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FOR NEWS AND VIEWS,

=} Gorme Inle the

Always glad to hear from you, chums,
The Editor, The '* Magnet "’ Library,

The Amalgamated Press, Lid.,

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

chums |
Of course, you are all going in
for our magnificent {ree gift
scheme, and, naturally, you want to get
A8 many coupons as you can. So here's
your chance ! In this week's issue of our
gplendid companion paper, the ** Gem,”
you will find an

EXTRA-SPECIAL BONUS COUPON !

SPLENDH} news for you this week,

In addition to the usual 50 points
coupon, there will be a Big Bonus Coupon
worth 250 points—making THREE
HUNDRED OINTS in all! That's
going to give you a big lift with your
collection, so take my tip and hurry round
to your newsagent at once. Tell him to
reserve you a copy of this week's “ Gem."
There i8 bound to be a tremendous
demand for it, and you don't want to be
ons of the unfortunate fellows who are
told that it is " Sold Out !’ Jump to
it, chums !

I have just received a most interesting
letter from one of my readers who is a
fisherman. He sends me along another
interesting item for my record of * Things
you would hardly believe.” Here it is:

ARE THERE SUCH THINGS AS
MERMAIDS ?

The average porson would answer
" No ! "—but wait until you hear what
this reader, Mr. J. Dodsworth, of Hull, hag
tosay. Inashop near his home there is on
view an animal that is half human and
half fish ! - There is no fake about it, for
this reader has handled it himself, and as
he is a fisherman he ought to know !
Here is his deseription of it :

“ It has a human head, with eye sockets,
ears, nose and mouth—but the teeth are
fishes teeth !

“It has a neck, shoulders, arms, four
fingers and a thumb on each hand, which
are webbed ; a chest, back and waist.
But the rest of the body is a fish's, with
fins, scales and tail complete! The
colour of the fish part is golden, and the
human part black—although it might
have been white when alive.

“It has no gills, which makes me
believe it was warm-blooded and breathed
in air. In all, it is about two feet long.”

Any of my readers who live in or near
Hull have an opportunity of seeing this
amazing sight, for I am told that it is
still on view.

N OW for a few
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

““The Return of Dennis Carr. “ Old
Reader,” of Wrexham, N. Wales : Thanks
for your suggestion. I will endeavour to
oblige later with a story featuring this
popular character,

Back Numbers of The MAGNET.
London Reader: Back issues can be
obtained from our Back Number Depart-
ment, Bear Alley, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. The cost of each issue is
2d., and additional stamps should be
enclosed to eover the cost of postage of
the particular numbers required.

Are the Finger-prints of Two Different
People Ever Alike ? D. B., of Chelmsford :
No. The chances against this are sixty-
four thousand millions to one—and there
are not so many people in the world !

How Long is the Great Wall of China ?
“ A Reader,” of Brixham: It is 1,500
miles long, and broad enough at the top
to eonstruct a motor-way !

Where is ** The Golden Gate ’? T. Y.,
of Edinburgh : Thia is the name given
to the entrance to San Franecisco Harbour
—one of the finest in the world. The
" gate " is a narrow strait, five miles long,
and leads into a harbour that is tifty
miles long. ** The Golden Horn *’ is the
entrance to the harbour of Constantinople.

What does KPHTH on a Postage
Stamp Mean ? ‘' Colleetor,” of Whit-
stable : It stands for * Crete "—the
island issuing these particular stamps.

Have I received a Creylriars limerick,
or a funny yarn from you yet? If not,
why not ¥ Deon’t forget 1'm still handing
out topping real leather pocket wallets
and Sheffield steel penknives, for stories
and limericka. Miss Doris 8. Darier, of
46, Main Street, Rosettenville, Johannes-
burg, 8. Africa, is another winner this
week. Here is her winning joke, which
well deserves the prize which has been
sent to her :

Mother : ** You've been
a very naughty boy, Johnnie,
and I must send =
you to bed with-
out any tea."’

}  Johnnie: ‘“All

right, but what
about my medi- "W '

cine that 1 have to take after meals ? *

o/s/

so drop me a line to the jollowing address :
The Fleetway

OW come along, chums!
N “Roll 'em up!?! as
theysay at fairal Are

vou interested in
mathematics ¥ Not wvery, I
expect. But here’s a little
mathematical query that you
can try on anyone who 18:

CAN YOU ANSWER THIS
ONE ?

Could you write down the
value of H9%)? That par-
tienlar figure represents Y
raised to the Oth power of Y,
and it is the largest sum that
can be written down in three
figures. Try it on your maths.
master—and then run for it!

Because, you see, the answer
to the above *' simple " sum, will contain
no less than 369 millions of digits ! Suppose
you wrote down five digits to the inch,
you would want a strip of paper 1,104
miles in length to put down the answer !
Even if you wrote for the whole of your
life, you would never be able to get it all
down ! ‘

You can get some fun out of figures, if
you know how. Have yon heard the story
of a boy who got a job, and was asked what
wages he required ! He said he would
work for a lLali-penny the first day it
lis employer would double his salary every
day for a month. Theemployer innocently
agreed. Dut when he discovered, at the
end of the month of thirty days, how much
he owed the boy for that day alone, he
faded away !

How much do you think it was ¢ Try
to work it out for yourselves—but ii
you ean't be bothered, wou'll find the
answer at the end of this chat. It will
surprise you !

A splendid pocket wallet goes this woek
to Edward Styles, of 159, High Street,
Bloxwich, Walsall, Staffs, in roturn for
the following Greyfriars limerick :

Billy Bunter, who well deserves trouncing,
On a tree of green apples was pouncing.
He fell, with a shout,
And, passing, Paul Prout,
Was amazed at the way he kept bouneing!

ORE good things in store for you
M next week! Frank Richards
gets " bang off the mark " with

“THE MYSTERY OF NUMBER ONE
STUDY [ *

A ripping complete yarn of the Famous
Five, and the other fellows of Greyiriars.
It'1l keep you thrilled and interested from
the first line to the last.

What do yvou think of the latest series
of Doctor Birchemall stories ¥ Good stuff,
aren’'t they ¥ Well, look out for the next
one which will appear the week afler
next, It wil make you chuckle—and
keep you chuckling.

Then there are the eoncluding chapters
of our war serial, and another of my little
chats, in whieh I hope to answer a num-
ber of quories from readers which I have
not had space to deal with this week.

The answer to the question I gave you
above is £1,118,481 1s, 4d. for the las:

day’s work alone !
YOUR EDITOR.

o N Y o W

(T ™ T T

A LEATHER POCKET WALLET

WHO

SAYS

B T L P ™ I P ™ P o ™ P ™

or a USEFUL POCKET KNIFE ?

— These handsome prizes are offered for Storyettes and Snappy Greyfriars Limericks.

All efforts to be sent to: “Limericks and Jokes,”" Editor,
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

HAVE A SHOT AT WINNING ONE OF THESE TOPPING PRIZES TO-DAY!

c/o MAGNET,
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AMAZING STORY OF SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Baffled !
e w2 USIT !
11 “Eh?”

“ Hush 1"
Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at the fat Owl of the Remove.

Billy Bunter was mysterious |

He was eo exceedingly mysterious
that the chums of the Remove rather
wondered whether he had taken leave
of his senses—such as they were |

Tea was- over 1n Etudf No. 1. Dut
the Famous Five were still sitting round
tho table, talking cricket, when Bunter
happened.

Billy Bunter inserted a fat face and
a large pair of spectacles into the door-
way and blinked into the study. Then
he rolled in.

In his fat hand was grasped a round
red cricket ball.

What Bunter was doing with a cricket
ball was a deep mystery. He never
played cricket if he could help it. But
if he had been the keenest of cricketers
he could hardly have come to a Remove
study to do bowling stunts.

He was in a state of suppressed excite-
maont.

He breathed hard, and his little round
eyes gleamed behind his big round
gpectacles.

The window was open, letting in a
flood of brizht sunshine. Billy Bunter
crossed to tho open window.

Five blank stares followed him.

“What the merry thump——" began
Bob Cherry.

“ Hush !"* breathed Bunter.

“What the dickens—"
Frank Nugent.

“ Hush 1"

repeated Billy

exclaimed

“Potty 1" in
wonder.

“Will you fellows shut up?"” hissed
Bunter. *“*He might hear!”

“He!"” ejaculated Harry Wharton.
“Who?"

“Carne! Quiet, while T get him !”

Bunter reached the study window.
He leaned out a little—a very little—
just enough to enable him to blink down

asked Johnny Bull

Coker’s latest craze is photo-
graphy, and what he doesn’t
know about this fascinating
hobby would fill wvolumes !
Despite this handicap, how-
ever, Coker’s *‘‘blundering
best’’ with a brand new
camera is the means of saving
an innocent junior from
expulsion !

at the path below in the quad. The
Famous Five stared at his podgy back.

“Is the esteemed 1idiot off his
ridiculous rocker?'’ asked Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ts he ever on it?" grunted Johnny
Bull.

Harry Wharton jumped up.

Billy Bunter had lifted his fat hand,
with the cricket ball in it. Wharton
grasped a podgy wrist and jerked it
back.

“0Ow I”* gasped Bunter.

The ball dropped with a thud on the
floor of the study.

BY FRANK RICHARDS
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With a swing of his arm Wharton
twirled Bunter away from the window.
The fat Owl spun round like a hum-
ming-top.

Bump !

Bunter sat down on the cricket ball.

“Wow !” howled Bunter,

Harry Wharton glanced down from
the window.

A path ran below, and on the path a
Qixth Form man was sauntering with
his hands in his pockets, @ Wharton
could see little more than the top of his
head and his blazer, but he knew that
it was Carne of the Sixth. The official
ashplant of a prefect was tucked under
his arm as he sauntered to and fro.

Wharton turned from the window.

“ Bunter! You howling ass!” he
exclaimed.
“Ow! DBeast!” Billy Bunter

scrambled up. “Don’t make a row! 1
tell you the beast might hear you.”

“He's not likely to hear anything
from this study, fathead; it's more than
forty feet down——"

“Well, vou can't be too careful, you
know! Not when you're chucking a
cricket ball at a prefoct's napper ! said
Bunter. “I don’t want Carne to know
it was me! He would be waxy "

“0Oh, my hat! I fancy he would!”
gasped Bob Cherry, “Just a few 1"

“The waxfulness would be terrific I
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“] say, you fellows, do be quiet!”
urged Bunfer anxiously. “You don’t
want to make him look up! I'm going
to catch him right on the napper—"’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You're jolly well not, you dangerous
lunatic 1" he said. “What bas Carne
done, anyhow "’

“He’s a beastly bully—"" _

True Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,27.
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“We all lﬂ!tow that! But that's not

a reason——

“He's given me six—f{or nothing |”

“You always get it for nothing, don’t
you "’ said Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Yes, old chap! 1 never get justico
here,” said Bunter. “I mever did any-
thing, you know, and it was a sheer
accident, too. T'hat beast Skinner
pushed me down the steps, and I
couldn’t help falling on Carne, could I,
when he was coming up? Ie gave me
eix | I'm going to pay him out. See?”

“Not quite!” said Harry Wharton,
shaking his head. *“You'd better for-
give and forget, old fat bean ! It's safer
—with a Sixth Form prefect.”’

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” grunted
Bunter. “The beast laid it on as if he
thought he was beating carpet! It was
an hour ago, but it still hurts. As soon
as 1 eaw him taking a walk under the
Remove windows I saw my chance—
sce? Kasy as winking, from a study
window.*

“And why not from your own study
window 7" asked Nugent.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Well, that's rather a gilly question,
old chap,”” he answered. “Carne may
spot the window it comes from. I don’t
want him to come up to this passage
alter me, you ass.”

“Why, youn fat villain!" exclaimed
Wharton., “If he spotted it coming
from this window he would come up
after us!”

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

That consideration apparently
weighed very lightly with William
George Bunter.

As usual, his fat thoughts were con-
centrated on himself. e had none to
waste on less important persons.

“That wouldn't matter, I suppose "
remarked Nugent.

“Exactly, old chap! Now, keep
quiet, . for goodness’ sake—don’t make
the beast look up! He might hear
something ! I'm geing to get him right

L 3]
“You

on the napper—
“You fat foozler,” said Bob.
might hurt hir’:;a, landing a ¢ricket ball

on his napper.
“That's what 1 want,” explained
Bunter.

Wharton glanced down from the
windbw again. Arthur Carne was still
strolling up and down the path,
evidently quite unconscious of his
danger. Probably 1t had never

occurred to a great man of the Sixth
that a vengeful junior might think of
buzzing a cricket ball at his “napper.”
Certainly there were very few juniors
at Greyfriars who would have thought
of 1it. It was a case of fools rushing in
where angels feared to tread.

“Is he still there?” asked Bunter
anxiously.
~ “He's still there,” said Harry, laugh-
ing. ‘' But you're not buzzing that ball
at him, you frabjous ass! Roll away,
and don't play the goat.”

“Look here, you beast——'

“It would mean a fearful whopping,
you fat ass—perhaps a Head’s flogging |
Chuck it I”

“8han’t!”” howled Bunter. “You
fellows jolly well mind your own
bizney! I'm going——"

“You are!"” agreed Wharton.

And Bunter went—not to the window,
but to the door. He went with a grip
of iron on his collar, and was landed
in the Remove passage with a bump,

. “Now hook it,"” advised Wharton—
and leave Sixth Form prefeets alonel
They're not safe.”
“Ow! Beast|”

Tue Magner Linnary.—No. 1,270.

. roll,” said Coker.

Wharton stepped back into the study
and shut the door.

It opened again a minute latcr, and
a red and wrathful face glared in.

“1 say, you fellows——"?

“Hook 1t, fathead!” |

“Gimme my ball, you beasts!”

“Oh, here you are!” Bob Cherry
picked up the cricket ball. * Where
will you have it {"

Bob lifted his hand and took aim.

Billy Bunter gave him one blink and
slammed the door again. Apparently
he did not want it anywhero.

“Beast |” yelled Bunter, through the
kaxhula.

nd then his duleet voiee was heard
no more,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coker and a Camera !
ié
B “Dry up, Potter.”
[ 1] But___-’.l‘
“Don’t jaw, Greene!”
IFifth, dried up, and ceansed to iuw, at
the behest of IHorace Coker. Instead
of jawing they exchanged a wink, and

Coker of the Fifth had no use for
“jaw.” Ceker, in fact, could put in
all the ®jaw” that was necessary, and

The three Fifth Form men stood under
the elms, facing the House, at a dis-
tance. In Coker’s hand was a camera,
It was a recent present from Coker's
Aunt Judy; and all Aunt Judy's
presents to her beloved Horace were
about cameras; he did not, indeed,
know a lot about anything, But he was
not in need of advice from his friends.
gumption, at least he had plenty of
seli-confidence. Potter was rather good
at photography; but all the more for
ceive instructions from Potter. And he
wanted to make that clear.

Coker's friends were with him, not
miring audience. Coker had no other
use for friends.

In acknowledgment of that hand-
Horace was going to send her photo-
graphs of the House. He was going
to take them himself with the new
of “shots ” from different angles, and
pick out the best for Miss Coker. He
wanted Potter and Greene with him
Coker was a gregarious fellow, and
liked company. But he did not want
advice and assistance from them. He
were to watch him at work with
admiring eyes.
“I'll take the whole dozen on the

ur—»

Potter and Greene, of the Greyfriars
smiled.

a little over.

It was a large and expensive eamera.
expensive, Coker did not know a lot
If he had little knowledge, and less
that reason. Coker was not going to re-
to help, but to play the part of ad-
some gift from Miss Judith Coker,
camera. He was going to take a number
while he did his photographing, because
did not want jaw, Potter and Greene

“May as well take

the lot.”

i Eut‘___u

“1 oan’t take photographs while
you're jawing, Potter. I've mentioned
that before,” remarked Coker.

“Oh, fire away!"” said Potter, and he
bestowed another wink on Greene.

Coker took aim with the camera, and
fired away.

Chek !

“That’s one!” said Coker. * Rather
good, I think.” He glanced at his
friends. “What are you grinning at?”

“1 was going to say—" murmured
Poiter.

THE MAGNET

“This way!” said Coker, and he
moved off.

His friends followed him in silence.
They were still smiling. Coker had in-
advertently omitted to insert the roll
of film in the camera before he started
snapping. With an empty camera it
seemcd Embahlﬂ to Potter and Greeno
that Coker would not get those views
of the House that he wanted. But as
Coker did not want them to jaw, and
made that fact quite plain, they re-
frained from jawing. If Coker pre-
ferred to take smaps with an empty
camera, they were willing to let him
get on with ik,

Click, click, eclick, went the camera.
From one spot after another, Coker took
aim at the old, grey, ivy-clad buildings,
snapping away marril}?. Potter and
Greene watched him. They would have
preferred to join the other Fifth Form
men at cricket practice; “still, they
found Coker rather entertaining with
a camera. They followed him from spot
to spot, and smiled as he snapped.

“How many’s that?” asked Coker
suddenly.

“Ten, I think,” said Potter blandly.

“There’s a number shows somewhere,
to show how many films you use,”
said Coker, blinking at the camera. “I
don’t seem to see it, There's a sort of
slot, or something, where a number
shows, or something. Never mind.”

“You see——" murmured Greene.
Kindly, he was going to point out that
Coker could bardly expect to see the
number on the film when there was
no film in the camera. It was really
expecting too much. But Coker still
had no use for jaw.

“Dry up, Greene, old man,” said
Coker. He was taking aim again from
a new angle, getting the row of win-
dows of the Remove studies,

“1 was going to say—"

“(Give a man a rest when he's taking
photographs,” said Coker. “I keep on
telling you that you talk too much,
Greeney.”

“Oh, all right!” said Greene.

Snap, snap!

“That's the lot1” said Coker.

"Is 1t 7" smiled Potter.

“Haven't 1 snapped a dozen??

“Yes, but—"

“Well, these films are made in rolls
of a dozen; so that’s the lot. Now I
have to wind something, or—or some-
thing—and take out the roll of nega-
tives,” said Coker. " You fellows watch
me, and you’ll pick up something about
photography.”

Coker ruthlessly ignored the fact that
Potter was quite a dab at photography.
Coker regarded instruction as one of
those things which it is more blessed to
give than to receive.

Coker found the necessary handle,
and proceeded to wind and wind. He
wound and wound and wound. Then he
opened the back of the camera to take
out the roll,

Then he stared into an empty camera.

“My hat!” ejaculated Coker.

_For some moments Horace Coker was
simply astonished. His powerful in-
tellect was mnot quick on the uptake.
But it dawned on Coker at last that he
had omitted to put the filin in. He had
snapped the camera a dozen times, but
—in the circumstances—there was no

results.

“My hat!™ repeated Coker. “You
aillly chumps "

“What?” ejaculated Potter and

Greene together.
“You howling asses!™ said Coker,
“Us?” gasped Potter.
“Yes, you!” roared Coker, in wrath.
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*You couldn’t remind a man to put
in the film! Oh, no! You stand there
end jaw and jaw and jaw, till you mako
a fellow's head spin; but you couldn’t
gay a word about the films. Oh, no!”

“You silly owl!” shrieked Potter. “1
tried to tell yvou half a dozen times——"

“So did I!" yel'ed Greene.

“0Of all the silly, blithering idiots, I
think vou two fellows take the cake,”
snorted Coker, “ Standing there hike
s pair of silly, cackling geese, while a
follow snaps away at a camera without
any films in it! 1 don't expect much
gsense from you fellows; but really, this
is the limit. Where did 1 put that
roll of film¥%"”

ai 3."":”-1_____41

Cokor, with an indignant snort, pro-

ceeded to insert the roll into the camera.

He glared at it, with knitted brows,

“They make thess things jolly care-
lessly,” he said. “It doesn't scem to fit
the place at all.”

“Perhaps that's because you've got
it the wrong way round,” suggested
Potter satirically.

“Oh!1” Coker reversed. “ Blessed if I
know how a man's to do anything right,
with vou fellows talking all the time,
I'm showing you how to use a camera,
and all you gun do it to jaw and jaw
and jaw, and never say a word of sense.
Don't stand in front of me when I'm
going to take a shot, Potter. T den’t
want to send my aunt a view of the

Fisher T. Fish was so busily engaged
you young ass ? ** asked Wingate,

he answered.

“For goodness’ sake don’t cackle now.
1i you wanted to jaw you might have
told me that I hadn’t put the roll in.
I must have left it on that seat under
the elms. Cut off and get it, Potter.”

“I tell you—"

“Will you cut off and get that roll?
1 don't want to loso this light while
you're wagging your chin, Potter.”

“But I tell you—" _

“They say that a sheep’'s head 1s
nearly all jaw,” said Coker. “ But you
beat a sheep’s head hollow, Potter. Will
you cut off and fetch that roll of film,

LB F]

and jaw afterwards!

“1 tell you,” raved Potter, “that 1t’s
in yvour pocket.”

“Enil”

“ You put it in your pocket.”

“(Oh!” Coker groped in his pocket,
and found the missing roll, “Well, why
to goodness couldn't you tcll a chap
m?l‘l‘
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“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Coker,
“Walking off when a chap’s taking the
trouble to show them how to use &
camera! Talk about ingratitude!”

And Coker, with another snort, pro-
coeded to finish his roll of films on his
lonely own.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Chance for Skinner !

o RINNER, old chap—"
% Harold Skinner of the Re-
move stared round as Billy
Bunter inserted a fat face into
Study No. 11 and glared,
Skinner was not sitting down in his
study, Since he had seen Carno of the
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silliest face at Greyfriars. Keep out
of the light, Greene—if you think your
face will improve the picture, it only
shiows thiat you don't know what your
features are like.,”

Coker took aim againe Polter and
Greene exchanged a glarce, and walked
away in the direction of the cricket-
field. They seemed to have had enough
of Coker and his camera.

Coker, busy taking aim for his shot,
did not notice their defection, for the
moment. He snapped away merrily,
and suapped again,

“That's all right, I fancy,” remarked
Coker, unconscious that there were no
longer any ears to hear. “ There was
some young ass looking out of onc of
those Remove windows, but at the dis-
tance—— Hallo ! Where are you,
Potter? Where are you, Greene?”

But answer thore came none. Coker
stared round in surprise and snorted.

¥

counting his money that he hardly noticed the door open. *‘ What’s that game,
The American junior looked up. *‘I guess I'm giving my spondulics the once over,””
*1 kinder figured I'd lost sixpence.”

Sixth about an hour ago, Skinner had
a disinclination for sitting down. He
was comforting himself with a cigarette,
leani on the table and scowling
through a haze of smoke.

“1 say, old chap——"
“Get out, you fat
Skiuuur.

Skinner was a humorous fellow, with
a kind of huwmour that generally led to
the discomfort of others. It had
scemed quite funny to Skinner to push
Billy Bunter down the House steps—
funny to see him roll, funny to hear
his startled yell. It had been funny,
too, to see him land on Carne of the
Sixth Form, who unluckily started up
the steps as Bunter started down. 1%
had been funny to see Carne sit down
suddenly, with the fat Owl sprawling
over him, It had been funny to eoce
Carne give Billy Bunter “six * on the

Tre MacNer Lisnany.—No. 1,270,

idiot !” snarled



spot. But the fun of the thing vanished
uite suddenly when Carne gave
kinper six, too. 'The incident ceased
to be comical at gnee.

Carne had laid on that six hard.

kinner was still squirming from itl
after the lapse of an hour. He had ha
it harder than Bunter, and he was feel-
ing more vengeful than Bunter. But
he wus a very cautious fellow, and was
not thinking, like Bunter, of taking
it out ¥ of Arthur Carne. A Sixth
Form prefect was rather too dangerous
an anumal for Skinner to tackle., Not
unless it was perfectly safe, or unless
he could contrive to let the blame fall
on some other fellow, was Skinner
likely to attempt to give Carne back
something for that six,

Skinner laid down his cigarette and
reached for an inkpot. Billy Bunter
blinked at him warily.

“No larks, you know,” said Bunter.
“It wasn’t my fault you got six. It
was your fault I got six, you beast! If
fﬂu Eardn’t. pushed me over on Carne

“Buzz off, you fat bluebottle |”
growled Bkinner,

“Got o cricket ball?” asked Buflter,

“A what?” ejaculated Skinner.

