoaet! Wharrer you up toi?™ roared Bunter.
“I've told you it was Tracy, haven't 17 Isn't that what
}uué\;ﬂmted you beast? Yarooch |

0F , ha, B =
“1 say, leave off kicking me, you beast!” shrieked
Bunter. “If you kick me agein IlI--H Yoo-hooop! You
wanted me to zay it was Trm:j, dido’t you? Wow! I don't
mt}gd saying it waen't, if that’s what you want! Leggo!”
ump f
Eunhi:;r landed, with & roar, outsida Study No. 1, and tho
door slammed on him. The fat Owl scrambled up, splut-
tering, and hooted through the keyhole:
“Yah! Beast! I dou't helieve you ever did tha linecs
'M; a.ll and Tracg didn’t tnm? them any morea than I did!?
hopa you'll get licked ! jolly well hope you'll get
Hug%'c I hope ﬁnu ‘Il get sacked! Yah!”
or which, Bi Iy Dunter departed in haste.

ey

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Right Thing !

ILBERT TRACY quickened his P

He had filled in a dismal hal hﬂ]lday by tramp-

ing down to Pegg, walking on ithe beach, and

leoking at ihe boats. MNow he was coming back up

Perg Lane, io take the [ootpath through Friardale Wood
back to Greyiriars.

As he came towards the spot where the footpath left the
lane, he saw Hazel and his sister in the distance. Haze]
turned back through the wood. Marjmm came on down
the lane towards CLf House School, and Tracy, his face
brightening, hurried to meet her on the way.

He had wondered whether he might fall in with Marjorie
again, and he was more than glad to do so. But as ehe
saw him her face set a little, and he could see that there
ﬁd been a changoe sivea the previous meeting in Friardale

1118,

And his Tace clouded over. Ila coneluded that she had
heard all abont him at Greyfriars, and did neot want to
apPu[': to lin again. But she stopped, anﬂ he stopped also,

“TI'm glad I've met sou again,” she said, rathcr un-
m]é:-mtcd]? “]1 wanted to speak to you™

May 1 walk with you as far as Clff House?"

i 1’1::1:-:.1 do 1" said Marjorie.

She walked on in silence for a minute or two, Gilbert
glancing at her grave face sideways, rather furtively,

“I suppose you've heard at Greyinars about my high
erimea and misdemeancurs ' he said hghtly.

“1 o't undertand you,” =aid Mar]mm abruptly. "The
other day you eama to my help. ight have gone over
the clilf,” but for you, amd you mlght ave gona gver in

clping mo. 1 thought you were brave and Lkind-hearted.™

Tracy winced.

“And you don’t now ¥ he asked.

S Pl wvoo l.‘lkﬂ Hulr;g s lines
Eu'a.l:[..ullhiny T

nlbert gove o junp.

That uJIExI}ELH‘d question dumwbfounded him. So_far as
fie knew. even Wharton did not suspect himn; certainly no
alher fellow dic. It was amazing to hear such a question
from Marjorie.

Hao stared ab her.

* Wha-a-t 7 he stammered.

“1f you 'did, it was bad and wicked, and T cannot uncler-
eland vou,” said Marjoria. * But did you ¥

“Does Wharton think s0f” asked Gilbert, mth A SLOCT.
“] thought he waa putting it down to Bunter.”

“That 1sn't an answor. If you did—"

{Continued 'E'H- next page.)
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“Well, if T did?" ssid Gilbers. "I
[ did, it was one back at the fellow whe
parred me from the football, and led
the Form into sending me-to Coventry.
But, of course, 'd take' Wharton's
side—now you've heard sll about it. The
cheeky fool has told all the Form that
he's going to defy Quelch. He's been
down on me all through the term for
standing up to Quelch: now he's doing
exactly tho same, only more so. Lot
hitn get on with 1t."”

Marjorie’s lip quivered., )

“Then it was vou?’ she ashked, in a
low voice.  “How could you do it?1"

“Why shouldn't I hit back?” said
atlbert sullenl

Marj{:rii}_dig not answer that. She
aad come to & halr, and stood locking
at Tracr His eves rank before hers,

“[—I suppose you think it was pretty
cotten " he asked =t last, with & flush in
his cheelcs. o

“Vory [ snid Marjorie.

“Perhaps it was don’t care ¥

“If yon don’t care, there 1s nolhing
rmore to say,” ssid Marjore, very
quietly. “But [ think sou do care—I
hiope you do, at least. You could still
set the matter right if you liked.”

“Hardly,” said Tracy. “You see, 1
jarumed that impot into the study fire
nndk burned it to ashes. No getting it
back.”

*Oh 1 exclaimed Marjorie. .

“Now I've told you,” said Gilbert.
“RBlozsed if T know why I've fold you,
but there it isi |1 sup;:ﬁsn you're fear-
fully fed-up with me iss Hazeldene.
I'd better elear,”™ . .

“YWait a moment,” said Marjorie,
“PThero ia still something vou can do, if
voi are not so bad-hearted as you pre-
tend -to be.” _ .

“(arry on!” said Tracy sarcastically.

“Harry has to see his Form-master at
five o'clock  There 1s still time for yOu
to get back and see Mr. Quelch first.”

“T don't want to see Mr. Quelch,
thanks! T see too much of Quelch ™

“And tell him what you did,” said
AMarjorie, unheeding

Tracy stared. .

“Tall Quelch that I buined Wharton's
lines ¥ he exclaimed. .

¥ YVee® paid Marjorie steadily. “ That
is the only thing vou can do now, and
vou onght to do it.”

“0Oh, my hat! Guess what I should
get 1" grinned Tracy. “T can see my-
self making Queleh jump with & con-
fession like that! Y've had some prelty
tough lickings from Queleh, but that
woild make him break the record.”

“You are not afraid of that”

“Think not " grinned (zilbert.

“T am quite sure pob"” said Marjoric.
“You risked your life a few days ago,
and*!:nu are not a coward, whatever you
are.” -

“Oh1” said Gilbert. He laughed.
“Blessed if I don't half think.I'll de
it, Miss Hazeldene, when you put it so
nieely. It's rather nice of you to gpeak
to me ab all, after what you've heard
about me 8t my school. Don’t you think
that you ought to cross to the other side
of the road, like the jolly old Pharisee,
whon you meet such a bad character 7

* Won't you do what is right before it
is too late?” asked Marjoric earnestly.
“Voun will be glad afterwarde."

“Um ™ said Gilbert,

They walked on in silence to the gate
of Chff Heuse, Then Gilbert spoke
again, -

“Look here it's awiully decent of
vou to speak vo me at all in the cireum-
stances. If you'd really ke me to gee
that hot-headed ass Wharton through
KFis row—>"

He paused

“Tt's 2 go!* he said. “I'll do ir!
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['Il cut straight back to schoel now, and
bump in on Queleh and surprise him!
There 1 )

“I'm sure you'll be glad yon did,”
sald Marjoric softly.

“T'm not so sure ! Quelch packs a lot
of muscle!™ grinned Gilbert., “But I
don’t funk 1t, at any rate. Leave 1%

1o me.”’

Marjoric's face was brizhter ns she
went in at the gate, But Gilbert's was
not bright as he tramped homeward
through  the wood and by Friardale
Laue. Ilis facesy was very thoughtful,
and the neaver he drew to Greviriars
the lesz he liked the prospect before him.
But ha had zaid that he would de the
right thing, and to Marjorie Hazeldene,
at least, he was going to keep his word.

Billy Bunter wos in the gateway when
he arrived ot the school. Bunter was on
the watch for Lord Mauleverer to comn
in, with & view to tea in Study No. 132,
after his painful experience in Siudy
No. L. Ilc favoured Tracy, a3 he
prszed, with & disdainful blink.

“Yah! Wharton jolly well knows
now, you swab ! he said. "It was you'!
Ow!l Wow ' Wharrer vou kicking e
for, Smithy, you beast!”

“Speaking to that cad in Coventry !
answered the Bounder cheerily.

“I wasn’t speaking to  him,  you
beast! I was only telling him—"
Tracy walked on to the House. He

passed zoveral Remove fellows in the
auad, all of whom ecarefully ignored
him."His face was dark and sullen as he
arrived ab the House. .
By the doorway the Famous Five
stood in . talk, and their eyes turned on
‘Uracy as he camo up—Wharton's with a
ficree gleam in them. .
“You cur!” he said, in a low voice.
“Torgotten I'm in Covenlry?”
drawled Tracy. “ Smithy's just booted
Bunter for speaking 1o me. You fellows
going to boot Wharton?™ -
He laughed, and passed on inte the
Iouse. Harry Wharton clenched his
hands as the new jumor went in.

“I've got to see Quelek at five,” he
said. “ Afler that—"" .

“ Better make sure hefore you pilch
into the chap ! said Johnny Buall dryly.

“I'm quito aure.™

“Bo you wore about Bunter!™
Johnny ﬂalml}'-

“h, rats!

“0Oh, boiher Tracy, and bother
Dunter 1* said Bolb Cherry. * What the
thump ave you going to say when Quelcl
asks you for your lines?"

“Only that I haven't done them, and
thint I'm not going to.”

“You're going to say that to Queleli ¥
ashod Joluny.

“Yes!™

“All right! 11 help vou pack your
box ™ sald Joiinny Bull grimly. " Might
az well look out your train home, too 1™

Hurry Wharton made no reply. Even
if the outcone was packing his box, aurl
the train home, he was not giving in—
and that was that!

HEN

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPYTER.
Going Through Ii!
said Mr. Queleh

¥ OME in!*
guietly.
I* waz not yet necar [ive

o'clock. DBut when a tap came
at his stody door, the Remove master
had no doubt that it was Wharton with
Liiz lines.

Whiclh was a relief to him. FHe bad
Lad an impression—a strong impression
—that Ilarry YWharton was meditating
resistance and rebellion—rather on the
lines of Tracy, the mutineer of the

Form,

Bab if that impression was a
mistaken one, it was & great relief to
the Remove master

‘Quite a kindly expression appesred on
Eia face as he glanced at the opening

ooT.

But it vauizhed the next moment,

It was not Wharton who entered with
his lipea. It was Gilbert Tracy who
Carnc 1.

Queleh was disappointed ; neither was
he Hleusr;d to &eo that cheeky and
troublesomne momber of his Form., And
there was no reazon that he knew of why
Tracy should come to his study on a
Lhalf-holiday. His face froze at once,
nud he looked at Gilbert with grim
JnQuIry.

“What 12 i, 'racy #* he vapped.

“I've eomething to tell vou, sir!”
said Gilbert meekly, but with a faintly
sarcastic inflection i his voice.

“Be brief!”

“Oh, cervtainly, =sir!  It's  about
Wharton's lines that disappearcd last
Saturday.”

Mr. Queleh raised hiz evebrows.

“You ean have nothing Lo say to me
on that subject, Tracy 17
_ “Only that the lines were taken, sir,
just as Wharton told you I* =aid Gilberi.
“1 thought you'd like to know.”

“If wvou are aware of an thing of
the kind, Tracy, yvou should %mrn Laold
e befors this ™ said  Mre, Quelch
sternly. “1 seaveely' undersiand you,
Tracy ! 1f you have come here Lo repeat
Wharton's  statement that  Bunter
abstracted his lines, I shall certainly
not lizsten to vouw, az I am convineed
that Buncer did nothing of the kind.”

