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THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

XNotwithztanding the
aforementioned

canzes, fagsd shall not

e admitted to Court
unlesa  they  have
previously been disin-
fected by the Court
Ranitary Offleer, and
their netks ecleapsed
of superfiluons ink.

It is HEREBY
AFFIRMED that
allegationz of Cruelty
or  Rascality ogsinst
Toder of the Sixth
shall be taken for

granted, and oo proof
required,

. FAGGING. — Illegal
Restraint.,—Xo senior

little zketch on this pagé, which
1 drew mveelf, - shows a fat, gloat-

ing, spidéry-looking object . which

Ehglrea F:ia'jr' etpdy, and, soletimes,
shares my  host, y life's work is .to
pake a man of this, creature, and T'm
going bald alremdy. Still,_whatever ericket-
stump aml boot can ﬂ::cam&hsh. shall' be
well' and faithfully Jdone, and You cin puk
thiz for my epitaph:

Here ligs
QNE ' WHO 3
THOUGHT HE COULD REFORM BUXTER.
“There's one Dorn every minutel”

Skinper's cartoon 1 have nobt yet seen, a3
he sends it divect to the Editor, Wt I
have already kicked him  io  anticipation.
I dare =ay it will he mastly no=e. 1 cant
help haviag a prominent boke, though even
2g, it's quite handsome. It's not pointed,
like Skinner's, or hatchet-edged, like
Fishy's, or sprawling like Bolsover's, or
like- Hunter’s bit of squashed putty.

And,. anyway, [amous men usually have
hig noses. Look at Cyramo de Bergerac,
He had the bigeest mose in (ascony, and
fought Jozens of duels with people who
happened o mention the fact. Not that
my nose is really big, It's crmamental apd
atriking, that's all,

TODD, TODD & TODD

Most of you know What I Want To Be
When I Grow Up! Pm geing to study law,
and join the fawmily Orm of Toedd, Todd, &
Todd, Solicitors. The aforementioned three
Todds, who started the business, wers my
preat-grandfather, Anthony Todd and his
twa son®, Peter and Charles. That was
way back ig the time of George 1II, when
Bloomsbury was- a hit different from the
flat-and-office district It is to-day,

In those dars Todds wore periwips and
kuee-breeches, and took & sedan-chair in-
stead of a taxi. Bloomsbury then Wwas
what Mayfar is now—the ariztocratic part.
My jolly oll apeestors would sit in their
office writing law-papers with ouill pens
in the light of Aickering canilez, and then
step down to the colfee-house Lo share the
scandal of the day over a bottle of port
wige with other choive nibs, smoking their
churchwarden pipes or taking snull.

To-day, my pater slides up to the offlee
~the eame office—in a Wolseley 14, ond
nses the telephone instead of the ticket-

porters for sémding messages. Otherwize
there's nob mueh diference. Law  papers
are  still written by hand in  old-style

sepipt, aml we even uge quill pens, though
electricity lias odisplaced candles. AND we
stifl mge the same old arguments in the
Law Courts.

T suppose I must be suffering  from
hepmlitary Law Fover, for it's: always heen
my ambition i Whereases and Heretofore:,
amid, in faet, Uve drafted out zome Laws fur
fireyfriars, as hereinafter shown.

GREYFRIARS LAW

{Extracts from the great book by Eminent
Authority Todd.)

FAGUING < Crounds  for Divoree.— A Tags
may appty for a Divorca from any scniar ol
prowiuds of Cruelly or Aggravatod asealicy,
Ualer the law (Cap. Y1 Clavze 11, Talbid,
1938) Uraelty consizts of not less than 14
swipes with a cricket stump or 16 gdals
kicks wpon any part of bhe plaintif’-
anatomy. Rascality iz shown hy sending o
fag for cigarettes or making Inm huy tacx
Fpp zenior consumption.

shall, under apy cir-
symstavces whaterer,
fag the Remove, or he will be guilty of
IMegal Restraint, All such offences aro
punishatle hy death--or ought to be!

FELORY—Foodstuffs - Appropriation Act.—
Any perzon ztealing, pinching, or otherwise
appropriating fo his. own use and, enjoyment
any foad, grub, tusk or obher delleacy, shall
be guilty of Felowy, notwithstandiog any
plea that may be preferred under the
Expected FPostal-Opder Clavse. Hecompense
for the missing fdodstaffs =hall ha granted,
under a warrant of Summary Jurisdiction,
tpon the ofender fat hide, %0:}1-5, stumps,
nats or other fustruments of torturc being
permitted.

Under the Temote Contingencies
(Expected FPostal-rder Clause),” all persops
baving a claim against the catate of William
George Bunter, Bankeopt, shall present their
acegunty fo  the Oficial Recelver, toe he
settled out of the . Postal-Order when it
arrives beard or side-whizkers notwithstand-
mig. Claims at present amount to £86.

ASBAULT AXD BATTERY.—It iz an
affence to lay a hand on any free citizen of
Gireylriara, save in extrelle provecation. (In
HBolsover magtcrr 2 cage, it shall he deemed an
offepee to slaughter anyone less than half
his zize. It zhall be no “provocation to pass
remarks u]imn Bolzover nmj]nr‘.-‘-._ face, for in
that epzz Bolover could bring an detion for
Slander, providing he dould prove all such
remarks were untrue, which they are mnot.)
Provocation eonsizte In  felony aforemens
tioned, in sneaking, swindling aud playing
the copaer. Tnder the last-mentioned clause
it iz therefore legal to slaughter Jobnuoy
Bull without previous nolice.

EACKETEERING.—It shall be an offence
te run any racket ak a profit of more than
Ty, moneylending, insurance swindles, and
Ind Irauds neluded. Perzona  convieted
under thiz aet may ba Deported as Undesics
nble Alirns aad returned with thanks (o Xoo
Yark. F.T.F.—bewire!

EXCEFTION.—Nothwithstanding anything
herein entioned to the conteary, it shall
always b legal ¢o flap, flay, -laughter, or
otherwize wreak Bavoe upon the persaon of
Coker of the Fifth, of often a3 wmay he Taimid
NeCEsTary. )

Act

COUSIN 'LONZY

He will probably vead this, so I mustn’t
say too much. (How are yow, "Lonzy?
Thanks for your Ci-page letter. 1'm havin
it translated, and will read it in due course,

Alopzo Theophilus Todd used to be In my
study uantil be went to stay with Unele
Benjamin for s health.  Personally, it
there was anythimg wrong with my health,
I'd rather go to o West African swamp; but
'Longy. ie fond of Uncle Ben, and quotes him
a0 often that fellaws have asked mie whether
he's & real man or just a talking parrob.

Wall, Uncle Ben is quite real, and moTe
than that, is actually guite clever. He's:a
complete bookworm, and lives iy, an ald
house near Folkestone with 130,000 ‘moth-
eaten books. Iigs a long fime since he was
o boy, and as his i5 & bachelor, he's a Qit
out of toneh with modern yvouth. He thinka
boys etill behave like “Erie, aor Little by

Tittle,” which guita ‘Lonzy down to the
ground.

]'Iﬂunz has spemt a great deal of his time
wit

nele Ben, and that's why he'a &0
simple and mqﬂém,g, and desperately boring.
{You-are, 'Longsy—at times, you know!) Ha
epesks Uncle Ben's own crackjaw language.
Greyfriars woutld have cured him in time,
buot as he'= a hit too weak for the rough and
tumble Retove, he had to go back to Nunky
to get comvalezcent. and the good work
iz undone,

S4ill, he's ‘full of virtuwes, ano bizs worst
fauit is heingr too good. I expect hie'll get
over that! -(That's all, 'Lonzy. Maxbe tlie
Editor will write and ask YOU io do ihis
page some time. Then you can have a dig
at me—what?)

This is a picture of my birthday cake.

X marks tﬂ spot whete the cake may

be found. And ﬂ 'i;lgrg' are needed to
od it:

PRISCMER AT Y
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i

In appearance, Pefer Told iz muh
lite his couwsin Alonzo; hoth are tall,
thin, and have prominent noses. There
is mo likenesa apart from lookz., Petor
i3 a shrewd, clever fellow, with a dry
sepise of linmour. He has a pood head
top ligures, wnl stwdies English Livw
during his Irisure hoors, as he hopes
~onp alay Lo Tee o loowyer, sped join his
fathor's firm.  He hives in Bloom=iary,
i an old honse inhabited by his family
tor 4 long time: for Podd i3 o well-
Lpown name in the legal worll, Poter
is= not g swnt, howover, He 13 a gocod
athlete, amd plavs in the Remove
snceer eleven. e iz the ehiel of Stidy
o, ¥, at one time known as * The Four
Freaka "=-Peter. Alongo, Dutton, and
Bunter, With Bunter, I'eter deals very
fivmfy, in the vain bope of ome day
making  that yonth a eredit to the
tudy. We can hut wish him luck!

{Cartoen by HAROLD SKINNIR ) I




SENSATION AT GREYFRIARS SCHOOL !

Someone has struck Gerald Loder, of the Sixth, 3

violent, savage, brufal blow—and vanished in the darkness, without leaving a clue ! The rascally
prefect has many enemies—but which of them is the eulprit ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
S5ix For Smithy !

£ ODERE—"
I "I{t::{:{il bt ont 17
“Hold i, SBanthy 1Y

“Rats "

Heorbert Vernon-Smith, the Donnder
of Groviviars, did not hold on, 1le
jatnmed the door of the Rag shub, and
jammed his boot against it to keep 1t
slnat.

Loder of the Sixth pushed it from

eutside  the next  moment. nt ke
pshed in vein,  Smiihy’s hoot held it
to-t.

Nobody, of course, wanted Gerald

Locder in the Rag  That apartmont
was the happy hunting-ground of the
wmiors, nnd prefects were never wel
cons  there—eszpecially Loder.

Nevertheless, a: a Sixth Form pre-
feet, Laowler had the right of ontry, if
e chose 1o butt in, and evidently he
did, e banged angrily on the om-
aitle of the dogr, as It remained
immaovalie,

HChaek Sanithy M
Whavton,

“Rot ! retoried Smithy.

“Wo ean't keep a prefeet oud,’
Dol Cheery.

“We jolly well ecan!™ snapped the

it, gatd Jlavrs

T sand

Bounder. “Loder ouly wants to throw
fiz u'{.-Jght. abouk. Il ecan throw it
about in  the pessage. Carry o,

Prowney 1

Tom Drown of the Bemove had his
porlable wireless going in the Rag
The Remove fellows were gellbig tloe
eavly news.  Atmwospheries were rather
sy, and the news was accompanied
Lo syueaks amd squzals,

A il
ATl

Perhaps Loder eonsidered there was
foo much row going on an the Rag.
O perhaps Lthat was only a pretext
for the bully of the Sixth to throw his
weight about.  Anyhow, there he was
demanding admiftance,

“Better shut off, perhaps,™ said Tom.

“Clavey on, 1 tell you!” snapped tho
Bonuder. *Loder’'s not going to stop
i

The news, so far, was not fearfolly
exciting. It was political news which,
1o voulhful ears, was weary, stale,
flak, and unprefitable, EHardly a fel-

School, Mystery, and Adven-~
ture Yarn of HARRY
WHARTON & CO., the cheery
chums of GREYFRIARS,

Jow in tlhie Remove wanted fo Lknow
what the Honourable Member for this

had sawd to the ;Iunulll-ahie Member
for that. They did not care a boiled
hean whether an eminent  statesiman

had been on his legs, or off his logs.

I'nt some foothall results were cex-
pected, it Leing Saturcday, and Smithy
waz leen fo hear them, Smithy, on the
sivict ¢.1., dabbled in football pools,
which, of course. no Grﬂ__\'friu.rs }leﬂw
was suppostd to do. Smithy was very
Lienn to learn whether his conpons wore
goitg to bring him in o small forione,
They never hind, so faw

. - e

-~ e -
- L

v i -

s 4 a7
LR o - v _ = =
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A fist lashed out in the darkness
—=a crashing blow landed beitween
Loder’s eyes. The Sixth Former
gave one faint groaning gasp, and
then crumpled up !

Thumye, enp ! eame on the door.

“ Lowsle hiere, Soiihy., don’c play 1he
gaat " urged Iamy Whartot.

“Rals to vou!™ answered Swmnithy,
jarnpping his foot harder as the door-
handle ratiled. “Carry on, Browney,
yvou nss i

The radie ran on,  Polilies had hoap-
by come to oan cud, But e pews
Spithy wanted was not yvey o, The
gunonneer’'s volen droned

“Rupert Crook, the cracksman con-
vick, whw eszcaped from Highmoor, is
still at largpe—"

Thump, thump!

“Oh, bother ihat rot??
Vernon-Smiih. “Who the
wants to know ihat tosh ¥

“ e was last scen in London—"

Thump !

“A weel ago—"

Thump | %.‘rnng ;
shiove |

“Bear a hand here ! selled Smithy,
hiz veice drowning the aunouncer's.
“Rack up, you men!”

But it was ioo late, even if the
juniocs had wanted fo join the Doundey
i a reckless and lhot-headed defiance
of  authority. That shove did 1t
Loder was exerting his strength on the
door, and, in spite of the Doundey's
resistance within, it opened.  Smithy's
foot, tight as he jammed it, was forced
away, and the door, swinging open,
sent him staggering backwards.

Tioder of the Sixth strode in, his face
red wilhe wrath.

Tom Brown shud off the radio with-
onf wailing to be told,  Bmithy was
not, nfter nll, going to get those foot-
ball vesults, nnd had 1o remanin 10 donbt
—such doubi s there was—whether a
small fortune was comsg his way or
noft.

Loder Lad- kizs official azhiplant undee
hiz nrm.  He slipped it down into his
Tiand, and Dis angry oves ghinted ronnd.

“Bomebody  was holding  that doox
shut!™ he roared. " Who was it*”

i ) .l 3 ! 513

I say. Loeder, it wasat mes
situeaked Diliv Danter, 10 haste.

“Whe waz it¥" roaved Loder. “You,
Cherpy ®™

“Mxot puily,
Tiolr wieekly.

Tur Macser Lisranvy.—XNo. 1,615,

Enappad
ickens

Then a ferrific

my  lard 17 answered

{Copyright in the Wnited States of Americn. ALl rights reserved, and reprodnction without permission strictly forbidden.)y
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“You, Fernon-Smuth ' Loder's oves
fised on the Dounder, who was gasp-
ing for Dbreailh, and who was pearest
the doot.

“Find out!" snapped Sintthy, which
was not & respeetiul way of answering
sn great o man as & profect of lbe
Bixth Form,

But Smithy was not o very rospect-
ful fellow at the best of times, and at
the present mowment o was in the worst
Lenper aver.

Lodor gave hum a grim look.

“J3 that how vou answer s prefect,
Vernon-3mith 1" he rapped.

“Yes, -::-:m:t];,r; and if yvou don't like
it, lump 17 snarled the Dounder.
*What are you harginF in herve fori”

“I faney I kuow who was holding
that door,” said Loder grimly. Ho
gwished the ash, snd then peinted with
it to o chair. “Beud over that chair,
Yernon-Smith 1"

Theras was a use, atd the crowd
of juniora in the Rag watched the
Bounder almost breailitessly,

Smithy was a reckless fullow, and a
mutineer by natuve,  His carcer at
Greviviara was o series of kicks ngainst

authority, often with painful  con
sequences.  Moro than once he had
beom  very mear the sack, Y hen

Smithy’s temper was roonsed e was
liable to let it Iead him whither
would, And it was savegely vouwsed
1103V, : ;

It was easy to read, in his angry
fach and gleammmig eoyes, that he was
thinking of disobeying that order.

Which, of course, was impossible,
Loder, as a prefect, was cntrusted with
whopping privs, which somctimes he
usa.dp nat wisely but ioco well. Oun {lus
geegsion, however, it had to ha ad-
mitted that Smuthy had asked for il
Kven old Wingate, the hest-tempered
fellow at Groyiriars Behool, would have
whopped a junior fer holding a door
shut ageinst him.

Such. things, really, conldn’t be done;
but Smithy did not alwars reflect
whether a8 thing could be done or not
before he did it. :

“I'm wuitiuf;, Vernon-Smith,” said
Loder ominansly.

Vernon-Smith
breath.

He was strongly tempied  {o snarl
defianco at Loder. DBut thal meant
going up to the Head, and Simithy had
gone up to tho Head oftency ithan any
other FEH-EW in the Remove. And a
fellow who went up to ihe Head too
often was liabla to find his stay at
Creyfriars eut short.  SBome  saving
remnant of common sense kept the
Donnder's -recklessness in conirol, amd
in snvage silence he bent over the chaie,

The ssh in Loder™s hand swished,
e lpid on =ix ecientifically. Lodes
waa quite an expert in this line. 1le
had Lad a ot of pragiticr. Six succes-
sive whops echoed through the Rag like
six pistol-shots.

Hardly a fellow could bave taken
ihat whopping in silenee,  Dut {he
Bounder did not ulter o zonnd.

Loder tucked the ash under his arm

drew & deep,  deep

again.  1Ie glanced round at a sca of
hostile faces. ) ]
“Now, less neisa here ! ha  sand,

“¥You can bo heard all over the Honse,

Any moro row here, and you'll sec mo
again,’ _
With which Leder of ihe Sixih

walked out of ithe Rag. 1le loft a
rim silenco behind him.  Theve were
ow of tho juniors who woukld not have
liked to boot Loder through the doou-
way. Dut Sixth Form preivels wero
not to be booted.

Billy Bunter’s fat squeak broke the
s1lencuo.

Tee Maigner Lisnsnr.—No. 1,615

THE MAGNET

“1 sav, Smithy, did 1t burt?"

Vernon-Smith did not amswer that
auestion.  He gave the fat Owl of the
lemove o leck, and fturned io Tom
Brown, i -

“Bhove it on again 1 he zaid.

“The news iz over now, Smihy,”
sail Tom mildly.

“Bhove it on, all the same™

Tom shook his head.

“What's the good of asking for
{rouble?™ Le s=atd. “Wo don't wont
that swab bulting in again.”

“Funk " sncered. the Bounder.

“Tathead '™ answered Tom Brown.
ummoved. *Isn't six enongh for you ¥’

“Oh, go and cat coke!™ snarled the
Bounder.

And, with a sot and savage face, Lo
framped out of the Reg. and slammed
the door behind him, with a bang that
vung far and wide,

i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Done In The Dark !

R. QUELCH frowned.
Frowning, he esct lis hps,

gnd stored.

After lock-np, the Rumove
master was walking in the guad, with
Mr. Prout, the master of the INifth.

The evening was dotk, but fine, will
o glinuner of bright stars in a sleely
sky. Dark as it was, a good deal of
light fell from innumerable highted
wimdows in the wintry dusk.

Queleh and Prout wero tolking, as
they walked—or, at any rate, 'rout was
talking, Queleh chicly listening. Prob-
ahly 1t was becanse Qualch waz not fear-
{fully intcrested in Prout's weighiy con-
versation that his attemtion wandered
and he noted a dark fAgure thot ap-
peared  between  lim and @ highted
window,

Wherefore dil Quelch Trown.

After lock-up, every Greyiviavs fellow
wiaa supposed to Le i the Hounze. Hero
was o fellow evidently oub of the
Hounso !

That i was o junior, Quelel could
ser Dy ifs height. But he could discern
httle else in the gloom, especially as the
fimure had 1ts back to him.

That Agure was steiaping =oftly along,
olwiously unoware of the two masters
i 1lte offing, and approaching o lighied
study window,

Tt was the window of & Sixth Form
study, The Wlind woas not drawn, s o
semior could be seen within—Loder of
i Sixth. Loder was, in fact, coming
tawards the window to draw the himd,
1ie stood silhooctted ggainst Lhe hight.

And the jumior, cut in tho quad, had
his cyes on Loder at the window, And
AL, Quelch, farther off, Lad his eyes on
the jnnior. i

“Upon wmy word I’ ejaculaled Mr
Quelel, Do you see that boy, Prouty™

“Eh?  What? What boy ¥ acked
I'vout peovishly. The question nler-
rupted o stream of conversalion.

“Bome hoy iz out of ITouse bourds 1
said Mr. Quelch, pointing, * Look I

Mr. Prout looked.

“(ood gracious I? he ejasulaiced, “I0
ia long past lock-up, Quelch! Na how
should be ont of the Iousel Ne doubt
a Remove boy—"

“J sce no reason to suppose that he is
a Temove boy [ .l;llappecl Alr. OQueleh.
" No doubt o Fourth Form boy, or vne
of tho Shell” : 3

“Put what iz he doing?” exclaimed
Alv, DProut. " What ean lis object T,
tueleh 7 Does he appear to oy (o havo
sometling in his hand ™

C YHe does ! said Mre. Queleh,
mingine that it is a snowhall.”

“Hetraordmary I said Prout,

He stored, and Quelch stared. There
was & good deal of snow, piled among
the old elms, and any fellow who
wanfed o spowball had no lack of
materisl, But why that junjor was
%i&ppmf along, in the gloom, with &
snowball gripped in his right hand, was
rather a mystery., There was nobody in
the quad to be snowballed—except ihe
two masters, whom tho most reckless
fellow was not likely to snowball.
Besides, he clearly did pot kuow that
they wero there.

Tap !

Tt was o slight sound, but clearly
audible. It was caused by a pebblo
toszged against Loder's window, The
shadowy fignre had tossed it with Lis
left hand.

Laoder, at the window, wns scon to
start, Instead-of drawing the blind, Lo
threw up the eash, evidently o inguire
into the canse of that strange and un-
expected tap at his window.

'I'hen, snddenly, the two masters knew
what the lurking junior was up tél As
Foder of the Sixth leaned out, to Jook
into the dusky quad, the junior's righe
arm went up, and the mowball whizzed.

Pmash |

Well-aimed and accurate, thabt snow-
ball squaszhed in the middle of Gerald
Yaoder's features, smothering his face
with enow, and sending him staggoring
back into the study.

',I.‘hr{m};h the open window floated the
sound of a heavy bumpl

Loder, it scemed, had sat down!

*Ooooogoogh 1Y eame a wild splulicre
from the study. ]

“*Upou ml:,' word 1 exclaimed M.
Quelch. " The young roseal-—"

“An assanlt upon o prefect ! gaszped
AMre, Prout. * not let thal vouny
razeal ezcape undetected, Quelch [

Queleh was already swooping, Afier
him Jumbered ihe portly Fifth Iopmn
snaster.

The jumor who had hurled the spow-
ball dodgad awnﬁ' instantly.  ‘Then, for
ihe fivst vime, he became awave of
Unelel, ]

He did not see Pront lnmbering on
hehind, but he spolled Quelch, swoap-
ing like a hawk, :

Untly o swift leap =zaved him [rom o
clniching hand.

“ Stop ! shonted Mr. Queleh.

But the junior did net stop! o
Ieapod clear, dodged round Queleh, al
darted off in the davkness,  Evadently
[z chicf olbject was Lo get away frone
lighted windows as quickly as he coulrl,
lg avoid recognition. ; ;

uelch swung round in rapid pursait,

“Proub! Stop himl” he shouled,

The flecing junior—not secing Provi’s
porily form in the gloam—was rubning
Jireet towards ithe Fifth Foern master,

e =aw that portly form a momet
Tader, dim and immense.  But it was (oo
fato to dodge. Queleh was culling ofls »
him—Prout planted fivmly o los waop .
with nei=lredehed hand.

That junior, whoever ho was, was
plainly a fellow of guick decisions, al
swift an tho uplake. IIo had no chanee
of Jdodging! He had one chanee—aul
e took it—taking it in his stride, as o
were.  Without swerving an  inch 1o
vight or left, ho rushed straight o,
lewering his head—and nlled !

Prout was not expecting that,

No bealk would or eould have rx-
preted 111 Any fellow could be, and
waull be, sacked, for butlimg over a
heak ! Snch a wildly reckless ack was
nnt to be expeeted, It veally was uue-
heard of ! But it happened |

«y



EVERY SATURDAY

Wy

R e N e—
e | e

e

|

]

-T—}-ill...-

ek e t—

Gerald Loder exerted all his sirength on the door. Vernon-Sinith’s foot, tight as he jammed it, was forced away, and the

door, swinging open, sent him staggering backwards !

Prout’s stant arms wore outstretehod
to cluteh. The juntor ran bebweon
them, snd butted before ithe celuteh
eontld close in.

A head, thot seemed to Pront like a
lump of iron, smote the IMifth Form
master over the third waisteoat bodion,
It drove every onnce of wind out of
I'rout. o rover had very mmch—and
what he had, was driven right out.

Onoe horrible gurgle camo from Pront.
anid he went over backwards. ‘[he
junior, active as a caf, jumped over the
collapsed portly form, and bouwnded on,

Quelch, almost at his heels, rushing
on, stumbled over rout, and fell ouw
hiin.

Huod Pront had any wind lefi in L,
that would have deprived him of i1
Quelch eame down like o sack of coke,

“Qooooaooh I came a fechle, ngonized
murmunr from FProut.

“Oh1” gasped BMr. Quelch,

1lo staggered up dizzily.

From thoe dark distance came an echo
of running feot,

It died into silence.

That junior was gﬁnﬂ—hﬂ_\'ﬁnﬂ liope of
capture! That desporate deed  liad
snved him—for the preseut; at least.

“QOoopoh ¥ moaned My, I'ront.

Oueleh, gasping, stared round him
tho gloom. From Loder's stody window
a head was Fruje-l::md and o farvions faee
stared rouil,

“Who—" bawled Twder. “Whe
theew that snowball? Who —""  Lauler,
redd, breathless, and infuriated, jumped
dovn from the window—rather roo late
to have any chance of capluring the
snowballer, -

Ounelelt bent over 'rout. The voung
rascal, whoover he was, was gone—-aimd
I'rout was in need of help! He was.
indleed, badly in need of help. Wi
to the wide, 'ront moaned and gavgled.

“My dear DProut—" exclaimed the
omovne masfer.

“Woooosopogh 1

“Let me assist you—"

“Moocooooooh | eamo faintly  frem
Prout. Tt eounded strangely like the
moting Of a sad and pessimistic cow.
* Mooaooooh 1

“{!  Thero yon are, vou young
ratter ) roarcd Loder, He glimpscd o
figrnve in tho gleem, and rushed up.
“You r‘mung scoundrel—you  ehecky
rotier—1"ve got you—>"

“Loder '™ roared Mr. Quelch, spin-
ting round as he was elutched.

“Ol ! gasped Loder. He lot gpo By,
Quelel as suddenly as if that gontleman
Itad been red-hot, “JTs—is  that Me.
(ueleh? I—T thought—"

“lGiooooooh !™ comoe moaning
Treoust.

“Iid wyon sco him, siv?”  gaspod
Loder. “ Semehody pitched a snowball
1 al my study window—some juuior out
of the House——"

X saw him, FLoder, but unfortunately
tlid nob recogriso him. Kindly give me
a hand with Mr. Irout—he is in necd
uf assistanoe—>"'

“Perhaps I had better get affor that
voung ragenl, siv! He may not  yeb
have gob back into the Hougse—"

“Tovhaps you had better do as I
regquest  yon, Loder,™ snapped My,
Queleh, “and you will kindly do it jm-
medinfelr.™

“Qht Veryr well, sirt®

Loder, unwillingly, took ono rily
art, and Me. Queleh took the oflier,

Jietween them they heaved Prout to
luis feet, Supporting him on either side,
they assisted him to the House—Proul
still moping feebly,

from

THE THIRD CHAFPTER,
Who Was The Bad Lad 9

£ EEN Bmithy 17
Tom Redwing asked {hak

guestion, with a rather worried
unidd anxious face. i
Ile came ont of Study No. 4 in the

Remove passage. which he shared with
his chum, and eame along to o group
standing at the door of Study No, 1.