He stared. He could not imagine
what DBill wanted with a
ericket ball.

“"Lend me a cricket ball, if you've
got one, old bean,” urged Bunter. “I
—1 want it very particdlarly. 1I'm not
going to sling it down on Carne’s head,
you know,” added Bunter cautiously.

Bunter’s recent experience in Study
No. 1 had taught him caution. But
the fat Owl had his own inimitable Way
of heln; cautious.

“You're going to bung a cricket ball

Bunter

at Carne of the Sixth?” gasped
Skinner.
“No. Nothing of the kind, Carne's

not walking up and down under the
Remove windows, old chap. You
needn’t look out. I suppose you can
take my word. l1—I want a ball for
—for games practice. Wingate has
asked me to bowl to him,” said Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner, forget-
ting his twinges for the moment as
Bunter made that statement. The idea
of the captain of Greyfriars calling on
the services of a bowler like Billy
Bunter struck him as hilarious.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1" said the fat Owl. *“Gwynne—I
mean Wingate—has asked me to send
him down & few, and I—I want a ball
As for Carne of the Sixth, I don't know
where he is. I haven't seen him since
he whopped me. 1 got Teddy's ball,
you know, and those beasts in Study
No. 1 stepped me, and kept the ball—
not that Fwas going to chuck ‘t from
their window, you know. If you've got
a ball in this study——"

Skinner’s eyes glinted.

Skinner would have been very pleased
to “bung” a cricket ball, or anything
else, at the head of Carne of the Sixth,
It was too dangerous a game for
Skinner. But if Billy Bunter was
egregious ass enough to perform such
a performance, Skinner was not the
man to stop him. So long as it was
“all clear ” for Skinner himself, he was
more than willing for the fat Owl to go
shead.

“Of course, T couldn't lend you a
cricket ball to bung at a prefect,
Bunter,” . :id Skinner, shaking his
head. “But if it's to bowl at games
practice—*

“That’s it, old chap,” said Bunter
eagerly. “Sykes of the Sixth fairly
begged me to scnd him down a few—"
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ball, if

“Well, you can borrow m
“There it is

you like,” said Skinner,
on the mantelpiece.”

fl!}md I}l

Billy Bunter grabbed the ball from
the mantelpicce. Then he blinked at
Skinner through his big spectacles,

“"You staying in this study, old
chap ¥”

" Yes,” said Skinner briefly.

He was quite keen for that cricket
ball to be “bunged ” at the prefect
strolling below the windows; but he
was not keen for it to iy from his own
window. Carne might, ")r might not
spot the window from which it came.
Skinner was not taking the risk.

" Oh, know whether Smithy and Red-
wing are out?” asked Bunter.

" Yes; both out of gates.”

“Right-ho 1

Billy Bunter rolled out with the
cricket ball in his hand. Skinner,
watching him from the doorway, saw
him roll into Btudy No. 4, which be-
longed to Tom Redwing and the
Bounder. As both those juniors were
Eufduf gates, the fat Owl had a clear
eld.

Skinner chuckled.

Cautiously he approached his own
window, and glanced out and down.
Carne of the Sixth, his hands in the
pockets of his flannel bags, his ashplant
tucked under Lis arm, was strolling up
and down the path. Harold Skinner's
eycs gleamed at the top of his head.
With a grinning face he waited for the
cricket E;Il to descend from the win-
dow of Study No. 4. Carne of the
Sixth secemed to be in deep thuuiht.
As a matter of fact, Arthur Carne had
recently backed Nobbled Nick for the
Welshem Stakes. And he was thinking
out the problem of meeting the claims
of the greasy gentleman who had taken
his bet, Nobbled Nick having come in
eleventh, With that problem on his
mind, the Sixth Form sportsman was
not likely to remember a couple of
fags whom he had “ whopped ” an hour
ago, still leas likcly to think of them
as going on the warpath,

Skinner waited.

He continued to wait.

Every moment he expected to see the
round red ball whiz out of the window
of Study No. 4. But it did not whiz.

Something, apparently, had deterred
Bunter.  Perhaps his fat heart had
failed him, Perhaps he had realised,
when it came to the pinch, that it was
rather too dangerous a game to buzz
cricket balls at Sixth Form prefects.

Skinner gritted his teeth. It was a
bitter disappointment,

He left his study and went quietly
along to Study No. 4. The door was
half-open. On the study table lay the
cricket ball. DBunter was not visible
from the passage, but there was a sound
of steady champing in the study.
Skinner put his head round the door.

Then he had a back view of Billy
Bunter.

The fat junior was standing at Ver-
non-Smith’s cupboard. His fat hands
were reaching within; his active jaws
were &t work. Skinner glared at his

podgy back.
Evidently DBunter, having entered
Smithy’s study, had looked into the

cupboard, and found something there
which banished thoughts of vengeance
from his mind.

Revenge is sweet, but not so sweet as
jam tarts.  Bunter, apparently, had
abandoned vengeance in favour of jam
tarts. Smithy had laid in tarts for
tea; but he had not yet come in to tea.
When he did arrive, ho was likely to

THE MAGNET

find his study cupboard in the sAME
state as the celebrated Mrs. Hubbard’s.
Bunter, standing before the cupboard,
was not losing a second, Tho jam tarts
were going down like oysters.

Skinner opened his mouth to s alk,
He closed it again. Bunter hmfe not

heard him, and he was too busy to look
round,

Evidently Bunter was not going to
bung that ball at Carne of the Sixth,
Iiven if he had not changed his fat
mind, it was probable that Carne would
be gone before Bunter had finished at
Smuthy’s study cupboard. Skinner’s
thoughts moved quickly. He tiptoed
Into the study, picked up the ball from
the table, and tiptoed out again,
Bunter, gobbling jam tarts, neither saw
nor heard. Probably nothing short of
the crack of doom would have turped
Bunter’s attemtion just them from his
entrancing occupation, and even if the
crack of doom had occurred, Bunter

would have stopped for juss one more
tart.

With a cricket ball in his hand, con-
cealed under his jacket, Skinner moved
along the passage. He did not go back
to his own study. He sli ped into
Study No. 7, the stud wﬁmh Billy
Bunter shared with T dtfy and Dutton.
The two latter were on the river, as
Skinner knew, and Bunter was safely
occupied in Study No. 4. Skinner
closed the door of Study No. 7 after
him, and stepped ncross quietly to the
window,

He glanced down,

Carne of the Sixth was pacing the
path below, still deep in his problem.
He did not look up, or think of look-
ing up. He passed below the window
from which Skinner was cautiously
peering.  Skinner, gripping the bal .
waited for him to turn and come back.

Skinner’s heart was beating rather
fast. But his scheming, eca culating
head was cool.

He was a good deal more vengeful
than Bunter, though with less cause:
for Skinner had deserved his “six,” and
tho fat Owl, as it happened, had not.
But Skinner's view was that Carne had
given him six, and that Bunter was the
cause of it—and he was feeling sharp
twinges, and was likely to feel them for
some time to come. He yearned to
“buzz '’ the round red ball at Carne,
and only the consideration of the risk
detarrerf him. But it looked as if
Bunter was taking the risk, in the eir-
cumstances, as the fat Owl had evi-
dently been “gassing » up and down
the passage that he was going to buzz a
cricket ball at Carne. Ten to one,
Skinner considered, nobody would be
spotted—and if anybodv was spotted, it
would be the fat and fatuous Owl of the
Remove. And if Bunter got another
“six,” it would not worry Skinner.

His 'mind was made up,

Carne came pacing back.

He passed below the window of
Study No. T.

Skinner breathed quick and hard.
For a moment more he hesitated, and
then, as another twinge caught him, he
acted—swiftly,

Whiz!

Crash!

Yell!

Skinner leaped back from the window
and whipped out of Study No. 7. Billy
Bunter, in Study No. 4, went on
gorging tarts, undisturbed even by the
fearful yell that woke every echo of the
Greyfriars quadrangle.

(Continued at foot of next page.)
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(Continued from previous page.)
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
One for His Nob!
1 ALLQO, hallo, hallo!”

H “What the thump——"

“Oh, my bat!”

That fearful yell from
below Mfloated in at the window of
Study No. 1, where Harry Wharton &
Co. were still talking cricket—forgetful
of Billy Bunter and all his workes,

But they ceased to talk ericket as
that awiful howl foated in. They
jumped up and rushed to the window.

Five heads were put out in a bunch,
and five pairs of eyes stared down.

“Great pip!”

“That fat chump——"

“Carne’'s got i1t !”

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

On the path below, Carne of the
Sixth appeared, to a casual eye, to be
doing a song and dance.

Both his hands were clasped to his
head, he hopped and jumped like a
kangaroo, and he :y‘cllnd frantically.

Carne was hurt! There was no
doubt that he was hurt. A fatuous
duffer like Bunter did not reflect on the
damage that might be done by a cricket
ball dropping from a height, and a
malicious fellow like Skinner did not

care. (Carne's cap had protected his

luckless head a little—but only a little,
He had had a very hefty erack, and he
was hurt. His frantic yells were telling
all Greyfriars so.

Fellows ran up from the quad in sur-
prise and alarm. In a very few
moments there was a crowd under the
Remove windows.

“What on earth’s the matter, Carne?”
exclaimed Wingate of the Sixth,

“Yaroooh !”

“What is it—a wasp 7" asked Blundell.

“Ow! My head! Wow!”

“But what—"

“Something hit me—ow!
ball, 1 think—vow!
window—wow | Ow |
Yow—ow—ow !”

“Here's a cricket ball!”
Hobson of the Shell. He picked up
the ball, which lay on the path a
vard or two from Carne,

Wingate stared up at the windows
above. His face was stern.

“Some young ass dropping a cricket
ball from a window!” he exclaimed.
“DBy Jove!”

There were plenty of windows over
the path. High up were the windows
of the Remove passage. From one of
them five faces were staring down, and
the Greyfriars eaptain fixed his eyes on
those faces.

“Wharton !I* he roared.

A cricket
Dropped from a
My mnapperl|

exclaimed

““Hallo, Wingate "

“Who threw that ball down?”

Wharton hesitated a second. He had
not the slightest doubt that Billy Bunter
had earried out his fatuous scheme of
vengeance on the prefect who had
whopped him. 8till, what he suspected
was not knowledge, and certainly he
could not have said so, even if he had
wanted to—which he did not. So his
answer savoured rather of the wisdom
of the serpent than of the innocence of
the dove.

“T never saw anybody throw it, Win-
gate.”

“Not one of you?”

“No fear!” answered
promptly.

Carne glared up, He had a bump on
his head, and a pain in it. He rubbed
the bump, and glared with fury.

“It wasn't that window,” he snarled.
“It dropped fairly on my head—it must
have come from a window just over me
—as I was passing underneath——"

Wingate ran his eye along the range
of windows.

“That would be Study No,, 7 in the
Remove,” he said. “You're standing
just under it—I suppose you stopped as
soon as the ball hit you—"

“0OF course 1 did"™
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“Looks as if it came from that study,
then. I'll out in and see if there's any-
body in that study—you’d better de
something for that bruise, Carne ! Leave
it to me to spot the gnung scoundrel.”

“Owl Wowl Owl”

Wingate ran into the House. Carne
followed him more slowly, with his
hand pressed to his damaged napper. A
crowd of fellows were left excitedly dis-
cussing the incident

In Study No. 1, the Famous Five left
the window and looked at one another,
with ‘grave faces :

“That howling assl” said Harry
Wharton. “He must have got another
ball, and played the goat after all.”

“Not much doubt about that,” said
Bob Cherry. “Still, we don’t know for
certain; mum's the word, anyhow.”

“The mumfulness of the esteemed
word should be terrifie,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “The flogfulness
of . the idiotic Bunter would be prepos-
terous.”

“He jolly well ought to be flogged,
for cracking a man’s head with a
cricket balll” growled Johnny Bull.
“8till, we're not giving the born idiot
away.” _

“No fear I” gaid Nugent.

The juniors left the study as they
heard Wingate’s heavy tread in the
passage, he captain of Greyfriars,
with a grim face, strode along to Study
No. 7. Harry Wharton & Co. watched
him rather anxiously. If Bunter was
still on the spot—— ‘

But Wingate's expression, as he
stared into Etudy No. 7, showed that
that study was vacant.

He turned back, and looked at the
Co.
“Wharton! Do you know where the
follows are who belong to this study?”

““I think Toddy and Dutton are on
the river,” said Harry.

“Isn’t this Bunter's study, too?”

“ Where's Bunter?”’ )

“Y—I haven’t seen him
time."

“It could hardly have been Bunter,”
said Wingate slowly, “that young ass is
as blind as a bat—he would have missed
Carne by yards at the distance—unless
by an ace¢ident.”

The Famous Five made no reply to
that. Wingate's remark was well-
founded ; but they had no doubt that it
was the “acoident ” that had happened.
Who eould it have been but Bunter? He
had been stopped from making that
very attempt in Study No. 1, and it
seemed clear enough that he had gone
to his own study and tried again.

“T’d better question Bunter, though,”
added Wingate. “If he’s in the Houso,
we shall see. Of course, any fellow may
have dodged into another fellow's study,
if it was empt{‘—in fact, the young
rasenl, whoever he was, was not likely
to choose his own window. I suppose.”

He gave the Famous Five a sharp
glance.

“You know nothing of it 7’ he rapped.

“We never knew anything had hap-
pened till we heard Carne yelll”
answered Harry Wharton.

Loder of the Sixth came wup the
Remove staircase, with several more
fellows at his heels.

“Found him, Wingate 7" he called out.

“Not yet! Keep an eye npen, Loder,
and sece that nobody dodzes out of this
passage, while I look along the studies.”

“Tught-ho !

Wingate came back to Study No. 2,
and looked into it, and, starting from
that point, he progressed up the Remove
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for some

Fassag&, looking into study after study.
larry Wharton & Co. exchan

glances in silence. They kad no doubt
that it was Bunter, and that Bunter
would be rooted out, and they could not
E‘J feeling concerned for the fatuous

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

ILLY BUNTER jumped.
B He was almost at the last tart

‘when he heard the sounds ef
footsteps in the Remove passage.

““Oh crikey !’ ejaculated Bunter,

He spun round from the study cup-
board,

It was not the first time that the fat
Ow! had raided the Bounder's tuck—not
the first by many a time. Smithy was a
wealthy fellow, and the good things in
his study often tempted Billy Bunter.
Bunter could not possibly have remem-
bered how many times Smithy had
kicked him for that very recason. He
did not want to be kicked again. The
Pnuuder had a bad temper and a heavy
oot.

Of what had happened in the quad
Billy Bunter had not the faintest idea.
Footsteps approaching Study No. 4
meant, to Bunter, that the Bounder was
coming in. The fat junior blinked in
terror towards the half-open door.
There was no possibility of escape—he
was cornered in the study, if it was the
Bounder coming in.

Bunter did not stop to think. There
was no time for thinking. He ecast a
terrified blink round for a hiding-place.
The next moment he had squee into
the lower part of the study cupboard
and drawn the door shut. It was the
only available hiding-place, and Bunter
bolted for it like a fat rabbit for a
burrow.

There were all sorts of things in the
lower part of the cupboard—old football
boots, a tennis racket, two or three
boxes, odds-and-ends of all sorts. Billy
Bunter squeezed them and
palpitated,

He heard a footstep in the doorway.

His fat heart jumped.

Someone, unseen by Bunter, stepped
into the study, and looked round. Then,
to the fat Owl’s intense relief, he stepped
nhut again. Billy Bunter heard the door
shut,

If it was the Bounder, he had not
come to stay. But Billy Bunter sagely
remained where he was. If the beast
came in again, Billy Bunter did not
want to be spotted.

As a matter of fact, it was Wingate
who had looked into the study—and
found it empty, as he supposed. It did
not occur to him that a fat Removite
was crouching amongst the lumber in
the bottom of the cupboard.

The Greyfriars captain proceeded
farther up the passage. No one was
found till he reached Study No. 11,

In that study was Harold Skinner, in.
dustriously engaged in writing lines.
Skinner looked round from his lines as
Wingate glanced in, and rose to his feet.

“I've necarly done them, Wingate | he
said meekly,

“Eh, what "

“My lines for Quelch,” said Skinner.

“l1 haven't come here about lines.
How long have you been in this study 1”

“About an hour,” answered Skinner.

“You haven't left it?”

“I've been doing my lines,” explained
Skinner meekly. “Quelch told me to
take them in after tea.”

Wingate gave him & keen

among

look.

THE MACNE1

Skinnor was not a fellow he trusted,
But it certainly could not have been
from the window of No. 11 that the ball
had- whizzed, and there were no sus-
picious circumstances. He gave Skinner
a curt nod, and passed on.

In Study No. 12 Lord Mauleverer was
found—stretched on his sofa, lazily wait-
ing for Jimmy Vivian to come in to
tea. His lordship sat up and gave the
prefect an inquiring look; but Wingate
did not trouble to question him. He
passed on, and the next discovery was
Fisher T. Fish, in Study No, 14, the last
study in the passage. [Fisher T. Fish
was busily engaged in cnuntin% his
money—an occupation in which Fishy
found undying pleasure. Half-crowns
and shillings and sixpences and mpnie*
were piled in little heaps, and 1 f!
bony fingers lingered over them lovingly.
Fishy was so entranced that he hardly
noticed the door opening. Wingate
gave him a grim stare,

“What’s that game, you young ass?”
he asked.

Fisher T, Fish looked up.

“1 guess I'm giving my spondulics the
once-over,” he answered. “I kinder
figured I'd lost sixpence—that would
have set me back twelva cents in real
money. But 1 guesse I found it all
right.”

“How long have you been in this
study 7 ‘

“1 suro forget |” said Fisher T. Fish.
“I been kinder busy.” When Fisher T,
Fish was handling money he forgot
time and space. But he reflected and
remembered. “I guess I moscyed in
about five, Wingate.”

“Do you know anything about a
cricket ball being thrown from a
Remove window ?”

“I1 surely do not.”

Wingate turned away, He had drawn
the Remove passage blank. Few fellows
were indoors on that sunny afternoon.
Only cricket ** jaw " had kept the Famous
Five in after tea, but Wingate ecould
hardly suspect those cheery youths of
having cracked Carne's head with a
cricket ball—npeither was Lord Maule-
verer open to suspicion.

And the other two—Skinner and
Fisher T. Fish—had been found in their
own studies, industriously oceupied.
Bunter had not been found—and Win-
gate had no suspicion that the fat Owl
was parked in a study cupboard—and
did not guess that, as he went down the
passage again, and passed the door of
Study No. 4, a fat face that had been
put out of the cupboard was hastily
drawn in again at the sound of his {oot-
steps. Billy Bunter was still lying low,

The Greyfriars captain joined Loder
at the Remove landing.

“No luck ?” asked Eodar.

Wingate shook his head.

“Look here! The young scoundrel’s
got to be found!” exclaimed Loder.
“Carne’s got & lump on his head as big
as an egg.”

“He will have to be found !” agreed
Wingate. “I've no doubt he dodged
away as soon as he had thrown the ball.
He had plenty of time, of course, before
I got into the House. It must have been
a Remove kid—"

“No doubt about that.”

“I1 shall report to Quelch—it’s up fo
him.”

Wingate went down the stairs. He
had done all he could, and made no dis-
covery; but he had little doubt that the
gimlet eyes of Mr. Quelch would search
out the culprit. Ile proceeded to the
Remove master’s study to make his
report, .

Harry Wharton & Co. remained in the
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* I've no time to waste,”” bawled Coker, *‘ I want Potter.

passage. Bunter had not been found,
and they wondered where he was.
Skinner came out of his study, with his
finished imposition in his hand.

“ Anything up, you men?!” he asked.
“What did Wingate want up heret”

“Haven't you heard 7" i

“I've been getting through my 1mpot
—it's got to go in at six, and it's just

turned six,” answered Skinner. “I've
got to rush down to Quelch. I heard
somebody yell, I think—"

“It was Carne.”

“What on earth's happened to
Carne ?"

“Bomebody buzzed a cricket ball at
his napper from a Remove window.”

“0Oh, my hat!
acked Skinner,

“No!” enapped Wharton.

Skinner laughed,

“Don’t bite s fellow's head off, old
bean. 1 shouldn’t give you away 1if you
told me,”

“Don’'t be an a=s,” said Harry. “The
fellow who would chuck a cricket ball
at a man's head is either a fool or =
rascal.”

“That means a fellow like Bunter, or
a fellow like you, Skioner,” elucidated
Bob Cherry blandly.

“Oh! That fat idiot!” exclaimed
Skinner. “Is that what he wanted the
ball for? He told me he had to fag at
bowling.”

The Famous Five looked at Bkinner.

“Did Bunter get a cricket ball in your
study 1" asked Nugent.

“Yea. Of course, 1 never knew——"

“You might have guessed that he
didn't want it for cricket,” grunted
Johnny Bull, “Who the dickens could
want that fathead to bowl to him?”

“Well, that was what he said”
answered Skinner. “Not that 1 believe

T

One of you fellows!
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Potter !

He
said Harry.

it was Bunter, come to think of it.
wouldn't have the nerve.”

“I'm afraid it was,”
* For goodness' sake, don't mention lend-
ing him the cricket ball to anybody out-
side the Remove. There is going to be
a fearful row about this.”

“Mum’s the word, of course,”
assented Skinner. “I'm not the chap to
give a man away, I hope! Don't repeat
what I've said.”

And Skinner went on down the stair-
case with his impot for Mr. Quelch.

“Whell, that settles it,” said Bob. “ It
was Bunter, of course. Well, we knew 1t
must have been Bunter.”

“But where is the silly owl?” asked

Nu?’mti
“Lying low somewhere, of course,”
said Harry. “Oh, my hat! Look!”

The door of Study No. 4 opened ; and
a fat face and a large pair of s
glimmered out inte the Remove puungl;z.

Billy Bunter blinked up and down the
passage, evidently to ascertasn whether
the coast was clear. )

He gave a jump at the sight of the
Famous Five. Then as he saw that the
Bounder was not there, he rolled out
of the study.

“l say, you fellows, don’'t mention
that you saw me come out of Smithy's
study, will you?” said Bunter.

“You frabjous ass! How was it you
weren't spotied there?” asked Whar-
ton,

Bunter grinned, a fat and rather
jammy Frin. There were & good many
traces of Smithy's jam tarts on Bunter's
podgy countenance.

“You see, I dodged into the cup-
board when the beast looked in,” he

said. “Not that I've been up to any-
thing, you know. I—I went into
Smithy's study to—to—to borrow a

Latin dictionary.” He blinked at the

You deaf ass !

Potter !
indignation, the senior cricketers prodded him with their bats, following him up as he retreated, till they prodded him off
the cricket ground.

To Coker’s surprise and

grave faces of the chums of the Re-
move. “I say, you fellows, mind you
don’t tell Smithy. He's a suspicious
boast and he might think I'd been
after his tarts. You know he made out
that I had his cake last weelkk 1 say,
has he gone out againi”

“He hasn't been in, that I know of.”

“Kh! Wasn't it Smithy looked into
the study?”

“You fat nss|

It was Wingate.”
“Oh!

I dida't see him, of course, as
I was in the cupboard! 1 thought 1t
was that beast Smithy! I shouldn’t
have minded Wingate seeing me there.”

“You wouldn't bhave minded?” ex-
claimed Bob. :

“No! Wingate wouldn't have fancied
that I was alter the tarts—he couldn’t
have known that Smithy any
tarts—"

“You burbling jabberwock!” howled
Bob. “Wingate was m for the
dangerous maniac who a cricket
ball at Carne's Napper.”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh crikey | Has somebody buzzed a
cricket ball at Carne 1" hafupod.

“ Haven't you?"” roared Johnny Bull

“Oh, «really, Bull—*

“Didn't you buzz it from your study
window and then into Smithy's
study to hide?” demanded Wharton,

“QOh, really, Wharton—"

“You frabjous owl, you will get a
flogging for this,”’ said Nugant.

“E)h. really, Nugent—~* ;

Skinner came up the Remove stair-
case again. !

“Form-room, you fellows,” he said.
“ All Remove men who are in gates are
wanted! Quelch is on the warpath]
Hallo, that you, Bunter? Where have
you been hiding, you fat owl?”

