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Profit—See Below!
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EFCRE I say anything thiz week
ahout other matters, chums, I
muat let myself go about the
stupendous new serial that is

starting in next Saturday’s issue. When
1 read this fine story it amazed me. The
realistic aimosphere the anthor has worked
into it 15 at onee compelling and attractive.

“PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER !*™

ia the title, and it is a story of industrial
life in the Black Country, vividly told by a
man whozo knowledge of the great iron-
works is unbounded. You'll like im-
mensely the sterling qualities of Teter
Frazer, too, He has to go through the
“mill,"” but you will greatly admiro the
plucky and resourceful way in which he
meets all emergencies. Don't forget—
you are in for s first-class fiction treat
next week—and for many weeks to como !

Now to the pleasurable tagk of answering
readera’ queries.

* Country Cousin "—a eurious wvamé
thet—wants to know how many

BANKS THERE ARE IN LONDON.

Thera are no less than 1,700, and any
one of them would be pleased to look after
your money. Yes, o Country Cousin,'
you have to a stiff exam. to pFob into
8 bank. But don't let this dishearten
you, however. Carry on with your swot-
ting and you'll make good. You havae to
work in thia life for success.

THE MEANING OF LD.B.

1 have received an interesting letter
from & South African resder, who has read
the Maiower for the last Gfteen vyears
1 was plessed to hear that my chum has
enjoyed the stories and other foatures for
such a time, and it only goes to prove that
the old pepor contains nothing but the
beat fiction. This South African chum
says thet 1.D.B. is the groat topic of
talk in South Africs, and as it has also
beém mentioned several times in English
newapapers, ho theught that other reader-

would like to know all about it.
Of course, I dare say sll readers know
that LD.E. stands for Illicit Diamond
Buying. There has always been a glat
of police.court cases for this offence, and
gince graat new diemond fields have been
found in Africa, thero hes boen the fear
that diamonds might fall heavily in value.
To keep prices up &wm are legal restrictions
on the number of diamonds bought and
sold. Despite every precaution, however,
diamonds find their way from the fields
into wrong hands by shady ways, and the
lice in some cuses have had their hands
ull in dealing with the various caszes.

NE of the chief offendors in gotting
0 the dismonds away to the buyers

13 the nigger. Of course, every-

hody is ﬂ%ﬂﬂh&d when thay Iaa.':}-::s
the fields at ni%;ta. but the niggers have
many tricks. oy have, for instance,
been known to swallow diamonds to
Bmu them out. Hiding them in their
moythh or between their toes are othor
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ways resorted to. They have even beon
known to cut their flesh and hide the
dismonds underneath! But I shounld
imagine that, besides being very painful,
this is too obvious to be euccessful,

A CHUCKLE OR TWOI

By way of a change, we'll have a chuckle
or two.

Weary Wililie slouched into the
pawnbroker's. *' How muech will you
glve me for ihis over-
eoat ?** he asked, producing
a laded, but neaily-mended
garmani. The pawnbroker
looked at the artlale erili-
cally. ** Four shillings,**
he sald. ** Why,"” cried
Weary Willie, **that coat is worth
forty shillings if It Is worth a penny.*”
“ 1 wouldn't give you two pound for
two like that one,’’ sniffed &c:} awh=
broker, * Four beb or oothing.'
%

i
-

d

“ Are you sure that’s all
it's worth? ' asked Weary
Wilike., ' Four bob,
rapeated the pawn-
broker. ** 'Wall, here's
your four bob,"* sald Weary
Willie. ** This overcoat was hanging
oatside your shop, and I was wondering
haow much it was really worth I ¥

For this joke we are indobted to Maater
B. Pickham, Ruby Strest, Tingha,
N.8.W., Auatralio, who has been awarded
8 useful poclket knife for his effort.

WHERE IS DEATH VALLEY?

is the question sent in by a resder in
Coventry. It is in Californis, U.S.A.
The sammer temperature thers ie one of
the hottest in the world, and it is oxtramely
humid, as it lies much below tho sea lovel.
The name was given to it in the early daya
of the -u}glm'.:isntiun of thi;u Waost, when a

arty of migrants with their wagons
Eaiatguk the trail and wandered to their
death in this dreadful and almost waterless
waste.

A curious ?uary was asked in an inter-
esting letfer I recoived from o Blackpool
chum. He wants to Lknow

WHEN THE NEXT CENSUS IS DUE?

The consua of a population takes place
avery fon years in this country, as o
matter of fact, and the next one iz due in
two wyears’ time. Some time back it
was arranged to take s consus for the
first time in a certain hig city in Afghanis-
tan, On tho dey the counting was due
to begin, the town was found o have
only about & quarter of its weual in-
habitents, The rest bad cleared, being
under the impression that the count was
in connection with various crimes com-
mitted !

WHAT IS A LAIKLOLO ?

HE roader who wanta to know this

had a very awkward experionce.

Bemg under the impression that

a2 Jaiklolo was a musical insim-

ment, he went into a musical instrament

CHfsce, ooy

Alwwayn glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address ;
The Editor, The “Magnet" Library, Tim Amaolgemated Fress. Lid., Fleefivay House,

b

shop to got one, &z he plays in
an amateur jazz band. To
this reader’s surprige the assis.
tant in the shop had never
eard of it. As a matter of
fact, a laiklolo ig a craft used
in the South Saas,

A CLEVER GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK

has been sent in by Henry

Shaw, of 8, Tumcroit Lane,

Stockport, Cheshire, and he has

hoen awarded one of this week's

handsome pocket walleta, Here

ia his eoffort :

Coker started, with harmless
intent

On a motor-bike journey thro*
Kant.

He killed a fat boar
And ¢hickens galore—
There was slaughter wherever
he went !

BY ORDER OF THE LAWI

" Young Freddie,” of Southport, wanta
to kmow if it is a fact that in U.B.A.
there is & law compelling the owners of
cats to fasten s bell round the neck of
their pet. It is & fact, my chum. This
law takes effect in Riverside in Illinois,
U.B.A., for the purposs of protecting bird
life in the town. It must be a joliy
mnteresting sight to waitch poor puss
gtoalthily stalking a i:ixldga: with a merry
bell clanging away telling master spadger
Just how much time he has before hLe
need bolt.

WHO WERE THE MYRMIDONS ?
This is & question from ** Fifth-Former,”
who really ought o know better. And
the answer is a tribe of warriors who went
with Achilles to Troy.

;'fmm EDITOR AMONGST THE LIONS!

WENT out into the country for a
E quiet weok-ond the other day, end

was walking by myself along &

Ienely road when I suddenly heard &
terriblo roar | There was no mistaking it—
it was a lion's roar right enough ! I stoppad
and listened. The roar was repeated.
Waoll, to say the loaszt of it, it was decidedl
unexpected, and although I flatter myself
that I am not inclined to * get the wind
up " unnecossarily, I would have falt much
happier d I hado't been entirely on my
oW !

But, you might say, it couldn't really
have been lions in England—and that's
whore I've got you ! The roars came from
Irons all right, and when 1'd hurried along
the road and turned & commer 1 saw where
they were, There, in o field ahead of me was
a resl, old-fashioned, honest to poodness
circus !

I haven't seen & circus for more years
than I like to romember, and I made a
bas-lins for it, and just got there as the
lion-tamer was finishing his act—and a
jolly fine act it was, too ! 1 got quite ;pnll:,r
E;’th the mnnagugf of the " big tent,”” and

vory generously gave me permission 1o

“mouch " around &u tont ps much as [
liked. X've always had a eoft epot in my
heart for circuses, and I found the artistes
and the stafl as likeable a crowd as you
eounld hopo to find. In fact, it's a wonder
I returned to Fleetway House, for I felt
a3 though I'd have pgiven anything to
run away there ond then and join tha
COTMPATLY.
Goodness only knows what I conld have
done in & eircus, though! The lion.
tamer offered me a chance of going into
the cage and getting pally with his charges,
but I respectiully declined. Otherwiso you
might have found someone olse writing
thia littlo chat of raine this week !

But it was a jolly fine cireus, all the same.

A GORGON
iz an ugly fabled monster, "G, 8 K"
In olden times a porgon was an iMMaginary
animal of which people were greatly
frightencd. It waa considered that to
(Continu ed on page 28.)



HERE'S A COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF TIP-TOP QUALITY!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Lines!

ik OB—"
B “Bunk 1"
* Bob, old chap—"

" Hook it 1"

“But, I gay—"

* Buzz off "

Bob Cherry, it seemed, woz busy—fos
busy even to enjoy the society of
William George Bunter,

He sat at fﬁ table in Btudy No. 13
in the Greyiriars Remove with a sheat
of impot paper before him, a pen in his
hand, &8 worried frown on his brow, =&
blob of ink on hias mose, several blobs
on his fingers, and a Virgil propped
agalnst the inkstand in front of him,

Ohviously, it was lincs |

As it was a half-holiday at Greyiriars,
and 2 fine antumn efterncon,
Bob was naturally in a hurry
to get through end get out.

But a hundred lines had to
be written [Lrst. Such was
the order of Henry Samuel
Ouelch, Form master of the

Reomove. And the word of
{ienr:.r Bamuel Quelech was
Y,

It was never particularly exhilarating
to seo the fat face and glimmering epec-
tacles of :Bill{ Bunter blinking in at
one's door. MNow it was less so than
ever.

Tn those pressing moments Bob would
not have been pleased fo sce even nny
of his best chums. Bo ho wa3 not at
rll pleased to sco Bunter. Hence his
brief but emphatio remarks,

Bunter. however, though adjured to
bunk, hook it, and huzz off, did not do
anv of these things.

He rolled into the study.

“ Busy, old chap !” he asked afably.

Bob Cherry glared at him acroas the
table. Really, the question was a littla
superflucus,

“You've got four aves 1" hooted Bob.
“Can't you sec I'm busy "

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“ Bhut op 1"

[ e'lll 'r:.{ ‘

NNERS (i
SHADY
CHEME

Introducing Harry Wharton & Co.,
the Popular Chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

I

“ But, I say—"

“Will you dry
hooted Bob. “I've gob
fifty more to do beiore I
can get out! The fellows
have started, and I’ve 1@:9!-
to catch them up. T've
f;ut to hand in ihiz impot
gk, INow, cheese i#17

His pen scratched again,
transeribing Virgil at a
record rate. Billy Eunter
gtend and blinked st him.

“That's all very well,” he said. " Bub
the faect is——m->"

“ Baat 1t 1" :

“I'vo got lines,” cxplained DBunter.
“ Look here, Cherry, you might listen to
a chap! I've got fifty lines—"

“Go and get them dome, then!”

“That's just the difficulty,” explaincd
Bunter. “1 don't want to do them.”

“{io and eat coke, then IV

“3 azay, old fellow, bo decent, you
know ! urged Bunter. "I daren't go
out of the gates without getting thoso

up "

" i e o e R

linge done. Quelehy would go off at tho
deep end, And Mauly's started for
Coutrtfield. He's going to tea at the

bunshop. 1 want to catch him up.”
“Does Mauleverer want you to catch

him up? Bob Cherry, busy as he was,

paused 3 moment for saccasm. " Would

For sheer reptilian cunning Harold Skinner
has no equal at Greyiriars.
cunning schemes are apt to go astray, as he and
you will find out in this splendid sfory by t

Frank Richards.

he be frightfully disappointed if you
didn’t ¥ )

“Yes, rather 1" said Bonter. “ 5o, as
you seem to boe the only chap indoors
now, Bob, I've come to ask vouw to do
my lines for me."

“ What t" gasped Bob.

“Quelchy will never wetice,” ox-
plained Bunter. “You can make your
fist as near like mine as you can. In
fact, I'll do the fret line mysclf to
make it easier for you. Thera!”

Dunter blinked at Bob Cherry with
the air of a fellow who had made a
generous offer.

Boh glared at him.

“You fat frump—*~

*h, really, old chap—"

“Wharton and MNugent and the rest
have started for Clif House ! roared
Tiok. “I've got to catch them up. 1've
got fifty more lines to write beforo I

Yet even Skinner’s

i —
#‘.—-
B

l_r'_- —

|
1

/
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can start. Think I've got time to de
fifty for you as well "

“Make time, old chap,” said Bunter.
“A follow can alweys make tima for
things if ho likes. Don't be & slucker I

“ What

“A slacker! Don't bo sclfich, you
know [ urged Bunter, " Naver mind
about getting to CLiff House! After all,
they don't want you 1"

L1 Eh 'E"‘

“How could they!” argucd Bunter.

Bob Cherry gazed at the Owl of the
Temove. Bunter seemed to think that
he was stating good ressons why Boh
should do his lines for him. But ho wos,
perhaps, a little lncking in tack.

“¥ou do those lines for me, rnd I'll
do as much for you anothor time,” went
on Bunter. " When rou've done them,
take them into Quelch’s study and leave
them on his desk if he isn't there. 1If
he’s there, tell bim I asked you to bring
them in for me—sce? That will make
1k uﬂ” right. Then T can got off ag
OnGe,

“And what about me?” gasped Bob.
“You 1" repeated DBuntor.

Apparcntly Bunter did not consider
that 1t mattered about Dob.

Boly Cherry starcd round and picked
up & cushion. He brandished

it in the air.
“Will you cul?”  he
demanded, .
Bunter eyed the cushion
warily.
n't  wgeb waxy, old

chap,” he said. “Loo% here,
if you won't do my lines, ['vo
b another idea. “What
about gofting Linley to do them? I've
azked the beust, and he's refused:
don’t see why he can't do them, as he's
always swotting Latin as if ho liked it.
Look here, you could lick Linley, Bob,
old chap?t”

“Lick Linley " repested Bob.

“Yes, I'll help you, if you like.
Well, let's make him do the lot. He'a
sitting at the passage window now with
& rotton book.,  What about getting him
to do the wholo lot, and licking him if
he refuses—what 27

Bob Cherry did nob state what ho
thought of that brilliant suggestion. 1lo
hurled ihe eushion.

“Whooop I” roared Bunter.

Tho ecushion landed with force on
Eilly Bunter's extensive waistcoat. Tt
fa{ri’.y lifted him into the Remove
passage through the open doorway.

Tne Maarer Tasnany.—No. 1,132
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There was a crash and a roar in the
passage a3 Dunter landed.

Bob Cherry grinned, dipped his pen
in the ink 'ag,;ain, and resumed tran-
soribing vi{’?i at great speed.

“Ow | owl Yow!l Groooghl”
came fromn the passage.

Unhecding thoso sounds of woe from
William George Bunter, Bob raced on
with his lincs.

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet.

For several minutes he gasped for
breath. Bunter never had much wind,
nnd what little he had seemed to have
been bumped out of him by the impact
of the cushion and the bump in the
passagoe.

“Ow—ow! Wow! Grooh! Oococh!”
spluttered Bunter,

scratch, scratch, scratch!
busy pen in Study No. 13.

“Owl Beast! Wow "

Scratch, seratch, scratch |

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his big spectacles. Ha was dameged,
and he was wrathy, Even the worm
will turn, and it wos agreed in the
Ureyiriars Remove that Bunter was a
worm. DBunter fielded the eushion and
crept back to the open doorway of
Etﬁdyh??mke?di Iu]iy

@ blin venge into the study.

Bob, bent over his lines, his pon
doing sixty, or near it, did not heed.
Bunter took aim with the cushion,

Whiz |

Crash |

“Oh 1" roared Bob Cherry.

The cushion landed on his Lent head,
rolled off, upset the inkpet, and pitched
to the fioor.

“Ha, he, he ped Bunter.

Bob leapt to his feet, The bump of
the cushion on his head had startled
him; but that was not the woret. The
upset inkpot was streaming over his
imposition, More than sixty lines of
Latin, written in hot haste, were swim-
ming in ink,

Bob pazed at his impot.

That impot would never de for
Quelch, that was certain, It was neces-
sery to begin again at the beginning.
¢ I?ﬁh:.r, .'J[_‘—I-I—-—" gasped Bob, “I—

Words failed him.

He rushed round the study table, and
leaped for Bunter. At the same mo-
ment, Bunter leaped to escape. Be-
hind kim came Bob Cherry, raging,
and he let out a boot as he cpmo. It
was & swift kick, but never had Bob
kicked more accurately for goal. There
was o wild yell from William George
Bunter, and he fair’!f: flew along fﬁe
Remove passapgo for the stairs.

went the

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Trouble for Three !

ARK LINLEY looked up from
M the more or less entrancin

pagea of XKenophon, an
. grinned. It was not the “ Ang.
basis ¥ that made him grin. Thero was
nothing in that velume to excite hilar-
ity. With a f}erfectly serious face, Mark
had been following the retreat of the
I'en Thousand, as they covered infinite
parasangs on their march to the sea.
The grin that overspread Mark's face
was caused not by
W. G, Bunter, Sittin
scebk near the stairs, Mark had a view
of the length of the Remove pussage,
and the roar of Billy Bunter caused
him to look up in time to see the fat
m“:“ flecing wildly from Bob Cherry's
m el

Bunter did thoe Remove passage in
rzeord time—under the evident belief

Thne Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,132,

enophon, but by
in the window-

that Dob was following close behing,
with another goal-kick to hand out. As
& matter of tact, Bob had gone back
into Study No, 13, more concerned about
his hundred lines than sbout W. G.
Bunter. W. G. B,, however, was not
aware of that. He did net look back.
He Hed frantically towards the stair
case, blissfully ignorant of the fact
that he was pot pursued, _

It was zaid of ald, that the guilty
fee when no man pursueth, So it was
with William George Bunter.

Mark grinned.

There was something rather enter-

taining in the frantic fight of the Owl
of the Remove, considering that he waa
not pursued.
_ Bunter did not heed the scholarship
junior sitting in the window. He
reached the Remove landing, panting,
and bolted down ihe stairs. In the
fixed belief that a lunging boot was
immediately behind him, Bunter did
not lose a aecond.

But it was & case of more haste and
less speed.

Two Remove fellows were coming up-
stairs, Skinner ,“"d Booop. It was quite
a fine hali-holiday, and most of the
fellows were out of doors, but fresh air
did not tempt the twe slackers of the
Remove, They were going up to their
study for a surreptitious smoke.

They barely saw Bunter as he hurtled
e Uy R :

ut they felt him—severely.

Crash |

Bunter butted fairly into Skinner and
Snoop, throwing his arms wildly round
them to save himself as they collided.

“Ow!” roared Skinmer,

_ "¥Yarococh!” yelled Bidney James
Snoop.

“Oooooch !’ gasped Bunter,

The three fellows, inextricably mixed,
rolled down together, end bumped on
the next landing. It weas an extensive
landing, with plenty of accommodation
for the three, and fortunately they did
not continue their downward career
along the next flight. But when they
vstablished contact with the landing,
they had a severe shock, Fellows could
not smite hard oak suddenly without
getting a shock. That they were hurk,
was testified by the fearful yells that
arose in chorus,

“Oh, my hati®
Linley.

He laid Xenophen in the windaw-
scat, and stepped to the stairs and
looked down, ready to lend o hand ir
help was wanted.

wo fellows sat vp on the Jower
landing, spluttering. They were Snoo
and SBkinner. Bunter sprawled an
gaspod,

“Ow, ow, ow! Wow, wow

""Oh, erumbs gasped Skinner. “Oh,
scissors! What—oh, my hat! You fat
wdiot !  Yoooovochooph 1™

“Oh dear! groaned Snoop. “I'm
nearly emashed! Ow! That potty por-
poise—ow ! Oh, ow, wow "
~ “Ow!” groaned Bunter. “I'm in-
I]-:um&! I'm killed—I mean, nearly
illed. Help! Ow, wow!”

“¥You fat idiot!” hissed Skinner.
" Warrer you mean by cha.rging down
the stairs 'ike a mad elephant

“Ow! That beast Cherry was alter
me—wow 1" ;

“¥ou benighted jabberwock, there’s
nobody after you,”
th“Fh?” Bunter sat up., *I thought

1, _______Jh

"You dangerous maniac—"

“Qh, really, Skinner—-2>*

“I've got an ache in every bone in
my body !” yelled Skinner,

*Well, what did you went to get in
the way for 7’ demanded Bunter. * Fat.
headed, I call it, getting in a fellow's

ejaculated Mark
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way when he's pressed for time, You
made me fall over.™

“¥You fell on mel” hissed Skinner.

Jolly lucky 1 did,” said Bunter.
“Jolly lucky 1 didn’t hit the landing.”

" ¥ou jammed you elbow in my eye |*
articulated Snoop.,

"Did I%” said Bunter, "“Well, I
might have banged it on the Hoor.”

Lvidently Bunter was concerned about
his elbow, not about Snoop's eye.

; Etlfmner snd Snoop staggercd to their

e

They were bhurt, and they were en-
raged.

M Collar him 1" said Skinner, between
his teeth, “I'm going to emash bim
into small pieces,’

“Yes, rather!” said Snoop.

“Here, I say, you fellows—leggo—
yoop—whooop!” ronred Bunter, as the
two mll:iﬂgﬁd ]u.l'im:!'z geized him. "hI
sy, old chaps—leggo, you beasts—=o
ﬂﬁ;’rkﬁj'! Help ! Hgnlpl E'E'ﬁn-up! Mur-
der! Fire! Help! Whooop!®

Bunter had had the best of it when
the three landed on the landing, being
uppermost at the time. But was
getting the worst of it now.

Skinner and Snoop seized him, and
thumped him, and their thumps were
nhmlumlﬁ terrifiec. They scemed to be
bent on bursting Bunter,

Thump, thump, thump !

Bang, bang, %ang!

There was no doubt that Bunter da-
served 8 thumping at the hands of the
two fellows he had hurled over and
almost equashed. But there was a limit,
and Skinner and Snoop were exceeding
the limit. Bunter roared and yelled in
snguish.

“"Here, hold on!" shouted Mark Tdn-
ley, down the Romove staira. “That
‘wll’I do, you men,”

Skinner glanced round for s second.

“Mind your own bizney ! he snapped,
and resumed thumping Bunter with all
the energy he could muster.

“Yow-ow-ow | Help!” yelled Bunter.
“Fire! Murder! Help[”

“Stop it 1 shouted Maork.

"I'Irmnlnuli.I thump, thump, thump!

Mark Linley ran down to the landing.
This was altogether too much of a
rgood thm% and he intervened promptiy,

Ha grabbed Skinner and Snoop by
their collars, and dragged them off
Bunter by main force.

“ Now chuek it,” said Mark., “ Bun-
ter's had encugh—too rmuch, in fact.
Enough's as good as a feast, you know.”

*Let go, you meddling fool " snarled
Skinner.

“Will you let Buntcr alone?™

“No!” howled Skinper. I won't!
I'll smash him.” -

“Then I'll hold on,” said Mark coolly.
“You'd hetter cut, Bunter.”

Skinner and Snoop turned together
on Mark Linley. Generally, the two
slackers would have hesitated fo tackle
the gturdy Lancashire lad, even two to
one. But they were too enraged now
to hesitate. They turned on him slmost
like tigers, and the three juniors mingled
in wild combat. )

Bunter staggered to his feet.

He did not need Mark's advice to
“cut.” Now that his assailants were
otherwise  engapged, Bunter  cut
promptly.

He wvanished at top speed down the
lower stairs, and disappeared into

BpAce,

On_the landing, Mark Linley rolled
over in the grasp of 8kinner and Snoop.
He was a match for the two of them,
but only a match, and he barely held
his own in the wild struggle. The
three juniors, tangled together, rolled
and atruﬁ?led and thumped and
punched, till there was a sudden inter-
ruption.
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Bunter flelded the cushion, and ¢rept back to the o
way ol Study No. 13 wherein Bob Cherry was bent over his
The 0wl of the Remove took alm with the eushion.
i e e I s e
ol i} an Over
imposition. (See Chapler 1.)

lines,
Whiz I Crash !

: P, b
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On tho lower staircase appeared an
angular form and a frowning face: both
belonging to Henry Samucl Quelch, the
master of the Remove.

Mr, Quelch came whisking up the
stairs, with a cane in his hand. ‘The
din_had drawn him to the spot.

He reached the landing where the
combat was going on; and the lack in
his oyes, as he gazed at it, was like that
of the fabled basilisk,

“Boya!” hooted Mr. Quelch. “¥You—
E;u young rascels! Ceaso this at once!

4 you hear me? Cease this immed:-
ately.”

“Oh, crumbs " gasped Skinner.

At the voice of command, the three
dishevelled and dusty juniors separated.
They stood in & gasping row before
their Form mastor.

“How daro youl!” oxelaimed Mr.
Sjmlch. “1 repeat, how dare you
isturb the Houze with this—this un-

exampled hooliganism! Follow me to
my study ™
o] et ppngpad Skinner.
“Follow me!” boomed Mr. Quelch.
“0Oh, my hat!™ murmured Mark

Linley. “ We're for it now."

