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CALLING ALL READERS!

DARE SAY many of you have read
I stories in which an mvisible man

is featured, and you may have
wondered if it would ever be possible
for such a man to exist in real life. TIn
that case you'll be interested in this
news which comes from the town of
Graz, the capital of Styria, in Austria,
where three local engineers claim to have
discovered

THE SECRET OF INVISIBILITY,

and, what is more, are said to have
demonstrated the fact that they ean
make a man invigible ! They worked on
the well-known fact that stars don't go
out of the sky when day comes. They
only appear to do so because they are
surrounded by light, but they are
actually there all the time. Therefore,
mna their argament, why not apply the
same principle to a raan, and thus
render ];il;'m ag invisible as the stars are
in daytivne * Ry an ingenious system of
lighting it is said that they can make a
man vanish in kalf & minute, although
he himself can sea perfectly well, 3o it
geemns that one of the dreams of scientists
for centuries is coming true ot last !

Tulking of invisibility, do you know
that

SEEING STARS IN DAYLIGHT

ia possible nnder ecertain conditions—and
I don't mean stawe or film stars! 1If
vou were to descend a deep mine and
stand there in perfect blackness, lnoking
np the shaft of the mine at the sky, you
would bhe able to see the stars. There
i3 an even more remarkable case onp
record. Many vears sgo o boy was
locked up in a pitch-dark prison and
kept there fir a considerable length of
time. He was zaid to be the relative of
a king who wonted him kept out of the
way. Eventually, however, the prisoner
managed to escape and made his way
mto the world of which he knew nothing.
He was adopted by a kindly official, but
waz unable to say who he wus or where
ho had been kept. Then a strange dis-
covery was made. The prisoner’s long
vears in total darkness had so affected
hig eves that he was able to see the stars
in the daylight !

ERF i3 another naragraph which
may interest you. Lt concerns
tha man with

THE SHORTEST SURNAME IN THE

WORLD.

You'll find it hard to helieve, but there

is & man caled Mr. “ 1" XNaturslly,

you will expect » man with a name like
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_ Your Editor is always pleased to hear
Rl from his readers.

Write to him : Editor

ﬁf the * Magnet,”” The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd,, Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

that to.be g Chinaman, and he ix. He
is & Chinege Christian priest, whose full

name iz Father Vincent I. But a{i-
Earem]}r he’s a militant priest, for he
as just been presented-with a medal for

valour. He was very prominent in the
fighting between the Chinese and the
Japancse, and gained his medal for his
work in that ecampaign. So, you e,
although the following sentence scems
all wrong grammatically, it is perfectly
correct ;
*1is a Chinaman '™

A Staffordshire reader asks me if many
mutinies occur at sea nowadays. Not
many, my chum, and when they do they
are generally squashed very quicklv.
Some years ago there was

AKX AMAZING MUTINY

in the Dutch East Indies.
battlesbip’s crew suddenly mutinying
and sailing off out of harbour, with a
native crew defying an entire fleet!
The native crew of a bizg battleship
decided that they weren't getting enough
pay, so they held a meeting and decided
to muting, They seized their white
officers, imprisoned them, and then pro-
ceciled to sea. The rest of the Dutch
fleet in thoze waters were hastily sent
alter them, and eventually eame up
with them. (reatly outnumbered by
the surrounding vessels, the mutineers
were called upon to surrender, and it
was confidently expectedd that they
would do go, DBut they refused, and
cleared decks for action. However, a
seaplane stopped all that, It flew low
over the vessal and Jdropped ane homh
which did terrific damage and killed 2
Iarge number of the mutineers. Warned
by this what would happen if they
continned to resist, the mutinecrs
surrendered.

Tmagine a

HOW FAR CAN A HORSE JUMP?

is a question asked me by Bert Grainger,
of Harrow., One of the most amazing
jomps made by a horse was over a

ravine twenty-one feet across. 'The
horse was ridden by Mre. Assheton
Emith, a famous tider {0 hounds. Not

many records of horse jumps are kept,

an it ia difficult to say whether thia.

distance has been beaten.

A GOOD TIP!

Once again I must draw the attention
of ali “ Magnetites” to the rollickin
fine yarns dealing with the carly adven-
tures of Harry Wharton & Co. now
Appearing in our companion paper, the
“em."! You'll'enjoy reading "om, take
it from me.

and romantic things in this
country of ours which remain to
be explained. For instance, take

THE GREY LADY OF CRANFORD,

who is =aid to haunt a palatial mansion
at Cranford Park, Middlegex. The houso
is owned by the local council, but no ¢ne
| has lived there for twenty years, except
the caretaker and his family. Everyone
clee iz scared to'enter the place, becauses
of the mysterious craghes which take
t place cvery now and again, and which
are attributed to the ™ Grey Lady,” as
[ the ghost who is supposed to haunt it is
called. The caretaker has just retired
after his long wvigil, and althouzh he has
never seen the ghost himself he is unable
to aeccount for the mysterious sounds
snd the crashing down of trees and
ceilings. Many of the bookeases in the
library are ‘really secret doors, and
geveral secret passages have been dis-
coverail, which yet remain‘to be explored,
So there is work for explorers in this
couvntry even yet!
Now for a few

ITEMS OF INTEREST

collected from various sourcea.

White Foxes in Britain '—A white fox
—a most rare animal to find in these
jslands — was  recently captured at
Rothbury, Northumberland.

Listening-in to the ** Death Waich ™ !
—Tleath wateh beetles, which do so
much damage to old buildings owing to
their habit of burrowing into the wood,
can now be lstened to by means of
microphones  and amplifiers  which
amplify their sonnds a million fimes.
It iz claimed that listeners can iell
exactly what t of beetle they are
listening to merely by the sound of its
jaws at work !

The Rarest Whale in the World iz the
pvgmy sperm whale. Ome was washed
ashore with its calf recently in South
Australin., It was the first seen for filty
years !

Trams Commemorate the Name of
Their Inventor.—They were invented by
a Jeotsman named Outram. That is
why we still call them * trams.”

f[\HERR ara stil a lot of stranpe

L

Now let me see

WHAT THE BLACK BOOK S5AYS,

the black book being the diary in which
I keep a note of our fature isaues. It
tells me that the next long complete
yarn i§ entitled :

“ON THE TRACK OF THE
TRICKSTER !
By Frank Richards,

Although Harry Wharton & Co. are
convineerd that Ponsonby, the cad of
Higheliffe, has eaused friction betwoen
Marjorie Hazeldene & Co. and themselves,
the girls of Chiff House remain uncon-
vinced, and the feud iz still * on.” To
force Ponsonby to * spill the beans ™ s
the only way to put matters right. And
this Harcy Wharton & Co. determine to
do. Chief and most encrgetic amongst
them, strangze to zay, is Lord Mauleverer
—the fellow who was born tired! Get
next Saturday’s Maoxer and read all
about it.