“It was not BDuanter, sir”

Mre. Gicleh looked at hun with un-
comnpromising grimmness. Gilbert was so
unscrupulous, that 8 more trusting man

than r. Queclch  would not  haw
trusted him an inch. Quelch would no.
have faken Gilbert’s word on  any

subyject whatsoever, and he certainl
was nob prepared fo tuke it on this
thorny sulject,

““ Ygu lad better leave my study,
I'racy,” he said, with a contewpt in
hiz voico that brought a faint flush to
Gilbert's ¢heeks. “Even i#f you should
stato that you actually saw the lines
faken from Wharton's sludy, I could
not trust your word. I regret that I
cannot believe a single word you say."”

“1 think - you will beolieve me this
fime, sir. Ik was I who took away the
liges ! said Tracy calmly.

Mr, Quelen fairly jumped.

“You ! he ejaculated.

“Yed, sic!”

“Tracy! ¥You have the audacily to
come here and tell me—" the Remove
master gasped.

“Yes, sir! I found the lines on the
study table when I came in that after-
nooti, atd nobody was abont, and T
shoved thet iato the study fire ™

* Tracy [ gasped Mr, Quelch,

"Wharton thought it was DBunter,
because Bunter had been in the study.
But it was I, =ir,” went on Gillert, with
ity coolness,

‘Then—then the lines actually were
writben 1" exclained Mr. Quclel,

“Oh, ves, sie "

“You uviterly bad and unserupulouvs
bay 1 exclaimed Mr Quelch. * You aro
aware that, as Wharton’s statement
reparding  Bunter was obviously un.
founded, T was driven to the conclusion
that the linez never had been written,”

“Oh, quite, sir” :

“And  you — you — you — your = did
this=—"gasped B, Queleh: e rose
to his fect, towering in wrath. “And
why did yoon eommit this wicked; this
treacherous action, Traey ¥



Mo pay Wharion out ! answered

Gilbert coollv.
“Upon iy

stuttered.

“1 never thought he would faney it
wis Bunier: I thougirt he would guess
ab opee that T had dene L1 zaid
Gilbert. " Not that I cared.”

Mr. Quelch made an almost convul-
give grasp at his eane. But  he
relinguished it for o moment and staved
at Uracy.

“¥ou did this for a pallry act of
rovenrge on my hiead boy, Tracy?™
Y Yos, sir” :

"You cavsed me to doubl s ward,
le treat him with injustice R My,
Quelch almost choked, * Aud why have
voureonte to (ell e 2o now? If you
apl this wretched, thos mizeralile, thie
unscrupuions  and  covardly  seheme,
Vracy, for what reasen zre you now
admitting the truthi®

“T'm owmng up, ="

“You are owning up ! repeated Mr.
Queleh.  “IE that mncans, Tracy, that
vou have some romnant of decency
vour character, I am glad of it! But it
will make no difference to your
punisinnent,™

Gilbert’s face set dogeed!y.

“1 know that!™ he answered.

“Put that I do uot desire your head-
master to be troubled with you, as you
are at this school en my responsibility.
I should take you to Dr. Locke, and
vequest him o administer ithe most
sovers Hogging ! said Mr Qu:,-]uji. S ¢
+hull deal with yvou personally, Tracy.”

He grazped the canc agan.

“Bend over that chair!

Gilbert deew o deep, deep breath, Ha
was “for it,” now, and he Lknew what
it was gaine to be like; he had becn
through it often enoungh, =ince he lad

word I¥ Queled  olmost

EVERY SATURDAY

been . 2t Croviriavs, and had set out
te rag Queleh ¢ill he was Lired of
keeping hinx there ! In silence he bent
gver the chair,

The cane swished and‘flﬂﬁcﬂndﬂd.

Gilbert had made up his mind to go
through that infliction with shuat teeth,
without wtiering a souwnd. Dut at the
third swipe that reselution faded away,
and he yelled. _

He had told Marjorie that Quelch
packed a lot of musclo! He had reggon
to know! DBut he had never guite
realised that Queleh was so musculay
a3 this! That cane scemed f[airly to
bita !

Swipe, swipe, swipe |

(Gilbert roarved.

Bwipe, rwipe, swipe!

Yell, vell, vell!

"My %gu]{:h laid down the cane atb
last. Gilhert rose from his bent attitude,
and stood geasping for breath. He had
been through it gainm, but never like
this ! As he had said to Marjorie, Quelch
had broken records this time.

“ Now leave my study [ snapped Br,
Queleh,

Gilbert tottered from the study.

Marjorie had told him that he would
be glad afterwards if he did the right
thing. Possibly that was to come, but
at the moment, Gilbert was feeling any-
thing but glad. He wriggled his way
down the passage in anguish. Fellows
lie Fassed stared at him., ]

Me. Quelch was left in hiz study—in
a sfate of deep and painful and wn-
comfortable thought. :

He had been deceived, deluded, and
made a fool of by the wiles of the
voung rascal who, on his responstbility,
had Leen placed in his Form, and had
been o thorn in his side ever since, And
Wharton——

21

Tt was very discomforting to think of

his head boy, and his freatment «f hiu,
in view what he now knew! Tracy
had paid the penalty of his rascality—

but harton—— It was some time
before Mr. Quelch, at length, touched
the bell and sent. Trotter to tell kns
head boy to come to his study,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Stloking It Out !

. ARRY WHARTON clenched his
H hands. b
5]

But
oEalit. )

They clenehed ot the sight of Guabert

Tracy—coming up the Remove siaic-

ubclenched  them

case.,  DBut they unclenched as he
glanced at Gilbert's face, i
That face was slmost white. It did

a second glance to see that
Tracy had been thmug}i it—hard | He
had app&igﬂtj? struck trouble since he
had passed the Famous Five m the
gurd. Ha looked like it, at’all events.

Sinco his talk with Marjorie that
afternoon Wharton had had no deylt
on tho subject of the missing 1mpot. Ide
wondered, ideed, that he had not
thought of Gilbert before.  He -was
convinced now that it was to Tracy,
and not to the fatuous fat Owl, that he
owed his present scrape.  Bunter had
secn one fellow about on that occasion;
ho did not know who it was, but Whar-
ion was swee that he knew, It was
Tracy; and Tracy had made away with
his lines. ]

Never had his dislike and loathing
for the schemer of the Remove boen so
deop and intenseé.

(Continued on next page.)
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‘He was waiting now for @ve to strike.
At five o'cléck he had rp face his Form-
master—angd defy - him. "~ "He had not
done w -ling of ‘that tHousabd—and his
mind was ali:i‘.:bgt savhgoly miade up that
he never ‘would.” Quelch might take
him ‘to, the: Héad; He hight give him
detontions “fbr the rest of the term;- it
might mean a ﬂniginﬁ. it might pos-
sibly. tiean the sdack. - And he owed the
whole thing to that miscrable schemer.
There was no shadow of proof, but he
was cortain of it How. e "
‘Bt Tracy, st the. moment, was oh-
viously: in" no state -to take what was
coming to him.  He was almost totter-
ing <" afrer - that ~ terrtlic ‘whopping 1n
Guelch's study: Wharton’s eyes gleamed
at ‘him &6 he pessed, but he made no
IgVEmMEeRt. - sttt s L e m
~T¢key hardly saw, the Famous Five
there, “He went on his™way, and went
into ﬂtudyl&ﬁ' 1 and sliut the door.
© “Lgoks es if he's had it bad 1™ said
Bob Cherry.” VI wonder what it was
this time? It's pot-half an hour since
b cawa. jon." . '

Wiightbu’s lip enrled conter

“Somme, rotten-trick I big eai

% By “gum’l {. That clidp dovs ask: for
it 1 rémarked Vernon-Smith, *“Quelclt
will b wearing oft his cane on him at
ihig rate. Cetting néir five, Wharton 1

1 know.™ - e :

*You're going down io Quelch &t
five ' . b “h

“Why not, if the dear man wants to
sen e T gaid Wharton indifferently.

The Co. exchanged hopeless looks.
Smithy grinned. ¢ had been a goaod
deal of & rebel himself, and he had
plenty of nerve, but hé would net have
cared to face Wharton's coming inter-
view with the Remove master.

Wharton, leaning on the banisterz of
the Remove landing with his hands in
Liis ‘pockets, looked cool and indifferent,

£ his feelingk were otherwise, they did
not show in hiz face. A good many
fellows had gathered round as the hour
of five drew neaver. Bkinner, who had
expressed his opinion freely that the
"‘C’:’mud Fanjandrum ¥  would elimb
down before it was too late, had nothing
to fay now. There was keen excitemens
among the Remove fellows. Even Billy
Bunter had, for the moment, almost
I'ufr‘g-u:-ttm toa ! .

You're rather an ass, old chap”
munnured Lord Mauleverer.

“Thanls " ..

“Quelch will be feavifully wild,” said
Tow Brown, k &

“ Probably.”

“Eu;i;lmse he takes vou to the IHead ¥
azked Hazel

“Most likely he will.”

“Well, what arec you going to say to
tlic Big Beak " inquirt-cf soveral voices,
© Y shall ask him to see justice done.
Any fellow has a right to ask his head-
masier that™

i (I)tJl (.*]‘l:lll"!hﬁ "

“If you're goin
Tlcad o said Squift.’ .

“1 don't call that cheek.”

“Umd I-fancy the Head will.”

"For poodness’ sake don’t play the
goat, old ehap I"" numbled Bob Cherry.
*No good moking matters worse,
vow'ra civil to Quelch he may make it
a whopping and let it go at that”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

MAm I to iga to Quelch and tell him
I'm awkiully, fearfully sorry because he's
had his silly leg pulled by & sneaking,
scheming' rascal?” he asked sarcastic-
ally. .“I've no arvility of that sort for
Quelch,. He is to blame; not T—and I
thall say s0.”

] ﬂh, ﬂ'lj" hﬂ-t- !u -

“Better eay good-bye fo Wharton
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wndn ho gbes down,” remarked Bkinner.
SWe miy not see him again®
. "Shut up, Skinner 1 '

* 1 say, you fellows—" )

“ Bunter, yo* fat ass,” said Peter
T'::u:!qi]i "if you had that rotten impot,
there's still time to cough it up——"" -

“0Oh, really,- Todd . :

“Bunter never had it,"” said Harry.
*1 koow that now. It was Tracy; one
more of his rotteh trickal! That fat
fogl made me believe that he had- it
with' his 1diotic antigs——" -

* “Oh; really, Whartpn—"
“.“"How do you know it was Tracyt”
asked Vernon-8mith, staring

“Well, I do know! He's landed ‘me
in_rows with Quelch before; and now
he's got away with "it again. Quelch
ought to be wise to his rotién trickery

pa—r

by this time; Te's seen enough of it. If

he chooses to be thken in, that's his
lock-out [” =

"I say, vou fellows, .the best thin
Wharton can do'ie to pack his baogs,”
said Billy Bunter. “ A couyple of books
ar E

“You fat idiot 1”

. “If that's what fmu call grateful,
Wharton, when a fellow’s trying to help
3 e—>

“Fathend !*

_"Ap atlas i3 8 good thing,' said
Bunter. _*1 tried a Latin grammar
onge, and it e-hp,?a& down—""

“ITa, ha, hal
*“But an atlas will do the trick I* de-
clared Bunter. “You ghove in an atlas
and an extra pair of pants, and—"

“*Dry up, ass!” i

“Wharton's too high and mighty to
pack I grinned 8kinner . .

“Or a dictionary,” continued Bunter.
“YWhat about a Latin dictionary, old
chap? I'll lend you Toddy's dick—"

(11 diﬂt 1]‘] . ) )

“Well, youw'll jolly, well wish you'd
packed when Quelch begins to swipe!”
said DBunter. " You'll wish you had an
atlas and a dictionary, too, I can jolly
well tell you.™ :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!}
Trotter I'* zaid Bob Cherry.