William George Bunter, the original
cnuse of the trouble, had long dis-
appeared. Mark Linley and Skinner
and SBnoop {followed BMr. Quelch to
Masters' passage and into his study.

There, the Remove master eyed them
grimly.

* Bkinner !

“Owl Yes, sir!” mumbled Skinner.

“Bend over that chair!”

“I=—1 wasn't to blame, sir! That
rotter Linley pitched into mo—"

“ Bond over that chair!”

Skinnar bent over the chair, -

Mr. Quelch's cane rose, and fell, six
times in succession; with sounds as if
Mr. Quelch had heen dischorging a six-
chambered revolver.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack,
whack ! Every whack was well laid on,
and elicited 8 how!l from Skinner. Heo
was quite pale when Mr. Quelch had

finishad.
“Sncopl Dend over that chair ¥
“I—1 dida't—" began Bonoop.

#Bend over thoat chair )

X

door-

o

Snoop
the best foll to h
yelled wildly under the infliction.

roancd, and obeyed. Six of
is portion, and Snoop

::Lilﬂc:}f_l Bend over that chair!¥
Yes, sir!™ anid Mark,

The cane got going again. Skinner
and Bnoop, wrigghng in anguish
looked on savagely. Mark was oue o
the Remove master's favourite pupils;
being & hard worker and really keen
on the acqusition of knowledge—rare

enough in the Remove. But nobody
would have guessed just then, that
Henry Samuel Quelch had a  high

opinion of the Lancashire junior, and
was accustomed to treat him with preat
kindness. Like the schoolmpstor in the
story, Quelch might bo a beast, but he
was 8 just beast. Linley, so far as
the Form master knew, was as culpablo
a3 the others; and he received oxactly
the same as the others—six, and every
one of tho eix a stinger. Mark, who
was made of stronger stuff than the two
slackers, uttored no sound wunder the
infliction, but ho was breathing very
hard when he rose after it

Mr. Quelch pointed to tho door with
hiz cane.

“You may go'!” he said. *“And if
there should be any recurrence of your
disorderly conduct-—" He did not
comﬁl::[:u the sentence; leaving the rest
to the imagination of the unhappy {trio.

They limped away from the IForm
mastor's study. Bkinner and Snoop
b -eathed malice and malevolenca as
they went; but Mark, who really had
more cause to complain, had no com-
plaint to make. Ilo really was not to
blame for the uproar on the staircase;
but he was a reasonable fellow, and he
did not nx%rzct- his Form master to guess
that; and was not given to grousing
arivhow. Leaving Skinner and Snoo
muttering malice and vengeance, Mar
took his way, rather slowly and pain-
fully, to lis study in the Remove
PaaIAgD,

THE THIRD CHAFTER.

“Bob1"
L URLCHY ! murmured Idarry
Wharton.
“Bother  him!" grunted
Johnny Dull,

Four juniors were strolling, in a very
loisurely way, along Friardale Lane, in
the golden autumn afternoon, when the
angular form of Henry Samuel Queclch

loomed up ostern.
Harry Wharton and Frank Huﬂbﬂnh
m

Johany Bull and Hurree Jamsct Ra
Singh, were not feeli leased with
their Form master that afterncon.

The Famous Five wore going over to
CLiff House School. on a visit to Mar-
jorie Hazeldens & Co.; and DBob
Cherry's detention rather spoilod tho
programme.

The Co. had been willing to wait for

Bob; but ho had insisted that they
should not hang about waiting for him.
Ho was going to got through his linea

at record specd, and overtake thom on
the way, if he could. Tor that reason,
the four juniors proceeded in & very
leisurely manncr, not wishing to arrive
et CLiff House without their chum.

Really, C%:;rl-::h hod been unnecessarily
sovore, in the opinton of the famous Co.
Bob's offence was not a sorious one—
moerely that of descending the banisters
instead of tho stairs. Certainly, it was
a rather dangerous per{urmuncu, especi-
ally for anyono who might have got in
Bob's way whon hoe was sailing down
tho banisters. No doubt Mr, (E‘tgiah
folt that such reckless proceedinge uld
be sternly checked, nnd ne doubt he
was right. Still, moster and pupil did
not always ses eyo to aye. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. felt that Quelch might vory
well have closed an eye, for once, to an
infraction of the rules, rather than have
spotled a half-holiday.

Tae Musauer Lisnany.—No, 1,132,
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They glanced back ab-the tall, an r
hgure, that was coming up the lane.
Mr. aue!-:h was proceeding at his usual
brisk pace, and was likely to overtake
and pass them in a few minutes. There
was @ slight frown on his severs face,
doubtless caused the uproarious
incident on the staircase.

“Blow the man !” said Frank Nugent.
“These Form muasters are a worry !"”

“The worryfulness is terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But it is & boonful blessing that the

esteermed Bob is pot with us, to catch
ithe propostercus eye of the absurd
Cuelch,™ 1

“Phew!” said Wharton. “Yes,
rather.”

'The idea had been mooted, of Bob
clearing off with his friends, and
“chancing ¥ it with Quelch about his
sjmpot;: Un second thoughts—proverhi-

ally the best—it had been decided not
to take the risk, hich was, as the
Nabob of Bhaoipur pointed out, fortu-
nate, in the present circumstances, as
the Remove master happened to be fol-
lowing the samo way.

A glimmer came into the dusky eyes
of tha naboh.

“My ecsteemed chums,” he remarked,
“the sxzcellent Bob is not with us, but
he might have been with us=——"

“Jolly Iu ba i=n't,"” s=aid Johnny
Bull. " Quelchy loocks as if ha would
like to ium]:r on somebody.”

" Precizefully so. But as the absurd

b 1z not mm our honourable and
oxecrable company, let us ludicrously
pull the csteemed log of the preposterous
Quelch.”

“Eh, how? azked Wharton doubt-
fully. Pulling Mr. Quclch’s leg was, as
a rule, about as safo a game as pulling
a tiger's tall.

“Buppose wo were playing  the
osteemned game of leap-frog as we pro-
vecd on our harmless and nccessary
way,” said the nabob. *In that case
you would bob your osteemed heads.™

"What on carth—"

“And if you, my worthy Wharton, call
out 'Bok!l' it would refer to our
absurd heads iy

“But what—"

“But the esteemed Quelchy would
probably infer that the excellent Cherry
was somewhere about—"

it f L

“Owing to the sbsurd idiocies of the
esteemed English language, such & ms-
aporehension might arise—"

“Ha, ha, hal

“And the excellent Quelech would he
terrifically  infuriated,” grinned the
nabob. ' Which, in the present esteemed
circurastances, would be preposterously
entertaining.’

Harry Wharton & Co. wero gquick on
the uptake. In B moment the nabob’s
siggestion was acted upon.

“Bob your nappers!” chuckled Whar-

tomn.

And—apparently aoblivious of the
angular form that was approaching
nenrer and nearcr with long strides—
the four jumiors leap-frogged along the
lane for a short distance, and stopped
again whersa a thick bush grew closo
to the roadside.

By that time Mr. Quelch was within

hearing.

mﬂﬁﬂb ™ gﬁ‘um out Wharton loudly.

He addressed Frank Mugent, who waa
in advance. But as the word reached
Myr. Quelch's ears it was natural that ha
ghould not even drpoam that iE was ad-
dressed to Frank,

Mr. Quelch gave a stork.

“Bob!™  eslled Wharton
“Look cut! DBobl

Myr. Quelch compressed his lips.

He was well aware that the fve
juniors had intended to be wopether this
afternoon, as they almost always wero
on & half-holidey. He koew, of course,
that Robert Cherry was always called
Bob by his friends. And he had not
the shghtest doubt that Bob Cherry,
instead of staying in to write his jincs
as he had been stricily commanded,
had left the school with his chums, and
was now with them; and that Wharton
was celling out & warning to him after
spotting the Form master behind.

That was the conclusion to which My,
Queleh  jumped—and, indeed, in_ the
circumstances, he could hardly have
jumped to any other.

“Look out! Bob!? .

Mr. Quelch came on with
strides.

“ Btop 1" he called out.

The four juniors faced round. There
were only four to be seen; but the thick

again.

rapid
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bush at the roadside was ég:om.‘l cover for
another, if another had been there.
How was Mr. Quelch to aveid the con-
clusion that Bob was there, and that he
had taken warning and dodged out of
gight into the bush?

he frown on the Remove master's
brow was like thunder, and his eyes
glittered under his bent brows. Defiance
of diseipline, liko this, was intelerable,
in Mr. Queleh’s opinion, He was grimly
resolved to roobt out the delinquent,
march him back to the school, and give
him a whele afternoon’s detention, io-
stead of the hundred lines.

“0h! Mr. Quelch " ejuculated Whaz-
ton, and he lifted his cap politely to bhis
Form master, the cther three Iu‘{Iwing
his example.

The Remove master frowned at them.

“I am surpriscd at this, Wharton I
be rapped out,

“At what, sir?” asked the captain of
the Remove in mild surprise.

“At this disregard of my strict com-
mands on the part of & boy in the Re-
move, i collusion with the head boy of
the Form 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelech.

" But—but what, sir—"

“Cherry was  strictly ordered to
remain in tho House until his imposition
was written and delivered in my study.”

“Yes, sir,”

“He has dizcheyed my commands
and——"

“ Has he, siri”

“T find him here with you!" hooted
Mr, Quelch. “And you—the head boy
of my Form, from whom I have a right
to ﬂ@pqct‘suplimrt- in the maintenance
of discipline—have actually ullered a
u*a.rm%}tn him to hide himsclf at my
approach,”

“Oh, sir !

"I shall have no choice but to punish
]\;nu for this, Wharton. As for Cherry,

ot

“But what have I done, sir?”

Do not affect ignorance, Wharton 1"’
Mr. Qucleh turned towards the bush at
the roadside. *Cherry! Stand forth!®

Four juniora with faces as solemn as
owls stood waiting while Mr. Quelch
addressed the bush, in the belief that

DRob Cherry was hidden in it
“Cherry 1" repeated the Remove
naster.

There was no reply.

e Euﬂ my word!” exzclaimed My,
Quelch, greatly exasperated. * Cherry |
I order you to show yourself! I know
that you are there; I heard a warning
given you as I came up. Stand forth at
once !’

Bob Cherry did not stand forth, Mr.
Queleh really was asking an impoesi-
bility, as Bob at that moment was in
hiz study at Greyiriars grinding out
lines.

LE ] Bﬁb
Wharton.
“Wharton! How dare you say sol”

“He 1sn't really, sir; he's ob tho
school-——""

“I am surprized that you should pre-
varigate, Wharton! I am surprised and
shocked! I distinctly heard you warn
Cherry.”

“1 I—I didn't, sirt”

“What?"” almost roared Mr. Quelch.

U1—1 couldn™, sir, as he's not here.”

“You dare to tell me, Wharton, that
Choerry is not here ! exclaimed the Re-
movo master.

“ortainly, sirt"

“Bilence ! exclaimed Mr.  Quelch.
“I will not listen to this audacious and
unscrupulous prevarication! Cherry, I
command you to stand forth at once—
I command you, sir, for the last timc "

Still there was no movement from the
bush. Mr. Queleh, with gleaming cyes,

shed azide the boughs and penctrated
inta thoe clump, with the intention of
hooking tho hidden junior out with hia

isn't there, =ir,” ventured
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own august hands. But there was no
hidden junior to be hooked out. Right
through that clump of bush Mr. Quelch
scarched savagely ; but he found nothing
—except a few thorns, which did nos
help to placate him.

He stepped into the road again. The
expression on his face by this time waa
terrifying.

“Wharton " he gasped.

“Yes, gir?’ said Harry demurely,

“Where is Cherry ™

“ At tho school, sir.”

“It is frun that I did not sco him
with you,"” said Mr. Quelch, breathing
hard. “1 concluded that he had stepped
out of sight after sou warned him., He
does not appear to be here.”

“ I told vou so, sir.”

. But-,i" said Mr. Quelch in a deep
voiee, “if Cherry is not here, Wharton,
1 ean only conclude that you called out
his name to delude me into the belief
that he was here,”

“Bat I didn’t, sir.”

“Take care, boy! I distinctly heard

ou utter the words, * Bob! Look out!

‘hosa very words! Do you venture to
deny 16

“0h, no, sir!" edid Wharton cheer-
fully. “But I was speaking to Nugent.”

“To Nugenti” repeated Mr, Quelch,

" Yes, air,” )

““Is this sheer insolence, Wharton?
Or do you expect me to believe that
you were addressing Nugent by another
].'raf'_l'.r's name?

Not at all, eir] I never used any

na

“T1 heard what you said, Wharton I

“1 was telling Nugent to bob, sir—="

H:Eh-illl

“We'ro playing leap-frog, sir, and 1t
was Nugent’s turn to bob down. 1
called out to him to bob.” -

“You—you—youn called ount to him to
bob 1" repeated Mr, Queleh, staring at
Wharton as if he were mesmerised.

“Yes, eir! I said, "'Bob! Look
out " * said the captain of the Eemove,
with owl-like gravity., “As it was
Nugent's turn to bob——"

“Upon my word I'? said M. Quelch.

He gazed at the four junjors,

The four }uniur& gazed at him gravely
and respectfully.

A crimson spot apl;:;aared in either of
Mr. Queleh's chesks, Gradually it
spread Eill his face was quite red.

“Oh! zaid Mr. Quelch.

“I—I hope there's mo harm in our
playing leap-frog in the lane, sir?” said
Frank Nugent. ..

“It's a thy exercise, sir, on a cold
day,” remarked Juhnngr Bull.

“0Oh! J—I— AhLV’ articulated Mr.
Queleh.

“ Zometimes we 587 FBob!' and some.
times we zay ‘ Tuck in your tuppenny !’
sir," axplainaﬂ MNugent gravely.

“Oh!" gasped Mr. Quelch. *I=—I-I
geet Yes! Quite sol! It—it appears
that ¥ have been under a—o—a mis-
apprehensiont I certainly thought—"

“Mav we go on with the game, sir?"
asked Wharton respecitiully.

“0Oh! Abh! Yes! Certainly!™ shut-
teved Mr. Queleh. " I—I have no ohjec-
tion—none whatever! Bless my sonl!

"Thank you, sir!” said Harry. " Bob!
TLoak out—hbobt' he added; and TFrank
MNugent bobbed, and the others bobbed
i turn, and the four cheery Removites
leap-frogged on their cheery way.

Mr. i%mlch wag left standing in the
lane with a guite extraordinary exprios-
sion on his face.

It was not till they were safe—quite
gafe—out of Quelchy's hearing that the
chums of the Remove ventured to laugh,
Then they roared, 2

Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh's littla
joke, as he oexpressed it in hiz own

cculiar variaty of English, had beon a
wdicrous and preposterous success,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Sehemes |

Ol CHERRY looked up, and
B grasped the inkpot, at the sound
of o footstep in the doorway of

his study. .

He was grinding wearily through =
new imposition, the other reposing, with
a considerable guantity of ink, in the
wastepaper-basket. .

With the inkpot in his hand he
glanced roind to the door. Then he
grinned at Mark Linley. ]

“Oh, you!” he said. *I thought it
waa Bunler coming back.”

“MNot finished your lines yet ™™ asked
Mark. o '

“That fat idiot Bunter upset ink over
them, and I had té6 begin again” ex-
plained Bob. “Halle, hallo, halle!
You're not looking chippy, Mar ki.'.
Done too many parasangs wilh jolly old
Xenophon ¥9

Mark mado a wr

“T'va jush had six!” he answered.

“You!l” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes—and rather tough! Quelchy
was ratty.”

face.
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“Well, my hat!” Bob, [ﬂr%lutful for
the moment of hiz impet, and his desire
to get out of doors, stared at his study-
mate.  “You hardly ever bag a lick-
ing, Marky; Quelehy must have been in
want of something to do.”

“He wenk off rather at the deep end,”
said Mark wryly., “I was scrapping
on the stairs wit]:r Skinner and Snoop,
and we bagged six cach.”

“He's ratty to-day,” agrecd Doh.
"Took how he jumped on me for
sliding down the bapisiers! Quelchy's

Forgotten that he ever was a boy him-
self] I suppose he was—once! 'Though
it's hard to believe it, looking at him.
But he's rather an ass! He ought to
have known that if you were serapping
with thoze two rotters, thevy asked for
it. You never deo scrap.”

Mark nodded.

“They were pitching inte Bunter, and
I st.:}p({]md them,” he said. “OF course,
I couldn't tell Quelch all that!™

“MNo; but he ought to have known
vou weren't te blame!” said  DBob
warmly, “The man's an ass!"

Mark wriggled rathor painfully. It

wag likely to be a considerable time
before the effect of that “six ™ wore off.
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“Can't be helped,” he remarked.
“No good prousing, anyhow."”

“That's all very well: but he ought
to have known better!” growlod Bob.
“Look here, Quelehy is gﬁtﬂgether too
ratty to-day. He's going out this
afternoon—what about japing him
while he's gone? Fix up something in
his study—"

Mark shook his head, with a smile.

“Tireworks in his grate, or some-
thing,” suggested Bob. “I'll help!
Or gum in his inkpot. I'm in rather
e hurry; but I'll find time to help you
geb back on him.”

“1 don’t want to get back on him.
It's all right. I think he was a bit
hasty this time: buyt—"

“What about sawing through the leg
of his armchair?” .

“TFathead '™ said Mark, laughing.

“Well, he ought to get something, for
giving you six for nothing.”

“That's all right! How are you got-
ting on with your lines?"

“Beventy more to do!” groancd Bob,
And he dipped his pen in the ink again.
“You come in to swot "

“Ng: I'm rather fod with Xenophon.
I was going to write & letter—I thought
you'd be finished by this time—0-0"

“SBguat down, then, and go ahead.”

“I wan't disturb you, old chap—I1 can
write it in the Rap. Get on with your
lines."” .

And Mark loft the study again,
leaving Bob to grind on wearily with
P. Virgilius Maro. Wearily and
drearily Bob laboured on with & task
tiiat secmed endless,

Mark went downstairs, and into the
Bag. He expected to find that apart-
ment quite deserted on a sunny half-
holiday. )

But a sound of growling and grousing
and pgrosning greeted him as he
entered.

Bkinner and Snoop were there, be-
moaning their damages, Mark glanced
at them and smiled faintly. He was
quite as much hurt as either of them,
but he was not thinking of making a
fuss about it

Skinner gave him a black scowl as he
seated himself nt tho tabla and drew
pen and ink towards him. Snoop’s eyes
gleamed at him viciously. :

“You rotten cad! I've a jolly good
mind to give you the hiding of your
life " growled Skinner. “All your feult
that brute Quelchy laid into us"

“Vou should have let Bunter alone,”
answered Mark. ; ]

“Couldn’t you mind your own busi-
ness, you meddling rotter?” enarled
Snoop.

Mark did not answer that.

He had no desire for further trouble
with the two black sheep of the
Remove. Not that Skinner and Sncop
were Jikely to resume tho interrupted
scrap., Serapping with a sturdy fellow
who could take care of himself was not
in their line,

Mark drew a letter from his pocket,
taking it from an cnvelope that he
toseed into the wastepaper-basket under
the table, The letter he proceeded to
read through, and then he began to

wrife. ;
“Thers goes the old  blighter!”
remarked Snoop, who was glancing
from tho window. He had sighted Mr.
Queleh on his way to the gates.
“Hang him!" growled Skinner,
“1'd like to make him sit up!”
Snoop vieclously. ,
“Same here!” prowled Bkinner.
Mark Linley finished his letter home,
and left the Rag, taking no heed of the
fwo prousera.
Skinner scowled after him as he wenf,
Tue Msgxer Lipmiry.—NNo. 1,132,
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“Y's all that rotter’s fault!™ he
W 3y

“Well, he got six, the same a3 we
did 1" remarked Sidney James Snoop.
“That's one comfiort!” )

“That tough brute doesn’t feel it as
we do!"” snarled Skinner.

“He doesn't seem to! Owl” moaned
Snoop. I feel as if I shan’t be able
to sit down again till to-morrew.”

Skinner glanced from the window.
Mark Linley was crossing the quad, a
letter in his hand. Appavently he was
going to the school box to post 1it.

Skinner's eyes glittered. o

“ Quelchy's gone outl” he said in a
low voice, though there was mo one In
the Rag to hear him, excepting Snoop.
What was in Skinner's mind made him
instinctively lower his voice.

Snoop gave him o look.

“What about that?” he asked. “I'm
not larking with Quelch, if that's what
you mean, Too jolly dangerousl™

“A fellow could get into his
Etludy_“

“Not n fellow with any sense. If
you're thinking of ragging Quelch, you
can leave me out.”

“Deou't get frightened before you're
hurt ! sncered Skinner. “I've an 1-51;:-3.
for bagging two birds with one stene.

Snoop shook his head.

“T know your schemes,” he answered.
“Not good enough! I'd like tg make
Quelch sit up; but I jolly well ain’t
going io try.” ) .

“Look Lere,” said Shkinner. ,

He stepped to the table, reached into
the wastepaper-basket under jt, and
drew out a crumpled cnvelope.

It was the envelope Mark Linley had
thrown there, after opening his letter
from heome,

Snoop stared at it. The envelope was

ressedd to Mark Linley, at Grey-
friars School, in the hand of his father.

“What's the good of that?” asked
Snoop uncasily.

He could sce that there was a scheme
working in Skinner’s vengefunl mind,
and he was a little scared. Skinner was
a scheming fellow, and he was cunning;
but his schemes did not always work out
as per programme,

“Might bo jolly wseful” drawled
Skinner, slipming the crumpled envelope
into his pocket, * Aight be evidencoe as
to who went into Quelchy’s study while
ha was out."

Sunoop started.

“I--1 sav, that’s rather dangerous,
you- - —"

“Coming with me™ asked Skinner.

“MNo jolly fear!” answered Snoop
emphatically, “VYou can jolly well
leeve me out of it, whatever it s, I
don't want Quelch on my track™

“Funk "™ jeered Skinner.

“Fathend ! retorted Snoop.

And when the twe juniors left the

ag, and Skinner procecded in the
direction of Masters’ passope, Sidney
James Snoop was carvceful to procecd
withont delay in the opposite dircetion.
If Skinner had evolved a scheme of
vengeance, Snoop wished him luek; but
he had no intention whatever of getting
mixed up in it. Whatever it was that
Harold Skinner intended to do he had
to do it on his loncly own,

|Jl

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Record Rag!

OB CHERRY yawned deeply.
B He wns fAmshed at last,
Much later than he had antici-
~_ pated, the hundred lines of
Virgil were duly written out, and the
pel:immgly endless task had ecomae to an
and.
Tue Aexer Lipnany.—No. 1,132

By that time bhe had no doubt his
chums had reached Chff House, even if
they had leitered. But by trotting all
the way Bob could stll reach Cliff
House 1n time for tea in the school-
rooin with Marjorie & TCo., And he was
locking forward to a trot by the lane
and the woodland footpath after his
dizmal confinement in the study,

He gathered up his impot, and left
Study Neo. 13, and walked down the
Remove passagoe towards the stairs

A fat Bgure rolled out of Btudy No. T
a5 he passed.

Bunter also had an impot in his hand.
Ho had finished fifty lines by the time
Lob had fLinished & hundred.

Ha went down the Remove passage
after Bob Cherry.

“1 say, Bob, old chap!”™ called out
Iunter.

Beb Cherry did not heed.

He went down the Remove staircase
thres "at a time, heedless of the voice of
tha charmer.

Bunter hurried after him.

“I say, vou beast,” he howled, *“if
you're going to Qun’lc.'h 's study, you can
take my lines in as wulllll."

But Bob was already at the bottom of
tho stairs, and he did not turn his head.

“Beast1” hooted Bunier.

And he rolled on.

Bob Cherry hoaded for Masters' pas-
sage wilhout losing o second. Billy
Bunter rolled more slowly in his wake.

Jhe delinquents had been ordered to
bring their lines to their Form master's
study belore they went out of pates. If
Mr. Quelech was not thera they had to
Icaveo the impots on his table, to catch
his' eye when he returned.

Bob knew that Quelch would have
gone out long belore this; but he
tapped at the study door, and, receiving
no answer, opened it and walked 1.
Mo one was in tho study.

But Bob, as he entered, gave a jump.
With his impot in his hand he stood
staring blankly round the study.
Bomehody evidently had been there
sineo Me, Quelch had gone out.

Generally, Mr. Queleh’s study was
meticulously tidy; hardly & pen-nib was
over put of itz place.

o g

o ory epart rom thie
House -:% Israel, so to speak,

“My hat!™ gasped Bob.

A ragger had been at work.