Another sparkling issue of the
“ Gireyfriars Herald,” together with the
Greyiriara Rhymester's contribution, will
complete thiz bumper issue. Be sure to
order vour copy earky.

YOUR EDITOR.




TRUE BLUE ALL THROUGH ! * You are judged guilty of disgraceful conduct and of bresking

one of the most important rules of the school ! ** says the Head of Greyfriars sternly.
anything to say belore I flog you, Cherry ? **

RICHARDS

« Clara !’* gasped Bob Cherry.
“You're not leaving me stranded
on this island?”* ** Why not? ”’
askedthe Cliff House girl, coolly.
“One good turn deserves
another, doesn’t it?*

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Unpopular !

L ERE he comes ™
“Ha, ha, hal”
Harry Wharton sef jas I
a little as he came scros: the
Remove landing from the stairs,

Grinning faces met him as fie came
into the Remove pa.asuige,

A dozen members of hia Form were
there, and every face turned towards the
caplain of the Greyiriars Remove gs he
anpeared. PProminent nmong them was
1ha fat face of Billy Bunter, his little
round eyes twinkling behind his big
roitnd  spectacles.  Ilerbert Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greviriars, stood
in the doorway of Study No. 4 laughing,

“I eay, you fellows, here ha isl"

cluickled Biily Bunter,

Harry Wharton glanced over the
crowd in the passage, his browa kuitling,
Evidently there was some joke on of
which he was the object. He saw what
it wes as he reached his study dpor—
Mo. 1 in the Remove.

On that door an inscription had been
ciralked in large capital letters. Harry

Wharton stared at t, whils the
Removites chortled. It ran:
“"KADS!
WIO RAGGED THE CLIFTT HOUSE
GURL3"?

BEESTLY KADS!"

That inscription was the work of a
Remove man. hers was only one
member of the Greyiriars Remeove who
was so original in spelling,. That
member was William George Bunter.

Harry Wharton turned from the door,
his eyes glinting. Billy Bunter’s ortho.

raplio originality had sot all the
ellows chiuckling ; but it did not draw &
amils to the face of the captain of the
Eemove, He weas a good deal too angry
to be amnsed by Bunter's antics.

“You fat duemmy!"” he exelaimed,
making a stride towards the Owl of the
Romove.

Billy Bunter's fat face was wreathed
in grins. Bub it became quite serions
all of & sudden, and he jumped back in
alarm n: the captain of the RHemove
strode at him.

“#1=1 sar, wasn't me !

it—il BX=

e ) || S -l e 1 )-SR A [ SN | -

A Powerful New Long Complete
School Story of
HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
the Chums of Greyfriars.

-y 1 | | | M C D

claimed Bunter in a great hurrv. “I
say, you leep off, vou ﬁEHEtI Wharrer
vou want to pick on me for, I'd like to
know ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Removites.
The fat 0wl was guite unconscious that
he had left a clue.

“Fou fet chump, I'll burst you all
over the passage!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton angrily.

“I say, ven fellows, keep him off 1V
selled Bunter, He made another active
jump a3 Yharton reached him.

That jump took him past the door of
Etud{ Ne. 4. As Wharton fellowed him
tl1_{3+ Vernon-8mith stepped quickly out,

o interposed between the two.

“ Chuele 1t, Wharton 1 he said tersely.

i,l

“ Have yvou

No answer came from——
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Wharton.

“You're not going to wallop Bunter,¥
gaid tho Bounder coolly. “The fat as:
lias only challed wp there what all tha
Hemove thinks. ™

“Hear, hoar I grinned Skinner.

“Right on the wicket!” szaid Peter
Todd, “You'd better clinck it, Whar-
ton! Bunter's used the right word,
thaugh he's got his own way of spelling
it.

13 Tﬂ"l.l
Wharton.

“Fellowe who rag schoolgirls are
cads!” said I’'cter. lle stepped to the
Bounder’s side. “ DBunter's sister Dessia
was one of the girls von and vour friends
stranded on Papper’s Island last week ™

“And my eister Marjorie  waw
another I zaid Iazeldene. *“'If vou're
going te wallop every man who thinks
vou n cad, vou'll have to go throngh all
the Remove, execopt your own precious
pals.”

“Cad " roaved Polzover major. lining
up with Peter and Smithy, “llear
thaet? Cad!™

Harry Wharton came to o slop, hia
eves blazing, aund his checks crimson.
Billy Bunter. safe belind 8 human ram-
part, grinned again.

With Smiathy, Peter, and Bolzover
mejor in front of him, the fat Owl of the
Remove was bursting with plecl,

“Yah! Cad!” sgueaked Bunter. *I'd
jolly well whop wou, only vou ain'r
worth seiling a fellow’s hands on! 2o
would Hazel, only he's fonly——="

“You fat idiot '™ Looted Ilazel.

“Ila, I, ha 1™

“Sneaking swab!™ went on Bunier,
blinking between S8mithy and Toddy,
througlh ©is  big spectacles. Cadl

e Macsry Lisnany.—XNo, 1,529

azside, Smithy!”  snapped

cheeky dummy i roared
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Rotter ]  Pinching a beat and leaving a
lot of girls stranded on a beastly ieland |
Bezsto might have missed supper——*

“You fat owl, I did net!” roared
Wharton,

“¥ah! Everybody knows you jolly
well did 1 jeered Dumter. “ We thought
it was only Bob Cherry ag first, and then
it came out that you were all in 1t
Cad ¥

“Will vou fellows let me pass?” asked
Harvry Wharton, betwecen his teeth.

“Wa ! answered Vernon-Smith coolly.
“Bunter's going to call yvou just exactly
what he iiﬁesl If the fat duffer could
ase his hands, he would thrazh yeu, as
vol jolly well deserve. He can't use
anything but his month—"

| ¥

“Oh, really, Snmithy!™ squeaked
Bunter.

“That's his |long suit!” said the
Bounder, “Go ik, Bunter| Wharton's

not gowng to touch you!"
_ '1I'hua encouraged, Billy Dunter went
il

“Of all the rotten, sneaking cads,” he
=aid, *that fellow takes the cake! Ile’s
Jdone & lot of beastly mean things, such
as refusing to cazh a postal order for a
fellow when & fellow was hard wp, and
ro o, But thig 13 the limit, Thosze girls
might have been stranded all night, if
Coker hadn't l:apﬁened to see them and
take them off in his boat. They'd have
been fearfully hungry—"

“Ha, ha, ha [¥

“Blessed if I ses anylhing to cackle
at ! execlaimed Bunter. * Thay missed
their tea, and came jolly near missiug
Lhﬂi:l almpparl Fat lot that gang of cada
cared |

“You fat chump!” roared Wharton.
TNone of us went anywhere near
Popper's Island last Wednesday.”

