FRIARS ON THE WAR-PATH!
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SO SAYS .
'THE EDITOR!

Change is good . for every mam,
says the old proverb—though the
change I had {rom Uncle Clegg last
week put the old proverb in the
wrong., One of the half-crowns was
good for no man, Still, one can have
too much of even n thing, and
we've decided that o little change in
the “ Herald ” will be welcome,

Hitherto—good word, that !'—we've
run it as a weekly newspaper, with
Dicky Nugent snpﬁlying the serial.
Now, for a short while, we are going
to turn it into a magagine., Stories,
articles, plays, and poems about
Greyfriars men and by Grdyfriars
men—that’s the pregramme. Yon
will not lose Dicky Nugent “and
Smithy, who are both favourites with
our readers. They will be weighing
in as nsual, but we are going to let
some of the other fellows have a turn,

So we've told Master Dicky
we'll give him a chance every theee
weeks or so, while wa let
fellows do the story in between. He
scowled, of course, and offered to
thrash us all round, but we pleaded
for mercy. What an e¢scape!

Schepl news and views will be
airad as usual in the articles we shall
- print, bmt we shall not he tied down

0 mere news. Pellows are at Iibﬂ 3
x

to write anything they like, provi
thew use one side of the pa
and don’t serawl hke a
spider. And, above all, we ask them

n

“ Ye who bring in balderdash
Will meet with dire disaater,
And leave this study with a erash
In zearch of stickimgrplaster.”

See what you think of the change,
and, whether you lkke or lcathe it;

don’t forget we are always glad te |

know yemur views.
Cheerte, chums !

HARRY WHARTON.

TOM BROWN'S Grim Confession

“l SHOT LODER!”

Yes, lek me admit it—F shot kim
deliberately !
aforethonght, I felt ne tremor of
guilty fear as I took careful aim and

pressed the trigger. Loder jolly well |

deserved it, and [ meant him to have
it

I confess to the crime because it is
weighing on my conscience, I admit.
frankly that it was wrong to shoet
Loder, but when T tell you the full

story, I don’t think you will blame

that |

te remember the oft-repeated warn- P

I shot hime with malica |

. THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
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me. Loder is a beast'and a briute and
“a hypocrite, and he degerved s fate
—that's my view. - - - -
Well, then, T was in Friardale
"Wood one afterncon. I was tryi
to shoot a eparrowhawk on her neat.
¥ am fond of uatural history and am
quite keem on British bivds. For a
long time I had esuspected that
there was a hawk’s nest somewhere in
the wpod, and on that afterncon I
determined to frack it down.

You need eves ag Eeen as a hawk's
own fto see the bird moving with

stealthy rustle through the legves,
but [ spotted her at laat and be
to il . her -with the stealth :

Hed Indian. I kwew she would ouide
mé to her mest as soom as she hadd
collected some bheetles or mice to feed
ker young, and I meant to shoot her
as ghe sat on her nest.

But, alas !

and I kmew lier nest must be some-
where im the cxtensive grounds of
dingy inn. To be spotted in

-

3
THARE

i*.r

Bk =B L =y

aper enly| [
emented | B/

grounds meant the boot from

-the Big Beak, but I was so keen to

| get my hawk that I decided to risk

it. I elambered up the fenee, and—
-ami got the shock of my life. From
bekind me a wvoice apoke.

“Prown!” It was Loder, sneaking
| trrough the wood! Dash him!

Well, of course, Lader refused to
believe my hawk story. That's like
him! Wmgate would have given me
a whappimg, but he wonld have known
I meant mo harm. Yoder decided to
mihj:ﬂlu;hf most of it. ;

't give me any kes, you youn
i gsmq:peﬂiy“I aﬁrnll . 1-%-

15 to the Head! I shall tell him
saw you sneaking infto that shew
er the back femece, and you can get
: for the sack! Now scram!

So 1 lest hawk—temporarily.
‘Bat when I judged Loder had gone,
I retwrned—in time to see Loder
himself creeping threugh a gap in
:the femee! He had actually gone
riuto the Three Fishers after promis-
fing to get me EET]_J-E"'E‘ﬂ for the same
thing. The toad!

AoF

She flew over the old
wosdenr fence of the Three Fishers,

I watched Lim grimly. I trailed
after him, creepin%‘ through the fence
and freading stealthily i?hmugh the
bracken. I saw him stop outside the
pulr and speak to Joey Banks. With-
out the slightest compunction, I teck
benreful aim and shot him,

. “There!™ I snarled, grinding my
teeth. “You won’t report me to the
Head now, wou rotter! Har, har!®

And-he didn't! No, he certainly
didn’t !

I'm jolly glad my Aunt Lucy sent
me that little uine-camura—-—ﬁut I
don't think Loder is!

Underhand Crime Exposed !

SEARCHLIGHT ON

 SMUGGLING!

By BOB CHERRY
All good magazines run a series of

Crime Exposures, so Wharton has
Eimﬂ me the job of investigating the
reyfriars underworld, Crime is

pretty fHourishing at the
moment. A master-
criminal, known as the
Owl, runs an extensive
tuck-stealing racket,
while a sinfster scoundrel
called Fish conduncts
swindling of -every des-
cription, families waited
or daily. I shall expose
them both in due course.
=- " At the moment, I am
Enkin my nose inte a hot-

ed of seeret smugegling.
Smuggling Las been
brought to a fine art.
" T?erb 88 g::-d is han]'{m to
smn contraban 3 into Eng-
lsnd%‘%)ﬂt it i3 harder still to smu_gg?e
tuck info the Greyfriars sanatorium.
‘Mrs, Kebble watches with an eagle
Leye. 8o does the doctor and the
‘marse. If a smuggler is caught
tbringing tuck to the tients, it

means a3 sound thrashing frem
Quelch.
Yet the process goes on. Naturally,

when a fellow is in sanny he wounld
give his kingdom for a jam tart, so
tuck of any kind commands a high
price. A fellow has been known to
offer an entire term’s pocket-money
and his second-best spats for a bite
of cake, Fisher T. Fish is naturally
“on"” inm this game. His is the
brains behind the smuggling racket.
| He thinks out schemes for getting
the tuck in, and gives his assistants
a pereentage of the profits. The fact
that his illicit tuck may ruin a
men; for. life means nothing to

For some time, it was sufficient to

take the patiemt a parcel of hoeks
(Continued on page 27.)



THE NEW TERM HAS STARTED AT GREYFRIARS—AND
HAS STARTED FOR YERNON-SMITH, OF THE REMOYVE !
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HATS OFF !
ORACE COEER jumped.
H “ My hat I he ejaculated.
Grey-
friars fellows exelaimed “ My hat! '"
But Coker of the Fifth on this
occasion had special cause.

Not uncommonly,

Hiz hat—the shmm%- gilk per
that Coker sported on the first da:,r of
term—had suddenly flown from his
head !

It was anexpected.

1t was surpnsmg

It seemed to Coker, for a moment,
that his hat, like the miches in the
old text, had taken unto itself wings
and flown away?!

A moment ago Coker had been
walking the platform at Lantham
Junection, with his pals Potter and
Greenc, his hat refleeting the rays of
the antumn sun.

Now he stood hatless and aston-
ished.

Then, aa he noted that an crange
rolled at his feet," Coker guessed}

It was o case of cause and efiect!
The orange was the cause—the sudden
departure of the hat was the effect !
Coker of the Fifth was not quick on
the uptake ! But he guessed that the
orange must have Lit the hat !

“Who—". spluttered Coker.

He glared round.

Lantham Junction was rather
thickly populated on the-first day of
term at Greyfriare School. A train
was packed—and there were at least
fifty or sixty fellows on the platform.
From the windows of one carriage in

il

TROUBLE, WITH A

K'ﬂﬁuff” foa frl'mj;
HARDS|
.:u|.4||r|¢iﬂn4||fr" [ Ii J

Vernon-Smith, the Enunﬂar' of Greyfriars, swung out of the
school gateway, waiched by many staring eyes !

tlm train five cheery faces grinned at
Coker. .

Harry Wharton & Co. seem&d
amused by the sudden disaster to
Coker’s hat.

Coker made an enraged stride
towarde that carriage.

“You young sweeps!™ he roared.
“Did you knock my hat off I

*Not guilty, my lord!” pgrinned
Bob Cherry.

“Earry—:m I” said Johnny Bull.

Coker glared round again. Ha
wanted his hat. But still more he
warted the fellow who had knocked it
off.

Close at hand a fat Remuntﬁ
hlinked at him through a big pair of
spectacles and grinned from one fat
ear to the other.

Coker swooped !

“ Bunter—you—->"

“Oh erikey! It wasn't me!” ?elieﬂ
Billy Bunter in alarm. “Think I'd
chuck away an orange?”

“Phen who was it?” roared Coker,

“I don't know! T mpever saw
Smithy—"

B i a  E as a

Exeitement in Plenty for HARRY
WHARTON & (0., the World-

Famous Chums of GREYFRIARS.

Once more Coker gplared round.

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, stood at a
little distance, his hands in his
pockets, and a'grin on his face.

Coker made a rush.

Smithy did not try to stop that
rush. Coker’s rushes were rather too
hefty for a Remove junior to stop.
Smlth;r,' dodged Coker round an
immense stack of luggage on the plat-
form.

‘Coker chazsed round after him.

“Hereis your hat, Coker, old man !
called out Potter of the Fifth. Potter
had fielded the hat. .

Coker did not heed. He did not
care 3 boiled bean, at the moment,
whether he was hatted or hatless. He
wanted to get a grip on the checky
junior who had unhatted him !

But Smithy, if he was not so hefty
as Coker, wias &n wid deal " miore
nimble. He dedged Coker round that
pile of luggaﬂc Fellows gathered
ronnd to watch the chase. There
were cheers from doors and windows
of the crowded train.

{1

“Go it, Smithy!” rqaréd Bub
. Cherry. _
“Put it on, Emithy " shoufed

Frank Nugent.

“Here we go round the mulberry
bush ! chortled Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Tae Macser L IB.R\HT —"m 1.651.
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“Buck up, Smithy—he'll get you |
shouted Harry Wharton.

“He, he, he! I say, you fellows,
there's old Prout looking cut of the
train I squeaked Billy Bunter. “He's
got his eye om Coker.”

“Chuck it, Coker |” roared. Greens
of the Fifth, “Prout's watching

on !

‘ Coker did not even hear. 4

If he had heard he would not bave
heeded. g

Mr. Prout was his Form-maater;
and Mr, Prout, as he looked from his
earriage window and beheld a semior
of his Form chasing round a pile nf
lnggage, frowned purtentﬂus A
certain dignity, s cerfain reserﬂ, in
Prout's opinion, were expected of a
Fifth Form senior. There was no
trace whatever of dignity or reserve
abont Horace Coker at the moment.

There he was, chasing round a pile
of lugga.ga like a fag of the ird
Form ! :

Prout frowned !

But Coker was blind to Prout! He
chased on !

“@o it, Coker ¥

“Chase him I"

“Yor'll get him I

“Jump for it, Smithy I

“Ha, ha, ha I”

The Greifriura ctowd seemed o be
enjoying this, if Prout was not.

Prout frowned still more porten-
tously and stepped from his carriage.
At the risk of losing the train Prout
had to interveme. BSlowly, majestic-
ally, Prout. rolled up the platform to
intervene.

+ "“Look out, Smithy!" yelled Bob
Cherry.

Thrice had the enraged Horace
chased round that stack of lmggage,
SIBithgm.‘keepmg ahead, amid roars of
laugh But now, with a really
artful stroke of strategy,

whirled round and chas in the

itive face to
at strategic

05» posite direction—with the bright P2
2

a of meeting the fu
face before he spotted
mave

neari Coker got away with
it ! Byut not quite !

As he came face to face with
Smithy, the Bounder sudden}
clutched at the Iuggage an
clambered.

Up he went, on piled boxes, pack-
mg--:&aim, trunks and bags—with the
nimbleness of a mnnker

Coker grabbed at a vanishing foot
just too late!

Smithy, a little breathless, but still
grinning, sat on top of that mountain
of luggage ont of Coker’s reach.

Coker spluttered and glared up at
him,

He grabbed at the stack, to clantber

after Vernon-Smith. Tt rooked
ominously. :
Coker ‘desisted, just in time- to

escape & cascade of suitcases,
on—you——" gasped  Coker.

“Come down I*

“Come up I i]}?ltﬂ‘ﬂ the Buunﬂ.rzr

“Ha, ha, Bal’

ﬂcrker breathed . wrath.
perch waa rather prmarmua
could not follow him up without
disaater.,

Tae MaiaNeT LiBRART.—No. 1,651,

Sm ithy' g
er

Coker I

THE MA GNET

But if the cheeky Bounder ‘was out
of reach of hands he was not out of
reach of a missile! The orange that

had knocked off the hat lay on ' the.

p]a.tfurm
Coker pounced on it. ]
young rascal " he

“Now, wou
gaaped.

k out, Smithy I

“Smithy’s all right 1" grinned Bob
Cherry. “Coker muidn“t hit the 3:!:1&
of & house! Everybnd{h else
better look out—not Smithy I

“Ha, ha, ha|”

Whis !

Coker hurled that nranga- with
terrific vim! Had it landed on
Smithy, it would prn‘bahly have
broug t him off his perch.  Bui

Coker of the Fifth was ne bowler.

Wot nn]§ did the orange miss
Smithy !* It missed the stack of
luggage on which he was perched ! It

whizzed like a bullet up the plat-

form! A dozen fellows ducked.

Crash !

Every ballet has its billet !

Mr, Prout, rolling majestically on
the scene, arrived in time to stop that
orange wﬂ:h his hat !

Prout’s flew from  Prout’s
head! A bal spot, generally con-
cealed fmm the blic view, shone in
the sun. tagge-red' Never
had a mcmb-er ﬂf the Greyfriare staff
been go taken by surprise. :

“Oh!" pas Prout: “What—"

He etaggered, and eat down.
Prout was weighty. The platform
almost shook as he¢ sat. His topper
rolled in ome direction. The orange
rolled in another. Frout -sat—
splutteriog ! : -

From one end to the. other of
Lanthem platform thﬂra was 4 ;H;H
of merriment.

Coker did not join im it ﬂukar
ave his sitting Form-master - one
horrified stare amil hurriedly - de-
rted from the

He did not wait far Prout -to pét
up. The lock on Prout’s face did net
encourage him to do so. A ghost at
cock-crow had nothing on Coker as he
vanighed from the scene.

“Oh " gasped Prout. “Coker [”
Coker was already out of hearing.
“Coker ! boomed Prout. ]

But anewer fhere came none!

Prout had no prospect whatever of
geeing Coker again till the roll was
called at Greyfriars School.

SMITHY BEGINS EARLY !

i A, ha, ha!”
] W Fmr ald Coker !

“I say, you Fellows,
Prout will scalp him!”

“Coker all over "

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled as
the train rolled out of Laotham
Junction for Courtlield and the
school.

Prout was left at Dantham. He
had lost that train! Perhaps he was
looking for Coker. He pecmed 'i'&r'}
anxions to meet t at ma.mbar of his
Form.

“(oker’s born to trouble, as the
giddy sparks fly upward!” remarked

Bob Cherry. “He was bound to
heg“m on the firset d“‘{ of term."”

‘The howling asa!” said Vernon-
Smith, Emit-hg had descended from
his perch when Coker disappeared
from the scene, and packed into the
carriage with the Famous Five.

“It's too bad, really ! said Earrg
Wharton,’ Iaufhmg *“Coker will
into an awiul row for knmhng
beak’s roof off 1 '

“The rowfulness will probahly be
terrific !” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh:

The Bounder shrugged  hia
shoulders, He was dot worrying
about Coker. ; gt

“That cack-handed ass shouldn't
buze ‘I:hm%a: about,” he said. " You
fellowa had good holas?”

“0Oh topping!” anewered Bob.
“Barging on the river! Ewerything
a]i r Eht-—e:taept Bunter 1% -

reaily, Cherry: 1

“1 -dom’t “think - Bunter really
enjoyed it I* said Johnny Bull. “One
day he did a spot work! It
haunted him for the rest nf the hols.”

*“Oh, really, Buil—" Billy Bunter
blinked indlpﬂt‘i throngh his big

ctacles. " Youw'd never frum

that, Smithy, that I did practically
a]l the wurk on that trip on the
Thames, wounld you?r"

“X don't think"I should ever have

essed that one I® nmd the Bounder,

aking his-head.

“Hasn’t Hedwing come back
to-day, Smithy?”  asked Harr
Wharton. “You had the hols wit
him "

“Yes—ernisin' on the hrm
answered Vernon-Smith.
on the train” eomewhere.” -

The Famous Five looked at Emith‘j
rather curionsly. As Smithy was
Redwing’s chum and had spent the
gummer holidays in his company,
they would rather have e
them to be together on the train.

“He, he, hel” came from Billy

Bunter.

“Well, what are E’lm he-he-heing
about, you fat frog?" asked Vernon-
Smith, with a glare at the fat Owl of
the Remove.

Billy Bunfer grinned.

“I jolly well know!” he retorted.
“1 saw Reﬂwm -wawve to you, farther
up the train, when you got inte thias
carriage. He, he, he! I say you
fellows, ‘Bmithy’s been rowing with
Redwing in the hols.”

-E:E

Harry Wharton & Co glanced ab
one another. Smi was generally
rowing with some : and his

chum Redwing, the only fellow to
whom he had ever really been
attached; did not always éscape.

If Smithy was avoiding Redwing
on the train, it looked as if there
was another row on |

However, that was no business of
theira, and they said nothing.

Yernon-Smith gave the grinning
fat Owl » very unpleasant look.
“¥ou see too much with those gig-
lamps of yours, 'wou fat freak,” he
grunted. “ You're asking for a thick
ear to match ur thmk em:l ¥
“QOh, rﬂa.llg
"z haven mﬂﬁ.‘l with Redwing;-
went on the Bounder, transferring
his unpleasant look to Harry



Wharton & Co. “I know I'm a
guarrelsome brute, always kicking
up & ghindy," he added sarcastically.
“But se it happens, I haven't rowed
with . anybody since last term at
Groyfriars.”

, " Setting out to break records?”

+ -asked Bob Cherry, affably.

“Oh don’t be.an ass! I bappened
to have a reason for not getting ‘into
Reddy’s carriage, if you're fearfully
eurious about it!” snapped Smithy.

“We're not |” eaid Harry Wharton,
“You can row with all Greyfriars,
from the Head down to Bunter minor
of the Becond if yom like, Emiﬂ;ji
S8till, I'm glad you're not scrapping
with old Reddy again.”

“I'm getting out at Redeclyffe!”
added the Bounder. ; :

The Famons Five looked at him.

Redelyffe was little more than half-
way from Lantham Junction to
Courtficld. No fellow ever gobt out
at Redelyffe for the school. -

“Who wouldn’t be a millionaire’s
jolly old son and heir!” said Bob
herry. - “It will rum you, into a
pretty u&r to take g taxi from
Rgdc]yﬂl:fn e poor folks can’t even
- afford one from Courtfield.”

The Bounder laughed,

“A fellow can't help liking yom,
old bean!” he said.

“Thanks {” said Bob. *“But why
apecially 7"
“Because you're such an ass!” ex-

plained the Bounder,

“Thanke again,” said Bob, rather

dryly. “But I don’t quite see the
int. You're not getting out at
edclyffe just to sit on the platform

and wait for the next train to come

along from Lantham, I suppose #

“ Hardly I”

“You're not looking for a five-mile
walk to the school 7

- ** Not quite.”

“Then how will E‘g:l‘ﬂ
friars, unless you takd a baxi?” -

“I'm not in a fearful lmrg to dgut
to Greyiriars |” yawned the Bounder.
“I may wander about a bit before I
blow in and report to Quelch.”

Oh!” said Bob., “ More fool you!”

“My turn to render thenks!” said
the Bounder, “Thanks!”. . -

“He, he, he ! from Bunter. “"So
that's why you dodged Redwing on
the train! He would have clawed
you back! He, he, he!”

The Famouns Five were silent—only
Johony Bull giving an expressive
snort. ) L

They understood now why Smith
had avoided Redwing's carriage. It
was to aveid an argument with his
chivm, who certainly would hdve done
his best to keop
the Remive on the train, Smithy
had no use for arguments or expostu-
lations when he had made up his
wilful mind to kick over the traces.
The bad hat of QGreyfriare was
beginning early! .
- “Bhocked the lot of you, whatp”
asked Smithy.with a sneer.

“Well, I think you're a fool [ said
Harry Wharton, bluntly. “If you
must play the goat, you ought to
have sense enough mot to begin .on
the first day of term. Queleh will
:wm;:t to kunow why you haven't come
.’

‘Be

get to Grey-.

he scapegrace of

EVERY SATURDAY

“First day of term’s safest!”
grinnﬂﬂ the Bounder, “FeHows blow
in any time, first day of term! Look
at HOgilvy—he comes down from
Scotland and mever -gets in till the
laat train.” el

“You don’t come down _from
Scotland, and Quelch knows that,”
answered Harry, “He will expect to
- you at first call-over.”

e ged .are’ those that don’t
expect | drawled | Vernon-Smith.
“Mightn't I have lost a train?
Fellows do lose trains.” : i

Another snort from Johany Bull!

Johnny had his own opinion o
fellows who were prepared to.state
that they had loat trains, when they
hadn’t lost trains, .

“I've been having .
tinie in the hols,” said Vernon-Smith,
“Reddy's a brick, and there never
wae a better fellow—but a chap likes
worse company at times. That's why
I got into this carriage

illy Bunter giggled.

“We're getting on to Redelyffe,”
said Bob Cherry. “What about
eguashing him down on the floor and
sitting on
station !

The Bounder's eyes gleamed.

“You'd better not try it om, you
cheeky ass!™ he said. .

“TLook here, Smithy, don’t be an
ass!” said H Wharton amicably,
“If Quelch knows-that you were on
this train—"

. “Aras you going to tell him7”
sncered Smithy. iR ;

The captain of the Remove
‘breathed hard. '

“Qh, go and eat coke ! he snapped.
“Ten to one you'll get spotted, and
whuggsed, and serve you jolly well
ri%h g ” -

“Hear, hear !” said Johnny Bull.
The train clanked to & efop at

Redclyffe Station. ~ -
dmitly rose and thtew open the

door. But he did not step out till

the last moment. If Tom Redwin

. was looking from his window, he di

not want Tom to ‘jump out, teo.
When Smithy was booked for an ex-
cursion which ineluded billiards and
banker, and the company of bee
and smoky ind; ) knew a
abunntﬁ horges, be did not want Tom in
the offing. s e
Just h%fcrre the train re-started, he
jumped down, and banged: the door. -

Bob Cherry groped in his pocket, -
where there was a.np apple.  He leaned

from the carriage window.
-+ " Surfthy I he called.

The Bounder stared round im-

iantly. :
PﬂﬁWﬁa{,——é” he snapped.

L

. *It was no end of a joke, kncoking

Coker’s hat of at Lantham——"
“What about that, fathead?”

“ Hore'a another of the sanmie, for
you to laugh off|" explained Bob;

and the apple flew, with a much

better gim t
Bang !
The Bouuder’s hat whizzed from

his head and rolled across the

platform. . :
Vernon-Smith gave a howl of rage

and made & stride towards the

carriage, with hia fists clenched.

n Coker’s orange.

a jolly quiet.

him, till we 'pass the -

individuals who knew all .

5

But the train was already clanking
D'T-Iq < e ! "

Five faces looked back, grinning ot
the Bounder ot the platform.

“Ha, ha, ha!” floated back from
the train. £
“ And the Famous Five rolled on for
the achool, leaving the scapegrace of
their Form charging angrily after

-

hig hat.

L 3

SUPPER IN STODY NO. 1! -

& Y BAY, you fellows !” e
£ I “ Blow AWAY, Bﬂﬂtﬁrég

i W‘hat?ll 2

"Tgit&w away |” ol C

“Did wom say blow away, Harry
-Whartpn%,’i ' _

“T did I” ;

“And that;” said Billy Bunter
bitterly, “is gratitude!”

There was quite a crowd in Btudy
No. 1 in the Greyfriars Remove.
Actually there was not a lot of room
for ‘another fellow in that study,

ecially when that fellow was
donble-width, :

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
to whom that celebrated study
belonged, had many guests to a
supper on the first evening of term.

Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and
Hurrea Singh, the other members of
the famons Co., of course, were there.
Squiff and Tom Brown and Hazeldene
were there. Skinner was there—not
gpecially wanted, but allowed to
wedge in. Lord Maualeverer was there
—very much wanted, but requiring
to be hooked out of his own stud
apd brought along with a firm han
on his  mneck. om -Redwin
there, and Peter Todd, Mark Linley,
William Wibley, and little " Wun
Lung, the Chinee,

It was a fairly roomy study; but
there was mo doubt that there was
a #pot of strain on the’ accommo-
dation. - - IGTU

But if fellows comld hardly move,
they could - talk; and there was a
cheery buzz of voices—most of them
talking at once and not bothering
much about replics, o e

Two or three hampers’ had
disgorged their contents on the ﬂ;{?
tﬁb% , and the provender was good,

- and it was ample, éven for o lagge a

party. : i
Hupper in Hall was to come later;
but judeging by the rate at”which the
good things disappeared, a iﬁﬂd
many of the Remove were not likely
to have a lot of space left for supper
in Hall. e R
Fellows who could not get at the
table were passed things by fellows

who could. That gave Skinnér an

opportunity to spill jelly over Lord
ﬁ‘:]e:rgrer's trousers —an oppor-
tunity that Skinder, of course, did
not miss. - : _
When Bunter’s footsteps stopped
at the etudy door, Tom Redwing
lanced round quickly, hoping .to see
Eiﬂ chum Emi.th{—rw o was weltome
to the spread if he came. But it was
not Smithy—and ewen the view of
Billy Bunter’s classical features did
not ‘console Reddy, who was worried
about his chum. 2
Tae Macrer Lrary.—No. 1,651,
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There had already been two roll-
calls that day, and’ Smrthj haﬁ not
appeared at either.

Still, as’ he had told the Famous
Five_ in the frain, fellows blew’in at’
all hoprs on ?he ‘fitst day ‘of téth,
especially
distance:
like Ogilvy and Morgan and Treluce,
who came fm;n afar, had not yet
blown Sﬂ Smlthj', EO fm‘. was

not ﬂpemal]

Indeed, 1 he -¢u.ma m lcu:]{ -up, -

he was not hkeijr fo’ e_ﬁ agallettfw 3
oT

account, beyond a

from Mr. _Cgualcl:, his ‘Form-master,,
to whjch the Bounder “eculd ensily
find answerd—not téo vetagious..

It. was like the Boundér to risk
beginnjng the term with a row, : Toin
hoped that he woiulld not be reckleks
enough to miss Imk-rup and last cﬂlia

OVer. .
Nobody else in —the study was

thinking about Smithy.’
their own affaire: te think of. Btil:
less' probably were - they thinkin gt'
about that much more 1mpnrtun
person, W. G. Buster. ;

Had Smithy turbed ug t_'i]er_-a wuu_ld-
have been a howl of welcome, When
Billy Bunter turned up thére wasn't!

Bunter was bidden tu blow away.

Instead -of blowing away he steod
in the etudy doorway, aquinting
round thrnug his big spectacles for
an o the mob to insinuate
his Ian}dgy persnn into the study.

“That,"” said Bunter, “is atitude.
Do you hear him, you fellows, I-
went with those fellows in the hols,
on & boat, and fairly slaved for them.
all the time. It was Bunter herc
and Bunter there all day and

every day! If there was any work
d{me, 5:& it! Hard at it all the
time! And now they don’t even ask

a fellow to a Etu&y supper! That's
gratitude I

“Oh my hat!” execlaimed Peter
Todd.” “Did you fellows make Bunter
work P

“They did ! said Bunter, © ]Iarﬂ I

“Then they'd better tell Quelch
how it’s done!” said Peter. “Quelch-
would like to know ¥

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Y pave them the whole vac, too!”
gaid Bunter. “Stuck to them from
beginning to end. I refused Msuly’s
invitation . to Mauleverer Towers
purely on their account.”

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
verer.” Thia was the firat he had
heard. of that invitation .to’ H.aule-
verer Towers.

.“Poor old Mauly begged me t#;:-
cnme, almost with tears im his eyes!”
continued Bunter, who evidently did
not ohserve Mauly amid that crowd of
SWAImMing guests in- Study No. 1. “I
turned him down! And-this'fs what

I zet! I might have expected it, I
know! I say, L?w::ﬂt.l fi lﬂws:, geen
Ma‘ul anjwhere

, ha, ha!*
“Blessed if I aee anything to cackle
at! I Buppose you -can tell me
whether you've seen Mauly or not!™
hooted the fat Owl. “He’s not in his
study—I've looked.”
““Go down and lock
suggested Bob Cherry.

_ TEE Macner Liseary.—No. 1,651.
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“I ve looked in Hall 1"

“Go and look in the Rag e ad‘nﬁed
Jﬂh.‘».ltlj" Bull. SR

“I’ve looked in the R#g’ foa 3

“Take a walk round the’ and

- gée “if he's -out of the "“Bouse ! said
Frank’Nopent,

e Hau]j' in ttra
#d an hour' agoe.”

“Ha, ha, ka!” shriekéd flie ﬂup;m-r-
party: in’ Etudy' Ng. 1, =t =

Lord Mauleverer wis about six feet

_ from Bunter | But there ‘wete'deveral

‘heads between; “dnd Mauly wag not
to: making himself conspicuous. - Keen
"me Bunter was to cldimshim on the
first 'day of térm, Mauly did not seem
v&rj' keéii*to be claimed. "

“An’ honr agu P repeated . Bunter,
“Weil, T ”“Buppu‘se hé's thete

ﬂﬁ-‘.f“."' :

“Look " in the m”’ 81 ested
Harr Wliartcm. & gg

The m ain’t + o En—beauies,.
eatch tlmt v slacker m the gym !
said Etmter “He's frowsting in
somé study.” .

“Hﬁ, h-ﬂ ]13- [ ¥

“Gao to’ the. Fifth. Form games

atud I was Tom Brown’s suggestion.

h? Mﬂul‘j’ ain’t there, is he?”
“Neo. ' But it wm:ﬂd be mice if ;n:m

wm 1#]
ha, ha!”.
H‘:Eﬂh. LB
Harry Wharton ]uugheﬂ .
“Shove up a bit and make . room for
8 porpoise!” he said. “Squeeze in,
Bunter. Mind, it's your own Took-ont

if yon burst!™

unter enden willing to take
the ris Edy in, and fellows
Bhwed a:nd wadgell to make a little
space,

H.avmg

elbow into an ear qn a head tha.t was
in the way.
“Ow |” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer.
Bunter blinked round at him.

“Why, you beadt, yom were here
all the time]” he ejaculated..
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Be:mt-] I mean, how are you, old -

chap? I say, make room for me on
that box—I don’t need much room,
you know.” :

“Oh gad 1"

ﬂhmrﬂ in the, Etli.ﬂ.j' were rather
short, for so many guests.' Some of
the fe._llm sat on boxes, come on the
fender, and for some there was
standing room only! On Ma
box there was not much spﬂ-c:&
another occupant: :

“All  right—don’t move,”
“I'll git on your knee,
vou dont mind, old chap,

“Help !* ﬂ-]:rEﬂ I-urdp

“Ha, ba, ha”
‘“Don’t!” pasped Bob 'Gh¢n3+
"Dun"'t it I?n auly iBunterj

ot enou rub w -
Eﬂk&a”‘ gh grub without any pan

Mauly shifted hurriedl
extreme edge of the box.

IJI

Mauleverv.t

to the
eing sat

- on by Bunter was no light matter,

Having annexed two fat fistfuls
from the table, Bunter sat on the box
beside Lord Manleverer. Maul
balancedshimself gracefully on abou
four inches. With a jam tart in one
fat hand and a cream puff in the
other, Billy Bunter was heppy and
sticky. There was o creak rom the

. “defieiency of seats,

. the

gob in, Bunter wedged B,
way to the table, banging a fat

i QGenerally, the furmi

Eﬂ-lﬂ :

We've

. wreck

Box on which he sat. It was an old
wooden I:uﬂ that had been hooked out

<. of some corner or other.to supply the

It Kad-borne the
weight of Lord . Mauleverer's slim
figure with ease: It seented to protest
under Billy Bunter's..

Sk ! ua.;r gn-a a nhap 4 bit of room,

Mauly !

Buuter poked a- =fab elbﬁrﬁ'- into his
lordship’s rii}s_l Half a-jam tart
ﬂrnpgl from his fa.f- w and adhered

e: knee -of . H.Il]jl' 8 elegant
trousers. . - >

“Oh gad 1™ sa:& Maulererer

He brughed off the jam tart and:
moved farther, reduwting his. seating
atcommodadion. to two inches. But
that was hardly enough even. for the:
ghm Mm:]mremr and he ru-m to hlﬂ
““Btanding for a change, old ¢hap pu
asked Bunter, spreading his ample:

on ‘over the wlmle box. * Welly-
ook heve, if.you're standing . up,
you might pass me pome grub.” r

“Here’'s a .chair, Mﬂ]‘.l.]j' ™ gaid’
Ear:r;r Wharton, : :

“1 was asking Manl I:;r B3 MmO

soma prub, ar'bnn Billy-

Bunter, with di .
“Help yourself, t.ﬁd fat man }” said
Harry, jerking Lul’:& Man!e'w&rer '.I.I:I.‘l-'ﬂ
air. .
“I'm sitting ﬂﬂwn"’ Balﬂ Bunﬁer
“ Pass me that ju g of lemonade, ﬂume—
body—never min glass! The ]n
will do! And- that Ja.m tart—don’
cut it. I'll have it on my koee, and
you can find me a tablespoon.”
Bunter evidently believed in taking
his cargo abeoard inm bulk! But for
some reason unknown to Bunter, the
gupper-party in’ Study No. 1 sgemed
disinclined to get busy pa.ssmg him

%u a of lemonade, jam tarts, and
ing him tablespoons—although he
was, as he pointed ount, sitting down !

Fellows went on talkm# ]uat as if
Bunter was not there.

“I say, you, fellowa!™ eﬁueaﬁ:e&
Bunter; but, as nobody b ;
heaved himself up from the creakin
box and reached over the table for
the required provender.

With a jug of lemonade in one
hand, and & jain tart on &' plate jn
the nther, Bunter sat down again,

He plumped down!

" Bunter generall um down,
5 5 }i;zrt F:gmd the
strain, But that old box had not
been built to stand it! .

Bunter Slum}geﬂ on that old box |

That &

The hox: 1o Ic:ngm: creaked !
crashed !

“"ﬂm:mrrhi"' mared Bunter.

*“Oh, my hat 2 ; .

“Look out ! by

“Oh ecrikey 1” |
ﬂTha box collafised ‘on “the stu&y

0T

Billy Euni&er collapsed on the box.

The fat junior sprawled on the
of the box. -Thée jug of
lemﬂna.de landed in, his neck. The
%ﬂm tart squashed on his-face. me

unter came a roar, muffled by jam.

Gerrrmmg;h 1"

LN L

“Yurr ‘m all jammy——"

“Ha, g , ha 1™ y 2

Billy Bunter sat up in the wreck-

It



of a monkey.

age of the box, like Marius in
the ruins of Carthage, Lcemonade
streamed down his neck. Jam
masked Lis fat features. He clawed
at jam, and gurgled.

“Urrrgh! 1 gay, you fellows !
Gurrgh ! :

“Do that again, Bunter!” gasped
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Fine! Do it again, Bunter!”
- “0Ooogh! I say Ooch! I'm
sticky all over! I say Yurrgh !
Oh crikey! What are you cackling
at, you {.easts? I'mm goaked! I'm
sticky! I'm— Urrrggh!”
Bunter totfered to his feet. He
dabbed at a jammy face with a hand-

kerchief, reducing it to a jammy rag.’

He Dblinked at the supper-party
through jammy spectacles.

Stuﬁy No. 1 echeoed with merri-
ment. Everybody but Bunfer was
langhing ! Bunter was not!

“Urrgh! What are you cackling
at?” yelled Bunter. “Look at me !

The supper-party * were already
looking at him. Looking at him
only seemed to make them eackle the
more.

. "Yon want a wash, old fat man!”
asped Bob. “That wash you had
ast term won't see you through

this! You really want a wash!”

 Beast

Even Bunter realised that he
needed a wash, FEven Bunter was dis-
posed to make a hurried search for
soap and hot water. With a couple
of puunds of jam adorning his t
features aud oozing down his neck
after the lemonade, even William

George Bunter so far forgot his usual
[
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Vernon-Smith clambered up on piled boxes, packing-cases, frunks and bags with the nimbleness

Coker grabbed at his vanishing foot just too late !

manners and customs as to turn his
Endgy back on the foodstuffs an

ead for hot water and seap. ;

And — strance to relate — that
ﬂupper-partg in S8tudy No. 1 con-
tinued with undiminished cheerful-
ness, if not with actually inereased
cheerfulness, after Bill %uuter had
departed in scarch o
needed wash!

that much-

SMITHY TELLS A TALE!

L DEUM I
Herbert Vernon - Smith
answered fo his name as it
was called in Hall,
Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fiith, was taking roll. )
The Bounder had come in with the
Remove for the last calling-over.

Wherever e had been, and howso-
ever he had been occupied, Smithy
had cut in at the gates just before
Gosling locked them for the might—
and here he was.’

A good many fellows glanced at
Smithy, who wes as cool as a
ciueumber, Other fellows, as well as
the Famous Five, had seen him at
Lantham—Smithy's exploits  with
Coker having made him rather con-
spictious there, 8o it was generally
known that the seapegrace of the
Form had started the term by getting
out of hounds on the first day.

“Quelch has his eye on you,
Smithy " Tom Redwing whispered
uneasllE, '

The RBRemove master was in Hall,
and it was noticeable that his

gimlet eye singled out the Bounder
in the ranks of his Form.

Smithy shrug hig shoulders.
“Let him!™ he answered. - “The
old bean can’t worry a chap first &ug!
How can a fellow help losing trains @

Redwing compressed iz lips.
Smithy had ne seruples whatever
about untruthfulness in dealing with
masters - and prefects—a fellow’s
natural enemies, from Smithy’'s point
of view, - Tom was very far from
seeing. eye-to-eye with his chwn on
that subject. i

“Try cachous, Smithy ! whispered
Skinner, b -

The Bounder stared round at him.

“What-do you meau; you ass?" he
grunted. '

“Anybody notice a scent of eigar-
ettea?” asked Skinner; and there wag
a chuckle from some of the juniors.
There was, in point of fact, a smoky
scent about the scapegrace of Grey-
friara. .

't; Oh " murmured Smithy. “ Notice
i r.'|:|‘ H --

“Just & few!” giggled Snoop.

oy Nﬂt-_mg fault ™ said the Bounder
airily, ™ After losing my train, I had
to take what I could get and pack -
into & smoking ecarriage.”

“Oh erumbs ! murmured Hagzel-
dene. “Are you ‘giving that to
Queleh 2

“Why not, if he asks me?”

“ Wish you luck, old man !” grinned
Hazel. .

“1 say, vou fellows, look at Coker !

rinned Billy Bunter. “I say, I've

weard that Prout's reported him to

the Head for knocking his hat off.”
Tre Maaxer Lisriry.—No. 1,651,



“Poor old -Coker!” sighed Bob
Ell.EITF- J 3 =y i !
Horace Coker, in the ranks of the

Fifth, had a merose and gloom
brow. He looked like a fellow booked
No doubt he was! Really and
truly, a fellow couldn't knock his
Form-master's hat off with an orange
in a crowded railway station, before
half the school and sumerous
members of the general public—not
without trouble to follow,
Coker, like Smithy, was beginning
the term with a row—though in a
different way! But Coker’s row was
a cert, while Smithy banked confi-
deutly on Emlling Quelek’s leg; or,
at least, bamboozling him to the
extent of keeping clear of what he
Rollcall over, the school was dis-
missed ; but Mr, Quelch, swooping on
his Form, called to the Bounder to
remain,
“Vernon-Smith I ;>
“Yes, sir I” answered Smithy, with
cheerful coolness. 2
Smithy was feeling no uneasiness—
rather, he was enjoying the idea of
bamboogling Quelch, with dozens of
fellows looking on. It was a spot of
victory in the Bounder’s unending

war against authority—the gork ot .

victory that .elated the .reckless
Bounder., :

He was feeling quite safe. Quelch
had not been om that train, as he
knew, Prout had—but Quelch hadn’t.
No Remove man wasa likely to give
him away. It was, so far as Smithy
could see, as safe as houses,

“You arrived only just in time for
calling-over, I think, Vernon-
Smith 1" said Mr. Quelch, with his
gimlet eye fixed on the Bounder.

“Yes, gir! I ;hhnu%]dllham come to
‘your study, but the bell was ripging
i&t' naj;;le in!” explained the
Bounder. "1 have my medical certifi-
cate in my pocket, if you would care
. to see it mow, sir.”

“You may take it to my study,
‘E"emonﬁmitgl; when you have ex-
plained why you did not come by the
usnal train ! said Mr. Quelch.

“1 am sorry %o be late, gir ! aaid.

the Bounder meekly. “But there was
a crowd st the London terminus, and
I lost my train. I went out to get
some tes, and lost the méxt.”
“That was unfortumate, Vernon-
Smith!” said Mr, Queleh- var{‘ dryly.
© “Yeg, sir, it was very awkward.”
Mr, Quelch gave a sniff! [
Quelch’s nose was as keen as his
eyes! That faint clinging aroma of
tobacco smoke had strmck Quelch,
now lLie was near the Bounder.
Smith?” he asked grimly. %~
“1, sir 1" exclaimed the Bounder.
“ Answer my guestion.” o
“(Oh, sir, certainly not! T had to

“Have you been smoking, Vernon..

travel in'as smoking cdrriage, as there '
was such a rush,” explained Yernon--

Smith. "It was very disagreeable—
but I was afraid of getting in very
late, so I thought I had hetter.”
Quelch’'s gimlet eyes peemed  to
bors -into Vernon-Smith as he made
that statement. : :
Fellows who were looking at the
two; from a respectinl distance, did
Tre Magser Lisrany.—No. 1,651
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not need telling that Henry Samuel
Quelch strongly doubted: the veracity
of that statement! -« -~ :

u'v'er?
Mr. Quelch after a pause.
me;pt your explanation,
go.’ ot )

“Thank Enu, air 1%

And the Bounder went—and did not

rin till he was at a quite safe

istance from his Formr-master.

“0. K. 7" asked Skinnmer, when. the
Bounder came into the Rag a little

“1 ghall
You may

later. b

‘Smithy laughed. _

“Of course! My dear man, leave it
to me to pull a. beak's leg!” he’

answered. “I had it all pat! What
could Queleh dor” "

“T'H tell you what Quelch could do,
Smithy ! grunted Johony Bull, “If
he was an acid drop like Hacker, he
eould go round -asking - fellows
whether they'd scen you on the
train.” 3 :

“But he isn’t an acid drop like
Hacker!" smiled Smithy. “Quelch
plays the game! He wouldn't go
nogin round  asking  fellows
questions.”

“Well, if a beak [;lﬂjrs the game, a
fellow cught to play the gamel”
gaid Johnny Bull, :

“Ja that seventhly or ninthly?"
asked the Bounder. “Gentlemen,
chaps, and sportsmen, gather round
for a sermon from Bull! Bull has
been passin® the bolidays in very
edifyin’ company, sud he's anxious
to give the Remove the benefit of it ]
Carry on, old bean—and Nugent can
hand ent the tracts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Joknny Bull's face reddened, and
he made 5 movement towards Herbert
Vernon-Smith, clenching his fists.

Bob Eh_err{ grabbed his arm.

“Chueck it, old man!” he aaid
pacifically. “Smithy can’t hel}) bein
a c]ﬁegkj asg! He was built tha
way "

“?I’m a jolly good mind to punch
his cheeky }mnd 17 growled Juhun{;

“Wouldn't that be paughty?”
asked the Bounder gravely.

“What ?" :

“Can you reconcile euch an act of
violence, my young friend, with the
edifyin’ meckness that is, or should
be, a part of a really good boy's
characterf” asked the Bounder, in
the same ve tone.

“Ha, a, ha!® ghricked the
Removites.

“You cheeky fathead——" roared
Johnny Bull. “I'll jolly well—-"

“You jolly well won’t!” said Bob
Ehﬂt‘t‘j",'lau%oiﬂg. “Shut up, Smithy,
you 053! me . on, Johiny, we've

ot some unpacking to do I
“P1I jolly well—"
“This way!” '

“ Look here—-"
“Yes—come. on [

Johnny -Bull gmnted-,_ but he came
on; . agd the - Bounder

was left
laughing with Skinner & Co. ,
Smithy had, as he regarded it,
geored over Quelch. Jolinny® Bull's
views on the subject only cansed him
contemptuous smneement, Bot he
was going to have, shortly, reason to
wigh, after all, that his own viewa
approximated & little more closely fo
JEEEHF’E.,

well, Vernon-Smith!? said

realised that a man wh

- Prout.

COMING TO PROUT !
ORACE COEER of the Fifth
Form came away from the
Head's study after twelve the
next ‘day with an expression on his
rugged face that was-extraordinarily
and unusually expressive! -
After twelve was the time Wwhen
delinquents who had to see the Head
had the pleasure—or otherwise—of

' seging that gentleman!

Coker had seen him!

Judging by Coker’s look, the
inferview had not been enjoyable,

Dr. Locke was a venerable, kindly
ﬁentlema'm, and’ among schoolmasters

e was good company! Put Grey-
friars fellows did not yearn for his
company—good as it was! The
respected and esteemed their head-
master—but they did not want to pay
calls in his study ! y o,

In guch morning calls the cane, or
even the hirch, might he featmred.
On such occasions the Head was not
g0 much a headmaster as a lord high
exegntioner !

Coker had been through it!

With that expressive expression on
hia face, Horace came out of the
Houge—passing the Famous Five of
the Remove on his way. - '
.- One glance at Coker had caused the
juniors to suppress their smiles!

Coker, it was clear, was feeling
this | o e -

Bob Cherry even ventured upon a
eympathetic remark. -

“ it bad, old ch:‘f ™

Coker simply smacked at his head.

“0ld chap * from a ave fag was
the limit, after what Coker had gone
through in the Head’s ztudy.

Plainly Coker bhad been whopped!
Fifth Form man a8 he was, senior as
he was, great mad as he was in all
reapects, Coker had been whopped!
The Head’s cane and Coker’s trousers
had established contact. Coker came
away from the Head's study boiling.
“t}ﬁ chap ” from a Removite caused
him to bail over| :

Bob dodged the smack!

With ~ great self-restraint the
Famons Five refrained from dusting
the quadrangle with Coker. They
had had a
Head’s whopping had had enough to
go on with. Coker passed on in
peace ! |

Mr. Prout was in the guad. He
gave Coker a grim and severe glance.
Prout was fearfully sick with Coker..

Prout did wot like men in his Form

being  whopped. It let down the
dignity of a senior Form. Certainly
-he lmg

wanted Coker whigpeﬂ for
knocking hie hat off at Lantham, but
the incident aunoyed him, irritated
him. Coker had driven him to this;
and he was much anno with
Coker for haviug had to be whopped.

Coker, who Lhad Lad the whopping,
was more sunoyed than Prout.

His eyes gleamed as he passed

Potter and Greeme, who were
waiting for him in ﬂze&‘uaa,. eyed
him rather anxiously. They were
afraid that Coker might tell Prout
what he thought of him, A fellow at
achool ‘couldn’t tell his beak what he
thought of him—not without awinl
consequences. But they never counld



tell what old Horace might or might
not do. ;
They joined Coker and walked him

away from the proximity. of Prout ae
quickly as they could. . . .
- “How  many?” asked Greene.
sytapathetically. Pt

"®ix!” said Coker. T

“You'll get over it, old fellow!”
said Potter comfortingly.

Coker gave him an icy glare. |

“Do you think I eare a boiled bean
about the whopping ¥ he asked.

“Oh! said Potter. “Don’t you?
I should I - :

“I dare say you would!” said
. Coker bitterly. “But I happen to be
a fellow of some standing in the
&chool. I happen to be a fellow who
feelg this !I”

“Well, the Head must have meant
you to feel it ! said Potter, deliber-
ately misunderstanding. “Not much
use whopping a fellow if he didn’t
feel it.”