And it was “some"™ rag that bad
teken place! The study table was up-
ended, and books and papers sivewn on
the floor. Choirs were overturned, the
book-case had been gutted, and ink and
cinders  streamed  everywhere.  Mr
Queleh’s study looked as if chaos had

come gga !
gasp&d Bob.

“Great pip!"
“He, he, he!”
That fat cachinnation came from
William George Bunter, who had just
arvived with hiz impot in his hand.

“ﬁe. e, he!” chortled Bunter. *(Oh,
my ¥
“What benighied idiot haz  done

thiz?*” gasped Bob Cherry.

“He, he, he!™

“1t won't be o cackling matter when
Quelch comes back!™ ejaculated Bol
Uherr?m “My hat! Ho will raise
Clair 17

“TFrightful
agreed DBunter.
Queleh  right!
maorning 1"

“Was it youl” asked Bob.

Bunter jumped.

"iMMe! Why, vyou beast, I've been in
my study writing lines, as you jolly well
know!l If you say it was mo——"

“TI'm not saying it was you, fathead.

row for somebody!™
“*But it sorves old
He caned me tlas

I asked you if it was.”

“Well, it wasn't, you beasl!”

THE MAGNET

“Bome silly s is asking for o flog-
ging,"” said Bob. “Hom who's had
a licking, I suppose. The silly chump,
Quelchy’s bound to run him down. He
will be like a giddy bloodhound on the
trail 1"

“Ono of those chaps he licked thia
afternoon, I expect,” said DBunfer.
“Bkinner or Snoop or Li.nlaﬁ-—-—nd"

“Den't be an ass!” said Bob sharply.
“Linley wouldn't be such & fool—or
such o rotter, either!™

“Well, he’s got more pluck than the
other two—and it needs pluck to rag
Quelchy's atudy!” grinned Bunter.

“"Marky wouldn't I said Bob uneasily,
though ho could not help being struck
by Bunter's remark. “Don't talk silly
rot like that, Bunter! Fhew! There
will be a frightiul row when Quelchy
comes inl”

“I—I gay, he may think we did it—
he knows we had fo come here with our
lines ! gasped Bunter. "'We can’t make
ot we never 'came.”

“athoad I

“YI-1 say, old chap—you swear that
I never came to the study, and I'll

swear you never did!l™ said Bunter
cagerlys
“Aszs!  We've dopne mnothing—and

even if wea had, we're not going to tell
lics!™ growled DBob. *“Hacker's door
was open, too, a8 I came by, and he
sAW me.’’

*“Oh dear! Then hoe must hove seen
me, fcol!” groaned Bunter. “Quelchy
will know we've been here—"

“He weas bound to know it, anyhow,
fathead. But we're witnesses for one
another,” said Bob. * Besides, Hacker
saw us pass, and he will see us go back.
Thiz job wasn't done under & quarter
of an hour, at least. Hacker will have
to bear witness that we weren’t here
more than o minute or two. Shove your
impot somewhere, and let's clear.™

“Yes, rather!” pasped Bunter
“"Why, Quelchy will be like & tiger
when he sees this—iairly thirsting for
blood, He will take it out of somebody,
you can bet on that!”

The twoe 1mpots were lald on the
mantelpicee.  Bob Cherry, crossing to
the door again, halted suddenly, with a
startled exelamation.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

He stooped andpicked wp a crumpled
envelope from the floor—with quite a
dazed expression on lus face. And there
wag an excited gasp from Billy Bunter
as he blinked at it.

“AMark Linley. I jolly well knew it
was Linley ™

_— e

THE S51XTH CHAPTER.
Paying for Silenea !

“ REAT pipi"” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.
He stood staring st tire

crumpled envelops in  his
hand. It had lain on the study earpet,
with the addressed eide uppermest, in
the full light of the window, and could
hardly have escaped observation.

Bob lnew the bandwriting on the on-
velope, which he had seen often enough
before—the handwriting of Mark Lin-
ley's father. That crumpled envelonpo
belonged to Linley of the Remove.

Mark had dropped it—that seemed
clear enough—without noticing it. No
doubt the fellow who had ragped
Queleh’s study had been in a hurry and
a state of excitement.

There was a stream of sticky pum
over a number of the books that lav
about the room. The crumpled envelope
was sticky with gum, too.

It was easy fto deduce that the ragzer
had brought a bottle of gum to the
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Jum
Form master stepps

deteniion! *

study with him, wrapped in that old
envelope.

It was scarcely possible for Bob te
draw any other conclusion. He stared
blankly at the sticky envelope.

“Great pip!" he repeated.

“1 say, I knew it was Linley!” said
Bunter. “Quelchy licked him, you
know—I saw him crawling away after-
wards—and he's ragged Quelchy’s study
to pay him out.”

Bob Cherry was silent, still staring
at the envelope.

“1 say, come on!" exclaimed Bunter.
“If we !!lan_!:; on here wo shall pet sus-
pected of it. I say, what are you doing
with that envelopa?®”

Bob was putting the erumpled, sticky

envelepe  imto  his  pocket.  Bunter
blinked at him through his bhig
sprectacles,

“Look here, Chorry——"

“Shut up!” muttered Beb. “Weo're

not leaving this here, fathead, to give
Aarlty away. Keop your mouth shut
about !

“Well, that's all right,” zaid Bunter,
with o nod, “so long as we don't get
suspected ourselves, of course.”

Y If we do, we're not going to give o
man away!" snapped Bob.

HAIn't we—just!™ said DBunter, I
know I'm jolly well not poing to take
a licking for something that Linley's
done. No fear”

“There's no danger for us, fathead,
if wo clear off at once. Let's got out!™
grunted Baob,

The two juniors left the study. They

The four leap-froggers had reached the thick bush near which Mr.

Quﬂ;}:ﬂg w;st ]ftandlg]g rhﬁtt;:m iia{rym Wharton ealled ;u?ﬁ;; Bob tIh”

e coneclusion I was warning Bo ¢

d In front of the junlors. e

obeyed my commands | ** he sald in an acld volce.
(See Chapter 3.)

** 8o Cherry has dis-
** He has broken

went down Masters' passage. The door
of Mr. Hacker, the master of the Shell,
was wide open, and Hacker was secn
sitbing ot his table, and he glanced up
a3 the two passed the doorway. Billy
Bunter stopped.

*1 say, sir!” he gasped.

Blr. Hacker looked at him.

“Well 1" he asked curtly.

Mr. ILacker was a gentleman of few
words, and he had a way of snapping
them out.

“Ii—if you ﬁleaﬁn, £] pame

“Come on, Bunter!”’ grunted Dob.

*Shan't! I'm  pgoing  to  ask
Hacker—"

“ome on, fathead.”

“You see, sir,”  gasped  Buonter,
“we've  just bheen  to Quelchy's
study——"

“Are you alluding te your Iorm
mastar 1™

“¥Yes, sir, You see—>"

“Then do not allude to him, in my
hearing, in so disrespectfu! & manner!™

snapped e, Hacker.

“I—I nwan Mr. Queleh, sir. We've
just been to his study to take in some
]]Em:s-, sir, and somcbody’s been
there o

“Well ¥

“ Quelchv—I mean, our Form master—
wiilti]?ii}ﬁfrightfu!lf wild, sir.”

T t'f”

“Raging, in  fact,
yanter.  CAnd we want
sir, that we didn't do it.

“ Are you insance, Dunter?”

UMNunun, sic"

sic!”  gasped
R't::u to wiknoess,

“Then what do yon mean?™

“ I mean, it wusn't me, sir. We dida'd
dﬂ it--”

Mzr. Hacker fixed him with a cold eye,
It was not really very casy to deduce
meaning from Dunter’s remarks. .

“1f you mean anything, Bunter, make
vour mcaning clear,” rapped Hacker;
“or, better still, go away, and do not
disturb me,"

“PBut you sce, sir, Quelchy—Mr,
Quelch—will be frightfully ratty about
it; and we're as innocent as the babe
unborn, sir; but Quelchy—alr. Quelch—

mayn't beliove us, sir”

“Silence, Bunter! You may explain,
Chorry. Has an}'t-'li.mﬁ cccurred in your
orm master’s study 77 asked the master

of the Shell.

“Yes, sir,” said DBob. " Somcbody's
Lbeen ragging there.  We  found the
J"P‘:'m,,ul"*“ when wo gob in with our
1NCS.

HS5hocking ! said Hacker

“Awfully, sir!” said Bunter. "“I'm
terribly shocked, _51r—fmrfu1l;;l But
the chief thing is that Quelchy—Mr.

Quolch—-may think that we did ik, sir;
and, if you please, sir—""

“Tha matter does not concern me,”
said Mr, Hacker.

“If Quelchy asks you, siv, will you
tell him you saw ws, sir?” gasped
Bunter. * You know wo've only been a
couple of minutes there, and even old
Quelch—"

“What {” o

“1 menn, oeven AMr, Queleh will know

Tug Macwer Liswany,—No. 1,132
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that all that damage can't have been
done in two or three minutes, sir. You
se@, #ir, we're rather anzious——"

Mr. Hacker smiled & little grimly. He
could. understand Bunter's anxiety, in
the clreumstances.

“No doubt,” he assented.

“You sec, sir, Quelchy ia frightiully
ratty to-day, sir, anyhow, and when he
comes back and sees his study he will
pe like a—a—a tiger!”

“Don’t be sbsurd, Bunter.” .

“No, sirl Oh, no, sir! But he will,
sir! You—you see, sir, he ain’'t a nice
wman, like you, sir.”

“That will do, Bunter.”

Bob Cherry dragged the Owl of the
Remove away.

Mfr. Hacker smiled.
~ “You fat idiot!"” growled Bob, as he
erked Bunter round the corner of

asters’ passpge.

“Oh, really, Cherry!"

Bob let go the fat erm and tramped
away. He was deeply disturbed in
mind. DBunter was concerned only for
his own fat person, but Bob was think-
ing of his friend.

It was amazing to him that so quiet
and level-headed a fellow as Mark
Linley should have let himself in
this way. It was quite unlike 3ark,
who, g0 far as his friends had ever
observed, was not in the slightest degree
malicious or revengeful.

Bob felt, with & twinge of romorse,
that his own thoughtless suggestion
might bave been tho cause of it. Cer-
tainly, Bob had suggested only a
" iJ-a 2 "; he would never have dreamed
of the ruffianly ragging that had taken
place in the Remove master’s study.
That study looked as if a hooligan had
been let loose in it, and seriouz dama
hed been done. The more Bob thought
sbout it the more he was perplexed at
such an outbreak on Mark's part.

Yet there seomed no doubt ahout it
The gummy, crumpled envelops in Bob's
pocket seemed coneclusive evidence.

“I say, Bob, old chap!™ DBunter fol-
lowed him, breathing hard. “I1 =ay,
old fellow, don’t walk away when &
chap’s talking to youl”

“Ch, dry up!” grunted Bob.

“] say, we'ra all right, you know,”
said Bunter. “'Hacker will tell Quelchy,
now I've asked him. You never thought
of kan}g to Hecker., You haven't
much brains, you know. I say, don't
walk away, I tell f'.u::u, when I'm speak-
m‘g te you!” howled Bunter,

ut Bob did walk away.

He went into the Rag, and, finding
himself alone in that apartment, drew
the erumpled envelope from his pocket,
The sooner thet picce of evidence was
out of existence the better, in Bob’s
opinion. Billy Bunter followed him in,
and he gave a yelp as he beheld Bob
standing at the grate, with the envelope
in one hand and a match in the other,

“1 say, you ass, keep that!™ howled
Euntgr. "{‘FE shall wulzlt that, to fix it
on Linley, if Quelchy gets after us.”

Bob, without replving, applied the
match to the mw&il:rl:}j: %1: hu[:rﬁed away
in his fingers, and he did not let go till
enly a fragment was left,

“¥ou silly ewl!” hooted Dunter.

h, checse it!" said Bob zruffy.
“¥ou're in no danger, you fat toad;
but mind %ﬂu keep 1t dark about that
envelope. If i,r::-u give Marky away, I'll
hurst you all over the Remove pas-
sage

Bunter blinked at him through his big
speetacles. Thera was a sly gleam in
the little round cyes of the Owl of the
Remove.

“0f course, I'm not going to give tha
fellow away, if Quelehy doosn’t jump on
me,” ho remarked. "1 wouldn't, you
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lﬁu?w. 5till, he's an awful rotter, ain'é
L3

“*Ch, shut upl”

“A jape’s all wvery well” argued
Bunter. “But he’s done a lot of
datn. v 0 Quelchy's things; that's out-
side the limit. A lot of the books are
spotled, and Quelehy's fond of his books,
for some reason. I dare say there's
pounds and pounds of damage done.
Well, that isn’t & jape; that's beastly
bad form, vou know. It isn't done.”

Bob grunted engrily, but made no
rejo:nder. He eould not heigl belng in
agreement with Bunter on that point.

‘A Yrag " waa all very well, but 1t was

more than & rag that had taken place.
What had happened in Quelch’s study
did not show a misdirected sense of
humour, but a bitter and revengeful
malles,

“1 always did bar that fellow,” went
an Bunter. ''Low sort of rotier, you
know!  5till, if you ask me, I weon't
give him away. I'Il keep this dark, as
a personal {avour to you, old chap.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

“0Oh!” said Bunter, with dignity.
" Very well, if you don’t want me to do
you this favour, Cherry, I waon't! The
fellow’s your friend; he's no friend of
mine. If you don't ask me, as a favour,
to keep it dark, naturally, I shall men-
tion it to the fellows!®
. Bob Cherry mado an effort. Once the
incident was chattered through the
Remove, it was not likely that Mark’s
part in 1t would be kept secret long.
The ingquiry into the ragging of a Form
master’s study was certain to be deep
and searching.

“I—I do ask you, Bunter,” gulped
Bob

“As a favour?” persisted Bunter.

Bob gave another gulp.

“Yes

“'Well, that's all right; rely on me,”
satd Bunter. “I'll keep 1t dark, to
oblige you, old -:ha?. I sny—-~"

“That's enough.'

“Don't walk away while I'm talking,
you beast! I say, hold on: it's rather
important 1 yelled Bunter.

“Well, what i3 i8i" growled Bob,
terning back impatiently.

“1 mentioned to you that I was ex-
pecting a postal order,” said Bunter
blinking at him, “It hasn’t come, old
chap.”

“"You fat chumpl®

“What I mean i3, can you lend me
hali-a-crown _ till it comes?” asked
Bunter. “First post in the morning,
most hikely.” )

Bob glared at him,

“MNo, I can't!’ he snapped.

“*Well, look here, a couple of bob——"2

“Go and eat coke !

Bab Cherry turned to the door again.

“Oh, all right!” said Bunter con-
temptuously, "All right! You ask
favours of me, and you won't lend me
a couple of bob till my postal order
comes!  And you expect me to keesp
shady secrets for your shady friends!”

Bob Cherry turned back once more.
He gava Bunter & long, long lask, and
without speaking, dropped two shillings
into a fal hand. Then he turned and
walked away

“Thanks, old chap!"” eaid Bunter.
“I'll let you have it back when my
postal order arrives™

“Bosh 1" retorted Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter did net follow him
farther, He was "“through * with Bob
Cherry now, He grinned serencly, and
when he left the Rag his footsteps led
him in the direction of the school ehop.

There, sitting on e high stool at
Mrs. Mimble's counter, w:iﬁia.m Gieorga
Bunter, with a shiny sticky face, pro-
ceeded to consume refreshments, liquid
znd solid, to the exact value of two
shillings,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Friends Divided !

Ve NYTHING up, old chapt™
~ Mark Linley looked at Bob
in surprise, a8 he met him in
the gquadrangle on his way to
the gates.

It was so unuswal for Bob to look
anything but exuberantly cheerful, that

15 prescnt aspect was quite striking.
His face was gloomy, his brow dark wigh
troubled thought. He did not even see

ark, on his way to the gates, till the
Lancashire junior addressed him.

Then, as he glanced at his friend,
hia face did not relax. In fact, it
grew more gloomy and troubled.

“Oh! Youl” Eﬂ- said.

" ¥ou're looking down in the mouth,”
said Mark, “I sufpusa you haven't
bagged six since I saw you in the
study "

“Nol" grunted Boh.

He stared rather grimly at Mark,

“What the thump made you to
ﬂﬂ}nut?lchj’a study, Linley?” he blel'..:cr.'t.ed

“Quelchy’s study 1 repeated Mark.

es, You must have been an awlul

E.Eﬁ—--"

“But I hadn't any choice about going
there when I went,” snid Mark in
astonishment. “Quelchy ordered me to
follow him there, with Skinner and
Snoop——

“I don’t mean that time," growled
H?P. *1 mean since Quelchy went out.”

I haven’t been to the study since
Quelchy went out,”
A
o erry fairly jumped,
woWell, I haven't,” said Mark.

What are you getting at? I don't
quite understand you, Bob.”

b locked at him hard. A revenge-
ful act was unlike Mark, but & falsehood
was still more unlike him, if possible.
No doubt a fellow whe had ragged his
Form master’s study could not too
careful to whom he confided what he
had done. But Bob had never dreamed
that Mark would tell an untruth on
that subject or any other.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he exclaimed
blankly.

What are you driving at?” asked
Mark.

“You say wyou haven't heen (o
Quelchy's study since he weont out 7

“That's right; I haven't. ¥

"“Well, if you haven’t, so much the
better,” said Bob grimly. “I had s sort
of idea that vou had.®

“Bleszed if T see why you should
think 20.” answered Mark., * You seem
to be talking in riddles.”

“Quelchy's study’s been ragged.”

“Firgt I've heard of it”

“Oh, draw it mild!” exclaimed Bob
engrily. “Do you think you're talking
to a fellow who could give you away?”

Mark looked at him quietly and
steadily.

“I think—at least, I thought—that 1
was talking to a fellow who could takn
my word!” he answered. “I've told
you that I haven’t been near Quelchy's
study, not since I was caned there, and
if the place has been ragged 1 know
nothing of it.®

“Well, T suppose you'll have to keep
that wp if you don't want to bag &
flogging from the Head,” said Bob.
“But you might have trusted me™

“Of coursa T would trust yon. Rut
I'm telling you the trath—I don't ses
why vou should think differently.™

Bob grunted.

“"Let it go at that, then!™ he zaid,
and he strodo past Linley and went
on towards the pates.

Mark stared aftor him for & moment,
and then followed him quickly.

(Continued on page 12
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The tragic years of the Great War did more to perfect the construction of aircraft than ceniuries

had done.

Setting the Pace!

XPLORING the nooks and corners of Space, the groal

E magnot which hsg such o tremendous sbtraction fov

numerong  dari airmen to-day, was a project no

one took seriously until a few years ago. Why, the

test altitude -War aviators could get up to wna & few

undred fest. They soar gaily up now to thousasnds of feet,

and coma down ngai'n blithe as birds and with the assurance of
eagles,

It was the Groat War that " did it.” Just before the out-
brealk of hostilities it was bﬂginnin% to dawm on the nations
that in aireraflt thers was another fighting ** arm."” Get onough
really good planes, with the right human stuff to man 'em, and
—why, you might wipe out the other country’s flest and exter-
minate his srmies before he knew what wes what! I you
pounced quickly enough!

But at first, those respongible for
war saw no farthor than air-scouta.
just for spying out the lie
of the land and getting
news of what the other fel-
lows wore doing in the

enemy territory.

parations for possiblo
aby planes, thess were,

| i '.

For the plane as a war-weapon ptoved terribly effective both in attack and defence.

Cargoes of Death!

Until bomb-dropping from an asroplane had developad into a
seioneo, the pilot had to lvan over the side of the ceckpit and

iteh out the borab by hand, trusting it fell somewhore near ita
intended objective. Then bomb- ing mechsniam came
along—and the bombs themselves began to increase in weight
from & mere ten pounds to super-gigantio things that oould
blow big buildings to splinters.

And they started flling them with poison-gas, by way of &
change from high-explesive. There was great danger to be
facod, when those stunta were coming to pass, thet the flying
pioneera of earlier years knew nothing of.

Thosa pionoerz emxpecied busted bones and broken necks
whenever they went up. In the days befere plancs flew p;mﬂy
at all—whilst experimenters warstrying to coax their m nas
for even & moment off aolid ground—most of thosa expectations
camo true, But thore was no danger of them being blown to
pieces, as those bomb-carrying pilota of the war.-deys were in

If the airman carrying
ﬁ lﬂgd gi ox Llusiv&t

um is me roughs
ly in coming down, he waa
extremely hkely to go

again moat rapidly—
¢ Archics " desosnd in instalments |
When the Great War i MY | T hﬁ?ggpiﬂx?;fwdfﬂ:;aﬁﬁﬂft{
sctually broke m.‘b‘kth? ox- A 1,]|| n-:\'l 'ﬁ e tontion be paid thera
g:t.sba an to think of air- ..\, ! ‘l\ during the ar becauss
ta. land was not J,i J ]] ] ; they were a3 useful in the
in getting to work, bt

lon
ﬂnﬂdg wo had the finest mat-
erial in all the world clam-
ouring to be trained as
fighting sirmen. The
Eugﬁ‘,ﬂ.—ncrw known a8 the
would-be recruits.

They wera rushed through
g courgs of theoretical and

eal training, thon out

te the Front, where they
flow over the ensmy linsg
and wused their machine-

uns and bombs to tho ?uﬁﬁ ] )
Eaat offect. That woas another surprising development in flying—
the carrying of sotual weapons of war, other then the bomba the
famous Zeppelina used to drop.

To combat the fighting airmen someone invented ** Archies "—
guns specially used for knocking the * innards ' out of aeroplanes,
and capable of burling death snd deatruction to the amazing
beight of 20,000 feet or more. In due courso thers cams along
devices, mounted on the ground, which picked up the otherwise
ingudible sounds made by enemy aircraft approaching a ver
long way off. 'That device indicated the direction from whi
the raider was coming, too, go that defending planes eould go up
and be in readiness to pounee on him and knock him to
smithersens |

Wireless mads unbelisvable strides, too, during the Greal
War, and it was not long before seroplanes were equipped with
Marconi's wonder, Aerial photography was something of o new
departure as well, and it played & very important part in the
ﬂ‘i}i’ar and deservodly earns a pf:c& in the all-embracing conguest

the airn

over the water and drops off

As the ssaplane 18 launched from the deck of a ship; It glides

gradle Is afterwards picked up again.

Bir a3 on the water, and
the observer aboard the
saaplans could seo down into
the water and gpot any
submaringe that might be
lurching along there.

Floating 'Dromes!

They wera alow old
coaches, those carly soas
}I\I{lﬂﬂﬂ, and the manner of
aunching them from the
ship's deck which acted as
poaplane  carrier wea far
from porfect. Wow planes are shot from the deck of an air-
eraft carrior that houses sighty or mora of tham at a tim
even from liners—Dby means of a wonderfal eatapult arrangement.

Sometimes a eeaplane would lasunch itself in this way.
Mounted on a oradle fitted with wheels running along a rail on
the ghip's dock, the senplane would be started up, its propeller
driving it and its cradle to the rail-end. Thon the plane shot
into the air. As for the wheeled cradle, that uimpd{ floppod from
nnder the plane and hurtled into the ges, whenoe it was haulad
aboard the ship again in roadiness for the next plunge !

MNow, seaplanea like those that smashoed all world's records
for spead, in the recent Schneider Trophy Race, rise under thait
own powor direct from the water at o hundred miles an hour !

Another war-time developracnt was the conastruction of troop-
carrying aeroplanes—tremendous weight-lifters for moving
mmberz of infantrymen about at high speeds over preat distances,
(Thers will be another interesting flying arlicle by our special

coniributor next week.)
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cradle—as shown—and the
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SKI NNER'S SHADY SCHEME

(Crontinued from page 10.)

“ Db 1* he exclaimed. ]

Bob Cherry did not turn his head. ITe
tramped on his way, with a set face
and a gloomy brow., Mark touched him
on the arm. )

“Bob! We ean't let it go at that,”
he said guietly. “We'va been fricnds,
and you've been o good friend to m
but we can't keep friends if you cal
me a liar [ Surely you don't mean 187"

Bob stared round at him.

“Did you go to Quelchy's study ™ he
demanded.

“Nol”

“That does it, then”

“You don’'t believe me?”

“"No; I don't!™

Mark compressed his lips.

“Then that does it, as you say!” he
rojoined. " I've told you the truth, and
1 can't imagine why you suppose that I
haven't, nt so long as you do
imaging 50 you'd better not speak to
me again,”

“I}Ru!:gr on that—=I won't!” grunted

And he tramped on again, and this
time Mark let him go. But Mark's faco
was now a3 glum asz Bob's, as he walked
away slowly towarda the House.