“Oh, really, gkmnﬂr—-—"

Tee Macxer Lmrary.—No. 1,270,
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“Come on, you men,” said Harry
Wharton. * Lodk here, Bunter, the best
thing you can do is to tell the truth.
Quelch will drag it out of you, and if
you tell any lies, it will make matters
worse.”

“I hope I'm not the fellow to tell

lies, Wharton,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “You're thinking of yourself,
old chap——"

i3

“Why, you fat villain

“It's bound to come out, Bunter,”
salid Bob Cherry. “We’re not going to
say anything, and Skinner isn’t; but
Quelch is a downy bird, and he's sure
to get at the facts. Tell the truth, old
fat bean.”

“Do I ever do anything else?” de-
manded Bunter.

“Oh crumbs I”

“Of course, I know nothing whatever
about it,” said Bunter. “If any fellow
has buzzed a ball at Carne’s napper, it

wasn’t me! 1 never even dreamed of
such a thing.”
“You fat 1idiot!” gasped Wharton.

“I had to collar you to stop yvou in my
study.”

“Ob! I—I mean, I—I changed my
mind ¥ gasped Bunter. “That is, I
never really meant anything of the sort !
I—I was only pulling your leg old
chap, in your study. I never did it,
you know! I wouldn't! I—I lLike
Carnel I say, you fellows, don’t you
get making out that I buzzed a ball at
Carne, if anybody did! I'm as innocent
as—as—as & babe i1n arms!”

“Let's hope Quelch will
that!” grinned Bob Cherry.

And the Famous Five went down-
stairs, Billy Bunter rolling after them
with alarm in his sticky countenance.

“Well, you fellows know well enough
that I always speak the truth,” said
Bunter,

“Too true}” remarked Johuny Bull.

& L ]
Lbelieve

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Coker Asks for It!

OTTER !”
George Potter of the Fifth
did not heed.

“Potter I roared Coker.

St1ll Potter seemed deaf.

Horace Coker, with the camera slung
over his arm, had walked down to Big
Side, where a number of senior men
were at games practice. He wanted
Potter. he fact that Potter was nt
the wickets, and that Sykes, the cham-
pon bowler of the First Eleven, was
testing him with a variety of bowling,
mattered nothing to Coker. Coker did
not think much of IFirst Kleven cricket
anyhow; he was not in the eleven, As
he wanted Potter, he bawled to Potter;
apparently cxpecting that youth to toss
aside his bat at once and come off to see
what was wanted—which George Potter
did not do! Potter passed the powerful
voice of Horace Coker by Like
idle wind which he regarded net.

“Potter !” roared Coker.

It really was irritating—to Coker!
IHe had taken his roll of a dozen
pictures in his new camera. The next
step was to unload and develop the
negatives in the dark-room.

With all his sublime confidence in his
own powers, even Coker did not think
that he would be successful in the
developing line, without knowing any-
thing at all about it. Even Coker
realised that a fellow who did not even
know the names of the fluids to be
used, might spoil the films instead of
auvvcsﬁfuﬁy developing them.

He was going to let Potter do it—in
a lofty, patronising way, of course—
taking care that Potter did not put on
airs, or assume a manner of superior
kKnowledge ! Anything of that kind,

the
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Coker was prepared to put a stop to,
promptly and eficaciously.

And Potter, apparéntly, was not
available! Again Coker bawled, and
yet again, and still Potter, with incon-
ceivable regardlessness, gave his atten-
tion to Sykes' bowling, instead of
Coker's bawling.

Two or threc scniors came over {6
Coker. Tom North, of the Sixth,
touched him on the arm.

. Shut up!” said North,

What #** ejaculated Coker.

:.Hﬂ]d your row !”

You slly ass! I want Potter.”

“Can't fﬂu sce the man's batting "
asked Walker of the Sixth,

Snort from Coker.

" What he calls batting, I dare say!”
he assented. * But I want him, you see
a_.1m] I've no time to waste.” And
Coker bawled again. “Potter! You
deaf ass!”

. Wherecupon, to Coker's surprise and
mndignation, the senior cricketers
prodded him with their bats—and, ap-
parently amused by Coker’s glare of

indignant wrath, prodded him again
and a um,_fnllumuF him up as he re-
treated, still prodding, till they had

prodded bhim right off the cricket
ground. After which, they walked back
towards the pitch 'laug'hing; leaving
Horace Coker glaring and gasping.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Coker.

Coker of the Fifth restrained his
natural desire to- rush on the senior
cricketers and strew them in small
pieces all over Big Side. Snorting with
indignation, he marched off.

That roll of films, a series of fine views
of Greyfriars School destined for the
delectation of Aunt Judy, had to wait—
while Potter was playing the goat af
what he called cricket! It was un-
doubtedly very irritating. But the
wrathiul frown cleared from Coker's
manly brow, as he sighted Penfold of
the Kemove, coming in from the gates,
He was aware that that member
of the Lower Fourth dabbled in
plmlngraph_gl; and he decided to patrons
1se Pen in lieu of Potter.

“Here, kid!"” called out Coker.
Penfold looked round.

“Hallo, old bean! Want anything 1*

hHCEE_kEd.
UCoker frowned again. He did not
like “old bean * from a Remove kid.
“Don’t be checky !” he said. “I want
you to come along to the dark-room and
lend- me a hand developing eome

photographs,”

Coker did not put it pelitely. Ho
had little politeness to waste on fags.
But Pen was a good-natured fellow, and
he nodded assent.

“Right-ho!” he answered. “TFlu
come along after I've had my tea.”

“Never mind your tea,” said Coker.
“1 want you new.,"

“My dear man,” said Dick Penfold,
“I've been out since class, and I'm an
hour late for my tea. Leave it till
aiterwards and I'm your man.”

Coker glared.

lt was vad enough for Potter to pass
his behests unheeded ; but Potter, after
all, was a Fifth Form man. This junior
was a Lower IFourth fag—a mere
microbe, a neghigible atom, a nobody
who was honoured and distinguished by
Coker of the Iifth taking notice of his
existence | Coker was not likely to wait
till Penfold had had his tea. He was
more likely to whop Pen for suggesting
it. Coker, as he often said, %ad a
short way with fags.

“Come along—and at once!" said
Coker briefly.

“ Dow-wow !” said Penfold,

“Are you comingi’’

* Not in the least, old bean|”
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Coker's heavy hand dropped on Pen-
fold's shoulder. One of the ancient
Greyfriars elms was near at hand, and
Ccker tapped Pen’s head on the trunk,

as a tip.
“Now !” said Colker.
“Oh, my hat! Leggo! Rescuel!”

yelled Penfold.

Several mors Remove fellows were
coming along from the gates. They
rushed to the rescue at once. Vernon-
Smith and Redwing, Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton, reached Coker at the same
moment and collared him. At the same
time Harry Wharton came out of the
House. Mr. Quelch had instructed his
head boy to round up all Removites
who were within gates into the
Form-room for the inquiry that was to
take place there. But Wharton leit
that duty over for the moment, and
rushed to lend a hand with Coker.

“Here, you cheeky young sweeps!”’
gasped Coker.

“Bump him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Horace Coker hit the quadran{ﬂ
guite suddenly. He hit it hard, and he
roared.

“Give him another!”” chuckled the
Bounder.

“Oh, my hat! I'll smash you!”

roared Coker. “Mind that cameral
Don’t tread on that camera! Yaroooh!™

Vernon-Smith lifted Coker’'s camera
out of the way with his foot. Coker,
struggling wildly in the grasp of half a
dozen Removites, felt his bullet head tap
the quadrangle again. Coker's head
was hard, but the surface of the globe
seemed harder. Coker’s wild yells awoke
the echoes.

“Have another, old bean?" asked
Harry Wharton.

“ Whoooop !

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Leggo! TI'll epiflicate you! I'll—
Yarooop!"”

Bang !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors, chuckling. released Coker
of the Fifth, and walked on to the
House, leaving the great Horace sitting
up dizzily and rubbing his head. It
was a full minute before Coker was on
his feet again, and then he was still
gpluttering. By that time the Re-
movites had vanished—which was per-
haps just as well for Coker, who cer-
tainly would have asked for more., and

ually certainly would have received
what he asked for.

Coker picked up his camera, and
tramped wrathfully into the House. He
found a number of fellows in rather ex-
pited discussion. Something had hap-
pened of which Coker had been too busy
to take heed while he was performing
with his camera.

“What's up 7" asked Coker.

“ 3ome Remove kid has eracked a pre-
foot's nut with a ericket ball,”" answered
Blundell of the Fifth.

Coker laughed—one of those sardnio
laughs !

“This school is coming to something I”
he said. “Fags handle a Fifth Form
man in the quad, and crack a prefect’s
nut! What they want 1s whoppmng!
Who did it?"’

“They haven't found him yet.”

“They wouldn't!” said Coker, still
gardonio. “I'd find him fast enough if I
were a prefect! I'd like to see the fugs
crack my nut with a cricket ball.”

“Nothing in it to damage. if they
did!” remarked Price of the IMifth,

To which Coker, who was not quick
gt repartce, replied with & snort, and
gtalked on.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Found Guilty !

er R. QUELCH, master of the Re-
; move, looked over the juniors
assembled in the Form-room
with glinting eye. Many of
the Removites were still out of gates;
but Harry Wharton had rounded up all
he could find, and there were fifteen or
sixteen fullows present. Some of them,
who had only just come in, were won-
dering what was up. Quelch’s frowning
brow and glinting eye showed that there
was trouble on the tapis.

“ Wharton, you have collected all the
Remove boys who were within gates?”’
asked Mr. Quelch, in a deep voice.

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well! I have ascertained that
the assault on a Sixth Form prefect
occurred at precisely six o'clock,” said
Mr. Quelch. * All {mya who were In
the House at that time will step out.”
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The Famous Five came out before the
Form, followed by Lord Mauleverer,
Skinner, and Fisher T. Fish. The rest
sat tight, including Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter certainly had been in
the House, gorging jam-tarts in
Smithy's study when the clock struck six,
and the cricket ball struck Carne. But
the fat Owl considered it judicious not
to mention it to Quelch.

Bunter knew what had happened now,
and he was in a u:uml;;m%I state. It was
true that his fat hand had not hurled
the bal! which had cracked Carne's
“put ”; but he could not help realising
that suspicion would be very strong
against him if the circumstances came
to light.

Bunter sat tight, and hoped to escape
observation. But there was little that
escaped the gimlet eye of Henry
Samuel Quelch,

That gimlet eye roved over the fel-
lows who had not stepped out. Mr.
Quelech proceeded to question them
separately.

"Vernon-Smith !
the House 7

The Bounder grinned.

He was ﬂreciaeijr the fellow who
might have been suspected of so reck-
less and audacious a proceeding as
“ecracking the nut” of a Sixth %‘nrm
prefect. He could see the glimmer of
gsuspicion in his Form master’s eye. But
the scapegrace of the Remove for once
had a clear conscience.

“No, sir!"" he answered.

“Where were you, Vernon-Smith, at
six o'clock 1"

You were not in

“QOut of gates, sir.”’
_“Vernon-Smith has just come in,
sir—"" began Harry Wharton.

“You need not mtarru%h. Wharton.
Were you alone, Vernon-Smith, when
you were out of gates?”

“No, sir !”

“Who was with you?t”

“ Redwing, sir.”’ )

“We came back together, sir,” said
Tomm Redwing.

“Oh!" Mr. Quelch’s brow cleared at
once. Redwing’s word was as good as
old, which mrtainl;r could not said
or the Bounder’s. “ Very good! Todd !
Penfold—"’

“ Just come in, sir,” said Peter Todd.

“ Just come in, sir|” said Penfold.

“ Dutton |

“Kh?"” Tom Dutton was deaf, and he
was in blissful ignorance of what was
going on, so far. “Eh? Did you
speak, sir?” 1

“1 did, Dutton! Were you in the
House at six o'clock 7"’

(4 Ethl : ¢

“ Dutton came in with me, sir!” said
Peter Todd.

“You may allow Dutton to answer for
himself, Todd. Dutton, where were you

at six o'clock 1"
“In my study, sir1” answered Dutton.
Mr. Quelch started a little, and gave

Peter Todd a grim look.
E“tfn your study, Dutton "' he boomed.

“ Yes, sir,” answered ]'i]u_ttnn. “In my
study, sir, on the mantelpiece.”
Mr. Quelch jumped; so did the

Removites.
“What?" ejaculated the Remove

master. “I warn you, Dutton, that this
is a serious matter. Did you say on the
mantelpiece " : .

“ Yas, sir, on the mantelpiece in my
study,” answered Dutton. “I always
keep it there, sir ”

“What? You always keep what
there, Dutton?"’

“My clock, sir!”

“Wha-a-at?"”

“Didn’t you ask me where was my
clock, sir?’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence !” hooted Mr. Quelch. “No,
Dutton, you stupid boy, 1 did not ask
you where was your clock. I asked you
where you were at six?” ;

“Oh, I was out ot gates, sir—I've just
come 1n w:th Toddy.”

“Very good! Bunter!”

“]1—I was at Courtfield, sir I” glnped
Bunter, in a great hurry. “I—l was
at the pictures, sir.”

“RBless my soul! You were at the
pictures at Courtfield at six o'clock,
Bunter (" roared Mr. Quelch.

“Yes gir—m.Jos away—"

“PBunter! It is now only twenty
minutes past six, and if you had been
in Courtfie d at six o'clock you could not
possibly hsve 1eturned here by this
time,”

“(Oh !” gasped Bunter. “1—I1 meant to
say that | was—was on E:ﬁ Side, sir,

Tue Macver Liseany.—No. 1,270.
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watching the ericket. I—I'm [rightfully
keen on cricket, sir.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Silence' Step out before the Form,
Bunter 17

“Oh lor’ 17

Billy Bunter rolled out dismally and
jninucr the group standing at the Form
master’s desk, He wished that he had
made it Big Side instead of Courthield,

in the first place. But a fellow couldn’t
think of everything.
To Bunter's intense dismay Mr.

Quelch now proceeded to give him his
very special attention.

“Bunter! You have answered me with
yvour usual untruthfulness. 1 have no
doubt that you were in the House at
six o clock.”

“Oh, no, sir |” groaned Bunter. *“I—I
can prove 1 wasn't, sir., Skinner knows
—I spoke to himn in his study, sir.”

“Bless my soul! Skinner!”

“Yes, sir|”

“At what time did Bunter speak to
you in your study?”

“Just before six, sir—about ten
minutes, I think,” answered Skinner.

“Then you were in the Remove pas-
sage at ten minuates to six, Bunter. You
have answered me untruthfully. Where
did you go after leaving Skinner?”

“I—I didn’'t go to Smithy's study,
sir |”? gtammered DBunter.

“I do mnot suppose that you went to
Vernon-Smith’s study, Bunter. I have
little doubt that you went to vour own,
and that you are guilty of the assault
on a Sixth Form prefect,” said Mr.
Quelch, in a terrifying voice. “Did
you go to your own study, Bunter?”

“Oh lor"1 No, sirl”

“Did you hurl a cricket ball from the
window at Carne of the Sixth Form?”
boomed Mr. Quelch.

“Oh crikey! Nol” groaned Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, you tell Mr. Quelch
that I didn’t! You jolly well know ¥

The fat Owl gave the Famous Five an
appealing bli_uﬁ.

“What do these boys know about the
matter, Bunter 1"

“They—they know 1 never cracked
Carne’s nut, sir,” groancd Bunter.
“Wharton stopped me——"

“ What 1

*“He collared me, sir, and bunged mo
out of the study, and Bob Cherry kept
the ericket ball 1? gasped Bunter. “They
jolly well know they did!”

“Upon my word! You admit, then,
that you had a ecricket ball, with the
intention of throwing it at a Sixth Form
prefect 7 thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Oh lor’!l No, sirl I—I mean—*

“Bunter never threw that ball at
Carne, sir,” said Harry Wharton hastily.
“We kept it in the study, and it's there
“DW..H'

“Bunter may very easily have
obtained another cricket ball, Wharton.
He has admitted his intention. Did you
obtain another ericket ball, Bunter 7"’

“I—-I—I—" stuttered Bunter.
“1I—I—I1 never bunged it at Carne, sir.
Skinner’s ball is still in Smithy's study,
sir; I—I left it on the table there,
and—an- fnrgut 1t.”

Mr. Quelch’'s gimlet eyes turned on
Skinner.

“Skinner | When Bunter spoke to you
in your study at ten minutes to six was
it for the purpose of Lorrowing a ericket
ball 7%

“He told me he had to fag at bowling,
gir, and——"

“Did you lend him a ericket ball 77

“Well, yes, sir.”

“Bunter! For what purpose did you
borrow a cricket ball from Skinner,
Tue MacgNer Lierary.—No. 1,270,

after your own ball had been {taken
away from you in Study No. 17
“1—1 was going to bowl to—to Win-
gate, sir——"
“Will Wingate bear out this state-
ment 7” asked Mr. Quelch, in a grind-

Ing volee.
“Oh lor'! I—-I mean, I—-I—*
Bunter gurgled, and gate it up.

“Whoppers ” seldom ran short with
Bunter, hut he seemed at a loss for one
now.

“The matter appears to be clear,”
satd Mr. Quelch. “On your own admis-
sion, Bunter, you intended to commit
this assault on Carne, and were stopped
by the boys in Study No. 1. Then you
obtained another ecricket ball from
S!ill"tl"lﬂl‘*, making a false statement to
himm when you did so. The matter could
scarcely be clearer.”

“I—I didn’t do it, sir,” groaned
Bunter. “I—I was going to—but going
to ain’t doing it, sir! 1 never did it!"

“* Bunter !”

“I hope yon can take my word, sir.”

“Certainly T cannot take your word,
Bunter, when you have already told me
a number of reckless and absurd false-
hoods 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “You
will be taken to your headmaster,
Bunter, after third schoo! to-morrow, for
a flogging I

“Oh erikey! But I never did it!”?
howled Bunter, *“The Head won’t flog
a chap because of what he was going
to do, and never did, sir *

“What you did is perfectly clear,
Bunter.”

“I—1 can prove it!” gasped Bunter.
“I—I1 left the ball on Smithy’s table,
sir. It’s there mow! I ean’t have
chucked it at Carne's head, sir, when
it’s still in Smithy’s study, can I, sir?”

** 1t 15 impossible for me to believe an
statement you make, Bunter. But
will give you every chance, Wharton |
Go to Vernon-Smith's study in the
Remove passage and ascertain whether
a cricket ball 1s on the table there. If
so, bring it to me.”

“Very well, sir.”

Harry Wharton left the Form-room.

There was deep silence while he was
gone. Nobody in the Form-room,
excepting Bunter, expected Wharton to
bring back a ericket ball with him. To

the general surprise, Bunter had a hope-
ful look.

Bunter, in faect, had no doubt that
Skinner’s ball was still where he had
laid it down, He had forgotten it in
the ecstatic joy of scoffing Smithy’s jam-
tarts, and during his thrilling moments
of taking cover in the study eupboard.
And he had not remembered it after-
wards until now, Bunter knew, if no
one else did, that he had not buzzed
that ball at Arthur Carne, so he fully
expected Wharton to return with it.

The expression on the fat Owl's face
puzzled Mr. Quelch, who was watching
him with kecn eyes. A doubt even
crossed his mind. If there was no
cricket ball to be found in the study,
Bunter’s guilt was clear—and the hope-
ful relief in Bunter's fat face indicated
that he fully expected Skinner's ball to
be found there. It was rather per-
plexing.

Wharton was gone only a few minutes.
Billy Bunter’s big spectacles turned
on him as he came back into the Form-
room. He came empty-handed.

“Did yon find a cricket ball on
Vernon-Smith’s study table, Wharton 1”
asked Mr. Queleh, in a deep voice.

“ No, sir.”

“Why, you silly ass!” exclaimed
Bunter, in alarm. “Why haven't you
got it? It's therel”

“ Bunger—=
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“I tell you it’s there!” squeaked
Bunter. “I left it there, on Smithy’s
study table—"

“ Bilence 1

Mr. Quelch picked up a cricket ball
from his desk.

“This,” he said, “is the ball that was
thrown from Study No. 7 window at
Carne of the Sixth Form.  Skinner,
can you identify this ball ¥

“It’s mine, sir!” admitted Skinner.
“I know the marks on it.”

“It i1s the ball you lent Bunter??

“Yes, sir.”

“You may keep it, S8kinner. Bunter,
do you dare to repeat your statement
that you left Skinner’s cricket ball on
Vernon-Smith’s  table when it ie
identified as the ball that struck Carne 7

“Oh crikey: Yes, sir!” gasped
Bunier.

“Upon my word |”

“Bome—some other chap must have
got hold of that ball and bunged it
at Carne, sir!” groaned Bunter, ‘Perpe
haps it was Wingate—"

“What ?” roared Mr. Quelch.

“Thoso fellows told me that Wingate
went into the study, sir, while 1 wa.
there,” groaned Bunter. “Nobody else
did that I know of. So—so perhiaps v
was Wingate buzzed the ball at Carne,
sir.

(1} {Jh’
Cherry.

Mr. Quelch’s face was a study. The
suggestion that the head prefect of Grey-
friars might have buzzed the cricket bhall
at the head of another prefect scemed
to have taken his breath away.

“Bunter I” gasped Mr. Queﬁ:h at last.
“How dare you ! Are you not aware that
Wingate went to the Remove studies
after the assault had hﬂp})ﬂﬂ&ﬂ, in order
to discover the offender "

“Oh!” gurgled Bunter. *“Well, if it
wasn’t Wingate, sir, I—I don't know
who it was! I never did it, sir.”

“1 will listen to no more of this!”
said the Remove master sternly. “Bun-
ter, your guilt is perfectly clear, and I
shall report the matter to your head-
master ! Such an offence i1s too serious
for me to deal with as a Form master,
and I shall not cane you. You will re-
ceive a flogpging after third school
to-morrow.”’

“Oh erikey I”

“Dismiss |’ snapped Mr. Quelch.

And the Removites marched out of
the Form-room, Billy Bunter limping
after them with a woebegone fat Ema.
looking as if he found life hardly worth
living in a weary world.

my hat!” murmured Bob

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker Asks for More !

““ HEY'VE got him, old bean!t!”
E “Ow!” groaned Carne of

the Sixth.
“Feeling bad?”  asked
Gerald Loder.
Wt Wuw li‘l
Arthur Carne looked as if he felt

rather bad.

He was sitting in his study armchair
bathing the bruise on his unfortunate
“nut.”” It was rather a bad bruise, and
it was painful. Even the news that the
offender had been discovered did not
seem to buck Carne a great deal. Cer-
tainly boiling in oil was too good for
that offender, in Carne’s opinion.
Still, even boiling the eoffender in oil
would have made no difference to the
bruise and the headache.

Loder and Walker of the Sixth had
dropped into Carne’s study with the
news. They found him dismal and
dolorous,
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¢ Oh, my hat ! I’ll smash you ! *’ roared Coker.
Smith lifted Coker’s camera out of the way, w

tapped his bullet head on the

“It's young Bunter of the Remove,”
said Walker. “Blessed if I know why
the potty young ass played such a
trick |”

“Ow! 1
for hnrging me over on
EtEP groaned Carne.

That was it, then! Well, he's get-
ting a Huggmg in the morning,”’ said
Walker comfortingly. “Head's

ﬂuggmg )=

gave him six this afternoon
the House

Sure it was Bunter?'' asked
Carne. “1 shouldn't have thmight that
potty owl could have done it."”

“Qure thing! Quelch has nosed him
out already,” said Loder. “He seems
to have admitted it, or as good as ad-
mitted 1t. It's come out that some
Remove kids stopped him when he was
trying it on and took his cricket ball
away—and then he went and borrowed
another ball and did the trick. Deter-
mined little hcaat.l You must have laid
on that six !”

“] gave Slunner six for pushing him
over on me,”” said Carne,. “Sure it
wasn't Skinner? More like him."”

“No: it seems quite clear—in fact, I
hear that he borrowed a ball from
Skinner to buzz at your nut. Quelch 1s
pretty downy; he's nosed it all out.

Wary old bird, you know. Feel like a
smoke T’
“Wow! No.”

Cigarettes could not comfort Carne in
his aflliction. Even the news that
Bunter was to be flogged gave him little
comfort.