The school page came up the stairs

It was =till only a gquarter to five, and
Wharton was not due in his Fonn-
master’s study till the hour struck, But
plainly Trotter came with a message
for somebody in the Bemove.

“ Master Wharton——"" said Trotter.

“Here!™ said Harey, . .

Y Mre. Quelch wants you in his study,
s

* “Right-ho _

- I say, Trotter, was Queleh looking
waxy " asked Billy Bunter eagerly, “1
g0y, was he in a fearful temper?”

“I didn't notice, sir.” Trotler went
aown the stalrs.

“Bet you he was . said Bunier, ¥ Bet
vou he's in an awful bait! Look heve,
}"Ihmg’mn, i you wanpi that dictionary,

" Shut up, Owl 1™

“ Deast 1"

“It's only & quarter to five,” snid
Bob Cherry. *Quelch snid five! What
the dickens is he starting early for?”

“The dear man's anxious to begin”
drawled Wharton. *Mny as well go;
bad form io keep 8 benk waiting.”

He went across to the staire..

“For poodness’ sake, old chap, don’t
chock  Queleh 1" said Frank Nugant
almost bescechungly.

“1'm not going to cheek him; I'm
anly going to tell him that T've had
enough injustice from him, and that
I'm not standing any mora "

“OhIY y

Harry Wharton went down the stairs.
His last words left his friends dumb
with dismay and the rest of the fellows

Here comes

- Form-master's

-af colour in his checks.

iti #.breathléss buzz. Skinner was not
the only one who thought it likely that
VWharton would not be scen again after
he disappeared down the stalvcaze,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
._ Unexpecled !

1 HARTON "
W “Yes, sirf!
Ak “Come in, my poy ™

Harry Wharton entered hia
study — taken ' guite
aback, ~ He had arrived there with a
set and inflexible expression on His face,
prepared to carry on with cool, quiet
defiance, whatever | the = consequénces
might ba. He fully expected to see a
face set bard and grim, and to heer
the s!:ia.rgest of sharp voices. - .

Instead of which, Mr., Quelch ‘was
looking perpleted and troubled, rnd his
voies .was very nnexpectedly mild. i
-Wharton = slood before  him,
astonishment, ' '
» He expected, oz a matter of course,
that Quelch was ‘zoibg to ask for those
thﬂusang lines, and then the band, so
to speak, was going to bepin to play!
. But -Queleh, aftey te]iﬁig hi:i to
como 'in, did net zpeak for a few
moments. He scemed te find some
difficulty. in what he had to say. More
angd more surprised, the captain of the
Ecmove waited.

“1 am _=orry, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch at last, and there was a tinge
“I regrot very

in

much——" L

Wharton could onlr slare at him.
What was coming, he had no idea, but
he could seg that this interview was
net going to be what he had expeeted.

“1 have been misled into an unfor-
tunate error,” snid the Remove master.
“Your own error was the cause”™

“Indeed, sir!”

“You stated,™ said A, Quelch,
“ihat your lines had becn swritten on
Saturday, Wharton, and that they bhad
been taken from vour studv by that
foolizh boy, Dunler. As I ascertained,
boyend doubt, that thev certainly had
not been removed by Bunter, I could
only conclude that thiy never had been
written. Your own amistake was the
waunse of mine” -

Wharton was silent.

“The facts are now known to me™
went on Mr Quelch.  “The boy wheo
removed the imposition angd destroved
it has confeszed.”

Harry Wharton gave a violent start.

“Traey,” went on Mr. Quelel,

“Pracy 1" repested Harry.

“Tracy came to my study and con-
{essed that he found Lhe lines in vour
study and wo: wicked enough, un-
serupulous enongh. to destroy them ™

“0h 1 gasped Harry.

Ho Iua-.!f known—he had
lutely certain—that it was Tracy. But
that ‘I'racy shonld have confessed to
lits act waz amazing, Ie could only
have done 1t to land his enemny in

folt abeo-

tronkle. Mow he bhad undone hiz own
work—almost at  the last momentd
Wharton wondered whether he was

Iearing aright.

“Lracy has been severely punished
for his action ™ said Alr. Quclch, his
lips setting, Wharton remmembered
Gilbert's look when he had pazsed him
on the Remove fanding. He koew now
why Tracy had been through it
Y But—" Blr. Quelch paused again.

Wharton did not speak.

"It transpives” said Mr.  Quelch,
“that wvour Lnposition actually  was
written on Salurday, a5 you stated.
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** What have you locked the study door for, you potly porpoise ? ** shrieked Wharton. It ain't locked—Ii’ jammed ! **

mumbled Bunter,

ITad I bfen aware of this, of course,
I should not have doubled it, I could
not have blamed you for the act of
that bad and unscrupulous hoy. Un-
fortunately, I havo learmed the facts
too late—as you have already wrilten
the thovzand lines.””

Wharten stood silent. He had not
written a single line of that thousand,
and ho  wondered whether uelch
puessed that he had not,

Juelch was assuming, however, that
lis order had been obeyed. Wharton
was willing te let him assume anything
he liked. If he asked the question
point-blank, he was going to reeceive an
answer straight to the point. If he did
not ask i, well and good !

“I regret very mwuel,” said MMy,
Queleh, “that I should have inadver-
lently  treated yom  with  injustiee,
Wharton.  Your own mistake with
regard to Bunter was certainly the
cause, nevertheless, I repret it. You
necd not, of eowrse, in the preosent
eirewmnstances, bring me ihe lines®

Wharton zaid nothing.

He had no lines -to bring, aond he
could mnot help thmking that Quelch
anessed 23 much, The Remove masier,
placed In an  extremely  awkward
posttion, was taking the casiest way

aut. -

“That s all, Wharton! You may
zo P added AMr. Queleh,

“Thank youn, sir!” s=aid Wharton,

with a sarcastie note i his voice that
was not Jost on My, Quelch.

The Bemove master, however. saicd
nothing, and Wharton quitted the

study.

His step was lighter as he went.
Tha storm had blown over uiterly
ynexpectedly. Ho had been ready to
face the musie, but he was undoubtedly
glad and relicved that there was ne

music o face,

sound of munching and gobbling.

But his ehief fecling was amazement.
Traey had owned up. Tracy had got
im out of this scrape after getting
him into 1. Why, he could not begin
to guess, Fhe fellow was a bad egg—-
bad all through—yet he had done thas!

Wharton smiled as he looked at the
crowd of cager faces on the Remove
landing when he returned there.

“"What ! begon a dozen voices all
at once. The faces of the Co. lighted
up.,  They could see that, whatever
had happened, it was not what they
had expeeted and feared.

“All serene,” sald Harry lightly.

“I say, ain't 1t the sock? asked
Billy Bunter.

Harvy Wharton laughed.

Y No, fathead I

“But what on earth’s happencd ¥
rxclaimed Bob Cherry. *You haven't
Leen gono ten minuies, Haven's you
seen Queleh T

“Oh, vex! The dear man didn't want
the lines after alli® Wharton's lip
curled, “He's found ont, it scems,
justy in time, that I really did that
rotten impot last Saturday. So¢ the
new one iz wasied owt, and he never
ashked for e

“Oh, what luek ¥ exelaimed Nugout,
with a deep breath,

“The lackinlmess 1s terrific ™

“But  how *  pxeclaimed  the
Bounder.
*How ihe dickens——" aszked Johnny

Bull,
Harery Wharton laughed again.
“You'd never guessz!™ e
“Tracy owned up ¥
“Mracy did ™ yelled Bob.

zaid.

"Yes. That was how he got the
licking. Queleh gave it to him instead
of me. 1 dare say he'd rather give it

to the right man, as a matter of
choies 1 added Wharton sarcastically.
“Tracey's had wt—and I'm all clear !

*“II you don’t let me In,” roared Wharton, *“ I'll burst the lock ! ** From within the study came the

“ Then—it
Mupgent,

“8o he scems to have told Queleh 1

“And he—he—he owned up! Mean
to zay that be went to Queleh and told
him that he took those linesi” gasped
Lgh,
“*Quelelh  gaid s0!  Wonders  wiil
never cease—what?  Faney thal woum
slomig & decent thing—for the first time
in Ins life, T dare say!?

“Well, this Dbeats the Land! said
Bob, " He got you inte that row—now
he's got you out of it b Thavk good-
wess e haz, anyhow ¥

“The thankfulness i3 prepesterous ¥
declaved Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The excerable Tracy cannot be such
a tervific worm after oll!™

S

“Blossed if I make the fcllow out!”
sabd Jolmny Bull. “It was a dirty
trick—ar votten a trick as a fellow
could play—and now——-*

“Auyhow, it's all right now " ncked
Nugent, .

“Right as rvain I answered Harry,
“1 faney Queleh kinew T liadn't dous
ihose thousand hues—but if he had, lLe
never let on, Bot——"

“There goes five!” said Bob, as* a
chime was heard frem the elock towoy,
“*You've had o mnarrow sgqueak, ol

1K
myan |

*“0h, quite 17

“1he missfulness is a: good as the
milefulness I remarked Hurree Jamsel
Ram Singh, “The Lich in time soves

was Tracy ™ exclaimed

ninepence, as the wHnglish proverh
vemarks 1 :

“Ghoaod old Fnglish  proverb!™
chuckled DBob. *That {fellow. Tracy

can't be quite such z blighter az he
makes out! Thank goodness it's all
right, anyhow 1 Tea in my study, you
met—oeoma on ¥
And the Famors Five, in o state of
Tk Magxer LapnaRy.—No. 1,605,
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considerable reliel and spti-faction,
went slong to Study No. 13 to tea—
tucry Wharton as relieved and esabls-
fied ns his friends, and the nore so
tha more he thought it over,

iy s —

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAYTER,
Gated-!
ki -BAY, Harry, old chap——"
“et oub, ass!”
“Oh, really, Wharton——"
“Buzz off- belore Quelch comes
mn, fathead!™

HMThat’s all right. 1
Cuelel, same as you do!” said Dhilly
Bunter. “I'm coming, old chapt”

It was the following day, after class
Harry Wharton had come to his Form-
master’s stndy, snd, nobt finding Mr.
Queleh  there, was waiting for him.
And he was not pleased " when Billy
Bunter rolled into the study. He was,
in faet, strongly imelined to  boob
William Coeorge Bunter out of it.

But as dMr. Quelch might come down
the passage any moment, he refrained
—he did not want the Remove master
to behold the fat Owl gquitting the
study with the assisiance ot a buot.

“It's all right, old fellow !” said
Bunter, blinking atv him. - You're
aoing to ask Queleh for leave to go
over to Clilf Houss. I heard you tell

1 want to sce

Nuygent. Well, you'd like me to come,
x':'%uldn"t you "

No!"

“Deastl I mean, didn't Hazel men-
tion me whon he’ said his sister  had
asked you over there to teat”

£ 1 HD !JI‘

“He must have forgotten, then--
he's got a rotten memory ! Marjoric
must have mentioned me™ argued
Bunter. “I mean to say, you kuow
she's pot rather & crush on me, ol
chap. Here, you keep off, you beast!
Don't you start kicking up a row in 2
beak's study ™

Bunter backed round Mre CQueleh's
table,

“*Will yvou buzz off, you bloated blue-
bottle 7 asked the captain of the
Bemove, breathing hard,

“No, I jolly well won't ! retoried
Bunter independently. “If yom ask
Queleh for leave, so can I—see ¥

Foeally, it was impossiblo to boot a
fellow out of a beak's study. Only that

THE MACGNET

consideration faved Bunter from sud-
cen trave..