Bob iramped out into Friardale Lane,
He was worried and troubled, and no
longer thinking with any keenncss of
the excursion to Cliff House—indeed,
he had forgotten his intention of trot-
ting all tho way and arriving therse in
time for tea in the echool-room with
Marjorie and her friends.

Buch malice as had been displayed in
tha n}ggm,}; had shockaed and troubled
him, in & fellow he had liked and re.
spected.  Buot Mark’s denial of what he
had done put the lid on. as Bob would
hava expressed it. A fellow who was a
liar as well as a hooligan was not the
kl_lElT:li of [ellow Bob could be friandiy
with.

DBut it was & blow to him—s heavy
blow, it completely dashed his cheery
spirits that afterncon.

Mark was not exactly a chum of
Bob's, like tha famous TCo. But they
had always been friends, and Rob's
liking for him had been founded on re.
eprct for a sterling character. It was
not pleasant to discover that he had
hoen deceived, that tha fellow for whom
he had always stood up, through thick
and thin, was capable of brutality and
deceit,

Thera were fellows nt Greyfriars who
had a “down” on Mark because he
eame from 2 humble home, and had
worked for his daily bread before he
came to tho school on a seliolarship.
Bob had always regarded them with
» scorn thab he never took the trouble
to conceal. Dut he was farced to admit
now that thera might be something to
be said for their point of view—since
he had lisiened to Mark Linley vitering
what appeared to him o deliboratpe
falsehood. And it was not agrecable to
refleet that he liad been in the wrong,
and  that contempiible fellows like
Shinner and Snecop and Angel of the
Fourth had heen right,

With such broublesome thaughts in his
mind it was no wonder that Tiol'a
wznally bright face was deeply overeast.

s footstops Ingged os ho wont along
Friardalo Lane,

He was in no mend for ithe cheery
company at Chf Fouse—he did not
want to take a glum face into a pleazant
narty, and act the part of a killjor.
e determined to loiter on his way and
fall in with his friends as they came
back te Clroyfriars.

He mave a sudden start as a tall and
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angular igure eame into view, from the
direction of the village, He capped
Mr. Quelch respectfuilly as he passed,

receiving a nod in return, and then
stood staring after the Form master

as hoe went on towards the school,
Qualchy_waa going in now—and he
would arrive in his study and find it

looking as if an earthquake had struck
it. There woas going to be & terrific
L

Changed ad hig feelings were towards
hig friend, Bob was glad, deeply glad,
that he had picked up that tell-tale
envelope in Queleh’s study and destroyed
it gra was nothing now to conpect
Mark Linley with the ragging; no
reason to fear that punishment would
fall upon him. PBob did not want to
speak to him again, but most certainly
he did not want hun to bo flogged by
the headmaster.

He drifted into the footpath through
Friardele Wood, the way by which
Harry Wharton & Co. would return
from Cliff House, Two juniors were
loafing on the footpath, smoking cigar-
ettes, and Bob gave them a glince of
distlnin—at which Skinner and Snoap
grinned,

“Hallo, wvau're looking happy, old
bean!™ grinned Skinner. * Bomebody
left you a fortune? Why this jolly,
smiling countenance?™

And Bidney James Snoop sniggered.

“(Oh, go and eat coke !” prowied Bob.
“Quelchy's just passed the end of the
footpath. If he'd come this way you'd
have looked pretty green, with that
muck in your silly mouvths, '

“Quelci;.-?” repeated Bkinner. * Has
he gone back? (ilad I didn’t meet ham.
He's ratty to-day. The old josser gave
w3 six each for serapping with Linley,
snd we came out here to walk it off.”

“Berva vou right " grunted DBob.

“Well, your pal hed six, as well!”

rinned Snoop, “I rather thought that
Euelchy wmtﬁ] lat him off ligghf.!y as
hg's generally a favourite of his. But
he didn't—mnot a bit! Ie gave Linley
a topping eix,”

“And the brote wriggled,” said
Bhinner with satisfaction. “1I fancy he
was rather surprised at Quelchy giving
him such mustard. But Quelchy's ratty
to-day; and Linley bagged six all right.
He looked no end savape afterwards, I
Ehought."

“QOh, rot!" growled Bob.

Aund he went on his way, glad to get
away from the two shady slackers of the
Hemove.

“Wonder what's wp with him¥"
yawned  Skinner,  "Ile’s  penerally
merry and bright. And now he looks

253 if he had bagged a front seat at his
own funeral. The other cads left him
in the lurch, perhaps. He's generally
with them. ut this afternoon they
scem to have gone off and left him to
stow in hig ewn juice. Got a mateh ¥

“What did you do in Quelchy’s study,
Bkinner? asked Snoop, as he handed
matches to his ip'mui&us pal.

Skinner raised his eyehrows.

“Quelehy’s study? I haven't lbeen
thera since we wers licked by our
beloved Form master.”

“Hut vou were saying i the Rag
{hipt-—a""

“Hellows say lots of things when
they've just had a licking,” remarked
Bkinner, ¥ Generally they think betler
¢f them afterwards, 1 did”

“Then you didn't—"

“MNot at all "

“Well, that shows your scnse, any-
how., Guelehy's a  jolly  danzerous
anitual to play fricks on™

1 know that, ¢ld hean. I haven't
rerve enough’' said Elanper calmly.
“A fellow like Linley might have—
he's got tons of nerve. If amything's
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happened in Quelchy's study

put it down to Linley, I fancy.
Snoop gave him a suspicious look.
“But has anything bappened there?"

ha asked,

“How should I knowi" yawned
Skiomer. “Didn't we walk out of the
House, and out of the school, enly a
few minutes after Quelch licked ua?”

“MNo, we didn't,” answered Snoop.
“It was a good half hour afterwards
that wo camo oubt—and you know it, as
well as I do.”

Skioner zhook his head.

“Wo came out immediately,” he
answered, Y1 remember it distinctly—
and you'd better remember it, too,
Enoopey. Make it a point to remember
i, In case any questions are asked.
You'll have a row with me, old chap,
if you happen to forget it." '

“*0Oh!" szid Enoop.

And he said no maore,

j;ﬂﬂ can

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER,
Trauble on the Tapis !
is ALLD, halla, halle ™

H [t was Bob Cherry's usual

choery procting, but net in

; the usual cheery tones. Four

juniors looked at him rather curiously
aa they met him in Pegg Lane,

“Ch, here you are at last 1™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton, .

*You'ro jolly late ! said Nupent.

“The latefulness is terrific.””

“I—I thought I'd meet you on your
way home,” said Bob, as he fell into
step with his chums, " Had a good
time at Cliff House P’

“The goodivlness of the time was
preposterous,” sald Hurrce Jamset Ram
Zingh. “There was an esteemed cake
that would have delighted the absurd
heart of the disgusting Bunter,”

“And you missed it, DBob!' said
Johnny Bull,

Bob grinned {aintly,

“But why dido't you come, Dob?"’
azhked IHarry, glancing at Bob Cherry's
clouded face as they walked towards the
footpath. * We hung about a long time
going to CHif Houwse, thinking you'd
avertake v’

“iWell, I was rather delaved,” said
Bou, “For onn thing, that 1ot
Dunter butted indo my study  end
spoiled my impot, and I had to write
it out over again. And—and thero was
ona thing and another.”

“DBut you could have pot to Cliff
House,” gnid Frank Nugent.

“Well, wes”

“Why dudn't vou, then®
“Well, I—I thought 1'd mcet you
fellows on your way home,”” said Dob

lamely, "I should have been jolly late,
anyhow."

“Give it o name,” said Johnny Bull
abruptly.

i Eh ?H‘

“"Five it & name, ass !’

"“Give what a name, fathend 7%
“What's up? You're leokin
vou were jusk geing to Lo ﬁﬂ

You're not, I suppose?™

(L] ﬁ_}g !?1‘

“Woll, then, what's the malter?
Something’s up. Give it o name ™

“The namciuloess 13 the proper
caper, my esteemed and ahsurd Dob, '
remathod Horree Jamset Ram Eingh.
"The light of yons henighted counten-
anee has completely faded, and the
snule of jﬁ}'mincss has been replaced
by the frown of gloam. What s the
catuzcfulness of this prepasterous chango
in vour ledierous aspect?™

“Cth, nothing ! :aid Bobh.

“Gammon ' said Nugent.

TWell, T don’t zcom Lo feel as chippy
as usual,” zaid Bob., "It was no good

na if
nged.



EVERY SATURDAY

E:gi!r’rg in at Cliff House with a glum

“But what are you glum about?”
asked Harry.

“The plumfulness is terrific rnd oxtra-
ordinary. Confide it to your absurd
and preposterous chums.”

“Oh, 1t'a nothing I"' mumbled Bob.

The juniors walked through the foot-
ath to Friardale Lane, and on to

reyiriars, four members of the Co.
considerably puzzled. Bob Cherry
epoke hardly 8 word on the way back io
tEa school, though onee or twice he
endeavoured to join in the talk of the
Co. All of them were rather zilent by
the time they reached tha school gates.

It was obvious to Bob's chums that
something had beppened that afternocon
to dash !iu's spirits to such an extent,
snd it was surprising that he did not
tell them what it was. The Co. were
not accustomed to having secrets from
one snother.

As the juniors came into the House
Peter Todd met
them, with an un-
usually grave ex-

regsion on  his
“You fellows
haven't heard ! he
asked.
‘*What and
which?™”  inguired
Nugent.

*There's a fright-
ful row on.”

“Oh, my hat!
What's  happened,
snd who's for it1"

“Qome silly ass
ragged Quelchy's
study whila he was
out. Fairly
wrecked 1t 1
hear. "

“Great pip!™

“Quelchy raised
Cain when he got
in,”” said Toddy.
“There's going to
bo an inquiry, and
tha howling ass
that did it will get
& Head's flogging,
if he isn't bunked.
I'm jolly glad 1T
was  abt  Courtheld
this afterncon with
Dutton. A fellow
needs & good alibi

didn’t,” smd the captain of the
ﬁnﬁve. “But 1 fancy he knows who
0.

“I—I don't ser why yvou should think
50,” stammered Bob.

“¥Your epeaking countenance, old
bean 1* sm-ge Wharton, with a grin.
“You looked ns if you'd got all the
worries of the world on your shoulders
when you met us. Neow you turn as red
as a bestroot as soon as Toddy mentions
what's happened. Either you did it or
you know who did.”

Bob was silent.

He had intended to keep secret the
fuct that he knew anything about the
perpetrator of the outrage in Quelch’s
study, but he was a bad hand at keoping
secrots.

“Did you know it had hn?pened
belore you came out to meet us 7™ asked
Jobhrmy Bull.

Bob Cherry nodded.

“I had to take my lines in,” he said.
“I found the study in & ghastly state.”
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** Please, sir,” gasped Bunter, ** it wasn’t me who rapgged your study.”

13

Bull. “1f we hn.p%cm to be questioned,
the less we know about it the better.”

On the way to Hell for ealling-over
the Famous Five came on Bkinner amd
Snoop. The latter was looking rather
troubled, and was guite silent, but
Skinner scemed in unusually good
s]rits.

“Heard 1" he asked.

“Toddy's told us,” ssid Harry.
it really serious?t”

“TFrightfully 1" yawned Bkinner.
“"From what I hear, soma johmny has
rogged Quelchy's study right and lefi,
bunged ink and gum all over his books,
sprinkled the room with cinders—all
sorts of things. You fellows know any-
thing about 1t 1

“How could we know anything sbout
it, ass, when we've been at Cliff House
thiz afternoon "

“Laweky for you,”
“The Remove are goin

R £

spid Skinner,
through a sort

of giddv inguisition, I hear, after call-
aver.

Every fellow will be called on

* What ? ¥ mapld the

these timea.” Removemaster. ** Youshouldsay * It wasnotI,” Bunter,” ** Oh, sir," said the Owl ol the 0
hﬂfut b:-::ln fﬂeﬁ blinking, * I never thought it was you—>" °* Wha-a-at? ™ " It siands to reason you wouldn’t
i

encugh to do such
a thing?" exclaimed Xarry Wharton

aghast.
“Goodness knows.”
Peter Todd left them, and four

members of the Co. looked very oddly
at Bob Chorry, who was crimson.

. “Dob, old man—'" said Wharton,
in a low voice.

Bob glanced at him, his ruddy face
growing redder and redder,

“You aza!"” whispered Nugent.

“What do you mean?"

"Was it you ?"

“Mc?" exclaimed Nob, with a jump.
He stared round at his comrades, ** Yoo
silly chumps, do you think 1 played
such a fool's trick$”

“Oh! You didnt!I"" exclaimod Whar-
ton, greatly relieved.

“Nao, ass!"

“Then what the thump were vou as
red as a turkey-cock for, as soon as
%ﬂrﬂiii{.i:r mentioned it asked Johnny

ull.

“And what was u
when yvou camo aIP
asked Nugent,

“If Dob says le didn't do it, he

with you, anyhow,
ong and met us?”

rag your own study, sir 1 **  (See Chapter 10.)

“Quelch will suspect you—"*

“That's all right. Bunter was thore
at the same time, and we're witnesses
for enc another,” said Bob, with a faint
smile. “ And Hacker knows we wore
only a couple of minutes in the study.
Quelch can’t put it down to me or to
Bunter. "

“Who did it 77 asked Johnny.

“How should I know?”

“Con't say, but you do know. Are
you taking to deceiving your old pals
ﬁ'l !*uur old age!"” demanded Johnny

uil,

Bob wriggled uncomfortably,

“Well, if I bappen to know, least
said soonest mended,” he answered, 1
can't give o man awoay,”

"(f course you can't. But weo
shouldn't give lum away, either, if you
teld us who it was.”

" Better not,” said the eaplain of the
Remove. "“Things hke that can't
kept too dark. If Bob knows he'd
better keep it to himsclf, and forget it
ns zoon as he can.”

“Well, that's s0,”" agreed Johnny

to prove that he didn't do it. T've got
a good alibi, for one—I was out of
gates with Bnoop, Cherry will re-
member &cmnﬁ us in the wooed, too.”

“That waa long after it happened 1™
grunted LBob.

“atill, it shows we were & mile from
the school. Dut what about you,
Cherry? You must have been in the
Houss at the time.”

“Yeou nesdn't worry about
grunted Bob. ]

“My dear man, I'm not worrying
about wvou,” said Skinner cheerily--
“not the least litkle bit in the wide
world. Only wanted to know.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“ Hallo, here's Bunter 1" said Skinnex.
“Bunter knows, of course. Bunicr
knows everything. I daro soy he had
his eye to the keyholo at the time "

“Oh, really, 3kinner—"

“Dida’t you?" demanded 8kinner.

" Na, you beast |

“Then what keyhole did you have
your eye at3"”

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued
from page 13.)

“Look here, you rotter,” roared
Bunter, “I was in my study wnting
lines, and I can prove that the room
was raggod before I went there.”

“But you know who did it1"” urged
S8kinner. “Peeping Tom of Greyfriars
knows everything | .

“Well, I'm not going to give a man
away,” said Bunter.

“Then you do know?"
Wharton.

Bunter winked.

“That's telling 1" he answered.

Skinner's face had become guite pale
for a moment, and his eyes glittered
strangely. DBut he pulled himsell to-
gether quicklg‘

“You fat idiot! If you were in your
study writing lines, you can’t know any-
thing about it !"" he growled.

“He, ho, he " wasEBuntrar'a reply.

Then, as he caught a savage Iglam
from Dob Cherry, he went on hastily :

“Of course, I don't know anything
sbout it. My mind's & perfect blank on
the subject. I know absolutely nothing.”

Wingoto of the Bixth come along.

“You kids get into Hall!" he said.

The juniors went mioc Hall. Win-
gate's face was very grave—a sign that
thers was trouble on the tapiz. In Hall
there were many grave [aces among
those in  authority, and among the
juniors thers was a buzz of excitement.
The ragging of & Form master's study
was an unusual and highly exciting hap-
pening, and all the school knew the

exclaimed

story by this time. Who had ragged
Quelch? was the guestion that was on
every lip,

In tho ronks of the Beomnove, Bob
Cherry glonced at 3Mork Linley, and
Mark met his eye. He made & move-
ment as if to come over to Bob—at
which Bob’s face eet hard, and he
turned his head away. Mark’s face set,
too, and he gave no further heed to hia
former fri Meither of them joined
in the excited buzz that was going on,
and which died away when ghu %lﬂﬂd
camo 1n fo take call-over.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Who Ragged Quelch ?

% UELCHY looks wild " mur-
mured Skinner.
“Mad as a hatter]” whis-
pered Bolsover major. I
shouldn’t like to be the sportsman who
ragged his study ¥

‘Bameo here 1V smiled Skinner.

“What sill I wonder—

“1 faney éuel will nosa him out|
¥You know what a Nosy Parker he is)”
remarked Skinner,

*8ilence " called out Wingate.

The w-hispl‘.ﬂrinq.‘ in the Remove died
away ag the roll began. Name after
name was answered.

But most fellows in the Remove were
giving their attention to Mr. Quelch,

Certainly he did not leok “wild * or
“mad as a hatter,” but it was easy to
see that his feclings were deep.

His countenance, always severe, now
looked as if it were moulded in irom,
His eyes, often compared by his pupils
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to gimlets on acoount of their penetrat-
ing gqualities, were now like glearnin
pin-points. His jaw had never locke
s0 square, his lps never so tight.

Plainly the Bomove master was in a
state of deep wrath, all the decper, dpm-
bably, for being carefully suppressed,

That really was not surprising. The
mildest-tempered Form master mtilgt-
have been exasperated at finding his
study looking as if & eyclone had struck
it 1n his absence.

It was not merely the damage done,
though that was considerable; it was
the contemptuous disrespect implied in
the ragging.

Some member, or members, of hia
Form had treated the Remove master
in this outrageous way, doubtless in
malicious revenge for some punishment.
It was an unheard-of ooccurrence.
hinted at & state of insubordination in
the Lower Fourih that reflected seri-
ously on the Form master.

In the Common-room, where masters
congregated, it was the subject of much
disoussion, The staff at Grayfriars were
all on friendly terms, like the staff at
most schools, and they liked to make
the most of one ancther's little weak-
nossea or mishaps, also like tha etaff at
most schoals,

It made Henridﬂnmuﬂl Queleh writhe
inwardly when Mr. Prout of the Fifth
sympathised with him; it mado him
writhe again when Hacker condoled.

In each exse he detected a faintly lurk-
ing smile.

apper, the master of the Faurth,
had remarked that it was only in the
Remove that these disorderly things
seermned  to huppen: and 1ggins,

master of the Third, had repeated that
remark to Quelch; and Twigg, master of
the Scecond, had sympathetically told
Quelch that the Remove seemed really
too much for him.

Prout had actually gone to the length
of offering his adviee and help in
bringing the Remove to a better frame
of mind and conduct, and Prout had
had a narrow escape of hearing some
bitter truths from Queleh. Even little
Monsicur Charpentier, the French
master, had offended; with brimming
good-natured sympathy, he had spoken
of “le pauvee  Quelch,” blissiully
ignorant that it made Quelch grind his
teoth to be spoken of as " poor Queleh.”

Altogether, it was not surprising that
Henry Samuel Quelch was in a state
similar to that of Vesuvius on the eve
of an eruption.

He had been treated with disrespect
by some member of his own Form; and
his colleagues, if not exactly rejoicing,
at lepst were giving him the benefit of
& barbed sympathy.

All that remained to Quelch was to
find the offender, and take it out of
tum, which he was bitterly end ruth-
lessly determined to do.

After that offender had been found
and dealt with, thers was not likely to
be another ragging of Quelch's study.
E.h?; Remove master was determined on

art.

Roll-call finished &t last, and the
school was dismissed, with the exeop-
tion of the Remove. That Form was
ordered to remain.

All the members thereof knew why.
The inquiry into the ragging was going
to begin.

There were uneasy faces in the Form.
Fellows who had been out of gates that
afternoon, and could prove as mmuch,
felt easier in their minds. But hardly
any fellow wes quite at ease, Quelchy,
they could read by the signs, was in a
dangerous mood. As the song says, it
sometimes happens that & viectim must
be found. If Quelch did not find the
guilty party, the fellows did not feel at

It
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all sure that he would not make up for
it by dropping on an innocent ona
Conclusive evidence might not be
obtainable; and Mr. Quelch looked a=
if he would be satizfied with inconclu-
siva evidence, rather than allow the

outrage to unavenged.
Bome of the fellows reflected uneasily
that in euch circumstances tha chief

thing was to meke an example of some-
body: and the identity of the example
was a matter of secondary importance,

From of old they knew that Form
masters were animals of uncertain
tempar.

It was the Head who addressad the
Remave. He told them—whsat the
already Lnew—that an outrage hag
taken place in their Form master’s
study, describing it as an unheard-of,
unparalleled, unprecedented outrage.
Thess impressive adjectives rolled sono-
rously from the Head. He went on to
1ssue an invitation to the culprit, or
caulprits, to stand feorth and confess
what he, or they, had done. As it was
clearly understood that the sequel to
confession would be & Hopging there
and then, it was not surprising that
thera were, so to speak, no takers.

No culprit or -culprits stdod forth.

There was a brief silence, during
which Skinner, with a curiously per-
turbed expression on his face, watched
Quelch. It seemed as if Skinner was in
expectation of something that did nek
happen,

Enoop nudged him, looking at him
with mute inguiry. As Bkinner took no
heed, Bnoop whispered :

“Didn't you———"

*Hhut up, you idiot!"

Sidney James Snoop shut up, no
doubt realising that it was neither time
nor place for comparing notes on the
matter,

Dr. Locke's voice broke the silence
&A1,

“I1 repeat,™ he said, “that [ command
the culprit, or culprits, to stand out
before the Form this instant.”

Nobody stirred in the Remove,

“Very well,” said the Head, in a
deep voice. *The matter will now prao.
ceed to mquiry., The punishment of the
offender, when discovered, will be very
severe indeed. Instant confession and
apology may induce me fo take a moro
Ii:‘mt-::nl-' view."

Still thero were no takers.

The Head's brow darkened. ‘This
obstinate eilence on the part of the
offender seemed, to him, » flouting of
his authority.

o "i?'erﬁ well,’” said the Head, a second
time, though his tonec implied that it
was far from well. “The inguiry will
proceed. I leave the investigation in
your hands, Mr. Quelch!™

“Thank you, sir!”

“On discovering the offender, you
will report his name to me, and & most
severe flogging will be administered, in
the presence of the wholo echool 1" said
Dr. Locke.

“Very d, sir.”

Dr. Locke swept from the Hall. Tha
Remove, now, knew what the culprit
had to expect; and they opined that he
was lema likely than ever to let the cat
eut of the bag, if he could help it.

The gimlet eye of Henry Samucl
Quelch roamed over an altentive Form.
For a full minute there was o dead
silence, while the juniors shifted and
stirred uncasily.

“Tryin® to  rattle our neorves!™
Vernon-8mith whispered to Redwing.
"“He's gettin® some of the fellows on
the jump. Feelin' scared, old bean?”

Redwing emiled, and shook his head.
He was one of the fellows who had
been out of gates all the afternoon, and
he was glad that the Bounder had been
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with him. Smithy, the most reckless
fellow in the Form, was as likely as
gnyonc te bo suspected.

Mr. Quelch spoke at last. His voice
came like a whip-lash.

“Tha offender is in this Form, stand-
ing now before me. For the last time,
1 give him an opportunity to confess.”

“Not original " murmuared Vernon-

Smith. “He's repeatin® tha IHead's
wheezes,”

“Did someone speak?’ asked Mr.
Quelch.

Silenco !

“Did yon speak, Vernon-Smith?™

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Yes, sirl”

“Have you anything to confess?”

“Oh na, sir!”

“Then why did you speak?’

“I—] made a remark to Redwing,
atr."

““What remark did vou make to Red-
“’il’.lﬁ?”

“1 sard it was & shockin' thing for o
fellow to rap his Form master's study,
sir Y said the Bounder, with the utmost
coolness,

Redwing hit his lip.

“ Indeed 17 My, %u@lch’s ey es
glittered like ice at the Bounder. " A
very proper sentiment, Vernon-Smith,
if you have spoken truthfully—which 1
doubt,”

b, sic

“Where were you this alterpoon,
Vornon-8mith, after three o'clock=the
hour at which I left the school®”

" At Hawkseliff, sir, nearly ten miles
a“_a:',.u ,

“{Can you prove that, Vernon-Bmith "

“Redwing was with me, sir.”

“Is that the case, Redwing®™

"Yee, gir!” said Tom Dedwing.

“Very good!” said the Hemove
master: and ha let that line of
guestioning drop at once. Redwing's

L]

word was not to be dounbted, whatever
opinion he wmaght have of the
Bounder's.