Loder and Walker lighted cigarettes
and sat on the table to comfort their
pal with their company so long as the
smokes lasted. Which was really kind
of them; for of lare they had been
ratheg dmlrrmg Carne. Since his
favourite gee-gee had come in eleventh
Carne had been trying to raise funds

i3

hard quadrangle. Bang !

from his friends—but Loder and Walker
were not the kind of friends from whom
it was casy to raise funds. However,
Carne was too occupied with his cracked
nut even to bother about his little
problem of maising the wind. He
bathed his bruise, groaned, and groused.

There was a heavy tread in the pas-
sage, and a knock—or, rather, a thump
—on the door. Two cigarettes disap-
peared as if by magic. Walker waved a
newspaper to clear off smoke as the
door opened, and the rugged features
and burly frame of Horace Coker of the
Fifth Form were revealed.

Walker threw down the newspaper.
Coker did not matter. He had Fared
that it might be a master looking in.

Coker sniffed.

Why Coker of the Fifth had come to
a Sixth Form study was unknown so
far: Coker had nothing to do with the
Elxth and hardly knew Carne. But
there he was, and the atmosphere of
smoke in the study made him sniff.
Coker had his faults—lots and lots of
them—but he had no vices. Smoking in
a studv was a dingy sort of thing that
Coker despised, and Coker was never at
the trouble of eoncealing his opinion.

He sniffed emphatically to let those
Sixth Form sportsmen know what he
thought of them—nothing at all flatter-
ing. He marched in with bis elephan-
tine tread.

“0Oh, here you are, Carne!"™ he said.

Loder and Walker eved him inimic-
ally. They did not like the great
Horace—who, though nobody at all in
the opinion of a Sixth Form prefect,
laboured under the delusion that he was

a very important person indeed,
Ng};hur did they like his disdainful
BNiiL,

“What the thump do you want here,
Coker " snapped Loder,

“ Mind that camera—don’t tread on that eamera—yarooooh ! ’* Vernon-
ith his foot, while the rest of the Removites upended the Fllth-Formar and
“ Whoop [ ” yelled Coker.

“I'll—yoop ! ™

Coker glanced at him carelessly.

“Not you,” he answered. “Get om
with your filthy fag smoking if you
like—I shan't tell the hmk I came
here to speak to you, Carne."

“Well, don't!”” growled Carne. “I've
got a thundenng headache, and your

voice 13 like & megaphone. Take it
away.’

“You look a bit crocked, old bean,”
said Coker, aj'mn the damaged prefect
with a grin, hear that some f
buzzed a ball at your nut. Blessed if
know what this school is coming tol
I fancy the fags wouldn't get out of
hand like this if the Head appointed
prefects from the Fifth."

“There's the door !" said Walker.

“Pon't jaw, Walker,”” said Coker.
“Look here, Carne, I hear that yon
dabble in photography. You've got a
camera, 1 believe—I've scen you with
lt y
“I'm not Ienqu it to you, if that's
what you mmean, grunted Carne,
“Shut the dnnr after you.’

“That isn’t what 1T mean. You de-
velop your own photographs and all
that,” said Coker. “Well, I've got a
camera now, and I've taken a roll of
films—views of the House, and g0 ON.
1 took them this afternoon. I want
them developed. Will you do it for me,
like 2 good chap?”

Carne looked faintly interested. He
dabhled in phntnpmphv ns a hobby—
and dabbled in backing horses as another
hobby. He found photography the less
costly hohby of the two.

“T'll let you have a set of the pmtures
when thev're printed out if you like,”
added Coker. “They're a fine set—rip-
ping pictures.”

(Continued on page 16.)
Tae Magyxer Lisrary.—No. 1,270,
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1.
o AVE! The Head I”
q “Oh erums !
There was a mermer of dis-
may and a skurrying back to
desks in the IFourth Form Room at
St. Sam’s.

Mr. I. Jolliwell Lickham, the master
of the Fourth, was out having a glass
of jinger-pop at the tuckshop. During
his absence the Fourth had been up to
their usual larx.

Mr. Lickham had given them fly-
wisks, and told them to swot; but the
Fourth had decided that they preferred
leap-frog to swotting, so they leaped
instead

At the sound of the Head’'s hevvy,
hob-nailed boots outside, they hurriedly
]ea]laed back to their desks. With an
agillity born of long practiss, all of
them were back in their places by the
time Dr. Birchemall came in.

It was lucky for them they were, for
the revered old jentleman seemed to be
in one of his worst moods. His brows
were thunderous, his eyes flashed liten-
ing, and his steps made the earth quake
as he made a whirlwind entrance into
the Form-room.

- “Where's Mr. Lickham 7"" he stormed.

“Please, sir, he's gone out!”
answered the Fourth, in fear and
trembling.

Dr, Birchemall snorted.

“Fatheads! I can sec that for myself
—I'm not deff! Dut we won't wait for
Mr. Lickham. What I want to say can
be said now. I am going to read you
an eggstract from the current issue of
the * Muggleton Mail." Lissen "

The Fourth lissened. In a deth-like
silence broken only by the shuffling of
feet and the sound of Tubby Barrell
chewing a lump of toffy, the Head pro-
seeded 1o read from the *“Muggleton

Mail.”

Wt Serprizing I%rfr%nfa
WDREOOL

HEADMASTER DBLAMED,

Arsked by our reporter to-day
weather publick skools are as good
as they were, Sir Frederick Funguss.
who s Chairman of the DLoard of
Guvverners of St. Sam's Skool, said
that they are not—not by a long
chalk. He added that on a recent
visit Lo St. Sam’s he had heen shocked
by the iynerunce prevailing in the
Fourth Form. The boys scemed to
have -no idea of history, joggrafy,

at Publick

o

STOP HERE FOR A MERRY AND BRIGHT SCI

o
LG

arithmetick, or speling.
Personally, Sir Frederick
said, he was tnclined to
blame the headmaster,
Dr. Aljred Birchemall,
who was unfit to man-
nidge & coffy-stall, let
alone a grate skool.’ ™

o

“Few 1" asped the
Fourth, as the Head re-
placed the news cutting in
his trowsis pocket.

“You may well wissle !”
said Dr. Birchemall
sternly. “ Apparently you,
the Fourth Form, have given our dis-
tingwished Chairman such a bad im-
pression of the Skool that he has lost
!ﬁsl-: secnse of logiec and blamed me for
lt '1-!

“We—we're sorry, sir !

“Fat lot of good that is when all
Muggleton is larfing at my eggspense 1"’
said the Head bitterly. “Look at what
he says—' Unfit to mannidge a coffy-
stall >—me, that ran a coffy-stall for
vears before 1 came to St. Sam’'s! It's
all your blessed fault 1’

“Oh, sir!"”

“And I'm not going to stand for it!"”
added the Head, sitting down on Mr.
Lickham's stool. “I am going to test
vour nollidge here and now. If you
sattisfy me, I shall beard Sir Frederick
in his den and herl back the lie in his
teeth I

“By gum|!” mermered Jack Jolly;
and there was a subdewed lar{ from the
Fourth.

“1f, on the other hand, you fail,”
said Dr. Birchemall, with a warning
frown at Jack Jolly, “then I intend to
cancel all your half-hellerdays and
dubble your skool hours for the rest of
the term "’

“M-m-my hat ]

“You—you can’t do that, sir "’ gasped
Jack Jolly, in dismay. “If you cancel
our half-bollerdays, you'll sound the
deth-Nell of our hopes of a suxxessful
kricket-season "

Somewhat to the serprize of the
Fourth, the Head replied to that speech
by ]uttEring a weerd cry like that of an
owl.

“Beg your pardon, sir?"” eggsclaimed
Jack Jolly.

The Head larfed sinnically.

“I just gave a single hoot, Jolly.
That was to show that I don't care two
hoots about your kricket prospects!
And now for the test! Merry!”

“Ye-e-es, sir |”’ phaltered Merry.

“1 will test your nollidge of joggrafy.
How many wives did Henery the Eighth
have 7"’

“But that’s history, sir!”

The Head frowned.

“It was always joggrafy in my skool-
days; but if it's history now, so be it.
What’s the answer, anyway 1"’

“Ten, sir!” said Merry, making a
wild gess.

The Head gave a hopeless shrugg.
~ “No wonder Sir Frederick found you
ignagrant! Even a  Second-Former
should know that Henery the Eighth’s
wives numbered fifteen! Fearless ™

I

7,
'

(]

I 5 Diexy Nuaen

“Yes, sir |" said Frank Fearless fear-
lessly.

“I am going to test your nollidge of
speling. What are three twos?"”

“Beven, sir |’

“Wrong !"" snorted the Head. “The
correct answer is eight! Now for
arithmetick] How do you spel
‘ honner,” Loyle 1"

“0-d ui)blmmevr, sir,” responded
Loyle.

he Head shuddered.

“Really, boys, your ignerance is dis-
gruceful! Anyone should know that

honner ' is spelt h-o-dubble-n-e-r! 1
have learnt enuff now, I think—more
than enuff, in fact! 8Sir Frederick was
right—you are ignerant |”

“Oh ecrikey |

“I intend to keep to my promiss!"
said the Head seveerly. *“Ior the rest
of the term the hole Form will go with-
out half-hollerdays; and, ferthermore,
your skool hours are dubbled as from
to-day. Arsk Mr. Lickham to call and
sce me immejately he comes in 1"’

The Head flung the Fourth a stern
look, then stalked out, leaving them
farely stunned by the blow.

HF
day.

The Fourth groaned as they followed
the master of the Fourth out of the
dining-hawl, It was rotten having to go
back to class when everybody else was
larfing and charfing on the way to
kricket.

Somewhat to the serprize of the
Fourth, Mr, Lickham did not lead them
straight to the Form-room. He led
them out of the House and down to the
woodshed instead.

Fossil, the porter, was standing in the
doorway of the woodshed. Mr. Lickham
gave him a kert nod.

“Good-afternoon, Fossil! Have you
such a thing as a grindstone nocking
about 1"’

“Bertainly, sir!"” responded Fossil,
with a toueh of his fourlock. *“ Would
you like me to sharpen your pockit-nife,
gir, by any charnse ¥’

“No; I want it for quite another

ose, ns a matter of fact,” said Mr.

ickham. “Trot it out, Fossil, there's
a good chap !

Fossil brought out the grindstone,

and Mr. Lickham nodded.

“That will do. Now, Jolly, I want
you to step forward and put your nose
on the stone 1"

“What?"” eride Jack Jolly, in amaze-
ment.

“Yon herd what 1 said; put your
nose to the stone before I give you a
clip across the ear,” said Mr. Lickham,
with quiet dignity. *“ At once, Jolly 1"

4 Hut., sip—??

Mr. Lickham, who was evvidently
not in the best of tempers, uttered an
eggsclamation of annoyance, grabbed
Jack Jolly by the scruff of the neck,
and applied his nose to the grindstone.

1L

OLLOW me, my boys! There's
?mng to be no half-hollerday
or you!"” remarked Mpr. Lick-
ham grimly after dinner that

ir-




[ORY OF JACK JOLLY AND

“Kindly turn
["ossil I he ordercd.

“My heyel”

The skool porter was serprized ;
but he had no option but to obey.
He grasped the handle 1n hiz
horny hand and started twisting
it as though for a wager. The
result was that the stone whirled
round at a fearful speed, with
Jack Jolly’s nose pressed firmlv
against 1t.,

the tondh

“Woooooop I’  roared Jack
And after that, * Yaroooooo!
Yoooop! Wow "

“Go it, Fossil!” commanded
Mr. Lickham.

“Fossil “went 1it,”" and it

bﬁ%an to look as though Jack
Jolly’s classical nose would be
completely worn away. Beiore
that could happen, however, the russling
sound of a skolastick gown was herd,
and Dr. Birchemall strolled upon the
geen.

The Head gave one look., Then he
qave a yell.

“ Lickham. Lickham !
vou doing of 1

“Putting Jolly’s nose to the grind-
stone, sir,” replied Mr. Lickham,
pawsing in his task. “That was what
yvou told me to do, wasn't it1”

“What 1"

“In the corse of our interview before
dinner, sir,” said Mr. Lickham, * you
told me to take the Fourth in band
and keep their noses to the grindstone.
Well, I've started on Jolly first, as he’s
Form Kaptin. Haven't I dun right,

What ever are

sir 1
Dr. Birchemall stared from Mr.
Lickham to Jack Jolly. Then he

suddenly siupfed his sides and let out

a howl of lariter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! Well, if
you don’t take the hole biskit factory,
Lickham !” he roared. “When I used
that eggspression, I was meerly using
n figger of speech. What 1 meant was,
sce that they jolly well work—not
actually put their bokos to a giddy
erindstone ! Ha, ha, ha!” _

Mr. Lickham's face had never previ-
ously resembled a room; but now it
was a study.

“It looks as if I've made a slite mis:
take, then!” he gasped at last. *“ But
never mind; there’s no dammidge dun
eggscept to Jolly’s nose. Sorry and all
that, Jolly 1

“Ow-wow 1" was all Jack Jolly could
reply. '

The Head dried his tears of mirth on
the tail of his gown.

“Well, well, these little mistakes will
occur,” he remarked philosophically.
“Don't let it worry you, Lickham.
Jolly has plenty of cheek, so he can
afford to lose a bit of his nose! Take
the Fourth back to their Form-room
now and try to distill some nollidge into
their wooden noddles. You have my
arthority to wallop them on the slitest

rovocation—or without it, if you feel
Fike it 1”

“Q0h! Yes,

Lickhanm.

“Keép them at it for the rest of the

terin, Lickham, and I will sce that you

gir [ grinned Mr.

OF ST. SAM'S!
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get your reward [ conclooded the Head.
*Cheerioski I’

And Dr. Birchemall strolled off to play
a game of croaky with his dawter
Molly, leaving the Fourth to go and
rind at Lattin in a stufiy Form-room
or the rest of the afterncon |
T in the Fourth passidge that

evening. Tha Fourth were fed-

up. And no wonder., Mr. Lickham had
kept them at Lattin for five sollid
hours without even an interval
for tea. The only change they
got from the monotony was when Mr.
Lickham pawsed to administer lickings
—which happened pretty frekwently.

And they had nothing to look forward
to for the rest of the term, but a repeti-

tion of the same programme! The out-
look was desprit in the eggstreme.

But the darkest hour is before the
silver lining, as the old proverb says,
and that proved true in tﬁia case,

Just before bed-time, Jack Jolly, who
was discussing matters with a crowd of
hia"pala in the Common-room, let out a
yell.

“Got it ¥

“What, a wheeze 7” arsked Merry and
Bright, looking muech merrier and
brighter. “Oh, good !”

“The wvery idea!” said Jack Jolly
enthusiastically. “It's a wonder 1 didn’t
think of it before! Anybody got a pair
of stilts 1"

Jack Jolly's stared at him
wonderingly.

“Stilts 7 they eggsclaimed. * What
do you want stilts for?”

“To make myself tall, so that I can
dress up as Sir Frederick Funguss and
interview the Head |” was Jack Jolly’s
calm reply.

The Fourth were staggered; but they
soon became enthusiastic when they
thought it over. Everybody knew how
clevver Jack Jolly was at disguising
himself, and none doubted that he could
hoodwink the Head. _ _

Within a few minnits a pair of stilts
was brought to light in Legge’s study.
Jack Jolly then set to work to disguise
himself as Sir Frederick Funguss, and
with the aid of a pair of false wiskers

II1.

HERE was a weeping and a
whaling and a nashing of teeth

pals
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and long trowsia belonging to the
Junior ., Dramattick Society, rappidly
became transformed.

“Think I'll d61” he arsked at Irast.*

The Fourth gnafmd. Jack Jolly's dis-
guise could only be described as
amazing. 1f you had seen Jack Jolly
and Sir Frederick Funguss side by side
at that moment, you would have sworn

they were twin brothers!
]“HM hat! The Head’ll need keaﬂ
ovesight to detect the difference |

d Frank Fearless. “Mind you
i-lillnltllfﬁ old buffer the tale, Jackl”
i t'h Ill-
“Eg:’v; % itertu me 1? chuckled Jack
Jolly. “T'll go and sce the Head right

away ! Ta-tal”
“Ta-ta, Jack, and good luck ™

Without wasting another minnit, J ack
Jolly quitted the Common-room and
went straight to Dr Birchemall’s study.
The Head, rememberin j.:h}l:.t interview
in the “Muggleton Mail,” eyed him
somewhat unpleasantly as he walked in.
But the disguised junior. rotended not
‘6 notiss it, and gave the Head a beam-

ing smile. _ 1
; EHmh! Good-evening, D::. Birch-
~mall 1” remarked Jack Jolly, in a voice
‘hat was marvellously litke Sir
Frederick's. “How are you?! Well, I

S d ?" - - ’
tr?‘EI:IEnt so dusty, Sir Frederick 1"

Jed the Head, who was natcherally
ﬂ:‘};}:lujtut 5?13 anything offensive to 'lilﬂ
Chairman of the Guvverners. I
didn't eggspect to see you, though, n[t.}elr
that hﬂumlj"intarwew you gave to Lhe

al paper.
IW:'I‘ELE«p dlzir:guiaed kaptin of the Fourth
ﬂﬂg Gle-:ut was eggsactly what I came to
see you about. hope you don’t think
1 said what the paper says said.
Becawse if you do, you're jolly well mis-
taken. 1 didn’t!"” 3

“ You—you didn’t 7" gasped the Head.
«Then in that case why the thump did
thﬁ}i I:']itillttell? tyuu.” answered the falso
Sir Frederick, dropping his voice to a
confidenshal wisper. " The fact 1s,
Birchemall, this paper, the Muggleton
\ail’ is simply a skandal sheet thab
thrives by printing skandalous sujjes-
tions about sellybrated public men.

“Ay hat! That's why they picked me
out, then 1” eggselaimed Dr. Birchemall.
“I was chmﬂl;i becawse 1{ :Ltint ??; selly-

ted public figger—is tha
hrﬂThﬂEa just E I"" grinned Jack Jolly.

“The Lest thing to do is to ignore it.
In ln. way, Jyou see, it's qute an
honner 1"

“1 see ! grinned the Head. “Fansy
me Iunt tumggling to that before! I'm
glad you came along to powmnt 1t out,
Qir Froderick. I don't mind admittmg
now that 1 fi:-lt'ii frightfully aggranoye
vhen 1 read it first.,””

\ The false Sir Frederick uodded.

“qs I understand. In fact, I hear
tliat you actually sentenced the Fourth
Form to perforin increased dutles for
the rest of the term. Natcherally, you
will cancel that now.”

“(Oh, natcherally, Sir Frederick—
cspeshally if you wish itl” said the
Head, who was farely bubbling over
again now. “TI will send for Lickham
and give the mfeessnr%'nrders immes-
jately you have gone. ill you stay for
supper, Sir Frederick 1"

Sir Frederick shook his head.

“1 should love to, Birchemall. DBut
I've ordered some hot pies to be sent
ap to the Hall for me, and it Wﬂl‘;ﬂd be
a pity to waste them. You won't for-
get about the Fourth1” _

“Rely on me, sir!” promised the

(Continued on pagé 28.)



Coker had said that he would like to
see Loder and Walker chuck him out of
the study 1

Now he saw it!

But he did not seem, after all, to
like it!

He gave a roar like the Bull of
Bashan, as he landed in the passage on

the back of his neck.

Loder and Walker stood grinning in

the study doorway, while Horace Coker

o e

(Continued from page 13.)

“How do you know, if they're not
developed yet 1"’

“1 took them I” explained Coker.

“Uh, my hat 1"?

“You'd be glad to have some decent
pictures of the school to send to your
people, what?” asked Coker. “I fancy
they'll be rather better than anything
vou've taken yourself, you know. Dut
I want them developed. I've had no
practice so far, Of course, I know you
shove 'em into & dish, or something,
and cover 'em with something or other,
and wait till they come out, and then
do something or other, and—and—and
something or other. But it needs prac-
tice, I believe. Come along to the dark-
room and do it for me, will you 7"

Coker was putting it uncommonly
civilly. Coker, as he often declared, did
not think much of the Sixth. 8till, he
did not think of dealing with Carne as
he had dealt with Penfold of the

Removo.

“Can't come now,” wled Carne.
“I've got a fearful headache. Might do
it for you to-morrow."”’

“You see, I want to get 1t dome,”’
explained Coker. “No time like the
present, you know. You're not doing
anything now."

“I've got a fearful headache, I tell
you.”’

“1I shouldn't make such a fuss about a
crack on the nut if I were you,” ad-
vised Coker calmly. “1It's a bit ridicul-
ous, isn't it ?"

“What 7"

“You're not made of putty, I sup-
pose? A lot of fags have been laugh-
ing over the fuss you're making,” said
Coker., “I'd advise you to grin and
bear it like a man, you know. What's
the good of snivelling 1"

Carne loocked at him. If Coker ex-
ected this sort of pursuasiveness to
mve a persuasive effeet on Arthur
Carue, Coker was booked for a disap-
ointment. For reasons unknown to the
wppy Horace, Carne looked as if he
was getting into an extremely bad

temper.
“You burbling, blithering idiot!”
gsaid Carne. “Get out of my study

before you're thrown out 1

“I'd like to see anybody throw me out
of a study!” said Coker, looking war-
like at once. ““Don’t be an ass, Carne 1"

Carne looked at Loder and Walker,
who were grinning.

“Will you chuck that fool into the
passage " he asked.

“Pleased I'"" grinned Loder,

“What-ho!"”" said Walker.

“I'd like to see them do it!” said
Coker. “Look here, Carne, what aro
you playing the goat for when a man
comes in to ask you a civil question?
For goodness' sake, chuck up whining
over that tap on your napper and—
Here, hands off. you silly asses! By
gum, if you think you can handle mo
because you're prefeets, T can jolly well
g0y Whooop | Oh, my hat |’
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¥ sorted himself out.

' 'l jolly well—

“Ow! Wow!" gas‘ged Coker. “Wowl
ow !” _

Wingate of the Bixth stared out of his
study along the passage.

“What's that thumping row? Coker,
{l?u silly ass, what are you doing here?

‘hat the thump is that man sprawl-
ingk in the passage for? Get out of it,
Coker 1

“Oh! Ooooh! Woooh!"

Coker scrambled up breathlessly.
Four or five more Sixth Form men camo
out of the studies, staring at Coker.

Coker turned on Walker and Loder,
Apparently he meditatea assault and
battery, regardless of the awful serious-
ness of punching a prefect. But Coker
did not Enve a chance.

Half a dozen Sixth Form men

athered round Horace Coker, grabbed

im, and walked him out of the passage.
Coker did not want to go—but he went,

At the end of the passage they tap
rd—and ﬁ

his head on the wall—
him.

And Coker of the Fifth, like the
ploughman in the poem, homeward
lodded his weary way—rubbing his
wead as he went.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Tip from Smithy !

b SAY, you fellows”
I “Poor old Bunter!”
“The rfulness of the
esteemed old Bunter i1s terrific.””
“I say, you fellows, I never did it|”
“Bow-wow [”
“1 never did, you know——"
llBr_r_r_r IH
“Beasts |” groaned Bunter. “Rot-
ters! Don’t’ you know that it’s fright-
fully low to doubt a fellow's word 1™

“Must be a low lot at Greyfriars,
then !” grinned Bob Cherry, “I fancy
every man in the school doubts your
jolly old word, Bunty."

“The doubtfulness is preposterous !”

Billy Bunter blinked [ugubriously into
Study No. 1.

The Famous Five had gathered thero
after prep. They were sympathetic.
Any properly constituted fcllow was
bound to sympathise with a man who
was up for a flogging. But they were
not prepared to take Bunter’s word.
Bunter’s word was not as good as gold.
It was hardly as good as Russian paper
money ! Evervhodv knew—or, at ﬂvaat.
felt sure—that Billy Bunter had cracked
Carno’s nut with the cricket ball. And
Bunter, being such a well-known fbber,
the fact that he said he hadn’t, was
really proof presumptive that he had !l
The I"'amous Five were prepared to
sympathise. but not to believe!

“You sce, I'm perfectly innocent!”
groaned Bunter,

“1f you're innocent, oid fat bean,
you've taken a frightful lot of trouble
fo make out you're guilty,” said Bob
Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“What's the good of gammoning ?”
asked Johnny Bull. “You did it, and
you're going to get a beak’s flogging
for it! Serve you right!”