Harry Wharion waa there to ask for
leave cut of bounds. On s hali-holi
day, Clif House was within bounds;
on ofher days it was not, and leave
had to be -ashked. Wharton had no
doubt that leave would be granted:
Quelch was generally benignant in
l[:ttla matters; and as class was. over
eantly that day, there waz ample time
to got back by lock-up.

He was going to ask leave for him-
self and his chums, who were asked to
tea at Cliff House h%; Marjorie & Co,
bat certainly not for Billy . Bunter.
Bunter was superfiuons; ali the mora
s0 because of his happy belief - that
Narjorie had a * erush  on hig fat and
fotuous self | ,

“Mean, 1 call it!” soid DBunter
warmly., “You know jolly well that
it's me that Marjorie would like to see.
Think she wanls to see you?! Or that
fathead Cherry? Or that bulldeg
Bull¥ Have a little zonse !™

“¥ou benighted owl!™ said Harry
Wharton. . “Will you get out before
Quelch comes m? Ile's up the . pas-
E LT —

“Are you going to ask Quelch for
leave for mne, ®oo "

“No ! howled Wharion

“Then I'll stay and ask him! The
fact is, I want to go over and sco
Bessie I said Bunter. - * 1 haven't seen
Bezsic for a long time—and I'in an
affloctionate brother, I hopel! 1 sup-

=¢ I ean go and see my sister at Chit
ﬁonum;. without asking you! And 1
vather faney Marjorie will be jolly
glad to see e come in!” Bunter
sitivked. “1've told you she'd got &
‘crnsh '——- Keep off, you beast !’

Bunter dodged again.

“Look here, vor swab, if you kick
up & row in Quelel’s study—"
“Get oup ™
~“Wan'd better not kick up a shindy
here, Wharten, if you want Quelch to
give wou leave!  Ile jolly well
wouldn’t, anyhow, if he knew you
never did that thousand lines yester-
day, and that you told all the fellows
that wvou'd tell him to his face that
vou wouldn't if he asked for them——"
“Shut up!” gasped Harry Wharton,
a3z e heard s slep in the passage.
“Blhaw't! I can see Queleh giving
vou leave, if he kpcw! I fancy he

wonld say— OUh crikey !
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Bunter broke off
in  dismay at  tho
sight of & tall and
arngular fgure 1
k| the docrway,
3 Harry Wharton
crimsoned.

It was only too
clear that Quelch
had heard what the
fat Owl said as” he
came up to  the
openl doorway. Ilis
face, at that ne-
ment, had a look on
it that the fabled
bastlisk of ancient
times might have
envied !

“Bunter 1™

“Oh! Yes, sict”
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asped the fat Owl
*I—I waszn't sayir
—I—1 mran, l.([
s3]

Oh

never
'lﬁr!l 1.|i 7

“What are you

detzils of |[doing here,

Bunter

“J=1 comp to—
to ask you for leave,

sir, because Marjorie's standing a
spread—1 mean, because I want to see

my  sister at CHlf Houso——" stam.-

mered Bunter. “C-cocan I have leave,

gir 1" '
"NWol!” said Mr Quelch grimly

“FYou may leave iy study, Buntler.”
o D{I lor" 1"

Billy - Bunter- faded out of the study
Mr. Quelch turned to Harry Whas-
ton. His glance was rather like cold
steel. FProbably he had had at least n
suspicion of Wharton's intentions the
revious day. Now, at all events, he
new, His-face was cold, hard, and
griim as he looked at his head boy.

“What do wyou want bere, Whar.
ton i he ssked in a voice that geemed
to proceed from the iciost depihs of o
refrigerator.

“J—1 came to ask leavo to go over
ta Clif House, sir 1™ stanumered Harry.
Queleh did not look me if it was much
use asking now! “May we go—7"

*You may not, Wharton1” said Mr.
Quelch icily. *I am surprised that
vou should esk, after what you are
aware [ have just heard.”

Wharton's face set doggedly.

“But, sir—"

“You need zay no more,
Loeave my study 17

“ But—"

Alr. Quelch raized his hand.

“T have told you to say no more,
Wharton! Yon are refused leave to
go out of school hounds. If xou utter
another word, I shall forbid you to go
put of gates at alll”

heard

“It's not my fault
Buntor's silly talk, sir—"

“Bilence ¥ thundered My, Quelch.
“You aure gated for the day, Wharion,
arid if you do not leave my study this
instant, 1 ehall cane youl” =

Harry Wharton, with sct [lips, left
the study, DMr Queleh cust a grnim
lance after him as le closed the door.
?Ir.- was deeply displeased. The affair
of the thouzand lines was over and
done with, and could not be taken up
again. It was, as Mr. Quelch realised
very clearly, an unfortunato occurrcnce.
But that was no excuse for rebellious
disobedience—which he had suspecied
before, and knew mnow, that Wharton
had intended.

Quelch was feft in hiz  grimmest
mood, and Harry Wharton, with pas

Wharion 1

YORL

sionate anger and resentiment in his
licart, tramped away down the
passage.
THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
Asking For It !
ALLCG, hallo, halla!  All

1]

H serenc " asked Bob Cherry
cheerily, as the capiain of
the Remove  joined  his

friends in the guad.

But las cheery face changed as bLe
saw Wharton's look.

“What's up? ashed Nugent.

“Is the npfulness feenific?” inquired
Hurvee Jomset Ram Singh.

The four were waiting for theiy
leader by the deorway of the Iouse--
nothing doubting that ho would return
with leave granted. But they lonked
anxiously at hun now. Gilbert Tracy,
who was lounging by the doorway,
gave him & curious glance

The Famous Five gave no heed to
Tracy, He was still i Coveulry—
though sinee his uhexpected action of
the day before, soie of the fellows had
mooled the idea of letting him out.

Wharton did not even notice him
there,  He joined his chums, with a
knitted brow and glinting eyes.



*Hasn't
Johnny Buoll

M No!” answered Wharton,
his ¢losed lips.

“That wazhes it out, then,” =aid
RBob, “TIt's rotten, as we're off class
carly to-day. But why-—"

“Tho dear man has got his back up
again [* said Harry savagely. “ Bunter
way gabbling in the study, and he
heard him say that I'd said I wasn't
goimg to do that rotten impot for him.”

“Oh, my hat! That tears 1t!" said
Bob. "Let's go and boot Bunter!”

* Never mind Bunfer——"

“Well, let’'s get out of gates, any-
how, evon if we can’'t go over io Chif
1. ﬂmu__ll

“T'in gated ¥

“(rated? What on earibh for?”

“Queleh dide’t “like my eonverso-
tion 17 said Earry bitterly.

T suppose that means 1that yoo
checked him®” remarked Johnny Bull,
slowly and thoughtfully,

“¥You can supposo what you likel 1
know I'm not standing this!" said
Harry., "Quelch has a vight to refuss
us leave out of bounds, 1f he chooses
to make himself unpleasant, but he
has no right to gato me for nothing.
I'm going™

“My dear chap—"

“I'm going [" said Wharion siub-
bhornly. “T'm going out of gates this
1'!?.1'% minute, Quelch or no Queleh, and
while I'm out, I'm %ﬂing-m'erlm Chiff
Honse. Are you fcllows comming?”

“For goodness’ sake,” said Bob,
“don't Elar' the giddy ox apgainl! You
had a jolly narrow escape Festerday
—you'd have been for it, up before the
Heoad, if Tracy hadn't dena the decent
thing for once—"

“T'm going!” rvepeated the captain
of the Remove. - "1?}'{!!.1 fellows choose
to kowtow to a liltle tin
van please yourselves ! -

“Oh, don't be an ass! Hold onl”
added Bob, as Wharton made a step
io go. “1II you go down to the gates,
Quelch will spot you from his window,
most likely | Do you want a prefeet
sent after you, to lug you back by the
cars?”

Harry Wharton paused.

Heo was determined not fo be gated.
Cated or not, he was going! But cer
tainly he did not want a prefect io
walk after him and walk him back
again. He changed his direction, and
walked away towards the Cloisters,
Once out of sight of the House win-
tlows, it was casy to drop over a wall
in a secluded corner, and get oul un-
SC01,

“Harry 1" called out Nugent,

o walked on unheeding.

The fouy juniors stoed in a dismayed
group 1 the quad. Tracy gave them
a =arvcastic glance, and strolled away
in the direetion Harry Wharton had
taken.

“If Queleh misses hiin—" muitered
Boly uncasily,

“The missfulness will be a sine gua
won ! remarked Hurreo Juomset Ram
Singh disinally, “Thetre will be a
{ervifio vow ¥

“It's that fat ase Bunter's
Let's go and kick Bunier ™

“I say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! IIere he is—
just in timel f‘lcrut— him 1"

“Yaropoh! Wharrer you up fof"
roared Bunter in surprize and indigna-

elch given leave ' asked

through

tyvrant, vou

fault!

tign. "l 53}{, you fellaws—— Yoo-
hooop! Look here, jou  rofters—I
mean, dear old chaps h, you
gwabs— ¥arocop |¥
Bunter fled for his fat life.
Meanwhile, Harry Wharton bad

. quietly.
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tramped away into the Cloisters, There
hc;h glanced back impatiently et the
sound of a runming footstep. Ho sup-
posed ‘that it was ome of his friends,
following him to reason with him—and
io was not in the mood to be reasoned
with, To his surprise, it was Tracy !

“Hold on a minute 1™ said Gilbert.

. Whartou stared at him without speak-
g, ;

“Keep mum, if you like™ said
Cilbert, with a grin. “I'll do the talk-
ingl Look here, Wharton, dou’t be a
fool! Quelch will miss you, safe as
hovseg——" :

“No  bizney “of yoursl”
Wharton,

“You'll land in another row——""

“That will suit you!” said Harry
bitterly. “You've wangled me into a
good many rows with Quelch this term.
‘This' trouble is through your rotten
trickery—

“Y got you out of a'rvow yesterday !
said Gilhert.

“ After petting e into it 1**

“Oh, quite! But I'm trying to keop
you out of & vow thiz time! What's
the good of asking for it like this? Do
you think Aliss Hazeldena would be
pleaszed to sce you at CLiff House if she
knew you'd cut without leave I

“That doesn't concern you.”

“Perhaps 1t does,” eaid Gilbert
‘1 fancy Marjorie Hazeldene
would be & good deal éli!-tressed if she
kuew you'd got into a row going over
becausa she's asked you™
“A - lot you would earve!™ =aid
Wharton scornfully. “ What the dickens
are you giving me this for7 Wlhat axe

“Oh, go and ecat coke!” snapped
Gilbert. * Ask for all the troubls you
want, you hot-headed fool1”

Harry Wharton went on his way with-
out replymg. =

Gilbert stood watehing him as he
clambered up 1ihe ivied wall in a
secluded corner, dropped on the other
side, and disappearcd from sight.

He was gone—and Gilbert shrugged
hiz shoulders. Queleh had gated him
—and Quelch knew of his intended
defiance the day before. It was ten to
one—a hundred to one—that the Remove
master would take steps to ascortain
whether Wharton was still within gates.
He was booked—for what ho had z0 nar-
rowly escaped only a day agol

Gitbert grinned sardonically. More
than once he had, as Wharton said,
wangled him into rows with Quelch,
If that was his game, Wharton was now
playing it for him, in hizs passionate
anger and reseniment. But Gilbort's
sardonic grin faded away. His face
was very thoughtfu] as he walked back
{o the House.

snapped

lhave you got to grind 17

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER !
A.R.P.

HIS ass!™
“The fathoad ™
“The chump !
“he tervific duffey ! 37
Gilbert Tracy grinned as he stopped
at the doorway of Study No. 1 in the

ir

Remove, and heard those remarks
within,
He could guess to whom the four

members of the famous Co. were allud-
ingl Not often did they allude to their
leader in such terms. But they were
worried aud troubled, and rather cx-
asperated now.