There was another deep silenee,  And
the Remove stirrcd ond shifted with
more and mote uneasiness, a5 the

peconds ticked away.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Going Through It *
M R. QUELCI cyed the Remove.

The Remove eyod Mr.
Cheeleh,

Beb Chorry stole a glance
at Mark, The Laneashire lad was
standing, quite calm and uwnpertnrbed:
aad Dol marvelled at his ealmpess.

“Linley ! Bkinmer! BSnoop!”

Mr. Queleh rapped oui the three
names sharply.

The threo juniors named stepped out.
Mark was gquite calm; Skinner im-
pudent ; Snoop unecasy. The trio faced
the Form master.

“1 had oceasion to punish you iliree
boys this afternoon,” satd the Rumnoxe
master, “T had oeccasion to punish you
with some severity, What has occurrod
in my study was an act of revengo. |
shall, therefore, question you three boys
very olozely™

The DRemove wailed
ziloncao,

“Wan fivet, Skinnor!  Where wore
vou ihis afterncon, Irom three to five,
tho }!'J{'I‘il:ld of my abzenee from the
gohool '

T went out of gates before threee,
gir, amid ecame 1 for  call-over,”
answered Skinner.

“Wiaere did yon gol?”

_“j!:"m* a ramble in Friavdale Wood,
BLL.

in  breathless

"Were vou alone ™

“No, sir! Snoop was with me.™

“You went out together?”

“ Yoz, sir.”

“Do you bear out Skinner's statement,
Snoop?”’

*Yes, sir,” said Snoop, licking his
dry lhipa.

“ Another fellow happened to pass and
soe us in the wood, =ir, during the
afternoon,” eaid Skinner,

“Who was that?™

“Cherry, sir"

“When id vou first become aware of
what had happencd in my studyi”

“When we came in for eall-over, sir,”
answered Skinner. “1  heard somo
Fourth Form fellows talking ahout it.”?

Mr. Queleh’s gaze dwelt long and
searchingly on  Skinner and  Smnoop.
Then he signed to them to go back to
their places—much ta their relief—and
turned a gimlet eye on Mark Linley.

“Where did you spend the afterncon,
Linley ¥

“In the guad or the House, sip”
answered Mark calmly.

"You did not go our of gatesi”

“No, ar”

" How were you occupicd after three
o' clock 17

“I wrote s letter in the Rag, sir,
ahout three, posted it, walked about tha
gquad for a time, and aller thak, went
to my study”

“What did you do there?”

“Greck, sir®

“Was anyvone there at the time?”

Mo, sir. My stody-mates had gone
out, "

“Did yon go info my study during
My absones

YW, sir”

“Yery well, I have always found you
# truthful boy, Linlew, and I do not
doubt you for & moment. You may go
haek to vour place®

Mark went back to his place.

Ho caught a look from Boeb Cherry
as ho did s0, and started at the involun-
tary look of scorn that flashed from
Boli's eyes. He coloured deeply, and
took his rpfa-r:e: among the juniors, at a

r

dlistencs fram Bob,

“Cherry 1™ said  Mr. Quelch.
“ Bunter!™

Dob Cherry stond out hefore the

Form.
him.

“ Please, sir, it wasn't mel” gasped
Bunter.

“What?" snapped ithe Remove master,

"1t wasn't me, sir,”

“I regret {o hear a member of my
Form expressing himself with snch a
complete disregard for the rules of
grammar " rombled Mr. Quelch. * You
should sav: ‘It waz not I, Bunier.™

Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh, sir! I never thought it was
vou 3]

CEd "1?]1 a’_ a_*r?ll‘

1t stands to reason that vou wonldn't

Billy Bunter rolled slowly aftor

rag vour own study, sir! OF course,
I knew it wazn't vou, sir?®
“Ha, bha, ha!” ecame from the

Romove,  'The tension was broken for
a moment, Billy Bunter could always
be relied upon to provide comie relief
in the tensesf moments.

Mr. Quelch glared at the Form,

“Rilence! Is this a laughing matter?
Silenee,
The langhicr died away vary snd-

denly.  Whedher 8 was a lneehing
matter or not. the Temove consnlfed
thr maxim “Safoty First,”

“Runter. You are an utterly ohtnso
bov!” anapped My, GQuelch, " Yon
chould not z=av 'It wasz not moe—"%

"Tnt T dido't, sir ™ gasped Banter,
“1 eaid it wasn't me, sir”

17

" Are you totally ignorant of the dis

tinction between the nominative and
the ?aﬁcusatim case, Bunter 3

“Yes, sir! I mean no, sir|”
Bunter. *“0Oh, lor 1 » SE guaped

Mr, (Qucleh breathed hard, but he
let the side-issue drop. Ho was not
there, after all, to examine Punter in
the niceties of English grammar,
L ¥ou twa boys,” said Mr. Quelch,

had im usitions to write this after.
noon, and instructions to take them to
my study. You did net hand in vour
lines before I went out. 1 presums
that you took thein to my study later.”

“Yes, sir!” said Dob.

“And youn, Bunter??

“Yes, sir!” groaned DBunter, “Buf
we nover towched s thing, siv. I—L
was shocked and--and horrified, sir, ot
the state the study wae in. 1 said to
Cherry, ‘Isn't this awful? T Jid
really, =ir*

“Am [ to understand, then,” said
Mr. Queleh, in a deep voice, “that the
outrage had already cecorred when you
went to my study 7"

“We found the room ragged, sis,”
said Bolb.

“And it was not your workt”

*Corlainly not.*

“0h, no, sirt”? gpasped Bunter. * 'We
were  both  horrified—fairly  flabber-
gasted, sirl T said to Cherry, ‘Isn't
this {rightful?* sir! I gaid—"

“1 found your impositions in the
study on my return,” said Mr, Quelch
grimly. " Was anyone in the study
when you arrived there §™

“ No, sir "

“Did wyou
shindly **

“Nao, sir!?

“You found the room in a state of
disiurbanee and disorder?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ Hacker knows——" gasped Bunfer.

“What has Mr. Hacker to do with
the matter, Bunter?™

“Hiy door was open, sir,” said DBob
Cherry, "He saw us go, and saw wus
coma back, He will tell you that we
weren't two minutes in the study.”

“I spoke to him, sir!” pasped Bunter
“I told him what had happened, and
asked him to speak to you, sir.”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“Veory well, I will speak to DMe,

see  anyong leave tha

Hacker on  that subject. TFor the
present, you may go back to your
places.”

Bob Cherry and Dunter cetired, with
decp reliel.  Dob had feared nothing
for himself, but ho had been UNCREY
Irst Bunter should let something out,

Mz, Queleh had not finished yvat.

He procceded to question every mem-
Ler of the Remove iIn turn.

Mast of the feilows were able to give
accounts of their movements that after-
moon.  As the weather had heen fine,
antd it had bheen a helf-holiday, mozt
had beoen out of pates, bub a2 {ew had
gone out alone.

When the guestioning ceased, the
inmocence of the major part of the
Form had become elear enough, Of
all the HRemove, only one fellow
admitted to having passed the groater
patt of the aflernoon in the House,
and that was Mark Linley. DBut it was
not unusaal far the scholarship jJinor
to apend his leisnre hours in ¥ swotting,™
aned fow in the Form suspectod for a
matnent that Mavkk had committed tho
ragging, Such an ack was quiie out of
keeping with the konown character of
the quict, stuwdions Mark, Mr. Qoeleh
cortainly  did not suspect him for a
micnmank.

Iis glaneoe seemed to lingor on Harold
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Bkinper. But bhe did not question
Bkinner again. .
The Remove were dismissed abruptls.
Gladly they poured cut of Hall. Mr.
Fualch walked to his study with a grim
ace.
The culprit had not been discovered.
here was mo name to be reported to
the Head, and the public flogging of

the offender, in the presence of the
whaole n-:hn-ul’, did not seem likely to
come off just vet.

H u:ek-jlj will get him 1" said Bolsover
major, in the Ra%, “Quelch is a
dnwlnf'i' bird| He will got him."”

“He's & thumping fool, you mean,”
said Skinner viciously. * Anybody but

a8 blind owl would have got the man
already.™

Bolsover stared at him.

“How's that 7 he demanded. “ Think
the fellow left & giddy clue behind
him, like the man in & bob novel ?”

Skinner did not answer that question.
Ho strolled away with & dark and
apgry brow. BSnoop jeined him in a
quiet corner of the :

" Did you~—1" he whispered.

Skinner gave him a ficrce look.

“Not a word, you fool.”

“The fellows can't hear ws. Look
here, what did you do with that old
envelope you fished out of the waste-
paper-basket in the Rag?”

‘ Nothing."”

“Well, I suppose that'l the truth,”

muttered . "If you'd planted it
in Quelchy's study, would have
found it there. ¥eou can bet he jolly
well searched for a clue to  the

johuny who ragged him.”

“The blind old idiot!” said Skinner,
between hiz teeth.

Bnoop started, and stared at him.

0 you mesp—71

"1 mean npothing, you silly owl
Mind you remember thai we cleared
out of gates hefore three. As Quelchy
hasn't found out the man, he will go
on asking questions, very likely.”

“Linley knows we never want ouk
before three,” muttered Snocop. * He
Baw us here in the Rag, when he was
fﬂlng &15 lotter. T%mt. was about

e, and wa saw Quel
from the nﬂﬁw——% R il o,
“HMLHMEF i
“ But knows—*

“He's & low blighter, but he'
sneak, He'd be cﬁ to pi:&a! ;-:fnﬂg
ha"wuuid tell tales about a chap.”

i Well, that's =0,” agreed Snoop.

‘E‘nu. can call him a low blighter if
".l:u like, Euf. I'm jolly glad he ain’i
;w::?.ygu. Skinner. You'd give a man

;E_'h, shut u;& Lo

inner wandered out of the Rag i
8 maod of deep uneasiness. Ft:r mfu'nﬂ
ﬂhfé !E“ngm to ii!;ma?eé& Fc}?rﬁd Bkinner
ccted BMr, €
once to the identity of i M

th'ﬂ- Th 5
he had had no doubt that Mark Tinles

would be up for a flogzing. Somethi
evidently, gad gone %mﬁg Thithﬁfft:
laid schemes of mice and men gang aft
agley, according to the poet, and it cer.
tminly seemed that something had
ganged agle * with 8kinner's scheme.
And as suspicion had not turned on
Mark Linlay, and tho affair was atill
;:;metﬂe%h upon whom was it likely to
rn? at was & mast uncomforta
question for Harold Skinner. b

‘"“llilllllliliiiliIFIIHI-IIIIIH I‘IIIIII-IIIII
There's a topping school yarn of Tom
Merry & Co. at 8£, Jim's in this week's

GEM

: WHY NOT READ IT, CHOMS ?
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
H glanced at Dob Cherry.
Then he glanced at Mark
Lintey.

The dusky jumor was puzzled.

In Study No. 13 the fellows who be-
longed to that study hod gethered for
prep. 'There were four in the room—
Bob and Mark, Hurree Singh and littls
Wun Lung, the Chines. Generally, there
Was a0 a.tmmﬁmra of cheery cordiality
in the study Now all was changed.

Bob Cherry on one side of the table,
Mark Linley on the other, were

elaborately unconscious of one another’s
existence.

There was no cheery nod or word

when they met; and they sat down in
silence, each busy with his books.
. Often enﬂg%h, Mark gave Bob a help-
ing hand with his prep. Olften he sup-
plied bim with & word or a definition,
to save a loog scarch threugh the
“digk.” There was nothing of the kind
now. In grim silence the two juniors
worked, never looking at one another
for & moment.

The nabob glanced at ons and then
another, and very soon realised that
there was trouble in the study, The
same idea ocourred to Wun Lung, and
hiz almond ¢yes blinked curiously at the
two silent juniors. Two fellows pregery-
ing an icy silence had the ect of
lowering the tempecature of the whole
study, as it were. For once the cheeriest
study in the Remove was the most
dismal.

Hurree Singh was able to guess now
why Bob had turned up in such low
spirits on the Pegg road that afterncon.
Obviously, thera hed been trouble
between hita snd Mark

But what the trouble could poasibly
be was a problem. Neither was a
quarrelsome fellow, or guick to take
offence. Bob was good nature itself, and
it was difficult to i ine him on the
wrong side of a quarrel. But Mark was
quiet, kind-hearted, inoffensive, and as
straight as a die; it was equally diffi-
culi to think that he was to blame.
Hurrce Jamsct Ram Bingh, being
strongly attached to both of them, was

worried.
Prep in Study No. 13 passed off in
almost complete silence. her it was

over, Bob Cherry rose at once fo leavo
the study. Mark had risen aleo; but
a3 he saw that Bob was going, he sat

down sgain. Their old liking for one
another’s company bad quite vanished.

“My esteemed Beob!” murmured tho
Nab&g of Bhanipur.

“"Coming down, Inky?" asked Bob
a.hﬂtnetly,

“Let us wait for the csteemed and
absurd Marky.”

*“Oh. rot! Come along.”

Bob left the study, and the nabob
after a dubious glance at Mark, follow
him. In the Remove passage he dropped
a dusky hand on Bob Cherey's shoulder.

“My estecned, fatheaded friend—"
he began. :

“Let's go and ses if the other fellows
are finished,” interrupted Bob.

They went along to Study No. 1.
Wharton and Mugent were already done,
and Johnny Bull bad joined them there.
The thres juniors were discussing the
rag in Quelch's study, and the next
probable step on the part of the Bemove
master, when Bob and Inky came in.

“Fecling beiter, old bean?” asked
Johnny Bull,

“I'm all right!” said Bob shortly.

“The rightfulness iz not terrifie,™
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipar gently.
“The excellent and ezecrable Bobh has
been playing the esteemed goat. What
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is the absurd trouble, my worthy and
fatheaded Bobi" .

“0Oh, nothing I Rubbish 1*

“But you are on infuriated terms with
the absurd Marky,” urged the nabob.
“Tell your ludierous pals about it.”

“WMvy hat! You haven't rowed with
Linley, surely, Bob?* exclaimed Harry
Wharton, in astonishment. :

“Mot exactly,” esid Bob, reddening.
“*But—woll, let it drop. What does it
matter, anyhow T

“ Iz that what happened this alternocon
to turn vou intoa a bear with & sore
head 7 asked Nugent.

“ Rubbish ! grunted Bob.

“Look hers, have you rowed with
Linley 1* asked Wharton.

];‘}‘:fn; we don't speak any more, that's
dil.

“Well, that's encugh—in fact, a little
too much,” said the captain of the
Hemove. "“What bhas he donel"

Bob grinned faintly.

“"How do you koow he's done any-
thing? It might have been me.”

“1f Quelchy was here he'd make you
say ‘It might have been I1'" remarked
Nugent, " Are you totally ignorant of
the distingtion between the nominative
and the accusative, Cherryt”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥Fathead !” said Bob, Iauﬁhing.

“Well, you never row with a man for
nothing,” said Wharton. * But Linley’s
not & quarrelsome chap. I dare say it's
nothing. Tell us what it is, and let's
set 1t right.”

"It's nothing, really—nothing I can
tell you fellows, anyhow,” said Bob,
“Least said soonest mended.”

“ But you'ra not barring Linley for
nothing " exclaimed Nugent.

“Wall, no."

“Then he's done something 7™

“I—I supposze 30.” _

“Cough it up, then, whatever it in"

“I'd rather not,” said Bob bluntly.
“It's not my business, really, only it's

altered my opinion of the chap. A
fellow who can stand up and tell bare-
faced lHes——""

He broke off abruptly.

“Linley's done that?™ exclaimed
Harry, with wide-open eyes. * Bob,
old man, you'ra dreaming. Linley

wouldn’t.”
" Bosh 1" said Nugent.
" Tha boshfulness is terrific.”

Bob Cherry's colour deepened, and his
ceyes sparkled.
“I'd rather not talk about it,” he

said, “There may be trouble for the
fellow if it’s talked about, and I don't
want to land him into troubls, What's
the i:md of jaw, anyhow?™ :

“As a rule,” remarked the naobob, *it
iz judiciouns to remember the proverb
that a still tongue goes longest fo the
wall, But in ﬂ;;;a present ridiculons oir-
ou

“VYou've said too much, or too
little, Bob,” said the captain of the
Remove. "Cough it up—I'm sure
therc’'s & mistake somewhere”

“There's no mistake”

“There must be,” said Frank Nugent,
“Linley jsn’t the fellow to tell lies,
Yﬂ:;t’t‘ﬂ rather an ass, old chap, to think
B,

Bob Cherry gave a grunt.

“Well, I do think so—or, rather, ¥
know it—and I'm not going to say &
word nbout it, so let 1t drop. Let's
go down to the Rag!l”

“I say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway
of Study No. 1. Five separate and
distinet glares were bestowed on Bunter.
Never had his presence been less wel-
COINe.

But William CGeorge Bunter did nob
mind that. He rolled in cheerily.

“1 gay, you fellows, is Cherry here?"

“What do you want?* growled Bob.
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“QOh, here you are!” Bunter blinked
at him through his big spectacles, “1
asked you to call at my study after

prep.”

I‘L:Ilaii*iu:’r you?" grunted Bob. _

“Yes, I did. And you didn't do 1t
said Bunter,

“Go and eat coke |” ]

“That's all very well,” said Bunter.
“If you don’t want to be pally, Cherry,
I'm sure T don't! I'm not the fellow
to run after a fellow, I hopse. My
friends take up too much of my time,
a3 it is, and a fellow hardly ever gets
an minute to himself—"

“0Oh, dry upl”®

“I ghan't keep you long,” said Bunter,
with dignity. “If you think you're
good company, Cherry, !]'131.111'& making a
mistake. The sooner I'm shut of you
the better I shall be pleased.™ :

“(ot ocut, them, you fat ass!” said
Wharton. o

“The fact is,” said Boenter, blinking
round tha study at the fve jumaors, “ ’'ve
been disappointed about & postal order.™

“¥ou benighted owl, travel !”

“I'm not asking you to lend me any-
thing, Wharton. I know jolly well you're
too mean, after all I've done for you.
All these fallows know how I stood by
you when you first came to Greyfriars,
and sow vou through, and helped you.
end all that i

“Will you ever ring off, you podgy
duffer 7 :

“The fact is, you're ungrateful,” said

Bunter. *“I'm not comploining—I'm
accustemed to ingratitude. But there's
2 limit. Bob Cherry comes fo me and

asks me favours. I do him favours, in
my d-natured way. 1 never expect
anything in return. 8till, T think that
when a fellow’s stony, owing to a remit-
tance having failed to arrive, a fellow
who's asked favours of him might lend
a fellow & paltry half-crown.”
herry's eyes gleamed; and the
other four fellows starcd at the fat
junior in blank amazement. .
“What is the fat owl drivelling
shout " asked Nugent, in wonder.
“0Oh, really, Frank m ‘
“Seems to have been a lot of things
happening at Greyfriars, while we were
out of gates this afternoon,” remarked
Johnny Bull.  “Somebedy's rqgf:cd
Quelch, and Bob's rowed with Linley,
and now Bunter—" 5
“As the matter stands, I'm stony,
said Bunter. “It's hard cheese, with &
remittance actually in the post—from
one of my titled relations, you know, A
paltry balf-crown—=" ]
“Why the thump should Bob give you
half-g-crown ?” demanded Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton! T hope I'm
not the fellow to let a fellow give him
half-a-crown! I was alluding to a loan,
till my postal order comes. Didn't I
mention to you men that 1 was expect-
ing a postal order 1* .

“You burbling bandersnatch 2

“T'm not talking to you, Bull! Con-
sidering that Cherry comes to me and
aske personal favours, I think he might

oblige me with a paltry loan. T think
it's up to him.”

Bob’s face was erimson with anger
asnd discomfort. ITe could =scarcely
resist the temptation to take Billy Bunter
by his podgy neck, and hurl him head-
lang into the Remove passago.

But that, obviously, was not the way
to induce Bunter to keep the seeret. 1t
was the way to jerk the secref out of
him on the spot.

Ho Bob restrained his wrath, But he
lared at the Owl of the Remove as if
w could have eaten him,

“Wall, how about t?" asked Bunter.
“I ghall return the loan to-morrow—as

=pon as my postal order comes, in fact.
1f there's any [urther delay in the post,

1 dare say vou wouldn't mind waiting a
day or two, what¥”

Bob breathed bard and deep.

“ Mysteriouser and mysteriouser!”
sald Nugent, with a grin. “What
faveours have you been aszking of Dunter,

Bob 1"

“Oh, rot!®

“Of course 1t's rot; but what has that
benighted lunatic got into his fat head?
He scems to think that he means eome-
thing.”

“Hot, iz it ¥ sneered Bunter. *“Well,
Cherry knows! I'm willing to tell all
Greyfriars, if he likes. In fact, I hardly
think that I ought to keep the thing
secret.  This sort of syrupstitious secrecy
is all very well for a {ellaw like Cherry!
But I'm above it.”

“"¥You fat villain!” growled Bob.

“0h, really, Cherry! If you put it
like that, 1 think I'd better tell these
fellows the whale thing, and leave it to
them,” said Dunter. “I think I"d better
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“Well, I'm blowed 1”7 gaid Johnn
at last, expressing in
the feclings of all four.

“ The blowfulness is terrific ! observed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. "This
is an estcemed and ridiculous mystery,
my absurd chums !

And a mystery it remaived!

THE TWELI"'H CHAPTER.
Supplies Cat Of !

HO raggoed Queleh!

That question was being
asked all over Greyfriars the
following day.

Every Form was deeply interested.
Trom the high and mighty men of the
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Boh Cherry put his hand in his pocket, drew out a hall-crown, and dropped it info
Bunter’s fat palm. Four pairs of eyes fixed on Bob, and for some moments there

was & deep silence.

Then Harry Wharton spoke.

* What are you bribing

Bunter for ? » he qsked, a gleam of suspicion in his eyes. (See Chapler 11.)

tell the whele Form. If it comes to
{}11.1{':]611;.', that can’t be helped. After
all, %uelnhy has & right to know.”

Bob Cherry put his hand in his
pocket, and drew out a half-crown, It
dropped into Bunfer’s fat palm.

”!’;.%anl-:a, old chap!™ said Bunter.
"Ramind me of thia to-morrow, will
vou, when [ get my postal grder? 1
might forget a trifie like this™

And DBunter, satizhied, rolled out of
the study. .

In Study Neo. 1, four pairs of eyes
fixwd on Bob, whoso face was like unto
a nowly-hoiled beetroot in its hue, For
some moments there was a deep silence.
Then Harry Wharton spoke:

]j‘:bWiIi you tell us what this means,

ﬂ ?:I-

“MNa I won't 1 answercd Dob grufily.

“What are you bribing Dunter fort”

“Beoocause he's o nasty hitle sneaking
extortionate beast 1™

“1 know that; but why——"

“Let it drop ! growled Bob, and he
walked out of the study, leaving his
chums staring blunkly at cne another.
There was another silence,

Sixth, down to the smallest fag in the
Second Form, that question was on
every tongue. Who had ragged Queleh?

The delinquent, or delinguents, had
not been discovered. 3o far, the affair
was wrapped in mystery.

In Form that morning, Mr. Quelch
was very quict—dangerously quiet. But
that hoe was thinking of allowing the
matter to pass into oblivion, nobady sup-
pozed for a moment.

Every man in the Remove knew that
the less Quelch said, the more he
thought. For the time, he was bafiled ;
but a bloodhound on the trail wons not
more determined than the Remove
macter, To allew such a matter to pass,
was impossible. Queleh was thinking it
out, tha juniors surmised: and he was
well known to be a downy bird. Sooner
or later he would drop on the offender
like o bombshell. Tha Removites could
only hope that he would drop on the
right party.

It was not a happy day for the
Remeve. As Dolsover major expressed

Tue Magxer Lipnary,—No. 1,132
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it, Quelchy had a thunderbolt up his

sleava,

Sooner or later, something was going
to hz:fapnn. Until the mysterlous ragger
was discavered, and condignly punished,

the Remove weps likely to remaimn mn a
stata of painful suspense.

Whao the offender was, was a3 much o
mystery to the Form as to the Form
master., That it was a Remove man
went without saying., Plenty of Remove
men had proeved that they couldn™
possibly have done it, having been far
from the spot at the time. DBut there
were many upen whom suspicion could
full, One member of the Form, at least,
Liad teld & whole hatful of lies, as Peter
Todd put 1t. Many were the theories
in the Form, when they discussed the
matter in sbreak. Many were the
surmises as to what Quelchy was up to;
and what thoughts were passing behind
his. icy mask ol 2 face. )

That he would worry the thing out,
and get at the truth, wes o foregone con-
clusion, in the Remove. But how, and
when, remained to be seen.