“I don’t mean that, you dunder-
head! I mean, I feel the blow to a
fellow's dignity—a senior. fellow—a
fellow who's looked up to in the
school! Dtler fellows look up to me,
Potter.” . :

“Well, you're taller than most!”
said Potter. again misunderstanding.
“They have to.”

Areene suppressed a gurgle.

“You're dense, Potfer! T don’
mesn that! I'm let down before all
the school by this!” anid Coker.
“Prout’s got by with it! He likes
to let me down—and he's done it

again! A man naturally expects
justice from his Form-master. Do I
get justice from Prout?”

“Qh!” said Potter. “Ah! TUm!i™

“Hem ! said Greene,

Potter and Greene both had an
impression that Coker had got
justice, and that.was what was the
matter. 3#ill, it was no use saying
sa to Coker.

“He couldn’t even whop me him-
gelf 1 said Coker bitterly. “That
would have been bad enmough! I'd
have stood it! I shouldn't have
Iknocked him across his study if he'd
told me to bend over.” . TR e

“0Oh!” gasped Potter. “No! I-—I
suppose not.” \

“But he wanted to rub it in!" said
Coker. “He reported me to the
Head! He took no notice at all of
my explanation. I ' pimed that
orange, as you fellows know, at a
cheeky fag who cheeked me. It
knocked Prout’s hat off ! Was that

my fault?” .
“TWasn't 1t?"” asked Greene.

. “You silly, fatheaded, - cheeky,
burbling, babbling ass—— '
“Oh! I—I mean, of course it

wasn't I said Greene hastily.

“1 explained to Prout that it was

an accident—a sheer accident! I
pinted out that it wouldn't have
appened if he had not come along

to interfere, where no interference

was needed [ - e
“You—you—you said _that

Prout ?” gasped Potter.

“0Qf course! It was the truth! And

* after that,” said Coker, with a deep

breath, “he reported me to the

Head.”

to

. word

"back u

"Coker
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“You didn't think he would, after
that ?* murmured Greene.

“I expected him to have a little
wense |- £ he only got rattier when
I pointed.that out to him.”

YL wonder why?’s murmured
Potter. L

“He's got a down on me,” said
Coker,
ragging me in Form! You fellows
know ! He wounld rag me in con, if
I hadn’t had time to do any prep.
"Member that time he gave me five
bundred lines because I explained
that I hadn’t had time for prep? I
explained to him that I Eaﬂp had
something more important to attend
to—but he only got shirty! That's
Prout all over—a fellow can’t say a
to him without the old ass
getting shirty.”

“Oh!” said Potter. “AL!7

“Um!” gaid Greene. :

“Now it's comeé to this ! said
Coker. “He sende me up to the Head
to start the term with. Well, if he
wants trouble this term, he can have
it. I've started the term with six
on the bags—from the Head! I don't
blame the bir beak! He has to
his Form-masters! I'm a
reasonable chap, I hope—I can see
that! 1It's Prout! ell, Prout's
got it coming.” '

“My, dear old hhagl,” said Potter,
in alarm. " For goodn
cheek Prout any more—" -
“Prout's -.%'ut it coming'” ’said

calmly. “Prout’'s ~ alway
making mistakes, but if he thinks he
can get by with this, he's making one
of his biggest! Let him wait a bit.
I can’t handle the man! T expect the
fat old ass would fall down and pass
out if I punched him! Besides, you
can’t punch a beak!” -

“No!" gurgled Greene. “Not as a
rule! No!"”. : '
“But there are ways and means
said Coker darkly.” ™A fellow could
ship his study——" _

“I—I—1 wouldn't ship Prout's
study, Coker old man!” groaned

“Last term he was always

ess” sake don’t

g‘ -

“I—I don’t ‘think you'll do much -
langhing, after sh:tppi.n‘g Prout's
study !” gas Potter. “For good:’
neEEi ;‘:Fake, 13%1‘— i G 3

s 1o pood Jawing to me, Georpe
Potter. I've ma.']de upg,'my mind ab-n%t :
that—and when my mind’s made up,

it's as fixed as the laws of the Swedes - |

and Nasturtinvms!” said Coker—

possibly meaning the Medes and
Peorgians. - :

“But——" groaned Potter.

“Shut up, Potter I '

“But, old chap—" ‘implored
G‘TEEIIE- o rasaly ] ‘
*Shut up, Greene ! .
“But——* said Potter and Greene
tagethen ; HC
*Oh, give a man a rest!™ gnorted
Coker—and he stalked away, depriv-
ing Potter and Greene of his exhilar-
ating company. Which, at all events,
was some small comfort to " his
worried pals. o ;

THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG!

L UELCH!” :
Please step in, Prout!”
Prout pleased to step into

the Remove master’s study.
On the firast working day of the

term Quelch, like other Form-
masters, had plenty to do. Really
and truly, 'he would have preferred
the ponderous Prout not to barge in-
to his study. « -

rout was chatty ! Quelch was not !

Prout’s chits were lengthy affairs!
Time was of value—to uéij-:::-.ll, if not
to Prout. '

But it was the beginning of the
term. Later, other members of 'ﬂ%
staff would fall into the old habit o
dad%'ing Frout and his chats. They
would remember that they had a
clazs, or a date with the %ead,-mr'
even  letters to write, when Prout
stoppéd them in doorways and
passages, and began to chat. :

But on the first day after the holi-
days and a long rest from Prout,
members of the staff were more toler-
ant. Just as a dn%l is allowed onc
free bite, so Queleh was going to
allow Prout one long chat.

Pushing back the Form papers on
which he wae bueily engaged, Quelch

(Continued on next page.)

Pu}il;jter. “Man might be sacked for
it ! " i )

“I wouldn't, Coker!” said Gréene
earnestly. I . :
- Y0Of course %:m wouldn’t!” agreed

- Coker. “You haven't the necrve, for
one thing—and it
wouldn't matter

twopence 1if vwyom
werepewhnpptd, anr
snother! It's a
bit different when
a fellow of ‘my
standing has to
bend over and
take @gix!
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resipned himeelf to the sad fate of
hearing how Prout had Bpﬂﬂt the
vaﬁati:ﬂti?h urpris to
ut there .was 4 8 e in store
for Quelch !
- Prout was not in a chatty mmd—
he had not dropped in for a chat;
was not going to relate, im mmutﬂ
detail, every incident of tha vacation,
and tell six of seven long stories,

ront.
Prout waes on I:lm wmvpath f

“I regret, Quelch,” boomed Ft'q::-‘l:lt,._ o
“being compelled to begin this term

with a gerious cumplmnt ﬂgmmb &>
member of your Form.”

“QOh!” said Mr. Quelch, taken
aback.

Hé did not guite know whether to
bhe anpoyed or relieved. He did not
likg complaints from other beaks
aboiit hie Form. On the other hand,
almost anything was Detter than a
detailed account of Prout’s huhduj

in the Al

“ Verno Smith I Eald Prout.

* YVernon-Smith I* repeated Mr.
Quelch.

“I regret, as 1 have. said, being
compelled to Jay a complaint before
you,” said Prosit. “But I have heen
through a distressing episode, caused
by t!ua boy. A boy of my Form,
Queleh, has had to be sent up to the
Head! I had ne cheith in the
mattér ! Coker, of my Form, had to
be sent to the headmaster! It is a
distressing matter to me.”

“No doubt!” said Mr. Quelch.
“Bat I fail to see how this concerns
a bey of my Form, Prout.”

““A boy of your Form, sir, was the
cause of it !” said Mr, Prout. “Coker
of the Fifth Form bebaved in a
ridicnlons and undignified manper at
Lantham Junction yesterday! My
bat was knocked off by an orange,
hurled by Coker.”

“QLn ega-:u]ated Mr. Quelch.

“The stupid, foolish, insensate boy
was engaged in a scuffie with a boy of
your Form!” eaid Mr. Prout. “H
was at that boy that Coker hurled
the orange. Vernon-Smith acted as
nutragwual as Coker. I have reason

?ect that it wag he who, in the
f‘rﬂt- , hurled tlie orange. I am,
at ali events, certain that it was he
who was perched on the summit of a

ile of lnggage on the platform at
ﬁmt&mm ‘engaged in a scufle with
Coker! Coker has heon severely
punished for his share in the out-
rageous distarbance. It is for youm
to deal with Vernen-Smith.”

“I do not guite follow this, Mr.
Frout!” said the Remove master.
“You were prenent at Lantham
Junetion—*

“I was, sir |

“You arrived at the school in the
early aftermoon——"

“'Fhat does not affect the matter,
Mr. Quelch I

“It does, sir, for I uiterly fail to
sce how you can have wilnessed any
act of Vernon-Smith's, as that junior
did not reach the school il last
calling-over——* Mr, Qu-el-::h broke
off sucdenly.
~ He had rather doubted Smithy’s
statements - the previous day, about
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tlie - the platform; the,
int of which was visihle gn]j ta
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the tramns the Bounder had lost.
Now. the truth rushed cn his mind.:
“Mz. Prout!” he exc

o I'IA
you certain, are you pl&srtl?%: ﬁhr‘:

you saw Vernon-Smith of the
at Lantham JWnection fm'Ij' in 'lﬂi.&
afternoon Lt

“¥ can scarcely be mistaken, as he
gat on’ top. of a stack of lugpage on

nosure of aH
eyes!” hooted Frout..
“ Vernon-Smith _arrived only
time for lock-np, Me. Prqutu’“‘ -
¥ Indeed ! 'iamﬂrl:ed Prout.

in

“I was

-'mt'- aware of that; and if he were in

my Form, I should certainly inguize
VEry Ettrmt-l:,' how he had & é:oent bis
time during the afternoon. Certainl
ke was af Lantham Junction when

was there—with a number of other

boys of your Form—1I noticed Bu.ntuer
and ‘Wharton, and Eherrjt—
Mr. Quelck cﬂmpm&aeﬂ - his hpﬁ

“Do you mean, Mr.. Prou,
definttely, that Vernon-Smith was
there at the same time as Wharton

hard.

-and Bunter and Cherry, wh-:- rep&rt&ﬂ

their arrival to me early in the day "
he exclaimed. .

“I do mean that, sir, quite
definitely,” paid Mr. Pront “Awnd if
ke did nét some on to the school with
the ‘others—-"

“He did not come on till many
hours later, and he explained to me
that -he had lost two troins at the
London end!* said- Mr. Quelch
grimly. :

Snort from Pruut

“I am very glad that you have
mentioned this matter to me, Mr.
Prout,” said the Hemove master.
“You may be
Vernon-Smith witll he called to
account, and that 1 shall deal with
him as he deserves.”

The expression on Mr, Quelch's
fﬂlﬂ-ﬂ left ne doubt on that poipt!

Prout had rolled away.
He had doubted Smithy's ious
tale. But he had given Em the
benefit of the doubt! There was no
doubt mow! Bmithy had not lost

‘these trains! He bhad arrived at

Lantham Junction by the usunal
train—he ecould have come on to the
school with the rest, had he chosen
80 to do. He had allowed himseclf
some extra hnm—aﬂd had arrived
late, smelling el tea—a
suﬁmﬂnt mdtmtmn uf the kind of
company in which he had passed those
honsa.

Grimmer and grimmer grew
Quelch’s faco,
Smithy would not have becn quite

0 satisfied with his
ing the tale mnd pulling the legs of
beaka " could he have seen. My,
Queleh’s speaking countenamce after

syetem ™ l:-f tell-

-Prout had left him,
Prout had let the cat out of the

bag, and there was stormy weather
ahead for the Bomnder.

FOR IT}! .
HO'S been hiting 'Henr;r P

murmured Bob Che
“Shush !” breat ad

Frank _Ru ent,
glance.

with a. eautiouns

.quite ‘assured that.

grlmmer and E'I']II."IIIIEI'-'

' m‘.ﬂ-

“I say, you feHows, old Quelch
‘lnﬂk: 8 .1rt;jr’” whiﬂpere& B:]Ix
EI‘- Ao

T]m R‘E-{!‘I.:G were ?nthered ot their
‘Form-room door. All eyes noted, at
once, the sigms of stormy weathsr
,Wéﬂﬂ Mr. Que]ch ‘appeared in theJ
offin

Sug far, Que!eﬁh had heen u:te
good- t&mper&d that day—at le
pood-tempe as & heak-conld he
expected tﬁ he on t!lﬂ first -day- of
term.

Now there was a chn.nga'f

The grim.expression . on Quelch’s
face as he appeared in the offiny
showed that some -had, ds Bﬂg :

!E‘rmsmﬂ it, been biting him.'

he Removites were silent as ha

came within hearing.

When Quelch had that expreseion
on hie face, it behoved Quelch’s Fﬂrttt'

to walk warily.

In rim silence, the R-Eﬂlﬂ"i’ﬂ-
master let his Porim into. the Form-
room and the juniors took. their
places:

Somebody. was for {t that was
obvious. Nobody yet knew who that

somebody wak.

The Bounder was luc-h
concerned. Having pull
leg successzfully the pre*nauﬂ
Smithky had dismissed that tnﬂmg
matter from his mind as & i:.hmg oveT
and done with. It did not occur to
him for a moment that it was soing
to be raked up again.

There was a brief but tense panse
for a moment or two as Mr. Quelch
stood eyeing his Form. Then he
mp out & name, :

erpon-Smith 1 . b

Whmh wag rather a relief to every
fellow who was not named Vernon-.
Smith—though rather a jolt for the
fellow whe was.

“Xes, sir? said th-a‘“B-uunﬂer

“Stand out before the Form I”

Smithy stood out before the Form.

g £ hﬂs ecme to 'my knowledge,
Veruvon-Smith, that you made o .séries
of false statements to me vesterday
ta account for your late arrival at the
school,” said Mr. Quelch; in a very

deep voice, -

“Indeed, sir!” said Smithy, £1tﬁ
coolly. ™ I-a.m_ sorry you shouid think

It was easy enough for the Bounder
to see-that something had transpired,
somehow ! But he was cool abd on
his guard. He was net, at all events,
Eﬂ;ng;t to admit au}rthmg, if he counld

e y

0 you still adhere to the state-

ments you made, Yernon-Smith 7"

“Certainly, sir 1* ;

“You have the, au&ae:ty, the
effrontery, to repeat that yom lost
traing in London and did not reach
Lavtham Junction early in the day??

exclaimed Mr. Qxlelc,h “Upon my
word ! Vernon-Smith, you were seen

nite un-
&lch‘

- at Lantham Juncﬁnn by nnuthm

member of the atafl.

“(Oh 1" b¥eathed the Bounder.

He remembered that Prout had
been on that train. Neot for a moment
had he supposed that the Fifth Form
master wonld mention any Remove
boys whom he might oT might not
have seen.

Neither,

of course, would Prout
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him, and the jam-tart squashed on his fat face.

have done go, but for Vernon-Smith’s
rag with Coker, which had brought
him specially to Prout's notice, and

caused him to demand Smithy's
punishment as a makeweight tfo
Coker’s.

Prout had not the faintest know-
ledge that Smithy had been deceiving
his Form-master. He did not kuow,
or care, what time Vernon-Smith had
reached the school, Smithy not being
in his Form. Prout had been quite
unaware of Smithy's deception, when
he had given it away from beginning
te end.

‘It was one of those little things
that so often crop up to put the un-
truthful to_confusion.

“I have no doubt,” continued Mr.
Quelel, “that very many members of
this Form are aware of the facts. I
shall certainly not question my boys.
But a statement from a member of
the staff places the matter "beyond
doubt. I mnow require to . know,
Vernon-Smith, whgre you spent the
time during your absence from the
gchool—a matter of several hours?”

The Bounder breathed hard.

Obviously, it was Prout who had
mentioned the matter to Quelch, and
it was, therefore, useless to attempt
to stick to his story.

“I am egorry, &ir,” said Vernon-
Smith, with pgreat meekness. *I
shouldn't have told you that I had
lost trains—but—all I did, sir, was
to get out at Redelyffe and walk it.
I know it was rather thoughtless,
B‘]I‘.JJ?

“If you had only acted thought-
lessly, Vernon-Smith, I should be
very glad to hear it,” said Mr.
Queleh, “but I cannot take your

word on that subject or any other!*

The Bounder flushed. Even Bmithy
did not like  this—though on his
system of telling the tale to beaks,
it was what he had to expect.

“A good many fellows saw me step
out of the train at Redelyfie, sir,” he
answered sullenly.

“No  doubt!” said Mr. Quelch.
“And what followed?” )

“I walked to the school, sir.”

“ Even a walk of five miles, Vernon-
Smith, would mnot account for the
time or anything like the time.”

“1 know, sir, but taking a short cut
through Redclyffe Wood I lost mi
way. I was rather a long time find-
in%- it again.”

Too thin ! whispered Skinner to
Bnoop. '

The Remove fellows listened in
gilence. Redwing’s eyes were fixed on

his desk. All of them knew . that
Smithy was lying — and, un-
fortunately for Smithy, Mr. Quelch

knew it also. He was not likely to
have his leg pulled twice in the same
way ! ) '

“1 do not believe one word of that
statement, Vernon-Smith ¥ said the
Remove master, in a grinding voice.

“I am sorry for that, air,” said the
Emmder{i “1 can only tell you what

ne Fn | *
“ Last evening you told me that you
had lost trains, Now you tell me that
vou had losf your way. Do you expect
me to believe this, Vernon-Smith #”

As a matter of fact, Smithy didn't !
But it was, ao to speak, the best he
could do at short notice!

“You refuse, then, to explain te
me liow you were occupied during

our unauthorised absence of several

ours?" said Mr. Quelch, -

The Bounder's eyes glimmered for
a second with {faint amusement. .
Certainly nothing would have induced
him to tell his Form-master that he
had spent thoge hours smokin
cigarettes and playing billiards with
Bill Lodgey at a pub. Smithy
did not want to return home on the
second day of the term!

“Will wou answer me,
Smith "

“I can only tell you what happened,
sir,” said Smithy., “I lost my way in
Redelyffe Wood. It was rather silly
of me to say that I'd lost a train—
but I thought you would Igi;e me
lines for getting out at clyife
ingtepd of comimg on with the rest.”

“That is all you have to say?”

“Yes, sir t”

“Very well ™ said Mr. Quelch,
through his set lips. “You have
deceived me, Vernon-Smith, and as
you refuse to pgive a creditable
account of your reasom for absenting
vourself, I can only conclude that
the explanation is too disgraceful to
be given to me. A thoughtless
escapade is one matter—n deliberate
and unsuru]Eulﬂu.q deception is quite
another ! shall punish you with
the greatest severity, Vernon-Smith I

The Bounder stood silent.

He was for it—as he expected
now that his falsehood was dis-
covered, All that remained was to go
through. it with cool endurance and
show the fellows that he could take
what came to him without whining.

“You will be placed in extra school
for the ficst. four half-holidays of the
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Vernon-
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term ! said Mr. Quelch. *You will
take an imposition of five hundred
lines of Virgil, and I shall cane you
‘E‘Eﬁ severely.””
e Bcung!r drew a deep breath.

This was & , though naot so eteep,
certainly,  aa his Egnmﬂhment -would
have been had Quelch had any proof
of how Smithy had spent those hours
on the firet day of term.

Mr. Quelch took a came from his
desk. =

“You will now bend over,
Smith ¥ he gaid. i

In savage silence, the
OVEL. :
There was grim silence in’ the
Remove as the cane rose and fell.
That silence .was brokem by what
sounded like saix successive pistol-
sheta. ]

Quelch was putting his beef into
it

Ta-r;_:un-

B'nnﬁder bent

The Remove master gnemlty had
rather a heavy hand with a cane. He
never used that implement unless he
considered it absclutely ne:cﬂsag H
but he was not the man to epare the
red when he believed that it was
needed,” He did believe most frmly
now that it was needed; and there’
were, in fact, few fellows in the
Remove who did mnot share that
belief, : '

But it was, undoubtedly, a very
gevere whopping.

Vernon-Shith was determined to
through it without a sound—without
even a murmnr, And he had an ire
endurance on such occasions. :

" But that whopping was rather too
much even fﬂl: ]113 tﬂ%gh Bounder,

At the fifth whop he gave a gaap.
At the sixth, in aptH:e of all éfforte to
keep silent, he gave a yell.

en, fortunately,’'it was over.

Mr. Queleh laid down the cane,

“You mag g];:r to your place,
Vernon-Smith 1 he said icily.

Herbert Vernon-Smith went to his
place with a.white face and burnin
eyes, .

——— —

BUNTER THINKS IT FUNNY !

1 SAY, you fellows! Like to see
something funny?”’ asked
Billy Bunter.

“Talking about yourself, as usual 7"
inguired Bab Cherry.
“0Oh, really, Cher

“Well, which, what, and how?”

asked Bob.

“I’ve a jolly good mind not to tell
you new,*” mig illy Bunter warmly.
“Still, it’s rather too good to miss !
I say, what abount old Quelch getting
a bucket of whitewash on his head #"

“What " yelled the Famous Five.

“Fuuny, what?" grinned Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
William George Bunter. ~ There
might, perhaps, be an element of the
comiec in such an incident- from the
apectator’s point of view. But any
fellow who tipped » bucket of white-
wash over Quelch’s majestic napper
"~ wag not likely to find the conse-

‘quences amusing,
“Potty P’ nsked Bob. “Let me

catch you with a bucket of whitewash

within fifteen million miles of
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Quelch’s napper! Think we're going
to have our one and. only porpoise
bunked ' i
“0Ohk, really, Cherry——"
" Where would you go -if you were
turfed out of Greyiriars?” demanded

Bob. *“Nowhere. but the Zoo would
take you in.” - : :

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter.
“I'm not

?:-ing to tip whitewash over
Quelech ! I'd jolly well wateh it I

~ “Is anybody?” asked Harry What-
tom,

“Yes, rather!™ Bunter -grinned
again.~ “Of conrse, I'd jolly well like
to sce Queleh drowned in whitewash !
Any fellow would, of course!
even if it's as safe as Smithy thinks,
I wouldn't risk it! You never can
tell 1™ said the fat Owl, with 'a wise
shake of his fat head. “Quelch is &
downy bird! Look how he a
fellow in class evem with_ his back
turned! When I had just a single
chew at toffee this aftermoon——"

“Smithy ! repeated Harry. His
face became very ~serious, “Ia
Smithy playing the mad ass?”

was the day following the
Bounder's whopping in the Remove
Form Reoom. arg fellow in the
Remove knew that Smithy was in a
gtate of black and bitter resentment
on that subject, More than - one
fellow suspected that he might try

on asome reckless scheme of gebting

€9 pack at Quelch. His chum Redwing

was worried and anxious; and other
fellows who wished Smithy well
hoped that he would not make a fool
of himself. .

From what Billy Bunter had to say
the Bounder was planning to make
himself the biggest fool ever, A
bucket of whitewash over Quelch’s
head meant one thing—and one thing
only: the aack for the fellow who did
it, That fellow would need to cover
up his tracks very carefully,

“Come on,” said Bunter. Bunter
had joined the Famens Five in the
quad, after class, with the
news. “I don't want to miss it! I'm
telling you fellows so that -you can
enjoy 1t, too. I don’t want fo keep a
treat like that all to myself.”

Which was really kind of Bunter!

But the Famous Five were nob

thinking of witnessing that eur-.

prising apectacle. They think-
ing, Immediately, of stopping it,
if they could—and saving Herbert
Vernon-8mith from the almost in-
evitable consequences.,

“Hold on, fathead !” said Jobnny
Bull. “Is this straight?”

“Qh, really, Bull—"

. “Well, if Smithy's tgging to make
a fool of himself to t extent, he
wouldn’'t be likely to tell a silly ass
who will tattle it all over the school I
grunted Jﬂimnih

“0Of course he wouldn’t!” agreed
Frank Nugent. “Notking in it.”

“That's all you know!” jeered
Bunter. - “I say, you fellows, have
you seen Skinnerr”

“8kinner? Yes-—he passed us a
few minuntes apgo,” said Harry.
“What about Skinner? He wouldn't
have a hand in such a potty trick.” -

“He, he, be | Did he go over by the
elms 7" grinned Bunter,

But

‘acordent,

_ Queleh’s atgﬂj'
-]

“¥Yes! What—" .

.. " Did he have his catapult?®

“If he had, he had it out of sight|
What on eart - .