“Gammon ¥ retorted Bunter. " You
{ﬂllf well know you did ] You'rs a cad,
Yharton! Ilear that? Cadl Bab
Cherry's & ead—and Nugent's a cad—
and Bull's o cad—and Inky's a cad—and
vou're a cadl! Yah!®

“You fat, frabjous,

bloater—

“Yah! Cad!™ roared Bunter. " You
woulda't have done it, if I'd been there,
I'd have jolly well thrashed you if I'd
spotted vou pinching the boat! You'd
jolly wi?I}I bo flo jiml if the Head knew !
(‘acd! Hoiter! %‘- orm! SBneak! Funk!
(in, I say, keep him off ! Bunter wound
itpr, a3 the captain of the Remove, red
with wrath, made an angry rush,

Pater Todd stapperad to the right, and
Eolsover major to the left, as Harry
Wharton came on with a fierce rush.
But the Bounder stood like o rock,
grasped him, and stopped him. _

“No, you dor't!” said Vernon-Bmith.

Wharton gave ﬁrasp for grasp, and
Smithy reecled. ut Peter Tadd and
Baolsover rallicd at once, and added their
grasps. FHazeldene and Russell, Ogilvy
and Newland piled in. Hands grasped
the captain of the Remove on all sides.

Ha strugpled savapgely.

But good fighting-man as he was, he
aras of no use against the odds, The
Removites swept him off his feet.

“*He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter breath-
lessly,

“Chuck him inta his study!” panied
Vernon-Smith.

“(h, ot rotters Y gasped Wharlon,
ns he whirled. “I'll ick you for ihis
Smithy! Toddy, rou fool—Bolzover,
you g d=—"

“Take him home!” grinned Bolsover
i ar.
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“He, he, he!”

Thea ecapiain’of the Remove, rosisting
strenuousty, was rushed down the
;}.ussa_ga to tic door of his study. Fisher

. Fish kicked that door wide open and
stepped bacly, grinning. The Removitea
stopped at the doorway and hurled their
Form captain headlong in.

srash |

Harry Wharton sprawled on the study
carpet, erimson, breathless, and panting,
hiz hair like a mop, and his cellar hang-
ing by a single stud.

“That's for you!” said Bmithy con-
temptuously, and he slammed the door
on the captain of the Remove.

On that door the chelked inscription
still remained to meet all eyves. arry
Wharton, struggling spasmodically for
breath, wa: in no state to deal with it
or with Bunter. His chums in the quad
were waiting for him to join them for a
ramble out of gates after class. They
had to walt! Tor quite a long time the
captain of the Remove sat on his study
floor gasping for breath.

[ S

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Asklng for Tt !

1 ALLO, halle, hallo!™ roared
Boly Cherry.
His eyes danced.

Bob was tramping up the
towpath on the bank of the Bark. Witk
his hands driven dee%in his pockets and
a straw hat on the back of his umruly
mop of hair, he tramped, with his cyes
on the ground and a wrinkle of worried
thought in his brow,

But the worried lock wvanished from
his face, and he brightened as he spotted
a boat on the water between the bank
and Popper's Island.

He halted and waved his hand.

There were two Chff Housze girls in
the boat—Clara Trevlyn, rowing, and
Bessie Bunter, sitting in the stermn.

Bessie Bunter turned her hi% spec-
tagles, that wers so hke her brother
Billy's, on the junior on the bank, and
gave an andible smiff.

Clara glanced round for a moment,

set her lips,, and then pulled on,
regardless.

Bob Cherry’s cheeks reddened.

Ever eince the “row® with CLff

Housze, Bob had had & worry on Ins
mind, Since the day when Marjorie
Hazeldene had “cout™ him and his
friends, Bob had not geemed like his old
sunny self.

Wharton oand Nugent, Johnny Bull
and Hurres Singh, did not lilke the state
of affairs, but they found themselves
able to carry on quite cheerfully, It
was Bob that took 1t most to heart.

It was not only thai he liked Marjorie
and valued her friendship. But she
belicved that he had played a rotten,
cruel, cowardly trick, and that caused
poar Bob the keenest distress.

As Marjorie & Co. refused to spoak
ta their former friends, it seemed imi-
possible to zeb the matter right. DBut as
he sighted Clara snd Bessie on the
river, it seemed to Bob that here was
a chance. Hea was sure that a few words
would clear up the mistake that had so
incomprehensibly arisen.

“Clara 1” he called out appealingly.

Miss Clara did not look at him again.

“ Besaie [

“Yah!" retorted Bessie Bunter.

She turned up her little fat nose, and
looked so like Billy Bunter as she did
za that Bob inveluntarily grinned.

Miss Elizabeth PBunter gave him a
devastating blink in reply to the grin.

“Look here, stop @ minute '™ called
out Bob. “I waut to speak 1o ven,
Clara 1™

Clara palled on, and Bob, on the
bank, kept pace with the boat. Be:tie
Bunter gave him aunother glare, and
then leaned over and wlhispered to
Clara.

Clara Trevlyn's set face broke in a
sudden smile.

“Good cgg ™ she said.

She glanced round at Bob agam. To
Bob's great satisfaction, she woled e
boat in towards the bank.

e rewarded her with & happy grin.

“I say, Clara, if you'd let me
explain ™ he exclaimed. *1If you'd give
a fellow a chance to speak—"

“Jump in 1" said Clara.

“Oh, all right1”

Bob ascrambled down the hank into tha

boat. It was not a large craft, and Bob
made himself as small as possible. Aliza
Clara dipped the oars again, and the
boat Aoated scross the channel towards
Popper's Island,
- Bossio Bunter was grinning all ever
her plump face—why, Eﬂb did not know,
Neither did he quile understand iho
gleam in Clara Travl\]-n’s eyes, But he
was glad to have & chance to speak 10
the Chif House girls at last. He wished
that Marjorie had been with them.
Still, if he could suceeed in clearing up
tha misunderstanding, they would tell
Marjorie, and all, so to speak, would be
ealm and bright,

“Bhall T row ™ he asked. “I'll 1akn
you down to Friardale, if vou like, if
you're going back to Cliff Housze,”

“We're stopping abt the izland fwe,®
said Miss Clara.

““He, hie, he 1 chuckled Bessie Bunter.

“Oh, all serene l” said Boly, wondeys
ing why the two zchoolgirls were going
te stop at the island, but eeriuinly never
dreaming of guessing. "1 zay, Clara,
I'm jolly glad of a chance to cpeak—"

“Are you ¥ sald Clara in quite a grim
tone.

“Y¥eos, rather! I ean’t imagine why
you fancy that I stranded you on that
mouldy island last Wednesday,” said
Bob, hia honest face eager. 1 tcld
Coker of the Fifth that he was a liav
whon he said you'd told him som—?

Clara gave a shruog.