The Iamous Five were disenssing
football matters, but they gave Soceer-
Jaw o rest, as the DBounder’s worried
chum eame along.

“Net sinco that row in the Rap,
Leddy.,” answored Harry  Wharton.
“Isn't he in {he sfudy??

“1 thought he was, but I've just
'Eun!-}r-{i i{irt'!him—-"

“In Hall, perhaps,” supgested )
Chevry, I E R Pl

::JE- tiﬂll:ixlémi he%nniz I came lllp."

alkin anler,. rhaps,” Eni
Jolnny ]i:ﬁT, with a gﬁm l‘r‘EmiE‘,h:-!
will give him something back for that
six, if he gets half o chance.®

“"That's what I'm afraid of,” said
Redwing " Bmithy’s such a reckless
ars whent his temper’s up”

“And the npfulness was terrific ! ro-
marked Hureee Jamset Ram  Singh,
“The esteeved  Bmithy was pre-

posterously infuriated.”

“Must be in the FHouse somewhere,”
gaitd Frank Nugent.

“Askk Dunter,”
“Dunter  knows evervthing.
ltallo, hallo! Bunter,
you'ro wanted

Billy Bunter
Remove slaireasoe,
on hiz plump faee,

“I zax, you fellows, something’s up 1™
ho squeaked. I say, there's something
going.on in the Sixth—>"

Bob.
Hallo,
old fat rman,

was coming up  the
Fhere was o fot grin

sngrpostod

“Blow the Bixth!™ said Dol
“Where's Smithy I

"EL?"  Bunter blinked a8t him
through hiz big spectaeles. “How tho

ilamp should I know where Smithy 153"
“What's the good of being o Peeping
Tom, a Paul T'ry, and an Inquisifive
Jack, if you den't? demanded Bob,
Yiihe really, Cherey—="
Tue Migxer Lasnary.—No. 1,615,
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“Well, if Bunter doesn’t know where
he i3, he isn't on the other side of a
keyhole, zaid Bob., * Bunter always
knows what's going on, on the other side
of a keyhole”

“IIa, ha, ha 1™

“Beast ! hooted DBunter. -®I sy,
ihough, isn't Smithy about? ¥ shouldn's
wondey if he's been up to somelhing—I
know there's o row on in the Sixth, I
heord Wingate say someilung to Gwynne
abont Loder and & snowball.”

“ Loder 1" breathed Tom Redwing.

“Tallo, halle, halln ! exclaimed Bob
Cherry, * Here's Smithy 17 e pointed
up the passage.

At the othor end of the Remove pas-
spgo was the stair to the box-roon,
From that stair Iferbert Vernon-Sniith
emorged, and cama sanntering down tha
passage, his hands in his pockels,

All  the ‘iuninrﬂ looked at  him
euriousl The Bounder gave lhem o
cool nod]. He seemed to have recovered

from tho effect of thdat zix in the Rag
iy this timo.

“Anvthin' up, 7Fvou chapst” e
drawled * ¥You seers 1o be lookin' like
a lot of mouliin' owls.”

“I say, yon fallows, it ean’t have
been Smithy if he was in ihe hox-roam,”
said DBilly Buonter, ULlinking at the

Donnder.
“What ecan't lave heen?”  asked
“Hps anythin'® hap-

Vernon-Smith,
pened 7

“Bunter savs thore’s a row in tha
RAixth, and he's heard talk ahaut Loder
and a snowbsll ™ sopid larey Wharlon

dyly.

‘:E&'hi-:lh Smthy, of course, knows
absolutely notlung about!™ vemarked
Jolnny Bull, with desp saveasm.

“Mothin’ ¥ agroed iy Bounder,
“Innocent az a Dabe in the waad, orv

THE MAGNET
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Flallo, Taoddy,
what's the newsit

Peter Todd came up the staiva, I
was grinning.

“Irightfully exaiting 1" hie answeral,
“Any of you men been out of Ui
House 7% .

“Qut of the House,” repeated Red-
wing. ““Has apybody beon oat alier
loeleup 1

“dort of 1" chuckled Peter. “T Tiear
ihat somebody got Loder of {he Sixth
in his stucly with a snowhball from ihe
gquad. Queleh and Prout were out, and
ijhsig.- started in to collar the Lad
“-. LF

“Did they pget Lim® azsked (he
Bounder calmly,
“Near thing,” answerad  Peter,

“From what I hear, ho butied Prout in
the tummy and left him for dead,
Queleh and Loder are carrying in e
remains .
“Oh, wmy hat ! exclaimed Bob.
“Quite a spot of exeitement down-

stairs,” said Peter cheerily. “ Trout’s
just been relled in.  He scems annoyed
and a bic short of breath, T think

thero's goiug to be rather o row. None

of you mea been out, I hope "

“Ja it likely—after lock-up £ =aid the
Bounder. _ i

Tom Redwing gave him a deeply

troubled look.  Smethy maswered it
with a cheerful wink,

“Oh1” Peter eyed. the Dounder.
“You haven't i

“ Havdly.™

“Haven't bern out of the TTouze sines
that row i the Rag. T dave say 3" sanld
Peter Todd.

“Right in one I?

“Lood wman ™
inglv.  *1f yon
Smithy, you're all right.

said DPoter, approv-
haven't  heen ook,
But if you'H

LIVE THE THRILLS

BOYS' FRIEND

Of all Newsagenls and Dookstalls

OF ROAD-RACING!

To drive a fast
car 18 evory hoy's
ambition. The
lads in this great
varn are ollowed
to drive their car
on the tracl and
in road races,
Thrills and spills
are  their daily
tot! And cdo they
enjoy it 7  Just
as much as vou'll
enjoy this ool of
their adventures !
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fake. o tip from a2 pal youwll go and
chanze your shoes, before they siavt-in-
quiTin Y

* What 1"

“¥Yon know how suspicions heaks aud
prefectz arve,” said Peter blandly., “1i
they ,noliced that mud on yvour ehoes
they mightn't believe that you picked
st up 1neloors.™

“Oh!™ gaszped Smithy.

1Io gave a quick stare down at lhis
-hoes, Then, without anothey word, ha
cut up the paszape and disappeared into
Htudy No. 4 ) )

The juniors on the landing were loft
staring—Redwing with a clowded brow,

There was & fat chucklo from Billy
Bunter. ]

“He, ho, hel I gay, son fcllowe it
was Smithy all the time—" i

“Shut up!” said Boh Cherry, with
an anxious glanee over the banisters.

Toddy's news that a beak lhad becn
Lutted over by zome féllow out of Houze

bounda meant that an wquiry was
AT,

“MThat’s why he was in tha Dbox-
raoin,” grinned Bunter, *1le gob in at

the window, of voursel He, be, hel”
Y Quiet, ass!” paid Harry Wharton.
“Is Quelch coming up, Teddy i

“1 fanpy so, when he's landed Prout’s
remaing Enmuwhami,” answered Peter
cheerfully, *There's toco {for some-
hody—if he's coppedl  Loder seemed
rather ghirviy, I t.hmlglrit., He had a lok
of snow sticking in his neck. Bome nwn-
known porson scoms to have got him
faiv and square with a snowball.”

T say, you fellows—""

“Dan't jaw, Bunter 1™

“4h, really, Wharton-—-="

“For poodness® sake, mot o word 1™
said Tom Redwing anxiously. =TIt
iight ba the sack 1f he really builed
Prout aver. Tho mad asal™

“Not a gi'ddy svllable 1™ snid DBobh
Cherey, " Nobody knows nulling you
men

e nuoffinfulness {8 terrific!”

grinned tha Nabob-of Bhanipny,

“But I say. you fellows——""

“ Shut np, Bunter 1

“J say—"

“Will vau turn off the chin-wag, von
ns2 7" exelaimed Harry Wharton, glane-
i tlown the stairs in expectation «of
secing a mortar-hoard rising into view,

ot T say—="" porsisted Bunier,

chub up ' hissed  Johieny  Ball,
“Queleh may be eoming up  any
Thtnde ™

““L was gnly going to say—"

YIF yvenn say a word I'll borst yvon all
aver e Reowve P said Bols Cherry, in
coticenitraled tones,

SOl veally, Chorry ! I yon mean
{?i:th lh_t;r-: ain't any of ilhe choestiets

“1he what 7"

“Chesnnts,” said Bunter, blinking at
pint, L heard that you weve having
Faadidd chestiuls 1 your study. I Luwre
wite b oany lofp——"

b ztared at the fat Owl, and then
ersianned,

Bakod clesionts, it 'ﬂP‘ﬂ-nm'mL e
apperniost in Bindter's fat mnd, 1le
wad not hothieving about Sy |

“0h ¥ pasped Dol “Yes, ass; oud,
ﬂflﬂllﬁ Lo ny sludy and seoff hew, and
chint up !

J}lllj]r Ronter rolled np the Remove
pasage 1o Sludy Noo 13 Tho other
iotlows remained on the landing in an
sorxiona and uneasy frame of mind.

Hevhort Vernon-Smith rejoived ihem
there as a mortar-board was acen helow,
Phere was no sign of mud about the
Bonuler now, .

Whene e, Queleh areived in the
Remavn pas-ags to make inquiries the
Bownler was wa spick and span as any



follow in the Remove. with nothing
pbont him to hint that he had been out
of doors. And Mr. Quelch, whe hoped
that the bad lad in the quad was not &
riember of hia Form, departed again in
the happy belief that that hope was
wrll founded.

E———

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Harrow Escape !

GA REDWING moved restlossly
about SBtudy No, 4, every now
and then glancing at a junior
who sat at tho table, with his

brows wrinkled over s printed sheet of

paper marked off in columns,
Redwing's faco was clouded and

anxious—the Bounder's absorbed.

There was something like anger, too
as well a9 ansiety, in Redwing’s elouded
face. He was conce about his

chuny, but Tie was deeply ircitated with
him_as well. 3 :

“Look here, Bmithy—" he said,
breaking the long silence,

Vernon-Smith did not logk up. He
was deep in his coupons—tho copy of
the sheet that had been sent carhier in
the week to Snooter's Pools.

“You fool 1" said Redwing at last,
Emgril;r.

The Bounder glanced uvp at that.

“T'ool or not, I faney I've scored this
time,” he said. I should know for
cortain if that bully hadn’t interrupted
the eadio nows."

“It would have been Loder's duty to
interrupt it if he had known what it
was you wanted [ gnapped Redwing.

“Loder's a whale on duty, isn't he ?¥
sneered the Bounder. “He was jost
Lullying, as he always is. Well, I'vo
given him something back for it,”

“And got pretty near the sack!”
snapped Hedwing.

“A miss iz as good as o mile!” re-
torled the Bounder coolly, “I never
kuew those two old goats wore out of
the House{ Prout would have had mo
if I hadn’t butted him. DLucky Quelch
never saw my face in the light, what "

“Your luck won't always hold good 1™
said Redwing. *“Quelch seems to bo
gatisfied that it wasn't & Remove man;
but Loder will gucss.™

“Let him guess—so lonz as ho can't
rrove anythin' [ drawled the Bounder,
‘1I'm not afraid of Loder.™

“You'd have reason to be if he
spotted that silly rotl” said Redwing,
with & gesture towards the shect of
conpons on the table,

Thoe gambling instinct, which was en
strongly developed in the Bounder, was
rather a puzzle to a clear-headed, sen.
sible fellow Like @tedwing, and he had
little patience with it Bo far from feel-
ing o thrill ag ‘S;Et.ting “something {or
nothing,” he did not want to get some-
thing for nothing; and, indeed, thought
it rather unscrupulous to want to gob
something for nothing.

“I'm not going to show this to
Lodar 1" said Smithy sarcastically.
“And he doesn’t know what I wantod
to hear on wney's radio. I'm going
to hear it all the same—later: Loder or
no Loder!V” The-DBounder broke into
a laugh, *"Yeu solemn old.soberzides,
vou'll eing a different tune if you sce me
walk off with a thousand quids [

“IE P grunt&d Redwing.

" Bomebody shaffles  it." The
Bounder’s eyes gleamed as he got on to
o favounte topic. " Last week the
Snooter Penny Pool handed out over

£1.000 to the winner,”
“Did thoy?" grunted Redwing.
“Daon't you believe it's on ' the
Equare

“I don't know anything about that!

EVERY SATURDAY

DBut, taking it that it's on the square,
where's the sense 1n 167" said Redwing.
“"Do yvou know as much arithmetic as
Bunter?* .

“I hope en!” The Bounder stared.
‘What ce you meani”

“Well, put in a little ssmple arith-
metic on your precious penny pool!”
snapped Redwing. *The att¢mpts are
& penny & time. One man wins £1,000--
if he does! How many lose?”

“Blessed if 1 know I

"“"You can caleulate, if you know as
much arithrmetio as a fag in the Second
Form! Get Dicky Nugent to do it for
you!” grunted’ WINg.

“What do you meani” snapped the
Bonnder irritably.

“The pool prize is made up of the
cash sept in. The losers pay!"
answared Bedwing., *If one man wins
£1,000 in the penny pool, there must bo
as many losers as thers are pennies in
ﬂlvﬂm”

“Oh!” gaid Bmithy. It had never
struck him in that light before, “Oh !

“How many?"” said Redwing, “A
hundred pence are eight-and-fourpence.
So thers must bo o hundred losers for
one man to win as much as eight-and-
fourpence.”

A8 ¥ I'ﬂl"

“Ho there must be twenty-four
thousand losers for one man to win a
hundred ponnds—""

“Oh gad 1™ said Smithy.

“ And two hundred and forty thonsand
losers for one man to win a thowsand
ponin dg—""

[r Gmut_ PEP Al

“8o, with your precious” penny pool
coupon, you have exactly one chance in
two hundred and forty thousand, if the
prize comes out at £L000. What fellow
in his senses would put mouey on @
single chance in 8 guarter of & million?"

Herbert % ecnon-SBmith made no reply
to_that )

His common eense admitted Red-
wing's srgument. One chance in a
guarter of a million was practically no
chance at all. DBut common sense had
Tittle to do with gambling.

“Oh rats!” he said at last. *A
fellow might ring the bell! You never
koow - your luelk 1"

“That,"” zaid Redwing, "i13 about as
intelligent as a hee-haw from a

donkey.”

Tho Bounder burst into o laugh.
“Just about!’- he agreed. I
going on, all the same." "’

“Well, you're a fool,” snid Redwing,
“and worse than that! They have &
rule that nobody under age may enter,
and you're breaking it; so yon're not
entitled to & prize, even if you win—
which you won't do.™ . ]

“Well, if I dor’t, the guestion will
not arise, as the lawyers say I” grinned
the Bounder, “But I'm working this
under another name, from another
address, of course; they won't accept
ﬂﬂul"iﬂﬂﬂ from schools ™

“That's breaking another of thoir
rules, and breaking any rule washes out
the claim to a prize.”

*Redwing, old bean, vou're as full
of wisdom ns an egg is of meat! But
what did jolly old Bhakespears =zay
nbout that? ° Wisdom cries out in the
streets, and no man regards it Seef’

“0Oh rats!” grunted Redwing. “Tho
best thing T conld do for you, Smithy,
Eﬂ“!’d bo to jam that silly coupon in the

I

“You'd better not!™ prowled the
Bounder. Then he gave & jump. " Why,
you checky ass—you fool—you rotter—
you dare—" .

Yernon-Smith fairly velled with rage
a5 Bedwing snatched the -coupon from

in

7

the tahle and fung if right into the
study fire, ;

It blazed up and disappeared as thé
study door was flung wide open,

Loder of the Bixth strode in.

Vernon-Smith had his back to the
door as he stood at the table,

Redwing bad seen the door opening,
and Loder's face in the aperturve, just
in time, A second later, r's oyes
would have fallen on the coupon {full in
view on the tabla,

Vernon-Smith, in  his rage, was
making & stride towards Bedwing. Bik
he stopped as Loder tramped in: fle
undsrstood his chum’s action as ho saw
the bully of the Sixth

' What's that?" _Loder's eyes fashed
with swspicion. aaw  you -throw
somothing into the fire, Redwing!”

“Ihid youl” said Redwing coollr,
though s heart was beating, “I snp-
pose & fellow can throw a papor into
his study fire, Loder, without asking
a prefect's permission frst”

“I know quite well that iz was some-
thing you did not dare fo let a prefect

see I” snapped Loder,
Redwing did not answer that, Tha
Bounder stood biting hLis lip. o was

intensely angry at the loss of his coupon
copy; but, at the gsme time, he knew
that if Loder had seen it, Loder woull
have taken him direct to his head-
master, Gambling on football pools—
with the addition, in Bmithy’s caze, of
the miserable subterfuge of & falso namao
and addresse—would have meant very
serious trouble for the sportsman of the

. Bemove; o flogging, at the least
Vernon-Smith’s look at Gerald Loder
expressed sheer evil,

“What do vsou want herat” he
snarled, “Do they buit into rooms
without knocking in the slum you were
brought up in, Loder®"

“"Are you asking for mnother six,
Vernon-Smith 1”7 said er grimly.
“You won't have to ask fwice,” Ilo
fixed his ages_ ot the Boundor's savage
face. *I believe 1t was you whe wero
out of Houze boynds, and gob me with a
snowball at my window,”

“You'ra welcome to believe what vou
like 1” eneéred the Bounder. * Amd if
you come spying in my study again, I'll
complain to Quelch 17

Loder!s eyes glittered at him. It was
more than probable that Loder sus
pected  something of the Bounder's
manners and customs; and de had
butted into Study No. 4 go suddenly, it
wes quite plain, with some idea of
catching him, e Bounder might have
been smoking; or he might have had a
I‘EW-I.I]%I paper in his hand; in which casc,

unishment hard and heavy would havo

allen on the Ffellow whom Lwoder was
certain hod got.him with that snowball.

Something had been going on—Loder
lknew that. Redwing was pbove sns.
picion—what he had tossed into the fire
belonged to his study-mate, i iE was
something  forbidden.  Loder wonld
have given a good deal to know what
itk was,

But he was rather at a loss now,
Loder was  safisfied with hiz own
methods; but Mr. Queleh would have
had something 1.'&53' emphatic to sav
abont such methods as coming along

wietly and opening o study door smd
denly in the hope of catching a fellow
out. Loder did not want troulle witk
a beal. i )

“Tt was vou,” he said between hic
teeth, “and I've a jolly good mind Ic
give you onother six1”

“You won't!” said Vernon-Smith.
*You'll get out of my siudy, yon spv,
or I'll cut along to the landing and yell
for Queleh.”
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“What was ihat paper that was
thiown e the fire™"

“Find out !’ _
_Loder breathod herd and deep. This
time the Bounder had to be allowed to
“get by ¥ with that answer, Loder did
not want thoe Remove master called ap.

“Egok out!” he said; and with that
warning; e wolked out of the xtudy,
angry and disappointed,

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Volea In The Night .

ARRY WHARTON .opcned his
cyes in the dafk.of the Bémove
dormitory, and rubbed them,
and wondered whether he was

dreaming, o

Beally, it seemed like it

Tho voice that came to his pars was
stranga to Jim; and it was uttering
words that wero guite amazing at such
a time and in such a place.

Bodstime for the Remove waz half-
{gast nine; By a quarter to ten all the
‘orm, a3 & rule, were fast asleep, At
ten o'clock it was very unlikely thab
there would be a wakefnl fellow in a
junior dovmitory. It was now A fow
minutes after ten. Wharton did not
know the hour: but he knew :that he
must have heen asléep gome time, when
ho was awakened by that strange voice.

It chme [rom tho darkness fo hi
amazed ears, droning: ]

“Strong casterly winds will be—"

It shut off sm]dcnll,y. _

In amazement, the captain of the
Remove sat up in bed end stared round
Lim in the dark.

Only tha darkness was to pe scen.
Had Bim been dreaming that he was
listening to a wireless announcer on
Browne's radio? That was what it had
sounded like—the weather forecast that
precedod tho nows.

But there wags deep cilence now
broken only by the steady breathing of
many sleepers, and the rumbling suore
of Fully Bunter.

Concluding that he must have bheen
drcaming, f‘iﬂmrtﬂn laid his head on
the pillow again, ]

But he had not closed his oyes, when
tho stran voice was heard again.
This time 1t droned:

“Squalls and light showers may bo
expected in south-eastern England—"

harton sat up again.

Again the voico was shut off ; but ho
knew this time that it wos noe dream.
If was a wireless announcer's voice in
the Remove dormitory,

“Halle, hallo, halle!” came a zlecpy
voice, Bob Cherry had awakened, too.
“What the dickens is that?"

“Did you hear it, Bob!” gasped
Wharton.

Bob sat up, peering in the gloom.

“YWes, wnless was dreaming !
Browny cen't have left the radio on in
his study, I suppose.”

“Wa shoulda't hear It from heve if ha
had-—"

“MNo; I suppose we shouldn’t! But
that was wireless ! said Bob.

*Blessad if I make it out. Ilark'!™

The droming voics resumed:

“Warning to shipping! On the wesbh
const of Ireland—>"

Sudden silence again,

“Well, that beats the band!” cox-
claimed Bob Cherry, “Are we boing
hounted by &8 piddy wireless
announcer

*Bhut up, you gabbling idiots 1" came
another voice—not that of the radid
anrnowncer | It was the Bounder’s voice
in low, angry tones,
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*Bniithy I exeléimed Wharton aud
Bob Cherry together.

i Q'Illﬂ-t* 3"-"‘;1& : 1?!‘ .

The two jupiora peercd; bub they
could nobses the Bounder in the gloom,
Evidently, howéver, he was out of betd
—and, amasing =3 it was, he was put-
{ing on and shutting off the radio,

“ My esteemed chums, what is the up-

folness 7' came another woice., Hurrcoe
Jamset Eam Singh bad awakened.
“Thot was Smuhy—-="
What's Smithy up ta?” It was

Skinner’s voree now: wakefulnesa was
spreading .along the Remove, “Gomng
out on the tiles, Smithy "

“Quiet,  vyou fooll” the
Bounder’s: hiaas,

“"Beotter watch put, old manl”
chuckled: Skinner., *Loder knouws who
got him with that.snowball; and he will
jump at a chance at you

“Will you shut upi”

Severa] more voicea became audible.
Bu}. they died down ingsurpriee as the
radie announcer's veice resumed—
Smithy having turped it on again,

“Herr Hitler addressed 2 crowd of
ten thousand persons. this afternoon
&t LE

Budden silence again, .

. Ermt-lm‘ it scemed, was nob interested
in_the chin-wag of the Fuhrer.

“YWhat on earth’s this gamei” ex-
claimed Frank Nugent. “Is that
Smithy playing ile goat with a radio?”

“1Is that my radio?” camg from Tom
Brown's bed in rather excited tones.

<aIng

Browney was too careful of that
Eurtabla to lend it up end down the
cmove,

“Yes; shubt up!” enarled Vernon-
Smith,

“You've got Browney's radio up hera
in the dormitory!” exelaimed Harry
Wharton in amazement.

“Quesspd it snarled the Bounder.
“Will you shut up, or do you want to
bring hLalf the House heral® )

“You howling ass!” cxcluimed
Harry. “That radio’s loud cnough to
bring anybody here.”

I"HG need to add a lot of gabble,
then I

“You've had the check to cart my
radio up here 1" exclaimed Tom Brown.
“Why, Quelch might confiscate ik, if he

found it here! You had the neck-—"

“]1 hid it under mny bed after prep |
answered the Bounder coolly. "1
want the foothall results! 1f you don’t

want it confiscated, you'd better kee

uiet and not bring & beak here,
think they give the results over again
to-night."”

[1]

gas

hy, you—you—you checky swab I”
ed ﬁmwnejn

“I'm getting the ten o'clock nows(”
said Vernon-Smith. " The _football
rosults will be given over agsin—when
the gabblin' ass has finished talking
about Hitler and Musszolini. . At least,
I think they will—we =zhall geo.”

There was o buzz up and down the
beds,

The Bounder's nerve -was  well
known: but for a fellow to set a
portable wireless going in o junior
dormitory half an hour after bed-time
was the limit—or over itl )

“Well, that takes the bon!” said
Skinner. “ You're a eard, Smilhy ("

“Thanks; shut upl”

“T'Il punch your head to-morrow,
Vernon-Smith 1P said Tom Brown. :

“I'Il bo thére when you do it! Keep
your silly head shut now1” ;

Bmithy turned on the wireless again.
Ho wanted to keep it silent while un-
important news waa being. handed ouf
and catch the football resilts when
they came. But the atnouncer had net
vet gor tg the desired subjechk. Herr

Hitler was donme with, but BMussolini
wos getting his furm

“In a speech at Tnrin this afterncon,
Higrnor Mussolini stated that the just
napirations of the Italian people—"

Sudder silence again ss Smithy shut
off ! He did not want to hear about
the aspirations of the Italian people;
Just or unjust! 1l this dreary stuff
was simply irritating to Smithy,,

“Bather the blithering msses!™ the
Bounder was heard to growl. *Do the
really think that people are intereste
in such stuff ¥

“I say, you fellowsi” Billy Bunter
was the last to wake. *

'Y =ay, 13 that
the wireless? I say, what & nerve——
“Bhut up |1?

*“0h, really, Bmithy I”

* Quiet, ‘for goodoess’ sake ™

= M:'%' hat ! There'll be » tremendous
row if Queleh spots this ™ said Deter
'Todd. “You'ra bogging for it
Emithy. "

“The begfulness ra terrific.™

“QOh, shut ap! ¥ wonder if the:,-‘rf'
got on to something sensible yeti”
growled Vernon-8mith, and he switched
ofi again. The announcer’s vaice ¢ame

“The honourable member for Muddy-
combe stated that he repudiated with
scorn any such suggestion! The ship
was not o foreign ship. It was & purely
British ship. It was true that the cap-
tain was & Greck, the mate o Swede.
and the crew wholly composed of
Lascars, but—" BSmithy shut off.

Silenca agan, i

“Politics 1" groancd Bob Cherry,
“Give u= a rest, Smithy I

“Will they ever get to the foothall
vesults ¥ hissed Smithy

But they pever did. Vernon-Smilh
turned on again, but the announcer
was atill dealing with the specch of the
honourable member for Muddycombe,

And at the same moment the dormi-
tory door opened and the light waa
switched on—and WVernon-8mith mdde
one rapid nose:dive back intn bed.

Ho had po time even to switch off—
much less to shove the radic out of sight
—barely time to plunge into bed and
escape being seen. And the speech of
tha honourabla member for Muoddy-
combe ran on merrily a8 Loder of the
Hixth stepped into the Rewmove dormi-
tory.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Rough Luck For Smithy [

ODER stared round.

At the opening of the door

and the switching on of ihe

light, every fellow in iho

Remove beds dropped his head to his

pillow, A long row of—apparent—

sleepers greeted er's gaze. And so

swiftly had the Bounder p]un%ed in

that he was reposing peacefully, his

head on his pillow, as Loder's glance
swoph round.

But if the Bemote looked like a Farn
plunged m balny slumber, Loder was
ot to be taken in by sppearances.

He was hardly likely fo believe that
the juniors were all fast nsle'e? when ha
had heard voices—plenty of voices—
from the dormitory, and when the
portable radio wasg Efil": chattering away
on the floor near Smithy's hed.