“He,” he, he! I sa F{m. fallows,
come on—w¢ may misg it ! As soon as
Skisner taps om Quelch’s window,”
Quelech is going to get it.” o

“What?” exclaimed Bob. _

. “You see, Skinmer's going to keep
in cover and let fly with his cata-
pult,” explained Bunter. “Quelch is
sure 0 open his study window sooner
or later, if so tapping
on it, see? At least, that’'s what
Smithy said.”
*You heard him—-" :
“1 say, don’t you tell Smithy I
heard him! You know his rotten
temper! I heard him quite by
of course,” explained
Bunter. I never moticed him whis-
fenng to Skinner in the passage, and
r-:ertmnl; never listened roumd the
eoruer, simply stopped. at the
corner o sharpen a pencil and as
they were only a few yards away, I
happened to hear—*

“Just as well you did, perha , it
this is straight ! said Harry ar-
ton. “Cough it up !

“Well, don't tell Bmithy'! .- He's
such a suspicions beast-—he wouldn't
believe I stopped there for a minute
or two merely to blow my nose I said
Bunter.

“As well ag to s n a pencil ¥
asked Johony Bull sarcastically.

“I mean to sharpen a pencil! But
look here, you fellows, we may be foo
late to see the fun if we waste time—

L]

come onp—"
“8o Skinner’s

: ing to ﬁﬂit
_w'?:d::-w with o

uts. his head out—is
that it?” asked

ArTYy.
“That's 1t ’
“Bafe enough. for Skinner,” said
Bob., “Bet you Skirmer was partic-
ular about that! BSafety first is his
miotto. But I don’f see where Smithy
comes in with his whitewash! Even

catapult till .

‘Bmithy wouldn’t have the nerve to

walk up to Quelch and slosh him, I

suppose.” :
“He, he, he! He's gob it all cut
and dried !” pgrionned. Bunter. “I

heard it all while I was tying my
bootlace—I mean sharpening my nose

—that is, blowing a pencil—I
mean——:=" ! _

“You fat ass! Where's -Bmithyr"
asked Harry. ;

“He's up in Woosey’s drawing-
room ! prinded Bunter,

“Oh " -exclaimed the Famous Five
together.

Mr. Woosey, librarian and drawing-
master at !:{ riara, had a class-
reom over the studies.  The big
window of that class-room was
directly over the window of Quelch’s
atudy below. :

Anything dropped from Woosey’'s
window would. pass direetly in front
of Quelch’s window. If a head was
put out of Queleh’s window it would,
naturally, drop on that Bead! The
Famous Five n to understand.

“You see, they've been re-decorat-
ing in old- Woosey's room,” said
Bunter, “It wasn’t finisked when we
came back. There won't be an art



elass till it's finighed, T suppose. Any-

how, there it is—all:anyhow, with
bucketa of ‘whitewash an Eaint and
things. I dare say that's what put'it

-into Smithy’s head.” :
“What a chance for a fathead like
Bmithy " said Bob. :

“The asa!” said Harry Wharton.
“The utter asa! Quelch will suspect
him first shot—he's bound to! He
haen’t an earthly!”

‘“Lot the eilly idiot cares about
that when his silly back’s up!”
grunted Johnny Bull. “He will be
sacked if he gets by with this! No
great loss, so far as I can see.”

“Well, we don't want Smithy
sacked,” said Bob. *And I don’t see
letting Quelch 1
whopping a fellow for. felling
either. We're

lies,

stop this.”
“I eay, you fellows, don't you be
gilly asses !” exclaimed unter.

“Think of old Quelch putting his
head out of the window and gett-ing
a bucket of whitewash on it—slosh I
Bunter, evidently, was looking
forward to that great treat | .
“There's no risk for us,” continued
the fat Owl, “Nothing to be ft!:lkg
about. We simply look on an
Iaugh ! Come on, or we shall miss it !
“Come on!” said Harry Wharton ;
and he started across towards the
elma, his chums at his heels, and
Bunter rolling on behind, grinning.
According to the fat Owl’'s informa-
tion, the catastrophe might ocenr at
any moment. The Famous Five had
heard of it only in time—if, indeed,
they were in time, - Skinner was
already at his post, with a catapult—
Smithy was already up in Woosey's
raom, with the whitewash, :
Harry Wharton glanced up at the
House as he went. - '

He noted that the window of Mr.

Woosey's class-room, high up, was
open. He noted also something that
stood on the window-ledge just inside
theswindow—a bucket! Nothing was
te be seen of Emith%:ha was not
likely to let himself seen! But
it was clear that all was ready for
that jape on Queleh; and there was
no time to lose,

The Famous Five ran hurriedly
under the old elms,

Skinner of the Remove, who was .

-there with something in his hand,
hastily thrust that something out of
sight into his pocket as they arrived.

ONLY IN TIME ! )

KINNER gave the chums of the
Remove an irritated glance,

He did not want witnesses to
his exploits with the catapult. FEx-
ploits of that kind could not be kept
too dark! )

Smithy. would not betray him,
caught or mot; but nobody else was
to know that Skinner had had a hand
in the game.

“Interrapted you?” asked Harr
W' oarton sarcastically. '

"*Eh? T was going to have s
smoke ! said Bkinner,
of yours, I suppose?” -

“You ean smoke vourself sick, if

t it in the neck for-

jolly well going fo-

-own bizney

“No bizney
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you like—but
smoke a catapult,

Skinner started, :
“What ﬂataEult-F What duf);ou
mesn? ~You know -jolly well that
catapults are =not allowad in  the
echool I he answered.

“You didn’t shove a catapult into
g!;r pocket az we came up?” asked

i ﬂh; o !u ; y ;
“Then you won't mind letting us
see what you did shove inP"

“Find -out!* said Skinner.

“1.eay, you fellows—"

“8Shut up, Bunter, you fat ass!”

*“But I say—"

“Boot him!* .,

“Look here, you let Skinner alone I
exclaimed Bunter. *Smithy"s waiting
for him to begin—he can’t get going
till Skinner does!" :

“That'a why we've come hLere,
gadgjr pifler! ive me that catapult,
Einner ! gaid the captain of the

ou don't gencrally
do you?”

you

-Remove, : A
Skinner drew a_shar]?.'l:ireafh! His
r! ‘He could see

ea glinted at Bunter!
that the fat Owl knew. =

“I've pot mno catapult,” he said

sullenly, ""'::J_id
in for, anyh.r.:rw b
“ Tor keep Smithy from getting him-
self ﬂaékes 1* answered Harry Whar-
ton.  “And if you weren't a measly

u can mind your
hat are you butting

worm, Skinner, you wounldn't help -
the hot-headed ass to land himgelf in You

hmte:gnubie. : i o
" ay, can't you see that
ﬁu!dﬁg on his track first shot?”

After that whnpp%nﬁ
c

“That's Smith’s bizney — not
youra ! ]
“Will you hand over that ecata-

pult? You'd get six if Quelch knew
you had such a thing.” .

“"Go and tell him!” aneered
Skinner. '
“Hand it over!"
“Mind your own business!” =
“Bump him !” said Harry,

“Look here!” yelled Skinner
furionsly.

He made a jump to escape—and
Bob Cherry and Joknny Bull gras
im in & moment. : - s

Skinner sat down on the cold, un-
sympathetic earth. He sat hard! He
roared as he sat. - : -

“Now will you hand over the cata-

alt?” asked the captain of the

move.

“Nol” yelled Skinner.

“Give him another!”

“Look here, you rotters—"

Bump ! ,

“Oh! roared Skinner. “Ow! Oh!
You cads, if you dom't let go, I'll
get;. .Iire:fect here! Wingate's in the

nad—"

“You can call Wingate as soon as
you like,” answer Harry. “He
wounld like to sea that catapult—and
I've no doubt that he would be fear-

*“I won't 1"

-fully interested to hear what Gyiau
ve

wera  gpoing to do with it.
Wingate a call, Frank, if Skinner
wants him here.” .

“*Certainly I prinned Nugent.

“Don’t be a fool ! gasped Skinner.
“I don’t want Wingate here! © Look
here, let go! I’ll chyek it up! I'm
not going on with it now everybody
knows, Smithy jawed me into it!
Now let go!” -

II|i'1‘.’.r

“Smithy may -jaw you inte it
again | nd over that catapult!” -

“Shan't !" howled 8kinner,

iﬂgﬁp I ) :

& you rotters !” pasped Skinwer,

“Take your time!” . said ' Bob

Cherry, " mu'a{at to calling-over
—and we'll keep this up as. long. as
you like, Skinner! Wa're not tired
if you're not,” e
“Yon rotters, here it is!” asplut-
tered Skinner, by ¥ 3
He drew the catapult from his
pockets ... . - :
Harry Wbharton took it from his
hand, v b : T
“Mind if I smash this?” he asked,
“It’'s mine, you rotter!” sndrled
Skinner, “ You're not.going to smash
Y. peopert 5 | g o 1
""Not without your leave!” agreed
the captain of the Remove. “A
prefect woyld take it away, and give
you gix for having it—but I'm not a
prefect! I'm mot going to smash it
unless give'nie leave,” -

iyou
“Well, I won't, youn fool!"
".Btm'l]rJ him !* =3
Bump!

“Yarooooh {* roasred Skinner.

“Waiting for leave, Skinner!” said
Harry. :

“You rotter

Bump T - i
Yow!” - .

“Wow |
“Yaroooh !

[EE

Bump !

You can smash it if
like, blow you!™ howled Skinner.
He reslised that the bumping was

to go on till leave was given, Hé was
[ree to give, or withhold, leave, just
%B he li En:L But he had had. enough
ing ! :
“Thanks !” said the captain of the
Remove. And he placed the catapult
under his heel and ground it to f?ﬂg-
menta, S
Then Skinner wag released. He
gave the amiling five a bitter 'and
malevolent look. :
- “You had to interfere, you medd-
ling rotters!” he snarled. - “I'l]l let
E?;ftllillrj' know that you queered his
pitch ¥ 4
“You needn't trouble,” answered
Harry. 1" ‘E&’l%ﬂﬂﬁet him know that
ourselves! Quelch isn't going to get
that whitewash—Smithy 1s."
' Wha-a-t 7" gas inner,
“Hear, hear!” chuckled Bob

Cherry.

“Smithy's not iomg to get sacked
if we cant stop him!™ smid Harry.
“And Quelch is not going to get

. whitewashed because he doesn’t 'lﬁe

a fellow telling him lies. Smithy will
be tired of whitewash, I think, when
we gtick his head into that bucket!
Come on, you men!”

“I'say, you fellows, you've spoiled
the 'whole thing!” exclaimed Bill
Banter  indignantly, “ %nli well
woulda't have told you if I'd known
—1I only told you out of good nature,
because I thought you'd enjoy it——"

“You fat chump!”

“Beast I

Leaving Skinner ecowling, the
Famons Five -walked away to the
Houege. ' '

“There was plenty of time now—
Smithy eould not get going with his
rt' of the contract till Skinner had
one -his bit with the catapult—and
Tie Magrer Lisriry.—No, 1,651
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that catapult was out of action.
Smithy, if he waited for Quelch to-
ut hiz head out of the window, was
ked for a long waif.

Still, the chums of the Remove lost
#no time. Mr. Woosey’s class-room, 1n
ite present dismantled state, was nof,

ergapa, likely to be visited—still, if

mithy was found there, he would
have fu explain why he was there,’
and the sconer he was out of such a
dangerous quarter, the betfer.

The Co. were concerned for Smithy
. —but they were irritated as well as
concerned, Japing an Acid Drop like
Hacker was one thing—Hacker asked
Whitewashing Quelch was
If Smithy could ﬁlt
take s whopping, which he richly
deserved, wiﬁ:— aug;' whitewashing his
Form-master in return, it was time
that Smithy had a lesson on that
subject, in the opinion of the Famous
Five. That lesson was going to take
the shape of dipping Smithy's head
into the whitewash—which seemed
likely to make Smithy tired of white-
wash ! ) !

The staircase that led to the upper
class-rooms nﬁned off the Form-room

T

for it.
gquite another!

earridor. Famous Five walked
up that corridor.
it Hallo, hallo, hallo!” breathed

Bob Cherry snddenly. “Hold on!”

A fipure was seen ahead, just turn-
ing into the stairease.

It was that of a small, spectacled
entleman; no other than E,

oosey! The drawing-master, evi-
dently, was going up to his claes-
room—mno doubt to see  how the
decorations were getting om, and to
judge how long it would be before
the painters and whitewashers let-
him have his quarters.

“ Ok " murmured Harry Wharton.

The chums of the Remove came to
a halt. They could not follow Mr.

Woosey up.

“Great Fpiiﬂ“ said Johmny Bull.
“ Woosey will catch him on the very
spot—and if he had whitewashed

ueleh -

The jumiors looked st one another
in horror. This was the safety the
reckless Bounder had banked on.
Had they not interrupted Skinper,
Smithy would have been tipping the
whitewash over Quelch in those very
moments—and Mr, Woosey, .going
inte hig class-room, would have
caught him, right on the spot, prob-
ably in the very aet!

" By m ¥ murmuored Nugent.
“Smithy's had some luck!”

“The Iuckfulness was terrific!”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ The
egteemed Bounder would have been
sackfully bunked. But a stitch in
time saves ninepence, as the English
proverh remarks.”

And the Famous Five departed
from the spot—very glad that they
had intervened in time! It had been
only in time!

Herbert Verpon-Smith

‘D
al the exclamation.

QUELCH'S WARNING !
EAR me!” said Mr. Woosey
jumped
ng Bounder was at the open
TaE MJ.HH'_EI_‘_LIB]IM_LHT,'_—!‘TG. 1,051.

in surprise,

- would be - sufficient

window of the class-room, watching
and waiting in anpry impatienece.

The room was in ‘a dismantled
state—with steps and trestles and
boards, and paint- abont, aa
workmen had left it when they
knocked off. There werd two or tliree
bucketa of whitewash—and of these,
the Bounder had sclected one, now
placed in readimess on the ledge
inzide the open window.

Eeoping ot of sight from the quad
below, the Bounder waited, watched,
and listened. He expected to hear the
sound of Skinner’s pellets popping
like hailstones on Quelch's window
below.

He could see nothing of Skinner—-

but he did not expect to!
The wielder of the catapult
had to be careful to keep in
cover. Skinner was goin
to get to work from behin
a tree.

There was no doubt that
when -pellets  clatiered on
Quelch’s study window, he
would open that window
and look out to see what
was the matter,

At the gound of the
opening window below, all
Simithy had to do was to
take one swift peep and tip
the whitewash bucket.

Then a minute or less
for
egcape !  Quelch wonld be
too busy with whitewash to
think of amything else, for
a good many minotes.

It scemed to the Bounder
gafe as honsés—safe as any.
gecheme he had ever
schemed.  Quelch  wounld
very likely suspect him—
but nothing could be
proved.

Safe ag housez as it
seemed, it was as well for
Herbert Vernon-Smith that
gsome other fellows,
unknown to him, had
chipped in and put pdid te
the scheme.

The last thing that
Smithy expected was old
VWoosey coming up to his
clags-room ! Why the

- Emith P
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asked Mr. Woosey. He,
advanced inte the room, bis eves
and  epectacles suspicions on the |
Bounder. i
He hardly needed an answer to hia
uestion, The wideopen window,
e bueket of whitewash lifted to it, -
told their own tale,

Mr. Woosey wag a mild, little
entleman—almost lamb-like! But
ig face grew very stern at what -he
EAW.

“Upon my word!” he exclaimed.
“ Vernon-Smith, iz it possible that
you intended to throw whitewash

over gome boy in the guadranglef"
The Bounder pasped for breath, |

““ What are you doing here, Vernon-Smith ? * aske

dickens should the man . tp his question. The wide-open window, the bucke
come up when there was
nothing in the room but paint-pots  Mr, Woosey, fortunately, did not

and whitewash buckets, and no class
could be held there till the workmen
were through?

Nevertheless, it was not very
surprising. Mr. Woosey, excluded
from his quarters by a bunch of men
in overalls, was naturally anxzious teo
seo how far they had got on, and how
long it was likely to be before the
departed with their paint-pots an
whitewash brushes.

Mr. Woosey hoped to see that class-
room near completion,

Certainly he did not expect to find
a Remove junior there,

He stared at E.mi'ch‘;,.r
window, and cjaculated, ° D
in tones of surprise.

Veornon-Smith spun round.

His eyes almost popped at the art
nastor,

- “What are you doing here, Vernon-

at the
CAY Ine !’f

8 his rTeal intention—knowin
nothing of Skinner and the catapult,
or thy's grudpe against Lis
Form-master. ut he knew that
Smithy had that whitewash at the
window to tip it on a head below,
because there was no other imagin-
able reason why he should have it

there at all.

“A revolting—a ﬂisguating trick
exclaimed Mr. Woosey. “ Vernon-
Smith, L am shocked—I am dis-

rusted ! Take that bucket of white-
wash down this instant!”

Bmithy, gritting his teeth, obeyed
in silence.

Even in his bitter exasperation at
being canght, he was thankful that
that whitewash had not gone over
Quelch. T N

“I have noticed, Vernon-Smith,
that you are a somoewhat malicions

= —_—
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hov,” said Mr. Woosey, “but this—
this in unexampled! Such a disgust-
ing trick—fo think of asmothering
some boy with whitewash! I am sur-
priced that such an idea entered even
vour mind, Vernon-Smith 1"

The Bounder stood sullenly silent,

He did not care much what Mr.
Waoosey thought—so long as Wmang
did not know that he had intende
that whitewash for a master's head !
No thought of such a wild and reck-
lese act entered the drawiag-master’s
mind. But what he did believe made
him very augry. A

“"Now follow me, Vermon-Bmith!”
eaid Mr. Woosey. “I have no choice

d [Mr. Woosey. He hardly needed an answer
. of whitewash lifted to it, told their own tale.

“He knocked my hat off the other

but to report this to your Form-
master ! I have really never heard of
snch a malicions, such a disgusting,
suclk a revolting prank !*

In sava gilemee, the Bounder
followed him from the class-room.

Mr. Woosey trotted ahead of him,
down the stairs, and along the

ageages. He tapped at Mr. Quelch’s

0oL,

The Bounder breathed hard as he
followed Mr. Woosey into the study.

Woosey had not guessed! Would
Cuelch ?
If he did, he could prove nothing !

Besides, that reckless act had mnot,
after all, been committed !
bottom of his heart, the Bounder was
glad of that! His narrow escape of
fetting expelled from the school in
he firet week of the term made him
almost  giddy !

il {{ﬁﬂ{f~#}fﬁ -

From the

Whatever Queleh

ruessed, and whatever Quelch did, it
could not come to that now.

"What is it, Mr. Woosey #” asked
the Remove master, with a glance of

disfavour at the Bounder, as Smithy

followed the drawing-master in. He

had had trouble enowgh with that

particnlar member of his Form, when
the term was only a few daye old.
“I am sorry, sir, to report this
bov,” bleated little Mr. Woosey.
“But such a shocking, outrageous
thing—I found this boy, sir, In my
class-room above, with a bucket of
whitewash at the window, obviously
intending, sir, to throw it over some-
oue below! I feel, sir, that this boy

should bhe severely dis--

- from thinking eof

COUTH
repeating such a revoliing
prank.”

Mr. Queclech’s brows
knitted.

“I apree with you en-
-tirely, r. Woosey,” he

gsaid, “and I thank you for
rting  Vernon-Smith’s
conduct fo me."

Mr, Woosey faded out of
the study.

The Remove master fixed
hiz eyen on Vernon-Smith.
Never had those eves seemed
so much like gimlets to the
§1  uncasy Bounder.

There was a brief silence.
But Vernon-Smith conld
read in Quelch’s face what
was passing i his mind.
i Little Mr. Woosey was not
| observant or penctrating in
_the least—Mr. Quelch was

both! And Mr. Quelch
was quite well aware that
this junior nourished a

bitter grudge against him
raonally.

. Guelch at Tast, "~ Did
Mr. Que g A
you ‘i;::l“i:end to throw that
whitewash over some boy in
the quadrangle?Z

“It was only a lark,
sir

“ Angwer me ¥

“Yes, sir I said Smithy
coolly.

“His namer"”

*Cherry, sirl”

“ And why?”

day ¥

'fhere was not a syllable of truth in
it ; but it sounded plaumsible enough
—the Bounder hoped so, at.least.
Had Henry Samuel Quelch been a
little less thorough, it might have
passed. But Quelch was not Tikely to
place much faith in statéments from
a fellow who had stood before him
and told bare-faced untruths with-
gut batting an eyelid.

“And how,” said Mr. Quelch
uietly, “did you expect to induce

erry to 8 beneath that window,
Vernon-Smith? It is very unusual
for' junmior boys to gather near
mastera’ windows,

“T thought he might walk aipn”g
there, sir! Fellows. sometimes do.

“You waited at the window above,
on that very improbable chance?"
e E

 have been ex

- Greyfriars and give him my

‘him to do!

13

" This window,” said Mr. Quelch,
with a gesture towards his own stud
window, “is in & direct line beneath
My, Woosey's window. Did you in-
tend this outrageous act to he
directed at mie, Vernon-Smith

H’nhl ]].'EI. Hir!“

“It was at least as probable that
I might have looked. out of the
window, se that Cherry or any other -
ano:' might have passed by it !” said

r. Queleh, grimly,

:Iﬂ_ﬁmr thought r::g it, sip!*

e you prepa any trick
which I m bave been induced I:g :
open the window and look out?”

The Bounder started a little.
Quelch was as keen as a razor. It
waa well known in the Remove that -
Quelch was & dewny bird, Obviously
he had seen the whole thing almest
at a glance.- : Ee

“No, sir!” said Vernon-Smith. -
“Nothing: of the kind I*

“Had such an outrage occurred,
Vernon-Smith, the perpetrator would

) led ?rcrm this schoo] 1
said Mr. Quelch. *“That is, of course,
if discovered. Discovery might have

ed - diffienlt, as you would

ave had ample time to cscape, and I
am only too well aware that yon have
no scruples about uttering false-
hoods,” -

The Bounder said nothing.

Ho expected to be caned; and he
wished that Quelch would leave off
talking, and get it over. But Quelch
did not touch the cane. _

There was snother brief silence.

“I shall not punieh you on this
occasion, . Vernon-Smith [ gaid the
Remove master at last. “You are
already undergoing a severe punish-
ment, and I 1 not add o it] I
shall give you a warning ! I have nof
the slightest doubt in my mind that
the outrage you contemplated was in-
tended for me. Had you succeeded,

ibly you would have escaped
etection, Take this warning,.
Vernon-Smith—should any euch out-
rage ocour, cunning and duplicity
will not save you from just punish-
ment. In such an event, I shall
request Dr, Locke to expel you from
reason,
to which I have noe doubt whatever
that he will accede I*

He paunsed a moment.

“1 adviee wou, Vernen-Smith, to
heed this warning!” he added.
“Otherwise, you may count on it as
a certainty that you will not remain
at this school. You may now ledve
my study -

Vernon-Smith
quietly.

_ His heart was heat»ing rather wn-

pleasantly as he went., It was borne

in oo the Bounder’s mind that the

warpath was o dangeroums path to
1

Queleh meant every word that be
had uttered. The sack loomed
over Smithy's head now, whether he
covered up his tracks or mot. And
Smithy, who was no fool, hot-headed
and headstrong as he was, gave that
warning heed, as Queleh had advised

left the study
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PALLY OF POTTER!

WY TS no gm:-d jawing ¥  said
Horace Coker.

Potter and Greene might
bhave inguired why, in that case,
Coker went on doing it: =

But Coker, no doubt, regarded his
own jaw as o superior sort of article
—not an uncommon delusion,

“Jaw, jaw, jaw I said Coker.

Tea  was over in Coker’s study.
Coker had been talking most of the
. time, if not all the time, Potter and
Greene were rather anxious to eseape
after tea. .

But, like good pals, they linge¢red,
to make one more attempt to turn
old Horace from kis d L purpose.

“You see,” said Potter, “you can’t
ship & beak’s atudy !” .

ou

“That's it!” said Creene,
can't, Coker !”