“1 never did, of course:” said Beh.
“As if I'd play such a roften trick cun
a party of girls! I can explain how we
came to have the boat you lost——"

Bump !

The boat nosed into the rushes under
the willows on the island.

“Jump out ! said Clara terszely,

“ Right-ho 1

Bob  Cherry  jumped athove o©n
Popper's Island, He supposed that he
was wanted to tie the painter i the
girls were going to land theve,

But as he jumped on the landing.
place, Miss Clara rave a shove with an
oar, and the boat shot back into the
river. In & moment there was a dozen
feet of water between them and the
landing-place.

Baob stared blankly.

“ile, he, hel” came a cheery cackia
from Bessio Bunter.

“IHallo, halle, hallo! Aren’t sem
landing ¥ exclaimed DBob, puszled,

“"Hardly 1" drawled Clara,

“Then what the dickens lhave 3cu
landed me fori™

“Guess ¥

“He, he, ha |

Bob gave quite a jump. Miss Claia,
dipping her oars, was starling to row
on agam, leaving him on the island.
The truth dawned on his uncsuspecling
mind.




As Wharton made a step towards Bunter, Vernon-Smith inferposed between the two.
“ Get aside, Smithy ! ** snappe

tersely.
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d Wharion. * You're not going

“ Chuck it, Wharton ! ** he sald,

to wallop Bunter,'' said the Bounder, coolly.

‘“‘ The fat ass has only chalked up there what all the Remove thinks ! *

“He, he, he " chortled Bessie.

“Clara,” gasped Dob, “you're not
leaving me here I*

“Why not?™ asked DMiss Treviyn
coolly. “One pgood turn deserves
another, doesn't 1t¥ You stranded ns
on the island last Wednesday ¥

“I've told you I didn't 1™ roared Bolb.

“Yeh !"—firom Bessiec Bunter. “You
can tell us till you're black in the face,
end we shouldn't believe vou "

b set his lips.

“Don't vou believe me, Clara?™ hea
gaid.

“NMNaturally, I don't, as I know vou
did it!” answered Miss Clara coolly.
“If I were a boy, I'd punch your head--
hard! I can't very well punch you,
Lut I've stranded you on the i1sland, the
game a3 you did we! Now you cen see
how you like it yourself !

“But I never—"" roarcd Bob.

“rammon 1" squeaked Bessie, “Ils,
he, he! Now yow can miss your {ca, the
same as T did 1¥

“But—bnt you can't leave me here.
Clara ! gasped Bob, in dismay. “I've
got to get back te Greyfriars, you
kpow."

“We had to get back to CIlf House
last Wednesday I said Clara. “What
did you care about that?”

“,[\li never—"

“Ratg 1"

“71 tell you—" roared Bob.

“ Bow-wow M

“ Look here—"

Dut the CLIf House boat was gliding
out of the range of conversation. Miss
Clara pulled on steadily down the river,
hier pretty face sot and inflexible. Bessie
Bunter stared back af Bob, grinning,

Lvidently, there wasz no doubt in
Clara's mind that Bob had been guilty
of that wretched trick of the previous
woeek. NMow he had given her o chance
of handing over a Roland for an

Oliver—faivly asking for it! And that
was that !

“Look heve, Clara-—" bawled Bob.

“He, he, he!” floated back from
Bessie Bunler,

Then the boat dissppeared down the
winding river, and Hob Cherry was lefo
on the island, stering blankly.

“Oh, my hat I gasped Dob.

The boat was gone. 'Thera was no
other craft to be scen on the Bark. Bob
Cherry was stranded—as Marjorie & Co.
lhiad been stranded. And how he was
going to get out of that serape was a
mystery to Bob.

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tipped in Time !

L ATS off 1" said Frank MNugent,
with a grin.
“ Kh—what ?*

Harry Wharton looked up.

Four members of the faimmous Uo. were
sanntering along (Jak Lane,

Hacvey Wharten lad s clouded brow,
thinking of a recent happening in
the Remove passage. Trank Nugend,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ramm
Singh were unusually thoughtful.

It was guite a2 now sxperience ko fho
Famous Iive to find themselves un.
popular in the Greviriars Remove, But
that was how the matter stoad.

Neatrly every fellow in the Form had
made up his mind that Bob Cherry
had stranded the Clhiff House girls on
Popper's TIsland the week before, and
that his comrades had backed him up
in plaving that thovoughly rolien teiel.

Billy Bunfer's absurd inseription on
the door of Bludy No. 1 had only put
mmto words what alt the Remiove were
thinking.

After that rowgl handlin

! . by the
Removites, 1he captain of tho

orm had

been strongly tempted to eall Vernon-
SBmith to account, with the gloves on.

But he realised that it was not mueh
use to scrap with fhe Bounder, when a
dozen other fellows had had & hand
in it, and almost all the Form took
the same view. Certainly, he did nor
want to scrap with Peter Todd, or
Russell, or Ogilvy—fellows he liked.
Moreover, it was eclear that lLe could
not scrap with all the Remove, one
after another.

He had joined his friends in a walk
to Courtfield. Bob Cherry had gone out
on his own, in what direction they did
not know-—though it was probable thar
it was in the divection of Higheliffe
Selhonl.

All the Famous Five were convinesd
fhat it was Ponsenby, of the High.
cliffe Fourth, who had * pinched ™ the
Cliff House boat that unfortunate day—
end they would have been very glad to
fall in with Pon.

But thers were several wavs of going
over to  IHighehiffe, and they saw
nothing of Dob in their walk by wav
of Courtfield Uomumon and Oak Lane.
And Frank WNugent, suddenly spotting
g {all, lean hgure, 10 shooling clothes.
EL’I:}E;:.'.h;d, grintted and announced “ Hats
off !

It waa Sir lhilton Popper, lord of
Popper Court, who appeared in the
lane abead. Az Sir IHilton was not
only & great gon loeally, but a governor
of Greviviava School, they preparved 1o
“eap ™ lum az they passed.

Sir Ilillont wasz standing with 2 gun
under hiz avm, hiz eveglazss serewed
inte his eve, regarding them with o
fixedd staro as they came ganntering
along.

The old baronel’s idea of amuzcment
in his leizure hours was o go ont with
a gun ond slaughicr some of the
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feathery o [arry inhabitapis of his
wide domains. Sir Hilton was not very
opular with the human inhabitants of
ﬁiﬂ bioad acres, and was probably still
less popular with the fcathery and
furry onesl

At this Farticul&r moment, however,
the lord of Popper CGourt was nob Lill-
ing any of his furry fellow-creatures, or
even thinking of killing them.  His
attention was fixed on the four Gray-
friara juniors.