“ All melecp, what ¥ asked Loder sar-
castically,

The only reply came from the radio.

“ Mz, Chinwag challenged that state-
ment,” droned the announcer. * Feace,
he admitted, was the universal desire;
but he could not help thinking  that
peace would be most easily obtained by
declaring war wupon practically everys
body.”
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Vernon-Smith sent 'Redwing staggering over.and then sprang to the window, snatching up a catapulf as he did so.
“ Smithy ! ** exclalmed Wharton, grabbing the Bounder by the shoulder and dragging him baek foreibly.

Loder jumped.

That was not swhat he had expected
to hecar in o junior dormitory at a
guarter-past ten.

“What—" he
round in amazement.

Tha drona went on: _

“The member for Poﬁmmg hu;%.t;ﬂ
that the Government would remember
that their first snd greatest duty was
to concern Lhomselves with the 1n-
.':mhibnntﬁ of any country but their
o f—

“Who's doing that?” howled the
amazed Loder.

From whero he stood he could not sce
tla radic on the floor by Smithy’s bed.
Yividently he had no idea that m port-
abla wireless had been smuggled up to
the Remove dormitory and sct going
after lightz out.

Loder could only suppose that one of
ile juniors was doing this by way of a
jest. Mo glared round for the offendor.

But he failed to detect the speaker,
who woent on;:

“Heo hoped, and he trusted, that no
Biritish statesman would over so far
forget what was due to foreign peoples
as to waste a single thought upon the
inhabitants of theso islands—"

“Which of you is playing that silly
trick ¥ roared Loder.

Thero was & faint chuckle. But
through it tho droning volce wont on:

“hat is the end of the speech by tho
honourable member for Popping. We
have now to announce that SBir Noodle
Balmyernmpet has  been  appointed
minister at ITankey-Panke 5

“Ts that you, Vernon-Smith?” hooted
Loder. ; : )

He was tracing the voice home, a3 it
E-o{-nl e strode towards the Bounder’s

ol

Smithy’s head was peacefullv on his

illow, his eves olosed. He looked as if

i was fast asleep. Appearances wore
deerpinve.

stuttered, ataring
£&r “i"hn L1 ]

“A .report has been reccived that
Rupert Crook, the convict for whom
the police hiave been searching for over
n month, .has been scen again in
London——" Tho radio was going on,

and Loder jumped as ho nearly stepped:

on 1t

ORI he gasped.

Heo stared blankly at Tom Drown's
wireless. Ho knew now whence that
mysterions voiee proceeded.

Ho grabbed at it and shub it off,

“Who brought this here?” hoe de
manded.

Silence.

“Is thiz your radio, Drown?"

Silence! Tom Brown was ns fask
asleep as the rest of the Remove!

“You'd better answer if you don’t
want me to kielk it across the dorm-
tory 1™

Tom PBrown woko up quite suddenly ]
Ho woko up and sat up!

“Ti's mine, Loder!™
promptly.

“What do you mean by hringffing it
here 7 exclaimed Loder. “I fancied
thora was something going on here, but
I never thought any junior would have
cheels’ enolgh for this! Wireless after
lights ont, by Jovel I shall report this
to vour Form-master.”

Lodor picked up the portable.

“I shall take this to Mr. Quelch I” ho
gaid. “Mest likely it will be confis-
cated till the end of the term.”

“J—I say—=" stamered Browney, in
dismay. )

“You needn’t savy anything!* said
Loder grimly., *Wireless entertain-
menta in the dormitory after lights out
are rother now, ‘This i1s going to be the
last time as well as the first, you cheeky
young pweep 1

VYernon-Bmith sak up.

“Brown had nothing to do_with it
Lodor ¥ he said aquuetly. *“Ho never
gven knew ihe radio was here till Lo

he answered

heard it turned en! I brouglt ik up
here without asking him."

“0Oh1” said Loder. 1lis eves gleamed
ot the Bounder, I might have guessed
that, Vernon-8miili} Well, I shall take
it to Quelch, all the same, and you will
sc¢ him abont if."

And Loder, with the portable under
his arm, walked ont, shut off the light,
anid closced the door.

“That's that I’ remarked Bob Cherry.

“The thatfulness is toreific ™ muop-
mured Ilurree Jamsct Ram Singh,

# Somo fellows ask for it, and no mis-
take [ romarked Bolsover major.

The Bounder gritted his teetl.

“ Loder would nmever have heard any-
thing, if he hadn’t been sncaking about
listening,” he enarled. “IHe's becu
hanging about spying.”

“Might have foncied that some chap
was going out of hounds!” murmured
Skinner, "Mi%ht hove hoped that ic
was the chap who got him with o snow-
ball! You beg for these things,
Smithy.”

“If T don’t got my radio back——"
gnicdd Tom Brown.

“0Oh, don’t ba an nss!” snapped the
Bounder. “You'll get it back when
Queleh knows it wos I did ik, What
do you think I owned vp for, you fai-
head—beecause I want six on the bags ™

“Well, six on the bags will do you
good ! Of oll the cheok—"

“QOh, rats! By gum, I'll make that
eur sorry for epying after me!™ sond
the Bounder botween his teeth. “ Tl
give him something more than a snow-
ball rext time.”

“Better not have a next time, old
bean 1 snid Bob Cherry.

“You wait and seo!” snarled Vernon-
Smith.

A few minutes later the dormitory
door opened again, and  ihe Jight
switched on.

Tue Magxer Lieranr.—No. 1,615,
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This time it was Mr. Quelech whe
entered, and e had a cano undor his
arm, And his expression was deadly.

“Yernon-Smith. ™

“Yﬂ:’:p .Ei.'l‘ 1:!1

“ Loder reports to mo thet he hearg a
neise in s Jdormitory and found a
radio .going on here—a radio that you
had conveved to the dormitory without
tha owner's knewledge |?

“¥ez, =wirl™  sail the Dounder.
“There's a speeial bit of elassical music
coming on and I was very anxious fo
haar . it, sir.”

That statement mado soma of ihe
Removites gasp |

“Your tosio for clossigal musig=if
genuine—is much to boe commendod,”
sxid Mi. Quelch grimly, “but such an
act of reckless aundacity will bo very
scvercly punished, Vernon-8mith! Get
up at onece |”

The Bounder turned out.

“Now bend over the bed 17

Bwipe, swipe, swipe, swipe! :

P}_«;ia.m_as worns o poor  protection
against o cane well laid on.  The
Boundep yelled—he could nob help it

“Let that e a warmng to you,
Vernon-Smith I said Mr. Quelch, tuck-
ing the cane under his arm again. “On
any repetifion of such an action you
will be zent to your headmpstor,™

BMr., Quclch departed, and (ho
Domove were left to darkness agein.

The Dounder breathed hard as le
wriggled; and his oyes gleamed in the
dark like a:cat’s. ; _

“Let Loder wait s biel™ ho said in a
choking voice. “Let the cur wait o
bit! I'Il get back on him for this1”

Bmithy was thoe last to sleep when the
Remove settled down apain,  Ho was
thinking, #s b lay wrl%lgimg from
those heftvy swipes; but he was not
thinking of faothall poecls or results.
He was ihinking of * getting back ¥ on
Loder of tha =ixth: and still thinking
of 1t when hefell :.J.ﬁrlcﬂp at last,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Cool Card |

# Y SAY, vou fellows!] Who's that?”

I “Which " .azsked Bob Cherry,

The Fameons Five wero in the

nuad after third school on Alon-

day when Billy Bunter asked the gues-
tion,.

They glanced ramd, .

Bunter was blinking through bis big
spectacles ab o figure iliat steod in the
gatoivay. .

Hbhrry Wlharten & Co., !mvmﬁ‘ hadd
E}ci‘r} attention drawn to him, locked at

im.

Ie:avas 2 voung man, in a howler hat
and ‘& woll-cit overcoat. e stood with
a cigarctie betweenr finger and thumb
as b Jooked in at the gates. He seémed
interested i what he saw within.

“Y¥ho i3 1t?"” asked Bunter.

“Blessed if I know!” spid Dob.
“Only somelbody looking in to sce the
tnanners and customs of the jolly old
natives.”

“He's. heen  standing  there  some
time,” said Bunter, ¥There’s Gosling.™

Goslibg,  the ancient  porter, was
visitda at the desr of his lodge, hiz oyes
fixed on the voung man in the gateway.
Judging by Geosling’s expression, he
reeogiised that young man, and wos
not pleased do zeo him.  Grim-  dis-
ppproval was repistered in Gosling's
rugged conntenanes.

O Gaosling  looks  shivty ™ said
Bunter, “Can’t be o relation of one of
the ehaps, or old Gossy wouldn't glare
nt him like that] You can jolly well
see that he knaws him"”
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Bunfer was curtous—his  perpetual
gtate. Tho Famous ¥ive, however, worn

not dﬂ:fl:f_..intpmﬁtqd in tho stranger,
or in the fact that-the old Greyfriars
porter evidenily knew him, and dis-
approved of him. They. nover sech

the .man before, .and did not sbare the
fat. Owl's Inguisitiveness.

“1 say, ho's coming in 1" said Bunter.

The young man stepped in at last. He
came strolling in like.a fellow who was
quite satisfied with himsclf, and felt
himself at home,

Gosling emerged from his lodge and
stepped 10 his way.

pparéntly Gosling carried his dis.
approvai so far as to object to that
young man cntering the precincts of
GreyEriars Schoal,

1 say, you fellows, something's up I”
pxclaimed “Bunter  eagerly; and  he
rolled off towayds the gates, keenly
intérested, !

The. Famous Five strolled in the
=ame direction. That young. man, s
far.as they conld sce, looked respectablo
enongh, But if o was pushing in with-
ot permission, thoy were veady to lend
Gosling & cheery hoand in pushing him
out agein.

As they drow nearer they could ace
that that young man was not so young
23 ho sppeared at the Arst glance from
a distance. Alse they could observe
that the face was a hard one; the eyes
extremaely  keon and  observant, the
mouth hard under the drooping liitle
maoustache.

“Youl” Gosling was saying, as they
came within hedring.

“Know me ngain, old bean?™ asked
the nowcomer, in an casy drawl.

“I ain't forgot you, Mr, Crocker [*
suid Gosling grimly., “You was grow-
ing that there moustacho when you was
in the Bixth Form ’ere, you wns”

“0Oh crikey 1" ejaculated Bunter. 1
B“"‘i" you fellows, ho's an old hoy !
What’s Cosling cheeking him  for, if
he's an old boy§”

The TFamous Five could not help
wondering

The young man with the moustnche
was, from Gosling’s words, an old boy
of QGreyfriars; once wupon a time
Crocker of the Sixth Form! 0Old boys
of royfriarse conld walk in if thoy
liked. The TIead was pencrally glad
to seo them. 8o was Cosling, as it
often meant tips.

Clearly, however, Gosling was not
glad to-seo this particular old Loy,
He was disploased and- disgruntled.

“1 know youl” coniinu Glosling.
"It's years since you looked in last,
Mr. Crocker, but I ai't forgoet you,
And I wonder at your merve in coming
agin. I am surprized at youw.”

“It's o surprising world isn't it iV
drawled Mr. Cracker.

“You go hout I said Gosling.

“My dear old rclic of ancient times,
I've called fo sce my dear head-
master,” remonstrated Crocker.

“Last time you called, tha "Ead re-
quested you not to call agin,” =aid
Gosling, “and you was cheeky, and he
told me to show vou hout. * SBhow
that man hout, UGoeshing!’ was lLis
words.

“Buat that's years apo, old rvelie!™
sald Croclker cheerfully. “You can’t
have been much over wmnety then.”

(iosling’a crusiy face reddencd with
wrath. Gosling’s years werg ripe—
riper than Lie hked to admit. Put he
was nowhere near ninety o

“ Checky -as -hever | grunted Gosling.
- %uite ™ assentad Emcka{. .

“You alwavs 'ad a neek 1™ paid Gos
“ Chooky vou was, the day you

IJJ

ling.
was expélled. and jest as cheeky now
“Oh. my har 1 murmured Bob.

The Famous Five were inlovested In
tha young  man. with the moustacle
now, as well as Bily Bunter! From
this it seemed that he was not only an
old boy of Greyfriars, but an old hoy
who had been turncd out of the ‘schoul
in. diggrace

Old i;gjys ofton blew n; hut a follow
who had been expelled waus  uncom-
monly provided with perve to lurn up
again ot his old schoal.

“You go heut!” wont on QGozling,
“Dr Locke don’t want.to sce ne twie
of you, and well you Luows it1”

“You pain me, Gosling,” said M
Crocker, with o cheery coolocss that
mada the juniors grin, “You almosk

make me feel that you're not glad to seo

me. And I'm so pleased to sce you a
bundred up, end still golng strong |

“1 pin't & hundré:?,o and never was,
and well you hnows it, yom Fyoun
limb I” hooted Gosling. “T got 8 moo
mind to put you out of 'eve on the back
of your checky mneck, Mr. Randolph
Crocker | .

“Bhake bands instead, and ecall ma
dear cold Rondy P suggested My
Crocker

“He, he, he!™ from Billy Dunter,
and the IFamous Five grinned.

I'rom what, they heard, it scémed
that Bandolph Crocker was, or lind
heen, rather o bad hat; but they found
him rather cntertaining

Gosling, cIuari_vi', wié not disposed Lo
shake hands with that okl boy, or (o
call him dear old Randy! He plarel.
I dunno whether thé. 'Ead -would
like mo to lay "ands on you!” ho said.

“Whether the Head would or nof,
you wouldn't!” similed the elicorful
Mr. Crocker. “I should up-end you =
suddenly 1t would make, yonr vencrahla
not ewim. Don't you try it onl I'va
boen in the boxing line,. among other
things, since I was at 'brn:r'fnﬂ.rsl If
I punched you, Gosling, you'd -never
see your hundred-and-tenth birthday ™

“Hoxing I” snorted Gosling., " Yes [
rempember you- boxed 'ere. And T ye-
member what ¢lze you did, toa!”

“Don’t sing it out, with these dear
lads  listoning ! remonstrated A,
Crocker, with an airy gestura towands
the jumiors. “If. I stex,.the Head
would rather vou didn’t, Gozsy™

“1 gay, Gosling, what was he sacked
for?” squeaked Billy DBunier, breath-
less with inguisitivencss,

“Shut u;;iv, you fat frump |? growled
Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Bbut up I*

“Btay1” Gosling wa= sporiing.
“Yes, you're likely to seay, I dew's
think ! They'll "ave to keep an eye oo
the pmberellas if you stay, Mr. Spoiis-
man Crocker 1” .

“You baven't forgoitem my old nivle.
name I grinned Mr ' Urocker. " XNo-
hody here, I suppose, who remembers
Aportsman Crocker—only such ancient
birds as youvrsclf, what? fioesling, my
dusty old relie, 1 take it Kindly {lat
you remember mo so well 1

“0Oh; yon ‘ook 11" snapped Gosling,
in disgust. “You've got a face to show
yvourself ere, avter what wou was
sacked for! Wherns yvau beenn the last
five years?” ;

“In America, old thing!

“With a lock and key on it, T ex-
pect ' said Gosling derisively.

“Gasling, you're g{:t1_i13; sateasiic 1a
your ol age ™ =ai Sportanan
Crocker, still  smiling and  gond-
tempered, in spile of Cosling’s plain
hint that he had seen the inside of o

risoin. “1 could listen 1o you for
wurs, Gosling—ronr voice renumls b
of & saw-mill I worked on in thie Stafes
—but I'va gob {o zce the Yead Lefars



he frickies away to Innch. Take your
face awny and pack it np with the
other enriosities, Gosling.™

Br. Crocker sonde & movement Lo
pass on. _

Gosling stretched ont an arm in the
way.

“You ’old on!” he grunied. *You
wait till I get word from the 'Ead
whether you can come in or not ! Your
sort ain't wanted 'e Mr. Randolph
Crocker, and what says 18 this
‘ere—— Yarooooop !

Guslinﬁ ave & sudden splutter as
Randelp 51‘&&1{3: suddenly put his
hands anr his shoulders and sat him
down on the earth.

Giosling st with & bump 1

“Woooogh!l” he gasped.

“Momember I sat vou down like that
when I was in the Sixth hera!”
grinned Crocker. “Remind vou of old
times, Gosling—the happy old iimes
bofore wyou made your eontury |
What "

llﬂﬂmgh 1."1

Gosling splutternd, end Mr. Crocker,
gmiling, saunterad on. i

He gave the Famous Five o cheery
nod In passing.

“Hend in tho study!™ he asked.

“I—I think 0. said Harry Whar-
ton. “He usually goes to his study
after getting through with the Sixth ™

“Bame old gamsl!l” said Crocker.
“Bo he did when I was in the Sixth,
and he used to eram Thuevdides into

ry mit—the dear old bean! Ivery-
thing changes 1z this world, my young
friends, oxcopt schools and school-

winsiers—they go doddering on in the
samo old way [

Ancd the cool Mr. Crocker sauntered
cn, leaving the Famous Five gaszing
after himn, and Bunter's eves almost
pep ing through his apcctacles.

| ‘R"e'l!, thit chap’s & cool card 1" re-
marked Bob Cherry,

“The ecoolfulnoss 18 terrific I
grinned Hurree Jomset Bam Singh.

Harry Wharton & Co.--and a good
many other folleaws—eved Br. Crocker
us e sxuntered to the House,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Trouble In Study No. 4!

{4 CALLG,  hallo, hallo t™  ejacu-
H lated Bob Cherry.
“Bounds like a scrapl”

said Johnoy Dull
“ Bintihy—"
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“ And Redwing—"

“I'he serapfulness is terrifie!®

After sceing Mr. Crocker lounge inlo
the Honuse—as coolly as if ha belonged
there, or, rather, as if the House bo-
longed to him—the Famous Five had
dismissed that solf-possessed young man
from their minds.

It was still some time to dinner, and
thero were chestnuta in Bob Cherry's
study—and they come up to the
Remove passage with tho intention of
baking and disposing of the same.

But az they came np the passage in
s cheery bunch, they forgot about
chestnuts in Study No. 13, at startling
sonnds that reached their ears from
Study No. 4.

From that study, which belonged to
Smithy and Redwing, came a scuflling,
a trampling, and a panting of breath.

Obviously, a struggle was going on in
that study—and the combotants could
-:nnl;r be the Bounder and his chumn.

The Famous Iive came to a stop! As
they stopped, the Bounder's panting
voica came fo their ears.

“Will yon leave go, you rotter !”

“Nol® pame HNedwing's snapped
reply.

‘“¥ou cheeky cad!™
! I_}:EHF Wharton & Co. exchangoed
ooks.

Clearly, thers was bad trouble in
Study No. 4. It was not, perhaps, sur-
prising, for Bmithy’s temper was un-
cortain and arrogant; what was sur-
prizsing, in fact, was that there was not
more frequent trouble.

Still, it was very unusual for the two
o come io blows—that, at least, was
snrprising. Any fellow whe chummed
wilth the Bounder had to have a very
paticnt temper, but Tom HRedwing's
temper waz phenomenally patient.

“By gum, they're going 17 mut-
tered Bob, “Look heve, let’s ¢hip m
and stop thern™ '

“MNo bizney of
Dull.

“Perhaps not;
game’ ]

Bob seitled the matter by throwing
open the study door. .

“1lalle, hallo, hallo I"* he bawled into
the study. “You men enjoying life?”

The Fomous Five stared in.

Yernon-Smith and Redwing w
locked in a lierce grasp, stmggﬁng.

The stndy window was wide open.
Smuthy u%peared to be struggling to
reach i1t; Redwing to prevent him.

onrs,” said Johnny

but let's, all the

CIc

Redwinﬁ’a face waz grim and sely
the Bounder’s blazing wilh passionalo
anger., Smithy was pgoing all oub o
that savage tussle, but, thongh he was
strong, he was not s0 slrong a3 ed-
wm% and Tom held him,

“What on earth’s up, yon [ellows?
asked Harry Wharton, “For goodness'
sake, chuck it["™”

“Leave gol™ yelled the Bounder,

“I won't!”

*“1'll make you, you cadl”

“It's all right, fellows ! poanted
Redwing. * Get out and shut the deor |
It's all right!™

It did not look *all right” to the
Remove fellows, and they stood un-
certaln,

Buddenly the Bounder hooked Red-
wing's leg snd threw his weight on
him. edwing staggered over end
wont down on the foor.

As his hold was released Vernon-
Smith, panting, Eprnnp: to the window.

He stooped and snatched np a small
object that lay under the window, and
ns they saw 1, the juniors begpan to
understand. What tfm Bounder had
snatched up was a catapult.

“Emithy—" exclaimod
startled.

Smithy did nof heed. Calapult in
hand, he leaned panling from Lhe
window,

But he had no timo to n=o tho in-
strument. Harry Wharton erossed the
study with 2 bound, grabbed Lim by the
shoulder, and dregged him back so
forcibly that ho sprawled over with a
heavy ecrash., Catapuliing was net the
sort of thing that RBemove fellows
stood for.

Bmithy crashed, the eatapuli flying
from his hand.

Ilarry Wharton glanced down from
ihe open window, Obviously, Smilhy
had beon about to usze {hat catapult on
something or somebody in the quad-
rangle below, and Redwing had been
preventing him. Wharton «id not sup-
pose for & moment that SBmithy was
stupid enough or brutal enongh to
think of catapulting birds or animals;
the Bounder had plenty of foults, but
they were not of that miscrable kind.
But clearly he had had somie intended
victim—and Wharton as he looked out,
saw who it was. . ]

Loder of the Sixth was walking in
the quad with Carne of that Forn,

Wharton,

(Continued on next page.)

—

Thousands

r/

of Fre Gift

— Choose Yours!

HERE'S ALL YOU MAYE TO0 DO
Dan't wish anri_ hod TI]I?E
things, uzsends of boya a
girls got them £§a = B0 CAR

o | Just agk Mother to buy

trea's Cocoa. Ih every tin
aré Frea Gift Coppons — 3 in
the § 1b. sizs. Start tollecting
nowf Then exchange the coup-

£ ' ' SRowhiress Tabls Joilles have

TARLE YORNIS o ETAMD ACRUN, | BUBAAN,  DIML | MONTH ooneAN: | DRESYWIGRS . cound toop
ft box writ n differ a Captatn 0

net, two  poses, ﬂpﬁmﬁ: for | colours. Youwll | model. You can digea, All colours SHOW THIS TO YOUR MOTHER
two  ba and 2 000 stamps have wonderful piay all sorts of of the ralobow. Rowntres's Cocos i3 mads by
threo balis. . P3. | fun with these. | tunes. Good fun. a speclal ** pre-digestive " pro-
1% Coupon: and 41 Coupons and 36 Coupons and 39 Coupons and 30 Coupons and coss, 8o that, besides being
Free Youcher, Fres Youcher. Freae Youcher. Free Youcher. Fras Youcher. mors digestible itsell, It actu-

Also hundreds of other Free Gifts. Send a postcard (postage 1d.) to Dept. NC5E, Rowntree elly a
& Co. Lid., The Cocoa Works, York, for the complete list of boys' and girls' gifts. You will
also get a Free Voucher, value three coupons — that's really getting something for nothing | e all their other food as

WEBLE

Marvellously accurate
for target practice.

N0 LICENCE REGQUIRED
T PURCHASE OR USE AT HOME,
Senior 45/, Mark 1 32/6,
Junior 21/-,
Wrile Jor Fdal.

WEEBLEY &

AIR PISTOLS

Webley Air Rifle 95/-
EB SCOTT LTI,
1957, WIEHAMAN BTREET, PBIRMINGHAM,

v s b —— ——— 1]

5 -8 rm——

ENG,

digestion. 1t helpd
c reny to get more body-
building nourishment {Iu‘ﬁ&ﬁf

g et el

bl e BT

BE A BILLIARD

CHAMPION!

Learn to play like a real ““erach ™ on
your OAWN table. Sened for calalogne of
Hitey * Hame ™ Iillecd ‘Cables,

E. 4. RILEY, LTD. Belmonl Works,
ACCRINGTOMN, or Dept. 30,
46-47, HNewgate Street, LONDON, E.C.1.



2

within enst tange of the window., A
the sighl of Loder, Wharton knew,

Ho turned rovnd [rom the window
with a doark brow,

Smithy had cause epough to  feel
chmity for Loder, but ihiz kind of
revengo was altogether toe mean and

rotten, .
Smithy I

“Yaou
Whayton.

Smithy scrambled up and grasped at
the fallen catapult.

Redwing was on hizs fect, and he

easped hiny again and dragged him
gark friom it. :

Harry Wharton picked up the cata-

rodter, exclaimed

1t
P What—" exclaimed Nugent.

“Loder’s down there,” said Ilarry
quictly.

“0Ohl Smithy, you cad—"

“You worm, BSmitliyl  Were you
going to catapult Loder?™ exclaimed
Bole Cherry.

The Dounder did not answer; he was
strugpling savagely again in Redwing's
LCNRCIOUS ELrasp. .

“T'Il soon scttle that” said Ilarry
Wharton, and he placed the catapult
under his hecl and ground it to
fragnients.

Redwing released (he Dounder then.
Vernon-Supth staggered away from
him, "leaning on the study table and
breathing in great gulps. _—
“Ho that was tho trouble, was 1t
gaid Jolinmy Bull contemptuously,
“You ought to bo jolly well ashamed
of yoyrzelf, Bmithy L

Smithy panted and panted.

“Diriy trick ! said Bob. “And the
zack for it if you gﬂt‘ gpotted 1

“The esteeimed nul.igig_[ is terrifically
infuriated,” reomarked Hurreo Jamset
Lam Singh., “HHe will be preposter-
ouzly glad that Redwing stopped him
when he is coolful again,™

“T had to stop him,” said TRedwing
in & low voice. Ilis face was crimson.
It was painful to him to see his chum
regarded with contempt and disgust,
“J—I wizh you fellows hadn’t bulted

“1 think it was all the better that we
did,” zaid ihe captain of the Remove
dryly. “This won't do, Vernon-Smith.
I'm speaking o you ss captain of tha
Yorm. I've smashed that catapult—"

“You cheeky fooll” panted ihe
Bounder. ] i

“And I'm going to tell you this"”
eaid Harry quietly, “Loder’s a bully
ond a cad, but if you don't toc the line
at school you'll have the prefects dewn
on you, good ov bad! And, whatever
Loder may he, or whatever he may
have done, it was a dirty, cowardly
trick to ihink of getting him with a
catapult,” ;

“Xind your own business!™

“1'm manding i, said Wharton.
“This 1z my business, as captain of the
Remove. I've snlqﬁi'lnd that catapult,
and you're not going to get another.
Af you cver get o catapult in this study
again I'il have vou up in the Rag and
give you &ix wirh a ericket stump. If
you want to get baek on Loder, do it
1 @& decent way, not like some cowardly
hooligan.”™

With that Jlarer Wharton walked
out of the study, and the chums of tho
Remove went on their way te Stedy
MNeo. 13 and the chestnuta,

Heybert Vernon-Bmith plarad after
thent as they went, and then fived his
vyes with a look of deadly bitterness on
bis choum.

“Got out!” he emarled. :

Redwing left the study without o
word,

Amithy was left alono with his savage

Tre Macxer Laprapy.—Do. 1,610,
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temper—which he probably did npot
find vory good company.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An Exiraordinary Interview !

B LOCKE, the headmaster of

Greyfriars 8Bchool, gave a start,

ré was'a tap on his study

door, and it

Randolph Crocker—otherwise, * Bports-
man Crocker "—loungéd 1n.