“Deast |”
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“Rotton trick bunging a cricket ball
at @ man's napper,” satd Johnny. “J
suppose you haven't sense enough to
understand that; but the beak’s birch
may knock a little sense into you 1™

“I never did it!” yelled Bunter. “I]
was going to, but you beasts stopped
me. 'Tain't fair to whop a chap for
that! I might have changed my mind
anyhow. In fact, very Iiiely I should
have. Anyhow, I never did it. Why, I
couldn’t have hit Carne's head with a

cricket ball at the distance I”

“Accidents will happen!”’ grinned
Nugent,

“And I shouldn’t have been ass enough
to buzz the ball from my own atug;r
window | Tt was some other chap 1”

“Rats |”

“1 was going to buzz it from Smithy’s
window,"" said Bunter, with almos: tear-
ful earnestness. “Then 1 laid it on the
table and forgot it. I—I don’t mind
telling you fellows that I found some
tarts in the study cu rd. You
needn’t mention that to Smithy.”

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Then when that dummy Wingate
came rooting in, I thought it was
Smithy, and got out of sight! I for-
got all about the ball, and all about
Carne. I suppose I shouldn’t be think-
g of Carne when there were ia.m-
tarts going! Have a little sense I’

“Ha, ha, haI”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! My belief is that it was one of yon
fellows buzzed that ball at Carne.”

“What?" roared the Famous Five,
with one voice.

“Well, it was somebody,” said Bunter.
“It seems to have been Bkinner’s ball
that was used; somebody must have
sneaked in while I was standing at
Smithy’s cupboard, and bagged it, with-
out my sceing him. A rotten syrup-
stitious sort of thing, I can tell youl

f it was you, Wharton
“You howling ass!”
“Well, T think the fellow ought to

own up,” said Bunter. “If it was you,
Bob——*

“ You pernicious porpoise [’
“1t's pretty thick, putting it on mel
If it was you, Nugent—"

“Fathead "

“Well, who was it?” snorted Bunter.
B“]Fnu, you fat dummy [* said Johnny

ull.

“I've told you it wasn’t|” shrieked
Bunter, =

“That proves that it was[”

“Beast! If it was you, Bull—*

“Oh, ring off I

“Was it you, Inky?”

“The answer is in the esteemed nega-
tive, my ridiculous Bunter |”

“Well, it was somebody !I"”” groaned
Bunter. “1 wish I hadn't thought of it
now. Quelch makes out I did it, be-
cause he thinks | was Foing to do it.
I—I fancy the Head will believe Quelch
and not me.”

“Go hon I”
“Quelch says it happened at six
o'clock! Well, I was eating tarts when

six was striking—I heard it strike. I
remember it was the tenth tart.”

“Bo that’s where my jam-tarts have
gone 1" said a voice behind Bunter.

The fat Owl spun round and blinked in
alarm at Herbert Vernon-8mith. He
had not heard the Bounder come along.

*“Oh, really, Smithy! I—I never had
your tarts| I—I haven't been in your
study at all, old chap 1"

“Oh, my bat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
““And that's the chap who expects his
word to be taken I

“Ha, ha, tia ("

“I1—I mean, I—I—*

“All serene, you fat owl!” said the
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Bounder, laughing. “I'm not goin’ to
kick you, when you're up for a floggin .

“Oh, good!” gasped Bunter. “I
never had the tarts, old chap. Besides,
I'm going to get you a fr:::sh lot when
my postal order comes. I'm expecting
a postal order to-morrow, E}m:thy.
Look here, you fellows, I couldn’t have
buzzed that ball at Carne's nut while I
was eating tarts, could 1?7 I tell you
I forgot about Carne when I saw the

arts.”
t “That sounds a bit like the truthl”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal” 1 )

“1 say, yvou fellows, what's going to
be done?” groaned Bunter.

“You are, old fat bean—brown "

“ Beast |”” groaned Bunter.

The fat junior rolled dismally away—
leaving unbelievers in Study No. 1. The
evidence against Bunter was rather too
overwhelming to be doubted. If he was
innocent he had, as Bob said, taken a
lot of trouble to make himself lock
guilty. _

The Bounder cast a curious glance
after him, and then locked in at the
Famous Five. There was a rather
garcastio expression on Smithy’s face.

“Wharton, old bean,” he muf:i.
“you're captain of the Remove agamn
now—in place of my unworthy self,
recently chucked out.”

“What about it1"” asked Harry.

“Well, if I were still captain of the
Remove, I should think 1t up to me
to sce that that fat idiot got justice,”
drawled the Bounder.

Wharton stared at him.

“That's what he’s etting,” he
answered. * What the dickens do you
mean, Smithy? There’s no doubt that
he buzzed that ball at Carne.”’

“1 think there’s a lot of doubt,”
answered the Bounder coolly. “ Bunter
couldn’t hit a haystack at ten yards!
You’ve seen him bowl.”

“Well, this wasn't bnwling—it waa
ghying a ball at a man’s head under a
window,” said Harry. “1 suppose it
was rather a chance that Bunter hit
the mark—but he did.”

“Did he?” drawled Smithy.

“Of course he did, you ass!" ex-
claimed Bob Cherry warmly. * Why,
he came into this study first to do it, and
we stopped him, Isn’t that proof?”

“Yes, that's proof that he intended
to do it—but the law doesn’'t punish
people for their intentions—only for
their jolly old actions. And it’s proof
that he had sense enough not to buzz
the ball from his own study window."'

“Um!” said Wharton slowly.

“They spotted the window—it was
Bunter's window,” saild Vernon-Smith,
“Tha looks as if it wasn’t Bunter. If
he had meant to play the goat at his
own window, he would never have come
to this study in the first place.”

il Um I.'III

“Ha borrowed a ball at ten to six.
He went to my study to buzz it from
my window. He spotied the tarts, and
forgot time and space. Wingate, 1
gather, was on the spot a minute or two
after six. Bunter was there then—
parked in my cupboard.”

“lBub l,m had tho ball—it was the same
ball—’

“He says he laid it on the table
while he scoffed the tarts, He stood at
the cupboard to scoff thcm—there's jam
and crumbs all over the shop! He had
his back to the door while he was
gtandin’ at the cupboard.”

“Smithy, you can’t think any fellow
would be such a skunk as to sneak thae
ball without Bunter seeing him. and—
and—and leave it to be landed on
Bunter——"

“It's a wicked world, my beloved
‘earers|” said the Bounder, shaking his
head. *‘'It’s hard for nice fellows hke
us to believe that there are people less
Iliﬂal than ourselves. But, alas! There
are "

“Oh, don't be a goat!” said Johnny
Bull gruffly. *“If you think that is what
happened, who do you think——"

“Somebody who knew  Bunter’s
wheeze, of course,”” said Smithy.

“If you mean one of us, you silly
idiot—-"

“He borrowed the ball from
Skinner,” yawned the Bounder.

“Skinner seemns to have tasted Carne’s
ashplant, as well 45 Bunter. He told
Skinner he had to fag at bowlin'.
Skinner believed that—1 don't think 1"’

Wharton's face was very grave.

“I can’t think——" he said slowly.

“0Of course you can’'t!” agreed the
Bounder amicably. *“Never imagined
you could, old bean. But if I were
captain of the Remove, and it was my
giddy duty to see that a man had fair
play, I should ask Skinner why he lent
Bunter that cricket ball—and what he
did afterwards.”

And the Bounder, laughing, walked
away down the passage, leaving Harry
Wharton & Co. looking at one another,
with grave and startled faces.

“Rot !"” said Johnny Bull.

“Smithy's jolly keen,” said Harry
Wharton slowly. *“ A good deal keener
than we are, in some tpllings. I—1 sup-
Fﬂse it’s barely possible—— Look here,
ct's go and see Skinner.”

“Nothing in it,”" said Bob Cherry.
‘“ But let’s,”

And the Famous Five left Study No. 1
and went along to Study No. 11 to sce
Skinner.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion !

AROLLD SKINNER was in his
H study., Snoop and Stott, his
study-mates, had gone down to
the Rag after prep. Skinner
was moving rather restlessly about the
study. He was a little troubled. Like
other transgressors, Skinner had made
the discovery that he was not quite so
unscrupulous as he had fancied; and
he did not like to think of Bunter get-
ting that flogging on the morrow.

It was the fat duffer’s own fault, he
told himself savagely. Skinner had not
exactly intended the consequences of his
act to fall on Bunter. He had hoped
that nobody would be spotted; only
feeling additionally secure in the cer-
tainty that if anyone was spotted it
would be Bunter. Bunter had babbled
the whole thing out to Quelch, and there
was an end. It was the fat fool's own
fault! So Skinner told himself; but
he could not feel easy in his mind.

Skinner's conscience was fairly tough,
but it was worrying him a little. Dut
if Bunter did not take the beak’s flog-
ging, obviously Skinner had to take 1f;
and that was not good enough. Not for
a single moment did Skinner think of
owning up. His conscience troubled
him, but not to that extent.

He swung round towards the door as
it was thumped on, and scowled at the
sight of the Famous Five.

“What the thump do you want?" he
growled.

“Only a word or two, Skinner,”
answered Harry Wharton. “ When you
lent Bunter that ball what did you
fancy he wanted it for?"”

“He told me he had to fag at
bowling.” _

“You didn't believe that,”
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Skinner gave the captain of the Re:
move a quick, searching, suspicious
look. He was quick on the uptake, and
he realised at once that suspicion was
awakened. He paused a moment.before
he answered.

“Well, if I'd thought about it I sup-
pose 1 should have known that it was
gammor,” he said. *“But I was busy
with lines—I'd left them rather late—I
never gave it a thought.” He bit his
lip. “I couldn’t help owning up that
it was my ball after Bunter let it out
to Quelch that he’d borrowed one from
me. You know that.”

“1 know that! But Bunter says he
went to Smithy’s study and scoffed
Smithy’s tarts, and never buzzed the
ball at Carne at all.”

“Somebody did !'* said Skinner. “I
shouldn’t wonder if he's right. T think
it’'s rather thick for him to be flogged
without proof.”

“Quelch thinks there is proof—
Bunter’s admitted that he intended to
do it. It looks as if he did it. But
Bunter makes out that some fellow must
have pinched the ball from Smithy's
table while his back was turned.”

“Shouldn’t wonder I’ agreed Skinner,

“Any idea who might have done
that?"

“I hear that Bunter thinks that it
was one of you fellows!” anuswered
Skinner blandly.

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” said Bob
Cherry grufily.

“My dear man, I'm not saving that
I agree with Bunter. You fellows know
best whether you had a hand ir it.,”

“You know we bhadn’t, Skinner,”
said Harry Wharton quietly. * It was
not the sort of thing a decent fecllow
would do—except a beorn idiot like
Bunter., If it wasn't Bunter, it was
some out-and -qut rotter.”
~ "Oh, quite!” agreed Skinner. *“So
if one of you chaps is an out-and-out
rotter, why, there you are 1"

Wharton breathed rather hard.

He had not come there to punch
Skinner, but he was powerfully tempted
to do so.

“Look here, Skinner, I'l put it
plain,” he said. *“Bunter's such =
frightful fibber that there’s no believing
a word he says—but that’s no reason
why he should be flogged for what he
hasn’t done—if he hasp’t! Did you
pinch that ball while he wasn’t looking,
and go to his study and buzz it at
Carne’s napper 1"

Skinner smiled.

“Did you?" he counter-questioned,

“You know I did not!” snapped
Wharton.

“Well, I might say just the same—yon
know I did not!*

“There is an esteemed difforence, my
absurd Skinner,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh }mnt]y. “You ara
terrifically capable of such preposterous
conduet, and the ridiculous Wharton 1s
nﬂt-"

“Oh, go and eat coke 1”” said Skinner.

“Is that all yow've got to say !” asked
Wharton.

“That's all—except that if ore of you
fellows did it, ¥ think it’s pretiy rotten
to let Bunter got the whopping. In the
circumstances a fellow ought to own
up "’ said Skinner, shaking his head.

The Famous [ive looked at Skinner
hard. Somechow that intciview was
causing the Bounder's “tip"” to take
deeper root :n their minds.

“ Certainly, if it was not Bunter, the
fellow ought to own up,” said Harry
Wharton; *“but—"

“If it was not Bunter, it was you,
Skinner,” said Bob Charr{.
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“Now, I was just thinking that if it
wasn't Bunter it was you,” suid Skinner
cheprfully, *“And 1f 1 were E«H.FLE..II‘.I of
the Form1 I should go to Quelch and
point out that there’s a doubt 1n the
matter."’

“And why me specially 7" asked DBob,
with a glara.

“Well, you know what happened a
week or two ago—you buzzed an orange
at Loder over the banisters, and Bunter
got whopped for 1t!”" said Skinner.
“What's happened once might happen
twimll

“Why, you you- you—-" gasped
Bob Cherry, crimson with wrath. * You
gsneaking worm, buzzing an orange ut
a man i1s very dilferent from bueziug a
cricket Lall at him! And I never knew
Bumter had been licked ull afterwards—
and he was only licked because he made
out that it was his orange because he
wanted to scoff iy, and-—""

“0Oh, 1 dare say !"" suird Skinner airily.
““I don't know the details, and don’t
want to. 1 only know what happened—
and 1f it's happened sgaimn—if you're
making a scapegoat of Bunter as you
seem to have done before——  Here,
kcep off, you ruffian!” yelled Skinner,
as Bob Cherry grasped him by the
collar.

“Hold on, Bob " exclaimed Wharion.

“I'm bolding on—to Skinner!"”
snorted Bob. * Skinner thinks | may
have played a dirty trick, and put the
blame on another chap! I'm going to
convince hiun that he's got it wrong.”

Bang !

“Yaroooh!” yelled Skinner, as his

head rapped on his study table. “Oh,
my hat! Oh, my head! Wow!”
He struggled frantically in Bob's

hofty grasp.

“Think you've got it wrong?” de-
manded Bob.

“No!" howled Skinner. “I believe

you did it! Yaroooh !"
Bang!
“Whoooop !
“Bob, old chap——" gasped Nugent.

“Think yet that yonu've got it wrong,
Skinner 7" bellowed DBob.

“Ow! No! Yooop!”

Bang !

“I'll keep this up as long as you do,
Skinner,” said Boh grimly. “ Your
napper’'s tapping that table till you
own up that you've got it wrong.”

“Oh, you rotter! Leggo!” yelled
Skinner.

Bang!

“Think you've got it wrong,
worm 7"

“Ow! Yesl

you

Anything you like !”
howled Skinner. “lLeergo! Yes—ves—
yos! Only a joke! Yarooooh!”

“Well, that’s all right.” said Bob,
releasing Skinner's crumpled collar.
“But if it was a joke, don't make any

more jokes like that.”
“Ow! Wow! Ow!”

“Let’s get out of this, vou men.,” said
Bob. “I jolly well believe it was
Skinner, and not Bunter at all. But
he's too much of a worm to own up.
Come awav.”

The chiums of the Removo left the
study. Bob was still red and ruffled,
and the other fellows verv thoughtful.
A faint suspicion had become a strong
suspicion, yot, so far as they could see,
there was nothing wrong. If Skinner
was in truth the guilty party, as they

could not help suspecting, there was not

a jot or tittle of evidence against him.
And he was not the man to own up and
take his gruel. Guilty or not guilty,
it seemed that the fatuous Owl of the
Remove was “for it.”
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Respite for Bunter !

THE following morning there was

a face in the Remove Form-

room: that was the picture of

dismal woe. Judging by his
expression, the sorrows of a sorrowful
umiverse had accumulated, at one fell
SWoop, on the fat shouldors of William
Georgo Bunter. Niobe, dissolving in
tears, could not have looked much more
woetul than Billy Bunter. ‘The ancient
Rachacl, mourning uncomforted, could
not have been more dismal. Even sad
Calypso wailing, when Ulysses went a-
satling, would have looked merry and
bright beside Bunter.

The flogging that was to follow third
school hung over Billy Bunter like the
sword of Damocies. lHe could think of
nothing else. Kven had Mr. Quelch
that morning provided him with jam
tarts instecad of Latin prose, Bunter
would still have thought about that
flogging. Distance is said to lend en-
chantment to the view. And it was
certain that the ncarer that fHogging
came, the less Bunter liked the
prospect.

Bunter's face and woeful countenance
might have moved a heart of stane.
But his Form mastor's heart seemed
tougher than stone, for he only glanced
with great severity at Bunter, when he
noticed him at all. 8till, even Quelch,
it seemed, was human, for he did not
call on Bunter to display his extensive
lack of knowledge that morning, which
was well for Bunter, for he had been
too worried even to look at his prep
the evening before.

The fat junior was passed over in
class, and he was at liberty to devote
his whole thoughts to what was to fol-
low third lesson. And the more he
thought about the Head's birch, the
more dismal his fat face grew.

Skinner was not feeling comfortable.
He did not quite like the idea of
another fellow taking his gruel. But
as he liked still less the idea of taking
it himself, ho sat tight and said
nothing.

When the Remove were dismissed for
break, Harry Wharton stopped behind
to speak to his Form master, while the
rest went out. Having thought it over,
and consulted with his friends, the cap-
tain of the Remove had decided to put
it to Quelch, though with great doubt
as to the result.

“What i1s it, Wharton?” asked the
Remove masler, with a kind glance at
ld'Jis khead boy as Wharton stopped at his

esk.

“1f you'll allow me, sir, I should like
to speak about Bunter,” said Harry,
colouring a little.

Mr. Queleh’s jaw set grimly.

“It 1s quite uscless to make any inter-
cession for Bunter, Wharton. I am
surprised that vou should think of such
a thing.”

“1 wasn’t thinking of that, sir. If
he did it, he ought to be Hogged,” said
Wharton. “But I'm bound to speak,
as head of the Form. sir. I believe
there i1s a doubt in the matter, and 1
think I ought to say so, sir.”

“Certainly you ought to say eo, if
you think so, Wharton. 1 should ex-
pect 1t of vou as a dutiful head boy.”

said Mr. Quelch, quite graciously. “I
see no room for doubt myself. But you

may speak.”

“1 know that Bunter meant to chuck
that ball at Carne’s head, sir. -He's ad-
mitted that to you,” said Harry.
“There's no doubt that after the ball
was taken from him he borrowed
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another with the same intention. [
know that makes it look certain.”

“ Undoubtedly.”

“But--but whatever he may have in-
Fendag:!, sir, if he did not actually do
It—

“It appears that he did, Wharton.
Do you mean to imply that you have
& suspicion of another person !”

“Well, yes, sir,” admitted Wharton.
“1 can't possibly mention names, but it
does look to me as if some other fellow
may have got hold of that ball while
Bunter wasn't looking. Bunter says so,
at least.”

" Bunter is too untruthful for his
word to be taken, Wharton.”

" Yes, sir, 1 know that; but—but I
can’t help thinking that Bunter may be
victimised in thus case, sir. 1'm not
suggesting, of course, that he should be
lev off, but if it should come out that he
never did it alter he was logged
Mr, Qusich ‘looked !

r. Quelch looked shar at hi
head boy. * e

"1 rely very much on your judgment
Wharton, as you knuw,'}v he ]alitim"lf
you tell me plainly that you have
reason to suppose that an error has
been made, I shall postpone Bunter’s
puuishment for further inquiry. Have
you any such reason ?”

“1 think so, sir.”

There was a long pause.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, at
last, “1 should, of course, be unwiiling
to run the slightest risk of committing
an act of injustice. Nothing could be
clearer than Bunter’s guilt, on his own
admissions, so far as I can see. 1 am
sure {uu are not speaking idly, Whar-
ton—1 trust you. I will request the
Head to leave the matter over till
Saturday, in order that fresh facts—if
any—may come to light.”

“Thank you, sir!”
“May 1 tell Bunter so?”

" Certamnly 1™

Wharton left the Form-room feeling
relieved. He joined his friends in the

said Harry,

quud, and they looked for Bunter.
Hu:lv found the fat Owl leaning dis-
mally

on an elm, still understud ing
Niobe in his looks. He blinkGJ at
them with lack-lustre eyes.

“1 say, vou fellows, ain't it awful ?”
groaned Bunter. “I say, it's rather
rotten of you not to own up, Cherry,”

" You potty Owl!” growled Bob.,

" Well, Skinner thinks it was you.
He’s been telling all the fellows,” said
Bunter, “If it was you—"

“ Fathead !”

“1t's put off, Bunter,” said Harry,
“I've spoken to Quelch, and it's put
off till Saturday to give you a chance.”

“ What's the good of that, if Cherry
ain't going to own up?” grunted
Bunter. “If I've got to have it, I'd
rather get it over.’

“You fat chump——"

“Just like you to buft in and make
it worse for a chap,” said Bunter.
“That’s you all over.”

“Ain't he nice?!” grinned Bob.
“Doesn’t ho make a fellow frightfully
keen to do him a good turn?”

“1f you'd rather get it over, Bunter,
vou've only got to tell Quelch =o0,” said
Harry. "“Go to him now—"

“ Beast !”

Apparently Bunter was not, after all,
keen to get it over.

“Well, that's that,” said Wharton.
“If it was some other fellow, he may
have the decency to own up before
Saturday.”

“Catch Skinner owning up!” growled
Johnny Bull.
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““1 haven’t anything concealed under my jacket, sir,”’ said Bunter, *‘ I never—’ Clatter, clatter, clatter ! ** Goodness

gracious ! What——"

“1 say, you fellows, I don’t think you
ought to make out that it was Skinner,
because he says it was Cherry. I must
say that T think Bob ought to own up.”

“Idiot !”

“Dash it all, be a man!” urged
Bunter. “It's up to you, old chap.
Look here, you do the decent thing,
and I'll tell you what—I'll ask you
home to Bunter Court for the summer
holidays.”

“You howling ass——"

“1 mean it, old chap,” said Bunter.
“You're not the sort of fellow I can
ask to Bunter Court, I know, but I'll
glretch a point. There!l” *

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co., whileo
Bob Cherry glared at the fat Owl as if
he could have eaten him.

“Is it a go?” asked Dunter. “ Lock
here, Cherry, what are you going to
do?”

“T'1l tell you what I'm going to do!”
gasped Bob. “I'm going to kick you
across the quad——"

“Yaroooooh ! _

Billy Bunter dodged the biggest foot
in the Remove, and fled.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Skinner !

ICK PENFOLD tapped at the
D door of BSkinner's study, and
entered. Skinner, Snoop, and
Stott were at tea, and they
gstared round at him, with an unwelcom-
ing stare. Pen was a very unaccus-
tomed caller at that study.
“Want anything 1 asked Skinner,
“1 want to speak to you—"
“ Nothing doing,” said Skinner, with
a wink to his friends. “No boots or
ghoes to be mended to-day.”

Mr. Queleh started to his feet in amazement, as one printing-frame after another slipped
under Bunter's jacket and dropped at the fat junior’s feet.

lio

Whereat Snoop and Stott giggled.
Penfold was the son of the willage
cobbler at Friardale, and he was in the
Remove on a Founder's Scholarship.
Skinney liked to remind him of it, being
quite unconscious of the fact that Pen
had no desire to forget it.

“0Oh, don’t be a cheeky ass!” said
Penfold sharply.

“Try Study No, 1,” suggested Skinner
blandly, “I've heard that Wharton
was hard up last term—he may want
his boots soled and heceled.”

“He, he, he!” sniggered Snoop.

“I've got something to say to yon,
Skinner,” said Pen. “And I'd rather
say it to vou alone. Will you come
along to my study?"’

““No, won't!” answered Skinner
coolly, “I'm not on visiting terms
with cobblers, thanks.”

“T’'ll say it here, then, if these fellows
will clear for a few minutes, It's
something you'd rather hear alone.”

Snoop and Stott looked at him curi-
ously, and looked at S8kinner. The latter
gave a scoffing laugh.

He had not the faintest idea what
Penfold could possibly have to say to
him, he did not want particularly to
hear it, and it pleased him to treat the
scholarship junior with loity disdain.

“If you've got anything to say, you
can cough it up before my friends,” ho

said. “Keep where you are, you
fellows.”

Penfold hesitated,

“You'd rather hear 1t alone,

Skinner,” he said.