Billy Bunter, by this time, was feel-
ing confident and serens. Mr, Hacker's
evidence had cleared him and Bob
Cherry, to the satisfaction of the Remova
master.  But as they were the only
fellows who were known to have visited
.the study in Quelch’s absence, this only
plunged the matter into deeper mystery.

Some fellow had deodged into Quelel's
study that Wednesday afternoon and
had 1%ent~ at the very least & quarter of
an our there—fifteen destructive
minutes at the least. And-—so far as
was known—he had left behind no clue
whatever to hia identity; = circum-
stance that puzzled Harold Skinner more
than an elen.

Finding a fellow who had been care-
ful to leave no clue behind, was not an
eagy task. Coker of the Fifth pro-
posed tracking him down by his finger-
prints; Coker being deeply read in
detective literature, Coker had little
doubt that he could have worked the
aracle, had Quelch called him in to help.
Duecleh did not, however, call him in to
help. Wingate and the other profects
made inquiries up and down and round
about, but with no result. After the
first exeitement had worn off, the pre-
fects grew rather D'é)arfuuum:y in the
matter. They h plenty of other
affairs to think about; and in the
privacy of the Prefects’ Room, they con-
fided to one another their opinion that
#x Form master ought rca]iﬁ to be able
to kesp hia Form in order himself.

If Mr. Quelech had been disposed fo
slack in the pursuit of the unknown
ragger, he would have been spurred on
hyggﬁe barbed sympathy ho reccived in
Common-room. The gimlet eyes of
1lenry Samuel Quelch detected many sly
smniles on the faces of the staff.

At tea in Common-room that day,
there was something perilously approach-
ing & scene. Prout, in his ponderous
way, proffered advice and assistance
once more; ahd Quelch begged him,
in icy tones, to reserve his energies for
his own Form; the state of which,
Quelch hinted, would not have satished
him, had he been master of the Fifth,
Upon which I'rout became purple and
almost apoplectic, and said in & choking
voice

“Indeed, sir! Indecd!”
“Yes, indeed!” said Quelch icily.
"Indeed, sicl®

L]

Fortunately it ended there. It did
not proceed to “words '—beyond the
word “indeed.” DBut the amount of
gcorn that hoth gentlemen contrived to
compress into that simple word was
appalling.

All this was very dizcomforting for
Henry Samuel Quelech. It made him
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more bitterly keen on the track of the
ragger.

While oll the Eemove were more or
less uneasy, Skinner was the most un-
casy of all. How a sharp-eyed man
like Queleh could have missed the
abvious clue that had been left for him,
Skinner could not understand.

That nothing had been found in the
study to ineriminate Mark Linley, was
manifest, for the identity of the ragger
still remained a mystery, and the Form
master’s manner to Mark indicated the
same cordial confidence as of old with
no trace of suspicion or doubt.

The schemer of the Remove wondered
and surmised, and surmised and won-
dered, without coming to & solution,
All he could be certain of was that in
some Inexplicable way Quelchy had
missed the ¢lue, and that his suspicions
were, In consequence, more likely Lo
take the right direction than the wrong
one. Which was disturbing knowledge
for Harold Skinner.

At apny other time, Skinner would
have taken note of the breach between
Bob Cherry and Mark, and done his
aimiable best towards making it wider.
But now he was too econcorned about
himeelf to take heed of it, or to seize
the happy opporbunitv of sowing
trouble. .

Many other fellows noticed it, but
thoso who asked the two juniors what

' AYNEEEI RN N NS ST EE N H I RN DR PR !

A WORTHY WINNER

of one of this week's useful leather
Fﬂclmt wallets 183_Dudley Proud-
oot. Bishop Road Crossing,
Beaconsfield, Cape Town, Souyt

Africa, who sent Hi the following
Creytriars Limerick:

There'a a Grayfriars fellow
named Cherey,
Who Is always sxubsrant, very.
He jests and ho Jokes
And the fun that he pokes
Wauld make grumpy old
“t geezors '’ quite merry !

Why not lellew in Dudley's
footsteps chums, and win cne of
these topping prizes?
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was up, reccived mo satisfaction. Mark
wasa always a fellew ot few words, and
his words were fewer than ever now.
Bob Cherry bluntly teld the inguirers
to go and eat coke, or to go an chng
-:h;ps, or something equally elegant an
podite,

Bob, though not conecerned for him-
sclf like Bkinner, war a worried fellow
that day.

The division between him and an old
friend was troubling, and the causc of
it more troubling still. And then there
was Bunter!

Bunter looked at the matier from
his own peculiar point of view.

His wview was jthat he bhad never
liked that fellow Linley, and saw no
reason to keep his secrets, This secret

he was keeping, as a particular favour
to Bob. ©Ono good turn deserved an-
other, A fellow who did a fellow a

fmvour, naturally expected that fellow
to do him a favour or two in relurn—
such ns the cashing of a postal order
that was unaccountably delayed in the
post.

Had Bob been a wealthy fellow like
Lord MMauleverer, possibly Bunter would
havoe found him a sort of gold-mine,
for undoubtedly Beoly was very anxious
that the sceret should be kept. All the
more bopause he had guarrelled, with
his old fricnd, he did not want to see
a sovere punishment fall upon lhim.

THE MACNET

But Bob's resources were limited,

alse, his temper was very uncertain
under the Lind of pressure Bunter was
putting on it. Instead of turniog out
a gold-mine, Bob was very liable to
turn out an active volcano !
. The half-crown he had handed Bunter
in E-t.udf No. I was his last! When
Bunter locked into Study No. 13 after
tea, with a gleam in the little round
eyes behind bis spectacles which be-
trayed why he had come, Bob grinned
rather gourly. He had 2 total sum of
fﬂuli'%wnm in his possession; the value
of Bunter’s secret had boiled down to
that. More he could not give.

“I say, Bob, old chap!” snid Bunter
affably.

Bob was alone in the study aiter tea.
Even Bunter had realised that it would
be judicious to find him alone on such
oceasions. Bunter was gquite satisfied
with his proceedings, for did not one

ood turn deserve another? HBut he
1ad a sort of feeling that other fellows
might find fault with it, if they knew,
Bunter had had a lot of experience of
carping criticism.

“Well ™ grunted Bob.

Bunter blinked at him reproachfully.
- "Don't snprt at a chap like that, as
if Suu weren't glad to see him,” he
said. " You can't cali it eivil.”

“0Oh, get out!” said Bob.

“If that's all you've got to sey—"

“That's the lot.

1 say, old fellow, don't be stuffy,"
said Bunter. “ After sll, there's such
s thing as gratitude, you know. I'm
doing you & geed turn, I don't ask
anything back., That's not my way.
Kindness and generosity—that's my
style, as you know. Still, I think a
fellow ought to do the decont thing.
When a fellow's been diseppointed
about a remittance——"

“I've got fourpence, said Bob
griinly, "I shan't have another bean
till my sllowance comes™

“*Oh, crikey I zaid Bunter.

“I shan't even give you the four-

nce,” went on gﬂh “¥You'd only

egin again if T did.”

Dunter’'s fat lip eurled.

“Keep it!” he said disdainfully, “A
few coppers are no use to me.  As for
your allowanea—"

“¥ou won't touch it,” said Bob.

“Who wants to touch it?” demanded
Bunter indignantly.

* You do, you fat foad! Not s cent!”
satd DBob, " That's setiled. I'm going
to try another way., You've got to
keep that secret about Linley's enveleps
in Quelchy's study. You've been paid
for 1, L[ it comes to that”™

“Why, vou insulting heast!” gasped
Bunter. " As for that paltry loan, I'm
going to return that out of my postal
order! Why, I told you s0."

“ Cheese it ! Bob erry rose to his
feet, and stepped between DBunter and
the door. “"Now I'm going to lick
3‘4:11.1—"

“Yaroooh "

*As o warning, If T hear that you've
spoken B word aboub Linley, I'll lick
you again, harder.”

“JemI—1 say, old chap—hands off:"
yelled Bunter, as Bob's powerful grasp
was laid on him. *“Yarcoogh! Help!
I was only j-j-joking! I—I'm going to
keep the speret, of course.”™

“This will help wyou!” said DBob

grimi{;
With a twist of his zinewy arm, he
bent the Owl of the Remove over a
chair, Then a folded exercise book
roze and fell with mighty swipes.

Whaek, whack, whack, whack!

* ¥ ow-ow-ow-ow )

Bob tossed the exercise book in one
direction, and Bunter in another. The
fat junior sprawled and roared,
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_ " Now hook it,” said Bob, “and mind
if there's a word said in the Form sbout
Linley, I shall know -i} came from you
T’ﬂﬂ?_I’u- give you the licking of your
life with a fives bat! I mean it! I'll
give you iwo dozen as hard as I can
lny them on, if you breathe one syllable.
Now roll out, you fat worm "

A lunge from o large size in boots
helped Bunter out, and he rolled into
the passage, picked himsell up, and
Hed, Bob Cherry slammed the door
after him

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Linley Sees Light !

4 INLEY, old fellow
i “Don’t bother, Bunter.”
“But I say, old fellow—"
Mark waved him away.
The Lancashire junior was in ths
Rag, with a Greek book on his knees,
Most of the fellows were in the studies
just then, and Mark was alone. He had

ad his tea in Hall, and retircd to
& gquiet corner to put n a little work
at Greek,

But he was not working with his
usual keenness, His difference with his
old friend weighed heavily on his
spirits, and Bobs scornful face came
continually between him and the page.
What the cause of that scornm was in
Bob's look was a mystery to Mark, but
j:f :_11::51.&& his cheeks Bush as he thought

it.

For some remson Liob bad lost his
faith in him, and despised him, that
was clear to his mind., Why, he could
not fathom.

Bob suspected him of the ragging in

ueleh’s study, and believed that he had
lied in denying the knowledge of it.
But again, the " why * perplexed him.
More than once he had thought of
speaking out to Bob on the subject, but
the cold, r_epl::allcnl; looks of his former
friend banished that idea. Mark was
kind and good-natured, but I':? was a8
roud as any fellow at Greyfriars, and
E-:r could not humble himself more than
he had done already. And a miserablo
doubt was in his mind now, that perhq-‘pa
Bob regretted having made friends with
a fellow who had come to the school
from s humble home, on a scholarship
won by hard work. If that was so,
Mark wns not the fellow to hang on
where he was net wanted,

But if it was s0, it lowered his opinion
of a fellow he had always admired and
liked, and it troubled him greatly. 1k
was bad cnough to lose a friend, with-
m]ut losing one’s good opinion of him
alsa.

He waved Dunter away impatiently.
He supposed that the inguisitive Owl
was there to ask questions, as several
other fellows had asked them, on the
subject of the rift in Study Neo. 13
And the more that rift hurt Mark, the
Iess he was disposed to talk about it.

But Willinm George Bunter was not
the fellow to be repulsed. Only the
application of & boot was likely to re-
pulse Bunteor.

“Ton't get shirty, old chap ! said the
Owl of the Remove. “After all, a
fellow like you ought to be glad when
a decent chap speaks to him. Don't
you think 07" ] L

Mark did not state his opinion on that
gint. - He fixed his eyes on hiz book,
isregarding Bunter,

“The fact 1s I've got to speak to you,”’
said the fat junmior. “Don’t think I
want your company; nobody’s likely to
want th&t: That cad Cherry has turned
me down."”

“What do you mean, you fat ass?"
exclaimed Mark,

“I mean what I say! He's turned mo

down—brutally,” zaid Bunter, “ Treated
me in a really ]:reust-}y way, after all
T've done for him. I begin to think
that there’s no such thing as gratitude
in the world at all.,” Bunter shook his
bullet head sorrowiully. " But to come
te the point! I'm not going to let the
seeret out—I've told Cherry I won't!
I'm a fellow of my word 1"

Maork stared at him.

“Mind, I don’t mean because he says
he'll lay into me with a fives bat,” ex-
Eiumed Bunter.  “I'm mpot afraid of

im, I .h‘ip‘” For two ping I'd give
him a jolly good licking! But I'm a
fellow of my word! I've said that I
won't give you away—and I won't.”

“(3ive me away !” repeated Mark.

“Yes., Mind, I'm down on what you
did; a rag's a rag, but you went too far
in Quelehy’s study. You jolly well
ought to be flogged for it! I'm sur-
prized at Cherty etnoding mp or you.
But, of course, he's not zo particular
a chap as I am. But to come to the
point, Linley—one pgood turn deserves
another.”” :

Mark gazed at him silently.

“I've been dizappointed about o
postal order,” Bunter proceeded to ex-
plain.  “It's not often that a thm§ like
this huppens—but i1t has happened, for
vuee, I'm actually stony I

Bunter paused for a reply. As he re-
ceived no reply, only a stare, he rattled
Q.

“I owe Cherry a few shillings, too;
he lent me a couple of bob and a half-
crown, and he's made a fuss about it.
Talking about paying a fellow to keep
a seeret " Bunter breathed righteons
indignation. *“I'm going to square him
at onee:; I'd scorn to owe him sixpence
after that. Can you eblige me with ien
bob, Linley—only till my postal ovder
comes, of course®

vou who ragged
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“No!™ said Mark,

“Well, if you haven't ten bob—1 know
ou're meaely poor—how much can you
end me ! ‘

“I1 have more than ten shillinga, but
I shall not lend wyou anything”
answered Mark,

“You won't? You don't think one
good turn deserves another! Talk about
the thankless tooth of a serpent’s child 1"
suid Bunter bitterly. ]

“Let's have this clear,” said Mark,
siill gazing intently at Bunter's fnt, in-
dignant eountenance, “What secret
are {'ﬂu talking about?"’

“You koow jolly well!”
Bunter.

“¥ou szeem to have an idea in your
silly heand that it was I who ragged
Quelchy’s smd{:“ said Mark, ;

“"Well, my hat! Are you going to
deny it—to me?’ gasped Bunter.

“Does Cherry think soi”

“He jolly well knows it, if that's
what you mean! Look here, what are
vou trying to gammon for? demanded
Bunter.

“I'm not surprised that you should
think so; you’re fool enough to ihink
anything!” said Mark guictly. “Dut
what makes Bob think such a thing of
me ¥’

Bunter bLlinked at him in wide-eyed
astonishrent. 1lis little reund eyes
seemed almost to bulge through his big
round spectacles.

“Oh erumbs!™” he zaid. " You've gob
a nerve! You jolly well know it was
uelchy’s study 17

“Tt was not I sald Mark.

“(Gammon ! course, you don't
know how we know you did it; but we
jolly well do know ! grinned Bunter.
“You sen, Boh picked up the envelope,
and T saw it."

(Continued on ncxl page.)

grinned
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*“The envolope? What envelope?”

“The one you wrapped the gum-
bottle in when you went to rag
Quelchy’s room. ¥oun dropped it there.”

Mark drew a quick breath.

“Do you mean that it was sn _eb-
velops belonging to me—an a:p'ulnpa
that could be identified as mine?”’

“Of eourse it was, as it was addressed
to you in your father's fist. Think we
can't read?’ DBunter grinned. “ Ik
was yours all right, and if we hadn't
gone to the study with our lines
Quelehy would have found
when he came in, He couldn’t have
missed it, any more than Bob did. And
yvou'd have been for it, I can tell you?

Mark Linley sat in silence.

1t was light at last; he understood
now.

That was why Bob had uttered those
incxplicable wovds in the quad the
previons afternocon; that was the cause
of that look of scorn in Hall when Mark
had denied all knowledge of the hap-

ing in the Form master's study.

“Got it clear now?’ jeered Bunter.
“Understand that it's no good gammon-
i.nﬁl'! Bob knows and I know, and
either of us could give you away to the
beaks! Of course, 1'm not going to give
vou away. But, as I zaid, one good turn
deserves another—-"'

“What became of the envelope?”
asked Mark.

“That ass Cherry burned it! He was
jolly particular that it shounldn't come
out that you'd ragged Quelchy—hlessed
if I know why, cspecially as you don't
peem to be friends nowl But he’s
rather o silly ass—as I suppose you
know, ™

“And Bob has been giving you money
to keep it dark?”

“Why, you insulting beast, how dare
vou suggest anything of the kind!" ex-

cloimed Bunter indignantly. “He's
made ma two small loans, if that's what
vou mean !

Mark rose from his chair. 2

“I'm glad you’ve told me this,” he
said.  “ It may interest you, Bunter, to
know that you can tell your story all
over Greiyiriars if you like, and I shan't
roind. never knew anything aboug
the ragging in Quelchy's study. You
can sing it all out in the middle of the
gquad if you like, you fat rascal!™

Bunter blinked at him.

“You can't gammon me, vou know,”
he said. “I'm wide—very wide! Nerve
is all TETE well; but, vou see, I know!
Now, leok here, Linley, five bob will
tide me over till my postal order
COmes——'

Mark walked away. )

. Bunter blinked nfter him; and then
jumped in  pursuit, and caught the
Lancashire lad by the arm.

“"Look here, you beast—stop——"

Mark stopped. He grabbed the Owl
of the Hemove by the eollar, jerked
him to the wall, and banged his head
thereon.

Bang!

“_Wﬁmuwp P

“Do vou want any more, Bantar?

“Yow-ow-ow 1 Nol Wow! Whoooop 1"

“Then shut up!”

Mark dmp;;-eﬂ the fat junior on tha
floor, and walked out of the Rag. His
face was brighter than it had been for
a considerable time as he went up te
the Remove passage in search of Bob
Cherry.

— —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bowled Out !

b IND what you say!” hissed
M Skinnet.
Snoop  licked his  lips,

which seemed very dry.
“That's all very well. DBut—"
Tae Magyer Lisriry.~~Np, 1,132

it there

“If you give me sway—"

“You shouldn't have—"’

“1 tell you—=""

Skinner and Snoop had arrived at the
door of Mr., Quelch’s etudy 1n Masters'

assage. They had been epecially sent
or; and never had two members of the
Remove been so extramely reluctant to
visit their Form master.

Qutside the study <Zkinner paused to
impress a last warning upon Snoop. He
had only too much reason to fear what
H]lght come out when Bidney Jamoes was
under the gimlet cyes and sharp tongue
of Henry Samuel Quelch,

“8Stick to what we've said already,
and it's all right!” whispered Blkinner
fiercely. “The Beak can't know any-
thing——"

“Why has he sent for
mumbled Snoop.

*1 suppose he suspoecta. But he can’t
know—""

The study door opened suddonly.

Perhape the keen ears of Mr. Quelch
had deteoted some sound of that feverish
whispering outside. The gimlgt eyes
seanned the two startlzd Removites.

“¥ou may como in!" said DMr
Quelch grimly,

He stepped back, and the two juniors
entered the study. Mr. Quelch closed
the door and stood with his keen eyes
fixed on them. No doubt that whispered
nﬂllﬁqu]); outside the study = had
strengthened the suspicion that was
already in his mind.

Bkinner faced him with hardy cool-
ness, but it was all that Snoop could
do to keep his knees from knocking
together, uelch had had twenty-four
hours in which to pursue his investiga-
tions, and Snoop could not help feeling
that o downy bird like Quelch had not
wastoed his time.

1 have sent for you two boys to ques-
tion you,” said Mr. Quelch in ioy tones.
“Yesterday I had oceasion to punizh
vou, and what occurred in my study
later was obviously a revengeful act.”

* Lionley was caned, too, sirl” said
Ekinner sullenly, “I don’t see why we
shonld be picked on."

“I will make the reason clear,
Skinner. You have many times played
disrespoctful tricks, and Linley has
never dene anything of the kind. As
for Bnoop, he's called in because he was
vour comnpanion yesterday, and knows
what your movements really were™

SLinner felt a chill.

Did the beast know anything, he won-
dered, or was he only suspicious? Had
the tell-tale envelope been found in the
study, suspicion eould never have fallen
on Skinner; but in the absence of any
clue to the offender, he was the first
the Form master was likely to think of.
Vet the beast couldn’t know anything,
Skinner fold limself desperately.

“Yon stated,” resumed DMr. Queleh,
“that wou left the school yesterday
bhefore three o'clock, the hour at which
I went out.”

“That is s0," saild Skinner.

“1t was at half-past two that I caned
vou in thiz study.”

“ 1 believe so, sie.”

“Did you go out of gates immedi-
utely 7™

“Within a few minnfes, I think, sir;
perhiaps ten minutes,” said Skinner,
with an air of reflection, as if ho desired
to be very exact., *'It wouldn't be more
than ten minutes, would it, Snoopey "

“ About that,” said Snoop in a dry
YoloE,

“When did you come in again

“T told you yesterday, sir—just in
time for call-over.”

“During the inferval you were out
of ‘gél‘tﬂﬂ- the whele time "

“Yes, sir, Cherry passed us in the
wood a bit later.™

ug, thent"

THE MAGNET

Mr. Quelch's brows set more grimly,
and Skinner and Bpoop both realised
that something was wrong, they could
oot guess what,

“ You wera tﬂ%‘ether the whole time "
rasped Mr, Quelch.

“Yes, sir!” muttered Bkinnor.

“Do you say the same, Snoopi"

Yes, sir |” gasped Snoop.

“Then how does it happen,” asked
Mr. Quelch in a deep voice, “that at a
short time after three o’clock Snoop was
scen in the quadrangle alone?”

Snoop gasped, and Skioner set his
thin lips.

“I—I wasn't, sir!” moaned Snoop.
“I—I couldn’t fham: been ¥ o

“I have inquired very thoroughly into
this matier,” said Mr, Queleh. “ Tt was
obvious that some member of my Form
had spoken falsely. Some boy had told
me that he was at a distance from this
study at the time when he was cogaged
in perpetrating an outrage here, 'fnu
two juniors havoe stated—not once, but
over and over aglain—that ‘ol were out
of gates before three o'clock and stayed
cut till ealling-over, ¥Yet I learn from
z 3ixth Form c:ji’;hnt FOu, Enun-p; WEerg
In the quadrangle after three o'clock,
loitering as if waiting for someons."
Eﬂﬁai almost groaned,

He had hung about, walting for
Skinner, at that time, and he knew
that it must have been near half-past
threo when they went out of gates to-
ged:her, and he knew how Skinner had
cen cceupied while he was waiting for

1.

Skinner gave him a bitter, venomous
look.

“Do you still deny, Snoop, that you
were within gates after three o'clock
yesterday 7

Bnoop mumbled miserably.

“*MN-n-no, sir! I—I forgot—"

“¥You had better tell the truth now,
Snoop | You wore waiting in the guad-
rangle after three o'clock jyesterday
afterncon

“Ye-e-es, sir!” gasped Snoop.

“For whom were you waiting 7

“8kinner, sic.”

“Where was Bkinner "

“In the House, sir.”

“Very good! Bkinner, do you per-
sist 1n your statement ti:mt ¥Oou woere
out of gates at three o'clock 7"

Bkinner breathed hard.

“No, sir! I—I admit that I was not
out of gates, I—I said I was because I
was afraid you might think I'd been
inn this study, sir. fhad nothing to do
with the ragging.”

“You desire me to believe that vou
lied to me, in order to avoid possible
suspicion 1

“Yes " gasped Skinner.

“1 cannot believe that statement,
Skinner ! T shall now take you both to
vour headmaster! De, Locke will—"

There was a howl of terror from
Snoop.

“I had nothing to do with it, sir!
I warned Skinmer that it wasn’t safe,
1 tried to stop him, sir—I did, really |
I refused to have anything to do with
it! I told him I weuldn’t! I told him
he was a fool to do it 17

“¥ou may make vour statements to
the Head, Bnoop, if Skinner persists in
his demial. DBui I warn you, Skinner,
as your Form master, that if Dr. Locke
detects you in falschood, you will be
expelled from the school 1*

Bkinner set his teeth. He knew that
he dared not lie to the Head, with
Snoop blurting out the truth at the same
time.

“J—I own up, sir!” he muttered.
“I—I"'m sorry, sir! I1—I was fecling
wild, sir, because—because I was licked,
and—and I—I apologise, sir ["
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Mr, Quelch stepped back, and Skinner and Snoop e¢niered the study. Skinner facsd the Remove master’s keen eyes with

hardy coolness ; but it was all that Snoop could do {0 keep his knees from knoeking together.

““I have sent for you

two boys to question you about the revengelul act which has been carried out In my study,” said Mr. Quelch In acld fones.

“¥ou admit that you perpetrated the
outrage in this study, Skinner 1"

“#1—I never meant——"

“Yes or not” .

“Yes!” stuttered Bkinner,

“Very You will take five
hundred lines, Snoop! You, E-kmm?}',
will follow me to Dr. Locke’s study |

It was a dismal schemer that followed
Mr. Quelch to the Hend’s study. How
hia schemo had gone wrong, even yet
Bkinnor did not know., It had been one
of his best-laid schemes, and Skinner
prided himself on his cunning. Dut
there had been a hitch somewhere, that
was certain, And Skinner trailed dis-
mally after Mr. Quelch to a most unwel-
come interview with his headmaster.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
The Clouds Rell By !