Tho Head looked at him.

Mr. Crocker had talen off his bowler
hat, and he bowed® over it to the sur-
prised headmaster snd laid 16 on the
tzble. ]

The Head continued to look at him;
surprise in his face deepened to an-
noyance, and thoen dnger.

Crocker  shut the door;
smiled at the Head.

“You're asking me to sit down, sir ¥
he queried.

“Nol" rapped the Head.

“I'Il it down unasked, in that
case.” .

Cracker dvew out a chair facing the
headmaster's  writing-tabla  and  sat
down, ztill smjling at hizs former head-
master, Wrath gatherved in Dre. Locke's
ususlly kind sad benignant face,

Heldem did the IHead fail to give &
cordial greeting to any Greyfriars old
boy ‘that blew in, but clearly he had no
cordiality to L::,{‘!Pmd upon tho cool and
golf-possessed Alr. Crocker.

“Not glad to sce me??
Crocker.

“Can you ask?” rapped the Head.

“T've just asked 1™

“Then F will answer,” said Dr
Tocke in o deep voice. “I am not
glad to see you, Randolph Crocker. I
am very displeazed to sea yom.
wonder &bt your andaciiy in coming
here.™

“¥our very words when I ealled some
five or six years ago,” drawled Crocker,
“¥ou repeat yourself, oty dear sir.'

“How did you obtain admittance
here i exclaimed the Head., " Had
your namo been brought in to me, I
ghould have refused to see you”

“Exactly! I guessed that one, dear
old revered headmaster: so T walked

I've not forgotlen my way about
ary old school.’

‘Buch impudence—*

“Again you ropeat, yourself,” ro-
marked My. Crocker. “Aay X respect-
fully sugzest pulting on o new record "

"Pr. Locke gazed at lum, breatlung
hard. Crocker smiled genially. His
coolness  was  remarkably like im-
pudence, It was clear that Randolph
Crocker posscssed a  thick skin, not
casily pleveed by scorn or confemph.

“I am unwilling,” said the Head at
last, ““to Lhave an old boy of this school
thrust fram the gates. I request you
to go.”

“Without soyving what 1 came to
say

“I havae no desire to hear 1E"

“In this world,” =zaid Mr, Crocler,
“both fellows are scldom snited. 1
enjey & chat with my revered old head-
master; you don’t.”

“I am wailing {or you {o leave my
study,” 4 .

“I recommend waiting patiently, as
I am not going just yet” smiled Han-
dolph Crocker. “Tha last time 1
ealled, rovered old chicf, wos to beg
vou lo give mo somelhung in the nature
of a recommendation to obtain a post
1 then had an eve on—a position of
confidertca, whieh I think you fearved
that ¥ might abmse,”

“I relused, and I should

then he

sinilad

refuze

openad, and Mr.:

ngain 1™ exclgimod Dr. Locke, "low
dared you ask such a thing—yon, who
were expelled from this echool for bad
conduct, for reckless and riotous dis-
regard of all restraints, eulminating in
crime] In erime, siv; it was for thelk
that you werd cxpelled! Elad you been
older at the time you might have gone
to prison! You wern cxpelled; and o
rag of deceney, sir, if you possessed it
would keep you at. b distance from the
achool- you -:':?:sgramd 1 _

“ Quite!” ggréed Mr. Crocker. " Dut,
nlas, I possess nothing of the kind 1™

“If yon have come {o repeat such an

impadent reguest, my answer vemaiug
the samhe ™ said De. ka, .
“I have come to ask quife onother

thing

“ It is refused before it is asked.”

“ Hear mo, all the same! eaid Mr.
Crocker cheerfully. “I have had my ups
and downs, sir—recent years I have spent
in the United States, where I have some-
how failed to make pood. Now, sir, 1
am one of the ulmmpluj'ud—ganninut?-
seeking work 1* Crocker grinned. * Will
) give me a chance-—here

“Here!” exclaimed Dr. Locke..

“In my old school 1" zaid Croelrer. M1
am not ambitionst I do not ask {or an
appaintment on the staft,”

“ Bless my soul!™

“Pnssi'i:ri;' you may have uze for a
socretary ¥ sugpested Crocker. I have
done & secretary’s work in my time.”

“Can you produce g testimoural of
good conduet from your employeri”
asked Dr. Locke, with grim sarcasm.

“ Alos=nog!”

“I thought not !

“And vou were right!" agreed Mr.
Crocker. "I have had my ups amd
downs—more downs than ups—and mis-
understandings have ocowrred. I have
beon a rolling ztone, and gothered very
littla mozs. BHapm- possessora of moss
seem unwilling to part with it to rellin
stories | But it 13 never too late to mend,
What #*

“ Iz that all#*

“IFar from it! Becrotary—amanuensis

a humbler post, if you like! Librarian,
or librarian’s assistantl School porter,
even,”

“ What t"

“ Gosling i3 ﬁiﬁzing old.”

“Even if I belioved that you were in
earnest, I have nothing to say lo you,”
said Dr. Locke. “I have reason to
believe that you went from bLad to worse
after leaving Greyfriara. I shrink from
learning what you may have done during
the past twenty years. As a boy, you
were bad-tempered and unscrupulous—a
disgrace to your school! Since then, you
have had many chances that you have
thrown away. What is your objeck in
coming here ¥

“I have stated itt"

“T1 will speal plainly,” said De. Lacke.
“I do not believe yon. You—who da-
ceived and deluded me when you wero
a schoolboy here!  You who, suspected
again and again, deloded me wilh false-
hoods until the end came. You who
mixed in dizggraceful company at Jate
hours=—breaking bounds night after
night, owing to some secret mode of
ingrass and egress that yon discovered—
somo unsuspected means of getling in
and out of the achool—one of thé secrets
of this ancient place that Euu found out,
and of which you made a base use. You
who stole, and was expélled for zleal-
ing.*

E"Emi have lost none of your old elo-
quence, my respectéd chiaf | remarked
Me. Crocker, as the Head paused {or
breath. i

“I do not believe,” sznid Dr. Locke,
“that you had the slighlest expeitation
thot I might give yon a post here. You
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In the grasp of four prefee, Randolph Crocker was carried down the dining-room, with his atms and legs fiying wildly in the
“ Jevver see anything like this before 2’ *“Never 1 ** gasped Harry Wharton.

air,

had some other objeclt in coming.
was ik "

Lhe Sporizman's keen, watchiful eyes
narrowed. ‘The one-lime bad hat of the
Greyfriars Sixth did not seem to have
expeeled his old headmaster to be quite
s0 penctrabing.

But if Randolph Crocker had any
secrot motive for this call abt his old
school, he was keeping it a secret.

e gave {he headmaster that one
quick, wary look. Then he smiled.

“Will nothing make you trust me?”
he asked. i

“ ¥oz!"™ said the Head grimly. " Procl
ithat wou have supported yoursell by
honest labour.”

“Alas ! sighed Crocker. .

“What was your object 13 ponung
here?” demanded the Head.

“Tha ploasare of seeing my revered

What

old headmastor—and  the denr old
familiar surroundings of happy boy-
hood ¥ grinned cker. :
“That will do!” said Dy, Locke. © Will
you gof” : : ’
“ Then there is nothing dotog ?"

“I desire only to see the last of you”

“You do nob even ask me to walk
round the dear old school and gaze with
dimmed eyes on the dear old Iamiliar

ks ?"

“Will von leave oy study ?” exclaimed
the Head. _

“Yon are not even asking me 1o
lanch ¥

1r. Locke rose to his feck. IHis face
waz pale with anger.

“Will you go, or shall I ring for you
to be shown ont®” he asked.

Crocker rose also.

“T will nobt give you that tronble, dear
ol chict!” ho answered. “It seems that
the pleasurs of 1his meeting has been all
ot iy side! I fake my leave, sir!”

I1e lounged Lo the door and opened it.
Standing with hiz hand on the door, he
glaneed back at the frownmng head-

i
|
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* Oh crumbs ! ** gasped Bob Cherry.
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master, smiling. Then, to Dr. Locke's
inlcnsifie_{,l anger, ho winked!

Then, at last, Mr. Crocker Inil Lhe
study, shutting the deor after him.

Dr, Locke sank inlo his seat again,
breathing very hard, That extraordinary
inlerview had deeply dislurbed him.
Seldom had he been so deoply annoyed
and angered. ]

Hig only consolation waa that that
remarkable old Loy was gone!

But the Ilead consoled himself oo
soon ! Lhat remarkable old boy was not
gone yet—-amd wai not yet goiugl

TTT—

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Chucked Out 1
SAY, you fellows!™ squeaked Dilly

1]
I Bunter. “ He's here!” .
Bunter blinked, with popping
eyes.

Other fellows stared i

The Greyiriars fellows had come in {o
dinner. Bub even RBunter forgot dinner,
for the moment at least, in surprise,

Standing by the high table, at which
the prefects sat, was the ralher slim
figure of Run:lufpi: Chracker, old boy of
Greyirigre.

Hea wasz minus hat and overcoat now.
ITe stood in an easy atlitunde, speaking
ic gome of the Sixth Form men—who
rather slared than answered. And all
other fellows staved, also, as they cames
trooping 1.

Two or thres dozen fellows had seen
Cirocker hefore he entered tha IHouse.
Several fellows, o3 well ns the Famous
Five and Bunter, had bheard what
(iosling had said to him. Others, since,
had heard more from Gosling.

30, by this time, it was known over
nearly all the schoaol that that cool young
man wos namml Randolph Crocker: that
he had been nicknamed “Sportsman
Chrocker & ag a Grexfviars man: and [hat

i [psaastgy iy
J 1 il | i I | E

L

he had been sacked [rom the sehool: and
that, when he had ealled once, wyears
ago, he had been ordered out by the
Head,

Aware of all that, the fellows wers
naturally astonizhed to see him in Hall.
They wondered ab his nevcve, and at s
neck.

Some of the masters, no doubt, remem-
bered him, as well as the Fead! To the
boys he came as a stranger. Buk, with
cool assorance, he waos ready te inlro-
duce himself to anybody.

Winpate of the Bixth eyed him rather
griml{. Gwynne was grinning—Loder
and Walker and Carne seemed rather
amused. Other Bixth Form men locked
at him with curiosity. Tifth and Shell,
Fourth and Remove, Third and Second,
all looked at him.

That sea of eves did nob disconcert him
in tho least. Lattle-ns he had to boast of
ot ‘his old school, the Sportsman seemed
to like the limelight he was getling.

“Bome johnnies have o nerve!”
remarked Bob Cherry. “Blessed if I
gshould like to show up here, aller

poiting bunked.”
“1 saw, you fellows, Gesling sayas he
was bunked for pinching!" gasped Billy

Bunter.  “Gosling's told a dozen
fellows.™

Farry Wharton's lip curled.

“He must have a pretiy thick skin tn
let himself be seen here,” he gaid. I
wonder it's allowed.”

*“"Perhaps 1t 1sn'L!" grinned DPeler
Todd. “That sportzman looks as if he

might give himself leave.”

“Oh, my hat!” gaid Bob, “I've heard
that he went in to ses the Big Deak.
Lhink he's here wilhout being asked ¥

“ By gad, whatl a nerve!” sad Vernon-
Smith, The Bounder eyed the figure at
ihe grefmts’ table very curiounsly.

# Rather too much nerve, if il's troe

(Confinucd on page 16}
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tiat hoe was sacked for sloaling,” said
[edwing, * DBub pechaps it isn'(.”

* Gosling eaya sol” squeaked Bunter.

“0Oh, I Lelieye that's right enough!”
stiiel Hazeldene, ™ Gosling must know,
a: he was here in Crocker's time! Dut
what a neck!™

“The neckfnloess is teerific.™

BIv, Quelch came in, and the juniors
noled That his pavlet eyves shot round lo
Urecker ot once.  The Remove master
seemed  havdly able to believe thoso
aintel eyes.

Tlhore was a buzz of breathless oxciie-
ment a3 Queleh rostled swiftly up tha
1indl 1o the spot where Randelph Crocker
st ol

Crocker gave him a nod,

“Quelch, by Jovol” he soid chieorfnlly.
“What a pleasure 1o see you again, iy
dear fellew!”

Unelelh did not retnen  that cheery
sreeling,

ilis fnce wos hard and grim, and. s
look expressed only contempt.

“What ere vou deing here®®
rappecd sharply.

“*What s guestion '™ drawled Jr.
Crocker. * Ave you not plad to seo an
old boy again, Quelech—once a membor
of your Form i the happy old innoceut
tnvs "

“Have rou the liradmaster’s permis-
sion to he here ¥ demanded My, Quelett.

*Iz that n conundrom 7 azked Bon-
dolph Crocker.

“Will you answer my question B

“Presently, old bean—presently ! At
the monment I am going to lunch with
the present members of my old Farm”

And Crockor calmly zat down in a
chair af the high table,

“Tpon my word!™ exelaimed M,
Quelel, angey and very taken aback.
It i3 gute clear thgt you aro hewrs
withont yormissicrm I bep you to relive
ut onee {

“Withont my hunehi ¥ asked Crocker
reproachiully,

“Will you leave this [Tall ¥

“Quelch, old man, I'm enjoying vour
company too much! You ecan't gness
what n pleasure it is to sce you again!
1"ve seen nothing like yonr fjucc sitice 1
left (ireyfriars—except & gargoyie or
two Y
H"I.l!Em ha, hal® came echoing in the

AkL.

Mr. Oueleh glarved rowind.

“Bilence " hie hooted.

*Look here, Mr, Crocker,” said Win-
gate of the Sixth, “ You can't stick here,
m !E!:m circumsances ! Hadn't you better
go it

“Yon most allow me to be the best
judge of that, my dear fellow 1" answered
Uroeker, *J'v suis, 1’y resle, as we nsod
to sa7 in the Fronch elass. 1 am here,
and here 1 stop 1™

Wingate eyed him, and glanoed at Me.

neloh. e captain of Greyfriars was
prepared  to  oxclude  thet  intruder
foreibly, if required.

Mr. Prout, the masler of the Fifil,
pollet up to the spot. Mr, Ilacker, (he
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master of the BShell, followed, and
GnEp&r, niastor of the Fowurih.

Prout, it seemed, know Croeker, and
remenibered him—not favourably.

“LDomy eyes deceive me,” ex_elmmml
Prout, “or iz that Randelph Crocker,
who was cxpelled from this schoel
twenty years ago for dishonesty ¥

“Your ecves don't deceive you this
fitne,. olil fat friend ! said Crocker
affably  “1 remember they ofien nsed
io; bub this time you've got it righe!
Remomber me in the Form, routt Do
they still eall rou Old Pompons ¥

“Wha-at?"* gazped Prout.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ Bilence L

“Upon my word 1" beomed DProumt.
* Unprecedented | Unparalleled ! Extra-
ordinary ! Maest unprecedented 17

“Polysyllabie as ever, old thing!”
sricl Crocker. “SBame old long-winded
asz—what 7%

“¥a, ha, ha ™

Alr, 'Queicir.‘s jaw shut like 8 vico.
There was loughter up and down Hall ;
mast of the fellows seomed to fnd
“Bportsman Croeker * rather entectain-
ing. But Quelch clearly did not regard
iz as a langhing matter. He was dis-
wusled, shocked, and seandalized,

“''hizs seene must end ™ le satd, "I
enn only conclude, Crocker, that you
have wvisited this school with the de-
liberate intention of creati A sCCne
here! Why, 1 ecannot imagine. The
meresk senze of shame should have
restrained you! ¥Buik yon will not be
allowed fo proceed)! Got?

“ness again [ suggoested Crocker.

“Will vou leave this Hall instantly ?*
thundered Mr. Queleh,

“The answoer 18 in the jolly old nega-
tive ! drawled Randolph Crocker.

"Wingate! Loder! Gwynne!l Sykes)
Alay I request vou to conduck this—this
man out of the Housel” said Mr.
Queleh,

“Certainly,  sic!”  enid
“Come on, Mz, Crocker !

Tho four prefects named pathered
round the chair on which that amazing
old bov had sat down.

MNobody else in Hall waz siliing down,
A breaihless crowd watched the seene.
b was o very nnnsnal spot of excitement
in Hall at Greviziavs,

What the man's object was, was difli-
enlt 1o guess—unless it was sheer malice
Lowards the school frem which he had
been  kicked owt and the headmastor
who had sentenced him.  Appoarenily,
Sporteman Crocker had dmppm: in with
the cheery intention of making & seene
and kicking up a shindy. It really was,
as rout deelared, waprecedented.

Old boys varied, of course; there
were all sorts and conditioha of old
boys. But an old boy of this kind was
a novelty.

1*ossibly zome old beovs had gone o
the had sinee leaving school, T so, they
naturally shrank from making the fact
known ihepe. But Randolph Crocker
gopmod to desire io parade it.

“Come, Mr, Crocker ™ said Wingate,
as civilly as the circumstances allowed.
“Lot me soe you ont of the Honge 17

S TForget it ! said Mr. Crocker.

Wingale,

"Remove him!”  oxclaimed  Ale
Ilacker.

*NRemove Lim  at oves!™  boomod
Tront.

* Nobody wanis to use foree,” urged

Wingate, “Come quietly.”

“71 have had that remark made to me
hefore,” snid Crocker. “On that occa-
gion it was made by a man in a blue
tunie and a helmei.”

*Ha, ha, ha ™ _

“&ilence I bavkoed Ar, Queleh. ¥ Win.
oale, take that may away I

“We shall have to shift you if yom
don't walk out, Me. Crocker [¥ said the
Liraviriara eaptain.

*Nefore yon get going,” spid Ran-
dolph Crocker, ™ let me mention that I
was the best boxer in the Sixth here,
and that I have done some work in the
ving sineo I left! I still have a fatvly
hefty punehi ! I linve put o marn to sleen
with a single jolt before now I

T Roiter '}::mp that poanci packed, M.
Crocker ! said Wingate, vather grimiy,
“DBear a hand, you men!”

Foues pairs of hands hooked BAr.
Cracker out of his chair,

_ Mr. Crocker’s rvight eame out and
jolied on Wingato's chest.

There was & crash as the capiain of
Greylriars went over.

“I warned youl™ sald My, Crocker,
still genial.

“ Rless my sonk ! gaspod M. Gueleh.

“MMan down ! chuekled the Bounder,

TRilenes!  Vernon-Souil, take a
hundred lines!  Silence 7

Wingate was up with a bound, With
cloaming ores, ho elosed in on Crockey
again. Three other prefccts grasped (hoe
man at the same time. ;

Randelph Crocker was swept off hia
foct. Up he went, in the grasp of the
four prefects, and they earried him
down the IHall, with lis arms and logs
Hymg wildly in {5he air,

“Oh erwmbs!™ gnsped Bob Cherry.
"“Jevver goe anvlhing like 1his before v
“Never I gasped IMarry Wharton,
“Well, hardly ever 1 grinned Sowilt.

“T guess it's the bee's kneo!” ex-
claimed Fisher 1. Fish. “1'll tell a
wan, it's the opnssum’s evelids [

“1 say, you fellowsg— Ile, he, he 1

There was a buzz of volces—or, rather,
a roar—as Crocker was cnrried out. A
bivmp was heard ontside the ITouse,

Four prefecls, breathing rather hard,
andl with flushed faces, walked back to
itheir places at the high table. Dinner
at last proceeded in Hall, It proceeded
amid a buzz of cxecitement that the
masters conld not suppress.

Some of the fellows wondered whether
that extraocrdinary old boy would bute
in again, amnd have te b chucked ons
again. But he did not bult in. Fellows
were eager for dinner to be over, to sea
wilether he was siill hanging about tho
school. But when they came out they
saw no more of Sportsman Crociser.

Apparently, the Sporisman had had
enoueh, and had cleared. And then thoe
sutmise was whether they would see him
again at Greyfriars. or thoe present,
at least, Randolph Crocker had taken
himself off.

1k

]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Just In Time !

ERBERT VIERNOXN - BMITIH
leaned on the mantelpiecs in
Study No. 4, an unlighled cigar-
cble beltween his lips, ﬂng i
seowl on his face. :

That scowl grew thicker os the stundy
tloor opened and Tom Redwing came in,

Redwing glaneed at him, met the
black scowl, and turned awey his eyes
aglniim 110 zat down guictly at the study
fable,

It was ncarly time for prep in the
Removo.

Smethy, however, did not seem fo be
thinking of prep.

Sinee the row m the study thot morn-
ing he had not spoken a word to his
clhium, and he did not speak now., Dus
Lz look was expressive, .

SBmithy was, in fact, in one of his very
worst lempers. Nothing at the moment
seemed to be gpoing Smiihy’s way,

That elianee in a quarfer of a million



had not, of course, materialized. Tha
Bounder had scen tho results in the
newspapers, and, a3 usual, thera was
something amisa with all the eonpons.

The Fmkus week Smithy had put in
n lot of time aud a lot of trouble fillin
i coupons for Bnooter’s Penny Pool.
Ile had Glled in dozens and .doZens of
coupons, csch of which cost tha small
enm of a penny—quite & sum in the
aggregato. DBut to namo all the winners
in twelve foostball matehes was o tosk
that might have taxed the powers of
tho prophets of old, Bmithy had not
“rung the bell,™ and he lnew perfectly
will that he never was likely to do so—
which added to bis irritation.

Between that irritation and his row
with Lodor, and his resentment of the
caping in the dormilory, Smithy hed
been moro than usually inattentive and
distespectful in closzs that day; and Mr.

uelch was about the last master on
the stafl to tolevate the same.

Smithy was the richer by fthreo
hundred lines, and had narrowly escaped
another whopping.

Yle was irritated, too, with the
Famous IMive; capecially with Whearton,
for what he had said on the subject
of the catapult. ITe was deeply ex-
aspovated  with Redwing for having
intervened—though by this ttime ha was
ecereily ralher plad that he had not
got Loder wiilh that eatapult, having
realised, on  reflection, that such a
rotten thing was outside the limit. He
waz ashamed of having boeen seen with
the catapmlt in hiz Lhand at all; bmt a
foeling of shame only added aeid to his
Eefnpeer,

Alingether, 1he DBounder was alwout
the most uwnpleasant fellow  at Grey-
Eviavs just then. And Lo looked itl

“You've jusk come up? he asked,
brealking the silence soddenly and un-
expectedly,

Hedwing glanéed  rvound,
relicved to hear bhim speale. o was
pecustomed do sulky  moods  from
Bmithy, whieh made life far from
enjoyabls in Study No, 4. At such
limes, Bedwing veminded himself of
Bmithy's many good qualities, and what
n generous and loyal pal be Lad often
been, and bore with him palientiy.

“Yee,” he answered.

“Ifear anything from the Bixth?”

“From the Bixth!” repeated Red-
wing, puzzied. “No ™

“Loder’s not gone to his stndy yet,
then ! said the Bounder sardomically.
*Half Greyfviars will hear him whonr
he does!”

Roedwing compressed his lips. Often
ond often, the Bounder had a fend on
with somebody or other; he waz not o
fcllow to forpet offences.  Tho latest
was wilh Loder of the Sixih.

A fewd with o SBixth Form prefect
was o dangerous game, and Redwing
was equally troubled and alarmetd,

rather

“What have youn been doing in
Foder's study, Sunthy 7" Lo asked, very
qguictly.

“Something that von ean’t meddle in,
vou  meddling  fool1”  answered  the
Dounder coolly.

“IE 1 hado’t meddled fo-day, as you
call it, you might ho sacked from the
schaol by 1his time, BSmithy 17 said
Redwing, “Do yvou think Loder wonld
uot have guessed at once who had
handled the mta};ult?- Ile gueszed who
had snowballed him fast enoungh [

“Let him guess, if he ecan’t prove !
sreerad the Bounder. “He may puess
this time—mich geod moy it do lim !™

LRﬂlwn-? rose fromm the study iable,
s face deeply clovded,

“What have you donie ! he asked.

*iud out!”

EVERY SATURDAY

*You'rp mad to run euch risks!”
said Redwing: “De you want to follow
i the footsteps of that man Crocker,
whe was hore to-day P

The Bounder gave him s bitter look,

“Crocker was sucked for pinching 1™
ho zaid, "D vou think I'm likely to
come to that? Is that your opinion of
me, Tom Redwing i

"¥You kpow it isn't!” amswered Tom
quietly. “But from what I've heard
to-day, Crocker started by pub-crawl-
ing, breagking beunds, sneaking out of

the school at night, gambling, and such

other rotten thmps. That led him o
the finish. Your row with Loder is
entirely due to your gambling—he's
rather o brute, but that's what cansed
tha row. And that row_ with Loder
looks like poing the wnaﬂgrmker went.
Do you want to be sacked?”

“I'll chance it, fo geb even with that
Eully 1" said  Vernon-Smith, between
his tceth. “But don’t you worry—a
boohy-trap isu't & matter for sacking—
even if they get tho man! And they
won't 1"

“Toder will kiowe——

“Let himt”

_"Bmithy, yow're mad to run the
rizle I said Redwing, m great distross,
“You're in the back books of the beaks
—vou know how {'ﬂl]}r near yvou've been
fo the saelk aolready! 'The Head
wonldn't go eo easy with you as he
might with another fellow 1”

“Bo wou think I might got turfed
out for eatehing Loder with an iokpot
on his papperi” sneered Vernon-Smith,

“I think it's gquite likelv—added to
all you've done already1”

The Boundor shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm geoing to got even with that
cor!” he sakd.  “I'll chance it! Go
and listen on the stairs if you want

to know when Lader goes to his study §
I fancy ho ‘will be heard 2t a good
distanco t*

Redwing stood looking at him for
sorne moments,  Then, without speak-
mg again, he left the stady.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders
ngain and  lighted %i'[ﬂ. cigarette. In
his present mood his chum's worry and
anxicty were nothing to the Bounder.

Tom Redwing went quickly down the
passage to the landing,

The Famous Five were there, chat-
tang till it was limo to po to the studies
for prep. Sportsman  Crocker and
his peenliar procecdings at the school
that day was tho subject under dis-
CUE21000,

As Redwing passed them, going fo

;-:313 staircase. Harry Wharton called to
iny,
“Qoing down, Reddy? Dren, you

Luow [

“Foa, T know ! answered Redwin
over 3 shoulder. And he hurrieﬁ
down 1he Remova staiveaso.

“Anything np with Reddy *” asked
Gob, ?lmmmg over the banisters as the
Bounder's chum eut down e stais
“ilo looks—"

“Oh, that row with Smithy to-day !
grunted Jolmny Bull. “Reddy’s alwaya
worried when  thet fathead pets his
back up,  Bmithy wents beoling 1™

“Lot's %g along and boot hiim [
Eugg{;!!tﬂd ol “There's timne Lelora
prrep 17

“ Fathead 1" sa1d Nugent.

The juniors resumed their dizcnssion
of the Sportaman and his proceedings,

Redwing, meanwhile, hureicd to the
Sixth Forin passage,

If Gerald Loder had not et walked
into tha booby-trap that SBmithy had
fixedd up-in his eioudy, thero was still
Lime Lo undo e Bounder’s work and

17

save the reckless and headstrong fellow
from certain trouble,

That was Radwing's inteption: and
the faet that there had been as yeb no
roww from the Sixth gave biw hope
that there was still time. Leder,
obyiously, niust have been wcll off #m
scene when the Bounder waa at work;
snd Redwing hoped that he was still off
the ecene.

But as he hurried on, several Sjxth
Form men come ant of the Prefecty
Room and walked along by the fphier
studics. Loder was one of them—Cirno
and Walker the othera.