“Can't IP” gaid Coker grimly.
“You just wait a bit, my pippins,
and you'll sée whiether I can or not.
Studies have been shipped before at
Greyfriars—but this'is g’ﬂi:ﬂ.?’ to be o
record. You just wait a bit [”

Coker was sticking to that deadly
purpose. ) _

A Head's whopping was an injury
and an inswlt that had to be wiped
out. Potter and Greerme had hoped
that, with the passage of a few days,
Coker wonld get over it—time is a
great healer !

Coker hadn't! Instead of getting
over it, Coker apent his leisure hours,
during those days; making plans and
looking for chances %o carry  them
out. ten he was seen haunting the
precinets of Masters’ Studies,

Prout's study was going fo
shipped. It was going to be shi
on an exténsive and devastating scale
—that was as fixed and immmntable as
the laws of the Medes and Persiane—
or, as Coker preferred to put it, the
Swedes and Nasturtinms.

But Coker had to realise that there
were a lot of difficulties in the way of
shipping a beak's study. -

He had to keep it dark that he had
done it—even Coker realised thab!

"And it was far from easy to get
into Prout's study unseen and un-
suspected.

Prout was often there! Even when
hie wasn't, other beaks always scemed
to be about the place. Quelch would
be writing at his table with his door
open—or Capper would be talking to

iggins in the passage—or Hacker
looking out of his study=or Monsicur
Charpentier whisking about. Beaks
haunted the spot, in fact. _

Coker, at length, realised that a
secret and surreptitions raid onm
Frout's study in the daytime wuas a

ractical impossibility. SR

Did that deter Coker? It did not!

Coker simpily resolved en a might
attack |-

Beaks, like chickens, went to roost
at night. Masters’ Studies were silent
and deserted in the small hours.

What was to prevent a fellow from
coming guietly down from his dermi-
ta? when everybody else was in bed
and shipping a atudy?

Nothing at all—so far as Coker
conld see! S
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But if Potter and Greene had been
dismayed already they were horrified
bg' that development of Coker’s plan
of campaign. '

Ehi}gmi‘ng a beak’s stud
enon in 'itself. ' Breaki
tory bounds at night was an added
offence. ' Tt was a serious matter for
a fellow to be, copped straying out
of his dormitory at hight. Yet they
had to hope that Coker would. be
copped before he reached Prout's
study. Anything was better than old
Horace getting through with hia
Eé]:lén_m for wrecking that study.

“To-night's the night!” remarked
Coker, quite casually. . “You fellows
will hear of something in the morn-

was mad

ing ! I shan’t want you to come down-

and help.” g

They gazed 4t him.

Wild. horses, or hippopotamuses

would not have dmgge’g otter and
Greene down to help it such an enter-
prise. -
“You'd be in the way ! gaid Coker.
“If that’s what you're thinking of,
forget it! I can’t have you blunder-
ing about.”’ :

Potter and Greene were not think-
ing of that! Far from it!

“1 go dewn,” said Coker, “about

midnight ! Everybody will be aslee
then., 1 ship Prout's study—rag it
right and
thing standing on"” snother! Say
half ar Hour! Then I get back to

dorm! It's mo thinking of it
‘in' ‘the daytime. I’ve looked  for.
chances a dogen times—there’s

nothing doing in the daytime!. It's
night or nothing.”

\ “Make it nothing, old, chap ! im-

pped plored Potter.

“Don't be an ass, Potter I
“Wash it right out!”. . urged
Greene. - .
“TDon’t be a goat, Greene!”?
“Well, this means the long jump,
and thats that !’ said Pottex. “SBorry

you’ll ‘be leaving Greyfriars soon,
Coker I o EER
“X think 1 said that it's no pood

jawing ! said Coker. “Nobody will
now I had s hand in it, of course.
I fapcy I'm pretty wary!” ;

Potter and Greene could only shake
their heads.- In the belief of his pals
that was a double error on Coker’s
part ! He was not pretty, and he was
not wary! ... - :

“Prout will find his study locking
as if o cyclone had struck it,” enid
Coker. © him wait.” = g

“You'll ., be copped!” moaned
FPotter. - “Somebody will see a light,
if you turn it on—=" iy o

Think I'm = fool ?* asked Céker.

“Eh? Yea!™

“Look here—" roared Coker.

“Well, .are you pgoing to barge
about in the dark?” hooted Potter.

“I ecertainly shan't turn on.lights
to tell E?ﬂt'j"bﬁ&?‘ I'm up " said Coker
sarcastically. “ A flash-light will be
encugh for me! I'm going to borrow
your flashlamp, Potter.” S

“Oh!” gaid Potter. ;

“I shan't need it till I pet down-
stairs. Risky to turn on a light on
the stairs. gnmq’hnﬂy might be ap.

* I'm no feool !

g dormi-
‘I shan't want a light till I

lestrul:'.ted'a battery
eft—I don't leave oune:

-battery, whiec
not to ghow the faintest glimmer of

That was-another error on Coker’s

art, as his chums knew, if Horace

id not. But it was no ointing
out that error to Coker. e would
never have seen it.

“Might as well shove a new battery
into that lamp, Potter,” added Coker. .
. . get to
Masters’ Passage—but I shall -want

one then, It will be black as a hat.
Bee that that lamp's all right,
Potter.” _

“Oh ™ said Potter. '

Do ‘it now ! added Coker. "No
time like the present—and . know
what a fool you are, Potter! I've
“told you often emough.” ;

“Oh!™ said Potter again. "All

pax -

ri%:::: :

stepped to the study cupboard,

where his pocket flashlamp was Eept.
Greene stared at him. -

heIt Ee&ﬁed-m Eree;ie that it would
a jo E‘zod thing if the light
failed thi ker waﬁggruping' along
a* dark age for Prout’s study
door. In that case, Coker would
have to give it up and return to the
dormitory, leaving Prout's study un-
ahi;ip‘e&. :
otter closed one eye at Greene as

he stoogd at the cupboard. '

From that pocket lamp Potter
_ that was in good
order and that would have shown all
the light Coker mneeded—more than.
was for his good, in the opinion of his
friends. - : _

Potter put that good battery care-
fully nside and pickéd out ome that
had lately been discarded as ex®
hausted and therefore useless.’

“Oh . murmured Greene, who had
a watchful eye on Potter. :

Coker, sitting in the armehair with
hig iung lega extended, had no eve on
Potter ! So far as e condescended to
heed Potter at all, he supposed that
he was, a8 per instructions, putting a
new and reliable battery inte J:Eut.
flashlamp. '

Paotter wasn’t! )

Potter was putti
oou

‘in an exliausted
bie relied upon

light.
Greene suppressed a gurgle!
If Coker relied om that flashlamp
in hiz nocturnal exenrsion, Coker was
iuing to be let down with .a bump!
11 that would remain would bhe to
return to his dorm. leaving Prout’s
study alone! Which, hiz pals
thought, was a consnmmation
devoutly to be wished. :
This was, in faect, really pally of
Potter. - He was doing nlf he could
to- save old Horace from playing the
gpoat and getting sacked. .- .
Having thus, with great - care,
rendered that flashlamp absolutely
innocuous, Polter turned from the
cupboard with it in his hand.
“I'll nip up to the dorm and shove
this under your pillow, all ready for
you, Coker,” he said blandly. He
was rather anxious that Coker should
not teat that flashlamp £ill:the’ time
rame fo use it ) S
Coker nodded approval..
“That's rather um._i.s_'-.m_l!z
of you, Potter I hé said.
nd Potterdid! ~

aensible
Dﬂ !l: -



SOME FOR SMITHY |

OU. meddlin’ assea!Z - .
* Thanks I ES
“Yon cheeky foolas !“
“Thanks again !”
“You interfering bargees ”’!
“The thankfulnesa is terrific !”
The Famous Five were on the
Bemove landing when  Herbert
Vernon-Smith came up the stairs.
He gave them a black, angry look
as he came—which had no perceptible
effect on the chums of the Hemove.

Smithy evidently had heard from
Skinuner of the intervemtiom of the
PFamous Five in his campaign against
Quelch.

That mt-ermutmn had saved him,
as he TE? well knew, irom bein
Gl 5 Fre hontiiaatin SOl Abebes,
Fﬂl‘, had that whitewash descended

uelch's head, when Mr, Woosey

¢,ﬂ-_‘1.1§ t him in the art class-room, the

Bounder's number would have been

Theré was no doutht whatever on

l‘}:&t nt—Smithy knew it as well as
the other fellows did.

But that did not diminish hia
rescntment at what he chrose to regard
as an unwarrantable interference in
hie affairs.

It had turned out lueky for him,
but it was cheeky meddling, all the
same, in Herbert Vernon-Smith's
opinion. If he chose to be a law unto
himself, it was not for other fellows
to say him nay.

“You can't mind your own busi-
ness ! he exclaimed savagely. “Have
I ever mkM&u to look after ime,
you goody-goody worms ! :

“Bo you still wish that Quelch had
had t.he whitewash ! inguired Bob
Ch . “You'd be saying guu-ﬂ-'b
now if he had.”

“That’s not your business !”

“No,” said Bob. “I suppose it
isn’t! If vou want to improve the
landscape at Gireyiriars by getting off
-it, why not?”

“The whynotfulness is terrific!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Next time, we'll let you rip,” said
Harry Wharton, “but not to the
extent of whitewashing Quelch,
Smithy. If you try on any rotten
trick like that, and we hear of it,
we'll stop you fast enough!”

- “We were coming up te dip your
head in that whitewash when Moosey
turned up !" said Frank Nugent.

“You cheeky fool —=

““And you haven’t done with it yet,
Emithy |” said Johmny Bull on
¢an get bunked as scon as you like,
‘but ciﬂ“ re. not whitewashing old

uelech without getting a lesson on

e subject.”

“Greasing up to Queleh #” sneered
the Bounder.

“There's a limit,” said Harry, “and
tha%'s the limit! If you can't see
it you'll get it poin out to you.
Neow shut up ¥

“You cheeky, meddling fool—"

“Y paid shut up !” said the captain
of the Remove., “If you caw’t take
a &I;ﬁu’u get shut up, Vernon-

Tlm Bounder clenched his fists,

. “Glet on with it, then, you meddle-
gomo fool I he alnarle&.

fully.

EVERY SATURDAY

Tom Redwing, who wos fellowing
the Bounder wp the staircase, ran on
the landing and eaught him by the
ATMm.

'%l:up that, Smithy I he ‘exclaimed.
't barge in, Reddy—" -

“Stop it, I tell you I” snapped Red-
wing, “ Haven't Fou any semse. or a
gpot of gratitede in youP These
fellows have saved you from pefting
sacked—not that you deserve to be
saved from ttmg it in the ne-:k,”

The Bounder gave him a

Wmﬁ&ﬂg his-arm away, and ata.lkri'tf
up move passage.
*“Hold on a minute, Reddy !” called-

out Bﬁh Che
in

, 88 Tom was follow-
hig disgruntled chum,
wing turned back.
“ Don't mmd Smithy, you fe!l-:}trﬂ, x
he said. “The fact is, hé’s his
back up, becanse he knows jolly well
that he’s got to chuck up making a
fool of himeelf. Quelch knows as
much
Smithy comld tell him, and even that
hot-headed ass kmowa that he's got

 to stop.”

B‘;ﬂﬂuud for him if he &aes 1" ﬂm-.d
0

“But what did you ::n]] me hack
for?” asked Redwing.

Redwing stared at Bob ﬂhEI'I‘F,
puzzled.

The Famous Five were lookin
the Hemove passage from the ﬂmﬂpj—
ing. and Hedwing locked in the sAMme
direction,
h;.ll?lhen he saw why Bob had atﬂlape&

As he looked, Herbert Vernon-
Smith reached the door of Study
No. 4. That door was ajar,

The Bounder shoved it zoughly
open and stalked in.

about that whitewash as
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"Eumﬁh "' eame & horrible
le from the Bounder, There wana

wlu waeh in his mouth, as ‘H'Ell as-all
over him. “Urr ﬂg‘n ®

“Ha, ha, hal

Feiluws at tea 1in 'l'-!mlr studies

stared from doorways.
roar of laughter
Remova age.
“Is that Smithy?*” gasped Skinner:
“Or his ghost?” howled Squiff,
“ Looks raore l:ke his ghost !
“Ha, ha, ha[?
1"&1‘0{:31}%“‘%3 Bounder stood in
passage in g pool of .drip img

"F:jrgh ;

There was o
all alomg the

-wlutewaah gouging the fluid

ﬁﬂ and nn:;aﬂ a}::d m::-ut'.ll:I
Who—urrg '—who—grogh [2
“Ha, ha, ha 1" ©
“Tired of whitewash yet, Emtt-hjf e
roated Bob.Cherry.
“More, if you want it chuckled

Jobnny Bull,

-"Tur:rrgggh' GurrgghI”

"R Hﬂ, ]I,H- hg I

The Bounder cnmn squelching down
the -passage. ¢ gave the Famous

Five on the lh::m:lmE a whitewashy
rlare. :

“You did this I”r he yelled.
“Gluessed it in one!* assented
a ‘Wharton. *“That’s what vou
had for Quelch. How do you ike
it yourself f*
- Obriously, the Bounder did not like
it 'at all ] a]inteditat '
%Iut

f with rage snd w-'_hit-a-
urled himgelf at the
ammu Flva with brandighed, Hiata,

“Hook it!” gasped Bob,

The Famous Five scattered.
Smithy was rather tod whitewashy
fﬂr cloge contact! They did not w:ant

of tha *whltﬁwash

Crash ! = Em'rg]t PN’ —*" splat-

%:ﬁn!uahl ter‘ed thf; eirag;ﬁl Bounder, '
“Ha, ba, ha” ° '

“QOh " EﬁEEﬂ. Redwing. o EeRy 1 fTellows, Smithy wants

“We. want- you to nnwmhd&:u""' i

whack in ﬂmt " explained Boh cheer-
“It's Smlthy s own whitewash
—we fetched down a Jugful . after
Woosey had cleared.”

“Lesson for Smithy I said Johony
Bull. .“We're a&umg to make ]nm
tited of whitew

“T say, you fellows,” came an

excited aqueak from the doorway of
Et Huh:a 5 g | s87s look at Emﬂ-hjl
e, =2

Frum the Euun&er 8 ﬁt'l.l.-ﬂj’ a figure
emerged, a figure that was hardly

recognisable as that. of Herbert
Yernon-Emrth.

He "had walked mtﬂ that hﬂ-ﬂhj’*
trap without a suspicion. He had got
the full benefit of it. A flat tin pan,
with & gallon of whitewash in it, had
been 1 on top of the study door.
It had fairly bonneted the Buunder
ad it landed on him,

He was white as the driven suow,
from head to foot! His face was &
mask of ~streaming whitewash,
Whitewash swamped all over him!
He had pgot it fair and square, and
he was in a worse state than Quelch
would have been, had the whitewash
descended - on hia hefid os Fla.nﬁad
Smithy was fairly drenched
to toe.

“He, he, he!” eackled Bunter,
say, you fellows, look !

“1

.realiged that that woul

- “Ha, ha, ha [

Harry Wharton & Co., laughing,
seattered down the atairs. If Emithy
wanted a. scrap, after that bﬂﬂhj"—
bra all the members of the Co. were

;F to oblige him—but not till he
l‘md got the whitewash off | Nobody
wanted to share the whitewash,

Gurrg k! You rotters! Urggh I*

a, ha!”
Bmit&x; in his rage, made » rush
ursuit.

om - Redwin --haedlm of white-
wash-—grabbed him in time,

“Bmithy |” he gasped.
“Let. go, you f-:ml‘" ye‘.iled t}m
Boyuder,

in

“You. can’t ﬁnwr—. like that!™
gasped  Redwing. “For goodness’
sake, come and gat a W and a
change [* :

“Oh, let him_come ﬂown"’ called
Bob Eherry, from. the middle land-

ing. chase us across the
gquad, E:lﬁth kY ;

“Ha, ha, al"'

But even the enraged Bounder

not do, .

Panting with tage, he tramped
top away to a bath-room to get himself
cleaned—leaving the Hemove passage
roeking with langhter.
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SHIPPING A STUDY !

1 EOW!” breathed Horace
B Coker, L .

It was exasperating.
“That fobl, Potter!” " breathed
Horace, =0 @0 wATR
" _He would havé liked to

. . punch
Potter’s head ot that moment.

.But Potter's head was not within’

reach, Potter’s head was on Pottér's

pillow in the Fifth Form dormitory..

Coker whs pgroping in
Passage in the dark, . o

It was midnight’s stilly hour!

‘Grevfriars slept! ~

Ouly Coker did not! '

Coker was on the warpath.  Coker,
at the witching hour of midunight,
‘had turned out of bed and dressed
himegelf in the dark. At ten minutes
past twelve Coker was stealing down
dark staircases and puassages—suffici-
ently lig]]itecl on his way by
ing starlight at" high windows; but
with Potter's torch to light him,
later, when needed,

Now it was needed !

*  And it did not act! .

Masters’ Passage was black as a
hat, as Coker had. told his pals that
it would be. Coker could hardly see
his hand before his face—though it
was, in ordinary circumstances, large
enoneh to be geen ! : S,

From his pocket he drew Potter’s
flash-lamp and switched it on—in
vain! He looked for light—but there
was no light! Like the poet, who
was visited by the raven at mid-
night, Cdiker saw “darkness there,
and nothing more ! .

No wonder Coker said “Blow !” No
wonder he longed to punch Potter's
head. Digtinetly, he had told Potter
to put a reliable battery 'in that
bléssed lamp! And Potter, as ususl,
had made some fatheaded mistake!
The light would not come on.

Coker was left in the unhappy
ggsitinn of the heathen who sat in

rkness—except -that Coker was
standing, _

He stood—enraged, exasperated, in
doubt as well as in darkness. It
looked like piving up his enterprise
for that mnight! But Coker, after
having specially stayed awake till
midnight—not an essy task—and
after 'Eaving turned. out, dressed, and
descended to the scene of action, was
naturally unwilling to wive up his
enterprise,

On the other hand, he could not
pick out a study in the dark. A box
of matches would - have sgen - him
through: Buf a fellow provided with
an electric flash-lamp had not, natur-
*ally, thought of. bringing matches,
Co was let down—bumping !

He made a retrograde step!. But
only one! He was not going to chuek
it and have all that tiresome business
over again of staying awake -and
turning out and creeping cautiously
down dark passages! Coker was
going to carry on—somehow !

He proped along the passage.

It was easy to find study doors by
groping. But it was not easy to tell
one study from another, In fact, it
was impossible. : Even Coker did net
think of opening door after. dooz,
switching on light after light: That
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was altogether too dangerons a game.
- Late as the hour was, there might.
be wakeful eyes. Lights flashing. from:

- & study window would certainly lmze
the .

startied “any eyes that beheld .

game, i
looked info 'study after

study.. But as at night all:cate are
grey, eo studies looked much alike in
the daxk.- : R
He stopped.at last, breathing fury. s
"It looked as if Coker was going to

be beaten, .- Al : :
- He .did not. want to ship - the

. wrong study!. Goker had.no feud on.
* with any bsak but Prout, He wanted

to make Prout sit up and howl—but
Prout would not have sat. up and’
howled had Capper’s or Hacker's or
Quelch’s study been shipped. But how
was he to'spot Prout’s study. in the'
de’%gl dark? -. . L :

. Then Coker-—not easily beaten—
remembered that. Pront’s study was
sixth-from the end.of the passape.

That recollection came as a happy
relief, : : fa i

All he had to do was to grope care-
fully in the dark,:counting.the doors
from the end of the passage; and that
wag, _hound "to laud’ Him ot Prout’s
door! - . s

Then a doubt smote him ! _

& knew—he remembered . that
Frout’ds study was gixth from the énd.
But which end? i R

. He was not sure of that? Was it
sixth from the Commoniroom eénd or
sixth-from the staircase-end? :

Coker cudgelled his brains to re-
member! Finally, he decided that it
was from the stairease end. Yes, it
was the staircase end all right!
Coker groped to that end, from which
he glimpsed the  staircase in a

limmer of the atars from s window.

tarting from that end, Coker moved
along the passage, groping from door
to door. :

At the sixth door he atopped,

He opened that door. ;

Within was blackness, The window
wag covered by a blind, /Erebus was
no blacker! : !

Coker groped into the blackness and
shut the door. : :

He conld work in the dark! Still,
just a glimmer of light would help!

e gmﬁe»d across -to the window.

“Ow ™ hissed Coker, as his knees
established contact with a chair. ~ -

The chair rocked over! Coker
nearly followell its example. But he-
clutched ‘out wildly to save himself,
and grabbed a study table. The table
recked wunder his grab, and there
was & showering sound as books,
ﬂﬂpﬁrﬂ, and inkstand rolled off to the

oor.

Coker gasped, : :

He had meant to be stealthily
silent. A fellow shivfsing his Form-
master's study could not be too
cautioug! But the noises of the
falling chair, the falling books, and
the crashing inkstand seemed rather
like thunder, - :

He listened anxiously.

The studies at Greyfriare were n
ood distance from the bed-rooms. He
oped that nothing had been heard,
But he listened for two or three long
and anxious minutes before he could
feel gure. 2 A
Then Le got going again,

L]

Thia time he got to the window
without accident: He jerked thes
blind aside sufficiently to allow a pale -
ghmyqr af starlight to penetrate.into . -

he room, - L g

He did-not need more! - ;
thflll hg needed . was tu-g:l;i.;nime .fh

mgs he was going to ship. . The. ..
shipping had already atartedl?.qﬁ far-
as the atudy table was conccrued.
Coker. eeded to add to it. He
?@gﬂﬂ'..the table quite over, .ond.
jerked up the hearthrug; draping it
over the table-legs. : .

Then, opening the bookease, “he.
showered books right and ieft, all
u*vf_er_'t‘h'e floor, gsome of them swim-
m‘ltng in the ink from the upset ink-
pot. = S

Then he piled the armchair on the
overtiurned table, and piled the other.
chairs on the armchair. On top he
placed the fender,

]53 that time, Coker considered
whether he Liad done enough. But he
rememberéd Proit's old rifle, which
hung in ‘the study—souvenir *of
ancient days when Prout had been a’
mizghty hunter, Coker groped over
the wall for that old rifle, to add it to’
the pile. : -

To his annoyance, it was ot there!’
A pictire was hanging in its place!
Prout seemed to have made a change
in his study since Coker had last en-
tered it"in the day-tims. Howdver,
lie- unhooked the pictire and added it
to the heap on the inverted table.
The plass cracked as he added it! .
That could not be helped! - -

‘Then there was the desk. That desk
stood in a different corner—not the
one Coker expected to find it im.
Erout seemed to have made more
than oue change! B8till, though it
was in a different cormer, there it
was—and Coker heaved it-over!

; %;e was now sure that he had done
enotigh! Certainly he had done more
than endugh to get sacked for, if he
was spotted. ;

He groped out of the study into
the passage, and closed the door after
him, He tiptoed away to the etair-
case—as softly and steslthily as a
rhinoceros ! Forfunately, no one was
up to hear the cautious, stealthy
Coker |

At last—at long last—he stood. in
the Fifth Form dormi again ! He
grinned as he threw off his clothes
and tumbled into bed. :

He batl done it! He had said that
hé wonld do it—and he had dome it!
Prout’s study was shipped—such s
nhjp‘}:‘]n as constitn a record !
That. Head’s whopping was, at last,
avenged |

Potter
asleep !
Coker, too, was soon asleep
Coker smiled in his sleep !

and Greene ' were fast
All the Fifth were M!EEPt![
Ap

HIS OWN FAULT'!
i HAT'S the latest?” asked
Bob Cherry, sarcastically.

The Bounder gave him

an angry stare. . 3\
" Wﬁat de you mean, you fool #* he
asked, politely. p—
“You don't know, of course ! said
Bob, still sarcastically. mow o
“How should I know what you're



burbling about, you dunderhead?"”

Herbert Vernon-Smith did not’

seem in & good temper that morning.
He was, 1 fact, o' & very bad oneé !
Having, from sheer wilful wrong-

headedness, started the term badly,

Smithy was rather naturally finding
thinge rotten all round. - A sévere
caming in the Form-room, five hon-
dred lines to work through somehow,
detention for four half-holidays—
all these were bad enough. Then his
scheme for retaliation had been
knocked om the head—luckily for
him, certainly, but that did not make
it less irritating. Then Quelch’s
warning, which had sunk deep inte
his mind, made him realise that he
had better chhck getting back at
Quelch—which was a di agp-oint—
ment. And the whitewash booby tra
in his study had been a sort
climax.