“What utter rot! What the deuce
are you so jolly mysterious about?”
sneered Skinner. ““Are you goin’ to tell
me that my shoes want soling? I'm
not goin' to give you the job, if they
do.”

Penfold compressed his lips,

from

crikey ! ** gasped Bunter.

“Well, if you want it before the other
fellows, here it is,” he said. “I've
been developing some photographs for
Coker of the Fifth. TI've just come
away from the dark-room—"

“What the thump has that got to do
with me?”’ asked Skinner, in sheer a®
tomshment. “Wandering in youy
mind 7"’

“It may have nolhing to do with you.
Or it may have a lot,” answered Pen
quietly. *“Coker took those photo-
graphs yesterday—he was taking them
at the very time that somebody cracked
Carne's nut with a cricket ball. Among
them is a photograph showing the Re-
move study windows.”

Skinner started.

“The Remove study windows!” he
repeated mechanically.

“Yes. Taken at exactly six o’clock
vesterday,” said Penfold. “That pie-
ture shows a fellow at the window of
Study No, 7.” _

Skinner’s heart stood still,

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Snoop,
“Jolly old Bunter taken in the giddy
act, what?”

Penfold shook his head.

“1 suppose you know that in a nega-
tive, the darks are light, and the lights
dark,” he said. *“Until the picture 18
printed out, it’s quite impossible to re-
cognise the fellow at the window.”

gk'mner breathed again.

“But it's easy to make out that the
fellow, whoever he is, iz holding a
cricket ball in his hand, in the very ach
of throwing it down,’” said Pen.

“Then it's Bunter!” said Stott. It
was Bunter threw the ball at Carne.”

“1 think it isn’t Bunter,” answered
Penfold. “In faet, I'm practically cer-
tain of it. The face can’t possibly be
recognised in the negative; but one
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thing 1¥ are no speotacles
on it. Buater wouldn't have taken off
his before chucking the ball—

that's rot. He doesn't see a lot with
them, and he wouldn't even have seen
Carne without them. It’'s practically a
cert that the fellow st the window
wasn't Bunter.”

“Good news for Bunty—if it's true!”’

said Snoop. I suppose it was Bob
Cherry after all, as Skinner’s been
paying.”

“Was it Bob Cherry?”’ asked Stott.

“I've told you that the face can’t be
recognised ; but I'm certaimn, of course
that it was not Bob Cherry,” answered
Pen. “Anyhow, Coker's going to get
the negatives printed out presently, and
then the facts will come out—whatever
they are, It's a rather cock-eyed pic-
ture, but it’s quite plain, and shows the
fellow at the window distinetly.”

“Hard luck for Cherry!” said Snoop.
“But what have you come to tell us
for! You'd better go and tell Ch ;
8o that he can put some exercise boo
in his bags ready for the whopping.”

“I've come to tell you, Skinner,” said
Penfold, looking directly at the cad of
the Remove, ‘““that in an hour or two,
there will be no further doubt about
the matter. There's still time for the
fellow concerned to own up—and it will
be better for him to own up before he's
found out.”

Bkinner licked his dry lips.

“What's that got to do with me?” he
muttered huskily,

“If it's got nothing to do with you,
I've wasted my time coming here,”” said
Pen. “But if it’'s got anything to do
with you, I'm giving you a tip in time.
There isn't the slightest doubt im my
mind that when that negative is printed
out, the picture will show that the
fellow chucking the ball from Study
No. 7 was not Bunter.” ’

it,*

*I—I don't believe muttered

8kinner.

“If Wharton hadn't chipped in
Bunter would have been flogged after
khird school to-day,” said DPen.
“Luckily, Quelch agreed to postpone
the flogging till to-morrow. TIf it

came out afterwards that another fellow
had done what a chap was flogged for,

that fellow wounld be sacked. If it was
ou, you've had a narrow escape of the
ong jump.”’

Skinner gave him a savage look.

“You cheeky rotter, how dare you
say it was me?"’ he snarled. *“ You say
yourself you can't recognise the faoce in
the negative.”

“I'm not saying it was you,” an-
swered . Pen mildly. *““Some of the
fellows seem to think it was, that's all,
I"'m giving you this tip, so that if it
was you, you can own up before you're
spotted. Whoever it was, he will be
spotted for a doad certainty as soon as
Coker gets those prints.”

“Thank you for nothing,” said
Skinner, with a sneer; but his lips were
trembling.

“That’'s all,” said Penfold, and he
L&_It the study and shut the door after

im,

Skinner sat breathing hard. Snoop
and Stott looked at him, and looked at
one another. Like most of the fellows,
they had had no doubt that the de-
linquent was Billy Bunter, But they had
deep doubts now. The scared look on
Skinner's face was hardly to be mis-
taken.

Skinner's brain was almost in a whirl,

He was & wary and cunning fellow,
and he had laid his little scheme with
his usual astuteness. More than once,
his cunning had over-reached itself, and
now it happened aguin, It had seemed
to him unlikely that anyone would be
spotted, and absolutely certain that if
anvone was spotted, it would be the
fat and falvous Owl. And all the time
that ass, that fathead, -that chump,
Coker of the Fifth, had been taking pot-
shots at the Remove study windows,
and had snapped him in the very act.
It was a thing that the most wary
schemer could not have foreseen; though
he might have foreseen that somethin
generally happens to frustrate knavis
tricks. It was said of old that great is
truth, and it must prevail.

“My only hat!” murmured Sngop. “I
saw that idiot Coker eavorting around

with his camera, but 1 never
thought——"
“Dash it all, it's pretty thick,

Skinner, if it was yvou!” growled Stott.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy tries
his hand at being a detective
this week, but no doubt you'll
agree that he looks more like
needing a detective to take care
of him, when Fnu look .at the
small picture of the GEM cover
shown here. D’Arcyasawould-
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thinf on earth. It you want
the laugh of a life-time get a
copy of this week's CGEM and
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“Detective D’Arcy—
DUD!”

It’s a real side-splitter and you
can't afford to miss it |
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" Letting another man take your whop-
pin ah1”

Skinner pulled himself together.

“Don’t be a goat!" he snarled. “I've
said all along I never thought it was
Bunter—more likely Bob Cherry1”

“Then it wasn't you?” asked Stott,
with a stare.

““No, you gabbling ass!”

“What are you looking knocked into
a cocked hat about, then?”

“Oh, go and eat coke, you dummy "
Skinner rose and left the study. He
wished, from the bottom of his heart,
that he had let Penfold tell him this n

rivate. But he had not, of course,
ad the remotest idea of what was
coming.

Snoo grunted, as

T:innﬂd, and Stott
Harold Skinner departed, and slammed
the door after him.

“Looks as if those fellows in Study
No. 1 were right, after all, and it was
Skinner eracked Carne's nut,” remarked
Snoop.

“Looks like it,” grunted Stott. “ He's
jolly well scared, anyhow—and what
else is there to be scared about!?"”

“My hat! It would be the sack for
him if they'd flogged Bunter by mis-
take! Lucky for him Wharton garged
in,” grinned Snoop. “Well, if it was
dear old Harold, he's got time to go
to Quelch and own up before it all

comes out, Decent of Penfold to give
him the tip. I wonder if he's gone to
Quelch 7”

Skinner was not gone to Quelch.
Skinner was tramping up and down the
path under the Remove study windows,
with a corrugated brow, trying desper-
ately to think of a way out of the net
that seemed to be closing round him.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Getting on with It !

o OU won't want that bat,
i Potter.”
‘IEhTJ‘I

After tea in Coker's study,
Potter of the Fifth picked up his bat,
and moved to the door. Sykes of the
Sixth had promised to send him down
a few, and Potter was anxious to get
along to Big Side, and the nets. Greene
was already gone. But the wvoice of
Horace Coker stopped Potter half-way
to the door.

Coker pointed to a little heap of cut
films on the table. They were the
finished negatives, turned out sgkilfully
by Pen of the Remove. Some of Coker's
snaps had proved to be mere blotches
and blurs—which Coker attributed to
the way Pen had developed them, and
not at all to his own manners and
customs as a photographer. But there
were six that made pictures, of sorts,
among them a view of the Remove
study windows. They were all a little
askew—Coker had his own way of hold-
ing the camera when he was taking pot-
shota. 8till, there they were, and though
Coker was not wholly satisfied with
them, he was anxious to see the prints.
This matter, being Coker's affair, was
of more importance than any other
affair going on in the universe—and
Potter's cricket practice, of eourse, waa
& mere “also ran” in comparison.

Potter did not scem to realise this,
obvious as it was. Still, Coker was
ready to point it out to him.

“I'm going to print out these pic-
tures,” explained Coker. ‘‘I've got the
rinting frames here. 8hove them in
or me.”

“Well, 8ykes may be waiting——=
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“Lot him wait!” said Coker 1n-
differently. ‘“I'm not bothering about
Sykes.” _

“]1 am!” Potter pointed out.

“Don't be an ass, Potter!”

Gieorge Potter breathed rather hard.
But he laid his bat on the table, and
proceeded rather hurriedly to fix up
Coker’'s negatives for printing.

“Careful, you know,” said Coker
watching. “1 haven't done this sort of
thing before, or I shouldn't need the
assistance of a fumbling fathead hke
you, Potter, old fellow. You needn’t
hurry over it. I've got lois of time.
There'll be hours of sunshine yet.

Potter hadn’t lots of time, as Sykes
was ready for him on the ‘crmknt
ground. But that was a trifle light as
air. _ =

““1 shan't get more than six pictures,
went on Coker. “Owing to your beastly
selfishness, Potter, playing the silly goat
at cricket yesterday when I wanted you
to develop theso films, some of them
have been spoiled. 1 got @& Remuv:a
kid to develop them for me. He's
mucked up six of them, There they are
—look at them!” -

“They're developed all right,
grunted Potter. “'l'hey were over-ex-
posed in taking the shots.”

“Don’t be an as, Potier! I've told
you they were spoiled in the developing,
or fixing, or something—you could see
that for yourself if you weren't a silly
ass, old chap. Mere blotches! The kid
meant well—he came along and offered
to do it for me, and I let him. I

whopped him yesterday for not doing
it then, and 1 dare say it did him
good—those fags arc all the better for a
whopping now and then. I looked for
you after class, but couldn’t find you—
and I let voung Penfold do it. That's
the result.”

“ Penfold’s done it as well as I could
have done it,” grunted Poiter. He did
not explain that he had been very
careful to be missed after class. It never
dawned on Horace Coker that his
gociety palled at #imes on his chums,
and he often wondered how he unac-
countably missed them.

“ Oh, dare say!” assented Coker.
“ Likely as not you'd have mucked them
up like that Remove kid. You're rather
a clumsy ass, I know, Still, as you know
a little—though only a precious little,
I think—about photography, I want
your help now. You needn’t bother
about ericket.”

Potter looked at him, +

“] can’t keep Sykes of the Sixth
waiting,” he said.

“Can't you?” asked Coker. “Why
not? I don't suppose he'll wait long,
anyhow, these Sixth Form men are too
swanky to wait about for a chap. Never
mind about Sykes. Now, I understand
that we've got to find a sunny spot, and
stick these things out in the sun—is that
it 7%

“Yes, but—=>"

“Well, come along then,” said Coker
cheerfully. “We’'ll see it through, and
then you can take them out and stick
them, or fix them, or whatever you call
it, see? I've promised my Aunt Judy
a set of Greyfriars pictures, and I want
to get it done. No good wasting time.”

“* Sykes—"

“Don’'t keep talking about Sykes,
Potter. I don’t think much of the chap
—nor of his bowling, either! If you
want some really good bowling, I'll
come along and give you a few after
we've finished with these photographs,
see?”

“What T want,” said Potter, with a
goaded look, “is bowling! I don’t want
to be brained, or to see anybody else

brained. I'm gofng Gown fo fhe mer
now, Coker, and you can be blowed!™

Coker's c¢hums generaly had Lo
excrcise patience; but there was a limit.
Even tho patient Job would probably
have reached a fed-up state, in the
long run, had he been a pal of Horace
Coker's, It was a good-natured con-
cession on tho part of Sykes, the cham-
pion bowler of the Sixth, to send down
a few to Potter of the Tifth; and
Potter was not missing the chance. He
was simply driven to telling Coker that
he ecould be “blowed.”

Having told him so, Potter picked
up his bat again, and marched to the
door. Coker stared after him in surprise
and wrath.

“You silly owl!” he exclaimed. “I1
want to get these things printed out.
I’ve told you so! Haven't you any
sense 77

There was no reply, from Potter. He
disappeared from the study, and his
hurrying footsteps died away down the
passage to the stairs.

“Well.”"  ejaculated Coker, “I'm
blowed !

He jumped to the door,

“Potter! You silly fathead! How

ONE OF THIS WEEK'S
LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS

oesto: S. Britnell, of 80, Abbots-
bury Road, St. Helier Estate,
Morden, Surrey, who sent in the
following Greyfriars limerick

Horace Coker’s a ‘' high ' man,
ou know,
In his own estimatlon, and so
It brings him surprise
When he's told that he lies
In the thoughts of his Form men,
as " low."

Don't wait for others to carry oft

these wuseful
yourself |

prizes; win one

long do I leave these blessed things in
the frames, what?” he roared.

“Qh, say an hour!” shouted back
Potter, over his shoulder, and vanished.
Coker grunted. 5T

Fortunately, he was not a suspicious
fellow, or he might have suspected
that an hour was rather a long time to
leave thoe printing-frames exposed to
the action of the solar lumimmary. He
might have suspected that Potter was
going to put in an hour at the nets, and
wanted to be clear of Coker and all his
works for that period of time. Not
being a suspicious fellow, Coker sus-
pected neither of these things.

Satisfied that he knew what to do,
Coker collected the frames in which
Potier had fastened the negatives and
sensitised pn,Fﬂr, and left the study with
them. Really, he had no further neced
of Potter—now that he knew! Potter,
after all, was rather an ass; and it
was very disagreeable for a fellow like
Coker—a brainy fellow—to have to ask
the aid of an ass. Now that Coker
knew what to do, Potter could go and
foozle at cricket, and be blowed to him.

Coker marched out of the House with
his printing-frames, seeking a sunny
spot, where he was going to leave them
exposed to the June sun for an hour!
The result of that cxposure was not
likely to be a successful series of views
of the school for Aunt Judy; but Coker
was not going to discover that till Potter
had finished at cricket.
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“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Gekting on with
it, Coker?” asked Bob Cherry, an
Horace came on the Famous Five in the
guad. Coker and his camera were
already becoming know at Greyinars.

“I'm taking a few prinis,” said Coker
loftily. “ Rather a good lot—though thaé
young ass Penfold mucked up half of
them in the developing.”

“Not taken your own photograph
yet ?” asked Bob.

“Eh? Nol”

“I shouldn't,” said Bob gravely,

“IEh? Why not?”

“Might crack the camera, old beanl
Think of your features!”

And the ehums of the Remove walked
off, chuckling, before Coker could think
of a sufficiently crushirg reply.

Coker frowned, and marched on. He
selected a bench under onme of the old
elms, where the sunlight fell in a brif
liant flood. Billy Bunter was seated
on the bench, with a fat lugubrious faces
Bunter was thinking of the postponed
flogging ; it haunted his fat thouglhts,
even at meal-times. M was due on the
morrow; and the nearer it came, the
less enchantment there was in the view.
Bunter reflected bitterly that if that
silly ass Wharton hadn’'t butted in, i%
would be over and done with now.
Deep in gloomy meditations, the fab
Owl of the Remove did not even observe
Coker, till a heavy hand dropped on his
shoulder and jerked him off the bench.

“Ow!” gasped Bunter, v “Wowl
What—"

“Clear off |” said Coker. *“I want
this bench.”’

- "I'm sitting here!” roared Bunter
indignantly. .

“1 fancy not!” grinned Cokars
“You're sitting there.” And Dunter
sat “*there,” as Coker grasped the bench
and up-ended it. He bumped on the

hard, unsympathetie earth with a heavy
bumip.

Wi lj‘uﬂnﬂp Ill
“Don't make that row!” said Coker.
“Just clear off I

“You cheeky beast— Whooooop I'

It was a little high-handed, perhaps,
to shift Bunter off the bench, as he was
in possession; but as Coker wanted the
bench, there was evidently nothing else
to be done. Bunter's objections, com-
sidering that he was dan‘lin with se
great a man as Coker of tho Fifth, were
mere cheek. So Coker kicked him, and
he departed yeHing.

Heedless of Bunter's yells, Coker pro-
cceded to arrange his row of printing-
frames to catch the brightest glare of
the sun. From a little distance, under
the elms, a Remove junior watched him,
with sidelong eyes. It seemed to
Skinner that this looked like a chance
for him.

Skinner’s eye had been on Ccker, im-
mediately he emerged from the House:
These evidently were the photographs,
among which was that view of Study
No. T, shuwingl‘ Skinner in the act of
hurling the cricket ball. Pen had given
Skinner the tip, with the idea that the
young rascal would be in time to own
up before he was found out. But quite
uthc&- ideas were in Skinner’s cunning
mind.

Coker did not even see Skinner lurk-
ing under the elms. Having arranged
his frames to his satisfaction, he re-
garded them for a few minutes, and
then looked at his watch. An hour was
a long time to stand watching those
negatives, and Coker had no idea of
wasting his time like that. He walked
away, leaving the sun to do its work,
happily unconscious of the fact that,
even before he left the spot, the sun
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not only deme work, but over-
mﬂ it! And as ﬁg:mu Coker's broad
back faded away, Bkinner of the
temove, with & slinking step and a fur-

ve eye, approached the spot.

—— ———

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Catspaw !

pé EAST 1”
B Billy Bunter made that re-
mark as Coker’'s long legs

. whisked past him as Horace
strode away Cautiously, however, he
made it not loud enough for Coker to
hear. He did not want one of those
long legs to reach in his direction,
Bunter did not always know when he
had had enough; but hg had had one
kick from Coker, and he did not want
eny more. So he told Coker what he
thought of him, under his breath, and
t$he great Horace strode on unhearing,

Bunter gave a ferocious blink at the
back of his head, and then relled back
to the bench under the clms.

Coker had turned him off that bench
to set out his photographs there. . He
had kicked him for objecting. That, to
Coker's lofty mind, ended the matter.
To Bunter's mind it did not. Now that
Coker was out of sight, Bunter's idea

as that he was going to show that

ifth Form beast that he couldn’t kick
a Remove man with impunity.

Kicking Coker was what Bunter would
have liked;.but that was not practical
politics. Kicking his photographs off
the bench while he was not there seemed
more feasible. Bunter did not know
much about photography, but he knew
that kicking the negatives about under
the elms eould not possible do Coker’s

ictures any good. When Coker came

ack for them, he could have the
pleasure, or otherwise, of sorting them
out and picking them up. )

Billy Bunter arrived from one direc-
tion, as Skinnper, slinking among the
old trees, arrived from the other.

Skinner reached the bench first, and
gave a cautious, furtive glance round, to
make sure that he was unobserved, and
gtarted at the sight of a fat face and
8 large pair of spectacles only a few

yards away.

He set his thin lips.

His hand, already outstretched to-
wards Coker's printing-frames, was

hastily withdrawn. His greenish eyes
glittered at the fat Owl. He was
anxions to make an end of those nega-
tives, but not under the eyes of the Owl
of the Remove.

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

He was, as a matter of fact, in the
same boat as Skinner. He also had
nefarious designs on those negatives, and
did not want a witness.

“I—1 say, Skinner, Snoop’s looking
for you!" said Bunter casually.

““Is he?”’ muttered Skinner.

“Yes. I'd cut off if I were you, old
fellow 1"

Skinner stared at him.

hen he grinned.

t dawned upon him what Bunter
wanted. He had seen Coker turn BDunter
off the bench and hasten his departure
with a hefty kick. Bunter's anxiety to
get him off the spot showed that he had
some design for which witnesses were
not required. Skinner could guess what
it was.

“Stott asked me to tell you, if I saw
you,” added Bunter.

“Stott did?” grinned Skinner.

“T—I mean Snoop! T wouldn't keep
the chap waiting, old fellow. I think
he’s got a cake!” said Bunter astutely.
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“What are you going Lo do to Coker's
photographs?” inquired Skinner,

“Eh? Nothing—nothing, old chap!
I wasn’t going to kick them around
under the trees,” said Bunter., “ Never
thought of such a thing, In fact, I
never noticed him putting them under
there. Besides, it would serve him jolly
well right—turning a chap off the bench,
you know, and kicking him! Not that
I'm going to touch them, you know. I
didn't even know they were Coker’s.”

“It would serve him right if you
walked them off, and hid them some-
where, and gave him a jolly long hunt
for them,” gaid Skinner.

“He, he, he 1"

“I saw him kick you, old chap, and
I can tell you I was jolly indignant,”
said Skinner. “These senior men think
they can do as they like. I'd jolly well
hide that rubbish somewhere, if I were
you. I know I jolly well would if he
kicked me."

Bunter chuckled.

%1 say, old chap, that's a jolly paad
idea,” he remarked. * Where would you
hide them? Fancy that silly ass hunt-
-Lng all over the shop for them! He, he,

e!”’

“What about the Remove box-room ?
Coker would never think of looking for
them there.”

“He, he, he!”

Bunter chortled.

This was a much better idea than
scattering the photographs under the
elms. Coker of the Fifth could hunt for
them, and keep on hunting; and per-
haps, by the time he had found them,
he would be sorry that he had kicked a
Remove man !

“Keep i1t dark,
Bunter.

“Rely on me,” eaid Skinner, with un-
usual sincerity, “Look here, I'll stand
in front of you while you bag them, in
case anybody squints this way. Look
sharp I’

“You're a good chap, Skinner! You
see, the beest kicked me——"

“Yes; buck up—""’

“He kicked me jolly hard—"’

“Yes, yes; go it1” breathed Skinner.

“Like his thumping cheek to kick a
Remove man,” went on .Bunter. “I'd
jolly well have kicked him, too, only—
only—*

“Buck up!” hissed Skinner., *“ Sup-
pose he comes back !” Harold Skinner
was on tenterhooks.

“Oh, all right! I'll shove them into
Mauly’s big trunk in the box-room,”
said Bunter. *“I fancy Coker won't
think of looking there! He, he, he! I'll
let him have them back to-morrow—or
next week! He, he, he!”

“Yes, yes, yes! Get a move on, for
goodness’ sake! I can see Wingate
coming this way.”

Billy Bunter got & move on at last.
Each of the six photographs was in a
separate printing-frame, and the fat
junior collected up one after another
and concealed them under his jacket. It
was.rather a cargo for Bunter to carry,
and he had rather a bulging look when
he had parked them all.

Skinner breathed more freely when
they were out of sight, and Bunter was
rolling away towards the House.

He strolled away with a sour grin on
his face in another direction, 8 was
not aware that the great Horace had
gone away for a whole hour, and he
dreaded to sce him appear in the offing
every moment. He was glad to be clear
of the spot.

Matters, after all, were going well
for Skinner. The fatuous Owl was play-
ing a trick on Coker of the Fifth, in

old chap!” said
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return for a kicking; but he had no in-
tention of dedtroying the photographs,
though he little dreamed of their im-

ortance tc him, But after Bunter had

idden them in the Remove box-room,
they were not likely to remain long in
their hiding-place.  When Bunter was
safe off the scene, Skinner was going to
drop into the box-room, and the tell-tale
negatives would vanish promptly from
existence.

After which Skinner would feel safe.

Really, it looked as if the way of the
transgressor was not hard, as the pro-
verb declares, but remarkably easy.
Skinner had not even had to take the
risk of hngging the photographs—
Bunter had done that—and all Skinner
had to do was to destroy them later
in a perfectly safe place without the
slightest danger of being spotied. So
it was no wonder that Skinner smiled
as he strolled away. He decided to give
Bunter a quarter of an hour to get
through, after which all would be plain
salling.
. Oh, here you are!” Snoop and Btott
joined him on the path under the elms,
“Been to Quelch t”

Skinner stared.

“What should I have been to Quelch
for?” he asked. “Is that a joke,
Snoopey 7"

“Aren't you going to own up?” asked
Stott.

“Own up to what 7”

“Eh! About cracking Carne's nut,”
said Stott. *“ According to what Pen-
fold said, you've not got a lot of time.
When Coker gets going with that photo-
graph it will all come out.”