A light drizzle of rain had staried to
fall, and most of the fellows had cone
into the House. By that time, however,
Harry Whavton was probably ot Chif
House School—out of gates, and out of

Jess escapade.
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bounds, regardless of the faet .lwt he
was gated,

His chums could quite nnderstand him
getting  his back uep, in the circumm-
stences. Bub that did not alter the fact
that there was bad trouble ahend if
Quelch learned that his_order had peen
debiberately disregarded. And it was
practreally. cortain that Queleh would.

“The ass—ihe #illy asa!"™ said Hob
Cherry dismaelly. “Ten to one Quelch
will trot round to look for him! Ile's
got his back up, and—"

*“The upfulness of his absurd back is
Rl‘ﬂh&bl _ terrvifie 1™ remarked Murree
Tamset Ram Singh. * It 1s all the fauls
of that execrablg rat, Tracy——"

“That won't help Wharton if Quelch
spots. ham 1"  grunted Johnny Bull.
“The howling ass ought not to have
gone out, bother him "

I wish he'd come in ! said Fropk
Nugent, with a glance from the window
info the dropping rain in the guad,

“Bet you he won't, till close on lock-
up ! growled Johony,  *“IHe's askin
for trouble, and he wen't be Lappy ti

ho gets it !"
U That rotter Tracy—" mulicred
Nugent. :

“Tracy pulled him throngh yesicr-
day 1”7 said Bob., '"He's a rat—there’s
no mistake about that; but that.was &
decent thing, But he's for 16 this {tme

i t%l‘mlch-‘-—-”
“No "1’ about it!"” said Jolnuny

Bull. *Quelch may be after him any
nl'-unulr:. He's bound to wniss him, omd
then——"

*“Oh, the ass 1"

“i(dh, the fathead !**

“{h, tho duffor 17

Tha chorug recommenced. Bot it
broke off as 'T'vacy stepped iuto ihe
study.

The four juniors looked at him inimie-
ally. Tracy, ceriainly, had nothing te
do with Harry Wharton's prosent rock-
But that escapade was
due to the sfate of affairs brought about
by his tortuous trickery and echeming.
It was due to him that Wharton was on
such disagrecable terms with his Form-
1aster,

“Oh, gect out of ihis!” grunted
Jonnny Bull. *Look here, you men,
let's get out if that rat's coming in
here ™ .

“Hold on & minuie 1" said Tracy.

“Don't speak to wusl™ prowled
Johnny.,

The idea had been mooted, in {he Co,,
of letting Gilbert out uf Coventry.
But in thewr present worried & Ay
trouhled state, the Co. were not disposed
to think of that :

Gilbert laughed sarcastically.

“Queleh will bo up here in a fow
minmutes ' ho =aid.

“Oh! How do vou know thati”
asked Bob, forgetting on the spot thai
Tracy was i Coveniry. “ Afiar
Wharton, do yvou mean?”

“Exactly !” Gilbert nodded.  %I've
heen keeping an eye on the old bird!?
1le's just asked Wingate of the Sixth
if he's zeen Wharton in the Houge.™

“Oh crumbs I :

“He's gone into the Rag now,” con-
tinued Gilbert. " You can guess why.”

“Ta sco whelher Wharton's thero !
said Nugent. “He will come up o the
studies next.™ :

“Jusi that 1" said Tracy.

“Well, the game's up for him 1" said
Johnny Bull. ~“He's asked for it, apd
ha's going to get ik This means going

up to ithe Head,”
“It does, if Quelch doesn't find him
here,” =said Gilbert.

“How can he find him here, {athead,
TrE MAGNET LIBRARYT.—No."1,605.
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when he's mora than a mile awayt”
growled Johnny Ball. *“Talk sensze!”

“ He might think he was herve,” said
Gilkert. ‘If he does, that will see
Wharton through, won't it ?"”

“You blithering ‘ass, how could he
thinl' that Wharton was here, when he
isn't here 7 hooted Johinny., *Think he
might take one of us for Wharton, you
chump #* £ :

“Ng. But what about me?™

“Yau I

“Wo!" assented CGilbert.

“Mad?" asked Bob blankly. *IHaw
could Quelch take: vou for Wharton,
vou ass, whon you're nothung hike him?#
Are you trymg to be funny !

“There are fAve of us here—ond vou
five are always in a bunch together,”
said Treey, ' 1§ he didno’t recognise me,
anid you called me by Wharton's name,
ho would take it for granted— i

“If ho didn's recognise  don.
repeated Bob. “Think Quelch has gone
blind, or what 7"

Gilbert laughed. He shut the door of
iho study and crossed to the cupboard,
the four juniors staring at him, puzzled
aml annoyed. '

From the cupboard he took a zmall
hox, and opened it. That box contatned
Marey's  gas-mask,. ARP. was a
vegular institution at Greyfriars, and
cvery fellow had to keep his gaz-maszk
in o box in his study.

“Phat's Wharlon's "
Nugent. “Don't meddle
Tracy "

Uunhecding, Tracy took the gas-mask
from the hox. .

“1 can see 1t's Wharton's, as it’s gat
his name on it,"” he drawled. " That's
why I want it."

To the amazement of the four, he
stepped to the inkpot on the table and

Franlk
that,

=A itil.
with

threw a splash of ink over the eye-
piece, partly obscuring it. .
“Let that &slome, you dummy!”

oxclaimed Nugent. “You koow 1t's a
«iriet rule not to damapge a gas.mask,
and—"

“Oh, quite!”

“Is the fellow mad?” asked Bob
Cherry, in wonder. * What the thump
are vou putting Wharton's gas.mask an
for, Tracy *”’ L

“We're doing some A K. P. praclice 1
this study !” drawled Tracy. I
Wharton—""

“Wha-a-at 1" :

“One of you fellows, for a joke. knolz
the fastening at the back, so that I can’t
ret 1t off—""

[} Eh ?].

“So I can't get it off when Quelch
eomes in—"

“Oh!”

“You'll speak to moe as Wharlon——"

“{Oh erikey I

* And that will be that " satd Gilbert,
“What "

The four gazed at him. Quietly and
coolly, Gilbert adjusted the gas-mask.
In figure and boild, he was much the
same a3 Wharton, and they were, of
course, dressed alike. With the pas.
mask on, it would have been diflicalt to
tell which member of the Rlemove was
sanding there, On & dim November
afternpoon, it was not cazv to veeognise
n fellow through the eve-piece, and the
n[lnlnsh of ink over the eyve-plece made
all sure.

“*Oh, my hat!" gosped Bob Cherry, ns
Gilbert's plan dawned on him. “ You—
yvou—youw've thought this out, to pull
Wharton through—*"

“Why not? Gilbert's wvoice came
muflled from under the gas-mask, im-
possible to recognise, “Don’t you want
to see him throught”

“Yes—but you—>" gasped Dob,

“Tie it at the back,”™ said Gilbert, In
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muflled tones, “If it was only buckled,
I could get it off in a tick! The ides
15, that one of you fellows knotied it at
the back for a joke—seo®”

“0h, my hat !

Gilbert, evidently had thought it out!
Why he had thought it out, and why he
was taking ihe trouble and risk of
pulling Quelch's leg, to save Harry
Wharton from the conscquences of his
own recklessness, was & myvstery to
arry Wharton's chums! But  that
mattered little—what mattered- was,
that 14 was a chance to see Wharton
through—and they jumped at it

Bob Cherry promptly knotted the
fastening at the back of the mask. It
was very quickly fixed, so that Gilbert
coitld not have pot it off, without =a
tussle, if he wanted to.

“Just in time 1” breathed Nugent, as
there was a step in the passapge, and the
ticor-handle turned.

But it was a fat faee and o big pair
of spectacles that looked 1n at the door.

“I say, you fellows” squenked Dilly
Dunter, “old Quelch iz coming. up——
[ =ay, has Tracy been up to something
again? Ts he after Treey,  do vou
think ## .

Bob winked at his chums,

“¥ou won't get out of thot in &
lirry, Wharton ! he said. “I've fixed
ib safe—awiully safe! Ha, hal”

“What's Wharton got his gas-maszk on
fov®” asked Bunter. “Think there's
going to be an air-rard this afieynoon,
you fathead¥”

Gilbert fumbled at the back of his
mazk. A heavy tread could. b heard
in the passage, coming from the stairs.
Cueleh was 1n the offing,

“You silly ass!” came muflled tones
fromm inside the pgas-mask. . “You've
til 16 on—why, you've Luatfed it!
LCall that & joke!”

“He, he, he ! chortled Bunter. Al
he squeaked in great amusement to the
Rernove fellows 1n the passage. “1 =ay,
vou fellows, Wharton's got his gas-mask
v, and can't get it off 1 He, ke, he!™

Three or four fellows gathered ronncd
ilie doorway and looked in. The junior
in the gas-mask fumbled wildly with
the knots at the back, and hiz mufled
ioiee came In a booming roar.

“You silly ass! Call this a joke! I
can't get 1t off e

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“I say, you fellows—he, he, he!
Look at Wharton—I say, he can’t get
lus gas-mask off—he, he, he!” ecacinn-
vated Bunter,

Bunter had no doubt that it was
Wharton in the gas-mask. Neither hod
ithe other fellows, who weré looking in
and langhing. And neither, it was to
be hoped, would Mr. Queleh, as he
arvived 2t the study doorway!

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER
Where Is Wharton ?

B. QUBLCIH looked grimly into
1 Stucdy No. 1.

The fellows grinning at Lhe
doorway made room for him.

“Ha, ha, ha!” eamo from within.
As this was supposed to be a jake on
Wharton, 1t was up to the other four
members of the Co. to be laughing! 2o
Beb Cherry and Frank Nogent, Jobnny
Bull and Hurree Jamsel Ram Singh,
langhed industriously. ln peoint of fact,
they were not fegling much like laugh-
ing! Pulling Queleh’s leg was o dan.
gerous gamec—about as safe, as an
amusement, as pulling the tall of a
tiger i the jungle! IE Quelch spotted
the httle gﬁlnﬂ, the consequences wers
hikely to be extremely pawful for all

concerned.

“Wharton | rapped My, Quelch.

The five juniors n the study seemed
to become suddenly aware of Quelch!
They all turned round towards the door
—one of them carefully keeping his
back to the window, and staring at
Me. Quelch through the ink-:plazhed
eve-piece of a gas-mask!

“¥es, sif!l” came a muffed reply
from within the mask.

“What are you doing, Wharion

HOnly practising with my gas-mask,
sir, "

Me, Quelch had heard Wharton™s
name, amid laughter, azs ho came up.
That the five juniors in the study were
the Famous [Mive, sll the juniors round
ilte doorwny supposed, and Mr. Quclch
very  naturally supposca the same—
cxpecially as the feﬁr_:w in the gpas-mask
answered at once to Wharton's name !

The stern frown on Mr. Quelch’s brow
relazed,

He had suspected—he had had a very,
very strohg  suspicion—that  Wharton
had loft him in a rebellious mood, and
that, in that mood, be had disregacded
the order of “gating,” and gono out of
gates in definnceé of that order.

With his intended rebelliousness of
the previous day Quelch could ot deal.
But with actual rebelliousness now, ha
could, and would, deal with the sternsst
and most drastic hand.

Ha had leoked for the eaptoin of the
Hemove downstairs, without finding
him, He had come up to the Remova
studies—withont expecting to find him!
Now he had found gim—:mt rebelliously
ont of gates against orders, but im-
proving the shining hour with a little
extra AR.P. practice—and, incident-
ally, the victim of a little practieal joke
on the part of his comrades!