Redwing, stopping at the corner of
the passage, watched them anxipusly.

Carne went into his study; Loder and
Walker stopped near er's door to
exchange some remarks. It was ton
late to reach Loder’s study unscen, bus
Redwing still hoped that Loder mighe
go in with Walker, in which case ho
had still a chance,

But, a minunte later, James Walker
nodded to his pal and went on.

Loder turned to his study door.

That door was ajar! Loder lifted
his hand to push it open and step i,
And Redwing, without stopping ta
think, cut into tho passage, grasped hin
by his arm, and dragged him back juss
trn fanrne,

s ale———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Rough On Redwing !

ODER of tho Bixth spun round,
surprised and startled,

So ewift. and sudden was that

drag on his arm {hat it almest

spun Gerald Loder over. MHe staggored,

and as Redwing, panling; released his

arm, he %Inred furiously at the junior.

“¥You cheeky young.cub ! he gasped.

“What do wvou faney yvou'ra up to?

.?:Ia'ii"q on como hero to ask for o lick-

ing

¥ gum

——"" gtammaored Redwing,
I1In hardly Lnew what to sany. Fin
had to stop Loder from walking iuio
the trap, if he was to save lis reck-
less chum from had trouhle.

Hedwing could sec—what Lader had
not thought of noiicing—the boaliy-
trap an the study door. It made his
heart sink to sco ik

Booby-traps  were not  uncomumaon
among exnberant Juniors—a hook, ov
a cushion, might drop un an unsuspeet-
ing head. But the trap laid in Loder's
sty was not so harmless as-that,

On top of ilio door, lodged againsk
the lintel, wns o large and heavy
volume—a  Greck  dietionary, That
alone was onough to give a fellow a
vory unpleasant knock.  DBub on the
dictionary was a large inkpof, and a
crashing inkpot on the head was faily
certain to do sormse damage.  The
Bounder must have been ubtterly reck-
lezs and savagely malicious to lay such
a trap. DBut only too woll Rodwing
kuew aof what his wayward chinm was
capoble when the evil ih his nature had
the upper hand,

Whatever bhappened, ho was glad
{hat he had =aved ]f.ﬂdqr framy thabk

crash, Bully as ho was, Loder did not
guilte  desevva  that; though it was
wholly of the Dounder thot Redwing

was thinking,

But Loder, unconscious of the dangav
he had so narvowly escaped, was only
astonished and enrvaged by the extra-
ordinary cheell of & Lower Fouurh
junior in grabbing him and dragzging
Lim backwards,

“By gum!” he rvepeated. YTl let
you Jearn whetlier you can hamdln g

Tie Masowir Lisrant.—No. 1,615,
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Sixth Form prefect like that, Red
wing! ¥You eeem to be learnin

manners from your psl in the Remove
F'll tench vou better! Come into my
siudy §

Toder turned to the door again

“Stop I panted Redwing He jumped
peiween Loder and the door, pushing
irvirn baek, to bis further amazement and
roge,

o ad 1 spluttered Loder. "I--1
By gad?” ep

“What on carth’s the row?” asked
Wilker of the B8ixth, coming back
wlong thoe passage and staring at both
of them.

#1 thinl thia y cub'e gone out of
his senses " gasped Loder. “I'll give
him such a hiding 1" :

“Stop, I tell you |” rapped Redwing.
“ ook on your door, Loder ™

“On my doorl” repeated Loder.
“YWhat——" He broke off with tho
guestion unfinished as he looked.

Walker looked alsa, and whiatled.

“By pum!” he said. *I'd rather
not_have that lot on my nut, Gerald|
Looks as if the kid came to tip you.

Loder, in sidence, reached up to the
top of the door. He was tall enough,
on fiptop, to reach the articles Smithy
had stacked there for him. With a
black brow he lifted down the inkpot
and the Greek lexicon.

Thenn he kicked the door open, ond
strode inte the study. IIe laid the
lexicon and the inkpot on the table,
and turned to Redwing. The savage
rage in his faca was not pleasant to
500, .

“Como in here, Redwing,” ho said,

in & choking voice, ] .
© Tom Redwing stepped silently in.

{aw the matter was going to end, le
did not know, But he had saved Ins
hotlieaded chum from a Head's flog-
xing, if not from the sack—and he did
not eare much for anything clse.

“You young villain I”" hissed Loder.
“You fixed that wp for mea. DBy gad,
Il take the skin off youl”

“Iold om, old man!” remonstrated
“;an“mﬁ' “Tho l!':ﬂid Ean*ttﬂhnre dcﬂm it,
wiRCn 40 CAama HI0NE Lo EOp yoil.

“Dow't be s fool, Jimmy Walker.
e lost his n{:rqe,‘a'nﬂ camo back lo
siop it but he did it right enough.”

“Oh 1" said Welker.  “Is that ik,
Redwing 3"

Redwing did not answer,

“1f ha hadn't changed his mind,”
sqild Loader, I should have got that
iot on my head! By gad, that inkpot
might have cracked my nunt—and the
mk in it toof DBy gadl Do you
undorstand, you young scoundrel, that
vou would have been sacked for that,
if it had como off 1 snpposs Fou
1hought of that in time, and that's why
vour came- back. "

“Speak up, kid!”  said Walker.
Walker was much more good-natured
than hiz pal Loder. “IF yon did it,
vout know what to expect, whether vou
changed your mind or not, but if you
ehidne [ i

“He did? enarled Loder. “You
linow fhatl”

“I dom't know it, ond you don'h
Cieralid,. Moro likely ho heard that
seany oblier mad yvoung ass had done i,
n: e came to stop you.

“hi

Lador, who had gripped hiz ashplant,
panzed. ¥le realised that Walker had
negbably guessed 1t A treick of that
Lind was hardly in keeping with Red-
ving's wollknown quict and orderly
character; Lut his Dbest friend 1in iho
Romove—the fellow who shoared This
siwlv—was capable of 6. A glimmoer-
ot of the testh dawned on Loder.
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THE MAGNET

“ Anower me, Redwing!” he rapped.
“Did you fix that up on my doori"

H%f)iiring drew a deep breath.

“I've nothing to say,” he answered.

“That’s & confession, then,” smid
Loder

Redwing was silent.

“I'll give you a chance,” said Loder,
his eyes gleaming at him. “Was it
Vernon-Smith who fixed up that tra
for me? And did you hear of if, an
como here to stop it for that reason?”

“I've said that I've nothing to say.”

Loder's grip closed almost convul-
sivaly on the ash,

“How did you know it was there,
if vou did not put it there?” he de-
manded.

No answer,

“Will you answer me, Redwingi™

“T've nothing to say.”
Loder gritted his teeth. Gladly he
would. have dismissed Redwing, if he

could have fixed this on Vernon-Smith
mstead.  But if it was Redwing who
had dons it, Redwing was going to
nnswer for it to the full.

“Will you say plainly whether you
did it or not?" he asked, between his
fecth.

1 Nﬂ‘!ﬂ

“That means that yon did?”

No_reply.

“Well, 1f it had come off, you'd be
np. before the Head "' said Loder. “If
I'd got a bad knock as you intended,
you young scoundrel, you'd be hoofed
ont of the school. As it iz, T'll deal
with you—and, by gum, I'll make von
sorry for playing tricks like this in a
prefect’s  study Bend over that
tuble.” ‘

Redwing, in silonee, bent over the
table, Ho shut his teeth, to bear what
was caming,  Bix, or sixty, for that
matter, would not have made kim men-
tion the name of his chum.

As he refused to speak, Loder had
no choice but fo judge him the gmity
party; and Loder was not the man to
spare the rod, when ho had had a nar-
raw cecape of a cracked nut. i

Up went the ash, and it came down
with o terrific swipe.

Iedwing gave o gasp; then he was
silent, aml he wttered ne farther
sound as the ash roso and fell, and rozo
and fell again till the full six had been
adminizterad.

Six was the limit; but the enraged
and exasperated bully of the Sixth
seomed inclined to go on, all the same.
int Walker interposcd atn :

“Chuek 15, Gersld! he kid's had
enm:ghumum thap enough, if you ask
e 1’

“] haven't asked soun!”
TLoder.

“ Chuck 1t, all the same ™
Loder decided to chuck it
down the canc.
“Cot,  you
311:1;1[:&:]. )

"fom Redwing left the study in
silence.  Mis face was set and a litile
wle as he made his way back to the
temove, )

The ounder stared at him as bLie
came info Sindy Noo 4.

“What's up®” he asked.

" Nothing.'

Arnd Bedwing did not speak again,

snarled

e threw

young  eweep!”  he

Amazing !
11 I gurgled
Ho was bursting with it.

SAY,  on fellows1™
Uilly Dunter.
The fak Owl was so tremendously ox-
citeed tliat be eonld havdly gurgle it

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Danter had the news.
LHIFE

It was Wednesday afternoon, and
Dunter had boen out of gates, Other
fellows wore thinking of football
There was n spob of fino westher that
aftornoon, end Harry Wharton & Co.
WOTO cnqmdarinﬁ a pick-up game on
Little Side. unter had not been
bothering obout Soccer.  Bunter had
certain reasons for believing that his
sister Bessia, at CLff Ilduse School,
had had & cake from home, For which
excellent repson, Bunter had decided
to roll over to CLff ITouss and visit
Bessie, like the affectionate brother he
WAL,

But the fat Ow!l did not get very far
on his way to ClLiff IIouse. Here he
was ngain, rolling back, in such a stote
of excitement, that his littlo round eyes
almost popped through his big, round
sprctacles,

“I=I—I enw, you fellows!” DBunter
almost ghricked, I say | Oh erikeyv |
Ile, he, he! I spy—" ] .

Fellows in ghe guad goavo him their
attontion, Bomething evidently was up
—aomething of o remarkable nature.

“What o carlh—" asked Daob
Cherry.

“1—I—I say—"" Bunter gurgled and

asped, “1 sav, ho hasn't gone, after
allt ITe, he, hel 1 spy—>"?

“Who hasn't gonel” asked IHarry
Wharton.

“He hasn't!’? gasped Dunter.

“Who's he, fotheoad$"

“Hel IMim ! gasped Bunter.
seon him! Oh crumbs ! _

“Who's him?" asked Irank Nugent.

“Him ancient or modern?’’ inquired
Bob Cherry.

“Him! Crocker!?
ont.

“ Croclor 1

A dozen voices repenled the name.

That old boy'a visit on Monday had
caused fromoendons execitemont at Grey-
friaya. Iut it had rather died away,
ns o tonte, on Tuesday, and by Wednes-
day Crocker was hardly remembeved,
Fellows had other matfors to think of,

But the mention of his name re-
vived intercst ai once. INobody had
snpposcd that the Sportsman wasz still
hanging about.  Apparently, however,
Ite was, from Bunter's statemoent,

“Nov've seen Crocker? oxclaimed
Peier-Todd.

“Oh crikeyi Yes! ITe ain't going!™

asped DBunter. “oots and shody—
in, he, ho ™

“Poots aml ehoes!™ repeated Dob
Cherry blankly,

“Boled and  heeled 17
Bunter. “TFancy i1hat ™

“Moad 7 asked Vernon-8mith,

Really, this sounded a little like in-
sanity. Crocker, oncs of the Sixtl,
might or might not bLe elidl hanging
abonut the school from which he had
heen expelled twenty years ago. But
what boots and shoes had to do with it
was rather mvsterious.

e i:r"l.'ﬂ

Tunter got 1

squeaked

“There's o beavd uap!”  gosped
Thnter.

“A board®”

“Yer, DBools andl shees, soled and
heeled, Tle, he, hel Uroclker— He,
he, hel I say, he's got hia knufe into

the Head for sacking him all thot tone
ago. He, he, hel say, what will the
Nig Beak say when he knows TV

*When he knows what, yon burbling
ass i hoewled Bob Cherry. “ What has
Uvocker been doing 7"

“Pools and shoes!” gasped Bunter

“What ahout bools aml shoes, you
Blitherer ¥

“Boled and heoled! o, he, hel I
say, you fellows, he's there all right!
I saw the boarid at Abbol's Spinuey !
Ie, ho, ha!  [o must have hired tne
pliee:  Ihe's se: up a shop—27°

“ A shop ! yelled the jusiors.
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**I am quite at your service, sir,”” sald Crocker,
the heel. May I—-" ** Will you cease this Impertinence ? **  hissed Mr. Quelch.
permitted. You must go I
*Almost in steht of -ihe gates!” more modern timos an enterprisin

selled Bunter. * Boots amd shoes soled

and hécled! Ile, he, L™
“Rot 1" '
“ Gammon |7
* Ruthhiszh 1 .
“Ive scen him '™ welled Bunpter.

#Sitting there wilth a lealher aproan on,
and boois and shoes and things. 1Ty,
be, ho!” :

“ Come on, you mon ! exclaimed Diob
Chorry.

And theve was a rush to the pates.

"The keenest fooiballer forgot ihe pick.
np, at that amazing and stactling news,
which they could harvdly believe,

The Famous Five cut out at the gates
with Vernon-Smith and Toddy and five
ot &ix more Remove fellows. And, as
the cxcifed Owl spread the news, morve
fcllows followed—a crowd of the Re.
move, the Fouril, and the Shell, Fifth
Form men, when ihey got the news,
followed on.

Randolph Crocker had eansed excils-
ment on Alonday, " by lkicking up a
shindy at his.old school. But this if
truo, was still more exciting,

Thoe Famous IPive faivly speinted into
Friavdale Liane, They had not far to
go—Abbot's Sminney was quite close {o
Greviviars. [t was, indeed, in sight
from many of tha windoews,

in ancient dayz, when Greyfriavs had
been o monasiic establishment, much of
the =zarroonding land had helonged to
it. Tho spinney had then been within
the precineis, as woll as o good pavi ol
Friavdale Wood.

Bt that was lang ago: doking =ome
conluries, the spinney hid had g variely
of owners, Amang che old trees ilwre
was a sfone coll, called the Alihoi™s Cell,
freom a legoned ihat thae ancient ahlala
of Girexleiars had used i os o peniten-
Linl eell

¥ bl Dacen i roies far aces: Lok in
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setale agent hisd had it roofed over, an
ane or two.impoovements added; wad les
it i the svmmer o hikers and campers,

In the winter, naturally, it never had
o terrant, and weas locked up; key with
Mr. Pilkins, estate agent at Courtficld.

Now, it seemed, it had a tenant in the
winter, and tho tenant, actording to
Bunter, woa Mr, Randelph Crocker,
onco & Greyfriars man,

“IIallo, halle, hallo!™ yelled DBob
f‘:lmrr;,r! as 1ho advance guard of {le
Ureyfriars erowd arrived on ihe spot.
& };..pﬂ{_?k l.IJ' "

‘Gireat pip!

“Ha, h:E ha ™

A wooden pealing fenced off the
epinney from the road., Mast of the old
freca had been ent down at ono time or
another, and the little modern timber
building that covercd the old ablot’s
cell was visible from the lano.

A gate in the fence stood wide open.

On the foneo was a large board wiih
o notlice painted on it—at whieh the
Greylriars fellowa staved wiihh grinning
foees, It vead:

R. CROCKER,
Formerly of Greyfriars School.
BOOTS AND SHOES
SOLED AND IIEELE
With promptness and dispaich,
TERMS: CASII!

That bopvd was large; the lelicrs
woere eapital letters, white on o Wlaclk
groumd, evidently mtended to calbeh the
vyo—vizible, frem the posiilon of tho
board, from many Groyiriars windows

"Well 1 said Jolmny Bull,  “This
tokes the eake ™

“'I'he cakeinlness is terrifie I grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

- ‘1
e HLY

** One of your shoes, if I may be allowed to mention I, Is a Iiitle down atl

**I warn you that this will not be

"“Thera hie 331" chuckled the Bounder,

Randolph Crocker was wisible to the
cya,

In the open doorway of the hikers
hut that covered remiont of i
anecient monastic cell, ho sat at a benpir!

He was dressed_differently now. He
word o shabby old 'blue averall, amd a
leathern apron,

Ile had & boot in his, left hand, and
i hig right, what cebblerz eall a wasx-
end, He seemiod Very seriounsly at woulk
on that boot,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at Lim.
More and more Greyfriars .fellows,
arriving at the fenece, looked at him.
The crowd thickened overy minute.
Juniors and seniors swarmed up and
down the fence and rommd the litile
gute.  Most of them wore grinning.
some were frowning,  All were excited
atud keenly interested in this surprising
sinnt of the old Loy of Greyiriovs,

That Randelph Crocker, onco of fha
Sixth, was seriously scttfirig‘ down in
the hovest, if humble, ealling of a Wy
tido eobbler, no fellow was likely 10
heliave,

e was doing this to anney and irri-
tato the beadinaster who had éxpelled
him twenty long yeara ago; noboly
doubted that for a moment. If ho hod
any other motive, nobody cowld bosin
lo guess what it was,

Indecd, it was quite . probablo that,
though he had hired that place from
AMr. Pilking, at Courtfield, and suppliv|
himzelf with a cobbler’s outfit, ho i
not know how to use the tools wiii
which he was surrounded. Certainly b
did not seem to be meaking much yna.
gress with that wax-end.  Quite ol
vionsgly ho did not even know what 1a
do with it
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And as ho sat, sedately, though with
n lurking grin on his face turmng over
the boot in his left- hand, Bddling with
the wax-end in his right, the erowd at
the fenea thickened and thickened, till
it looked ns if nearly all Greyfriars
“ehoo! had turned out to gaze &t that
evyviracedivary old boy.

there hio. was—ostensibly  ab

— -

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ordered OIf )

Y T ERE comes Quoleh ! _

H “Now Lhe thunder's going

ta roll [
“Ha, ha, hal" g

The news, evidently, was spreading in
itie school. It had renched the masters.
There was an excited buzz in the erowd
in I'riardale Lano, as Mr Quelech was
seent approaching from the school gates.

“Pv pum, this will get the beals
baeks upl” chnckled the Bounder.
“rer can’t do anything!  Buat  will
ihey liko iEEY

Smithy, whoe was always up against
the bLeaks on principle, was greatly
arnnsed,

1 hore was, 85 Redwing had told him,
n spob of similarity between him and
o man whoe had been expelled long
vears ago—though the Bounder, with
wll Lis fanits, was never likely to go the
lenglh that Randolplh Crocker bad gone.
1iuy reckless audacity and cool effvontery
bail an appeal for the Bounder. His
viow was rather that he wished Crocker
leek in this amazing compaign against
tlis headmaster who had turfed him ont.

“Well, the brute ought to be stopped.”
saidl Skinner. “This is pretty dis-
gracefnl for the school.”
“Iow's thatl” jeered Smithy. “Can’t

THE MAGNET

g man earn an honest living
likes "

“That's rot, Smithy,” said Harry
Wharton. *“1 shoonldn’t like to wear
boots or shoes cobbled by that sports-
man, and you wouldn't, either. Io
won't coen sixpence, and he docsn’t
mean Lo

“Tt'a a dig at the Head, of course!™
said Boh  “That’'s why he's stuck
Creyfriars up on his jolly old beard.”

“* Disggraceful I” spid Skinper. * Tha
sehool 13 cofring to something when old
bovs st up as cobblers”

“h, we're not all so fearfully aristo-
eratio as you, Skinner!” grinned tho
Bounder,  “Why shouldn't a men
cobble 2

“No reason why he shouldn't, if he
was o cobblert” said Bob, “Dut
Crocker's no cobbler—I'll bet that he
couldn’'t sole o shoo to save his Life.”

“Rot! Bome of us ought to give him
orders—to encourage an old Greyiriors
man setting up to earn an  honosk
living " chuckled Smithy,

There was a hush, as Mr.
arrived on the ecene.

Tha Remove master stood gazing for
a lonz minute at tha board over the
gate, The expression on Quelch's
speaking countenance was really  ex-
traordinary.

“Dless my soul ! he was heard to
oxclaint.

Then ho pglanced round, soverely, at
{he breathless erowd. Obviously. he was
thinking of ordering thém off. But
that he could scarcely do; Iriardale
Lane was not, and could not be, out of
Lounds, The fact that BMr. Crocker had
set up & cobblor’s shop in the old
epinney could not invalidate the right
of any fellow to walk vp and down
Friardale Lane.

Breaihing hard, BMr. Quelch fixed his

Quelch
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if he oyes on the figare in
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doorway of the hiker's huk.
After a pause, he walked through the

gateway and up the rather muddy path

te Mr., Crocker's new establishment.
Ivery eve followed him.

“I sav, you fellows!” Rilly Bunter
was on the :eene azain by this time. "1
say, 1lhink Quicleh 13 goinz to furn him
ont 7Y

“He ean’t'™ grinned thie Boundoer.

“The fellow ean't have any right
therel” gaid Temple of the Tourlh.

“Rot, old Leanl I'll bet he's mande
himself eafe befora be stuck up that
board [

“ Listen ! murmmred Tom Brown,

ueleh stopped at the open doorway,
and his gimlet eyes glinted io at the
damatoenr cobbler.

Crocker did not look uwn; ho seemod
intensely set on his work, and not to
nolice the neweomer. ‘

“Crocker 17 soid Mre. Queleh in a deep
SO0,

The Bporisman glanced uwp af  that,
Immediately he rose from the herch and
tonched the brim of an oll liab in the
tiost respeetfnl manner,

“* Clood-afterneon, sie 1 he said. My
first eustomer! Mhank you, sivi What
ean I «do for von, sirt"

‘There was a suppressed giggie from
tho crowded fence. IMvery word was
heard Ly the fellows in thoe lane.

They did not need telling  that
Randolph Crocker knew perfectly well
{hat the Remove master had not called
as o customer .

“¥ want no imperiinende, Crocker(”
said Mre. Quelch. .

“Na, siri Cortainly oot, sir ! I trust
that I shall always be found eivil and
obliging to wmy customers, sir,” Enid
Crocker. “If it is new shoes that you
require, siv, I regret 1that 1 canpot
supply them. I have no new sfock. My
work is whelly in the repairing line.
Iater, perhaps—"

“What does thiz moean, Crocker "

“You have seen mv board at the gate,
sy T

“T have seen that plece of rascally
impertinence, Crocker.”

“1 fail te understand xon, siv. Do
voir object to anything on my board
asked Crocker, with s puzzled look.
“Naturally, I have to make it known
that T am in business here, or I should
get no trade. I hope shortly to insert
some  advertisements  in the  loeal
papoers.” .
“ Am T to understand, Crocker, that it
is vour intention to remain bere and
carry on ihis campaign of annoyance
against the school that you have already
sufficiently dizgraced "

“I hape, sir, that I shall receive your
sympathy, and, indced, your support, in
this cffort to earn an loenecst living by
folloewing a humble, but useful calling,”
gatdd Crocker blandly. “Bools and
shoes, 3f entrusted to me, will be re-
paired with the greatest care, ab reason-
uhla charges—"

“TIa, ha, ho 1” came from the fence.

“You will not bo allowed to carry on
1lits insolence, Orocker!™ eaid Mr.
Queleh, in & deep volee. “I warn you
to leave this place, and to leave it im-
moediately, I shall telephono to M.
Pilking ot Courtfield, and draw his
attention to this®

“ Mr. Litkins iz already aware, natur-
allv, that he haz let this place to me,™
said Crocker. 1o does not need in-
forming on the subject. Ile has let meo
this place for three months.”

“In that ease,” said Mr. Queleh, a
liitle taken aback, * Mr. Pilkins eannot
hare heen aware of your intention to set
up a pretended business here”

wile-open



“That iz =z it may be™ smiled
Crocker, * but it does not alter the fact
that Mr. Pilking has let me the place,
and that I have a three months’ agree-
ment, signed and  witnessed, which
would bo upheld in any court of law.”

“Didn’t I esay hie'd made himself
safe?” breathed the Bounder. “He's
got thom right on toast ™

“But what on_earth’s his gemo?”
gaid Bob, “He jolly well won't stick
there for 1hies meonths, pretmdmg to
cobble, simply to worry the Head I’

T trust,™ Crocker was going on,
“thiat my old headmaster, who has re-

roached me with a youihiul set of in-

iserotion; will have no objection te my
taking up honest labour. I trust thab
he will approve. Burely, siy, he would
maeko ne effort to turn mo out of my
little shop I* .

'9[1[.‘1131] gnzcd at hin,.

But if he did,” continued Crocker,
“and if Mr Pilkine was induced to
attempt fo break my agreement, I
Ehﬂult? certainly contest the matter
the County Comt. No doubt the caso
would make intercsting reading in tho

locality.” .

Mr. Queleh geemed on thé point of
chaling.,

“Fou arp on insolent rascal ! he
gasped. Lo

“Come, no personalities!™ murged
Crocker. 1 have net told you what I

think of you, Quelch. I am far too
polite.

“Ha, ha, hat?

“And I repret,” continued - Crocker,
*that as & hard-working man I have no
timg to waste in idle conversation, even
with a gentleman who was my Form-
master' in my junior days. I yonr shocs
requite soling—>="

"I fepeat—~

“Or heeling—"

ST tell vou——" raared Ar. Quelch.

“I am quite 8t vour serviee, One of
vour shoes, siv, 1f I may be allowed to
mention it, i3 a liftle dewn at the heel
May I hope that yvou will entrust it to
1ty hands "

"Yon imperlinent knavo—"

“The work will be done with prompt-
ness and dispateh, uws stoied on my
stgn,”  continued Crocker, imperturb-
ably. *My terms are cash—net eash.
I cannot af prezent afford to give
eredit.” _

“Will you ceaszo thiz impertinence ¥
hissed Mr. Quelch. "I wnrn you that
fhiz will not be permitied. I warn vou

e R
“You have not come here as o euss
tomor ¥ aszlked Croelker,

Y¥ou are perfectly well aware that I
liave not I hodted Ay, Quelch.

“Then as I cannot afford to wazte my
time, please vefive I seid Croclier, “To
put it briefly—cut i

“Whe-a-t ¥

“In other words, pet out ¥

“You—you—you—" pasped Mr,
Quelch. Do you dapre—-""

“Uuless vou have come in as a ens-
fomeor you arve frospassing leve, Quelch.
Get off my premiszcs at onge !

“Upon my word®™ gasped the
Rermaove niasler,

“Hook 1! said Chrocker, srinning
chieerily ab i3 exasporaled face. * Bratr
it, Quelch!  Mop it, old hoy 1  Or are
vou waiting for mo {e help you out #

“You—you—you——-=" gurgled. Ar.
Queleh,
"I give vont ien  seeomds 1" said

Crocker, Ifting thie old boot i ihe air.
“If you're not_gone by ithen, Quelch,
vou geb this vright on ibe beeger.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a shriek from
the lane,

Mr. Quelel gave the ald hoy of Geey-
friars o leok Chat really ousht to have
orumpled hing ap.
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But Iooks had absolutely no effect-on
tha cogl and cheerful sportsiran, Ile
took aim with the boot.

The Remove master, choking, turned
to go. He had no chaiea in the matter
The tenant of tne hiker's hut had a

right to ordér him off his premises.

Vith dignified ealm Mr. Quelch
walked back to the gate. Dignified
calm wsed up more than the ten seconds
Crocker had given himi

“Look out, sir!” velled Bob Chcrr!;.u
a3 Crocker's arm swung, and the old
boot few,

But Queleh had ne time to look out.
He wes half-way back to the gate when
tho boot whizzed from the doorway of
the hiker's hut.