~1

“Don’t be an ass|” said Skinner,
fancy Pen was talking out of his neck;
anyhow, it doesn’t concern me. If
there’s really a photograph of the fellow
at the study window, and it’s not
Bunter, I fancy it's Bob Cherry."”

“Oh, what were you scared about in
the study, then, when Pen gave you the
tip?” asked Snﬂnj),

“I wasn't scared, you silly ass.”

“ You looked jolly worried, anyhow,”
salid Stott,

“Your face, perhaps,” said Skinner.
“It's enough to worry any fellow, at
close quarters, isn't it?”

And Skinner walked away, whistling,
leaving his perplexed friends staring
after him,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not as per Programme !

o UNTER 17
B “Oh lor’'1”
“Follow me to my study,

Bunter,”
Billy B
illy Bunter fairly gasped.

Mer. Quelch, of course, was not to be
argued with, When he bade a Remove
man follow him to his study that Remove
man had to follow on, with promptness

and dispatch,

But 1t was utterly dismaying to the
fat Owl,

With Coker’s half-dozen printing-

frames, containing Coker's negatives,
arked under his rather tight jacket,
unter had rolled into the House,
several times barely avoiding dropping
one or another portion ntg his loot.
Bunter did not want to reveal that out-
fit in transit, and several times only a
hurried clutch prevented a revelation.
He was anxious to get to the Remove
box-room and unload cargo. It was just
his luck, he reflected bitterly, that
Quelch should drop on him at that
moment and order him to his study. He
had to go—and he had to go with
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Mr. Quelch held the photograph up for inspeetion. ** This photograph,”’ he said, *‘ shows Skinner in the aet of hurling a

cricket ball at Carne of the Sixth.
Skinner.

Coker’s printing outfits hidden under
his jacket, only hoping that the beak
would not keep him long.

Mr. Quelch sat down at his table, and
Bunter stood before him, quaking. He
was In terror every moment of one of
those printing-frames slipping down
and dropping with a erash on the Form-
master's study floor.

Really, Bunter seemed to have no
luck on the trail of vengeance. His
essay in that line, with Carne and a
cricket ball, had booked him for a tlog-
ging; now his vengeance on Coker of
the Fifth looked like landing him in
more trouble. DBunter knew that it was
right to forgive offences, and he began
to wonder wnether it might not also be
judicious.

Mr. Queleh, unconscious of the cause
of Bunter’'s uneasiness, gazed at him
thoughtfully.

After that talk with his head boy,
the Remove master had postponed
Bunter’'s fogging, and since then he
had given the matter a great deal of
thought. Finally, he had resolved on a
heart-to-heart talk with Bunter, with
the idea of elucidating the truth—if
any—I{rom the innumerable unveracities
of the Tat Owl. Unless Bunter was able
to satisfy him, Bunter was to be flogged
the following morning—there could be
no further postponement. But Mr.
Quelch would not leave a stone unturned
to make sure that justice was done.

Nobody would have supposed that
Billy Bunter’s conscience was clear, to
look at him now. Guilt was written
all over his fat face. A much less
downy bird than Henry Samuel Quelch
WE‘.IH!(F have scen at a glance that the
fat jumior had recently been up to some-
thing, and that he was in a state of
quaking trepidation.

“Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, after a
long silence—which scemed ages long
to Billy Bunter, “I shall give you an

** I—I—it was really a lark, sir.

Skinner, do you venture to make any further denial ? **
I—I was going to—to own up !

opportunity of making a full and frank
explanation.”

“Thank you, sir!” gasped Bunter.
“M-m-m-may [ go nowt”

“You will tell me the truth, Bunter.
I warn you,” said Mr. Quelch sternmly,
“to conceal nothing from me. If you
are concealing anything——"

Billy Bunter started so suddenly that
he very nearly dropped the printing-

frames.
“Oh, no, sir!” he gurgled. “I—I'm
not concealing anything, sir! I—I've

not got anything under my jacket, sir.”

“W-what 7" stuttered Mr. Quelch.

He had been alluding, of course, to
the affair of Carne. But in Bunter's fat
brain there was room for only one idea
at a time. Bunter was thinking of the
photographs concealed under his jacket,
and it seemed to him, from Quelch’'s
words, that Quelch had spotted them.

“You have something concealed under
your jacket, Bunter!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. “What do you mean, Bunter 1

“Nothing, sir! I—I haven't any-
thing,” groaned Bunter., “JI—I never
touched them, sir! You can ask Skinner,
sir—he saw me! I never— Oh lor'!”

Clatter |

Ona of the frames slipped out and
dropped at Bunter's feet. The fat Owl
made a frantio ecluteh after 1t, and
dropped another and another,

Mr. Quelch started to his feet, in
amazement,

“Coodness gracious! What——" he
cjaculated.

Ill

“0Oh erikey

“What ts all this, Bunter? For what
absurd reason are you hiding these
articles under your jacket? Place them
on my table at once.”

“Oh scissors |”

In the lowest of spirits, Billy Bunter
picked up the three fallen photographs,
and placed them on the table. Under
Mr. Queloh’s gumlet eye he groped under

* Oh, no, sir ! ** mumbled

three

his jacket and Iprnduce-d the
1 stared at them, and

others. Mr. Quele
stared at Bunter.

“What does this mean, Bunter 7"

“Oh, nothing, sir! I—I wasn't going
to hide them, sir, because Coker kicked
me ! I—1 mnever thought of such a
thing.”

Mr. Quelch frowned portentously.

“Do these photographs belong
Coker, of the Fifth Form, Bunter ?”

“I—I—I think so, sir,” gasped Bunter.

“Where did you obtain them,
Bunter 1”

“I—I found them, sir—"

“Presumably, Coker must have placed
these negatives out to print, ‘and you
have removed them !” exclaimed Ts
Quelch. “How dare you play such a
trick on & senior boy, Bunter?”

“I—I didn't—I—1 mean——"

“The prints will be spoiled by over-
exposure,” =aid Mr. Quelch, who dabbled
in photography himself. “You have
played a very foolish and unfeeling
trick, Bunter, though no doubt you ate
too stupid to understand the damage
you have done. How long ago did you
take these photographs?”

“I never took them, sit

“What 1”

“Coker
Bunter.

to

ry

took them, sir!” gasped
“He took them yesterday—2

“You obtuse boy!” gasped Mr.
Quelch. *“1 mean, how long ago did
you take them from the place where
Coker left them?”

“Oh' Ah“out ten minutes, sip——"

“And they have been in your hands
for ten minutes |” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, no, sir! 'They've becn under
my jacket.”

“Bless my soul! Bunter, are you
utterly and incorrigibly stupid *

“Yeou, sir—[ mecan noy sir] C-can I
go now, sirI”

“The prwts may be entirely spoiled

Tee Magner Liseapy.—No. 1,270,
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éxclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Bunter, I
shall cane you for this foolish action!
You deserve to be sent to your head-
master.”

“Oh lor'l He—he kicked me, sir—m"

Mr. Queleh jumped.

“Are you out of your senses, Bunter 7
How darn you say that your headmaster
kicked you? How—-"

“Oh lor'l N-n-not the Head, sir,”
splutterecd Buntor—“ Coker, sirl He
kioked me hard, gir! 1 shan’t be able
to sit down—

“0Oh, thet will do! Bunter, I will

ak to you later concerning the matter
about which I called you wwto my study.
Go at once and tell Coker that lus
property 15 here.”

“QOh, ves, sir{”

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study,
glad to escape, But he did not go in
search of Coker of the Fifth. Mr.
Quelch’'s message had to be delivered
—sbut the fat Ow! did not want to sco
Coker personally. The beast was quite
{ikely to suspect him of baving meddled
with his photographs, and Bunter had
had enough of Coker's heavy foot. He
found DBob Cherry outside the House,
and squecaked to him.

“I say, Cherry! Old Quelch wanis
that beast Coker—you're to go and tell
him !.I'l .

Without waiting for a reply, Billy
Bunter rolled away, seeking seclusion.
He had a strong suspicion that Coker of
the Fiith might be looking for him soon,
and he did not want to be found.

A little later, Skinner strolled into the
Remove box-room, shut the door after
him, and lifted the 1id of the big trunk
that belonged to Lord Mauleverer., Ile
expected to find Coker's photographs
therein, according to programme, and a
very few minutes would have sufficed to
make an end of them in the box-room
grate. But the trunk was empty.

“The fat rdiot!” hissed Skinner.

He concluded that Bunter had hidden
the loot somewhere else, and proceeded
to look through the empty boxes, and
up and down and round about the room.
But he had no luck. Nothing in the
nature of a negative in a printing-frame
came to light.

Skinner clenched his hands.

Apparently Bunter, for some unknown
reason, had changed his mind about
hiding Coker's photographs in that box-
room. If he had hidden them in some
other spot, Skinner had to find Bunter
before he found them. He left the box-
room al last, and started to look for
Dunter.

I —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bagged at Last !

o LESS my sou! ! murmured Mr,
E Quelch,

The Remove master could

hardly believe his own eyes,

though they were justly compared, by

his pupils, to giumlets, for thefr penetrat-
ing qualities,

He held a printing-frame in his hand,

gazing almost spell-bound at the nega-
tive therein,

He had looked at Coker's photograpls
merely to ascertain whether the prints
had boen spoiled by Buuter's prank, On
ono of them, however, his eyes fixed with
a startied and intense gaze.

“Bless m¥% soul 1" he repeated.

In that negative, the range of windows
of the Liemove studies, taken from a
distance, was easily recognised, in spite
of the darks being light, and the lights
dark.

From one of the windows—easily
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ascertainced to be that of Study No. T—
a figure was leaning, with a hand grasp-
ing something which was apparently a
cricket ball, in the act of bhurling it
down.,

Mr, Quelch gozed at it, and gazed and
gazed again,

Ile was so engrossed in gazing that he
did not hear a tap at his door, or the
door open. But he loocked round at the
heavy tread of Coker of the Iifth.

“Ah! Come in, Coker!” said Mr.
Quelch.

“Cherry told me you wished to see
me, sir,” suid Coker. 'Then he gave a
jump «at the sight of his photographic
property.

He bud wondered what on earth the
master of the Lower Fourth could want
him for. He wondered still more what
in the solar system old Quelch was doing
with his photographs.

“These are your phdtographs, I under-
stand, Coker 7"

“Yes, sir, they're mine.”

“A foolish boy in my Form removed
them, Coker, and brought them into the
House,” said Mr. Quelch.

“T'll jolly well—>

“What?”

“’Hem! I mean n-n-nothing, sir!l”
stammered Coker. It was not judicious
to tell a Form master what he was
“jolly well™ going to do to that foolish
Loy who had shifted hus works of art.

“l am afraid the prints have been
spoiled, Coker; they have been too long
exposed,” said Mr, Quelch. “I should
like to know, Coker, just when you took
these photographs 1%

“ Yesterday afternoon, sir.”

“At what time, Coker?”

“Let’s sce—it was after tea—I think
about six o'clock, sir.”

“I should like you to answer me as
accurately as possible, Coker. It was
precisely at six o'clock, yesterday that
Carne of the Sixth Form wus struck by
a cricket ball from a Remove study
window. Were you taking these photo-
graphs at that {ime?”

“Yes, now I think of it, I remember
hearing eix strike while 1 was at it,”
answered Coker, wondering what the
thump old Quelch was so inquisitive for,
“I remember 1 heard about Carne when
I came 1n after taking them.”

“Then this picture of the Remove
study windows was taken at six o'clock
vesterday, the very moment of the
assault on a Sixth IForm prefect?”

“1 suppose so, sir.”

“1 should be obliged, Coker, if you
would leave these negatives in my hands
for a short time,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Certainly, gir, if you like,” said
Coker, in wonder.

“Very well, Coker. I will return the
negafives to you later.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Coker of the Fifth left the study, feel-
ing rather bucked by Mr. Quelch’s in-
terest 1n his photographic stunts. Ile
was not aware of the nature of that
interest. Mr, Queleh’s face was grim as
he proceeded to take a fresh set of prints
from those negatives.

Ile was nct yet aware of the identity
cf the junior who had been photo-
graphed in the aet of hurling a cricket
ball from the window of Study No. 7T—
ouly it was fairly certain that it was not,
after all, Buuter. But he was soon
going to be aware of it. As soon as he
saw the finiched print, the identity of
that member of his Form would be
perfectly clear.  And Mr. Quelch was
glad, from the bottom of Lis heart, that
he had given heed to his head boy and
postponed the flogging.

It was about an hour later that his

head boy received a message to assembls
the Remove in the Form-room,

Bkinner was still hunting Billy Bunter
when he was told. He had not found
him yet. Neither did Wharton succeed
in finding him, and when the Remove
assembled in the Form-room the fat Owl
was absent,

The juniors gathered in their places
wondering what was “up.” Mr, Quelch,
standing by his desk, had an expression
of portentous sternness on his severe
countenance. His eyes gleamed for a
moment at Skinner, as that youth came
in among the others. Skinner was not
feeling uneasy. Wherever Bunter was,
Skinner supposed that Coker's photo-
graphs were wlth him, and he had not
the slightest suspicion of the thunderbolt
that was about to fall on his unscrupu-
lous head.

“Are all here, Wharton 1”
“All except Bunter, sir,” answered

Harry. “I haven't been able to find
him.”
“Vory well, That is immaterial.”
Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on a silent,

wondering KForm.

“Yesterday,” said Mr. Quelch, in a
deep voice, “a prefect of the Sixth
Form was assaulted by a Remove boy.”

“Ancient history !” murmured the
Bounder to Redwing, fortunately with-
out being overheard by his Form
master.

“A cricket ball was hurled from the
window of Study No. 7 in the Remove,
which struck Carne of the Sixth Form
on the head !" said Mr, Quelch,

“Tell us somethin’ we don't know, old
bean!” murmured the Bounder, un-
heard by the Remove master.,

“It was supposed that Bunter was
guilty of this cowardly, this malicious
action,” pursued Mr. Quelch. “The
evidence against him appeared to be con-
clusive, chiefly owing to his own folly
and untruthfulness. My head boy, how-
ever, had doubts on the subject, which
he communicated to me, and, as a result,
the punishment was postponed for
further inquiry.”

“I've heard that one before!” mur.
mured the ‘Bounder, and there was a
faint snigger in the Form, instantly sup-
pressed as a gimlet eye glittered round.

“It now appears,” continued Mr.
Quelch, “that Bunter was not guilty of
the act attributed to him.”

“Oh!” murmured the
Skinner turned almost

“It was the act of another member
of my Form,” said Mr. Quelch, *and I
now command that boy to stand
forward.”

No one stirred.

Skinner was quaking inwardly. He
wondered desperately whether Quelch
really knew anﬁhmg, or whether this

_ ow could he possibly
know? Skinner was too wary a bird to
Lbe caught by chalff.

“1 am waiting!” said Mr. Qumelch, in
a deep voice. “I give that boy an
}:ppqr;tu.mty to stand forward and con-
0S8,

“ No takers!” murmured the Bounder.

Removites,

_There was a long pause.  Skinner

licked his dry lips; but he did not stir,
“Skinner I rapped Mr. Quelch.
“Oh!" gasped Skinner. “ Yes, sir!”

“ Stand out before the Form.”

Skinner dragged himself out, with kis
knees knocking together. All eyes were
upon him.

“Skinper! It was by your hand that
the cricket ball was hur)led at a Sixth
Form prefcet from a Remove study."

“It—it wasn't, sir!” gasped Skinner.

(Continued on page 28.)



A GRIPPING YARN OF DANGEROUS SPY WORK'!

MAJOR FERRERS LOCKE—A BRITISH SECRET SERVICE AGENT—IS PUT IN CHARGE OF 266 SQUADRON, R.F.C.,
JIM DANIELS,RON GLYNN, AND BRUCE THORBURN, THREE STAUNCH
A PLOT ON THE PART OF SERGEANT WILKINS, ALIAS
SPY, TO BLOW UP THE SQUADRON IS FRUSTRATED BY LOCKE.

STATIONED “SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE.”

CHUMS, ARE FLYING OFFICERS.
POWERED BY *“R. ONE"™

POSSESSION OF.

AND CONYEYED BY PLANE TO A GERMAN
MORTIMER, A BRITISH OFFICER WHO HOLDS A SECRET THE GERMAN AUTHORITIES ARE ANXIOUS TO GAIN l

RON AND JIM ARE PRISONERS AT THE SAME CAMP, WHICH IS UNDER THE COMMAND OF
“5% ONE"—NOW PROMOTED TO COLGNEL IN RECOGNITION OF HIS MERITORIOUS SERVICES.
CHUMS' WHEREABOUTS, THORBURN BOARDS A CAPTURED GOTHA PLANE AND HEADS FOR THE GERMAN LINES |
iIN A WILD EFFORT TO RESCUE THEM!

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

IN THE ENSUING CHASE THE MAJOR 15 OVER-
PRISON CAMP WHEREIN

“A. ONE,”” A GERMAN
IS COLONEL

LEARNING OF HIS

A Precious Document !

“ RING the pig-dog Mortimer
B hither—and at oncel” .

Colonel von Wolfsen was in

an evil temper. His face was

get in a ferocious scowl; his eyes, blood-
gshot with excessive drinking, Wwere
narrowed to points of eruelty. The
orderly to whom he spoke jumped like

a startled rabbit, saluted like an
automaton, and hustled from the
kommuandant’s ollice.

“Ach!1” VYoo Wclisen emptied a

liberal portion of liquor from the black
bottle at nis elbow into a tumbler and
drained it at a gulp. “These accursed
English are stubborn! But Colone! von
Wolfsen”—he drummed ' his massive
chest with doubled fists—" 18 the one to
make the pig-dogs talk 1"

Which was not exactly the truth.
For two weeks or more Wolfsen had
been in charge of Holzminden Prison
Camp, and well his prisoners knew 1it.
But the one man he had expected to
talk—namely, Colonel Mortimer—had
not talked.

By every known means of subtlety
Von Wolfsen had tried to extract the
information he needed, but the colonel
had refused to be drawn. Around
Mortimer, garbed like himself in
British uniform, two spﬁciall;; selected
men from the [Fatherland’s Secret
Servica had attempted to gain his con-
fidence. Both of them spoke perfect
English; both hud fool-proof tales to
tell of their capture, of their respective
regiments, and of the hope that the
Allied cause would speedily triumph.
To all of which Colonel Mortimer, a

veteran in these matters, paid merely
a passing interest. Of himself he
refused to speak—of the information he
possessed not one single word passed his
lips.

In Holzminden camp the very walls
seemed to have ears. Full well did the
old colonel know that the two British-
looking officers who more or less
shadowed him were, in reality, spies.
He smiled wanly at their abortive
efforts to gain his confidence, but
suffered them. He knew that nothing
would please the tyrannical kommandant
of Holzminden better than to be able to
put him against a wall to face a firing-
Fa.rtjr That, of a certainty, would be
iis fate when Colonel von Wolisen
learned the whereabouts of the precious
document which meant so much to
Germany.

Colonel Mortimer’s eyes had lit u
with hope upon his first encounter wit
Major Locke. Here was a possible
chance of defeating the cunning Von
Wolfsen. The major was young and in
good health. Given the opportunity to
escape, he would stand a much better
chance of regaining the Allied lines than
himself. Already Colonel Mortumer had
decided to pass on the great knowledge
he possessed to Major Locke, but EE
bided his time. When they met in the
mum_cumfuund they merely exchanged
greetings like any other prisoners; yet
ﬂhEEﬂl‘Et- code signal had passed between
them.

A full four score of prisoners, of
mixed nationalities, mingled together In
that compound under the eyes of vigilant
guards. But i1t was dangerous to trust

any of them. Deliberately Colonel
Mortimer avoided Locke, and the two
youngsters from 256 squadron, for he
knew that his every movement Wwas
watched and reported. He also knew
that the time was coming when he
wonld have to take the major into his
full confidence.

Ron and Jim were now but shadows of
their former selves. Upcommonly short
rations, much hard work, and ill-usage,
had left ugly marks and shadows on
their youthful faces. Day after day
they toiled at the most menial and
degrading tasks Colonel von Wollsen
specially selected for them.

On innumerable occasions they had
been tempted to fling discretion to the
winds and fall upon the tyrant. Fortu-
nately, those impulses had been
restrained, for the heinous offence of
striking such an all-powerful personage
as the camp kommandant could only end
in death. Yet it pleased Von Wolfsen
to taunt them— he made the most of
his opportunity.

Major Locke caught Mortimer’s eye as
he tramped round the compound for
exercise. Without undue haste, he
joined him and motioned to Ron and
Jim to follow at a distance behind.

“AMajor,” whispered Mortimer, “it 18
time I passed on 10 you certain informa-
tion wEich it will be your duty to
smuggle back to H.Q.”

Locke made some reply—for the
benefit of a passing prisoner—which had
nothing to do with what the colonel had
said, and waited. From their first moeet-
ing in the compound Ferrers Locke had
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recognised Colonel Mortimer as one of
the leading British Beoret Bervice
agents, 8o he was not unduly astonished
at the colonel’s words.

“The dogs have tried everything in
their power to make me talk, Locke!”
whispered Mortimer. “ Everything—
torture, gtarvation, solitary confinement,
Up to now it has pleased them to keep
me alive, yet I feel sometimes that my
hours are numbered."”

Once again Locke made a reply which
had no Eea.rin upon what had been
said, just for the benefit of two British
officers who sauntered within earshot,
and deliberately turned in his tracks.

Without question Colonel Mortimer
followed suit,

“I carry evidence of the identity of

every German spy working in the
British Forces,” went on the colonel
when opportunity oeccurred. “That

evidehce, major, must be taken back to
the Allied headquarters.”

*X unﬂerstnng, colonel,” said Locke
guietly. “Even in the fortnight I have
been hore my time has not been wasted.
More than one sentry is amenable to
reason—and a little money. Despite the
iron system of discipline that Von
Wolfsen imagines he maintains here, it
should not be a matter of impossibility
to escape.”

The colonel, seeing the approach of
the two British officers who had tried so
hard to make his acguaintance,
remaincd silent. It was quite five
minutes before they were shaken off.

“Von Wolfsen has tried different
methods from his predecessor,”” the
colonel resumed, “but his patience is
exhausted. I shall be lucky indecd to
sce another twenty-four hours of life.”

He shrugged his shoulders philosophic-
ally. He was an old campaigner who
had scen service in the SBouth African
war, and had served his country well in
the present world upheaval. Ho was a
sick man, doomed anyway now to an
early end. A tubercular cough had
seized hold of his ill-nourished and war-
scarred frame, and without expert
medical treatment there was not a
chance in a hundred of outliving the
disease. What mattered it when e
Ea.ssed into the Great Beyond, providin

o served his country as thousands o
others had done before him?

Locke guessed what was passing in
the older man’s mind, and refrained
from making unnecessary comment.

And it was at that moment Colonel
von Wolfsen's orderly made his appear-
ance.

“Kolonel Mortimer. His Excellency
the Herr Kommandant demands your
immediate presence.”

A slight, almost imperceptible, signal
ﬂlﬁ:}fd between Mortimer and Ferrers

e before the former accompanicd
the orderly to the kommandant's office.

“Who's your friend, major?” asked
Ron, drawing near.,

“Oh, just a British colonel of cavalry
—a prisoner like yourself,” replied
Locke, lying deliberately. “Never run
across him before, though. For all I
know to the contrary, he may be a
German, in British uniform, trying to

pump me.”
“The dirty dog!” exclaimed Jim
Daniels. “Thess sausage-eaters are

great believers in hitting below the belt,
aren't theyf”

“War is war, young 'un,” said Locke,
with a smile, and noticed out of the
corner of his eye that the two British
officers, before mentioned, moved off,
apparently satisfied with what they had

"Buf this isn’t war!” growled Ron.
“I'm fed to the teeth hanging about
here, working like a blessed navvy and
living on starvation diet.”

" Starvation’s right,” nodded Jim,
“Why, that rotter Wilkins "—both tho
youngsters invariably referred to the
kommandant by that name—* actually
ruined the fellows’ parcels from home
that arrived to-day.”

“Jumped on the food, and chucked it
about under the pretence of inspecting
1617 added Ron bitierly, * Anyone
could see that the rotter didn't intend

any of these poor chaps here to get a
titbit from hom...”