“Cannot you get that gas-mask off,
Wharton "

“ No, sic!

-
v b3
.

You sce—"

“Only a joke, sir!™ ventured Rab
Cherry., “DI've ticd a koot at the
boareels il

“Fou should pot have done so,
Cherey 1™

“th 1 No, sir!™

“ Neither should there be a splash of
il on tha eye-piece,” said Mr. Quelch
severely. “You should take botter cace
of your gas-mask, Wharton "

“Yos, sir!” came a muffled answer.
“1 can clean it, sir, as soon as I get it
oli—but it's I{lmtl,mL—-—-”

Quelch,

“Gas-masks,” esaid Mr.
“should be L‘Eiﬁt with the greatest care.
1 hepe—we all ho that they may
never bo needed | ut if an emergency
should arise, in which they are necded,
they should be in perfect order, por-
fretly adjusted in readinesa for use.”

“Oh, yes, siv! But—="

Y Suppose,™ sald Mr. Queleh sternly,
“ihat an omergency should arise, pv
unhappy chance, at this very moment—
neeessitating the use of a gas-mask—
while vou are plaving this foolish joke
with it.™

Az a matier of fact, an emergency
had arisen, neeessitating the uvse of a
gas-mask—thongh BAr. Quelch was not
aware of it Igue.'!{:h, in fact, was the
chigrgency !

Happily, that remained unknown to
the Remove master,

“0h, sic!” muarmured Boh.

“¥ou have acted very thoughilessly,
Cherry "

“{h, sir!"

"Very ttmughtlvﬁﬁlv indeed ' said
Mr. Quelch. “I shall not punish you,
Cherry, but I warn vou, and cvery bow
here, very seriously, that nothing of this
kind must ever oceur again. Cas-
niazks are provided for serious occasions

(Continued on page 28.)
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FALL IN FOR THE FINAL PARADE WITH—
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ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS.

(1)

Now CIliff House stands upon a eliff
- [Astonishment and unhelief!)
To climb its face is pretty stiff,

And one is sure to come to grief.
But there’s a path slong the edge,

Which 13 both -picturesque and neat,
Though, if you tumble through the

hedge,
FYaou'll fall about three hundred feet.

IF WINTER COMES

If winter comes with chilling snow,
We'll greet it with a hearty szhout,
Far when our ears and noscs glow
There's sure to be some ice about.
Then at the riverside we meet,
Though slackers yawn and
seowl,
Our skates are zood upon our feot.
Then loudly sings the staring Owl:
“Yaroooh! Yaroooh!”
He sits with devastating force
Upon the ice, dnd yells—of course!

rotters

For Bunier fancies he can skate
As gracefully as any swan.

To us he seems move like a great
Intoxicated mastodon!

He tramples, =lithers, sweeps and
crawls,

With many & fieree heart-rending
howl,

And every time he slips and falls
Then loudly sings the staring Owl:
“Naroooh! Yaroooh!” -
Whenever Bunrer =itz on Kent
He shakes the giddy firmament !

“1 say, vou chaps! Oh crikey! Help!”
We cluster round, with cheerful grins,
We jam his cap upon his scalp
And slowly heave him to his pins.
“Mow hold me up!” he cricz—in vain.
“Leggo, wvou ass!” comes Johnny's
growl, -
Then Bunter somersauliz again,
And loudly sings the =taring QOwl:
“Yaroooh! Yaroooh!"
The icc gives way beneath his weight.
And Bunter meets a watery fate!

S0 Bunler squelches back to school,
And gnrgles: “Ow! Oh lor*!
crumbs '™
It always happens to the fool,
And will again, if winter comes!

{h

Grevrmiars Guib

_r - - T P

Cliff House
(£)
The Clif House girls have always been
Good friends of ours, we must confess;
With Clara and Miss Hazeldene,
And Bessie Bunter—more or less!
They sometimes ask us thérg to tea
With extra-special home-made calio !

And Bunter goes there, too, and he
Rolls home again with tummy-ache !

(&)
Not long ago there was a feud
Beiween ourselves and CHE House
School,
It was relentlessly pursued,
And all relations soon grew
For Ponsonby had engineered
The trouble, in his usual way,
And when at length the air was cleared
We gave him cauze to rue the day!

cool;

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

WUN LUNG,

the Chinese junior of the Remaove

W's for WUN LUNG—what
tinkee? :

Bleniy nicee little Chinkee,

Always muchee blight and melly

'Long of handsome old Bob Chelly.
Dlezs and talk and plavee pamee,
Foleign devil, allee samee.

Makee pie of lat and mieece,
Plenty tasty, vellee nicee:

Fou

Makee stew of fin of sharker,

"Long of dog whoe no more barkee.
Little Oliental chappee, °

Always smilee, vellee happy,

If zome tlouble he must havee,

He takes care to say: “Na savyy 1™
Sometimes he is slain, or nearly,
But he's pletty decent really!

e e S A e

SPECIAL NEW FEATURE

Starts Next Week.

MY OWN PAGE

It's gaing to be real good, with
loads of laughs. too! Don't miss it!
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GREYFRIARS GOOD.BYE
This is the last 7 Guide ¥ for the time
baing. Change 13 good for overydne,
and the Ed. has decided to give this
page to a different fellow each wool,
and let him fill it how he likes. I shall
be taking my turn with' tha rest, of
coursze, o I'll be with you again soon.
If you 'Iu_rn.-a'-:bilﬂctej_’ theae * Guides,”
vou will Have a pretty good idea of the
Greyfriare fellows, together  withh the
features of the school, the routine of
school life, and the geography of the
district. In order to round the thing
off, here are a few items of géncral i
formation, not so far introduced.

THE MA':%TER:_:;.

HEADMASTER. — Herhert
Locke, D.D., M.A, ~
Dr. Locke is learned, shrewd, and

very popular. He was a Fellow of
Trinity and All Souls, Oxford.

FIFTH TORM.—Pau] Pontiféx Prout,

SHELL.—Horace Hacker, B.A.

UPPER FOURTH FORM.—Algoernon
Capper, M.A. :

REMOVE - FORM.—Henry
Qmﬂﬂ]l, MLA.

Henry

Samucl

THIRD TORM.—Herbert Wiggins,
M.A,
SECOND FORM.—BEuscbius  Twige,

AL, BoSe.
FRENCH & DETENTION MASTER.
—Henrl Charpentier.
LAWRENCE LABCELLES. — AMaths

and Games Mastor,
PREFECTS.

Disciplive is aided by a certain
number of prefects, who are all seniors
in the Sixth, At present thore are
seven—Wingate (Captain  and  Hoeadl
Prefect), Gwynne, Sykes, Iaulkuer,
Loder, Walker and Carne. IPrefects
have the privileme of “ whopping
juniors and giving- them lines, but are
nok allowed fo impose detentions. Every
junior has the right of appeal to Headl
Prefect if he is not satisfied with his
ircatment, but this right is scldom
cxercised, as the prefects are, as a rule.
fairly just. Prefects have the additional

rivilege of being cxcused call-over,
wmving a key to the prefects’ gate, and
studies to themselves. Their duties.
such as seeing juniors to their dorms or
taking charge during prep, arve taken in
strict rotation, Prefects are appointed
solely at the disevetion of tha Head, and
are not elected, as al some =chools. .|

And so for the present—pgoad:hye,
averyhods ;
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wand certainly not for unihinking
practical jokes.™ :
R o E 1 ::1':11:-1':1!.:{-1', BT i
“You will release’ Wharion at once
from that gas-mask; Chmr'-ﬂ*’
“Ohl VYes, sipl? -
Bob fumbled with the knots | IL: was
not likely to geb llu:-m undone 1-1 a

hurry,. however.

“YWharton?? -

“Groogh! Ves, sirl? rumhled t'u}m
within the uamntl..

“¥ou will, tako !"Et!r lines for

damaging your gas-mask!™

“Oh! Yes, sﬁ’” :

“Such carelessness 13 u:rt:; reprehen-
gible I said Mr. Queleh. “A splash of
ink on_the eye-piece, may prevent you
irom ﬁﬂﬂmg“ your way, in case of emer-
geney | I can scarcely see you

“Ce-can’t vou, sir®:

“I am surprised at such mm!es:srcﬁ
in a_boy usually so- :r_-,nmhle Wharton!
Tmmediately the ‘mask is removed, you
will clean, off that ink, taking carc not
to bend. or crack the cye: picce 1

#Oh! Certainly, sir.” - =

“The gas-mask should be l-mpt @

Im'-:—-—-—’ h

“Yee!:: es, ;

X

S Ad ustcd rr_-a-:lg.-r for immediate use,”
said Mr. Quelch, " in perfict order, and
above all, with the E;..L piece clear.”

'u Yﬂs, 5”.'! 1

S . No tlmi} in unfua-temug

611*-1-—1 Lef'-p it-an o

tliose

l-.!lﬂ-tﬂ, ﬂhan;i{ Ynu have m:n:f;l 1-1:1,5' :
E-EE:I . "

mrr though o
o ALSRIT “You, sir1” | .
© "T'ake cave that m:-ﬂnr:g of thc kind
civér occurs again, jrctrx A
< L 0h, néver, ﬂl.fl” ) :

“Soeh a pructmﬂ.] ju!m 13 ui:rb only
foolish, but “absolutely intensate,’ L ERid
Mr.. Quelch _severely.  *Hrear 1lmt 1
mind, Lrhﬂ-nr N

SECH rertﬁ.nﬂu 31:"" g:.'h]}f“r’: Dob,

‘And Mr. "Quelch ristled away to the
stairss=displeased by thap insenaalo
practical jokk with-the gasnask; bu
velieved in his mind on the suluﬁ.,t of
Herry ‘Wharton { -
in Study No..
relieved !

-

~Hio left the juniors
1, fecling still move

el

THE TWEHTY—SEGEHD CHAPTER

A Fresh Start!

ARBRY 'WEARTON dropped iy
over the  Cloksier wall n i'lm
- f&lhng gk, o
o SHo avaz- back in “time fm
lm::’[-:-n};.- but not in a-happy mead. He
had had time—amplo time—for reflee-’
tien; and the .reésult of refleclion was .
thie utmaml;'m;ih,bl{' voalization that” he
had:méade a fool of himseli=or, at all
events, had allowed s hasty temper 1o °
make = fool. of 1ifin. = It was not thé first
time that he had. acied in haste anql
repented ab leisure!

f Qm:.-i;,h im! dlsﬂ‘n ored his nbﬁcncﬂr
hpm——",

It was pmrtmalh' cortamm that Q&tﬂhﬁ
had 1% And that meant severe trouble to
fD”ﬂW—'PFﬂbfbhh. going up to-the Head.

Tt *was ™ hot flaa.r nf the . consequences

S L L

- said,
ing u‘p that . ]'*-'13 been rather
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that Etroubled him, serious as. they
might bo, Butk the actual fact was, that
he was not by nature a rebel against
n.ul;hnr:t like the Bounder; and still
loss ﬂuf Im waht to give his Form-
master ssant. trouble, like Tracy.
e had m:n
remotest desive o follow  Gilboxt's
Ewa..m;llﬂ of entering into a “fend™
with hiz Form-master.

If Quelch had not miased him, it was

all right—he “could take care not o’

Iand himself in anything of ilie kind
again ! But he had little hope of that—
and he was feeling inclined io lick
himself, as he mmg‘ﬁf—d witlt the fellows
TOINE 1|1tn the House.

‘“He, he, hot”

He glanced round at a erm'-n‘;b fat’
face.