His look was suspicious

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled as they
noted it. But for seeing lim there,
they might very probably have taken a
short cut across Popper Court Woods
—at the risk of disturbing Sir Hilton's
birds. Finding him on the spot, they
were paturally geoing to give his woods
a wide berth, At the mothent they
were in the lane, to which even the
lord of Popper Court could hardly
vuise any objection. With 8ir Hilton
in the offing, they were going to keep
to the lane

“The old bean’s pot an cye on ws,”
murmured Frank Nugent,

“Silly old ass!” commented Johmny
Bull.

Oak Lane was a very anctent lane,
winding like a corkscrew, In one place
it berdered Courtfield Cobumon. In
another it bordered the grounds of the
Three Fishers, a rather unsavoury
resort on the river. In other places
it wound through Sir Hilton's woods,
In some spots thera were fences, in
others, none, and any pedestrian could
have stepped into the woods almost
anywhere,  Bir Hilten had cloged a
good many foolpaths on his eslate;
but even he could hardly close a public
lane, thongh no doubt he would have
liked to do so. But very, very often
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he had a suspicious eye on that section-

of Oak Lane,

In this particular epot the lane
wound between a high wooden fence,
which barred off part of the ramhbling
grounds of the Thres Fishers, and an
oper wood, which was pavt of the
Popper Court estate.  Sir Hilton was
standing by the high {ence, his e:,*egﬂ:sa
gleaming at the four. He knew them
all gquite well by sight; he had seen
tha Famous Five often epouph,  And
so he noted that one moember of the
Co, was nobt with his friends.  IPos-
sibly, noting that circumstance, he sus-
{mcted that the other member might
w roamning in his woods, disturbing
his birds, which it was very important
not to disturb till Sir llilton come
along with & gun to maszacre them.

Hats came off s the juniors
approached the spot where the old
baronet was standing.

“ Btop 1 said Sir Hilton.

The four juniors stopped. .

“Soweone has been in my woods dis-
turbing my birds!” said SBir Hilton.
“Ooo of you, hey 17

“ Not guilty, my lord!"”’ seid Johnny
Bull, with perfect pgravity; and Sir
liilton sturef at him,

“What—what ! Do not be tmpertinent,
boy I he rapped.

Mot for worlds, sir!" said Nugent,
with egusl gravity. )

“Wea're walking to Courtficld, =ir,"”
said Harry Wharton mildly,

Sir Hilton niyad them grimly and sus-
piciously. Il frowned, while the
juniors smiled serenely. Apd at that
mmoment there vame a rustling sound
from behind the high wooden [euce,
close by which the baronet slood.

Bir Hilten's ayeglass gleamed round.

That fence was not on his property.
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It belonged to the Three Fishers I
Bul the sound of some unseen person
clambering up the other side of it
drew the bargnet’s attention at oncn,
And it had rather a startling efect un
tha four Remaovites,

They did not suppoze that it was
Bob there. He was quite likely to cut
across Popper Court Woods; but ex-
trernaly unlikely to enter the precincts
of the Threa Fishers, which were
strictly out of bounds for all Gpeyivians
follows.

But it was quito peossible that it was
some fcllow from the school who had
been out of bounds, and was getting
out at this usually solitary spot, un-
aware that the spot was now popu-
lateml.  HBmithy of the HRemove, ov
Angel of the Fourth, or Price of the
Fifth—it vwas as likely as not,

The four exchanged a quicl glanee.

They had no sympathy whalever with
dingy follows who dropped in at the
Three Fishers for bithards, or to back
their faney with Bill Ledgey., At the
same time, they did not like the idea
af a Greyiriars man, however o
dingy, dropping over that fence, vight
under the eyes of a governor of the
school.

Bir Hilton was eertain {o report him
te the headmaster, which meant the
spck for a senior, or a fHogping for o
JURioY.

It was oguite hkely that ik was the
Bounder whe, an hour ago, had taken
& leading part in pitching Haryy
Wharten headlong into his study. Iut
Harvy, though wvery much inchined to
punch Smithy's nose, was not at ell
inclined to see him fall into Sic 11ilton
Popper's clutches.

Over the top of the fence a siraw
hat rose into view.

Tha band of it showed the Greyfriars
colours, _

That settled that point. It was s
fellow out  of  bounds,
climbing the fencg to get out,

Another moment and the face under
the hat would have been in view, Ak
ihat moment Ilavry Whaoarton spole—
aquickly, and quite loudly.

“8ir Hilton, may we go on, please?™

There was a gasp from the wearer
of the straw hat, and it vauished in-
stantly, dropping back belew the fence-

0.

Evidently the wearer thereof had
heard Wharton's voice, and Sir Hil-
ton's name, and faken the alarn ab
oice,

There was a bump on the other side
of the solid, wooden fenee, followed by
the sound of running feet,

Sir Hilton gave an angry znork,

The fence was eight feet high at that
point. It was impossible to look over
ik. And the swilt patter of foolsteps
told that the wearer of the Greyfviays
hat had lost no time in beating a
retreat.

Sir Hilton glared round at the four.

“That was a Greyfviars boy!” he
sngrted.

“ Whas it T murmured Wharton.

“11e heard you speak——"

“Bo you think so, erci”
Harry innocently.

“T am assured of 1t! rapped the
old baronet. " Otherwise, I should have
geen him, and reported him to D
Locke, Probably it was the bay who
¢ very often in your company. 1 think
his name is Cherry.”

“0Oh, nol!” said TIlarrv. " DReh
wonldn't he there—that's rob ™

“What I roarved Sir Hilton.

“The rotfulness i3 terrific, estocined
sahib,” declared Hurrce Jumsetk Ham
Singh. “Thae worthy and  absond

gsked



Cherry would not be found dead in that
delectable and iniguitons resort.™

Snort l—from Sir Hilton, He did not
speak again, but {ramped away by a
path  through the woods, which the
juniors knew led to Popper Court, He
was heading for home, and—they could
easily guess—ihe telephone.

They walked on wiihh rather serions
faces to Conrtfield Common,

“What sillv ass was that, [ wonder?"
aslied Nugent. “ SBouthy most likely.”

“Whoever he was, I'm glad I tipped
him in time,” sail Harvry Wharton,

“Berve him jolly well right to be
ppoited 1" growled Johnny Bull

“Well, yes; but—"

“Rut the butfulness is terrifie!” mur-
mured  Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.

“ Mot Beb, anvhow,” said Harrv.
“Ho wonldn't be ass enough to cut
across the Three IMishers if he's been
to the river. Not much goad t-?l!{l't§
the Mend be was taking a short cut i
hae wns spoited there, Smithy, moast
likely, That silly nss goes thore to
meet iz Higheliife pals?’

And the four walked on, wondering
who ihe culprit wos, and whethey he
was o Rewove man—and glad, at all
events, that they bad saved some
Grerfeiars man fromm  an  extremely
pawful interview with his headmaster,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

i 1! breathod Hazeldene.

e leaned on & tree in the
weedy, unkept shrubberios of
the Three Fishers, and pamoed

for Lreath,
s face was alimost as white as chalk.
I'he shock bad frightened himn nearly
out of lins wits.