Locke nodded.

“That's an old trick, young 'un,” he
replied. “ You see, the Prisoners of
War BSociety, drawn from neutral
countries, make a regular beating if
they learn that Jerry stops his prisoners’
parcels. So i;nur clever German mucks
up the parcels first. Which amounts to
the same thing, for the food isn't fit
for human consumption after they’ve
“inspected " it."

“How long have we been in this
dump ?” asked Ron moodily.

“Two weeks and three dn?rs,” returned
Major Locke. “But den't get down-
hearted; it might be worse.”

“Yes; but not much!"” grunted Ron.
“Hallo, ihere goes roll-call 1”

A bugle rang out across the compound,
and the prisoners hastened to take u
their positions. Six times a day this
roll-call took place, and invariably it
was followed by a search, to discover
whether the prisoners had secured pos-
session of any sort of weapon.

And while this disciplinary measure
was being carried out a piercing scream
rang across the parade ground. Locke’s
eves turned towards the kommandant's
oflice, and his face blanched. Mortimer,
poor devil, was obviously suffering
further tortures at the hands of the
tyrant.

A Unique Hiding-Place !
OLONEL VOUON WOLFSEN'S
é coarsc features were black with

rage and fury.
Before him, lying in a still,
huddled heap, was Colonel Mortimer.

In Von Wolfsen's knotted fist was a
long whip of fine steel, covered by a
superfluons coating of leathor. d
that terrible weapon had beaten the
stubborn  British colonel into un-
CONSCIOUSTIeSS,

Despite Von Wolfsen's demands and
blood-curdling threats, Colonel Morti-
mer had refused to divulge the hiding-
place of the precious document he had
stolen. Nothmg beyond that one scream,
wien human courage and fortitude
cotld hold out no longer, had passed
between the prisoner’s lips.

Von Wolfsen spurned the unconscious
heap of humanity with a savage kick
and faced his somewhat horrified sub-
ordinate officers, still with the whip in
his hand.

* Under-officer Blatz!”” he snarled.
“You will do me the favour of deserib-
ing what has just happened in this
room."”’

The under-officer licked his lips and
saluted smartly.

“Herr Excellency, T did but see a
stubborn pig Englander officer refuse to
answer the question you repeatedly put
to him. I did but see your Excellency
thrash him like the dog he is until he
fainted.”
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The whiplash flicked through the
alr and sliced across Under-officer
Blatz’s cheek, leaving a weal that would
in all probability remain there as long
as he lived. Blood spurted along it in
& crimson line, in violent contrast to
the paleness of the rest of the unfor-

tunate man’s face.

“Dolt! Idiot! Imbecile!” raved the
kommandant, “ You saw nothing of the
kind! Under-officer Shermann, per-
haps "—he leered unpleasantly—* per-
haps your memory is better 7’

“ Herr Kommandant,” gasped Under-
officer Shermann, “1 did but see a pig
Englander strike your Excellency. Ior
such a monstrous offence the penalty is
death. Herr Kommandant, your
humble under-officer Shermann thinks
you have shown the pig Englander ex-
treme mercy."

“Ach " grinmed Von Wolfsen sourly.
“That is better. If inquiries are made
you would do well to remember trat
story. Jal That is good! Now, m
pretty Blatz, do you think you eould tell
the meddling Duteh minister, should he
visit us to-morrow, that same story "

“Most assuredly, Herr Kom-
mandant!” said the under-officer. “A
thousand apologies, your Excellency, tur
not having—for not having told the
truth first time !”

“It is well! Take the dog away! If
he lives until the morning I shall be
much surprised. Stay!” he added as an
afterthought, “Put him in Major
Locke's cell, and sece to it that the
hidden microphone does its work,”

“Ja, Herr Kommandant 1"’

The unconscious colonel was carted
out of the room and taken to a stone
cell, during which time the prisoners
were kept on the parade ground.

Dumping their limp burden on to one
of the trestle beds unceremoniously,
under-officer Shermann himself saw to
the fixing of a small micropnone, cun-
ningly hidden in the brickwork at that
point where the wall and the ceiling
met. When he had completed his task,
not the keenest eye among the prisoners
would have spotted that device for pick-
ing up and relaying all conversations
direct to the kommandant's office.

Five minutes later, Major Locke was
marched into his cell for the might, in
common with the rest of the prizoners.
The sheet-metal door slammed home,
the key grated in the lock, and practi-
cally all light was blotted out.

Even so, the major made out that
huddled, still shape on the trostle bed,
and knew instinctively that it was
Colonel Mortimer,

“Poor devil I"" muttered Locke; and
the words carried sharp and clear to the
listening ears of Colonel von Wolfsen,
forty yards away. “ By heavens, Wilkins
shall suffer for this one day !”

The listener-in chuckled hoarsely to
himself. That a day of retribution
would ever dawn he never took into
account, vet he was destined to be re-
minded of Locke's words in the near
future,

He listened in to that hidden micro-
phone for an hour or more, by which
time much of his store of patience was
evaporated. For, save occasional moans
from the man he had beaten so merci-
lessly, his eager ears heard nothing.

Meanwhile, in the stone cell, Locke
was bending over the stricken colonel,
doing his utmost to keep him comfort-
able. The stubborn old man was as pale
as death, His eyes glowed with an un-
natural light, and two high specks of

heard. Swish | faverish eolour mounted his cheeks; but
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the active brain which had served
Britain and the Allies so faithfully did
not desert him in his hour of suffering.

By gestures he announced to Ferrers
Locke that it was not safe to talk aloud
in this stone cell, and the major, who
knew the deaf-and-dumb alphabet,
quickly grasped the significance of those
gesturces.

Without a sound thereafter the two
held conversation, at the end of which
Colonel Mortimer passed his trembling
hand across his mouth, jerked at some-
thing therein, and passed 1t to his
companiorn.

Major Locke was not surprised at the
unusual nature of the hiding-place the
brave old colonel had adopted. In war,
spies with documents of worth about
them, outwitted their searchers n a
score of different ways. Yet perhaps
Colonel Mortimer's secret hiding-place
was the most unique in Locke’s experi-
ence, for it was a shallow cavity but
three-cighths of an inch in depth, and
three inches in length that was fitted to
the top plate of his false teeth.

This additional “roof ” to his mouth
had given the old colonel but little dis-
comfort, and its very ingenuity had sur-
vived search after sn&rﬂ?\, by those who
made it their business to study hiding-
places in unexpected forms.

the

Gontly Locke withdrew from
shallow cavity a thin, compressed wad
of paper. Upon it, he knew from
Mortimer's deaf-and-dumb conversation,
were inscribed the names and rank of all
gnrman spies serving under the Dritish

ag.

Colonel Mortimer, moaning slightly,
for he was near unto death, summoned
a grim smile of approval at Locke’s
ready grasping of matters. Then he
sank back on the blankets, breathing
stertorously.

Quietly, quickly, Major Locke took off
his belt—a quite ordinary piece of
British leather to look at, but for all
that containing a receptacle that would
pass inspection of all but the keenest
eyes—and secreted therein the precious
document for which Mortimer had
braved so much. Then he refastened
the belt about his middle and turned
to the stricken colonel.

What he saw sct him beating a thun-
derous tattoo on the steel door of the
cell, calling in German for the sentry to
fetch -a medical oflicer.

Instead of a doctor, the bloated face
of the kommandant peered in at the
open door five minutes later. He snarled
as he saw the lifeless form on the trestle
bed, and turned savagely upon Major
Locke.

“The accursed pig-dog did not speak?
Ach! Stubborn to the end, the fool!”

Locke said nothing, but his lips sct in
a grim line, and he promised Colonel
von Wolisen a complete reckoning when
the opportunity came his way.

“Away with him!” roared the kom-
mandant. “ Why the Fatherland should
be burdened with such pig-dogs is be-
yond my comprchension. If 1 had my
way I would shoot the lot !

He shook a fist in IFerrers Locke’s
face, then turned sharply and strode
awWaYy.

The oell door clanged to, and silence
once again settled over that grim. grey

bhuilding ecalled Holzminden Prison
Camp.
v ¥ ¥ ¥ .

Faintly, from the distance, the clang-
ing of spades reached Locke’s ears.
Colonel Mortimer had served lis country
to the bitter end, and his remains were
being laid to rest in German soil.

The metallic ring of the spades ceased
at last,

Heavy, oppressive silence once more
reigned in that place of misery and
despair,

Amazing Audacity !

HE whirring music of the twin

E engines carrying the giant

Gotha deeper and deeper into

German territory, kept up a
pleasing rhythm with the thoughts of
the yvoungster at the controls.

Thorburn was singing. That the
words of the song ran on the lines of
“Take me back to dear old Blighty,
take me back to dear old London
Town,” and were anvthing but appro-
priate to the journey he was now
making, made no difference.

A born optimist, Thorburn had great
hopes of bringing his wild and reckless
venture to a successful conelusion.

Machime after machine, bearing the
black symbol of Germany in the form
of a cross, passed him as he whirled
deeper and deeper into cnemy country.
Some of the pilots threw him a greeting,
and to all of them In return ']%hurburn
extended his thumb and fingers to his
nose 1n such fashion as to set those
German pilots wondering.

““Take me back to dear old London
Town! " bawled Thorburn. *“* Take
me over there, take me anywhere—
Piccadilly, Leicester Square, and I don't
care——" Whooop !”

That last ejaculation was not in keep-
ing with the lilt and general abandon of
the famous war song. A pglance at the
petrol gauge, which followed automatic-
ally as the engines began to splutter and
cough, told the youngster that his petrol
or benzine was finished.

“Confound the luck !” muttered Thor-
burn. *“Just when everything was going
first class. This is where vours truly
does a bit of thinking.”

“Yours truly ™ did quite a lot of
thinking, and the outcome of it all was
a daring plan.

The giant Gotha was eruising at an
altitude of ten thousand feet. Accord-
ing to Thorburn’s reckoning, Cologne
lay three miles distant on his port wing.
And outside Cologne, small, but distinct
in the last hour of the setting sun,
showed a number of hangars.

“A Hun aerodrome !” whooped Thor-
burn. “I wonder whether they'll be
pleased to see me.”

That he had to land somewhere was
a matier over which he had no choice.
The engines had “ given up the ghost ”
completely now, and the propellers were
spinning round only by reason of the
gliding angle at which the youngster
was forced to set the plane.

“T'll have to chance it,” chuckled
Thorburn. “It'll be a rare jest if I get
away with it. But thank goodness I
paid enocugh attention to  Herr
Schneider at Millborough to lcarn some-
thing of his jaw-breaking language.
Never thought then it would come in
useful.”

By the time he was cireling over the
drome he had formed a set plan of cam-
paign. At this hour it was likely that
the officer personnel at the drome would
be changing for dinner. Thus the
arrival of a Gotha would not excite un-
neeessary attention from them. That
mechanies would of a certainty be on
duty became a comforting fact as, r.
ing over the huge wing spread of tho
Gotha, Thorburn saw two of them racing
across the drome in the direction he
intended to land.

Thorburn landed his first German
machine—a twin-engined bomber, with-
out engime power at that mowment—with
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considerable credit to himsclf. Tt
landed, he told himself, like an omnibus
with wings. A few sharp bumps, and
then the undercarriage wheels gripped
the short-cropped turf and scudded
merrily along towards the waiting
mechanies,

Thorburn paid no heed to their salute.
He appeared to be in a right royal rage.

“Benzine! Quickly, you thickheads !
he roared in German. * Special mission !
Must be in Potsdam before midnight.
Hurry! Hurry, vou sluggards! The
All-Highest brooks no delay for those
who perform his private missions !”

“Ja! Herr Excellency!” replied the
scnior  mechanie, hardl knowing
whether he spoke to a colonel or the
All-Highest  himself., “It shall be
brought you and at once!”

“Hurry !

The junior mechanic raced off to the
nearest hangar, what time his companion
}naila recady to pump in the required
uel.

Thorburn, his heart beating furiously,
kept an anxious eye on the little group
of buildings which he reckoned to be
the officers’ quarters. His landing had
been noticed by one officer at least, for
he was leisurely making his way towards

the Gotha!

Meantime, the mechanic was returning
with the precious fuel, in a motor-
driven benzine tank kept specially for
the purpose.

Impatiently Thorburn bellowed to the
man to put some life into his move-
ments,

The nozzle of the feeder was thrust
into the Gotha’s tank at last, and the
automatic pump began to transfer the
spirit to the empty tank.

Nearer and nearer eame the interested
officer, Thorburn eyeing him with mis-
giving. It was one thing playing the
“heavy” with the well-drilled mechanies,
it was hoping for too much to expect
the same result if he tried it on with
the approaching officer.

“Hurry! TFools! Blockheads! Obh,
but you will be reported for this sloth-
fulness !” roared Thorburn.

“Herr Excellency,” pleaded the
mechanie, “the pump is working at full
pressure! Your tank it nearly ?ull 1

The seconds went by.

The strolling officer was no more than
fifty yards away. Suddenly he broke
into u run, and Thorburn, neeing that
something had excited his suspicions,
ordered the mechanies to take their tank
away and to swing the propellers.

Trained to do what they were told
without question, the mechanies bustled
to carry owt those orders at full speed.

“Stop!” In German came the com-
mand from the approaching officer now
no more than twenty yards away.

“ Stop 1”

Yet even as the yells rang out the
first engine roared ito life in a multi.
tudinous throb i{hat drowned them
completely.

“ Atta boy !"” whoeoped Thorburn.

The second engine, still warm, was
just as quick to respond. Then, under
full throttle, Thorburn roared the
Gotha into a cross wind take-off, which
nearly resulted in disaster, and zoomed
over the head of the panting German
officer, ecausing that very surprised
young man to throw himself flat on his
face to avoid decapitation,

(Thorburn's luck certainly held good
that time, but iz mission's not ended
yet!  Look out for another feast of
thrills in next wéek's concluding
chapters.)

Tie Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,270.
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COKER'S CAMERA ‘CLICKS " !

(Continued from page 24.)

“1 know that Wharton would like (o
make out that it was, but if ho gays—-""

“Wharton has not mentioned your
name to me, Skinner. I should not have
allowed him to do =o, haa he desired;
I do not encourage tale-bearimg in this
Form! No onc has mentioned your
nawme to me.”

“Then—then, sir—1
you should think——"

“The “proof of your guilt, Skinner,
has come from an entively unlooked-for
source. A Fifth IForm boy was taking
photographs at the tume, and these
photographs have come iuto my hands.
(ine of them shows yous;an the very acl
of hurling the cricket ball from a study
wincloa.

“Oh 1" gasped Skinner,

“My hat!” muarmmred Dob Cherry.
“Jdolly old Coker——"

Mr. Quelch took a photograph fiomn
his desk; a finished print. Tle held it
up for all the Remove to sce. Skinner
stared at it with  bulging eves.
Fvidently Dunter had not hidden away
those negatives after all. The wretched
sehicmer of the Remove realised that
the gawie was g, 1lee stared at the
photographed reprezscimmation of himself
at the window-of Stidy No. 7, ericket
Lall 10 hand, with Carne’s head visible

don’t sce why

Ly If:u',_ He groaned.
“T'lius pholograph,” said Nr, Queldy,
“wus taken at six o'clock yesterdow

oflernoon ; and 1t shows Skinner in the
act of hiueling the cricket ball at Carne
af the Sixth. Skinner, do you venture
to make any further denial®”

“Oh, no, sir!” wmugbled Skinner. “1
—I—it  was really a Lk, siv—I—1
never meant to-hurt Carne veally, sir—
I—=I was going to—to own up, sir, il—
if Buuter was up for a flogging v

“1 am afraid that I cannot believe
that statement, Skinner, after this lapse
of time.  Wharton, you may tell Bun-
ter that the matter is atvan end, so far
us he is concerned. Skinner, I shall
now take vou to your headmaster, and
request hifn to administer a flogging of
the utinost severity. The Form is dis-
missed! Skinner, follow me!”

Skinner almost crawled from the
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Form-room in the wake of Ius Formn
master. 'The way ol the transgressor
wis hard!

for pre

b I

* Hnlﬁ:, hallo, halle, where
liave yvou been all this time, you frab-
jous owl?” asked Bob Cherry.

“Well, I've been keeping out of that
beast Coker's way,”” said Bunter. “1I
helieve he suspects me of shifting his
silly photographs—as if 1'd touch his
rubbish, you know! I sav, you fellows,
what's the matter with Skinner? lle's
Lv_rluluing“ on the banisters, groaning like

illy-o.

“Beuk's flogging !” said Harry Whar-
fon. “And vou're not getting it to-
morrow,  Dunter! Official, fromw
Queleh.”

“Oh, good! Iave vou owned up,
Pob, old chap?”

“You silly owl!" roaved Bob Cherry.
“It was Skiner, and he's been found
out and flogged.”

“Oh erikey! Why, Skinner thought
it was you—how could he have thought
it was you if it was him?"” ejaculated
Buntor,

“1la, ha, La!"

“1 suppose he was telling whoppers,”’
said  Bunter, alter some thought.
“Serve hin jolly well right 1o get a
beak's licking,  1f there’s one thing 1
despise, it's telhing whoppers,”

“0Oh ernmbs !

“Well, T'mn jolly glad it's come out,”
sawd Duanter.  “1t’s recally turned out
fine! I almost wished that Carnc’s nut
hadn’'t been eracked, you know, when
they thought it was me. Now it's all
right! Splendud, in faet! Carne’s nut
cracked—and nothing to come to me!
Couldn’t have turned out better, could
' it

And Bunter rolled away to prep in a
state of happy satisfaction, leaving the
Removites chuckling.

THE EXD.

(D sure wou get o copy of next week's
Macuer, chums! It will contain another
Frank Richards' “apceial,”  cutitled :
“THE MYSTERY OF NUMDER ONE
STUDY!" und anothcr coupon for
50 paints to add te your collection!)

- L

SAY, you fellows!” o
Billy Bunter turned up 1n time

DIDDLING DR. BIRCHEMALL!

(Continued from page 15.)

Hcad, almost fawning and grovelling at
Sir Frederick’s feet.  **8hall I see you
down to the door, Sir Frederick 7"’

“Pray don’t trubble, Birchemall—I
know you arc a busy man,” said tho
bogus barronet, with a glarnse at the
comic paper that lay on the Head's desk.
“(Good-bye, my dear sir—and forget all
about that interview !”

“1 certainly will, SBir Frederick.
Good-night, sir!"

“Sir Frederick " stalked out into the
passidge on his stilts, then quickly
rolled up his long trowsis, shed his stilts,
pecketed his false wiskers, and rushed
:m{-lc to the Common-room, larfing fit to
nist.

There was a yell from the Fourth as
he entered.

“Do the trick, old bean?”

“IHow did it work *"

“Take a giddy charm.” replied Jack
Jolly, between his spasms of lavlier.
“All extra lessons arve cancelled from
now on!”

“Hooray !™

“And T've left the ITead looking like
a dor with two tales!” added tlu
kaptin of the Fourth. “All's well that
cnds well, what ?”

And the Fourth, hetween their cheers,
had to agree that 1t was so!

Theye were no more exira lessons for
the Fourth, and half-hollerdays us usial
was the order of the day once more.

The only thing that trubbled Jack
Jolly was the possibility that the real
Sir Irederick mite turn up and =poil
things. He did turn up on the following
day—but, by a strange mischance, I'rank
Fearless van over him on his bike before
he reached the Skool House. By the
time he came oot of  hospital, cvery-
thing about the “Muggleton Mail "’
interview had been forgoiten. So Jack
Jollv's hittle roose proved suxxessful.

THE END.
(Be sure and read: “NITE HAWKS
AT ST. SAIWK!? the next amusing

warn of Juek Jolly & Co. 1IN appear
1t the MAGNET v a fortnight's time!)

GREAT SAHARA
DESERT PACKET

Fine Far-Eastern stamps, LATAKIA, (rand Lebanon, old t, CHARKARY

Polestine, Byria, Iraq, ‘the beautiful Samama Camel “Eﬁ],]r:p op'L ICH,
SeaD Now. Lgu r DeEvay. Just 2d. fur postage, request approvals and a further pkt.
of 50 all difierest will be included. —Listurn & Townsend (U.J.5.),

EPUBLICA.

FREE!

Liverpool,

Write _ for my
of the

14 DAYS' APPROYAL.

PAID.
terms.

Unsh
All

free Bargain
best ALL-BRITISH CUycles.
CARRIAGE
price £3 :10: 0,
accessories FREE.

: { of such a terrible
Lists

or

Your Height inercased In 1

Back,
srnl privale
Dean Hea

Amarzlog CUoursd.

1

— STEBBING SYSTEM, 28,
LONDON, N.W.2.

daya, or Money
Write for Free Book,

Send

HANDSOME MEN

appoarance. 1/8, 2/8. 7,000 Teslinmonials,
Laberatories. (Pept. A.7T), Colwyn

ARE BLIGHTLY SUNBURNT.
“"HUNBROMEE"™
({Booklot, siamp.)—
Bay, Wales,

éﬂr
GEODO. GROSE

riemarkabl

SPURPROOF TENTS.

beauliful Illustroled Camping List st
& CO., B, N sPRE

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will
aMiction
Address in confidence:r T. J.
128, Shaftesbury Avenue, LONDON, W.1.

learn how. to rid yoursell

free of charge.  Enclose slamp.
TEMPLE, Specialist, “ Palace House,"'
(Est. over 25 yrars,)

Model X.

Made from | hlwnllihr. proofed material, Com-
plete . with  thres-plece u,!luintqﬂ poles, A
guy lines, and brown valise, Weight 5 tEu
Bize 6 ft. X 4 ft. 6 in. @ 3 [t G In, '0/8

With 6 In, wall and 3 in. eave
Accommodates three boya. Postage Y9d.

Extra lightweight In ti t
Welght &i 1bas. IEEH =i

FER.

EW BRIDGE T, B L.4,

hmnprovoes
unbrones
(Est, 1901.)

_ 1 promise you Robust

TR "G Strength, Staminn, and Dashing

30 days or money bick| My amazing

Courre adde 10-20

arveloprenl (with 2 ins, on Ohest and 1 in. on Arms

optrol, Virile Manhood, Personal
isn FREE, sent privaicly — STEBBING INSTITUTE

Will, Perfecl Bell
vour friends [ Det
(A), 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2,

Health, Doubled
Energy in

sin-1
to your muscular
also brings an Iron
agnelism, Burprise

Increascd my own height to 61t. 3%ins. l
Treatmoent £2 22, Detalls 23d. stamp. —
. ; s A. B. M. ROBRE, Hoight Specialist,

SOARBOGROUGI,

ENGLAND, i

.I r
VENTRILOQUISHM qnickly learnt, .Thruwﬂvairr.flrunh. emply roome,
reat fun,

Imitate animals,” Dersonk,

chimncys, ele,
full jaxlrdet]

- |
tricks. . Book nunminlng
Monoy h{.nk J unsatisfie

8, dialogaes, elc.. 1/8 post paid,
~NOVAL, T7. Grange Rd., Harm:?ud, g.t:‘

many myslifyin #

BLUSHING,
LL

B , ""Merves," Ball-conselonsness, Worry
Hmr.munuhh Foars, ete., cured or money
back | Booklet Pree privately—L A
BTEBBING. 8. Dean Eoad, LONDON N, W.3,

GAIN HEIGHT AND

WIN CONFIDENCE

A tall, fine figure commands attention and respect
and is balf the battle to success. Increased height
15 within your reach through the famous Challoner
treatment, which *is quick, easy, anc
harmless. Specialists in ligure improving methods,
we help you to get on the upper side of lile,
If ane box is insufficient we supply another FREK.
Do not hesitate.
ticulars in_ sealed envelope. Sample 7id.
on Height Improvement 3d. P.0. or stamps only.

THE CHALLONER CO, (late Bond 8t.), Private Dept. 8.35
Laboratory and Works, Hyde Heath, Amersham, Bucks.

absolutely

Send 1ld. stamp for full par-
Book

300 STAMPS FOR 6

Wales, Gold Coast, ele.—W. A, WHITE, EBogine Lanoc, LYE, Stourbridge.

(Abroad 1/-), including Air

st, Bar-
bados, Old India, Nigeria,

ew Soulh
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