“0Oh” gasped Mr. Quelceh, stag-
gering,
His mortar-board flew off, carried

from his head by the whizzing hoot,

Mﬂl‘t—ﬂl“-hﬂﬁrll'd an{?&yboaih dropped to-
gether on the mu path,
‘t}ﬂh erikey 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“"0Oh seissors |

Bob Cherry rushed in. With one

hand he picked up Quelch’s mortar-
board and handed it back to-his Form-
r?aatm‘ With the other he clutched up
the

Whiz! .

Bob sent it back the way it had come,
whizzing |

Crocker’s grinning, impudent face was
looking out of his doorway. The re-
turning boot canght him under the chin,

He gave a startled howl and went
over hackwaras,

There was a loud bump, and o louder
vell, in the Liker's hut. Tho floor of
the hut was fﬁTnLEﬂ of tho ancient flag-
stones of the Abbot's Cell—rather hard
fo_bump on | :

Mr. Crocker did not appear to like
that bump He roared.

“Ha, ha, na!” came a howl from the
Groeyfriara erowd,

“Man down 1” chuckled Johnny Bull

“Fa, he, hal?

“Thank wou, Cherry!” gosped Alr,
Queleh; though whether ho was thank-
ing Bob for picking up his mortar-
hoard, or for Dowling over Randalph
Crocker, was not clear. ;

1fe jammed the mortar-board haslily
on his majeetic head and hmrried away.

The old boy of Greyfriars had won
{ho first round, at least, in hiz romark-
able campaign against his old school,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Out Of Bounds !

of bounds!'  remaorvked

£ uT
O Harry Wharton.
“What rotl” zaid Vernon-

Suith.

After tea a good many fellows had
gathered to look at a new notice on the
notice-hoard. It was a Head's notice,
signed by H. H. Locke, headmaster,
and it referred, in brief, but very clear
language, to the new inhabitant of tho
hiker's hut on Abbot's Spinner.

1t did not refcr to Randolph Crockor
Ly name. It stated that the Abbot’s
Spinuey was oub of school bounds, and
that loitering in Frianvdale Lane was
forbidden.-

Obviously Friavdale Lane ifself conld
not be put out of bounds, as it was a
public road, and the only way to the
village, except by devieus by paths,
But no more crowds wero to e allowed
to enllect there and stare oveér the fenea
at Ar. Crocker’s new and remarkahble
cstablishment for the vepair of boots
amnd shoes.

The Bpinney jtzelf was sovevely ont of
bounds, and, ir vouscquenee, the hiker'a

2i

huf that stood on_the site of 1tho old
stone cell, and the inhabitant thereof,

If an -ﬁr?fritrs man, Ao s epirit of
miselief, had any idea of taking bools
or shoes along -to that old bay for
repair, the Head's notice: put paid to if.

(Groyfriars fellows ¢ould pasz the
place, but they had to paes it—they
eould not enter or hang about.

That, apparently, was all ‘that Dr.
Locke coule do in the way of dealing
with the intruder.

“Rot!” repeated Smithy. *Why
shonldn’t & fellow go there f ho likes?
That sportsman i3 no end of a card,”

“Hardly good company, Bmithy, con-
sidering what he was sacked for ! re-
markﬂ? Lord Mauleverer.

“That was donkeys’ yearsago, and we
don't know the rights of it either,” re-
torted Bmithy. “I'va got some old
shoca that would do with &oling. ™

“You mean, you'd take the trouble lo
sock out soma old shoes, just fo wonry
the beaks!” grinned H

“Betjar not, old mani!” gaid Peler
Todd. *““The Head means this! Bet you
it will mean a flogging it a fellow goes
there.”

“The truth is, the man is s bad hai!"
said Harry Wharton. “If he had a raz
of zhame 1n him he would never show up
here—and what he's doing now is outsido
itha limit. The Hend can't have had any
choice about sacking him—and it’s simnly
rottemr to nurge & grudge for it, after all
these years, tool” .

“1le does, though!®™ zaid Poler.

“¥es, he does and he ought to he
booted for it

“That's not alll” said the Bonnder.
“Ho's full of malice against the Big
Beak—yon can see that; bub that isu's
pll. I that was all, he wouldn't have
waited till now before petling- back on
Locke, He's got sonie other reason for
witat he's doing.”

“What, then " asked o,

Sinithy shrugged his shoulders,

“Ask me another!” he said. “I
haven't the fogpiest idea what he's
planted himself close by Greyfriars for.
But I jolly well know that it's not merely
to pay out the Big Beak for sacking him
lwonty years ago.”

“Flessed if I can ses whakb elze he can
Lie there for!” said Bob.

“ Neither can I; but he's up to some
game. FPerhaps it suits him to lie low
for a time—he looks that sort.”

“But he isn't lying low!" said Bob,
“1la's drawing attention to himself all
over the shop!l In a few.days he'll have
ull_Friardale and Courtfield and Wooul-
end storing in, and next week, all Red-
clyife and Lantham.”

farry Wharton langhed.

“1f he's trying to keep himself dark,
he's Eoing a queer way Lo work about it,
Smithy i he said.

Tha Bounder nodded.

“Yes, that's sol” he admilted, Al
{ho same, he's got some game on, aml
I'll Lank on that. I've had a good look
abk him, and with all hia cheek and cao!-
ness, and cheery waye aﬁhady can read
i hia face that he's o havd case. He was
a had hat here—and hd’s grown worse.”

“ Mot a reason for calling to see hio '™
said Mauleverer, rather dryly.

*“Oh, I’'m not so fearfully particular as
alt ihat,” drawled the Bounder, *aul
1'm rather curious about him—I1'd like Lo
spot what he's really up to”

“ No good, if he's up to anythin®,” said
Mauly. " He's got & faco as ;Ia:‘rd a3 irou
under that -Ehﬁﬂtf grin he turns on.”

“Well, any fellow whe trickles along
to Abbol's SBpinney will geb it where 1ha
chicken pgot the chopper!” remavkod
Skinner,
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“ Might drop in of an evening, whon
no haa%'(s. areé about!” said the Bounder.
“What about -that " =

“Shot up, Bmithy, you awful ass!
whispered %ﬂdwmg. “Can’t Jyou eeo 8
prefect almost at your elbow? _

Loder of the Bixth, who was Ef-ﬂ.mll;ldg
a little distance from the neotice-board,
spenking to Walker, glanced round.
Obviously he had heard the Bounder's
veckless words. . .

Smithy, who had his back to the pre-
focts, did not heed Redwing. e went
on, withont sabduing his voice in the
leask.

“OF course, it's not the sort of thing 1
would do myselfl I hope I'm a good
little schoolboy, and love my kind
teachera! But if I were one of those
naughty bad hats who break bounds
after. lights out—which, of course, I'm
nof—1 know a jolly easy way of getting
in and out of the House.

“Hadn't wyou better shut wup, old
man?” murmurad Bob Cherry.

“MNobody here is likely to do it, 1
supposs,” eaid Vernon-8mith. “I cer
tanly. wouldn't mention it if 1 thm;;%ht
&, ﬁu% if a fellow enafed the key of o
downstairs study— " A

“ Dry gp, idiot | hissed Bob. *' Loder's
taking all that in! He can hear every
word you .say!”

The Bounder looked round at last. He
gave & little jump as he saw Leoder, and
walked away quickly, without uttering
anoither word.

Lader cast & enrions glance after him,
and walked away with James Walker.
Whather he had taken ::mg heed of the
Founder's words or not, he was taking
no official notice of them.

“YWell I gaid Bob, with a deep breath,
when the prefects were gone. * Some
felluws ask for it, and no mistake! Does
that ase Smithy want to get Loder on his
track again?”

“ Looks like 11" .

“Only pulling his leg!"” said Skinner.
“ITo jolly well knew that Loder could
hear what he eaid. He wants to make
Loder lose his besuty sleep, sitting up
and watching for nothing.”

“Ohl” said Bob. He laughed. " Ves,
I fancy that's it! Fancy Loder Ezﬂwhng
round, watching for a chap who's fast
asloep in bed all the time!

“Ha, ha‘* hal™ i

The junioras chuckled at the idea, and
maosk o'} them conecluded that that was,
afler all, the Bounder's object.

Tom Redwing, in 8 worried mood,
fallowed his chum up to Study No. 4 in
the Remove. Smithy had been asking
for trouble altogether too often, and too
emphatically, of late for Redwing to feel
easy in his mind.

“You know that Loder heard wou,
Smoithy [ he said abruptly, as he came
inlo the study.

“Think s0?” asked tho Bounder.

“Well, he did! Look here, if you
were ouly pulling his leg——"

“Like to butt in again??  asked
Smithy. “You butted in the other day
and tock a licking for me. I'm goin
io pay that cur out for that, along wi
the rest.”

“What have you got in your head
now, B8mithy§"

“ Nothing that I'm not

oing to keep

Lhere,” answered Vernon-Smith coolly.
And with that, Tom Redwing had to
remain unsatisfed

— L

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Little Schems 1

g SAY, vou fellows, was it one of
you * asked BiHF Bunter.
The fat Owl blinked into Study
- No. 1 just before prep that
evening to ask that question.
Tre Maexer LisrAry.—No. 1,615
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Wharton and Nugent looked at him.
“What ! acked

arrYy.
“ Which " inquired gugenh
“T mean to spy, if it was, wou're for
it1*  aaid Buntea;. p Lﬂrl:si’ in the

Hend’s study is rather the himit, you b

know.*

“Hans anybody been larking in the
Head's study 1" exclaimed the eaptain of
the Remove, while Nugent stared.
“Must be somebody badly in want of
trouble”

“Waell, it must have been taken for a
lark, I suppeose!” said Bunter. *The
fellow ean't want it for anything.”

“Which and what "

“Tho key, you knowi”

“The key!” repeated Wharton and
Nugent together. .

“The  prefectz are =ll after it now,
downstaira ! said Bunter. *The Head
seems to have missed it, from what I
hear, when he went back to his study
after tea. You sce, he locks his study
at night, but he doesn’t lock it when he

to his house to tea—so that's how it
was] The fellow knew that, of couirse.”

“Do you mean to say that somebody’s
eneakéd the k:i of the Head's study
door ?”” exclaimed Harry.

Nugent ‘whistled.

A dogen fellows, at least, had heard
what Vernon-Smith had said to the

roup before the notice-board after tea.

f the key of s downstaira study was
missing after that, they could hardly
help thinking of the Bounder. ;

True, any fellow who had heard him
might have taken the tip from him. Buf
if %hura was & Remove fellow who had
nerve enough to l!;)lﬂf tricks in the head-
master's study, that fellow was Herbert
Vernon-8mith, and nobody else.

“If it was one of you fellows,” smid
Bunter, Hlinking at them, * you take my
tip and leavo it whers they can find it!
"ﬂin’._t safe to lark with the Big Beak.”

*Fathead I”

"‘_ﬁlsﬂ [!l

“ ¥ah!” retorted Bunter, and he rolled
on up the passage, to ask further gues
tions in further studies.

Wharton and Nugent looked at one
another when the fat Owl was gone.
Their faces wera serious. ;

“ That mad ass Smithy !" said Frank.

“I can't make him out!” said Harry
slowly.  “He knows jolly well that
Loder heard what he was saying. I
believe he meant him to—anyhow, he
kniows he heard. If a study key is
missing, Loder is bound to think of him
at once.”

“That can’t be what he wants, I sup-

pose!” said Frank. “T'm afraid he
wouldn't mind telling erammers about it
ej. should

if he wa3s question But wl'ay
he do it? a couldn't be mad enough
to break boumnds to-night to go and zeo

that sweep Crocker, after practically
gi:.-irrif- er the tip.” g )
“Hardly! I can’t make it out?”

“If he does, his number’s up! Ten to
one Loder will keep an eye cpen after
lights ont to-night!

“Bure to!" agreed Harey. *He hasn't
forgotten that snowball yet. He would
like to catch 8mithy oub—and ‘1t would
be his duty, too, as a prefect! Loder
isn’t a whale on duty, but—"

“I fancy Skinner guessed it—Smithy’s
leading him up the garden path!" said
Frank. “He won’t got out of tho dorm
to-night—his game is to set Loder on the
wntrﬂ:ﬁ and leave him to it.”

“I hope so, at any rate.”

The chums of the Removo sat down ta

prep. But prop was destined to be in-
terrupted.
Very soon afterwards Mr. Quelch

came up to the Remove studies, with
s frowning brow.
He looked into Study No. 1.

“Wharon ™
. “Yes, sir!” Harre jumped to his
fect. He could  guess, after  what
Buanter  had said, why Quelch was

there: and that he waz wanted as head

oF.

“Kindly call the boyz ont of their
studies, Wharton ! said Mr. %Je!nh-
“I have some questions to ask the
whole Form.”

“ Yory well, gir!”

Harry Wharton procecded up the
passage, calling into study nafter study.

he Remove turned ou$ in a bedy,
most of them in & state of considerable
surprise; for ib was very unusual for
preparation o be interrupted in this
WiV,

3 & matter of fact, ofher Torm-
masters were eimilarly ongaged ' in
other Fermsz. Bhell and Fourth, Third
and Second, wern being questioned by
Hacker, Capper, Wiggins, and Twigg.
Seniors, no doubt, were regarded as
being above suspicion o having
larled in the headmaster’s study.
Bu;t the whola gf the Lower School was
gmnlg' through. it. .

“1 say, you fellows, Quelch iz after
that key I said Billy Bunter in a stage-
whispez, as be rolled out of No. 7.
“What key?!" asked Vernon-Smith.
“1 sav, haven't you heard, Smithy?

%Ir.umnhnds snealked the key of the
eatt's study 1"
“What rot!” sald Smithy, *“Why
should anvbody ¥

“Well, somebody has!” declared
Bunter. “I hesrd about it before
g[rep. Somebody snesked inte tho

end’s study while he was gone to tea
and bogged it, I heard.™

Tom Redwing drew o deep, hard

breath, his eyes on the Bounder. Sinithy
gave him a cheery wink.

“Silence ' ealled out Mr. Queleh.
“My boys, I have to guestion you, It
appears  that while Dr. Loclke wes
absent from his study, some boy
entered and abstracted the key from
the door. This foolish and disvespectful
trick must bo investigated at once.
trust that the offender was not & boy in
my Form."

“Trusting nature, Quelch’s!” mur-
mured Skinner. He winked at the
Bounder.

“If any boy here has the key, let him
confess hiz folly and hand it over to
me immediately ¥ gaid Mr, Quelch,

A good many glances turned on the
Bounder. Every fellow who had heard
his talk by the notice-board, in fact,
looked at him. ,

Only masters and the Sixth Form had
studies on the ground floor. A Bixth
Form etudy key wounld have bean use-
less to & breaker of bounds as the Sixth
Torm studies were bed-rooms at night.
But & master’s key ensbled any fellow
to pass through that master’s study and
drop from the window if so disposed, as
fhe masters’ bed-rooms were in  the
upper part of the Housc. Safest of all
was the Head's; as Dr. Locke resided
in & different building. .

Dut safe as it was 1n one way, it was
terrifically risky in apother. It was
really hardly credible thet any fellow
had the nerve even to think of using the
headmaster's study ns o means of egress
from the ¥ouse after lights out 1

Still, it was rather like the Bounder |
He loved to etartle his Form-fellows
and make them wonder at his nerve,

Quecleh, it was clear, did not even
dream that it was an intended breaker
of bounds who had snaffled that key.
Ha could not Fﬂaaibly envisage such
audacity. He, like the other masters,
only supp-use& that it was a silly,
thoughtlees Jark on the part of some
unthinking young raseal.

If Smithy was the man, his face gave
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* Do you Imagine that you will be allowed to remain at Greyfriars alter your brutal rufantsm, Vernon-Smith ? ** exelalmed

Mr. Quelch.

no indication of it. Nobody answered
Mr. Queleh, the Bounder remaining as
silent ms the rest.

“*1 can hardly believe,” went on MMr.
Queclch, “that sny boy in my Form
would be foolish encugh to play o in-
sensate o trick as to abstrack a ley
from o study door. Dv. Locko has, of
COWMTSe, annti};cr key: but the ouno that
Lhas been taken wust be refurned at
ongce.”

Another pause. No one spake.

*1f the key is returned immediately,
the offender will be caned by his Form-
master,” added Mr. Quelch, *IF it is
not veturned and o search is necessi-
tated, he will bo fogged in Hall by the
headmastor,”

Mo reply.

“*Vorw well1® saiedd Ay, Queleh, *1
shall trest that the olfewder ia nol in my
Form: but if he 15 T have woarned Lim
what to expeet.”

tle pawnscd anoiher long moment,
scanning the faces in the passage, But
i the offender was there he evideotly
did not intend to spealk.

“¥ou may go back to preparation
sunid Afr. Queleh at Jast.  And the Ite-
mavites went back into the stadies.

Ar. Quelch dizsappeared down the
slaira.

Many of the [cllows went back to
srep, with strong suspicions that that
Luy was in Herbort Vernon-Smith's
pocket : and that he intended Lo use it
that night, to corry ont his boast of
paying & call at the AblLot's SBpumey.
(ine fellow had not ithe slightest doubt
that Smithy had tho missing key; and
that fellow was Tom Redwing.

In Situdy No. 4 the Boundar sat down
to prop again with o lurking grin ob
s faco.

Hedwing sat end lovked at him for o
long time in silence.

“Uive 1t me, Bmithy ! be said ab last
in a low voloo.

T —
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“Eh? What!” The Dounder glanced
up inguiringly.

“The Ilead's study key I”

“Think I've got iti”

“I koow you have!” answered Rod-
wing quieily. “(ive it to me, and 1'll
put 1t where it can be found. Tor good-
ness  sako—>»"

“ Likely 17

“Bmithy, old chap, have a little
gense | Loder will know—he must know
—and if he reports what he knows,
they'll search this study—="

“Loder  won't  report what he
knows!* eneared the Bounder. *lIe
Lnows:, among other things, that that
ey won't be found in my siudy or in
my pockets. Dear old Loder docsn't
like me—but he knows I'm not cxactly
a foul. DBesides, dear old Loder knows
a trick worth twe of that]! The good
tear man would rather ecatch me out
of bounds, than hike mo to the Head
alout a silly trick with a key|”

“1 dare say he would 1" anid Redwing
slowly., *You've made Lim foel protty
zore, and he's nob a forgiving fellow.
Bt vou con't be mad enough to break
LH.JUI‘IJ:# ulwnight, Smithy—and uso that

I —

‘e Ts it likely?*  grinned Emilh:;r,
“Think I don't know why Loder hasn’t
reporied what he heard me saying

about sneaking o downstaivs key? Dear
old Loderts going to prowl to-night,
Leeping an eye on the ITead’s stydy—-
for o follow poing out of bounds by way
of the llead’s window.”

“[—1 suppose that's lil:t]i; -

“Cnll it a cert ! smiled the Bounder.
“PDon't I know him 1®

“ALL vight, then, if you slick safe in
the dorin and leave himn to prowl.”

The DBounder laughed.

“TH ho satd mockingly.

“You'ro nos going out, Smithy "

“Nn fear.™

“Then, what—-=*

¥ How da I knuow what mmay happen ™

i ||‘| . I 1S
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“ Atter what ? ** panted the Bounder, ** What do you mean ? What have I done ¢ *

diawled the Bounder. A sneaking
spy, prowling in the dark, may mecst
with a spob of surprise. Or ho may
not | Better not ask me any questions,
Reddy, and I'll tell you po lies.”

Tow Redwing sat and looked at him
across the table. He understood the
wholo of it now; and he realised thot
tho Bounder’s game was to trick Lodor
of the Bixth into prowling in a dark
spot where something might happen to
lum ! And tho glitter in the Bounder's
vyes rathor alarmed him.

“Smithy I” he muttered. I Wash it
out, whatever it 13! Don't be a mad
{ool | What—what are you thinking of i
_Oh, nethin’ in particular 1 yowned
Emithy, “ A fellow prowling in the dark
might get ink over his head| Fellow
wiight be waitmg for him, you know,
anel watching, instead of having gono
ont of bhounds ! Might be ik epilt!
Huelt thinga have happened. No good
askin' mo what might ha.ﬁpeﬁ. Reddy
—almest woythin’ might heppen to a
prowling spy in the dark when lie'a got
a chap's back up.”

“It's mad—just mad I* muttered Red-
wing. “Smithy, for goodoess' salie—"

“Thomas Redwing, T regret to sco
ibat you sre neglecting your propara-
tion,  said  Vernon-Smuth, with a
sudden  mmtetion of Mr.  Quoeleh’s
manner end tone, that made Redwing
jump.  “'Thiz is not what I cxpect of
vou, Redwing ! If yon are to keap the
high opinien I have formned of you,
Redwimg, sou will give preparvaiion
vour very sevious oud earncst alicn-
Lion 1? -

Aftor which, the Bounder went on
with his gwn prep and refused to say
angther word.

Toin Redwing sotgled down to lis
prep at last. llo vcalized only too well
that 1t was useless to say onvihig
furihev to s headstrone and reekless
studymuaie,

‘Y ue Magner Lipray.—No. 1,615
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THE SEVEN TEENTH CHAPTER.
In The Night!

1 FIAT mad ass Smithy-—"" mut-
I tered Harey Wharton. ;

It was tho sound ol voices

that awakened him; and he

foncied for & moment that it was the
radio in the dormitory over agam.

But it was not the drone of the wire-
I¢53 announcer that came to his ecars us
he lifted his head from his pillow.

There were two voices—speaking in
ruppressed toncs; one of thein was the
Bounder's, and the other Tom Red-
wing's.

The last stroke of eleven had died
nWay.

At that hour all was silent and still
in the greas pile of Groyfrinrs School.
But in the Removoe doriwitory the
silenee was  disturbed by fho:e two
voices—one savagely angry, tho other
carnest; botl suppressed.

Harry Wharton  peered
shadows.

“Smithy—Redwing—what on corth's
up ¥ he asked,.

“ Mothing—it's all right 1" came Red-
win%fs hurvied whisper. .

“You're waking the dorm, you fool !
came the Bounder's fierce tones. Wil
sou shut up?”

" Bmithy, old man—"

“Mind yvour own business | What did
vou stay awake for, you fool? Do.vou
ihink you're going to stop me?"™ lisscd
the Bounder.

“1 hope s0! Do have s little sense !

"IHold your tongue ™

“Smithy—" Redwing's tone was
almost besceching. " Don't be & mad
fool! Loder may have tipped Queleh—
or another prefect—"

1 don'’t care !

“You'll care fast enough if you're
canght out of your dorm! I tell you,
you're asking for it—just begging for
i’

“ Leave me alono {” )

Harry Wharton slipped from his hed.
Dimly, in the pale glimmer of starlighs
from the high winﬁowa, ho made ouk
two shadowy figures. The Bounder was
tressed—Redwing, ' his yiamas,
harred hizs way to the door. Lvidently
thie Bounder's chum had jumped ont of
Ll in tho endeavour to stop the head-
sirong and reckless fellow from carrying
ar somo wild escapade.

“Smithy 1" exclaimed the captain of
the Remove, * Hold on—"

“Do yon want te wale all the De-
move?  hissed the Bounder., “Red-
wing, you fool, stand aside hefore I
hift you 1™ y

“Hold on, T tell you. Smithy [ cx-
claimed Harry, “ You must be potiy to
think of breaking out when Loder heard
vou—and knowg——"

“I'm not going to bLreak out, xou
dummy ! I'm going to calch that spy
in the dark, and make him sorry for
himzself! New do you understand?™
suarled the Boundor., * And if yon make
a row here, T shall be spotted ! Is that
what you want?"

A sleepy chuckle ecame from Tl
Cherey's bed, ]

“Chuek it, Smithy ! he said. * Sup-
pnze Loder catches you, instead of you
catehing lim 1Y

“I'he catchfulness might be a boat on
ihie other ler, my csteemed Smithy [
eame Hurrer Singh's voice,

The Bounder gritted his teeth, e
had remained awake till cleven, to steal
guictly out of the dormitory: and had
1ot even suspected that Redwing hal
rornained awake also, till his chmn and.
denly barred his way to the door. Now
fellow after fellow was waking at the
sontel of voices,
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“Let me pass, Redwing !V

teroc. 1n concentrated tones,
T'H hit out if yoi don’t1”
M Bmithy, old man, I tell you you're
Jush hfggmg for it!" said Redwing
carnestly,  “Yon believe that Loder's
going to wateh for you—well, how <o
vou know what he may have fixed up.to
cuteh you? If you go out of this dormi-
thry, you may wallk into Quelch, o
Witipate—-"

id Rﬂt 1!:'

“I think it's jolly likelr, Smithy!™
said Harry Wharton, “ Don't play the
goat at this time of night

“I dow't carel I'd go just the samo
1£ all the Sixth were up, and all the
eaks, too! Now get out of the woy,
Redwing 1™

“I wor't, Smithy!” answored Red-
wing. “¥ou shan’t go asking for the
ghek 1f I ean stop youl”

“ftick him on his bed and sit on
Timy " suggested Bob Cherry. * I'll lend
sou a hand, Beddy 1™

“Same hore ! growled Johnny Bull

The Bounder's eyes gleamed, o id
not think, or cheose to think, that thero
wai any great risk in carrying out tho
s¢heme he had so cumungly laid; but,
11 any case, the mere idea of being held
back in the dormutory by force roused
hiz bitterest tempor,

Ha did not speak again—but he struck
out suddenly and savagely at the chum
who was barring his way.

A heavy thump on the chest sent Tom
Redwing staggering, and ho lost his
footing snd rolled on the floor. |

*“Bmithy — vou cad!” exclaimed
Wharton, as he heard the fall, He mado
a quick spring towards the Bounder,

ut Smithy, at the same moment,
leaped for the door, his way no longer
barred. He had the door open m a
t“'i“k““ﬁgd”“j leaped out. _

Tom wing staggerced to his foct.
te was panting. There wesa scuttlo of
runnitg feet in the passapge outside.

Vernon-8mith was gone.

But even then, Redwing's thought waos
for his chum. It was too late to stop
that reckless escapade now; and his
only thought was to avoid giving an
wlarm that might cause discovery,

he uk
F Ml

“Quict 1" panted Redwing., * Quuet,
for goodness’ sakel! Shut the door—
auiet! Don’t meke a sound.”

“Dy Jovel I@'ve a jolly good mind
to——"" breathod Wharton.

“Oh, quiet!” whispered Redwing.
“If they find him out of the dorm——"

“Serve him jolly well right I grunted
Johany Bull,

“Quiet, I tell youl”

Tedwing groped for the door and
closed it without a sound. Bmithy was
pone, and had to be left to his own
wilful war.

Redwing went back to his bed—but
not to sleep ! With painful intentness
I was listening for a sound that might
tell that hiz chum had found the treuble
for which he was so recklessly asking.

Many other fellows were [istening
foo, nd, as the long minutes dr&gg‘ed
Ly, there came a sound from the
passage without—the sound of footsteps
gpproaching the dormitory door.

tedwing gave & groan. It was nob
Amiithy returning—he would not havo
allowed hiz footsteps to be heard., It
was & master, or & prefect—and the
Lounder's game was up |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Struck Down !
“ I'l' ‘B rot1” mumbled Walker of the

Bixth,
“Don’t jaw, Jimmy [®
“I'm slocpy 1"
“Never mind that |

“Well, T do mind 1t,” Loder ! ls_‘;g;d
Walker sulkily. 1 think it's
Sticking here in the dark—""

*Think wo should make & catch if we
turiicel on & lighe 2"

“It's past ¢leven™

“1 don't eare if it’s past twelve ™
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' Shut %‘B. all the same 1™

James Walker grunted, and shut up.