In the very act of climbing over the
feuce of the Three Fishers, he hiad been
warned only barely in time—and he did
not feel guite sure that 1t had been in
time,

The name of Sir Hilton had been
cnongh for him—and he had dropped
back and run, hke a frightened ‘I{-’nre,
and did not stop till he was safe in
cOver.

The knowledge that, but for that
warning voice, he would have dropped
from the fence, foirly under the eves of
8 governor of the school, made his brain
reel,. He was scared to the marrow of
hiz bones.

The Bounder, in a similar sitnation,
would have recovered his nerve immedi-
ately, and probably chuckled over his
narrow ﬂsmlpp, But Bmithy had the
conrage of his faults—Hazel had not.
Sinithy, if the chopper came down,
would have faced the music with his
chin up. Ifazel would have erumpled
under it—oand he was erumpling now at
his narrow escape. Leaning on the
tree, he panted and panted.

Iad he been geen? If he had been
scen, he was olready reported to his
Form-naster—Sir ilton would ring up
the schoal at once. That, as a governor
af Groeylfriars, . was his dotyv; and, for
a meddlesome old gentleman like Sir
Hilton Popper, it would be a pleasure
as well as a duty,

[lis hat, at least, had been soen—
ITazel knew that. Sirc Hilton knew that
a Grexfriars fellow had been there.
Had lic seen his face also? He had
popped down so guickly that it was
unlikely—buat he could not feel sure.

But the scared young raseal realised
that, if ha was not discovercd, the
sponer he pot back te the school, the
loss hilelibood there was of discovery,

Ite moved out of the shrubbery, watch-
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ful and wary. Ile dared not approaclh
ek Lane egain—and the only other
way out was by the river. e had
avoided that waw for fear af falling in
with Crevfriars fellpws on the towpath
~—possibly a prefect, But he had no
choice now.

With lagging steps, the wreiched
Bblack sheep of the Remove made his
way through the weedy gardens towards
the river,

He did not venture near the gate. At
8 distance from the gate, he drew him-
self up the fence, and looked over.

Before his eves lay the towpath, the
shining Sark, and the deep woods
Levond., No one was fo bo seen at the
moment on the towpath,

On the river, a little distance np, was
a boat.

To hia relief, he saw that it was
occupled by 8 couple of Chif House

irls—Clara Trevlyn and Bessie Bunter.
Thevy were coming down the river from
the divection of Popper's Islend. Cer-
tainly he did not want Marjorie's chum
to see him getting out of the Three
Fishers. Still, there was no danger
from that quarter, whatever Clara
might think of him.

He hung on the {fence, wutrhing_
Neither of the girls was looking towards
the bank. Clara was rowing—Bessie
chewing toffee, and grinning.

Hazel gave a rapid look up and down
the towpath. He dreaded to sce Win-
gate or Gwynne, or zome other Sixth
Form prefect come into view up ihe
winding bank, But he had to take that
chance,

With 2 throbbing heart, he clambered
over the fonee at last and dropped on
the towpath. He crossed it at onca to
the water's edge, and waved his hand
to the two girls in the boat.

They did not see him for the momont;
and he shouled.

“Here! Clara!™

Clare Trevlyn looked round, av.d
Bessie Bunter blinked at him through
her hig spectacles,

Clara pulled in towards the bank.

Hazeldene walied with eager
patience.

If 8i: Hilton had telephoned to the
school, ns was very likely indeed, it
was quite possible that a prefect might
come up the river, to keep an eve open
for any fellow lenving the Three
Fishars.

Any fellow with o clear conscience
need not have minded a prefect secing
him on the towpati. But Hazel's con-
gcicnee was not ¢lear; and he dreaded to
ha found near the forbidden spot, or
coming away from it

A lift in the ClLf House boat solved
the difliculty. Angcm-a seoing  him
coming down the Sark in the boat
would npaturally soppose that he had
been on the river wiith Clara and Bessie.
It was a safe alihi.

“1 gax, give me a lift as far as the
school raff, will ron?"” ha called out
cagerly, as the boat rocked close to the
bank. ;

“ Jump in 1" answeved Clara.

Hazel thankiully stepped inte the
boat.

“1 say, T'll row vou down as far as
Greyiriars, if von hke!” he said

“Go it!" said Miss Clara, and she
relinquished the oars to him, and sat
in the stern with Bessic Dunter. She

1ITE

had refused & similar offer from DBob-

Cherry up the river for her own good
reasons. Buat there was ne reason why
1Tazel should not pull.

CGiladly Hazel sat to the oars.

He pulled with muoch more vigour
than he generally displayed. Ie was
anxious to get well away from the
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vicinity of the Three Fishers before ang
Greyfriara eye could fall on hun,

“h, my hat 1" ejacnlated Bliss Clarn,
stiddenly, as Hazel canght a crab,

“Oh " gasped Bessie.  ‘Don't splash,
clumsy 1"

It was the =zight of Wingate of the
Sixth on the bank that had raused
Hazel to give a startled jump,

The Grevfriars captain was striding
up the towpath with rapid strides
There was a frown on his brow,

Hazel's heart beat unpleasantly,

It was es good ms cortain that the
prefect had been dizpatched lo the spot,
and to question any Groviviars fellow
eorming from the divection of the Throp
Fishers,

He saw Wingate glanee at the bost;
and the Creyiriara captain raised his
hat to the girls a3 he passed on his
way,

Certainly, he could have had no sus-

eion of Hazel, seeing him rowing a
boat with the two Cliff House givls in
it.

Ilazel pulled on, and was glad to see
Wingate's stalwart form disuppear up
the river. Evidently Sir Hilton Popper
had lost no time; neither had the Ilead !

He had spoken hardly a word since
ﬂntﬁring the boat. He did not speak
now, He devoted himseli- o pulling.
He did not want Clara or Bessie to ask
him where he had been. It was only a
short pull down to Greyiriars

Several times he heard a giggle from
Bessie Bunter.  Then he fﬁ.ugﬁt- a fat
whisper ;

“1 say, shall we tell him ?**

""No, you little ass !"" answered Clara,

Beasie seomed to be in possession of
some joke. Hazel did not know what
it was, snd did not want to know., Cer-
tainly he never dreamed of gnessing that
they had stranded Bob Cherry on the
island up the river half an hour ago.

A few minutes later the Greviviars
boathouse came in sight. and Hazel
pulled in to the raft. There were &
score of Greviriars fellows to be seen—
but Hazel did not care how many saw
him now. In fact, the mare the better,
ay there were witnesses that he had been
keeping good company. If that med-
dling old ass, Popper, had not seen and
recognised him, he was safe now.