“ oB 1™
Mark Linley came breath-
lessly into Study No. 1 in the
Remove., Bob Cherry  was
there with the Co.
“Bob, old chap—"
Bob stared at him. ;
Mark's face was cager and his eyes
bright. But BDols look was gloomy and
unfriendly.
“ Look here, Linley—" ho began.
“Hold on!” said Alark, “I've just
been speakine to Dunter, and I've [ound
it all out, Bob.”
Bob Cherry grunted. :
“¥ou needn't be afraid,” ho said.
“I'm saying nothing. And Dunter
knows that I'll squash him if he gives
you mway. Let it drop.” ]
“¥ou don't understond,” said Mark
patiently. “I had nothing to do with

(See Chapter 14.)

the rag in Quelch’s study, You [ancied
50 because you picked up my envelope
there. If I'd known that befora——"

“What on earth is all this shout?”
asked Harry Wharton.

“T'll tell you,” said Mark., *“ Bob
took his lines to Quelch’s study yester-
day and found the room had becn
regged. I've just learned that he picked
up an envelope there that had been
dropped by the ragger. That envelope
belonged to me.”

“0Oh, my bhat!” ejaculated Johnny
Bull, “5p that'a it, 13 161"

“That's 1t," said Mark., “I had a
letter from my father yesterdsy, and
I answered it in the Rag, and threw
the old envelope inte the wastepaper-
basket, under the table, there. That
was tho last I saw of it—or thought
of it—till now.™

Bob Cherry started.

“Look here, Linley! That e¢nvelopo
was used fo wrap a gum bottle in, and
waz dropped in Q,ue?ch':—; study by the
fellow wha chucked the gum about——"

“He must have picked it out of tho

wastepaper-basket for the purpose,”
said Mark quietly,

“You—you mean to say—"" staim-
mered Bab, “Look here, you know

what Quelch would have thought if
he'd found i$%"

“I kovow, and I'm afraid the ragger
knew, too,” said Mark., * He may have
taken that old envelopo by chance to
wrap up a8 gum bottle, or he may have
intended to put Quelch on my track. X
don’s like to say. But, in any case, it
was soma other fellow; and I give you
my word that I never saw that envelope
after throwing it inte the wastepaper-
basket in the ﬁag.“

Bob Cherry stood silenk.

“You can take my word, surely?”’
said Mark.

“Of course!™ said Harry Wharton,
at once,

“0f course!” said Frank Nugent.
“Wea know you, old bean. Buf it's
jolly lucky Bob picked it up in Quelchy's
study.’”

“The luckfulness is terrifie.””

Bob's fuce was growing crimson. Such
a trlgk as this had never occurred to
his simple, honest mind.

“Oh! he gasped. “I-—I see! Of
course, J—I  thought——  Bunter
thought, too—— You sce, it was your

u::mr:::f ope—and it was there. It locked
a8 1

“1 know what it locked like,” seid
Mazk, “and if you hadn’t picked it up
I'm afraid that Queleh wouldn’t have
had pny doubt on the subject. I'm
afraid it was meant to get me into a
row with him. But—but you can take
my word that I never dropped it there"

“Yes,” said Bob slowly, *'I—1've
been rather a fool, Mark. I thought
you were telling & heap of rotten lies,
and—and—and I ought to have known
you better, old chap. I—=I'm sorry I

“It’s all right, if you believe mae
now,” said Mark. “I don’t blame you
for being taken in, but-—"

“Y was @ blithering ass not to think
of it,” said Dol ruefully. * DBut—but
I never dreamed—"'

“¥ou were an asa!l” agreed Wharton,

“ Passed unanimously 1" said Johnny
Bull.

“"Nem, conl!™ said MNugent.

“The nern-confulness 13 terrific

Bob grinned.

{Continued on page 28.)
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An Urgent Call !

QUQUIER-TINVILLE glared at
F Sansarge for a moment, then
and fell to pacin
an

flung aws :
the floor, his hands clasping
unclasping behind his back.

“He must be found!” he snarled
guddenly, bringing up short in front
of Sansarge. *'The insolence of the
cub to return thus to Faris! He
must be found, I say!”

*Assuredly he must,” responded
Sansarge, and there was that in his
voice which might well bhave been
a thinly-veiled mockery. “That is
why I ask the whereabouts of Mal-
liard, who——"

“Malliaxd is dead!” weut in the
Public Proseeutor savagely. “He
has been killed in an

English inm by that cursed Af
glis! § BwW
Will-o'-the-Wisp |

i e enemy

“ Mordien ! breathed
Sansarge, in astonishment,
“Ypu mean that? But,
name of a name, how do
you know "

“How do I Lkpnowd™
ghouted Fougquier-Tinville,

“1 know because Will-o'-the-Wisp
has told us so.”

His voice was shaking with passion.
He explained about the missive whicl
had borne news of the death of Mal-
liard, and in which Will-o'-the-Wisp
had threatened to get Lord Percy
Woolerton out of the Temple Prison.

And as lhe concluded all restraint
and self-control seemed fo slip from
him. In maniscal frenzy he beat on
the tahla with his fists, and his
distorfed face, with its blazing eyes
and livid lips, wae that of a fiend.

“How much longer is this cursed
Evglishman to plague us so?” he cried
hearsely. “How much longer is he to
laugh at us, mock us, taunt us, whilst
moving in our very midst. Is he the

THe MaGNeEr LisRiRY.~No. 1,132,
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devil himself that he can do theso
thinga?"

“] have thought so more than
once,” interposed Sanearge heavily.
“1f ha i=s not Satan, then he is his
son, But see, now. If we can find
Panl Darc we will find Will-o'-the-
Wisp.”

Fouguier-Tinville stared at him,
motionless.

“There iz none in Paris,” con-
tinued Sansarge eagely, “who dare
ive Paul Darc sghelter. But he has
ﬁia companions, as we know through
the delivering of the letter he has
sent to me. ho are they? Again,
there is nothing to bring Paul Darc
back to Paris, where every moment
he is in deadly peril. Why, then, has

hours to go, and then one more

of the People will writhe in the dreaded
embrace of Mother Guillotine,
hours Will-o"-the-Wisp achieves the seemingly
impossible and rescues his friend from the very

jaws of death !

he come? To aid the man who rescued
him from the guillotine.”

“Mordien!” muttered the Iublie
Progecutor. 1 believe you arc
right 1

“I am right!” returned Sansarge
confidently. “You will gee.” Then
roughly he went on: “You have seen
the letter which he has written to
me. I will be honest with you,
Citizen, for I care mot what you or
any man thinks, There is little room
for lovae in a heart such as mine,
but such love as I was capable of
was given to that boy. Yet his life
is forfeit to France, and my duty was
to come to you with the information
that he is in Paris. Well, I lhave
ﬁpne! my duty. Now do yours—find

im I’

But in those few

GEO. E.ROCHESTER.

{ Introduction on
next page.)

“Find him!" spnarled Fouquier-
Tinville. * Where am I to find him
if he is with this Will-o’-the-Wisp?
Has not Paris been combed and re-
combed without succesg—="

He broke off sharply as there came
a sudden loud and prolonged hammers
ing on the street door below. With
ropid strides he crossed fo the
window and, dpu]iing aside the cur-
tains, peered down,

In the darkencd street below was
a cabriolet with an escort of four
mounted soldicrs,

“Well, what s itF"' rapped
Fg-ugmer—meriHe, wheeling from the
window as the aged hap who tended
to his needs presented herself apolo-
getically on the threshold of the
room,

“It is soldiers of the National
Guard, Citizen,” whined the old
woman. ““The sergeant bears aon
urgent dispatch for you from the
Citizen-Governor of the Temple
Prison.”

"“Then show him up!™
shouted Fougquier-Tinyille.
“Bhow him up, you bag-
gﬂg’l& !!I

Mordien, what had hap-
pened? MHad that cursed
Will-o'-the-Wisp  carried
out his threat and rcscued
Lord Perey Woolerton?
Sacre nom! The thing was impos.
gible! He couldn’t bhave done it
with the prison full of soldiers !
There came a elump of booted feot,

and a sergeant of the Guard strode
into the room.

“Dispateh  from  the  Citizen-
Governor !” he said stolidly, with a

hated

fmrfunutaq aalute, and held out a
1eavily-sealed envelope,
With shaking hand the Public

Prosceutor took it. Half dreading
what he would read, he ripped open
the envelope and withdrow the single
sheet of paper which it containced.
Rapidly he seanned the hastily-
written words, then swung on San-
sarge, & glitter of friumph in hias

£y ea.
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“At lazt, Bansarpe!” he cried
wildly. “Hia name at last !
Without ceremony Sansarge

enatched the dispatch and read in
%’hﬁi familiar sprawling scrawl of Le
e:

“To the Public Prosecutor, Citizen
Fougquier-Tinville.

“The English prisoner, Lord Percy
Woolerton, has asked to see you in
hia cell. He is, I think, becoming
alarmed at the imminent approach of
death, and is now prepared to divalge
the name and identity of his leader,
Come immediately. await you in

lﬂ-ﬂ cell. 6 818“&&
“Lrs YAiLLe,
*Citizen-Governor of the Temple
Prigson.”

Sansarge lifted his eyes from the
paper with a grin,

‘I thought that Englishman would
break down socomer or later,” he
observed. *‘I said so when I saw him
before the Bar of the Tribumal.”

Fouquier-Tinville, donning his long
black cloak, had no time for reply,
so great wasz his haste.

Bansa turned to the scrgeant.

“All 18 quiet at the prisom, I
suppose™

e gergeant, a tanved and lean-
jawed fellow, nodded.

““All is quiet, Citizen,” he replied.

“I am ready!” cut in the FPublic
Prosecutor harshly, cramming his
wide-brimmed hat on his head. Then
to SBapsarge: "“"What of your”

“l will remain here until you
return,” replied Sansarge. "If will
gsave you the trouble of sending to the
Hue Couteaun for me.”

It almost seemed as though this
gimple arrangement was not to the
mind of the Public Prosecutor. But
there was no time for argument, so,
with a grunt, he strode scowlingly
from the room, followed by the
sergeant.

Sansarge listened to their {read
dﬂaeen&ing the staira, then crossed to
the curtaired window.

Drawing back the hangings, he
watched the black-cloaked figure of
Fouquier-Tinville enter the coach,
The sergeant swung himself up into
the saddle of his horse, and to the
ears of Sansarge came the harsh
command :

* Forward !

Then, as the coachk rumbled away
along the cobbled street, accompanied
by its escort, Sansarge dropped the
curtains back inte place and crossed
to the door.

siumped heavily into u chair, and

hoisting his feet on to the table, pro-
duced his blackened clay pipe. The
trembling old woman appeared with

the required refreshment, and having
laced it convenicnt to Sansarge’s
nd, shufled away, closing the door
behind her.
_ And thus, comfortably established
in Fouquier-Tinville’s best chair and
with his feet on Fougquier-Tinville's
table, Sansarge sat pufhng and drink-
ing—puffing and thinking.

Curse that Englishman—that Lord
Percy Woolerton! Why couldn't he
keep his mouth shut? They were
bound to ecapture Will-o'-the-Wis
sponer or later without his aid. An
Eausarﬁe didn’t want it to be sooner.
Apd why not? Beeause undoubtedly
Paul Dare—FPaul Hungerford-—was
with Will-o’-the-Wisp. And if the
latter was captured, then his com-

aions, including Paul, would

oubtlessly be captured as well.

Sacre nom, but if he, Sansarge, had
known that Lord Perey Woolerton waa
%’omg to betray the identity of his
eader, then he wouldn't have shown
Paul’s letter to Fouquier-Tinville,
Sarsarge didn’t want to sec the boy
captured. Not ha! _

He had told Fouquier-Tinville to do
hie duty and find Paul. But he cer-
tainly wouldn’t have said that if he'd
thought Fouguisr-Tinville could pos-
sibly have carried out snch an ex-
hortation. No, he'd only shown
Fouquier-Tinville the letter and told
him to find the boy in order to annoy
him. He liked to annoy Fouquier-
Tinville. And now, it seemed, he’d
given him a valuable bit of informa-
tion instead,

Faul wag with Willo’-the-Wisp,
and within the hour Leord Percy
Woolerton would have betrayed Will.
o’-the-Wisp.

Cuorse Lord Perey Woolerton !

R Y W VW,
INTRODUCTION.

It ix the year 1702, when the long-threats
revoludion in France kas burst inmﬁmﬂ. Pﬁﬂ
Dare, & peasant lad, {5 made Commirsioner of the
Revolutionary. Tribunal, but for saving his
Mmﬁ““’ Armande de St m::ir,l;g:am the
Yate tohich has befallen o many o hated
arislocrats, he is himeelf sendenced to the guillotine,
T the Wﬁ. '‘aul learne from kis friend
Sansarge that ke is not French, tul English. Hix
réal naime 18 Powl Hungerford, and his father,
wir Crispin Hungerford, from tehom Re was
Kdnapped when aﬂm Jetn months old, mourns
&im oz depd, The despairs of ever seeing
hiz father again, but rescite comes af the eleventh
howr. Together tixith the Comdte LV Espany, Paul
ig sarved from deatk by Will-o'-the-Wisp, o
mpeteriot:  Englishman, whore daring ang

" TERGITCE aided  wany Laloerals,
h'" ﬂlﬁﬂj’ﬁn ¥ he bellowed, thrusting jﬁ:}ﬁﬁmr £irpe te Eﬂgimdﬁmﬂg at H’uﬂ{rﬁ:gﬁ;
18 ea out into th laner, 8 Dorggl, comes Paul's glad reunion
¢ deserted with ki Jather. Im the happy, care-free days

landing,

In response to the summons, the
aged hag appeared at the foot of the
gtairs,

""A bottle of the best, Citoyen !
ordered Sansarge. “And a glags!®

“But I—I don’t know if I dare—"
began the old woman fearfully.

“"Ilare?  bellowed Sansarge.
“Dare? Ma foi, woman, since when
has the Public Prosecutor taken to
hoarding his wine? Has he yet to
learn the first principles of Equality
and Fraternity? A bottle—at once ™

Hah! A pretty state of affnirs
indeed when & guest was refused a
paltry bottle of wine.

Returning to the room, Samsarge

that follow, the lad tries fo f hie grim er-
periences during the Terror, little dreaming that
Malirard, the chicf 2py of the Recoluiionary
Comanities of Publie Safety, has followed Rim fo
Englaind i8 planning to trap kim and toks
Aim back {0 France, Lord Perey Woolerton,
one of Will-o'-the-Wisp's band, hae already
fallen @ viclimy to the cunning spy, bul before
the plot againat Paul ean be carried out Mallierd
wuteeds hin death of the hande of Will-o'-the-Wi
Aimself. A week Iater, in Paris, a surging
gethers oulside the Temple Prizow, toherein 48
Lord Percy Woeolerton, condemned o dealh.
With his usual cudacious coolness, Will-o'-the-
Wisp hos announced hie infention of resour
fitg comrade, but pueh - utione are faken that
réscue seemis Dmpogsible. The evening befors
the erecition, Fouguier-Tinville, the notorious
Publie Prosecutor, 18 rigiled by Sansarge, who
showe him a mesrage he has received from Paul
Hungerford. " In Parig!"™ shouls F ier-
Tinville. " That trailor—in Parig!™

{(Now read on)
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And Fouquier-Tinville. His wine
was like himself—soured !

With which reflection Sansarge
angrily swept the offending hottle to
the floor and procceded moodily in

search of another.

The Secret Qut!
EANWHILE, Fouguier - Tin-
M ville was finding the short
journey to the Temple Prison
all too long for one so fired with
impatience as he.

More than once he let down the
window and, thrusting out his head,
had snarlingly bade the coachman
make more hagte. Then throwing
himself back on the cushions, he con-
tinued to ponder on this latest
development.

All word of it must be kept from
Robespierre, of course, until after the
execution. ‘The English prisoner
would naturally expect to be freed in
exchange for the information which
be was now fmpared to give. Well,
the fool would scom be disillusioned.
He was going to die on the guillotine.
But he would mnot know that until
after he had spoken, Until then,
Fouqnier-Tinville was prepared to
dangle the tempting bait u:d:P freedom
and gafe conduct to the coast in front
of the trusting fool.

If Robespierre discovered that the
prisoner had at this eleventh hour
gwﬁﬂi ‘tht_:tﬂc-ﬂire% information, he
would insist upon keeping his bargai
and letting hlf:; go fg;e.g Therﬂﬂfﬂlrz
ail knn'fﬂc?ig& of it must be k
Robespicrre until Lord Perey Wooler-
ton had passed from this world. It
would be too late then for Robespierre
to carry out a bargain which he had
had no right to make; a bargain

t from

which promised to cheat the e of
;?é;: their sport and theifeﬁgwful

No, Fouquier-Tinville would warn
Le Valle to keep his mouth shut; and
after haviog divuiged the name and
identity of his leader, the Englishman
would die.

A swelling, tumultuous roar laden
with a strange, dread menace, came ta
the ears of the Public FProsecutor, and
a few minutes later the pace of the
cabriolet slowed down to a crawl as it
reached the outskirts of the mob
which was keeping an all-night vigil
outside the prison.

Faces like those of leering, grinning

fiends were pressed against the
windows of the coach, Hoarse ques-
tions were flung at the escort of

soldiers. Then came a burst of wild
cheering as the word flew round that
it was Fnuqéﬁcr*'l‘:’nviﬂa who was
approaching the prison.

For the Public Prosecutor wae
popular; the idol of the people. None
&0 venomous, so vindictive ag he when
dealing with the cursed aristocrata.
S0 the mob cheered him again and
again, and hia eruel lips twitched into
a smile of complacent self-satisfac.
tion.

The cabriolet rumbled through the
great gates into the prizon yard and

ng  came to a stop at the main entrance.

Alighting, Fouquier-Tinville brushed
his way past the sentries and passed
into the prison, escorted by the
sergeant, who led the way through the
vast entrance lobhy, where lounged a
Tne Magner Lisgary.~No. 1,132,
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full seore of soldiers, and along the
stone corridor, at the end of which
was the cell whers Lord Percy Wooler-
ton was lodged.

At o sharp command frem the
sereeant, the armed gooler on duty in
front of tlie cell door turned the key
in the lock and, drawing back the
bolts, swunyg open the lLeavy iron
Goor.

Ponguicr-Tinville strode into the
cell, followed by the sergeant, who
paused an instant to close the door
belind him. Lord Percy was seated,
writing, at the rough deal table
with which the cell was furnished.
Behind him, on o bench azainst the
wall, sat two soldiers of the National
Guard, their carbines resting be-
tween their knoes.

At the entrance of the Public
Prosecutor, Lord Percy raieed his
head to stare at him, then rose
sglowly to his feet.

“Bo you have changed your mind!"
eaid Fougquier-Tinville harshly. Then,
to the guards: “Where is the
Citizen-Governor? 1 expected——"

That was as far as he got. For a
hand behind him swept the hat from
hiz heed, and eimultaneously some-
thing erashed down with sickenin
force on his aknll. He estagpere
forward a pace with hands out-
stretched, then his knees gave way
Renea.th him and he slithered to the

onT.

other,

I

7

* Will-p’-the-Wisp I ** ejaculated Lord Percy,
_ hoarsely, staring wide-eyed and inoredulous at

the grim-visaged sergeant,
“Be quick,
‘ moment to lose,
and gag them ! ** (See this page.)

THE MAGNET

“Move n muscle, and I will blow of this sergeant, whom he knew to

vour brains out!”

The two soldiers froze into immo-
bility, gaping dumbly in fear and
amazement ot the two horse pistols
whichk had appeared in the hands of
the sergeant, and which were cover-
ing them with deadly intent.

It was with one of those weapons
that he had struck down the Public
Prosecutor, now lying a limp and
unconscions heap on the floor of the
cell. They had not seen him draw
them, for he had been etanding too
close behind the Public Prosecutor
for that. And with such swiftness
had he acted that they had net had
time to raise evem a finger before
those pistols were covering them.

Name of a name, who was this
deyil?

But the prisomer knew ;

“Will " he ejaculated hoarsely,
etaring wide-eyed and incredulous at

the grim-visaged sergeant,

“Yes!” rapped the other. *“But
gquick, man! We haven't a moment
fo lose. Disarm those f[ools, and
bind and gag them! Here! You'll
find rope in my pocket!™

Then, to the eocldiers, in a woice
harsh with the deadly menace which
it held

“QOne false move, and I fire !

With eyes ngleam, Lord Perecy
whipped 1into action, snatching =
length of fine rope from the pocket

" Yes | * rapped the
man ! We haven™ a
Disarm your guards and bind

be mnonme other than his splendid
leader, Will-o’-the-Wisp. And covered
by those black, unwavering barrels,
the £wo soldicrs offered no rosistance.

They were not of the stuff of which
martyrs are made, and they knew
that should they attempt to raise
the alarm by either shout or
struﬁfgle, then sudden lurid death
would belch from those muzzles. It
wasn't their fault that this cursed
son of Satan had succeeded in pene-
trating thus far into the prison,
No, indeed it was mot. It was the
fault of those blind and blundering
fools on duty in the corridors and
outside the prison. And life was too
sweet {0 be sacrificed merely to re-
pair the ill-work of others.

So they submitted tamely enough.
with fear in their eyes, and within
& few moments both were securely
bound and gagged.

“"Now that fellow!" said Will-o's
the-Wisp tersely, indicating the now
stirring form of Fouquier-Tinville,
“You will need his closk and hat.”

Working with frenzied haste, Lord
Percy poesessed himself of the Public
Prosecutor's long black clonk, then
securely trussed that individual by
wrist and ankle, completing the
operation by thrusting a makeshift
gag into his mouth and tying it
with his own handkerchief.

Consciouspess had returned +to
Fouquier-Tinville by now, and he
squirmed and writhed frantically,
giarmi up at the two Englishmen
with hate and malignant fury in
his blazing eyes.

“Quick, Perey! Thrust them
against the wall out of sight of the
open door I

Lord Percy obeyed his leader’s
command; then, denning the long
cloak of the Public Prosecutor, he
clapped the wide-brimmed hat on
his head, pulling it well down over
hig eyes.

“Ready?” whispered Will-o’-the-
Wisp temsely. “"Right! Tread close
hehind me, and walk with your head
bent.”

Pocketing his pistols, Will-o'-the.
Wisp stepped to the door and opened
it sufficiently wida "to allow the
mufled Lord Percy fo pass out into
the dimly lighted corridor. Then
instantly he followed, eclanging shut
the heavy iron door behind him and
thrasting himself in front of the
armed gaoler.

B this door, and pguard the
prisoner well I he asaid harshly,

Pausing an inetant to see the great
key turned in the lock, Will-o"-the-
Wisp swung on his heel and eset off
along the corridor, followed closely
by the peeudo Fouquier-Tinville, who
walked with his cloak wrapped
tightly about him and his Thead,
with itz wide-brimmed hat, hent
downwards, as though he were
plunged in thought.

On they went along the corridor,
which, illumined by 8ickering oil
lampe and guttering candles, was
full of soldiery. hey walked
steadily, without undue haste, but
every moment was an age to both.
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EVERY SATURDAY
Yet the soldiers, lounging against
the walls, with carbines grounded,
or elze languidly patrolling, sus-

ected nothing. TLord Percy's fea-
nres were in shadow. And, for the
rest, was he not alike both in stature
and garb to the Public Prosecutor,
who had recently passed along the
eorridor with that pame sergeant?
It did not occur to any one of them
to step forward and peer beneath
the brim of the Public Prosecutor’s
hat. Why should it?

With ehoulders slumped and head
sunk on chest, Lord Percy passed
into the entrance lobby on the heels
of Will-o’-the-Wisp, who, impercep-
tibly, had qguickened his pace. Far
hers lay the greatest danger. But
at that lwour there was none about
who had either the right to approach
the Public Prosecutor or the temerity
to give him greeting.

Ouiwardly calm, but inwardly
tensed, and ready to whip into in-
stant action, sergeant and civilian
crossed the lobby and descended the
prison stepe to where the cabriolet
was Waiting. One of its escort of
four soldiers had dJdismounted, and
was standing with the door of the
conch open. Lord Perey, stepping
into the coach, glanced at him, and
was rewarded with a sly wink.

Then, as the deor slammed shut,
and Lord Percy, with a sobbing gasp
of relief, threw himself back on the
c¢ushions, soldier and sergeant swung
themselves up into their saddles.

“Forward!” said the sergeant
harshly,

The coachman whipped up his
horases, the soldiers closed in about
the eoach, and it rumbled away out
of the prison yard. The mob surged
back to afford it passage. They
cheered. Ma foi, how they did
cheer! For no day was too long, no
hour too late, for the Tublic
FProsecutor—the Citizen inside the
¢oach—to he abroad on the business
of the people. So they acelaimed
him with deep-throated  roar which
died slowly away with the vanishing
of the coach and its escort beyond
the outskirts of the mob.