‘He was more than fed-up with that
vigil, The two SBixth Form men were
leaning on the wall in the Head's corri-
dor, "at’ a little distance from the door
of the headmaster’s study. They had
heen there ever since the Head had gone
to his hounsze, and the lights had been
shut off.

Ii was a weary business to Walker-
and nodoubt to Loder alsa; but Gerald
Loder was determined, and he kept hia
colnpanion up to the mark.,

“Ton to one thé kid's fast aslee
bed ! griunbled Walker, after a
silence, y
- '1‘ ‘[E*.:;ml. heard what he said as well as I

I

Y Shouldn't wonder if lic meant you
to hear ! Jost one of that young scoun-
drel’'s tricks to sct you watching fou

nothing." s b Tl
4 Heads Koy

in
rigl

“"Dow't be s fool!
E‘ﬁﬁ t?]ll:ﬁnk}an-;:d 1]; was taken to be used.
‘hat blackguardly young swecp 13 goihg
out of boundsz, and hﬂiga going by the
Head's study window! And I'm gomng
to nail him in the very act. Prefects are
supposed to do their duty,  Jimmy
Walker—even if they get aleepy.”

“Brorerr ! prunted Walker,

Loder suddenly elutched his arm in
the darkness.

" Quict1” he whispered. *Loolk!”

Walker, with a start, stared along the

vassage. There was a sudden flicker of
Egh{., ¢vidently from s tiny electric
torch.

Bomeone was thers !

Nothing could be seen, save that tiny
flicker. It was concentrated on a door—
on the keyhole in a door

Click 1 . )

The sound was faint, but it was
audible in the dﬂﬂgesi!ﬂnce of the night,
Instantly the tiny beam was shut off,

Walker canght his breath. FLoder
breathed hard and deep. )

“What do you think now?” he whis.
pered, in the faintest of whispers, * Did
vou hear that door unlocked #*

“By gum—yes!” breathed Walker
“The young scoundrel—he's in the
Ilead's study nowl By gad, what a
nerve c

“"Ie's got nerve enough!” grinned
Loder. “A spot too much for a Grey-
friars junior! IY he drops from the
window—and ho can't bo there for any-
thing else—he's out of the House at
night, and it's the sack for him—aund a
good riddance for the school 1%

“Tho dingy little beastt” muttered
Walker., *“I never believed—"

* Well, you can beliove your eyes, and
vour ears, I suppose.™

“Alight only be gone to the Abbot’s
Spinney—that was what he was saying
to the tags—"

“More likely to a pub. Wherever
he's gone, he's breaking out at night,
nnd we've got him. Quietl I'm going

to wait for him te come back, and catel
him as he comes—but he's a eunning
voung sweep, and he pug-hl:- dodgoe in
another way—I'm taking ne chances
You slip off to the Remove doem,
Jimmy, and sco whether any fag i3
missing  there -

“We've no proof, so far, that it’s
young  Vernon-Smith.  Queleh  wounld
make a row if his Form was disturbed
at this time of night for nothing—-"

“As good as proof, I thinkl Don’t



be a fool, Jimmy ! 1f nobody’s missing
in the Remeove we'll draw  the other
dovmitories; but vou know as well as
T do that it's a Roemove kid—youn
Varnon-Smith ! Cut off to the dorm an
son, while T keep an eye open heye !

“{h, all right ! )

Jamea Walker slipped away in the
idarkness, to grope to the staircasc and
wake his way up to the Remove dormi-
1oLy,

Loder, left alone, waited a long
minute. Then he stepped silently along
the paseage towards the door of the
Head'z study.

The vouug rascal hoad had sceveral
mminutes, cmﬁ Loder had noe doubt that
he had alveady dropped from the IHead's
window.

[f he came back the same way, as was
fairly certain, Loder had him, wmtu_tg
at the sindy door. If, by chance, he di
iint, Walker had Lim, waiting in the
romove dormitory. If the fellow who
had  eutered the Ilead's study  was
Herbert YVernon-Bmith, his number was
e ! And Gorald Lodey Ilﬂ.dﬁ, of conrse,
not the slightest doubt that it was. llo
il expoeted it, waiched for it, andd it
Bad bappened. What could Lo more
vertain? .

On tiptoe, silent, lest the Lreaker of
hounds was not yet pone, Loder-reached
tie Llead's door.

Somewhat to his surprize, he found
ihat door open.

Wheoever it was Lhat had unlocked
that oor and contered the study
evidently had not the shightest sus-
JHrion ti‘;ul‘. anyene was up and on the
walch,

Looking in at the open door, Leder
tliiceted the flitting beam of a tiny elec-
pvic toreh. i

Puzzled, ho stared into the dark
interior of the study,  Faint movemoentsa
wore audible in the room, and showed
1hat someone was still there, and Lhat
viny, flitting light left uo doolt on the
=ihijoct.

Convineed that  Vernon-Smith had
=l the study key ns a way ont of
Lgnneds, Loder was quile  perplexed.
Bag iz was clear that wheover bad
eitered the stady was =] there.

What was he doing ?

Tt dawned on Loder—=he had to realise
~ that the fellow in the stady was not,
after all, going out of hownds hy that
window. Several minutes had elap=ed,
aud if -he wera going oub he Iiwld no
canse to linger.

But what elec?

Home jape on the HHead? A rag in
{he headwaster's study ¥ Boch a thing
was almost unheand of ; yot if the fellow
wors nob going out it seemed the ouly
pm=sible explanation.

With his smiwd in donbt and  per-
plexily, Loder stood there, starving nido
vhe darvkoess, and gave a swdden startled
Llink as the flash-lamp, civcling, sad-
denily shone on s face.

e saw aothing bat the daedle of
Tlit, bt he heard a staviled zasp, pwd
Lpew that he was scen. Tostaotly (e
light was shut off,

A split zeeond more, amd an nnseen
Feorm was bruzhing past Loder; g prish
throngh the doorway.

Instanily Loder prasped at it sl
vlntelund Tuold,

Whatever the intrudey hod heen doing
e mmtending to da. o was ot goimng
1 eseope. Loder olutehed amd Teldd,

“"You young sconndrell I've got
vear 87 he pantad,

A gpasp, sarprising in s sirenzih for
a jupior schoolboy, was Jnid on Lader
e redien, o o few seeopnds ihere was
a wilent, fievee, despevate strmggle in (he
deurway.
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Then suddenly a st lashed v the
darkness. A crasining  blow landed
between Loder's eyes

He gave one faint, groaning gasp and
crumpled n 1!? Ther> was & thud as he
went sprawling on the floor.

After that Loder knew nothing. That
erashing blow had scaiterod his sonscs,
and Loder of the Sixth lay, stenned andd
senseless, in the doorway of the Head's
study,

i

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Caught Qut !
ad the

ALKER of the SBixth o
door of the Remove dormitory
and switched on the light.
Redwing, sitting up in bed,
stared nt him as he came in. Five or
six other fellows stared, ]

All wha had heard the approaching
footstepas knew that it could net be the
Bounder coming back. Ho would have
come quietly, 1f he had come back ot
all. The juniors who were gwake ox-
pected to zee their Form-masler or a
prefect—and it was a prefect that they
=AW,

James Walker east a quick look into
the dermitory. Ha had joined up with
Loder to keep swateh that night, not
very willingly, -and not feeling st all
suro that Loder had it right.

Even now that he koew that somao
unseen person had entered the If:}&ﬂ.d a
study by unlocking the door he did not
fool so cettain as Loder that it was
Vernon-8mith,

Some junior had a key to that doeor;
ihe headmaster had had to use & spare
koy to lock it that nith Loder was
sure that it wos Smithy; Walker was
not so sure. And if Quelch's Form was
ronsed out in the middle of the night
for nothing, Queleh was certain to be
very unpleasnt about it.

Ho it was o greast relief o James
Walker when ho =potted an empty bed,
aml his Jubious brow cleared. Loder
had heen rvight; ono eof these young
sweeps was ont of his dermitory {

Walker stepped in, It was Vernon-
Smith's bhed that was ompty, and, in
point of fact, it had net been cmply
very long. But it was empty now, and
ihat was than!

“Young rotier!” grunted Walker,
“ Sa it's that young sweep ! Redwing 1”
Walker gave Redwing’s tronbled face a
rather enrvions look., “You're awake, I
see ! You kuew that young sweep had
gone out 1Y

110 hasn't gone out, Walker,”
falicred Teom—"1 mecan, pot out of
Lownda 1

“Looks as if he has!®

“J—I moean, it'z only & silly lark-a
tilly ezeapade; no real harm I stam-
meredd Redwing.

“1'm sure Vernon-Smith hasn't gone
oubk of bonuds, Walker 1* said Iarry
Whagton.

“Wall, 1hat*s for the Ilcad to irguire
infe,” sanil Walker. ™1 don’t BEEE"';'L'hj"
hoe Lagged that key ond used it if he
wasi't getbing out of the Honzel Any-
how, hie'a not here, and I've got o
report fo Queleh,”

Ihat, of eourse, was 4 sellled maiter.
Walker had ne share in Leder’s
nuthcions feeings toward Vernoi-Bmnth,
Pt he hiaad his duiv to do oz o prefect ;
amd his duly was te report Souihy 'z
ihacnee ta Iz Form-magier, sud leave
it to lim te dJdeal with the matier
furilier,

He left the hght on in the Romeve
derinitory when he went,

Al ibe Varm were awale now, amd
there was a muarmonr of voiees from besl
w el e owas o wocop, as Shaooer P
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it.  Wherever the Bounder wasz and
whatever he was domng, he was fairly
canght now

“Don't vou worry, Reddy, old man,”
gaid Bob Cherrv. “We all know why
that mad azs went down ; he sin't out of
Lounds!l 1le will get it warm for going
dewn at night, but it sin™t a sucking
watter,”

“1le was after Loder® satd Flarery.
“Lei’s lopo that he never got Loder—
a3 1k 3 furned out | What was he going
to do, Reddy? Do you know i

“Some potty idea of mopping ink
over Dim in the dark!” groancd Red-
wing, “He had a can of ink in the
stidy. T suppose ho went there to fotch
] i

“Mayn't have done it yet.”

“I—I hope not. I worned him that
Loder might have tipped a beak or
another prefect ! muttered Redwing.
“You sec now that he tipped Walker.
They must have =een something of
Smithy, or Walker wouldn't have eamu
up here™

“TTallo, hallo, Lallo! Here's Quelch!”

AMr, Queleh, in a dressing-gown aml
slippers, appeared in the doorway. Ho
dul not speak: he cast a prim ?;lmm-.
at the Bowxler's cmpty bed, All the
Remove looked ot him, and at Walker
itt tho pazsape bohind him.

After that grim stare at the bed which
should have been occupled by llerbeut
Vernon-Smith, but was not, the Remove
master turned away.

Then the juniors heard lis voice,
speaking to the prefect in the passage.

“You saw him downstairs, Walker 1™

“I did not sco bim, sir. Loder and I
heard iho door of the Head's study
inlocked, that is all, snd somebody go
n, It scems clear now that it was
Vernon-Smith who took away the key,
Louler thought s¢.”

* As the boy is missing from his dormn-
tory, there can be little «denbt abont
that, Welker. You say he enlered the
headinaster's study 1

“We heard him go in, siv?

“ And Loder—"

“ Loder stayed there. sir, while I came
up to the dormitory, He is waiting for
Vernon-Smith to come back through Dr.
Locke's study.”

“I szhall not conclude that the bov
has gone out of bounds, Walker, wunl
it is beyond doubt. It may be some
foolish practieal joke in the stndy—Dbad
enougl, certainly, but not so scrious as
Lreaking out at night. Ilowever, it is
casy to ascertain. Come with wme™

Moster and prefeck went down the
paszage to the landing and the stairs,

Ay, Queleh’s faco was et and grim
as lie went. )

Walker, as he followed him, was [ecl-
ing a spob of compassion for the
wrelched junior who, be had no doubt,
had gono out et night, and was Laoked
fov ihe sack 1o conscquence. They wens
Jdown the stairs in silence. .

All was dark in Head’s covridor, amd
ileve was no sound to be hearvd there,

Al Queleh switched on the corvider
light, aml rusiled towardy D, Locke's
wly. Mo pove a sudden, elariled
exelamalion,

“* W hat,

“ath 17 sasped Walker, :

They exelaiined, together, as they saw,
in 1l highi, soanething that 'ay halfan
amd halfont of the dverway of tho
1iea s shudy.

Ae, Queleh broke into n ron, Thia
dre==inp-gown whisking about Lhim.  1lis
e w4 Fi]'ﬂl'lﬂf."l:f stnrtiod.

el heavens 17 he gaspeid,

“Pomler 17 mnltered Walker, ¥ Loder,
w gl e——""

S answer eame From Gerald Tnder,
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sprawling [hap in the doorwar., Masler
aid prefect gazed down at bim, in wiber
borror! Loder of tho Sixth, Lis face

brnised and black from a savago bLlow,
lay senscless at their feet—only o fang
moan indicating that consclousnoess was
relLernng.

——

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Gailty !
H ATLTO, hallo, hallo! Ilere's
H Sothy £ .
Herbervt Vernon-Smith

stepped  guietly  into  ihe
Demove dormitory. i
Every ceye was fixed on bhim; even
Billy Bunter was awake, and staring,
The Bounder was gool, but he was a
little pale.

The dormitory door was open—thn
light full on—tha whole erm awalke—
and Smithy koew, if he had not known
Liefore, that his absence had been dis-
covercd, He camo quictly in.

“I'va been missed " he asked,

“¥es 1" muttered Redwing.

YQueleh ¥’

" Walker first—he called Quelch bere,”
answered Redwing, o

“Walker 1" The Bounder set his Lips.
““Then Loder gob another pro. to prowl
-ui'irh. him—the cunuing rolter! Two of
them 1"

o shrugged his shoulders,
“Well, they've got moel Tul youn
needn't look as ff yom faneied I was

going to be hanged, Reddyt It's not o
fearful crime for e [ellow to go down
wo Jhis study, even at this time of mght.”

“Is that all you've domel?™ asked
Harry Wharton guictlv.

The Bounder suecrcd.

“It isn't all that T was going to do!
But, as it happens, it's all that Pvoe
done 1

“Thank goodness!t™
Fedwing.

“1 epotted something up,™ sneered
Vernon-Smith, “I wenb to my study
for o can of ink that ¥ had ready for
that spying cad Loder. I was coming
away with it, when I saw the light go
on on the dormitory landing—Walker
turned it on, I suppose, as you say Lo
¢ame here.”

“I suppose he turned it on when he
went o call Quelch ™ sald Harry.
* Queleh came heve and leoked in.™

“J fancicd the gameo was up when I
saw the light.” %mifhy shrugged his
~houlders agam. “X kept doggoe for a
l:if, hoping it would go out aﬁnm! 1

the lower

heard somebody going down
statrg—-""

# Queleh and Wallkor—they're gone to
the Head's study (" ssid Havey.

“SBo hevo I am egaint” drawted the
Founder. “I hoped it might Le on
commebody  clso’s  account=—they might
bave spotted Angel of the Toorih, ov
Price of the Fifth, you know ! INo such
luek, ms 16 turns out.™ :

¥ And vou've done-—nothing "
Nedwing, his eyes on his chum,

“Tackily, nothing ! With Queleh on
the war-path, I'in rather glad tha
Lotder never gob that can of jnk! It will
Leep 17

“I can't make it out, then! We heard
Walker say that you'd gone into the
Head's study i

“He was dreaming, thenl I haven't
beenr anywhere near the Head's study.”
The Bounder stercd, “1 tell you 1
Iiaven't been farther down than the
Hemove studies.  Walker muest have
dremned that”

“Loder deeamed b ftoo, then '
vrinued Skinner, “'They both heavd i
frewmn what Walker satd.  What's why
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Walker came up here—and he lelt Ledor
“'affh:-',l-'g for vou at the Big Beak's
sludy.” .

“Rot!” snapped Vernon-Smiily,

“Walker sard o0, Smithy 17 said Tom
Nedwing, with a deeply troubled lool.
“They wust have heard smnebody go
inte the Head's study, whether it was
vou or not. Walker woulda't have comp
up here at this tine of night without
somoething to gpo on, teo” ;

“Home other sportsman on the tiles,
ihen 17 said Vernon-Smith. “°I tell you
I never went down the lower slaiveaso
at all.”’

“Bmithy, old man—

“Don't you beliove me?” asked tho
Dounder, with a gleam in his eyes,

“Yes, ves, of course.  But—but—who-
cver went into the Head's study musk
have had a key !” stammered Redwing,
“Tir. Locke always locks his stody at
niglit—and you lheard Quelch say that
e had another key. he door musk
ave been locked, as wsual—and—and
anybody who went in must have lad a
I‘:.E"_‘l'r"__”

The Bounder gave a start,

“That's queer ! ho said. " Derhaps
nobody went in, and they fancied 1it, in
the darvlel I know I never «id.”

Ma ono answered that,  but
Bounder could read, in many
strong doubt of hiz statcment.

Thoe Remove fellows, in fact, huew
that Toder and Walker together hadd
not fancied it! That was impossiblo,
Someone had been heard to cnter the
Head's atudy and whoever 1% was, ho
had a key, &ns that door was alwayvs
logked at pight. And most of the
Bemove knew, by this time, who had
abstracted the key from the Head's door
that afternoon. Smithy bhad 2 Lkey to
that study=—and no ono clso bhad, except-
ing tho hoadmaster,

The Bounder's eyes glittered.

T tell you,” be said distinctly, “ihat
I neyer wenk anywhers near the Ilead’s
sfudy | If you had a spot of senso you'd
know that withoot my telling you. You
say Walker said thot Loder was Iefb
walching the Head’s study——"

“¥le said so."

“Well, if I'd been ass enoush to go
into the study, how could I have got
aut again without Loder spotting me, if
he was watching the door "

001" sand Redwing.

“'ve seen pothing of *Loder—or he
of me!” snapped the Bounder. “I've
been Iying doggo in the Remove passago
ever sinee I saw tho light come on.”

“ BSomebody went into the Mead's
sindy 1" sard Iarry.

o ft was not I, then.”

“Did you lend somebody that key?”
grioned  Skinner,  “Bome chap  In
another Form ¥

i H:} I.H )

“Then ik looks as if that somebody
tanst have gone in throngh the key-
hole [ said Blkioner, *Think that's
Likely, vou fellows?

The Bounder gave Skinner a ficree
glare. But Hm‘ﬂ?d Skinner was not tho
only fellow whoe donbied. Even Red-
wing was sorcly dubious and tronbled.

“I say, Smithy,” came a fat squeals,
“ how did veu get out of the Beak's study
without being copped? Did you bunit
j.pn%nrqﬂvcr like you did Prout the oflier
nggrink g

g I'd have butted im aver fast enough
1t he'd Geen in my way V" snavled the
Bounder, with a glare at Bunler, “Duk
T'vo not sean anvthing of him."

CE e, he het” from Bonter. _

Vernon-Bmith sat on the edge of his
Led and began to take off his shoos
Every fellow was looking at him, but no
ane spolie,.  The Boundar was quite cnol.
e had, with wiier recklesspess, asked

L5 ]

the
fnces,

for thiz trouble, but e hnd tlhe nervs
to face 1t, now it had moaierialised.

There was a rustle in the passage.

“That's  Quelch ™ mulltere Do
Cheery,

Mr. Queleh, in rostling dyessing-gowrn,
reappeared in the doorway.

Tho juniors started as they saw iho
expression on his face, They had never
ecen fhat look on their Fovrm-mastor s
face before. .

“ Has Vernon-Smith—" began Alr
Queleh, He was abont to ssk whethoer
Vernon-Smith  had returned, but the
next moment he saw ham.

o enterad the dormitory, Lis ¢cves an
the Bounder, with an expression in
which anger, horror, and scorn were 5o
Etm}ﬁfi‘r mingled that every fellow felt
& chill.

The Bounder’s face paled a little.

*Vernon-Smuith 1 My, Quelceh’s voice
was low, but it seemed to cut like sharp
steel. " So yon are here.”

The Dounder roso to his feck,

H¥es, air 1" In spite of lis nerve b
quailed a little at that look from his
Yoem-master, “I've  been out of
dovmitory bounds, sir—but you koow
that! I've not been out of the Fonse.”

U am aware that vou have not been
et of the FHouse, Vernon-3miutht I
have no doubt that sneh was vour
intention, howoever, had not Loder of tho
Sixth Form foond you in the head-
wmastor's study.”

“T have not been fo the headmasier’s
study, sivl”

“What?"”

#I'vo been down to my own sindy, in
the Hemove—nowhere else.”

“Qilenee ! Silenee, I sav! T will not
hiear this!’ oxclaimed Ay, E_zuﬁleh.
“Wretched boy, do yon suppose, for one
mornent, that such palpable falzehicods
will serve you now-—alter what you
have done®’

Tho Itemovites hardly breathed. Whay
had the Bounder done? Dedwing's face
waz a3 white as challe.

“#1—1 don't undersiand you, sir!”
Vernon-Smith's volce faltered. *1ve
done nothing, that I know of—="

“Tnough 1™ said My, Queled,
“Frnough ! You will follow me, Yernon-
Bmith—=I have directed the punislunent-
ropm to be prepared for you: you will
pass the remainder of the night therr,
and remain there unkil yon leave Grey-
frinrs—~"

Vernon-Smith eaught hiz breafth.

“Leave Groyfrines 1" he siammered.

“You do not imagine, I presumne,
that vou will be allowed to vemai
here, Vernon-Bmith, after such an ace
of brutal ruffianizm ¥

“ After what?’ panted the Bounder.
“Yhat do you mean?¥ What have 1
done ' What do you think 've donc?
What's bhappenced I

“Bay no moret I will not lisien in
falsehoods ! Yen will be expelled from
Uroeylriars in the mowning,  Mean.
while, you will be locked in the pun-
ishnent-room,”

“What have I done
for®” wvelled the Dounder,

“Enough! Come with met”

“What has Smitly done,  sir??
panted Redwing “He never meant
any harm, Only & =illy trick—-"

“What Vernon-Bmith has done will
be known io the whole school toanor-
vow,”  said Mr. Queleh, “EHe was
caught in the headmaster’s stwdy Ly
o prefect, and, in attempting fo cscap,
he struck Lodor of -the Sixth—struck
Iita so violently, =o =savagely, so brut
ally that he was stunned-—"

“Oh'? came in & gasp from all the
Roemove,

“1 found Loder eaid BIr. Queleh,
“lying senseless in the Iead's study
doorway—just beginning  to  recoves

to Lo zacked



coneciousness when I reached him—lis
face bleck with bruizes. He has had
te be carried to his room to bed. The
bov who has done fhis——"

“Are you madi” yelled the Bounder
desperately, "I never touched Loder—
never came near biml  Never -went
near the Head's studyp=——=

' Silence 1 exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in
a formidable voice.

He grasped Herbert Vernon-Smith by
the shoulder, and led him out of the
dormitory, _

The light was shut off ; thse door shug
pri the Bounder of Groyfriars, The
Eenmove were left 1o a silence of horror
gl dismay.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
A Loyal Chum |

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
turned aut at the clang of the
vising-bell 1n  the morning,
with geave and cterious faoes,

One led Iiag beent unoccupicd in the
dermitory.

Herbert ¥ernen-Smith had  passed
the night uwnder lock and key in the
punishment-room. After what he had
done—or, ai least, was belicved to have
done—it was clear that he waz to be
allowed no further contact with his
schoolfellows. Thero was to be an _ex-
pulsion in the schocl that morning.
The Bounder of Greyfriars, sfter =o
Jman:.' narrow escapes, had Jdone it at
AET.

Even Redwing had to realise that
there was no chance for his chum, And
even Redwing had to admiy that if
Smithy had done this, he deserved the
znck, and more, ut had he done it?

Bedwing was the only fellow who
doulyied. )

Afier Dbreakfast that morning every
Form, ns well as the Remove, was buzz-
g with what had happéned over-
pight. And every fellow m overy Form
pgreed that Smmthy would be bunked
for it, and -that he jolly well deserved
to e,

Loder of the Sizth was not seen at
lrealifast.

It was rumoured that Gerald Loder
had two black eyes, and that rumounr
was confirmed when one or two fellows
glimpsed him at his study window.

Thevy roported that Loder had lwe
~vgs az black as the ace of spades, a
swolleny nosze, and that the rest of his
face was feavinlly ait:i:-lqrnkinig.

Loder was not much liked.  Aong
juniors e was extremely wnpopular.
But fellows rather compassionated him
now, If was clear that he had stopped
A 1cevilie jolt, and had heen utterly
and absolutely koocked ont,  Judging
Hy  rezpbig, b was amasing that a
junior of the Lower Fourih had been
ahle o dehiver such a tercific punch.

Smithy must have been uttecly des-
perate when he hit out like that, the
juniors ngrecd. No donbt he had hoped
to cixcape in the dark; umdentified,
after knocking the prefect out,
=mithy had dene 1t was a scttled thing.

The Head's door had leen unlockedd.
Only Smithy had a kev, That sottloed
it for the Bemove—apart from know-
]ndige that =Smithy had gone down,
fuily intending to do something oy
other to Loder. Only Smithy had bheen
mizsing from his dormiiory when it
happenced. Nobody could doubt, ex-
vept Redwing, who perhapz elung to a
doubin beean<e Smihy was bhis chum,
and he could neot, or eather would not,
helieve thas he had done sach o brutal
thing,

“Humnhy sever did 1, yon fellows
=aid Redwing, joining the Famous Five
in the guad, while' they wailed for the

That *
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bell for elass,  “His father ought to
know., Ilis father ought to bhe told
before they turf bim out.™ |

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“The Head will zend him away b
an early irain, Reddy,” he answered,
“I expect a prefect will he seng with
Lim with a letter for his father. Mr.
Vernon-8mith could do no good liere,
old chap.™

“ It gfrnjths never did if—"

“He did, a}‘nu know,” eaid Bob dis-
mally. “Loder got himn, and he hit
out without stopping to think., That's
Smithy all over. _

Smithy 8ll over!” agreed Johnny
Bull. “Look how he butted Prout
over that night! He would have been
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sacked for that if they'd got him!
SBmithy nlways teok too many chances i”

“1I know he never did ib”

Harry Wharton smiled faintly.

“Wall, if you kriow he never did it,
old fellow, you'd better tell the Head,
before he bunks him,” he said. *“Looks
to everybody else as if Smithy did 1”

“I've seen Lodor,” said Tom quietly.
“His face is in an awful state! Quelch
said he was :stupned—and there’s no
doubt that he waz Bnecked uneonscious
for some minutes, at least, Smijthy's
pretty strong, and he Tas & good punch
—but he couldn’t have done that—he
just couldnt!”

(Centinued on nexr? page.)
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HIS week's mail contaius a Jetter
from a reader who signs hime
self “Worried, of Wolver-

hampton,” and who says he finds life
“rather a misery ” because he's left-
handed.