He landed st the raft, handing the
oara to Clara,

Vernon-83mith and Redwing wese on
the raft,. They raised their hats to the
girls, as Clara ulled awav down the

river to Yriardale, and loocked very
curiously at Hazel.

“Not yon, old bean?" grinned
Smithy,

Hazel eaught his breath,

“What do you mean!" he asked.

The Bounder launghed.

“Bomebody's bean spotted at  the
Three Fishers!™ he answered.

“Oh!" said Hazel, and he added:
“Not vou, Smithy "’

“Not this timel"” chuckled the
Bovnder.  “Might have been, only
Beddy's been sticking to me like glue 17

“Lucky for you I have, I think, with
the prefects on the trail!™ said Tom
Redwing dryly.

“aite 1" grinned the DBoander, *1
faney it can't have been a Remave man
at all, I thought of yon, Hazel i

“Thanks!” sneered Hazel il 1|
vou've got any eves, you can oo where
've been."

“¥es; that loks you out!™ agreed
Bmithy, “Bul from what I hear, some-
body's been spotted. Wingate was
called in to the Head, and ke was heard
speaking to Gwynne and Sykes after
wards. He's gone up the river, and 1
elieve Gwynne and Sykes have gone
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the otlier way—what does that look
like¥®
fHazel's
Jump.
“looks as if soiwcbody’s suspected,”
he remavked, as carelessly as he could.
“Fifth Fovin man; perhaps ™
“Yea; might be grim o Hilton 1Y
said the Bounder. “Not me, and now
rou've turned up, not you. Et‘ﬁry man
who's spotted within a mile of the place
will be cross-examined, 1 suppose. Lend
me a hand with this boat, Reddy—none
teo much time for a pull hefore gates.”
Hazel walked on, feeling more at
eaze., Ile ecould not heve been seen—
e was sure of that now, There would
ba no occasion for prefects to_prowl
vound the exita from the Thres Fishers
if the culprit was known, He had had
a navvow csoape, buk the danger was
aver, and he recovered his nerve. Eis
manner was guite careless and uncon-
cerned as he strolled to the House,

heart gave an  anpleasant

T s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Where is Bob ?

OF BAY, you fellows—"
I “Seat!” snepped Harry
Wharton,

“But I say—"

“Boot him " grunted Johnuy Bull

Billy Bunter backed away waril i.'

It was close on time for cell-over
when the four Removites cama in from
theiv ramble—withous having seen any-
thing of Bob. Coustdering what had
happened just hefore that ramble,
Harry Wharton harvdly expected the fat
Uwl of the Remove 1o voll up and
wqueak. He was strongly inclined to
:l?ant his boot on Willlam George
Ll:mtm"’:t tight tronsers. i

*1 say, you fellows, don't be shirty,
you know ! szaid Buuter. “1 say, do
you lknow where Cherry is?”

“Hasn't he come in? asked Harry.

*“He, e, he! No™

“What do vou want him for, fat-
wad ?** azked Nugent. “ Has Bob hadl
a vemittanes 1

“Qh, really, Nugent! T don’t want
him—or you ecither, if you come to
that! A lot of rotters who strand girls
on an island—"

“ Boot himn ¥ snapped Johoony Bull.

Bunter did ancther backward hop.

“¥ say, 1 Fancy Quelch and the Head
will want him [ he grinned, *IHe, he,
he! If he's the chap, he's for 1t, I
san tell you. All the rest of the Remova
are- in=—7youn fellows are the lastl
iTe, le, he!” ) _

And Boanter rolled away, sniggering.

“What does the fat ass mean " asked
mngent. " Here, Mauly! Seen any-
thing of Boly Cherry 1"

Lord Mauloverer sheol his head.

“Not since he went out aftey class™
he answered.

“¥ou seen him, Taddy 7

“No," auswered Poter Todd, very
cuetly.

Remova fellows were rather liable
to be short and sharp in dealing with
the famous Co. these davs,  Skinner,
indecd, had proposed sending them to
soventry az a punishment for the sup-
gosed rag on the CIIE House pirls
Balsover major recommended a Form
ragiing ! :

Neoither of these suggeztions had been
adopled, buat theve was a frosty atoios-
shere in the Form. Tk was likely to last
antil the Famous Five could prove themr
innocence—which seemed, av prezent,
n rather lhopeless outlook.

“SBeon Bob, Souiff i

“No!™ answercd Sampson Quincy
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Iffey TField, & litile less curtly thun
Peter, but not in his usual covdial
way,

“ Here, Bmithy, scen Bobi”

"Neo; and don’t want to! roforted
the Bounder, “Perhaps he's found
another chance of ragging schoolgirls,
and it's keeping him busy.”

“He, he, he I"—=from Buntar,

Harry Wharton's eyes gleaned at the
Bounder.

*“¥ou'd better tiec up that tongue of
youra, Smithy, or it will get you into
trs_:-uhia one of these times,” he said.

“Yans,” remarked L Blanleverer,
“that's a jolly good idea! You talk
too much, 8mithy—much too much ¥

Vernon-Smith gave his lowdship a
stare. :

“Does that mean that you're backing
up ‘those cads who ragged Marjorie
Hareldene and her friends 1" he asked.

“They didn’t, old man,” said Mauly
cheerfully. “Iiaven't you heard them
s«ay they didn’tt"

1 don't helieve all I hear, fathcad !

“No,” said Mauly thoughtfully, *I
suppose you wouldn't! Poor old chap!
I suppose that's a sort of just penalty
on & fibber—never bhein' able to believe
hetter fallows when they tell the truth.”

“Why, you cheeky, sally ass ¥ roared
the Boundey, while a dozen other
fellows burst inte a chorile,

“You're a fool, Mauly, old man”
remarked Skinner.

* Evervbody knows ther did it 1" said
IMazeldene. * What's the good of talk-
ing rot, Mauly "

“No pood at all,” amswered Mauly
amiably. “Why do iti"

“Yon silly chump!” hooted llazel.
“Didn't they tell Coker, when he took
them off the island, that Cherry had
taken away their boat? Didn’t that
gang tie the boat up at thoe school raft
efterwards? You know they did it ¥

“ Mot at all, dear man—1 know they
didn't i gaid Lord Mauleverer placidly.
» ¥You're catchin® Smithy's complaint,
Hazel—talkin® too much 1

The Co. walked away to Hall, and
Lard Mauleverer ambled after ihom,

It was not casy for the chwing of the
Remove to keep their tempers, but
losing themy did not seem useful. One
or two or three fellows could have
been: shut up, promptly and effectively;
but the whole Remove could not shut
up. And such remarks as they had just
heard werve dinned in their ears all day,
aliosk,

The bell was rvinging for call-over
N W,

Bob Chevry, aspparently, had not
come in yot, which meant that he would
be late for eoll. What Billy Bunter's
remarks on the subject meant the Co.

did net know, but as the Remaove
gathered in Ilall they heard other
remarks. Wiith other matters on ther

minds, they had almost forgotten the
episade of the straw hat over the Three
Iishers fence, but they were remindad
of it now.