. “He, he, he!  You've gul- it il
then 1 grinned Rnll_a, BPunter,

Wharton stared at hin. .

“Got what _ off, .xou fal as ‘5‘,’ lie
nsked, .

“He, he, hel T sy, 1 'lmwhlur -I'I.-.‘-n

Cherry. 1o fix 1y gas ‘mazk next time
if T wore "--Dtl I'fu he, e ' chortled
Runior: :

Which was so ,nmt—h Circek to Harry
Wharton! He went inte the Hounse,
leaving the fat Owl chortling.

Eo passed Mr. Quelch as he went in
and his huaut sank. Ile had little or,
< rather, doubt that the Remove
master w mﬂd call "to him, and that the
. trouble’ was just going to ~1wgm

-To his surprise and relicf, Quelch did

5 nni head him. .

He went up to the Bemove passage,
his heait lighter, but wondeving, Ilad
not - Qrelch missed im, after a 1# He
had taken it-as Jdma:’t a tertninty: yet
to judge h} L:{:]Lll 3 manncy, lis Form-
master merely supposed that he had
come. in from the quad, like  other
fellows, and never dreamed thaf he had
been out of gates and cut of Louhds:

There was a sound of cheery voices
in Study No. 1 as be avfived there. His'
friends wore at tea there—but, a8 L
looked in. he saw not four Fellow: 5 as hd:*
cxpected, but five!

Yo stated ‘blankiy.

(Gilbort Tracy was at the table wiily

the four. Apparently he was on friendly

terms. with the Co,
MWharton® eduld only stave.
“ Fallo; * hallo, halle! Lere he is!”
ﬂ;.-:lmmed Bob Cherry.
Eratry Wharten came inio the study.
“Did Quélch——=""lie Legan.
“Ho ‘got-after you!? grinned Bob.
“Drdi’t you think “ho “nufl"' '
' “Wi_fll }li!b‘ Hni."—'—
FAT] L SR renes Yot ve
missed 1 gaid. Nugent.
SEQuTe Bf that 15 :—1=-L|:~ﬂ ITaryy.
“'E'da rather 1™
“The ratherfulness :-*a terrifie.!
Wh*utn:rn trew a deep, deep breath.

"“’el!‘ I'm. Jolly glad of that!™ ha
'Hm fact “is. % don’t mind c}lm';:-.-
k-

ol been

headed ass——""
Cre hon 1. murmurﬂl .Inlnm*-. Bull
csarcastically, -

—now that he was rmi—-fhﬂ ;

“wikh -

“Well, - 12 was enough lo pub &
fellow's back ap !’ said Haeve, “"Baf
—hbnt 1 don't want any trouble with
Quc]t:h-—-*:[ m  not “in, lluﬂ:, 32 line ‘of
business, - A fellow lmf; ic- ioo tho ling
at seliool—"

“I told vou szol” temmkm] Johnny
Bull.

Harry Wharion ]'!.ughr:d

“Fou did—and yon were ialking
senge, for onco!” ho agreed. * Well,
T'm jolly glad that there isn 't going to
bo'a thumping row ! I don’t want rows
Oucleli—T racy’s - welcomc {0
them——" L

“Phanks 0 sail Gilbert sarcastically.

Wharton did not heed him.

“DBut I'm blessed 1f I undersland w Ly
Quelch didn’t miss me, if lie got after
me, as you say.” he wenk on

“ripace had a dodge,” arinned Bob,

Moy P

“With a eas-mask.”

T What 2

The Co. cxplained mgﬂﬂwt‘—ﬂt“}wt
watching Whavten's  faee e while
wiili & sarenztic grin, - :

Iavry Wharton stootd silent for a full
;111|mlu |..Tf_'r‘~'.'|u=' at him. He gpoke at
st 5

80 you saw me 11|14:;H.1ﬂf'hf'r ;

“Sort of I apreed ["Jul.lf:nut :

VAR L

Gilbert gunm:-n:l :

* Azl me another ! he Emd

Wharton  was  silent: again for a

‘moment o fwo.

“T’ve seen Marjorie TIﬂzﬂldEhﬁ this
afternoon,"” ho - said. slowly.. " Bhe's
told mo  what. fou- Ehd one ﬂﬂ.r 1ast
week—helping her on<the r:h!'E when
Begsie * Bunter . tumbled “over| 'Thae
made me thigk—". ‘He paused agein,
“Look hore, Fracy, vou've dotig mo a
lob of rotten badl furnz, and now.jou’ve
done me a jolly gpood one! I can’t sav

I make you out, hut——"- He paused
apain.  “Look here, if vou like (o
wazh things -out, and i"l“,ir umlﬂug &

fresh start. P willing.”
M Done ! said Gilberri-

It was he opd -of: {::}Tﬂﬂtl‘:f'-‘—uﬂﬂ
ihie ond, pmhaps ‘of "other thingk—for
thie cutedst of the Remova,

EHEEX B,

fiESsenEapEBERAasann l'lIIll--I.Il‘l"ll rulllllh:

Ly ]
-

Gilbert . Tracy -has said that he’ns
willing .to make a frﬁh “start !
Will he<keep his word 2 Tﬁu'll
find ‘the ansni.rer in:”
“TRACY TAI{ES THE
BLAME £

By FRANK RICHARDS

the next yarn in this_
super series. - Watch
out for it in

NEXT SATURDAY'S MAGNET !
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FIFTH
CYCLIST RESCUES

Huntsmen Chase Coker

Coker went for @ crogs-cqunbry
motor-bike last Weodneaday.

But running into trouble is Coker's

FORM MOTOR-

. Wedn Motor-oyclo trials are
being Leld in the distriet shorily and Coker is hoping
to achieve fame arid plory in them. Coker thought
that a little bit of yough-riding across the ficlds
might get him in trim for the oceasion,

Tho great man bad no idea of riding into trouble,

FOX!

trip on  his
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spooiality, so you womn’'t feel
surprised to hear that the Friardale
Hunt turned ht: just “lr:hm Coker was
warming u 18 works, i

The gl:ﬂgfjI Colcer knew about it was
when be ran alap-bang inio an object
he at first toock to be a dog. The
animal rolled off the froat wheel of
the motor-bike into a ditch, Coker
pulled up and dismounted, io see
what he had done. When he'locked
into the diteh, it was to discover a
dazed, but undamaged fox blinking
up at him. - )

Yells and yelps sounded in the dis.
tance, accompanied by the thudding
of horses® hools, as
Coher picked wup the .
fox. It dawned on the
hero of the Tifth that
the merry hunismen
wore after the very fox
that he had jtust hit |

So far os is known,
Coker hos no par-
ticular wviewa for or

inst fox-hanting.
In the usual way, it
would certainly not
have occurred to him
to interfere in the hunt.

But on this eoccasion,
having knoeked tho
“pull” out of the fox, he {felt
that he hed placed it at & dizadvantage
m& that it Eai up to hil:lm t¢ do some-

ing to put things right.

What he did would not have origi-
nated in"the average brain. But it did
originate in Coker’s unusual headpiece.

Yanking the fox out of the ditch,
be strapped it securely to thoe pillion-
seat ; then he mounted, started up
the jipper agaln, and drove away—
with the hounds in full cry after him.

The ladies end gentlemen of the
Friardalo Hunt camo® galloping {ull
pali:dufter tho hounds, Ccoker put on
apead. 5
PH{:W, if tho chage had been taking
glnce- on the open road, thore i=s no

oubt that Coker would have been
able to accelerate and strealk right away
fromn his pursuers. But & motor-bike
hasg its dl‘:l."n’hzf.ﬂ-}k}ﬂ whm}ﬁ }ﬁ; aro ridii:;;
it across yough, olds, cspecia
whon yaou hagve muai{lﬂu unt al intervals
to wheel it through gatewaya and gnEE_
in hodges, Coker soon found that the

¥riardalo Hunt was pgaining rapidly
on him.

Over the last two flelds before he
reached the road, it really was itouch
and go. The hounds .were yelpin
and baying only a yard or fwo beﬁmg
the motor-bike, Sewveral times, half.
a-dozen of thermm hurled themsclves ab
the pillion-seat ; but ecach time Coker
Eﬂnﬂg&d to put on a spwt and evade

Eml

He reached the road at last, with the

fox" still intact on the pillion-seat.
Tubb and some other Third Formers,

who were mitting in 8. 70w on the gate,

‘hurriedly jumped down and opencd

the gate for him; and Coker roared

through on to the broad highway,

performed a skid worthy of any speed-

way star, and then tore away up the

rnndd : towards Greylrinye in & cloud of
ust, :

Tubb and his pals hurriedly made
themselves scarce when s pack of
gnarling hounds and a geore or go of the
nobility and gentry of the Friardale
district came galloping through the
gateway after Coker. Ho did everyone
elso who found himself in the way:
in fact, the Friardale Hunt on this
occasion could not have cleared the
rond betier had they been mounted
on tanks instead of horses !

There wae a scnsation, when Coker
came roaring through the gateway
at Greyfrinrs with & struggling fox
tied to Lis pillion-seat.

Theres was almost o riot when tho
Hunt swept in after him with & clatter
of hoofs and yells of * Tally-lio 1™ -~

Colier made good use of his superior
knnwlm:{ia of Greyfriaras topography.
He led the hounds a merry chase that
landed them eventually in the echool
stables. Meanwhile, he had dis-
mounted, relegsed the fox end carried
it, struggling, through somo out-
buildings inte & field adjdining tho
Fla.ying-ﬁelda. And the Frigrdalo Hunt
ailed completely to pick up the scent
again. '

Az o result of hLis little adveniure,
Coker, for the ficst time in history,
iz guite s herc with the Grevlriass
Lower School.

What the hunting people in the
neighbourhood think about hum we
bardly like to tell you !

Weekly Sports Shorts

By Our Special Sporting
Contributor H. VERNON-SMITH

should a strong team exlend merey
{o ita weaker brothren ? :

This question must have oceurved
to more than one of ua on Little Sids
last Seiwrday, when we overwhelmed
the lowly Abboteford team by tho
record score of 8—0, :

Really, it seemed hardly fuir on
our ortunate visiters, They tried
hard, They did thewr best, and they
didn't stop deing their best right up
to the final whistle, But thew best
wasn’t enough I

Should we have eased up s litile
to givo them seme encouragement ?
I think we might have done so, my-
gelf ; but wo just carried on relentlessly.

Poor old Abbotsferd! They cor-
tainly are in the doldrums this year.
They playced at home on Wednesday
agsinst Redelyifo and loat 3—1, which
brings up their lamentable record to
fix games without o single point.

But they ave certainly trycrs; and

you can take it from me that they will
turn the corner one of these days !

By the way, we must give Wharion
& pat on the back for scoring six goals
out of our eight, He ﬂﬂ ‘ol a delightful
Eum-:n If the match 3 been attended

y ‘" spotters ™ from the professional
teams, they would certaunly have gone
down on their hands and knees in their
endeavowrs to get him to sign up fov
them !

Notice how Dagshobt are climbing
up the table ! They won two, homs
gemes this weel; beating 8t. Jude's
2—~1 and Rookwood 4—0, and their
goal averago is a very respectable one.
20 far, we have not played against
them.  They are nnll;- two points
behind wus, ond it looks as if wo shall
have to be on our best behaviour
when we do mect them,

LRookwood's record mwust be a

[disappointinent to Jimmy Silver, who

was confident, when I met him during
the sunmiroer vae., that his team would
be second to none. Ia it possible thot
tho feud between Clessicals and
Moderns, which I hear is specially

strong this torm, is upsciting Roolk-
vwood form ¥ I ecommend tho slge-

ST s —

sostion 1o Silver. Think it over,
Simmy !
Gratters to the First Lleven for
beeting the Rockwood scnjors J-—-1.
Fellows who gaw tho game tell mo it
wis a4 particulayly good effort, Wingate,
with an injured ankle, being merely a
paszenger for tho beet port of ihe gume.
Bumeours about icehockey are
faking more definite shape tlus weel,
I am told by scniovs who are in the
Enow that tho Head will definitely
authorise practice games at the
Courtfield Iee Rink at an carly date—
both for seniors and jundors, Cheers !
S0 long till next weelk, sports |

CHAMPIONSHIP TABLE.