Really, it is surprising how some
sensitive people will take emall, in-
signifieant things to heart and build
upon them until they assume gizantic
proportiomm. Now what’s wrong with
a fellow whe is left-handed, anyway?
Nothing at all, of course. Yet thia
old Masxer chum is frightfully upset
about it. IF he takes my advice he'll
stop worrving his head about such a
trivial matter. T expect he is just as
capable of work and play as the
fellow who is viglit-handed. And
what’s more—this should cheer him
up—it is snid that « left-handed
person is “born lucky.” If such is
the case, “Worried” ought to feel
mighty pleased with himself,

The next letfer comes from Jack
Watson, of Exeter, an old reader who
really  does need sympathy.  Jack
informs me that he suffers from frost-
bite aud asks me if -1 can suggest a
cure tor it. Personally, T'd adviso
my chuwm to see o doctor at once. The
treatment for frosthite consists in
very oradual restoration of cireula-
tion in the affected area. The patient
should be kept in a cold room, the
temperature of which is slowly raised,
and the frozen part rubbed with snow
ot bathed in cold water. As I've
already said, pay a visit te your
doctor, Jack.

Before dealing with the next letter,
here's something that will make you
lnugh—it did me, anyway. Wiile
wﬂﬁing through a certain strect on
my way to the office thiz morning, I
ovorheard a woman having an alterca-
tion with her conlman. The woman,
who had evidently been watching
delivery of coal from- her window,
said in an aeid voice: “1 think, coal-
man, ‘that there are several picces of
conl in your -eart that have dropped

1 Magnet,“
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.

Write to him :{ Editor
The Amalgamated

Street, London, E.C.4.

from my sacka.” “Oh, I'll fetch "em,
mum !” retorted the coalman, “ And
there's some in my eye that you can
bave as weil, when I pet it out!”

Now for the next letter. Dick
Rusgsell—uo, not of Greyfriars fame—
who lives in Brightou, has been
arguing with a chum as to what
exactly is the foreshore anud asks me
to settle the guarrel. The foreshore
13 the part of a beach or seashore
which lies between the extreme limits
of high and low water marke, i.e.
covered at high tide and unecovered
:]t low ]tidﬂ.d The rixt{-nt of the fore-

ore depends partly upon the slo
of the %I:ﬁuu{lpgudrpa%tiy upon tg.t;
hui::ight of the tides.

I'm afraid that is all the letters 1
can answer this week,

Now.let me glance at my diary and
look up the special attractions: for
next week's Maower.

The piece-de-résistance is ¢

“THE MYSTERY MAN OF
GREYFRIARS !

by Frank Richards,

another tip-top school yarn featuring
our old favourites. As you already
now, Gerald Loder has been roughly
handled, awud the identity of his
assailant remains a secrct. Vernom-
Smith, his biggest enemy, declares
that he’s innocent. Who, thon, out
of the hundreds of “men ” at Grey-
friars, is the culprit? You cannot
afford to miss this great yarn, chums.
The * Greyfriars Herald ™ is bang up
to date with snappy school news, and
our opening featupe, “ My Fage,” con-
tributed Ly James Hobson, iz well
wortli reading. Now what about
doing me n favour? Show this week's
issuc -of the Maarer te your chums.
They'l] thauk you for doing so—anil
the odds uare that they'll become
reoular readers, tool

Meet you again next week, chums,

YOUR EDITOR.
Tne Magxer Lisrapy.—No. 1,615
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The Famous Five stood silont. Thex
folt deeply enough for Redwing, about
1o =ee his chum . expelled from the
school in disgrace. "The night before,
the Bounder had savagely stvuck him
etide when he had striyven to restrain
the headstrong fellow from the escapade
that had turned out so disastrously.
Bedwing did not give that a thought.
No jumior schoolboy could have
struck such a blow,” said Redwing.
“i‘n} sure of that!” Even you couldn't,
3oh ¥

“Well, T shouldn’t like fo try on any
chap’s face,” said Bob. “But you're
talking awiul rot, old chap! Are you
trying to fancy that a senior did it?”

“1 know that a junior couldn't, and

didn’t 1”
CEUm Y said Bob., “He was pretiy
desporate when he gave Loder that jolt.
He must have put all hiz beef into it
He did it, vou know, old chap I

“Hao said he did oot 1™

b 5 T :

Redwing's face fushed painfully.

He knew, as the Pamous ive did, that
in any row with beaks or prefects,
Vernen-Smith's word was not {o be
relied on. :
5 Well, I believe him,” said Tom.
1 believe hun all the more, beoause I
know thai no fellow in the Form could
have hit with such force. Tven o big
sepior would have had to put a lot of
beef into it—even a fellow hke Coker
of ‘the Tifth! 1 tell you, Bmithy
couldi’t, and never did "

“Let’'s hope the Head will think so.”
sald Harry uncomfortably., “My dear
chap, we all know that Smithy went
down to hunt for frouble with Loder!
Then this happened I”

“Boamebody - else—="

“Well, who else?” azked the caplain
of the Remoye.

Redwing conld not apswer that. That
only n big senjor gould have struck =o
stunning a bHow,- he felt, or tried fo
fecl, sure. Bul trring to think of any
actual follow in the Fifth or the Sixth
was lsaless

“Poor old Smithy !” eaid Bob. “Ha
was m jolly wood chapin a lot of ways
—but—this 1z too awfully thick, you
know ! The Head can't do anything
but bunk - him ¥ :

Redwing wineed as Bob spoke of the
Bounder mn the past-tense, as if Smithy
was no longer a Greyfviars marn: . Dt
no tan in the Hemove expected to see
Bmithy again, :

*Hiz father's going
muttercd Hedwing ab last.
be able to helpt”

“He will know fast enough
Smithy  pefs  homel” =aid
“Teave (U at that, old fellow1”

“Tin poing 4o let o konow—in
time,” said Redwing quietly., “If he
kuew, Lhe would reach heve before
Smithy goes—and il might do some
good. A teleprani—"

know !
“He may

to

when
Harry.

s e e om o m e

ROYAL NAVY
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of 15 or date of entry if above that age.

QOO0 FRIENDS.
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BN, & WAL (N), 85, Whitehall, London, 5.3W.1.
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“Fou can’t po out and send a tele-
gram, old bean|” said Bob.

“1 can phone, if I get a chance.”

“Oh, my hat!” Bob whistled.
“ Botter not def Quelch catch. you at if,
old scout 1™

“XI don't carc if he docs

“Um 1

“Bmithy's been a good pal to me!"
muttcred Tom, with a catch in s
voice. “D'm going to de anythin
can. A fellow nevér had a pal like
cld Smithy 17 :

The Faumibus Five thought of that
angry punch in . the dormitory the
previous night, but they said nothing.
Tiey liked Redwing all the better for
his lovalty to his chum, but they cor-
tainly could not think as he did. If
Smithy was not gumlty, he had done
overything that a wilful and headstrong
fellow eould do to make himself appear
£0. \ :

Redwing, with a clonded face, left
them and went into the House, He saw
Ay, Queleh leave hiz study to go o
the Head before class, and ns soon as
ihe Remove mastor was out of sight,
hoe almost ran inio ihe vacant study.

He shut the door, cut across to the
telephonie, and . hastily vang up  the
exchange and asked for “ Telegrams.”

His ‘heart was beating painfully as
he stood at the telephone. It was not
long to class now, and Quelch was sure
to come back to the study before he
went to the Form-rosm. He did not
want to be eaught there by ‘his Form-
maszter. But he was going to do what
he had come here to do. _

“Teolograms | came a voice over the
wires, after what seemed to Tom an
interminable delay.

Hurricdly, Hedwing dictated - the
telegram., 'That My, Vernon-Smith, if
he learned- that ‘his son-was to ho ox-
pelled from Greyviriars, would
ab the school as fast as s high-powered
car coulsd carry him, Tom was assured.
Whether he could do any good when
he gob there was another matter. Tom
clung to the hope that he counld.

¥a

“AMyr. Vernon-S8mith, 17, Counriman
Bguare, London. Smithy 1 bad
trouble. Come ab ouce.

“CREDWING Y

Redwing dreaded to hear the study
door open before he conld geb throngl.
He did not need telling  that M.
Queleh would allew no such telegramn
to be sent, if he knew of 1t

But the study deoor did not open—
vet ! From the exchange thie messnge
was read over in the nsuwal way, and
then, at long lazl, Rodwing replaced
the receiver.

And as he did so the stady doox
opened and AMr. Quelch came in.

For a moment the Homove maszier
dicd not szco the junior there; then, as

Lrrave

his eyes fell on him, he slarted and
frowned. :

“Redwing, vou dolng
hera B

He did poi wait for an answoer. Jlo
could see thal Redwing had beon using
the telephone. ]

A stariled look came over his face,
succeeded by o thunderous frown. Tom
could see the suspicion that had flushed
inko his mind.

“Redwing ! You
prhored

“Dve sent a telegram, siv]” falterad
Tom.

“To whomt"

Redwing did not answer.

“To whom "™ repeated Mr. Quelch,
raising his voice. “Hedwing, iz it pos
sible—is it barely possible—that you
have {elegraphed, without leave, on the
subjeet of the boy who is to be expelled
I"l:“ u:v:,-::!

Evidently, -Queleh had guessed.

Redwing drew & decp breatin

“Yes, eir,”™ he said in a low voice.

*Ta whom"

“To Smithy’s father, sie.”

“You—you have ventured—ryou have
dared—to  intervene in  this  matior
which does not concern  you——"
gasped Mr. Queleh:

“Tt does concern me, sir! Smithy’s
my pal, and I know—I know—I know
that he never struck Loder——"" pauted
Tam.

“Silence, vou foolish boy! Silencel
You will be =zeverely punished for this,
Redwing! Your act will canze My,
‘w’a‘rnml-gSmiL]u unnecessary  pain - and
anxietv—it may couse the Head a pain-

what are

have tele-

Ful-and unnecessary interview ! Upon
my word, Redwing, I hardly lknow

what to say to vou! Mr. Yernon-Smith
may come here——"
T sure hie owill, sie !
Mr. Quelech compressed

“No doubt!” he said. “No doubt!
You have done bharm, Redwing! But
vour foolishh and impertinent act will
not bave the result you expected—1
shall send another telegram nomedi-
ately, and Mr. Vernon-8mith will know
that his son is on his way home. And
Y10 e A

The Memove master picked up the
canc from his table.

But, as he looked more closely at the
junior’s face, he besitated and laid it
down again.

“Leave my study!” he barked.

Tomi Redwing left the  study n
silence. He lhad done what he could—
but whether he had done any good ho
conld not know. He could only hope!l

THE END: : 3

(Things Tnok vather black for Virnon-
Smith, whaet? Will ke clear iz name,
ar il he be FHeked ouf of Greyfriars?
Sece: “THE MYSTERY MAN OF
GREYFRIARS! mnerdt wcek’s  super
story of Greyfriars.)

his  lips

Chasdd.
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MR. PROUT PATRONISES
GAMES STUDY!

Fifth Verdict: ““ Thanks For
Compliment, BUT—""

The Fifth were awlully lucky last Tuesday eveningr.
Quite unexpectedly, they had the honoor of a zocial

wvigit to their Games Study by Form
FProut.

It's nob the good fortune of every
a Form-master with a democratic

Form to have

-master Paul
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DICK

outlook like Prouty's.

You don't find Mr. Quelch, for
instance, paying cheery soeisl visits to
the Rag of an evening. I he does look
in, it's to remind somebody he hasn't
had hia impot, or to give out a licking
or two beeause some of us are making
to0 much nmso !

Nothing like that about Prout, lads !
Not likely!  When the ?ﬁl old
Tifth Form beak entered the Games
Study, he woa simply radiating kindly
condescension  and  pompous  and
patronising good
will,

“ Good - evening,
boys | " he puffed,
“Mind if I come
in ? (1]

The Fifith said
they didn't mind
st all. LUlundell
put forward an easy-
chair, which, hows-
ever, Prout declined
with & wavé of a
odey paw.,

I “gﬂﬂpﬂfmmmitiﬁs,
Blundellt We are
out of clazs now,
and when wo are
out of class, 1 like
to thiuk you hoya
look on me as ont of Tourselves”

“ Hem | xactly, sic ! " remarked
Blundell. . _

“Yory good of you, sir!® said
Hiltox,

% Notb at all—and while I am on the
subject, there is no need to stress the
*gir,’ " beamed Prout, * Carry on
what vou were doing, boys. Don't let
me stop the fun”

“Oh! Ah! Yes, sirt? _

* Er—1I was just thinking of playing

table-tennia, sir—I mean, Mr. Prout,”
corrected Blundell, ** T suppose you
wouldn't earo to take me on for o
sct ¥ "

“ Why not 7" heamed 3Ar, Prout,
* Delighted, of comwe, Blundell 17

8o Mr., Prout played Blundell at
table-tonmia,

It wwas an amusing pame, though not
nll the gpectators saw the funny side of
it, Hilton, who received a torrific
backhonded swipe from Mr. FProut's
bat right on the Lip of his noge, found

that the hwmour of it eludcd him
completely, It was just the same
with Iotter, who was knocked spinning
when br. Prout charged him in trying
to fickd o wido ball, and with Prieo,
whose toes were practically erushed
when 3r. Froat jumped on them !

Blundell having won the gameo, Mr.
Prout turned his attention to other
pastimes, His faco was red and his
expression not quite so benign as bolore
the game.

He noticed Bland, Fitzperald, Smith
major and Tomlinson wt o tahblo.
Bland was teaching the other threo
bridge. Mr. Prout listencd for at least
threo aeconds hefore his  kindness
compelled him to chip in.

“1 kpnow wou won't mind my
E:-int-mg ik out in o friendly way,

land,” ho then said, * but if your
friends rely on you to learn how to pla
hridge, I'mm afraid it will toke ther all
the rest of their lives! Let moe take
over the task from vou

'Now, how many masters would you

ot making a nice, kind offer like that ¥
Not many, we'll waper |

Mr. Prout spent the next hali-hour
teaching bridge.

Tho half-heur snhscquent to that he
spent  teaching Coler chess, Coker
thought it was he who wos teaching
Prout chess, but apart from the munor

misnnderstanding the lesson wos guite
satiafactory.

Finally, the friendly old Fifth Form-
mazter joined the group of fellows
engaged in talking politica round the
fira and kindly showcd them exactly
why they were wrong in all the opinions
they held,

Kindness eonld hardly po further
than that, eonld it ¥ In fact, by this
time you must, dear reader, bo on-
vionsly telling yourself what o lucky
lot of bargees the Fifth at Greyiriors
muit bo !

Yot—amazing ns it may seem-—the
Fifth actually don't appreciote how
lhucky thoy are. We've even heard a
whigper that thoy are plotting to strew
tho qassaégo with Dbanona-skins noxt
time Mr. Erout is expeetod, in the hope
that ho won't bo able to reach them.

Ungrateful lot of lads, aren’t they ¥

GREYFRIARS ON TOP AGAIN
Whoops H. Vernon-Smith

Happy days aro here again—and
every member of thp Remove toam is
to-day wearing an expansive smile.
Yor the unexpected has happened, and
wo're hacl again at tha top of the
championship table, with a complete
point in haud |

Thanks for the cheers, chaps!
Blushing with hecoming modeaty, we
baw our ncknowladgments |

I don't mind admitting thot it was
more than I expeeted. True, I had
thought wo could bank on at lenst
holding Ryleomhbe to a draw on the
Ryleernbe gronnd. But aftor Bagshot's
failure to beat Abbotsford last week, 1
certainly had not anticipated that they
would lower the St. Jim's colours,

It would have done you good to see
our jubilotion aofter the Ryleombe
pame, Wo were clated, of course, ng
our J—mnil vietory over the homa side ;
hat when Wharfon phoned through to
Bagshot to find out the result of the

e {hcre, and then fturned round
and told wa St Jim'a had gono under,
our gedate elation changed {0 vociferous

ioy |

Our victory, by tho way, though a
handsome one, was by noe means o
walk-over, Clordon Cay and his
eolleagues, though not quite up to onr
standard, put up a stubborn - fight,
and it wos not 1l the second helf of
the game was well ndvanced that
Hurree Singh opened the scoring after
o brillinnt solo ron down the wing.,

LEvon then, the home team were not
disheartened, and several determined
altacks on our geal intervened hefore
our front line was ablo to advance
again.  After tho eecond goal, acored
by Whorton as o result of 2 neat bit
ol combination work by the three in-
gide forwards, however, Ryleombe fell
away ; and when Cherry, at centre-
half, headed in the ball from a cornor-
kick just hefore tho finish, we were
receiving no moro than our due.

A vote of thanks 13 due to Bagshot
for their kindness to ua in taking {ull
points from &t. Jim’s. I am told that
Fom Merry, with typical sportsman-
zhip, acknowledged alter the gume, that
tha better side had won. I deing se,
he waa paying o well.deserved come-
pliment to a team which has certainly
played consistently well vight through
tho scason.

Apart from their one bad lapse

againat Abbotsford last term, Dagshot
have not played o bad gamo since
Heptomber, We shall cortainly have o
be on our mettle when we visit them
later in the torm!

Meanwhile—onee again—wateh
FRookwood ! ‘"Their progress wup the
tablo is slow, but deadly sure,

REBULTS.
(Home temms are shown [rsl.)
Saturday.,
Bagshot ve 2 B, Jim's .. 1
Claremont .. ¢ Redelyffe .. 1
Eyleombe G.8.. ¢ Groyfrisra ., 3
Wedncesday.
Boockwood .. 3 Claremont ,, 0O
B6. Jude’'s .. & Highelifie ., 2

CHAMPIONSHIP TARBLR,
CGloala Pia,
Pl l'lxli'li. D-I-Ll 11."‘ J.LPE‘&.

1. GREYTRIALRSIZ 84 0 36 8 20
2. /. JIM'3 1201 2 30 14 19
4. BAGEHOT 1272321 14 16
4, ROOKWQOOD 11 4 2 3 24 10 14
5, HIGHCLIFFE 13 5 3 § 25 24 13
6 5T.JUDID'S 123 27 18 28 B
7. REDCLYFFE 11 § 2 6 10 16 8
8. ABBOTSFORDIZ2 3 2 7 14 26 B
0. EYE}.%D]IBE 1122713 26 6
10, CLAREMONT 12147 720 6

difficulties ariging out of that little |

HARRY W
ALL (HUMS

Fver hald your bumps read, chums ?
1 had my first experience of it this
woeels, and I must. ey the experience

quite took me abaclh

If you had asked me what I thought
8 weok
should probahly lmjta said it was o lol

about phrenolo

of hosh.

Now—well, I'm ot ‘quite so sare

about it pa I waa bofors,

The phrenologi
bumpa waa oporoating
bip atores in Cou

Nugent egged mo orjto
a econsultation withithe

phrenologist, after

N CALLING

who read my
at Chunkley’s
pld, I was thero
with the rest of the Cp., and when Frank
nd & hob on F
ump-reading
expert, I troated itentirely as o joke.
Much to my suryrise, however, the
Lrupitl survey of

ago,

example.

my . erown, told me as mmeh about
mysell a3 most people who have known
me all my lifs conld have teld !

While flatteringly  informing mo
that ¥ was one of the seleet few who
are " horn to ecoinmand,” ho worned
me that I should never make the most
of my capacity for leadership unless 1
mastercd my  temper.

Bob Cherry’'s comment on  ihis
I | diagnosis was ** How’s that, uropire "

I cheerfully admit that I felt as if I
had been howled right out !

After I had had my shillingsworth,
the others decided {fo follow my

The phremologist gave readings of
Bob, Frank, and Inky that were really
uncannily accurate.

Wo naturally expected after that,
that he would find no diffienliy
anolysing Johnny Dull
case, strangely cuwough, tho Dbumps’
expert eamo completely unstuel. |

Well,

Hit
But in hig

Leforo,

addressed in this fashion,
still was to follow. )
two glaring mistakes, he went right
off the target altogether by warnming
Johnny not to be too emotional and
tender-hearted !

on all know Johnny Bull
irdly neeessary for wme to tell
vou he's stolid and tough.

We couldn’t. fothom
Neither could Johnny for a time.
But after we had left Chuukley’s, the
explanation snddenly occurred to him.

He had had & bad fall the day belore,
and that fall had slightly alterved
shape of hia head and raised several
new bumps that had never heen there

It's hard

But worse
Not content with

it at all

tho

HARRY WHARTON,

e

S——— S—

DISGUISED AS SACK OF COAL!

Whartons F ¢ Foils Prowling Prefect!

There was o griils on
Loder's foce last Weilneeday
oftornoon, :

This rare phensmenon
attracted o good eal of
nttention. Lodor srgles on
the aoversge aboni. thres
times o year. Tl last
timmo anyone could rehembor
seeing him amile woh when
Eolby Cherry  recedped a
knocle-out  bloww on the
ﬂ:].i.l.'l. ﬁta:ln&.hn D?riuﬁmt- ball in
tho mi the. qauuger
term last year..

Ba  covervbody  wos
naturally anxiouns tir know
what dire -calareity had
befalien somebody te canse
Loder to emilo?

The reazon tumed out
to be Wharton, Loder had
gucceeded, alter | many
efforts, in getting Mr. Quelch

to detain Wharton for the
afternoon for allegefl acts
of insubordinotion.4 And

Loder had reagon t « Buppose
that Wharton was défying
tho order and poingg to tea
ot Clif House with hjs pals.

Lodor was cheerfull ]Eib
ing forward to ,:ftnhing
Wharton in tho wrry:aot of
slipping back into tae;fchool
Houte, Furthermopy,having
received very definfte .
formation from o erony in
the Lower School us to the
tinte when Whartor was'’
relurning  vie  the back
entrance, Loder wms mtend-
ing to have Alr. . {Queleh

withh him when Yharton
arrived,.  Albomellrer, Leder

r

was in o very happy and
expeetant mood lash Wed-
nesday alternoon !

Just to mako sure that
iho Dbird had duly slown,
Lodor searched the Houso
from ecellar to attic durmg
the alterncon. Thero was
no traco of Wharton.
Loder almost danced
with joy !

Aftor posling
scouts on  all sules
of the House, ho
went o sco My,
Guelch—masking hia
radiant happincss
with a look of zrave
CONEOTN.

“ 8, he  enid,
“ 1 have to report
0 very serions oficpee
on tho part of ono
of vyour hoys.
YWharton, whom you
ordered to romamin
indoors this after-
nooil, has had tho
temority to go out
with his friends.”

AMp, Queleh razsed

his cychrows,
‘** Indeed, T.oder? Hoaw
do yon Imow this? Ihd

you sco him go ont ! 22

“ Woll, ne, sir, but I am
told—=""*

* Are you satisfied that
he iz not in sgomoe hitle-
[reguented  parék of  ihe
IMouse ¥ This is an exlens
sivo  building, you know,
Loder ™

* I am sure hie is not, sir.
In any caso, I think 1 can

give yvou proof. IF you will
accompany mo later to the
hack door of the House, I
thinkk I shall bo able to
show you Wharton return-
ing from his illegal outing.”

Y Very well, Loder. :

Me, Quelch  dismissed
Loder with a woave of his
hand—not o wvery affec.
tionate wavo if Rake, who
happened to sea it from the
passage, is to be believed !

Bomo two hours later,

Loder went back and fotchod
ihe Removo master,

To-

gether they waited at the
boack door of the House,

They sow the gardencr’s
hoy aweeping the yard and a
coalman emptying sacks of
coal down the HSechool House
conl-chute,

But they never saw
Wharton—{or a very good
ronaon d

Wharton, had thiey known
it, was in one of the coal
sucks which the coalman

up-cnded  eover the hole
lending to the cellara,

Rake, overhearing some
of the diglogue 1o Ar.
Guelch’s study, had kindly
eallied forth to moet
Wharton end. woarn him
that Loder’s scouls were
posted all round the Houso,
and that Loder and Mr
Quelch were waiting at tho
back door.

Seeing the coal carb going
to CGreyfriars, Wharton had
promptly hod the bright
idea of bribing the coalman
to deliver him to the cellar!

The wheeze worked liko
magic, Wharton was duly
dumped without either of
the watchers from the back
door snspecting that he
was anything other than a
ancl: of eoala ;: and in o few
ticks he was upstairs in a
bath-room, giving himzelf o
wash and brush-up.

Loder's faco, as ho passed

through Hall with Mr.
(AT , after obandoning
hig  wipll, +was like the

Demon KWing in a panto,
when ho spotted Wharton
stonding bLefore the five
unconcernedly chatting with
his chuma.  AMr. Quelch's
face was cold and disdainful.

He pointed out Wharton
to Loder and passed on.
Loder glared fiendishly and
nearly passed out.

Tt remaoins only {o add

that, rather ihan _ per-
monenily deceive the Deak,
Wharton afterwarda saw

Mr. Quelch and owned up.
He was leb off, we are glad
to relate, with fifty lines
and o eantion,

You know, it almoat looks
as il Loder didn’t make
a wvery good lmpression !

RUSSELL Answers the

Question—

IS GREYFRIARS TOO
ROUGH FOR MY SONNY?

I was surprised doring the last vae. to get
several inquivies Irom fond mothers of CGreyfrinis

fugs-to-be as to whether our school isn't tow
rongh for their young hopefuls.
“Those ghostly ‘raga'!™ ono dear Jady

exelaimed to me. “ I really can't imagine dear

He told Johony that he must tale
ears not to study too much and not to
negleet aports for books ! We asimply
ﬁmd to hear the most athletic and

t studious fellow in the Remove

Bonny  surviving  them | And  thoso
brutal prefeets! And the savage
masters |

And lota more in the same strain !

Just to calm the fears of this good Indy
and othera who may sharo bor nnxiedies,
I will now reveal the reassuring trath.

When Sonny comes to Greyiiviars,
madam,-he will have to {ace no rags that
can by any stretch of imagination Lo
called ** ghaatly.”

Ho will not be pounced on bw a
yelling horde of young flenda and torn
to pieces and distributed in small chunks
all over the quad. Me will not even he.
branded by hot irons or bludgeoned with
ecudgela.

The most he will have to endure will
ke o scragging in his Form-room, s
bumping in Hall, and a lamming with
knotted towels i his dormitory. A mere
nothing, in fact.

Then about ilhose much-maligned
prefects, madam | Take my word for i,
they are nothing to worry about !

Will they hurl briekbats on poor Souny
or streteh him on the rack or give hiw
gomething lingering, with boiling il
in it ¥ Nothing of the Lkind ]

They will merely give him a plaviul
kick oand half-a-dozen etinging cnura
with an ashplant about twice a dey.

As for the masters, dear lady, why,
they have hearts of puro gold! Dou't
think for a gingle momaent that there is
rny doanger of their biting Sonny or
jumping on bim., They would never
dream of doing such thinga,

From them, Sonny can expect nothing
worge than thousands of hincs and an
occasional flogging.

L hope I havo said enongh to convinee
tho fond mothera of youngstera who mie
boolied for Greyfriors that their infor-
mation about Greyiriars being a rvough
gchool ia absolutely exaggerated,

{(And we hope that the wmiothers n
guestion will take Diek Russcll with a
grain of sals —Ed.)

-

Answers To Correspondents

W, . B. (Remove)—" What's thn
use of thoso nneatable slabs of bread thiry
serve for tea in Hall 1"

We have lound them wvery clicclive
if used for re.soling shocs,

“ GOSSIPER " (Third). — ** Chonk-
ley'a, of Courtficld, ore going to add
another story o their building.”

Theie customers will no longer |
able to comploin that they make o
provision for ** higher ¥ purchase !

C. R, T. (Upper Fourth),—" You kids
haven't the ins to appreciate v
wit ; bt I can tell you that wherever
I go I keep people in fits of lnughter.”

You ought to weonr a mask, old chap !

Does This Make You “ Bristle 7"

Rumonrs nro rife that tho Head
intends to provide hrooma to enable all
juniora to keep the floors of their sludicy
clean. ;

Sounda as if wo are in for some
LE gy ' 1" ¥

sweeping " changes ]