Altogether the Bounder was in a
very disgruntled state—disappointed,
angry, resentful and ready to gquarrel
at a word. Imndeed, he was ready to
quarrel with the Famous Five with-
out even a word !

It 'was just before breakfast when
- Bob Cherry spoke to him in the quad.

Bob had just seen Mr. Quelch from
a distance! And he had noted an ex-
ression on the face of Henry Samuel
hqe!ch which told that stormy
weather was coming again.

“I fancied that whitewash would
feed you up |” went on Bob. “Ii seems

to have been wasted! What a fool
you are, Smithy = ]

“I'll make yom so for that, and
your pals, too!” said Vernon-Smith

between his teeth.
“Well, you're a foolp and rather a
awab, but we shall be Sorry to see
you go!” said Bob., *“But if you k
on asking for ib, a fellow can’
always be butting in to stop you.”
“Who wants you fo butt im, you
meddling  idiot?"  snarled the
Bounder, Then he added. “What do
you mean,. though? Has anythin’
happened #**
“Don't you know?” asked Bob.
“Of course I don’t!” howled
Smithy angrily. “ How should I?”
Bob looked at him very doubtfully.
“Qh, all right!"” he said. “If you
don’t, all the better. I famcied you
did. Something’s happened—I don'd
know what—but it must be some-

thing to do with Quelch—he's

looking as if he's going to bite, this

morning.” RIS,
“Well, I've done nothingl”

grunted Vernon-Smith. |
“Good—if you haven't!” said Bob,

and he went away to join his friends,

leaving the Bounder scowling.
When the Greyfriars fellows went

in to breakfast, Mr. Quelch did not,
as usual, take the hecad of the
Reémove table. :

By that time, a2 good many fcllaws
had heard, or guessed, or surmised,
that something wnusual was up, and
there was a good deal of wondering
on the'subjec

“I say, you fellows, T've heard that
something h&ipened -~ in  Quelch’s
study last night!” whispered ' Billy

Bunter. . “The beaka were all in the

guele

e, looking like 4 lot of ‘owls!
was grinding his teeth.”
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“Fathead !" said Harry Wharton.
“Hea- jolly well - was!™ declared
“Bunter: “Never-aeen him look” in

“such a fearfulrage. I say; the Head
!'”-repented Peter Todd,-

waa there [
“The Head
¥ea—I saw him there! I say, you
fellows, -what can’ have happen

again MY :
« ] ghouldn’t wonder ! said Johnny
Bull. = B

“The wonderfulpness would not be
’ée_rrigc I* agreed Hurree Jamset Ram

mgn,

om Redwing gave his chum a

very anxious look. He had believed
that after Queleh’s warning, even the
reckless Bounder had decided to go
slow, But this did not look like it.
_ Smithy gave him a sneering grin
m return. - '

“I've done nothing, you fool!” he

muttered. “Not me this time, if
there's anythicg up.”
“You dide't do down from the’

dorm in the night, Smithy?” asked

Hazeldene, with a grin, :
“No, I did not!” prunted the

“Bomebody did I” grinned Hazel. .

“How did you kuow somebody did,
Hazel 7 asked several voicea.

“Because I heard Prout say so to
Hacker,” a._élllswerec_l faze_!].l “0ld
pompous said it must have happened
after lights out!” :

“But’ what's  happened, then?”
asked mﬂ?“mm w2

“F don't w—something has 1™

Most - were on the Bounder.
Whether had gone down frem the
Remgve dormitory after lights out or
not, neobody, of course, knew: the
Form ha.ﬁnimllmeu asleep ! But if
something happened
night, of which Mr. Quelch was the
vietim, > was not much doubt on
the poinf, in the minds of the
Removites, . :

After breakfast, when the fellows
went out . of Hall, Vernon-Smith
was stopped at the door by a Bixth
Form prefect. :

“Go fo your Form-master's study,
Vernon-Smith I said Loder,

The Bounder breathed hard, and
gave Loder of the Sixth a very un-
pleasant look.

“What for?” he asked,

Loder launghed. :

“Queleh wante you there,” he said.
“I fancy you know why.”

“1.dow't kmow anything about it.”

“Quelch will tell you, then ! said
Lader, laughing again. “I don't
suppose he c¢an tell you more than
you know! Anyhow, cut off I

Vernon-Smith, with a black brow,

trm&ip&d away to his Form-master's
study. - : 3
Glfﬁﬂuﬂjr gomething had happened
—something  rather
Smitky was supposed fe be the
culprit. - -
e could hardly wonder at that.

He only wondered sa ly what the
diekens could have happened, which
ke waa supposed to have done.

He learned—as soon as he arrived
at Mr.  Queleh’s study:

The Rémiove master was there! He
was standing, with a grim brow, i1n
the midst of"a wregk that looked as

ed?
Has Smithy been:up to something

. prepar

in the

L duiy

gerious—and-

12

if hurricanes had struek
the night. - - :

The Bounder stared at the dis-
mantled study! He caught his
breath |  Ha knew now what the
matter was—Quelch's study kad been
ragged. Somebody—certainly. not
Vernon-Smith—had - shipped™ that
study in the night. -

It was in an awful state! Nothing
20 far had been done to put it to
i‘l Mggl It ‘was as the ragger had
eft it, :

Smithy’s face paled a little.

The room was an utter wreck. He
gazed at an upturned table, stacked

his study in

with chairs, a fender, and a pictura
dra with a hearthrug. He gazed
at books and papers scattered. all

ever the floor, some of them drenched
with ink. Wase he supposed to have
done this? +

“You may come in, Vernon-
Smith !” said Mr. Quelch, in a low,
calm, bitter voice. *You may look
in 1_:!11*:3 daylight on what you did last
night."” ' '

Fhe Bounder panted! It was the
sack for the fellow who had dome
this! He had done it! Quelch
evidently believed that he had, and
had not the slightest doubt: on the

- pabject.

11

gir I  the

never did this,
“I haven’t entered

Bounder panted.

the study.”
. The }gemove master’'s lip curled
with contempt. -

1 expected that!” he said. “I was

for untruthfulness from
Vernon-8mith? Though how
you have the impudence to utter such”
pﬂlgabla falsehoods is heyond my
understanding.” -
“1 never——" _ :
“That will do! I have sent for you,
Vernon-Smith, to fell you that this
is your fimal aot of rebellious dis-
respect in this échool. I warned you
only yesterday what to expect. You
leave Greyfriarg—" '
“Who says I have done it?” ex-
claimed the Botmnder. “I kuow nothe
ing about it.” i
“No- other Remove boy would
venture upon such an act I said Mr,
Quelch icily.- “I am well aware,
Yernon-Smith, that there is no direct
proof. I have no doubt that you
came down in the night unscen by
I have no doubt that you
vour own action. There is
no mere direct f in this case
than there would have been yester-
day, had you sueceeded in drenchin
me at my window, as you planned,

you,

.and escaped detection.”

o F—I—"

“1 warned you thoat in the cvent
of your sttempting any further puch
outrage,. you. would not be allowed
to escape punishment by ennning and
dwplieity.” You will be expelle for
thia act.” _

“I never did it!” almost shouted
the Bounder. “I never even apened
my eyes till the rising-bell went.”

“Y expected you to say sol”
anawered Mr. Quelch contemptuonsly.
“ Preeisely as you would have sald
that you had mnever entered Mr.
Woosey's class-room yesterday, had
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you, succeeded in. your design, and

- ggeaped detection.” -
*The Bounger - caught, his breath.
. That wonderful eystem -of his. of
telling | the _tale ..to the Tbeaks
seemed to have let him down. He
had not. done this! . But his ﬂen_l.ﬂl
was.not worth the breath with which
he uttered it. i ¥
“Vou need say no more!” added
Mr. Quelch. " “T have merely sent for
you to say that this ia the end.”-You
need not come to the Form-room’ this
morning, . I shall infornd -you Ilater

what arrangements’”dpe ‘made  for

gending you home; or, if you prefet
it, you may leave at once, and I will
telephone an éxplanation’ to jyour
father. If is immaterial to me, but
I do not desire to sée you in my
Form-room again,” and I forbid you to
enter it.” .-
“QOu my word, eir!” said Vernomn-
Smith hiskily, “T néver did this—I
never knew anything about it—not a
thiﬂ'ﬂ.” L ol - e :
“ Please say no moré—it is painful
- to listen to such watruthfulness,”
gaid Mr. Quelch. *You may leave
my study, Vernon-Smith; your time
is your own this morning !” 1tk
I swear, sir—" ;
“1 forbid ~you to -utter - another
‘fﬁlsr’:hmﬂ, Yernon-Smith ! _F]-;.eave'my
study at once!” rapped thé Remove-
master. : L%
And Herbert Vernon-Smith left it—
overwhelmed. 3
He had not done this, bnt he was
condenined for having done it, as a
matter of course—that, in the cir-
cumstances, was inevitable. And—if
it was any comfort te him—he
realised, only too clearly, that it was
hie own fault. T

El

A SURPRISE FOR COKER !

ORACE COKER was surptised.
H He could not make it out.

: In the Fifth Form room
that morning, Coker naturally ex-

ected to see Prout not merely in a

at, but in the most tremendous
bat ever. _
" Prout's wrath, when he saw his
shipped study, was calculated to ex-
'geed the celebrated wrath of Achilles,
to Greece the direful spring of woes
unnumbered !

And Prout was not wrathy !

. 0ld pompous was precisely the
game as usual, | !

He  found famlt with Coker, as
usnal., As usual, he told Coker that
his con would have disgraced a
Third Form boy. As msual, he
objected to Coker putting a “E” i
“eomie,” - and a deouble “E” inm
“serions.” But . these were trifles—
these were gquite as wsual... .. ...

Evidently, Prout did not suspect
Coker! But that was all rig
Coker had not expected to’ be sus-
pected. g

But wly was Prout so- calm?

He must have discovered what had
happened. Certainly he had been to
his ﬂtnd]}]' that morning. Besides, all
the Fifth had heard a rumour of some
strange happening in  Masters’

FPagsage, '

Detaila were not 'knn*_nni. -—except to
TEE Maoner Lisraky.—No. 1651,

it, in spite of Potter’s
to put

out in break.

il
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Hlor'e;ce Coker. But everybody knew

-that’ theré had been something amiss

in that guarter.
unconcern. - It was surprising. It
wag really inexplicable, Prout waa
not going off at the deep end. He
was not going off at all! Coker had
expected him to go off, almoat like a
bomb ! "And he was not so explosive
a8 8 penny cracker. '

Potter  and Greene :
rather anxious when they came into
#he’  Form:room. ey had not
awakened 'in the night, and knew
nothing of old Ho .
far. But the rumout of some strange
bappenigg * in - Msdstérs’ = Studies

alarmed them, They dreaded to find"

that, after. all, Coker had got on with
pally attempt

paid to the acheme. ~ ° :
But Prout's placid 'calm reassnred
them! Prout would mot have been

placid and ealm had he found his -

study shipped ! s b
They were relieved! It was all
Tight! - ;

i kerh-qqulid,xiﬁl ;I;jar?ai-. He was
atill marvelling“when the school. went
He gathered up Potter and ﬂl_'l:’:E'l'll.E,
and walked them awai in the quad,
hjis J_:;igged brow wrinkled with per-
plexity, :
“Whe'd have thought i7" he said.
“Which ?” asked Potter.
“Prout!” eaid Coker. "“Not a
word! Not a sign! Not a snorkl
Can You fellows make it out?” Coker
shook his head. -“‘-‘I’I:.-b&afa me!. I'm
sharp enough—brighter than most

it ! i
“You'd get it fast enough if yon'd
ghipped Prout’s study, old man,” -said

Potter. “Thank - goddness - you
didn't [ L
“Xh?” aaid Coker. “But I did!™
“* What " et
“Of course I did! 'Didn't I say 1
would P

Potter and Greene gnzed at. him.

“You—yon—you did!”  gasped
Pofter. “You dreamed it, ¢ld chap
Prout doesn’t look aa if you did!”

“No!" said Coker. “That’s what
I can't make out! But I did it all
ﬁght-—rj-:!]i{ well wrecked the whole
ghow! I thought I should have to
give it mp when that fash-lamp
wouldn’t come on, and T was all in

"the dark.” = _
" Wouldn't it?” miurmured Potter.

“No! . Yon're an awful fathead,
Potter! I asked you epecially to see
that the battery was aﬁerigh{ I Xou
must have put in an ¢ld one instead

of & new one !* :
“Think so?” gasped -Potter. -

“Well, it must have been thpt—

'ung]mw,_it wouldn’t show a glimmer
of light when I got down.t6 Masters®
Studies.” b

“You went down, then?” asked
Greene. = ¢ .

“Didn’t I tell you I wonld?”

“Oh!- Yes! And you chucked u
the idea when the light wouldn’s
come on—is that it?” asked Potter,
cloging one eye at Greene.

“No; I shipped his study all right

-I'ye told you so.” .

! s

Yot Pront carried on with perfect

had l-ﬂ-ﬂkéljr

of old Horace's exploits so

chﬂ’Ps—huh 1t begts me! I don't get

* Did Jou go to sleep in-Masters’
Paggage "
HEhE Mol .
“Oh!l Did you dream it awake?”
" You silly owl, I.tell you I shipped
his study | howled Coker. “‘Bagged
it right and left—hardly left one
thing on another.”
: “"ﬁ‘eli, Prout seems to be taking it
in a friendly apirit, if you did !" re-
marked Greéne. “He doesn't scem
- to mind.” ' %
"~ “That's what beata me!” said.
Coker. “I expeoted him to go off like
Mount Vesuvips! He hasn't!™ =
“He hasn’t?” agreed Potter. ‘“He
would, if you had dene it!" - ;
“I tell you I did !” shrieked Coker.
“Well, if you did, how did you
find Prout’s study in the dark?™
asked Potter. “Bledsed if I could !”
“That was easy enough, when I
thought of it! Frout's study'is gixth
from the end—I. remembered that!"
“0Oh!” said Potter. He began to
look serious. If Coker had counted
-the doors, from’ the ¢nd to Prout’s
gtudy, he coumld have found that
study in thé blackest dark. * But—
~Jook - here,: . you, can’t have :upset

. Prout's study—he wounld be raging !”

“Well; I did,” esid Coker—°
wrecked it !” $

Potter gave a sudden start.

He, like Coker, rememhbered, now
he thought of it, that Prout's study
was s&ixth from ome end of the
passage. But i was not eixth from
the other end! And something or
other had happened. in Masters’
Paseage during the night—they all-
knew that! A horrid doubt smote

ps ted. the - eixth

.~ “You say.ya§ counted, the  aix

study from the}%nd:?" e exclaimed.
“ Yes—I remembered—""" .
“Which end ?* 'h‘;eat]iaﬁ,..l-‘utle;.'
“The staircaze end.” ,

fnirly

“Oh, holy smoke [ Eﬁaﬁeﬂ Potter.
“Buffering  cats! ejaculated
Greene. ) .

Coker stared at them. .
“What are wvou gureling about?”

he asked: “I got Prout's study .all
_Ii%ht—nﬁxth rom the staircase
end—

“You blithering, burbling, dunder-
headed dummy!” Thissed Potter,
“Prout’s study is sixth from the
Common-room end.’ :

CReEVE L

“It ]l,-:rl_lfi:: well 18.!” sadd Greene. .

“I—I thought——" Coker spoke
haltingly. A .dreadful doubt was
smiting his own ﬁmwerfu! intellect
now. - I—I thought it was the stair-
case end—" - '

“It's the other end !* hissed Potter.
“The sixth study from. the staircase
end is Queloh's!”

If

“Quelch’s !” . - repeated Coker
mechanically. - _

“If you counted from the staircase
end, Jyou got to Quelch’s study!
you've shipped any study at all,

* you've ghipped the Remove beak’s 17

“0h gum !” breathed Coker.

‘“You idiot!” said Greene.

s “ You borm idiot !” said ;E'ntte_r:.

Coéker blinked at them. It filtered
into his solid intellect! That was
why Prout was so calm that morning !
That—as Cokey reécalled now—was
why some of Prout's things hadn't
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From the study a figure emerged, a figure that was hardly recognisable as that of Herbert
Vernon-Smith, There was a roar of laughter all along the Remove passage !

been in their usual places—the desk
in a different corner—a picture in the
“place of the old rifle on the wall!
eso differences were now accounted
for by the fact that it hadn't been
Prout's study at all, but Quelch’s.

“Oh gum !” repeated Coker.

“Something's happened among the
beaks ! saig Potter. " Everybody
knows that! I know now what it ia!
Queleh’s study——"

“Shipped ! wmurmured Greene.
“The Remove beak’s! Oh, my hat ¥

“0Oh gum!” said Coker, for the
third time.

“ There's one thing,” said Potter—
“if Coker had shipped Prout's study
he would have been found ont and
bunked., He would be catching hia

train home now. But nohody will
suepect a Fifth Form man of rag-
ging the Remove beak.”

“No,” .said Greene, thoughtiully.

“Cokers only got to keep his mouth
ghut ! ;

“Oh gum ! eaid Coker, for the
fourth time.

He knew now what he had done.
It was quite a surprise for Coker.
He had missed Prout's study and
shipped Quelch's! It was fearfully
u

ortunate.  Coker really wished
that he hadn’t started shipping
studies at all. :

————

WHO SHIPPED THE S5TUDY ¢
& BAY, wyou fellows—Quelch’a
atudy !
" Ehipped 3
“Wrtecked I N
“That mad ass,zSmithy [*

“This
Smithy [*

“ Jevver hear of a man asking for
it like that#"”

“Where's Smithy "

“Is he gone?”

“The howling ass!™

The news was out in break that
morning, All the Remove knew that
Queleh’s study had been shipped
over night. Eo the Hemove fellows
could ﬁueas why Herbert Vernon-
Smith had not appeared in the Form-
room that morming.

Who had shipped that study?

There was, of coursc, ounly one
answer to that question—Smithy had !
thﬂl;'-hﬂdj even thought of doubting

a - -

In all the Form there was no other
fellow reckless emough for such an
act. Even had the Bounder not been
known to be om the warpath apgainet
his beak. the fellows would have
said : “Bmithy or nobody!”

But all the Remove knew that
Smithy was on the wa{ﬁe.th. Hartg
Wharton & Co. knew -that they ha
barely prevented him from an’equally
reckless act only the day before.
Shipping Quelch’s study was on a par
witﬁ drenching him with whitewash,
They had stopped the one—and
Smithy had done the other.
could any fellow doubt it?

Obviously, Quelch did not doubt it
as Smithy was already excluded from
his Form-toom.

“The utter, blithering ass!" said
Boly Cherry. “Couldn’t he guess that

will be the finish for

- GQuelch would know at once who had

dona it?” ;
“There’s no actual proof in such a

mistake,” zaid Bob.
How

case,” said Nugent, “A fellow sneak-
ing down at night to ship a heak’s
study wouldn't wake anybody up
to see him. Bub it's plain enough'!
Smithy did this because we stopped
his whitewash stunt.”

“And Quelch knows that,” said
Johnny Bull. i

“Of course he does! Smithy must
be an awful ass,” said Bob, “I'm
sorty he’s going, but, dash it all,

what ean he expect?”

“But i3 he gone?” asked Peter
Todd. “He wasn't in elasg—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!”

The Bounder of Greyfriars came
out of the House.

He looked cool enough as he
strolled out, with his hands in hie
Eﬂckets. But his lips were set, and

is eyes were glinting.

There was a rush of the Hemovites
to surround him. )

“Did they spot you, Smithy?”
asked Bkinuer breathlessly.

“Sacked ¥ asked Bob.

The Bounder nodded assent to both
questions, with a eardomic grin. -

*Yes, they spotted me, and QH&lﬂi )

gays I'm sacked,” he answered.

“Well, you did ask for it, and no
“Sorry, old
for it like that——"

man, but askin :
I did i[?, you fool?”

“So you thi

€l Eh ?u- 3

“I'm spotted, and sacked,” said the
Bounder sarcastically, ““But, as it
happens, I never went near Quelch’s
stu&?llnﬂt night.”

That statement waz followed bﬁ a
silence in the crowd of jumiors. ot
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a fellow there believed it, or thought
o of ‘believing it

One tling was certain—that if a
Remove man had shipped - Quelch’s
study that man was Herbert Vernons
Smith. And that the shipping had
been done by a fellow in nnother
Form did not occur to anyone—even
the Bounder himself. : Mo fellow in
another Form could bhe supposed -to
have any wrath to wreak on the
Bemove master.

The silence was broken by a
eackle from Billy Bunter.

“He, he, he! I gay, you fellowd,
who ‘did it if Smithy didn't? He,
he, he!" -

Smithy took no notice of the fa

Owl of the Remove. He glanced

round with a sneer at a crowd of’

staring, unbelieving faces,

“*You don’t believe me, of course,”
he gaid.

“Well., it wants some believing,”
remarked Skinner,

~ “Did you tell Quelch that?”
grinned Holsover major.
* I did I .
“Did he believe it?”
“No!”

“Who did it, if yon didn't7" asked.
Hazel.

“That beats me hollow !” answered
the Bounder guietly. “I've been try-
ing to think that out! Wharton’s
the man if le had had o row on with

ueleh—"

*Thanks ! said Harry.

“I can't think of any other man
in the Hemove with neck enough to
do it. Whoever the fellow was, he’s
a priceless worm to leave it on me !

“Are vou poing to keep that up?”
nsked Hazel, in wonder. “What’s
the good #* ; SN

“Yes, what's the good?" asked
Squiff, “If you're bunked for it,
what's the good, Smithy?"

“I've said I never did it.”

“He, he, he!” from Bunter.
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A'When are you going, Smithy?”
asked Skiuner.r- :

“Not at all, I ho
Vernon-Smith compe
kindly ! _ _
if .E-liked. I didn't like! So it’'a u
to them! I'm going to’see the Hea
after twolve.”
shoulders. “Quelch is jumping at
this with both feet!
Beak may see justice done.” ;

* Instice !” murmured Bob Cherry.
“0Oh, my hat "

“Isn’t it done already?” grinned
Hagel,

‘““He, he, he!" chortled Bunter.

“No,” said the - Bounder very
guietly, “it ism't! I was going to

7 answered

k ﬁEt Quelch with the whitewash yeater-

ay—everybody knows thatl' THe
warned me that if there was any-
thing more, I should be for it, proof
or no proof. “I'm no fool, and I topk
his tip. It’s just my roiten luck that
somebody else got on Quelch’s track

so spon afterwards.” ;
“Who?" asked Harry Wharton.
“1 don’t know—iinless it was you,”

paid Vernon-Smith, his-eyes fixed

grimly on the captain of the Eemove.
“0Oh, don't he a silly ass !” snapped

Har%:_y, s .
“You had a feud on with Quelch

once upon & time, and did exactly

guch things,” eaid the Bounder 4
cgolly, “You're the only man in
the Remove with nerve enough to

do it, cxcept myself—and I know
whether T did or not. If you’d had
4 Trow on with Quelch this term, T
should be certain that vou did it. As
it ia, I think you did it.”

Harry Wharton’s face reddened
with anger.

“You may have some grudge to
pay off that I don’t know anything
ahout,” went on the Bounder, in the
same cool tome. "I think wyou did
it, and if you did I hope you'll have
deceney enough to own up before the
chopper comes down.”
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Iy, “Quelch™

‘offered to let me-clear at once- -g‘_*.'e ‘had ¢nough of this!

He shrugged his
‘But the Big.

-he went.