Goals

Pl 1?# Dl Ll Fl ﬂl Ptsi
1. Grexfviars 6 6 1 0 21 3 11
2, St.Jims 6 &6 0 114 410
4. Bapshot U 4 1 1 12 4 9
4, Higheliffo 6 3 I 21313 7
5. R}?}tca%uha ¢ 2 2 21112 ©

L -

G, Bt.Juedde's 4 2 1 3 814 5
7, Rookwood 5 2 0 31011 4
8, Redelyffo 6 ‘1 I 4 6 O 3
+ 0, Claremont 6 0 3 2 612 3
10, Abbotsford 6 9 0 6 221 ©

A POWWOW
WITH YOUR EDITOR

A reader who, +vith 'rare frankneas,
dubs himself “ Nosw . Parker,” has
written to ask me fora precise defini-
tion of what * oul olibounds ™ means
$he Cross Keys

e only places
wds for you fel-

at Greyfriars, * .
sud similar ress g
that are out of

lows 1 " he inquires.

By no means. *Nosey Parker.”
places besides
low.class taverns ara #boo to us, It is
rather difficult, howeer, to give you

Quite o yumber .

- Prisoner,

constantly changing.

Courtfield Cincema.

gonoyance, haa deeided

oub of boun
ban will probably be lifted.

and the theatre at Lontham,

an exach list of places that-ave out of
bounds for the reason that the list is

Laat week, for example, wo ashould
have beon quite in order 1 going to the
This week, the
Head, much to Greyfriars film fans'
that the
programie is unsuitable for
tender voung minds and haa placed it
. Next week again, the

Tho same sort of thing goes on in
the cass of the muazic-hall at Courtfield

Thera are, of course, many places
that are permanently out of bounds.
Billiard-halls and dance-halls have

be too lagge for the dock snd had to be
duted at a solicitor's table. .
Judge Wharton ‘(sternly) : You are charged with
purloining provender—or, to put it in lay language,
pinchipg  provisions—the

always been strictly barred to us, and
s similar ban now applies to pin.
table saloons and * fun-citieg'”

But please don't Imagine that we
Greyfriars chaps find thesc restrictions
Emticu.tar]y irksomo or oppressive.
Ve don't.

* The Beal is very human, and we
gel a pood deal of {frecdom denied to
many echools.

Un the wholg, I don’t think we have
much to complain of. On tho rare
oceasions when we feel we are hord
done by, well, I'm afraid we risk the
copseguences and go places—out of
bounds or not !

Meet you agein next week, chums !

Hamry WuirTox,

AUTHOR, PROBUCER & STAR ACTOR!

Wibley BreakiRecords in New Pla:,lr

& diides,

CAfter men

“Wilism Wibley's nevylay,

" Beauty and the it,"’
wos periovmed “mBilt on
Tuesday evening, .

Readers who ara fisiliar
with Wibley's rorl will
baxdly need to be tol that
the audiefice had a sitling
good time. Whitews the
%uali.E-}.? of his * nudrial,

fibley always mangje to
“put over” something forth
hearving, * Beauly a§ tha
Bandit " iz no exceplin to
the ruls. .

To say thia, is %4 ; tiimply
thai the play is a nter-
piece, In eur nEian’h is
nothing of the ‘“jpd.. But
nobody can deny thekit is
entertaining ; and wim it ia
considered that Wibley
wrote and prodocd it
ontively by hirnsell avk took
the *leading part lmeelf
in the bargain, it wotd be
churlish to criticise # foo
rigorously., Wible y's ®ard.
breaking cnm%y. 13 fack,
takes the wind oledd gut
of the eritic’s sailat

The play, wi & i con-

cerned with the adveiures

of a Corsican boodt, is
fraukly melodreyst and
the incidents are donal
and highly colournd. Duels,
hattles, Lidnoaprpings: and
hairveising escajes hilow
each other in sw [t B-es.
gion until you [eel quite
breathless about i. MMMbody
cen complain o' Ik of
ackion in this proluciem ]
The chovacter: 1. iho
piece aro drawn wiltht a
great deal of subiletyy but
at all events 3 ,ghl'ﬁ no
difficulty in recognisinfwhat
they ave. The bandil bero,

Wibley, incidentally, told
a ‘* Greyfriars Merald ' re-
porter that the sseret of
Bhinner's suecess was the
order he had given before

Lz TEE——

far he can carry this super-
man stunt of f\:i;-;, cen't he
write atd produce another
%:vla.y. and act ALL the parts
imaeif ?

the show started. Strikes uz as & novel
The wiz: ¥ Be | wheeze.

played by Wibley, ia prob. | yoursell 1" . hee what you can do about
ably the most heroic hero Smaller parts in the play | 1t Wib!

ever spen on any stage. If
you took Robin i[:m s Dick
Turpin, Buffalo Bill and the
hero of * Erie, or Little b
Little * and rolled them all
intec one, you wmight have
something faintly like this
amazing Uorasican. But how
Wibley revels in the part!
He malkes the bandit almost
human ! ;

For a hero of this kind you
nged a particularly angelie
heroine. Miss Marjorie
Hazeldene, of CHff
House School, who takes
the part, fills the bill
admirably in this
respect. In eolowrful
peasant -givl  eostumo
ahe looka more chox-
ming and good-looking
than ever, and her =
natural Bweetness finds
full expression in the |
oxceedingly sugary lines 5
Wibley has given her.

We understaud that
Wibley had some
difficulty in finding a
suitable man t{o play
the  villain, Brown,
Bulstrode, and - Bolsover
each bad & go at the
part, and in due
course veceived the
order of thoe boot. TFinally,
Wibley choso Harold
Skinner ; and a happier
choice lie could hardly ]ljmw.:
made. As o loathsome,
double-crossing, unserupu-
lons captain of the militia,
Skinper i3 rveally euperb.
Boos, catcalls, and hisses
greoted him from ell parta
of the houso whenever he
appeared on Tuesday cven-
ing.

Linley,

s¢lwool.

gol e

nlations

gestion,

are taken with distinction
by Frank Nugeunt, Mark
Monty Nesrland,
Peter Hazeldeneo, and Napo-
leon Dupont, OQliver Kipps
and Ideck IRNake make a
genuincly funny
comic bandits, and
Redfern and Phyllis Howell
act intelligently as well as
charmingly in thes minge
feminine roles.

The play was received

rapturously by a distin-
guished andienee which in.
cluded Dr. Loeke and most
of the maslers, n addition
to several governora of the
Alisa Hezeldene
was presented with a num-
ber of bouguots at the fall
of the curtan,
the evening
voted o great succcss,
In oficring our congrat-
o Wibley, we
should like to make a sug-
Just lo sce bhow

and alto-

LAST WEEK AT
GREYFRIARS

Bumowrs were prevalent
that the Ghost of Greyfriars
I8 once more on the move.
Tho Remove Spook-hunting
Sociely, which proposes to
mvestigate the matter, says
that reports have reached
them of a pale, paralysing
Presence, passing quiveringly

uadwards, quaking queerly.
o it sounds as if they will
hove to mind their p's and

rE‘ p

Walker of the Bixth was
called to the Iead's study
alter unkoowingly t{rans-
ferving to his trouscrs a nix.
ture of soot and treacle
someons bhad left on a chair
in his atudy.. Walker, who
was invited to sit down,
verngined with the Head
discussing school work for
half-an-hour and left on
very friendly terms with the
Besk. But we understand,
all the same, that his visit
left & very unpleasant im-
pression.

TFisher T. Yish intends fo
gtart a Christmas Clulb, The
club’s elogan will ba * Pay
what you like—have what
you can get ™

A series of thunderons
rogie senl wany scuttling
for air-raid shelters under
the impression that a war
had sterted, It turned oub
to be Mr. Prout enoring
during his aflernoon nap.

air of
arbara

Was

“NO MAN NEED STARVE
AT GREYFRIARS!”

Prisoner Fed in Court

Williamn George Bunter, s vagrant, was brought
up on remand before the Remove Court, charged
with purloining provender to' the value of 2s. 6id.

s youth of abnormal- girth, proved to
ACCOIUNO-

property . of one Peter
Todd, from Study No. 7 in the Remove
grnﬁsugﬂ. on the umpteemth day of
vovember, nineteen-hundred and thirty-
cight. What's the ples % ﬂu,w,y or not
guilty ? -

Prisomer': Not guilly, your honour !
I wouldn't dream for an instant of taking
tuck that didn't belong to me,  In any
case, if Peter Todd eays it was worth
two.and-sixpence-ha’penny, I can
say 18, he got a dashed bad bargain |
(Laughter in Conrt.) -

At this junetire, Mr. Peter Todd, the
prosecutor, rose to remark that Bunter,
a3 usual, was talking out of thé beek
of his neck. What was the good of his
pleading not guilty when he had ad-
mitted his guilt before a dozen witnesses?
Why, he had even offered to pay for the
tuck out of his-next postal-order |

Judgas Wharton: Sounds es if he
thought you'd be in need of ths money
in your declining years ! (Laughter.)

After being warned hiz honour,
Bunter deci to plead guilty under
stropg provocation. There was & sensa-
tion 1n Court when he added that the

rovoeation was the fact that at the
1e of the felony he was starving,

Judge Wharton : Starving ? Starving
at a place like Groyfriars ! I can hardly
credit it1 How long was it since you
had had your last meal 1

Prizsoner : Pleasa, your honour, it was
half-an-hour, et least. But sven then,
it was & mere enack. Not more then o
pound of sausages, a dozen rolls, half an
apple-pie, and a pound of chogolates |
(Ironical criea of ' Shame!"” and
lvaghtes.)

Judge Wharton (sternly): Silence in
Court 1 This iz no laughing matter !
Here is a man who doesn't get enough
to eat. Heo shounld! T'l go further and
aay, that while this Court is sitting, no
man nced starve at Greyiriars ! :

Amid a buzz of excitement, his honour
then tock some money from the Poor
Box and sent out the Court usher to buy
some jam tarts and ginger-pop at the
tuck-shop. On the usher's return, his
honour had a whispered conversation
with P..c. Bull before passing sentence.

Judge Wharton : Prisoner at the bac !
Your plea of *fguilty " is accepted.
1 now sentence you to be fed with jam
tarts and ginger-pop. Constable! You
will feed the prisoner in the manner pre-
scribed by the law | -

FPrisoner : Oh, thanks, awlully, vour

honour ! I must say—ow.ow | 00+
uugp1 Whooooosh | Grogoogh !
he rest of Bunter’s remerks were

entirely unintelligible, owing to tho
manner in which the feeding had ap-
arently been preseribed by law. The
eeding, it seerned, bad to e dona by
stuffing jam tarta into the priconer’s
mouth six at a time and pouring a boltle
of ginger-pop on top of them.

Trisoner was later carried out-on an
ambulance, gasping painfully. The
Court arose anid scenes of corsiderable
hilarity and confusion, )

Boms juniors ot Greyiriars say it
will be & long time before Bunfer
purloing provender again. But a far
greater number of them think entirely

different |