Poor fools! It was not till nigh
on an hour Iater that they learned
the truth—learned that Will=o’-the-
Wisp, that hated Englishman, had
tricked them once agamn and carried

off his comrade bencath their very
noses.

And by that time, Will-o"-the-
Wisp, Lord Percy, and the four
soldiers who had formed the escort of
the cabriclet, were galloping madly
through the night towards the
distant coast.

With them rode Paul Hungerford,
for it was he who had acted as coach-
man, and it was he who had supplied
the information which had madc pos-
sible the forging of the letter from
Ee Valle,

By noon the whole party was
aboard the Firefly, which was lying
in readinecss off a loncly part of the
eoast south of Dieppe. And as they
weighed anchor, and stoed out for
England with all sails set, Paul
turncd to the pgrim-faced man who,
with him, was standing in the stern
watching the recedine coast  of
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WONDERFUL SCOOP FOR THE “‘MAGNET” !
Peter Frazer-Jronmasicr/
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There had been a Will to read, a dickens of a lot of swearing
and signing legal papers, a long, dry speech of advice
from the lawyers—and then Peter Frazer, fresh from sechool,
understood that he was the master of Frazer’s Foundry, What
Peter didn’t know about foundry work would have filled the
library at the British Museum,
With a cheery smile upon his clean-cut face and a light heart
backed with inexhausiible courage, he set out single-handed to
take possession of his strange legacy.

And from that moment Peter was treading the broad road of
adventure—a road beset with nnknown perils and unserupulous

“PETER FRAZER—IRONMASTER!”
By JOHN BREARLEY.

is the scoop MAGNET readers can look forward to in next
Saturday’s MAGNET in which the opening chapters will appear.

Your Newsagent Will Reserve Your Copy For You!

27

BREARLEY °

Bui that did not deter him,
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France merging slowly with the
greyness of the distant horizonm,

“Sir,” he eaid suddenly, * you
promised that when this task was
done I would learn your name.”

“Did I, lad #* laughed Will-o'-the-
Wiep. “Go down to your cabin, then,
and I will join you when I have got
rid of this disguise !”

Wonderingly, Paul obeyed and
went below., Minutes paseed, then
the door of his eabin opened, and
there on the threshold stood -a pale-
faced, elegant figure, foppish in silk
and fine brocade.

Paul caught his breath, staring in
inegredulous amaze at that simpering
dandy. It could not he—vr1o

“Eustace !” he cried hoareely.

The other laughed, and,
straightening up, came forward with
cutstretched hand.

“Yes, Eustace!” he  replicd.
“Egad, brother, but I scarce know
which was the most difficult role—
that which it wae nmcﬁaarg to adopt
in England, or that of a blustering,
awaggering, devil-may-care son of
the people, which I adopted in
France.”

“But—but 1 mnever knew youl”
gasped the boy.

“Nay, now, do not blame yourself
for that!” langhed Eustace Hunger-
ford. “For there was a wvast differ-
ence between the drink-sodden fellow
whom wvou met yon morning at

Hungerford Manor, and the unshaven
sergeant of the Natiomal Guard, or
the vile old hag whom you know in
France !

Laying his hand on the boy's
shoulder, he went on eoftly:

“Paul, when I rescued you from
the guillotine and found you were
my brother, I nigh botrayed myeelf
to you then. But there were many
reasons why I could not divulge my
identity evem to you—not lemst of
them being the nnti of secreey whicl
houud my comrades and I together.”

“Who are  your  comrades,
Eustacer”

“Algy Loder, son of Bir Giles
Loder, and others whose people wou
will doubtlessly have met in Dorgpt.”
replied Eustace. “But I will intro-
duce you to them when they have
rid themselves of their puises, for
now you arc one of us.”

“Do you mean that you are going
back to Francer?” demanded Paul.

Eustace nodded.

“We must go back, Paul,” he re-
plied eombrely. *There are still
many innocent lives to be saved.”

Then slipping his arm round the
boy's shoulders, he said with sudden
gay change of tone:

“But come on deck, brother, for
soon we will be sighting the white
eliffis of England—and for the pre-
sent, we are homeward bound 1™

THE RED.
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SKINNER’S SHADY
SCHEME.!

[ wndinegd from puge 23]

“1 o sorry, Marky, old man! Yoo
can kick mez, if vou like.™
b radher kick the fellow . who

rected oub that old eavelope and planted
i in i_;tmhln 5 5lmi~. said Mark, willy
a smile, " You've done me a promd furn,
Bob, auvhow--though rou were rather

an ass to ibhink that I had raggod
Quelch.  Aod —vou're snre von belieave
Hie, v.lﬂmnl:- httuwiug wha 1t really
was s

Bol did not i!ul.*-FI.{'{l.h‘ n g nt,
“OE courae, futhwad '™ wuy his answer,

“Phen it's all SCITNC, IF it over
conite out whe did it——-""

There was a bang at the deor of (he
study., YVernou-mwmith I-.:-uhd,--.i itt.

“Get down to Hall 1" e said,

“What the thawnp foe?”

“The Ilead™s ordered the whnleo
schicol inte Hall,” said the Downler
*Big scene, with & punch in it—"

“1 ut n]nt'r”

“ Ihiblic ging,” said Swmithy.
G e e TNy ﬁmt! T W ho's the  happy
'.I'I'l-l'l'l.'l."l
“*skinner®

“And why "

“Rugging Quelehy's  study  vosber-

day,"” grinned the Bounder, “I had an
I'g]:'in it was Skiuoer. IUs in Lis styvle,
il —""

SBubo1s 0t eeeinin? asked Dob
ey,

“IID # confessod.”

“ g, suwnra. Thiat scitiles ie, ™

Thi+ juniors erowded down to Ifall,
ol fwrn slipped hig pvm throwsl:
AMack .mlﬂ = as [hey wenl.

“Alarky. old man " hp nmmbed,

“Ti's all vight,”" saiel Marvk.

Al Bolr pressedd s v aud - zail
uo more. The rift hetween the twe old
Frivmels was u thing of the pust.

Tlere was quite an fnpressive seone
i Iladl,  Fvery Forme casdoed e,
with the Form masters, amd the pre-
feets walking up and down with their
cites. Thore wa= @ bizz, that  dicgd
gway in a hush, as the Head came i,

with  the  wreeiehed  Skinner  trailing
after i
What  follewed  was  Impressive --

especially for Skivner,  The Mead was
neb o severe E‘.‘f.‘iillt"ﬂiltill, as o ruale. Dub
o this occa=ion he considered it his
duty uot to spare the rod, And he did
pob spave it
When it was over Skinuer looked as
if D “havdly fowwd life worth living.
Amd it. was uhmlumlg.r eottain  that
never, never again would he n::c{-upv his
wlle mwoments in ragzing  Quelel,

THE EXNI.

(There' T be anether greal story of
Hrevry Wherten o Co. tn: nexd weel's
Magser, © entithd: “REACKMAIL ™
You ewn only witde snre of roading il
ehiems, by aviddiving yonr copy WELL IX
ADVANCE )

THE MAGNET

COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!

[Continued from page 2.)

el one meant. death or pome other
drembivl  dismeter, thongh no suthentic
wedaunt exists el one was over ohe-
coniterel.

NEXT WEEK'S SPLENDID PROGRAMME

First on the list iz another spackling
=tuory from the pen of Fronk Richards
entitled @ ** Blackiail |

Mr. Prout, the ponpons master of the
Fitth at Geeyfrines, = the wvictim, and
Horaee Coker, the t!lnm]u-rn dufier, comes
it tho Tlrﬂ‘ltlr"!‘ too. You'll enjey this
e no el

**FETER FRAZER  -IRONMASTER!"
By John Brearley.

Thiz= will be the first long opening

Jnstalment of the new. sevial of which 1

spoke earlior one CNufl said. I know
vou are aheady looking forwand to it
Thon Master i ey Xu ft:!tt- ﬂ-lilim‘l:-.i with
another delightinl ** sJwoe which bins
tho tithe of

*““FOILED AT THE FINISH 1"

Noxt on the list comes another topping
article by our Air expert, w IJ.H dr incwdentally
winda up this iboresting sorios, and fwally
there’s anothor iny itation to all ot feHlowes
ta “Coms o fhe Office.’” A gowld
peogramiiy, what —and ofwe which must
not on any aeconnt Lo misseld. Claorio
ey Dwartices.
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HERE'S A YARN TO MAKE YOU ROARWITH LAUGHTER—SAMPLE IT, CHUMS !

EEVER

Another lively, side-splitting wvarn by that humorous member
of the Second Form at Greyfriars—Dicky Nugent.

L1 QAL "
o The deffening roar went up
for il wnpteenth tima from

ithe specktators on the Junior
football field at St Sam’s.

Tho Fourth Form were MF..__.FM.. their old
rivals, St. RBill'a, and St. Bill's wore
getting it where the chicken got the
chopper.

Jack Jolly & Co. were farely maki
mincemeat of them. GCoals lad _.___H,_Mm
up merrily until averybody had lost connt
amﬁ&é the referes, and Tallboy of the

xth, who was acting in that capassity,
had to keep the score in a Jittle notebook
to make gure of remeombering it. That
waa the sort of game it waa.

Among the specktators who lined the
pitch were Monsure Froggay, the French
master, and ancther forrin-looking jentle-
man who seemed to be Lesnly interestod
in tha play,

As a matter of fact, the Fronch master's
irtend w88 mnone othor than Monsure
Sportier, the famus French foothaller.
This jentleman was & unwwuﬂ of Monsnre
H_E_mmmm. At present he was touring
H«._n as kaptin of Lay Rodeurs, the
soliybrated French team.

one oheered more loudly thon Monsure
Sportier when Jack Jolly and Frank Fear-
lpes and Merry and DBright notched goal
after goal ogaingt their demorrilised
opponenta. o J

Mong dew 1™ he egpselaimed, after
Merry had scored a specially brilliant goa),
“How thess wnm,m? o vw_nm,._mﬁ._.._ it m,;_H
enppoae they are the best players in the
gkool T* ;

{Natcherally, he spoke in Fremch, but
the orther is translating the remarks into
English for the bennyfit of those readors
who are unackwaintod with the French

langwidge.

,,m_m_mam I L—@mn_n#ﬂ__mﬁ_mn Monsnre Froggay,
replying to his nephew’a question. *" May
non | boys aro meerly juniors
belonging to the Fourth Form, The boys
of the Sixth Formn, they play still better,
s it not 1Y

“Mong dew ! Then my mind is made
up with itgelf1” said Monsure Sportior
egasitedly. " Our famus temn, Lay
Rodeurs, they shall challenge tho First
Eleven of 5t. Sam'a!™

Thia was the decision that led to quite
o lot of eggsitement and fun at &t Sam's
in the daya that followed,

Five minnita sfter Monsure Sportier
had made up lis mind, a majestick
Loarded figger in cop snd sown strutted

down to the Junior playing field, It was
Dr. Bir¢homall, the revered and skollerly
Heoadmaster of 8t Bam'’s. The neiso of the
cheering had distorbed the Head while he
was induljing in his usuael forty winks,
and he had coms down to investigate the
cawsa for himessl.

“My hat! Thers sesme to be a lot of
sggeitement about this afterncon!™ re-
marked Dr. Birchemall, as he joined the
M_.__m____u.____,m_m round the piteh.  Who's winning,

g [T}

H._.,__.._._m sre, mir,” replied Midgstt minor.

“The Fourth are making mincemeat of

8t Bill'a1™

The Head frowned.

" Kindly refrain from the use of slan
oggeprossions,  Midgett,” he orde
stornly. " A refine rson would say,
' The Fourth are mmﬁﬁq mopping up the
Aoor with "em | ' Remember that, for tho
future., What's the score "

* We've lost count, sir "' grinned Tubby
JBarrall,

“ My giddy aunt ! The IHead made a
ot © H._.Mmmmﬂ_wnﬂm of hiz bony honds,
and bawled out to Tallboy: ™ What's
tho geore, ref 17

* Bighty-five—nil 1 ¥ bawled back Tall.
boy, from the middle of the feld. i

“Grate pip! Are they playing the
Blind Skool ? " asked Dr. Birchemall, in
EUTRTIZ6.

“ Mot at all, smie™ gaid Lovle of the
Fourth. “ The sggsplanation iz that we've
m._mn an eggsoptionally pood team in the

ourth this season.”

The Heod smiled s somewhat sarcastick
smile.

“Good for the present day, porhaps:
but nothing like the teams weo used to
fiedd in my day. Why, whon I was kaptin
of the "Varsity team at Oxbridge, Loyle, I
could have made rings reund any of the
leading professionals of to-day. reclior
loet an ocoasion whon wo _.“..__._..__.H,m..h & foam
called the——  Yooooop L'

Dr. Birchemall didn't really intend to
toll Lowle about s team callod ihe
" Yooooop." That was the word that came
most natcherally to his lippa as ome of the
5. Bill's men sent the ball whizzing out
of MFU_, to alite with a terrifick crash in the
middle of the Head's fizzop.

Crosh !

" Yooooop ! Yow.ow.wow ! Wooooop ! ™

roared Dre. Birchomall, dancing up and
down lile o dancing Dervish and clasping
hia dammidged fizz in agpemy, while

from the spockiators and players cane o
yell of unaimperthetie lariter,

“* Ha, ha, ha b

.14.-.. it =i
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_ =
= \ x
e gl lllﬂ.l T = J.L
"Urocono! Bilence,
you disrespecktive rot-

ters | M groaned the Head.
“Take a thowsand lines
for larfing, all of you ! "

* Do youmind chuecking
over the ball, when yoy'va
finishoed, sir ¥ asked Call.
boy.

That calm  rekwest
sedmed to add fuel to the
five so far a3 Dr. Dirch-
amall was gonserned. He
turnad as red as a pony,
and gave a enort of rage.

* Ratts, Tallboy! I
shall do nothing of the
kind, I have come to
the conclocsion that the

ame that is being played

are this afterncon is en-
danjering the lives of
peacefol citizens, and I
a_ﬂu.mua?ﬁ declare it &b an
ﬂ --.'

“But vou can't do a
thing like that, sic _H._
(1] ﬂ.

Tallboy, that sre not done elsewhero.
You will oblige me by torminating the
gamé withéut argewing the toss soy fur-
ther [

It was, of corse, impossibul to ingh
the wishes of much an important %ﬂmﬂﬂﬁpﬁﬁ
sz Lthe Head, so Tallboy oboyed the rebkwont
and called the pame off thers and thesn.

Thus ended tho grate match between
8t. Bill's and the St. Sam’s Fourth,

The St. Bill's men, a3 a moatter of fact,
wire only too glad of a rest, and as they
draggod their weery lima back to the
pavilion they hed to admit they had met
their mastors at Sockor.

When Jack Jolly led his men off the field,
ho notigged for the first time, Monsnre
Fropgay's nephew, who was just bong
mtracdooeed to the Head.

Jaclk storted at tho sight of Monsure
sportier.

“My bat! TI've scen that chap's fofo
in the papora resemtly,’” he remarcked.
“1 beleeve he's Hportier, the famwns
French foothaller, kaptin of Lay Rodeurs.™

" Quito right, old chap!” nodded
Tubby Berrell, who was standing by.
* Fropgay hos just becn lelling sonwe of
tho chaps that he wants Lo ix up o matel
with the First Eleven.”
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The footballera of the
Fourth felt keenly inter-
ested in that annownce-
ment at once and they
could talk of nothing
else whon they got back
to the pavilion.

It will be a
honner for the
Eloven if the ot o
gamewith Lay eurs,"”
remarked FrankFearless.
- H_H..E__.“H..__ an awiully
hot lot, ou kEnow.
Only last week they
heat Aston Hotspur and

ate
irst

Tottenham  Villa  all
handa down '™
Suddenly Jack Jolly
whistlad.

“ Fow | Hera's &
whooze, you Iellows!
What's wrong  with
the Fourth playing

Lay Rodeyra ™
“What, ua 1" eggs-
“Little wsl Why

not " asked Jack Jolly.

“ After oll, we're heaps

better than the TFirst

Elovon."
But thae First Eleven iz the

** True ! ]
reckernised St. Sam's team,’” said Frank

Fearless with a ahake of his head. ™ 1'm
afraid we sha'n't be asked.”

Jaok Jolly larfed merrily. ] ]

“ Wall, * nothing vencher nothing gain,'
sz the old motter says,’” he remacked.
“I'll go and seo the Head sbout it later
o, Anyway.”

o Frgid it won't he mueh use, though,
old chap,” said Foarless. ‘

“Wo'll geo!? was the kRryptic relort
of the kaptin of the Fourih.

1T.
— LE]

: 01 zent for me, sir
% Burleigh of the Sixth, the
kaptin of 8t Sam’s, made that
remark in tones of rospect s
he entercd the Head's study sne timo
ad oo,
Tir. Birchemall looked up from his
eoie paper with a nod.
“Trot in, Burleigh, and tako o WE___,_
1 want to speak to you about foothall.”
Burleiph's jow mﬂa.nuﬁ.n__._ alitely.
*1 trussed, sir, that you are not kon-
fempinting oflering your servisses to the
First Eloven as you did during the cricket

I hawve .__.pﬁ. AT

sonsor,' he snid, ' IF so, Pin afraid T

shall have to decline—without thanks!"
The Hesd frownod.
“ Indeed, Burleigh! Mite I ask what

cawses you Lo make such s decision ¥

“Well, sir, to be quite frank, you can't
play Sockor for tofig 1

Dr. Birchemall euilerad furiousiy.

“ Pray don't talk out of the back of
your mneck, ‘Burleigh. Without blowing
my own trumpet, I may say that I am
far and awsy the bost foothaller nt St
Sam's. But this is all beside the pointf.
Ae a mattor of fact, I have no intention
of offering my valluable servisses to the
First Elovon.'

“"Hem! My mistake.
pardon, sir ! mermered Burloigh,
gratoly releeved.

“Granted | The fact is, Burleigh, that
much as I should like to nasizt the teamn,
I find my age snd temperament morg
suitably catered for in the royal and
ancient game of hopscotch,” k ed e
Hend. " Now to get down to brass fax.
The reason I have sent for you is to make
an annownecmont conserming a fixture

“ Indesd, sir1” said Burleigh, begin.
ming to look interestod.

“ Yeas, indeed, Burleigh ! Regardloss of
eggspones, 1 have just arranged for the

I ber wyour
Toaking

Bt. Bam's First Eleven to play a famus
forrin team who Are at present touring
England. The name of the team in
queation is Lay Redeurs [ ™

“My hat | You've fixed u mmwﬂn with
Lay Bodeurs ! " gasped Burleigh.

L8 ﬂmﬂﬂﬂ.—u« |

“The team that whacked Aston Hot-.
apur and Tottenham YVilla 7 ™

I¥r. Birchemall sighed.

* Burleigh, Burleigh, how many times
must I tell you not to use slang egpgs.
pressions like “whacked *° What you
mean 18 'the ftsam that licked Aston
mﬁ__ﬁwﬁh.uﬂn Toltenham .___Mm_n_ Lollow 1

that s your meaning, the answer is
in the affirmative.”

“ Grate pip 1 This iz good of you, air,
and no mistake ' cried Burleigh, his
T face beaming like a fool moon.
“Why, Lay Rodeurs are considercd one
of the crack Continental teams.™

5 Hﬁhnwﬁw. Honce H“_.m reaaon for mmma
% 16 opportunity of arranging the
mhmﬁ.ﬂ. Haﬁmﬂu mE.__m_w.qm?: naHﬂHﬁ:ﬁm the
Hoad, wegging & sollum fourfinger at tha
kaptin umﬂﬁ, m,m..u_-.mu * I want you and your
fenm to go inte strict training for thia
grate mateh.”

" With plezzure, eir!” grinned DBur-
leigh.

“You must admit, Burleigh, that the
First Eleven have not been egpznctly ono
grand awect song of a Bocker team this

car. ¥You only beat the Mugpgleton
w.?ﬁEE.m by tho amallest possibul margin,
while the Mothoaten KRamblers ﬂ:.___u"u,
mopped up the giddy floor with you.'

“T'm afraid there i3 something in what
you say, =ir,” admitted the kaptin of the
skool relucktantly. * However, I promniss
you we will go into strick training for the

¢ with Loy Rodeurs. T will cut down
the playors doenutt rataon to begm with,™

““An eppzollent sujjestion! By the
way, you mite gend all the surplus ones
up to me and I will seo that they are
w_uawwu_w disposed of,” esid the Hend,
with & eunning eggspression on his dilo.
“Well, I think that's oll, Bucleigh. You
may buzz off now ! "

Burloigh twned fo go. At the same
moment the study door was opened from
outside.

Buong !

*Yaroogoo 1"

Burloigh gave a fecndish yell as the door
collided with his noso.

“Borry !V prinned the noweommer, who
happened to be Jack Jolly of the Fourth.

"Ow! By doso!” roarcd Burleigh in

LEEerny.
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" You shouhdn't ave allowed it to got
in the way, old bean 1 ™

e ...._n_.ﬂ._._,.l....w..n__.."_. [ 1]

“Tutt-tutt ! Tesfrain  yourself, QHE..
m...:“_.m. Burloigh !'" broke io the Haad.
* As the poot Bhakespears truely observed,
*Don't got the wind up, Walter !’ Kow,
Jollv, what the marry dickenz do yon
want § "

“ Pleava, siv, I've coms to ask whother
W.“E ean arrangs for our Form Eleven

play Lay Rodeurs instead of the First
Eleven,” said the kaptin of the Fourth
boldly.

“*Eh¥"

“Why, voun cheeky voung nss—"
hegan Burleigh, forgetting his dammidged
nose and bestowing & glare on the junior.

“ Monsure Froggay haa told me that
you have hxed up the match with hia
nephew,” went on Jolly, " and I'm afraid
the First Eleven won't do justisa to 5t
Sam’s. S0 why not give the Fourth Form
e A chance to distingwish them-
selves 1

For a mament a tense silence brooded
over the Head's stady,  Jack Jolly's bold
offer had come as a bombshell.

Then the Hoad inned. Tho prin

ehanged to o chuckle, the chuckle to a loarf,
and the lavf to a rowr. And Burleigh.

rathor rolieved to find the Hoad on his
eidae, followod swut.

*Ha, ho, ha 1™

*Ha, ho, i1 "

*He, e, ho! ™

“Oh, my giddy sunt! If you don't
take the biskit, Jolly 1" almost wept Dr.

Birchormall. ** Just fansy the Fourth
playing Loy Rodeurs ! Ha, ho, ha 1™

““Ho, ho, ho!™ roasred Burloigh.

“*Laok here-——" eaid Jac
indignantly.

“Don’'t say nny more, or I shall bust
my sides with larfter | " gurglod the Head.
“No, Jolly! I'm afrand can't oven
coneider mllowing you to play the selly-
brated team, %ﬂu I'il make you a fsir
oftor.”

* What's that 1 " asked Jack.

The Head winked slyly at Burlsigh.

" If you like, Jolly, I'll srrange another
fixture for you with the Mugpleton
Grammar Skool. But not at Bocker.
For preference, some other game at which
your youthinl abbilitiea will have more
chanes of acheoving suxzess. I aujjest
marblea." -

“Ha, ha, hal” shrecked BPurleigh,
and the Head himsslf condesended to join
in again with o harty :

“Ho, ho, ho 1 *

Jolly

Jack Jolly frowned.

“Loolk hore, gir, this iz no lacfing
mntter—"

“Your mistale,” chucklcd the Head.
"It ial" }

“Ton't forget we beat Bt. Bill's Bb—nil
.-”..n.-.-mﬁﬂm. _. Lh ]

“Bah! Who are 3t. Bill's, anyway 1"

snaored the Head. *“If I had beon play-
ing, you would have bLeaten them by
sovveral hundred goals.”

“Thon you won't agres to if, sirt"
asked Juck Jolly.

"Not today, beker!1” grinned the
Tead. * Now buzz off, my boy ! 1 hinve
o lot of work to do."

And lho picked uwp bis compug paper
aguin and resoomed his studies.

8o Jock Jolly returned to the Founrih
disappointed. HBut the brainy koptin
of the Fourth hadn't reached the end of lus
resources yob. By hook or by crock, he
intendod the Fourth to En—ﬂ agningt tho
prate Fronch footballors. ow ho eould
acheove his wizh remainoed 1o bo spon.

THE EXRINL

(The second yarn in this grand * foolor
aeries fa entitled : Y FOILED AT THE
FINISH 1" Don't miss veading i, chunits,
whatever you dof)
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