The captain

deep breath.
“I won't row with you, Smithy, aa
ou're going,” he eai qﬁhtii: “But
ou can

of the Re:;wva drew a

the rest

: Ll .
: k?ﬁ?e turned and walked away from :

the group, his friends following him: -
Any sympathy they ‘might hdve had
for the Bounder was quite washed out -
by.that unezpected ‘accusation.
-But a good many fellows looked
rather curiously after Wharton as
There was, after all, no
actual proef in the matter—it was
not.a matter that admitted of direct

proof, as the act had not been wit-

nessed, and could - mot have becn

witnessed. how 0
“By gum!” said Skinner, with a

whistle, “I wonder——" S
~"Don't be an ase, Skinver!” said
Peter Todd. “You know who did it
as well as every other fellow !" '
“(Give a dor a bad name and hang
him,” said the Bounder satirically.
“I'm a dog with a bad name—
Wharton isn’t! So I'm goin
1t in the neck for what he di
*Oh, chuck it!” said Teddy, in
disgust, and he walked away. .-
When the bell rang for third
achool, and the Iemove went in,
?ﬁgﬁﬂ-ﬂmit—h was left alome in the
Tom Redwing joined him after the
others were gone. His face was

dee%!jr clouded. - 5
o the Head vet,

ou've got to see
Smithy,” he said. “For goodness’

sake be careful how you talk to him!
If vou didn't do it—"
“I've told you I didn’t,” said
Vernon-Smith, with glinting eves.
“Well, I believe wou, of course,

to gt

+ Bmithy,” said Tom uncomfortably.

“ But gumﬂnm knows who did, if vou
didn’t! Anvhow, don't cheek the
Head—that won'’t do any good.” :

“I'm not geing to chuck away my
last chance here,” &sneered the
Bounder. “You can leave that to me.
Cut in—you’ll be late!”

Redwing went into the House,

Mr. Queleh glanced out at the
Bounder in the guad and called to
him. .

“Have yon packed your
Vernon-SBmith ¥

“No, sir I i)

“You should have dome so!” said
Mr. Quelch, frowning. “You had
better go and do so at once, Vernon-
Smith "

“Why?” asked the Bounder eoclly.

“Why?* repeated Mr., -Quelch,
raising his eyebrows. "You will be
sent away immediately after you have
seen your headmaster, Vernon-Smith.
If your box is mot ready it will he
semt after yom.” "

“I'm not gome yebk, eir!” eaid
Vernon-Smith. s “May I make a
suggestion, sir

‘g%ﬂuﬂ; do you mean?"

“When you see Wharton in the
Form-room, ask him why he shipped

our study last night!™ said the
%mmder coolly.

Mr. Quelch started a little. He
gave Vernon-Smith one look of con-
tempt and turned away without
answering. _ :

The Bounder sneered bitterly as he

box,



disappeared. He was, as he had said,
a dog with a bad name. His oDe re-
maining hope ‘was in the Head-

that hope was » fdint ong, @
scapegrace of Hrayfnars was not feel-
mg happ he _loitered dismally-
abont tﬁe guad till twelve chimed out
from the clock-tower,

————

SACKED !

R LOCEE bad & severs ‘ex-
- pression on his face as he sdf
in his study after twelve,

"It was an unusually serious matter -

with which he had to dedl on this
particular morning, It was mnot
pleasant to think of sending a Grey-
friars boy home only a few da
the term had started. But erblart'-
Vernon-Smith of the Remove was an
old offender. He had been sent up
oftener than any other fellow at
Greyfriare School. Now he was gent
up for the last time,

Mr,
followed by Vernon-Smith,

(uelch’s fﬂ-ﬂe looked as if it were-
moulded in iron.

The Bounder’s was cool. ,

”Her& is the boy, sir!” said Mr.
Quelch. -
" Dr. Locke gianced at the eulprit.

“Very good, Mr. Quelech! I am

Borry, Vernon-Smith, that I havé no:
+ choice but to send you away from
Greyfriars,” he said, not unkindly:

“I -ghall- hope that in some other.

ephere—"

“May I epeak, sir?” asked the
Baunder,, respectfully, yet unable to
keep & slight inflection of sarcasm out
of his voice,

“You may speak, if you have any-
thing to say !” said the Head curtly:
*Be brief!

“Mr. Quelch thinks: that I ragged
hiz study last mnight, sir! 1 never
entered it !
tory after lights out.”

r. Quelch’s lip curled.

The Head looked at the Bounder
ver§atME1va!I

ou deny having done this,
Vernon-Smith?”

“Yes, asir; I deny knuwmg any-

thm whatever about it.”
here is no doubt in your mind,

Mr: Quelch ?*
+ "NWone whatever, sir ™ '

+ "Will you esk Mr. Quelch, sir,
what proof he has that I went any-

- where near his Btudé- last night¢™
asked. the Bounder. “If a fellow is
to be condemned without an;r
evidence—"

“I shall ask Mr. Quelck nuthmg,
said the Head grimly., “But I shall
-ask woii some questions, Vernon-
Smith. Did you, or did you net, post
yourself in Mr. Woosey's class-room
yesterday, with the intention of
drenching your Form-master with a
hucket of wlﬁt:ewash at his wm&nw
below £

The Bounder hesitated a mnmeni

“I never did it, sir I he answered.
“T1 admit that I had the idea in my
mind. I know it was a fool trick!
But I never did it ¥

“Did ‘you, or did you not, absent
vourself without leave on the firat

_you:were

- outrageous action only yesterday. Gn

Quelch entered “the ntndy,-'

I never left my dormi-'~

- EVERY  SATURDAY
day of terin and -make & falsa
planation to yopr Form-master when
gues! i
gir 1* sma Emithy, in.a lﬁw

in Euiﬁmg:;ut 7 gald Br
“The present case does not

F TE-‘E,

voige. .
“That

Lm'ke

admit of direct proof! But on your

own admisgion, you planned a similar

FOUr 0Wn_ admission, you are a hoy'

_upon whose word no reliance what-

ever can be placed. - If by some
remote chance youn are guiltless in the
esent instaned, you have only your-
sclf to thank for the fact that your
denial carries no weight,™
The Bounder opened his I:pamand
shut them . agnm It was. usecless to

aftar opeak. i

“The matter is now closed 1 nﬂded
the Head. “Mr. .Quelch, you will"
make arrangements for this boy to be
gent to his home.”

“Certainly," sir

The Bounder broke out savagely.

“I mever did it! A fellow expects
justice from his headmaster ! There's
no. evidence—not-a jot or tittle of
evidenogt——" -1

_ “The evidence,” said Dr I.-ocke, “ia

E{mr own character, Ternnnaﬂmlth '

in juur own actions. That you
miw not have committed this partic-
ular act is, I suppose, ha.rr:ly possible. .
But that veu planned a eimilar act
iz known—a that wyour ward. is:

. worthless ia aleo known. You will,

th&_l‘ﬁfﬁt'e? be sent away from this
school.” You will now leave my
study.”

“I tell you——" almost shuul;ed the
Bounder.

“Take this boy from my atudf. Mr.
Quelch.” -

“Come I” said the Remove master
in a voite of irom; and he laid his
hand on Vernor-Smith’s shoulder and
led him from the study:

In the corridor the Bounder

. savagely shook his shoulder free.

“Let me alone! The enarled,
“You're getting rid of me—that was
what you wanted ! Leave me alone™

Mr. Que!ch breathed hard.

“Go and pack your box, Vernon-
Smith I he said in a deep voice. "In
s quarter of an hour-a prefect will
take you to the station.””

“Youn can tell the prefect to mind
his own businezs !* retorted Vetnon-
Smith, '“I can get to the station
without a Bixth Form ass toddling
along with me, P'm goin after
I'm goue, pEﬂlﬂ‘pE you_will find cut
who shi stu&jr last night!
I never did it—but I wish I had now,
ag it’s, turned out—arnd I'd have done
a lot thore damage, too! By gum, if
I'd kpown this was coming, I'd have’

ven you' aﬂmathmg to remember me

2

With that, the Bounder ous duwn
fhe cﬂmdur, ieavinﬂ* Mr.
blinking.

He went out mtu the q‘uaﬂ mth a
savage fdce.

All Greyfriars was out, after third
gohool ; and a crowd of fellows looked
round at the Bounder.

He cnt across to Harry Wharton.

“T've got ii:—rig*h{-r in trhe neck ! he

ex- shouted.

_ temggn

 little.

be the

~-ghoualder and

+he-did not want to pun

. notking to
'Iwant

Qﬂﬂilﬂll'; "{}%1 E]l-'lH;

B

.Lrﬁ Fou m ba
before 1. goy, you mtti.;:j"g e up

w art.pn g:mra Ium a. ook of con-

iﬁ,'" id . the. Bnuﬂdﬂr
paamqnate]y "Hﬂ -:rther fellow in
the H&mwa ws:-ulfl u;r nnuld! It was
you !

Whazton’s ¢xpresamn changcd s
There was a ring .of sava
sincerity in the Bounder's wo
which sounded as if he believed what
he said. But if he did, he could not

it
R i EI.I: n.g?g?}% it, 1"
sorry ¥ gaid 'the ca tain of the

Remove quietly. “Bu u didn’t
you've done your best to malte it look

as if you did 1*
“It was you I roared the Bounder.

“Oh, don’t be 2 fool 17,

“Clhiuck it, old ma:u, m!id Eﬂb
Cherry - a.mmahl;' ou'ra
gumg—but what's the m talk-

such rot?#"

he Bounder, beside lLimself with
rage, made a rush at the captain of
the Remave, his fists ¢1¢n-:.h and hia

evea blazing.
Tom R-adwm -grabbed him by the
ragged h:m back.
K Smithy—- ;
“Let me go, you fool I roared the
Bounder, and he dragged himself

loose.
Harry Wharton stepped back, Ha
3*5 angry; but

was ‘deeply and inten
the ex

Removite before he went.

The Bounder -followed h1m-n;:r with

gleaming eyes, It was- fixed in his
suspicious mind .that the captain. of

the Remove had done this left it

on him. He wanted venreance before

he went—it was all he had left;
But the 'Co: clased roumd him,

d him, and sat him down
- foreibly on the'earth. ;
“Now chuek: it,. you aweEp-""
growled Johnny Bull.

And the Famous Five walked away
from the spot, leaving the Bounder '
pitting and gadping for breath. - .
wing helped him to his feet.

“Smithy, old nhap—ﬂ- he mut-
tered.

“0Oh, leave me alone, vou -fool I*
gnarled the Bounder, wrenchmg him-
self away.

“I say, you fellows, here comes
Wingate I squeaked Billy Bunter.

Wingate of the Sixth was hurrjmg
to the apot.

“Vernon-Smith—" ha c.alIeﬂ out.

“Qh, go and cat ‘toke!¥ anarled -
*Ferncrn Smith. A Bixth Form preféct,
even the captain of the sehool, was’
im now:.. Do ‘Fou think
%’auﬁn wa:lk me to the gkation,”
yan fool? jﬂ.glr own business I”

ngata hrﬂﬁth&ﬂ Jm:d
' wan gi'm vou six, just befors
aau?. o hn‘b—é’ s
. enapped Smi

And he ‘stalked away to the gihm

. Wingate stared’. after hinl—a
hundred- other fellows stared after
him.: He swung out-of: the asclool

gateway and-disappeared. G.. . s«
The Bounder of Greyfriars whs
gunaT “nig
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UP TO COKER'
4 Y gum!” said Coker of the
B Fifth. _
Horace Coker wore a

worried look., oo

“This is pretty grim!” said Coker.

“Bh, what iz?” wawned Potter.
“ Been 5lti];;ping any more studies?”

“Capper's or Hacker's!" asked
Greeéne sarcastically. “I faney you'll
work thremgh the whele passage
befores you get Prout's!™ i

“They've got a fag for it!” said
Coker.

“Oh!” Potter and Greene became
serious at that!

They were aware that some fre-
mendous excitement was going on’in
the Remove—not an important Form
in the eyes of Fifth Form men.

. They had heard, in fact, a rumour
that onc of Queleh’s fags was sacked,
Thet did not khow which one 1t was,

Bt at Coker's words they sat up
and took notice, as it were! It was,
as Coker stated, pretty grim, if some
wretched fag in the move Was
getting bunked for Coker's extra-
ordinary exploit as a shipper of
studies.

“Young Vernon-Smith!”  said
Coker, with a deeply worried look.
“ A cheeky young rascal—from what
T've heard about him he ought to
have been bunked two or three terms
ago. But——"

“ Bure

they've got him?2” asked
Potter. “SBure it's for this?”
“Yest” gaid Coker. “They've gok
him for this. They think he shipped
old Quelchy’'s study last night. Good-

Ry e R R L L L R A A R R

THE MAGNET

ness knows why they think so—but
vou know what duds schoolmasters
are! I don't think much of them. A
denze lot ! I mean; look at Prout——="

Greene whistled. :

“I suppose Quelch would think it
was one of his own lot!” he aa‘u:l,
“He could hardly think anything
elae, really.”

“He couldn't guess that a potty
hippopotamus was barging about
Masters” Studies last night!™ agreed
Potter. ;

“I don't want .any
fellows ! said Coker. . want to
kpow what I'd better do. From
what I hear, young Smith is actually
bunked for it.” :

“Hiz beak must have had some-
thing else to go on,” said Greene.
“They wounldn’t bunk a man on spec.
Young Smith must have piled if on
pretty thick, one way or another, to
get picked on.”

" Coker nodded.

“Yes, I dare say he's asked for it,"
he said. “In fact, from what I've
heard of the scrubby little beast he's
asked for it time and again. But he
never did thig——-~"

“No!” gaid Potter and Greene,
locking wery curiously at Coker.
They could see what was.in the great
Horace’s mind. ;

. Could a fellow stand by and save
his skin by letting another fellgw

et it in the neck for what he had—
inadvertently—done? Some fellows
conld have—Price of the Fifth, for
instance, would have. But Horace
Coker . would have been hanged,
drawn, and guartered before he would
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have resembled Price of the Fifth in
the remotest way. :
On the other hand, it waa the sack
for shipping a beak’s study—even for
shipping it in mistake for amother
beak’s. And Horace Coker—in his
own estimation, at least—was of more
value to his school than all the

Bemove rolled topether, with the
Third and Fourth thrown in. Remove
fags -mafttered . very little—Coker
mattered a lot!

And yet—

“It's pretty grim !” repeated: Coker.
“But—what do you fellows think?”

“TUm ™ gaid Potter.
“Hem " gaid Greene.

" They knew, of course, what Coker

onght to do. 8o did Coker! But it

was a wrench !

“They’ve bunked him !” said Coker.
“Only a little, atruhhi Hemave
rotter—the cheeky sweep who knocked
my hat off at Lantham, too!
But——"

Coker drew a deep breath.

Without saying more, he walked
away to the House. He went slowly—
but he went! ;

Potter and Greeme exchan an
eloquent look. It was up to Coker—
and if anything was up to old Horace,
old Horace was the man to face the
mugic. They wondered whether thEE
wonld miss old Horace very muc
after he was gone |

Coker had made up his mind!
Deeply worried, but with his chin up,
the champion chump of Greyfriars
made his way to Mr. Quelch’s study.

Mr. Quelch was there—not looking
pleasant.

The study had had some attention
that morning—Coker's havoc over-
night had Tbeen repaired. Ink-
splashes here and there and a picture
standing against the wall instead of
hanging up, doubtless waiting for a
new .glass, were reminiscent of
Coker’s nocturnal visit. - ;

Quelch had a heap of books on the
table—sorting them out for return to
the bookcase. They had got rather
mixed on the floor.

He gave Coker a cold look of in-
niry. ‘He did not see what a Fifth
“orm man wanted in his study, and

lic did not want to see Coker.

Coker, however, barged in.- His
face was red and he was feeling fear-
fully uncomfortable. But it was
clear to Coker that he had to go
through with it..

“Er——" began Coker confusedly.

“ Well ?”

“Er—" repeated Coker.
—er I"

It was not very lucid, and Quelch
was not in a ewect or patient temper.
Herapped at Coker: ' :

“If you have anything to say to
me, ﬂn{'er, kindly E.a? it at once. - If
not, leave my study !

“I—um

“{Oh, I Certainly I" said Coker.
“Tha faiiﬂis ”

*“Wall

“Er—* gtammered Coker. His

face was scarlet, *I—er—

“Kindly shut that door after you!”
said Mr. Queleh, and he turned back
to sorting books, leaving Coker to

degirt.
ker did not depart.

“Er——" he bepan again, address-
ing Mr. Quelch’s back., “I'm sorry,



lit'-—-—-&l‘--lt- wae all a mistake!  I-=I
you don’t think, sir, that I
h ﬂlﬁ Iea.at- idea of—of—— I mean

Q‘uﬂlnh revolved on his axis again.

“1 think I have noticed, Coker,
that you are the stupidest 'h-u:r in Mr.
Prout's Form—indeed, in all the
school ! he said. “That is not, per-
haps, your fault—but I decline to
have my time wasted by the stupidity
of a-boy not in my Form! Leave my
st‘u.d at once ¥

ut it was me, sir!” stanimered
Coker, taking the plunge,

+ “That FJ‘J

“Me all the time!” said Coker,
“I'm awfully sorry, sir! I knoow
what it means, but I'm bound to tell
you, as thin have turned out. Only
dnn’t vour think I meant it for EIJ'II,
giry, I never dreamed of suc
thing !

Mr. Quelch looked at him. He
realised that Coker must mean
something. But what Coker meant,
if he did mean anything, was a deep
mystery to the REemove master.

“It was a mistake,” added Coker,
te make it all clear. “I'm not a
cat .

" You—yot

eat I pasped Quelch.

He backed a step away from Coker.

He knew—all Greyfriars knew—
that Coker was the hlgge.st ass ever.
But he had not go far, that

he was not sane. Now he did ! What.

was Queleh to think of a fellow who
cameé to his study and said that he
was not a cat?

“No,” said Coker.
in the dark. I can’t!”
- Coker's meaning waeg sun-clear to
himself. It was the darkest of
mysteries to the Remove master,

Mr: Quelch forgot that he was
irritated, and began to feel concerned
and a little alarmed.

Coker was a big, powerful fellow,
and if he had = &enly gone mad it
wag no joke to hﬂ -:url:u:red in a study
by him.

“ That’s
Coker.
anythin
of it |

“Catz can aee

how it was, sip,” said
“0Of conrse, I naver meant
ﬂf the kind ! Never dreamed
‘ve got to atand the racket

now, of course! I can't let it go on,

]

naturall

Mr. lguelﬂh stood silent—wishin
that Coker was not between him an
the door |

“Is Vernon-Smith gone yet, sir?*
added Coker.

“Vernon-Smith I” repeated Mr,
Quelch blankly. “You have not come
‘here to speak about that boy in my
Form, I presume ?"

“Eh? TYes! Of course!” sgaid
Coker, blinking at him. “Isn’t that
what I've been talking about?”

“"Blezs my soul !” sald Mr. Quelch.

“I mean to say, it had better be
stopped [ said Coker. 1 can't make
out why you think he did it, but I
suppose you do, as the Head’s bunked
kim. He had nathmg to do with it.”

“With what?” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Eh? Shipping vyour study,
courge I auf Coker,

elch seemed to him very dense!
8till, he did not expect much in the
wa “of brains from' a schoolmaster !
eleh jumped nearly clear of the
floor.

Lﬂm are not a—a—a

dud,

stupid mistake""
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“Upen my word! Do yoit mean,
Coker, that you, a Fifth Form bc-;r,
know- anything. about what cceurred
in this at-udy last night?” he ex-
claimed.

“I've ]uat told you so, sir.’

“You do not make your mmnmg
clear, Coker,” said Mr. Quelch,
putting it mildly. “If {ﬂu know
anything about ﬂm matter, ¥you an
should certamly tell me, as Vernon-
Smith has been expelled for the act.”

“Only that I did it, six !

Quelch nearly fell down,

“You I" he artienlated.

“Yes!” said Coker gloomily. "I've
g-nt to tell you, as that fag's getting
bunked for it] I su;iopm& I shall be
bunked! I can’t help that! Btill,
I'd like you to know that I never
meant anything of the kind,”

“Yon wrecked this study——"

“I never knew it was your study,
sir! I'm not a cat! Owing to that
fathead Potter, the flash-lamp waz a
I was all in the dark! "I
counted the studies from the wrong

end of the age—as sny fellow

might have done, and—and——"
!guelt:.h gazed at him, . _
“Ts it possible, Coker, that yon—

on—yon did this—that you—you—
i‘r:m 1§t-end¢d this outrage for your
own Form-master’s study—and—and
made a stupid, indeed, incredibly

Queich f EI.II']}

gas]

L

of

don’t see that it was ﬂtuptd
sir 1" said Guker, “I'm pot & cat, as

I said. T can’t see in the dark!: I
s:mpljr counted the etudies from the
wrong end, as any fellow might have
done !
morning that I'd got your study by
mistake. I mnever kpew till ten
minutes.ago that you fancied it was
a kid in your Form. 8o I came fo
tell yom.. rd ].[r

“Upon . word 17, stuttere
Quelch. * ﬂp}}ﬂse vou know, Coker,
that you will be expelled for such an
outrage—-—="

“] suppose so, sir,” said Coker,
gloomily. “I can’t help thatl I
wish now I hadn’t thought of it-at
alll - But I thought it was Prout's
study+—

Quelch luulled at him. Then sud-

den] - turping from Coker, he threw
up the window and mll&ﬂ to his head
boy-in the quad.
Wharton !*

“ Yes, sir " -Harry Wharton .came to
the wind¢w. -

. “.Has. 'ﬁrﬂﬁn-Emli;h ]eft» the
ac}mol"‘“ T

" Xes, ﬂw- a “quarter of dn hour
ago.”

“I s]muli:l hE obliged, Wharten, if
you would follow him on your bicyele Q

and-tell him that he ma.{aﬁtur‘n;—'ﬁﬁg

may tell him that I have now .re-
ceived some mew -information and am
aware that he did not enter my study
last mgP 2

“Oh 1™ gasped Harry,

“Tose po titne, Wharton, please.”

The captain of the Remove shot
away to the bike shed.

“Mr. Quelch turned back to Coker.

Coker’s look was glum—the glum-
mest ever. “The prospect ‘of Iaav,mg
Greyfriars . was a gloomy one,
Coker.

I never knew till break this

him to go and

Besides, he cuuld not im]p ;
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realising what n-llnsa it would be to

the school !

“Coker,” ﬂmfl Mr. Quelch aluwly
“Your stupid 1s amazing—it ie
ab_r.rﬂma.l-——lt m a most unnerving ! It
is, redeemed by ﬁu.‘.r u n hiness of
i:ha.mutﬂt——hntﬁ— . Quelch
paused. “I am glad that 31}11 have
told me this, Coker! Yon intended

act of disrespeet towards your
Form-master, and you—you
Bless my soul [

The Remove master
_ “Coker, if .you will give me your
word o o on any such idea, any
such intention, I will allow this
matter to end here!® he said. “As
you did not succeed in your absurd
design—and if yoli promise to
abandon ite——*

“Oh gum !? said Coker. He gasped.
“Yes, rather gir! D-d-d-do you mean
that you'll k&ap it dark

“1 mean that I 3]1&11 say nothing,
Coker, if you promize me never,
never to entertain any such intention
again !” said Mr, Quelch sternly.

“W]l_a.t-hn‘_" gasped Coker, “I—I
mean, gir ! rtainly !”

Coker seemed to be wal ing on air
when he left Mr. Quelch’s study,

used again.

CALLED BACK!
MITHY ¥
Herbert Yernon - Smith

- glanced round on the Court-
geld Yoad at the ca]lmg voice hehind
im.
He gave Harry Wharton the
blackest of mw]s as he came breath-

IEEEI] up and jum off his Licyele.

oul? he said. “What do youm

wa.nt- P .
“Quelch—"? °
“Hang Quelcht -

“He sent me after you !* i
Wharton. “Yeu’re to come bac
T!l-a : Beunde:- gave ‘a sneermgv

lau
%‘ﬂmt does he want? A wh
for cheeking him before I left?  So
what? Tell him T won’t come! Tell
eat coke! - Tell
hif——"

“Yqu hot-headed ass!” said Harry

“ He's found out somehow that it waa
not you who s

ped his study, and
ynn’rﬂ not packeg]" 5’ :
- “gh 1" gas the Bounder.

. Ha ata.red Eank]y at the.captain
“You haven't owned

he
asked, : ;

“0Oh, don’t be a fool !" E“ﬁﬁd
Wharton. He turned his ma :
round and put a Ieg over it. “That's

l.'l.j‘:lﬂh’ messpge=do as yuu like,

sifsdag it
oldomn I’ gaid ‘.Ehe Bounder. “1f
‘Quelch-has found. but that I never
did it,; that means, ihq,t the man must
‘have owggd up, Who was it #”

;%I don't know ! .Coker was in his

'-:lf the Remove.

“F e

'stu;ilii-l-'l fan “]::ia' must have told
Qu somethin

I can’t quite

wmake it all nut-—ewt']rbﬁd knew—I

‘men, everybedy .thonght you'd done

m—-hut that's Quelch’s mesaage.”

e.Baunder langhed.
r{h’l! come back” W he said.

TEE: Maoner LIBEARY, — '-"iu. 1,651.
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And tlug walked back together.
Harry harton  wheeling  his
machine.

+ There was a buzz in the Greyiriars

quad when they arrived, and the
Iemovites crowded round the junior
they had not expected to see again:

“Gratters, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry.

“The gratterfulness iz terrific, my-
esteemed apd -« idictic Smithy [*
declared Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

Tom Hedwing slipped his arm
thmgh hia chum’s, °

“It’s all right, Smithy,” he said.
“They've found out somehow !  Some
of the fellows are saying that it was
Coker of the Fifth—goodness knows
why [ . Queleh wants you in his study
—come on [

-

i ARADE "shun!" commands the
pergeant, when going his rounds
with the Orderly Officer.

* Any complaints 17"

Readers of the MacNET are all perfectly
satisfied, and this week's mail contains
not one letter of complaint.

The Old Paper still goes merrily ongl
giving satisfaction to countless boys
girls the world over. To-day it is still
the supreme school-story paper on the
market 1 ik

I have some rather interesting Ietters
to reply to this week, so here goes.

Jack Potter, who writes me from Ply--
mouth, is apparently interested in the
Navy. He asks me the following ques-
tion : ** How does a sailor know his way
in the middle of the ocean ?*

" For centuries, the sailor who ventured
out of sight of land had only the stars
to guide him, As long as the stars are
to be seen, they help the sailor on his
way. From the northern hemisphere
of the earth, there can always be seen,
when the sky is clear, the North or Polar
Star, which indicates the north, Omnce
this is known, all directions are known.

Nowadays, however, the' sailor uses
the compass. The compass iz a piece
of fron balanced so that it can move
{reely, but it must be made of the kind of
" iron which is sensitive to a magnet.
Now, the earth is itself a huge mapgnet,
having-a north ma‘ﬁ.atin pole and a south
magnetic pole, at we call the north
pole of & magnetic needle always points
to the north magnetic pole, and thus
the sailor can ateer his course with the
help of the compass more accurately
than if he went by the North Star.

I don’t know if my Plymouth chum
contemplatez joining the Navy when he
is old enough, but if he is ambitious in
this way I wish him luck, The Navy is,
undoubtedly, a pgroat life, as many
readers of the MaG¥ET now in the Service
have written and informed me.
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old Queleh!” eaid the
Bounder. “I shall be guite pleased
to- see him again—in the circs!
Fancy ‘anybody bein' .glad to sce
Quelch [ . , ,

There was a faintly sarcastic ex-

ression on Herbert Vernon-Smith’s
ace, when he presented himself in
hiz Form-master’s study. -

Mr. Quelch met him with his
primmest look.

He had recalled the expelled
Removite because he was bound to
do so now he knew the actual facts.
But his opinion of that member of
his Form was not improved in the
least. : Ml s

“It has transpired, Vernon-Smith,
that you were not guilty of the out-

“Dear

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“* Magnet,"” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Write to him : Editor of the

E.CA

HE second query, this time from
Walter Foster, of IPswich, is :
“ Who is John Bull 7

Many countries have nicknames and
are represented in pietures by an animal.
The E-ritiah lion is the animal which
stands for England, and John Bull is,
its owner and master. The lion is the

o

and | country ; John Bull is the nation, The

name of Jolin Bull comea from a work
written John Arbuthnot, & witty
Seottish doctor and writer. He was
born in 1667 and died in 1735. The
sketch he wrote dealt with the political
affairs of Burope at the time, and the
countries were made to appear as if they
were men and women. England was
John Bull and Queen Anne waa Mrs,
Bull, The church was Mr. Bull’s mother,
Scotland was John Bull's eister, Peg.
England was made to appear & man of
very good nature, but not without fanlts.

John was shown to be an honest, plain-
dealing man, courageous, and rather hot-

tempered. He was very difficult to deal.
‘with,

eapecially if anyone tried to master
him ; but, treated with kindoess and o
little flattery, he could be easily led.

There was a John Bull in real life, &
Doctor of Music, who lived between
the years 1562 and 1628. Hoe is regarded
A8 t.]?e composer of ** God Save the King."
Nobody can be guite sure who did write
the National Anthem, but there is reason
to believe that the melody was found
written down among the papers which
Bull leit, '

“ THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"

It is specially worth noting thet those
readers who have so far omitted, for one
cause or another, to secure a copy of this

rear’s issue of the splendid book so closely
inked with the ** Gem " and Mao¥eT,
have still a chance to repair the omission.
In all its carecr as a prime cheerer-up,

the ** HOLIDAY ANNUAL ™ has never

' edrly

rage in my study last night,” he
said. “I have learned that it was the
act of a stupid boy in ancother Form.
It was enfirely by your own fault-
that the blame fell upon you: and I
trust that this will be a warning to
vou.”

“I told you, sir—"

“What wyou . told me, Vernon-
Smith, is immaterial, as your word is
worthless. You may learn from fhis
oecchrrence that truth has its valie ™
gaid Mr. Queleh ieily. “I° sghall
acquaint your headmaster with the
facts and you may consider your
sentence of - expulsion cancelled.
That iz all. You may go!”

And the Bounder went.
* {Continued on page 28.)

put forward a better programme than
this time, The Annual remains the best
on’ the market, and has a real appeal
to boys and girls of all ages. It also
fascinates those who are getting on in
rs—who were readers in the very
_days of the MacxEer The
" Holiday Annual ™ can bring sunshine
into the dullest hour, One never need
feel gloomy with the ** Holiday Atinual ™
at hend. Stories of Harry Wharton &
Co., of Greyfriara, Jimmy Silver & Co.,
of Rookwood, and Tom Merry & Co.,
of Bt. Jim’s—not te mention many other
interesting - featurss—appear in  this
bumper issme. And this lot is yours
for the small sum of five shillings.

“JACK DRAKE AT GREYFRIARS |

thziﬁnﬁiﬂn of the * Gem  reminds me
t our popular companion paper now
contains every week a ripping Greyfriars
yarn by Frank Richards, This is in
addition to the sparkling new St. Jim's
story and the exciting yarn of Frank
Richards' schooldays in the backwoods
of Canada. I should advise all ** Mag-
netites °’ to treat themselves to. the

Gem * this week, now on sale, price 2d,,
and read how two newcomers—Jack
Drake and Dick Rodney—make their
advent at Greyfrinrs. Believe me, they
canse %.1;11:3 a sensation for a couple of
new kida !

Y the way, chums, have you all
enjoyed this week's yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. . Yes!
Good! I thought yvou would. I can
E]‘lmas you are all anxiois to hear some-
ing about next week’s programme
now—what ¥
Wall, T've read the story, the title of
which is :
“ GRUNTER OF GREYHURST! "

and it's one long scream irom beginning
to end. Laugh—you’ll laugh till the
tears run down your cheeks. I've never
langhed so much in all my life as I did.
when I read this sparkling fine yafn.
You've all lnughed over Bunter, but wait
until yon about Grunter of Grey-
hurst ! There's fun and excitement in
plenty in atore for you all next weck.
As regards the ' Greyfriars Herald,”
written and compiled by the friara
jumiors themselves, every article and
atory deserves foll marks.
Order next Saturday's MAGNET

to-day, chums | - :
YOUR EDITOE.
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(Continued from page 2)

to read, until the matron discovered
that the interiors of the books had all
heen scooped out and filled with tuck,
All books are now examined with
care. Then the “malingering * game
wad fried. A féellow would develo
a bad cough or a sudden rash (b
tapping his face with the bristles of
a_hair-brush), or else be pale and
bilious (tg rubbing his face with
ehalk). ¢ would be sent to tha
sanny for treatment, taking a rope
coucealed under hie jacket. As soom
as Mrs, Kebble went to get & ther-
mometer or some medicine, he would
let down the rope from the window.
Fishy, waiting outside, would tiec a
parcel of tuck to it, and the tuck
would be hidden under a bed by the
time the matron returned,

This stunt was discovered, and now
patients are obliged to remove moat
of their clothes before being treated.
The “laundry game” is the latest,
Fishy bribes the driver of the laundry
van to let him slip & parcel into’ the
hamper of linen which is delivered
to the sanny. The hamper is always
left in the matron’s room, and, after
it-arrives, Fishy rings up the matron

on Quelchy’'s phone. She goes to the

office to take this spoof call, and the
patient mips into her room and bags
the tuck. :

You may well shudder at the fear-
ful crime thus exposed. I Lknow all
the faets, because I was in sanny for
three days with a chill, and it cost
me five bob to get a dozen tarts from
- Fishy—the worm !

TALKS TO OUR
TOTS!

By UNCLE SKINNER

Now, children, Tucle Skinner has
gome won-der-ful news for von this
week, What do you think? You'll
never guess! Well, then, here it-is—
you can all put your little shirta on
Spinnaker in the 3.30 at Wapshot
next Tuesday, bhecause he’s an
ab-go-lute dead cert. I had it
straight from the horse’s mouth.
He's a booful big gee-gee, and can
run like a greased preyhound. Go
. and tell Uncle Banks about it, kid-
dies.

Apd now for some apswers to your
sweet little letters.

PLAYFUL PON (Higheliffe) : Neo,
totsy-wotsy, you should mever put an
ace up your sleeve when playing
ban-ker. Eeep it in the turn-up of
your trouserkins in case nasty-minded
rough boys examine your coat-sleeve
dunng play. ; :

LITTLE BUNTY (Study No. 7):
What a shame, ducky, that naughty
Mr. Quelch thinks it was you whe
raided the pantry! You should look
him straight in the eye and tell him
frankly, (a) that you didn’t de it,
b) that you didn't mean it, and (e)

t you won't do it again. Always

P | Remove bo
¥ | with a turf? You shounld never be:

THE DISAPPEARANCE OF

«dull thuds into the briny. -

‘Been anable to defeet

who had just sat on the boat beside
them—"“have you seen a rted-haired |

tell the trath, my pet, and no one can
harm you. '

HORRID- HORACE (Fifth Form):
Fie on you for losing wour temper,
little lamb. 'What if a nanght
did knock your hat o

eevish or spiteful. - Next time it

appens, sit down and cry, until Mz,
Prout folda you in his armas and ten-
derly wipes awa{ ﬁ’f“" tears. Yom
will feel s0 muc tter. Blesshoo,
my child ! :

Good-bye, kid-dies; and don’t forget
Spinnaker,

Superb Short Story

DUNN-BROWNE !

A Sheerluck Homes Drama,
By FETER TOBD.

The beach at Winklesea was
thronged. It was thronged from be-
ginning- to end, especially near the

athing peol. People were hirin

rporation costumes (6d. each) an
diving from the spring-board with

On a glistening white upturned
boat on the beach sat ferlnek
Homes and his erony, s
Dr. Spotson. They
sat there, becanse the

reat defective had

an empgy chair. The
%I:hlem bafffed him.

e  brooded darkly
over his cumormous
pipe. :

“Spotson,” he said
temsely, “I am
thwarted. We have
come here to traec
the missing financier,
Bupert Dunn-
Brewne, who has
done a bunk—1I
mean, absconded—
with a million
ponmds tied up in a
're&? handkerchief. And where are
we 1 L X

“At Winklesea, Homes, if my de-
duction iz correct.”

“Really, Spotson, vou excel your-
self. I mean, what is our pesition?”

“We are sitting on thiz bhoat,
Homes.” :

“Exactly. We are doing nothing |
We are trying to find a red-haired
man with & red-haired beard, and we
haven’t the remofest idea where to
loock for him., Excuse me, sir "—
Sheerluck Homes turned to s red-
haired man with a red-haired beard,

man with a red beard anywhere
aronnd

The man nodded. He was encased
in a Corporation costume and was evi-
denly about to go swimming,
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“Do you mean Dunun-Browne, the
financier 7 he asked,

“I dol” .

“Then I happen to know that
{uy.,’re too late. He's, fed-up with

eing chased by the police, and has
decided to drown himself.”

Sheerluck Homes gave lim a keen
glance, '

“How do you know that p”

“Beeanse I am Rupert Duon.
Browne, Mr. Homes! Good-bye for
evet [V :

The man thereupon leaped to his
feet, zgrm&g to. the diving-board, and
hurtled down to a watery grave.
Homes and Spotson stood on the
brink, watching for him to come up.
Crowds of people gathered round.
The police atood waiting, with hand-
cuffs and ball-and-chain all ready for
Dunn-Browne when ke came up. But
he never came 'u;]:.!

An hour went by. Inspector Cods-
eye was getting anxions, ;
“Surely he can't hold his bréith
much Iup%er?” he muttered. “Or is
it possible that he has really
drowned F” -He called to the people
in the bathing-pecl. “'Swim arcund

gnd find that man for me!”

Bheerluck Homes etood brooding
darkly, his hawk-like glance flicker-
ing over the pool, as the HYathers
grrled vainly for the missing scoun-

rel. ol B e

“He has, by Jingo !" grated the in-
spector. " Mr. Homes, hé has met a
sticky end’™ =

The great detective smiled.

“Hardly,” he replied. "He is
very much alive, I faney. That was
i - just a clever ‘dodge
to- put us off the
- trail. He was
wearing a Corpora-
tion costume, P ke
moat  of the other
bathera here. How
: could we tell him
. ftom the rest of
< " thenj ?”

The iuspector and
Spotson pazed
blankly.

.-.-E_u
beard !

hiz hair and
i gas d the
former. *There’s no
man like Dunn-
Browne here,”

“But suppose he
removed a false red
wig and a false
beard while he was under water?”
suggested Homes. “He could bob
right up in front of us and never he
noticed.™ N

“Amazing, Mr. Homes! Then
we've logt him for good !”

For answer, Sheerluck Homea
strode up to a man who was just
c¢himbing .cut of the water, _

“Fentlemen,” he cried, *let me in-
troduce you to Rupert Dunn-Browne,
who shaved off his hair and beard
and put on a false set to play us this
trick!" -

The scoundrel snarled, but he was
seiged by a dozen police. He glared
at Homes bitterly,

“How did yvou know I was me?” he
demanded. :

Homes yawned.

“Elementary, my dear sir! Tou
see, you utterly failed to deteét that
the hoat on which we were sitéting had
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beenr newly whﬂuwnshed and your .
southern ' “portion - ehimﬂg agt
beautiful white. - iﬂrﬁﬂ tlic ‘sarie

token,” he added. xuefully, I failed
to “detect’ it myself. ‘Come, E’pﬁtaqn
Iend me to-h tmuser-uleanﬂ We.
both have work” for ‘him to dol™ .

And the gréat’ defﬁ:twe marc}lﬁ

-ought to be,

matk :.

“I am much

THE MAGNET—EVE RY 54 TURDAY

.1 ventrﬁ&qmﬂt giving a show - at
4 Theafre, invited ‘Biinter off-
to the stagé and made him- re%u i
teio: fatycanid sém Bl
But the L
ventrilognist hidd the surprise ‘of Thig'|
life,_when -ha himself scemed to re-
T'mi & robten vcntnlnqbogt.

and thare g nothifg to be doné a
{I.ﬂud applause ).

fiane about it.”

= b

away, followed by ‘gaeps -of ﬂmﬁahf-

ment from the pnpulace Jsn't “he (it

gmd eh?’ ._.5
“(Yes, marvellous, 'I‘ud.;i we'll

pay you 4id, for this story, dnd don't
make a. beast o_f yﬂurseI,f on it
-—H H" ) ;

Ceeil Rnfrmald Temple. is thml:ing' :
of bringing an action against a tailds.
who put two buttons inatéad of three
on his summer suit. I could ma &

- pun about a “law suit,” but I hm'ﬂ
I'il*let %ou off. (H. W :
Coker, of the Fifth, havmﬂ* up HI

his 'h:rt'i'ldaj' pres#nt. from an 1 xélfg
wonders whether it is worse to have a

beard and no ra:hr. OT & Tazor ant] 1o
hmr{! But su-:ll ig life.

tund to-

ereature is,

FENFGLD’S Prose is BAD &
Euf H:u is VERSE ! ..

FATHER GE}SLING'
By mcx PEHFELH :

G Y-:n: are ﬂid Father l}nslm 7, the §o
"“d i g ¥ ung man
"An :r.‘mlr eye is rceptibl duller.

Yet your nose 15 a ﬂptj;:-.m,g ang furmua roﬂ; .

, What makes it that siiigilar c:}l:}urf"

f_%il me Jife;” gaid the' Bug with a petnﬂeﬂ glu‘re,

~“I've drunk nothing stfonger tlidn cocoa !’

1f you want for to'know, it’s the action i ajr
n thp skm, wﬁb Its‘bmtmi my E&knf’ W

“r
[

.=

“You M,*E. g?gf ’1’ hmﬂ t;h-a rﬁrﬂh; ‘e gﬂ& y-:‘mr hfe Imh
N I:]um% tmtltl wsﬂl curious \*::rour ) '
nd ‘yet-you-have grown most’ unéommon hziit
What caudes timt%r enrve in the fi; rgl s %
* Al me'life,” said the Bage, “I ‘ave mstég] jﬂung
rips
To bie ﬂﬂgﬂfﬂd- by the, Eud, and mo error!
In tinie they "ave nach’rally weakened me
‘And yow'il e !‘I:e nei‘t. you '_r,mmg Emrmr

3
E’P

" '.'u:-u are nld m:ud ‘the muth w}m was feelmg
o hcn_;lgn
“As I think I have pre'n{ms] mﬂn;muﬂﬂ
It is hard- to do work-at a. hun red and nine,
Doi™t yoi, think i€ is time you wore pensioned ?.
“All ‘me life,” Enarieti tl‘!l} Sage, “I've reported
' youn i:
Who was checky and iven, "em tnrture’ L
And you'll get a w]mckrn to pay for. ?r-:mr 3nkeﬂ !
Wot I ses is thm c.-re I 11 repc-rcher Al

ey s

BILL ‘LODGEY’S SONG 30
{'Wnrd's by R. L. STEVENSON with shﬂlt‘
improvements III}' BOB CHERRY.) .

I hiave a htt}n ‘shadow ,
“Who goes in and out with me,
Am! what pan be the use of lum
Is more than I can see:
1 HEvEr ¢an et rid of him
A ltougl so hard, -
_ That ahndn'hr wzt not }ea.ﬂ:-' me. - .
= 1 . For he tottes from Eamtlnljd Yard !

-

.| stock. -

,;- ,ALﬁNgﬂ.TﬂDﬂ w;-.-'tz: oR wor
PRESE,RVATION

It has rccently been my
glanece throug
Battie's work on Anthropolozy, and I
came atross a picture of the probable
appearance .of Neolithic man.
presumed to be the mise-
in)g link between the ape and our-|.
gelves, and it bore a sh:kmg erﬂnnnl
resemblance to ‘Bolsovéer: major.
therciore occurred to me that thereds |
] pmlh:htj of a'pure and undiluted:|’

OF
-SPECIES

ood. for-

h Profesgor

This

strain of ape-man being

] im. -existence .- to-day—a,
fact, hitherto unsuspec- |’

,ted by ‘scientists. v .
'The question naturally

.arises as to what extent |
the -habits and’ customs |

of - the original .apeé-man
héve beén pregérved-
Wis descendant. A far
ag appna.rmme gneaf, W
may
Bolsover is very. closely ||
rTelatoad, to.the main

which are, :in ﬂ:g
‘respects, more like t
of . a wild ﬂmmﬂl
8 Human
ftemper is. amgui’aﬂj
violent, and he will
p'rﬂcae;ﬁ m,.antsf. gtil
physical assaunlt u
ti‘lg ]Eﬂﬂl‘- provocaticn.
ig, is consigtent  with |,

': Wh:.ﬂ; we know  of . the

-man’s cliaracter, and |

I'.uﬂ intellect. .. which’ i
o1 @ r w:th that ui
Belsovel nﬂt'm and:|,
| bestial. . Eu far, all our

, | facts are in agrecment, |-

but we now m-rlm to.
cruﬂml

Baolsover's 'anﬂes-tr:r,

whm}l I re mire light: to|:

.examine, critically in the |

light of this new|

discovery.
 The on]

=

.metllmi -:-f

doing this is tb interview s
‘Bolsover and dexive the |

material faects

questioning him,  This
ropose to do withont
elay, and shall continue

- {this article wheg I

have | studied the dn- |-
formation I ﬂh‘l:a]ﬁ &
Don't worry about,

Bolsover, Lonzy. Leok
ﬂfft*i.‘ yuuraelf —H. W.}

It

in
Asaume’ fh'at

We t]u;m have to |
. .| examine his _hab 1#,&;

quest:nn of |

CONDEMNED WITHOUT
EVIDENCE! |

;{E’wnﬁn ued -fr-:am page E'lf-:}

" The dinner-betl was ringing : .and
the Bounder joined the Removites aa
they went in. His face was bright:
he had never ﬂ:pected to Eut on the
old oak beriches iw -Hall again.

. “Borry, 'Wh&rtﬂn 1 hp epid rather

awkwardly to the captain of the
Remove., “1 timuﬂfht—— I never
dreamed that it "was a man in

another Form—and I -thought—"
Harry Wharton nodded witliout
gmakmg He was glad that the
under had not heen sacked, after
all; but he could not feel cordial’ ko
him just then. Plenty of fellows,
however, crowded rtrun the Bounder
with gratters. - L
o aa. vou fellnws ain’t-
ngi' exclmmed ]Ehll:pr Bunter. |
ithy gavé the fa.t Owl. a. Btare.
"Ia it?* he asked,
“Yes, rather,” said Bunter, h::a f nl:.
face hmmmg ~UPrime ! Iwas jolly
glad when I heard,' T can tell you I -

" That's fnﬁh“tfuilg kmd of “you,”.
said the Bonnder, staring. . “I didn't
"expect you to dare “mich whef.h{-r I
was sacked or not!”

“Bh?e L don't,” said Eun!.'_er.

“IWharrer you meau? Ain't you
-aa.ol-zed after all ?” S

what are. you
ra..

and Lidey:
uut-trr % 1"#.-'

e
- drg oy

% Yon burbling owl,

‘Babbling about

¢ “Eh? .There's stca

f""é for dinxer ! *ﬂat{}

Just heard—" . .
““Ha, - ha, a'" yelled tlw Remuv- 3

:ﬁeg "1 e,

i - Bunter bhn.ker_] rqu'ﬂd in: 'EIII'PT.‘:IB_E'
_r-r"* ‘Blessed -
thak: enﬂﬂe at,”? " he: zaid,”

if I- see. aujthmg tﬂ:_
oot Hidy ha, ha ! - -' ' St
’ “#¥ say, you. fellows, ]rn '11 ﬁm} 11,3
‘ng]:i: 1" said Bunter, and he rolled
‘inte "Hall in happy anﬁmpatmn 5

. Wl;n EIIL]'{[.I-EIII_ ﬂm atudy dld not
rematin 4 mystery.
|« Ft legked ‘out.
C My Prout, i‘mt:m'ltu'lv never knew
ﬂm facts of ﬂw, matter. Qunlch said
ﬂui:hm% to Prout: and the master
of the 1fth never even dreamed- ~that’
“fellow . in. his . Form had “ever:
antﬂrtained the disrespectful - and:
nuﬂ.&cmug 1:1»93. of shipping his a’ﬁudy
Coker was'no longer entertaining.
that andacious idea. - There was his
yrenise to Qmﬂﬂh‘_ and, as -it -Had-
urhed out, old Horice was fed. up
with shipping studies.’ ;
‘But most of Greyfriars’ knewh nnt’l
:rogred over Horace Cokér's exploit:
‘in “the dark.- Even the Bouuder.
inned over it.  Probably the only
ellow ot Greyfriars who was not:

| hilariously. entertained by Coker the
: atuﬂgvﬂiuppm:

was. Horace Jamos
Euker. S | : ;

THE E"EIL

gﬂ""atch out for THE BOUN E.R'S '
PE ! next Saturday's grand, long
“story of your old pafs_Harﬂ frars
ton & Cé., of Greyfriars, - You'll vote
it a"bsafu.te:f y Il P-TI_’}P ! -

| Mag

olse,
ECJ Regis

|¢Tﬁ|
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