“ Must have been Cherry ! they heard
Skinner whizper, “Every other man's
here.  The prefects haven't come in

:I.Etllll I

“Cherrs—at thoe Three Fishers!”
;‘-‘;mitlhjr whistled, *"That’s not in his
ine 1"

“ Hapdly Y sard Squiff,

“You never koow s fellow ull yon
firdd him out,” said Skinner =apienily.
“A week age you'd have said that it
wasn't in ks line to play rotten tricks
on schoolgirls—bul he did ™

“By gun, thau's so, too ¥ apreed the
Bounder, .

“Well, evervhody else is here,” eaid
Snoop. Y All the Bemove, bhut Cherry;

and I can =ee Hillon and [Price in the
Fifth—it wasn't either f Lhem

"And there's ,I'mf«] of the ourh,
and Kenney,” soid Peler Todd. Al
the Fourth seem to he m.”

*Everybody’s in exeept Cherry and
threa of the Sixth ™ saiil the Hounder,
scanning Ifall with a keen eye. " Wa
know where tho prefecis mre—drawing
the covert at the Three [Fishers. LDut
where's Cheyry

“In the covert1” grinmed Skinner,

U Must bo a silly ass, then, if he's got
himself copped,” faid Vernon-Smath,
“Beginner at the business, and bungh’
—what "

The Co. exchanged glances as they
heard all this. Clearly, the news that
a Grayfriars man had been spotted out
of bounds was generslly koown; amnd
as one Greyfriars man was missing from
roll, the suspicions of the other fellows
turned on him.

Not for a moment did Bob's friends
believe that it was Beb who had =0
nearly climbed over ihat fence under
Sir Hilton Popper’s eyes. But it was
odd ihat he did not come in.

They had & rather curious eye on the
door till it was closed for rvoll.  Alr
Frout, the master of the Fifth, was
calling the nenws. They noticed that
Mr. Quelch, the Remove master, had
an eye on hiz Form, and did not doubt
that he had missed Bob frem the ranks.
Tlii:é‘ suw Lhat his bps were et

“ Cherry ¥

Bob’s nama was called at last. There
was no reply.

AMr, Queleh’s  lips, already eet,
tightened like a vice az Prout marked
a member of his I'orm abzcnt.

Every other man snswered fo Jus
name, excepting theee of the Bixil.
But everyone knew where Wingate,
Ciwgnne, and Sykes were.  They had
gone to “draw the coverh,” as the
Bounder oxpressed it, st the Threa,
Iishers; and, apparenty, they were
still on the spot.

“hat the dickena has become of
Bob " asked Harry Whartan, when e
juniors went out of Hall

“Coodness knows I said Nugent. "1
belicve he had an idea of looking for
that cad Ponsonby, but goodness knowa
which way he went. XNobody seems 10
hiave seen himd since he went ont.”

Thev =stopped at a window, looking
out into tho sunset in the gnard

About a quarter of an hour later they
zaw Wingate and Gwypne amd Sykes
of the Sixth come in; hut there was no
sign of Bob Cherry. They wora sull
looking ont for Bob—in vain—when
Wingate eame along and called lo the
captain of the Remaove,

“Wharton | You're wanled in your
Form-master’s study 1

“Yes, Wingate ™

And Hasry Whartan went along 10
Mr, Qualel’s study, womder g, rather
ureasily, what his Form-master wanted.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunier's Boko !

t. QUELCH had an exprescion
M nf almest portentous gravily

on  hia  fare as  Wharton
onterad his study, He eyed
Liis head bay very sharply.
“Wharton, do you krow wheore

Cherry iz ¥ ha rapped.

“XNo, sir!"” apswered JTarey.

“ I understand that yoo are very often
toretner,” said Mr. Quelch. " llas thas
i:oh henn the casze to-day 7 .

“Hob went out after olass, £l
wenk out later,”

e



Wharton, resisting sirenuously, was r&d down the passage to the door of his study. Fisher T. Fish kicked the door wide
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open, and the Removites hurled thelr Form-captaln headlong into the study. Crash ! Wharton sprawled on the study

AMr. Quelch drummed on his table with
his finger-tips.

“This is & serious matter, Wharton,"
he said. “Some time ago Sir Hilton
Popper telephoned to Dr. Locke that he
hag seen 8 Greyfriars boy in & low
resort, out of baunds for all boys belong-
ing to this school.”

* Indead, ¥ir I murmured Wharton.

“It appears,” continued Mr. Quelck,
“that Sir Hilton did not see who 1t was,
but noted that he was wearing & Urey-
friars straw hat."

Wharton waa silent.

But for his intervention, the lord of
Popper Court would have bad mmcthing
more definite to report. He wasz gla
that Mz, Quelch seemed to have no sus-
picion of that circumstance. He had
acted instinctively to keep a fellow out
of a row, but he could hardly expect a
schoolmaster to share his point of view
in such & matter.

“I certainly did not think,"” continued
Mr. Quelch, *that the boy in question
was & boy of my Form. But now—
Cherry is absent] Three prefects were
sent to stop any boy leaving the Threa
Fishers, and to question any Greyfriars
boy seen coming from that direction,
They have found no one, however. They
remained till time for calling-over here.
It would certainly appear that the boy
in question, finding the outlets watched,
did not ventura to leave. This would

force him to miss calling-over at
G:li;:gfrimﬂ."
r. Queleh pauvsed.

“Cherry is almost the last boy in the
Form whom I should have suspected gf
such conduct,” he went on., “He 13
thoughtless and reckless, but not, so far
as ] have been aware, in that way.”

“It wes not Cherry, sir I” said Harry
earnestly  “I'm absolutely certain of

carpet, erimson, breathless, and panting !

that. He wouldn't be found dead in
that low hole *

Mr. Quelch stared at him for a
moment, and then smiled faintly.

“I hepe you are right, Wharton, But
it iz very singular that Cherry iz the
only boy to have missed call-over.”

“ Yes, gir; but I'm sure—" mﬂrtﬂn
paused uncomfortably. It certainly was
a very curious coincidence, and he could
not begie to guess why Bob had stayed
out of gates. " But, eir,” he went on,
“it might have been any fellow. Ha
must have had time to get clear before
tho prefects got there, however guick
tht:.;grwerm“

“That iz true, if he lost no timel”
said Mr. Qﬁlelﬂh, “But—=" Hea
drummed on the table ﬂ%ﬂ.iﬂ. “It i3, as
I have said, very singular that Cherry
iz abzent, As you are so often together,
I zent for you, Wharton, fo ask yon
whether Cherrr was with you at the
time."

Herry Wharton drew a deep breath.
He would gladly at that moment have
kicked Billy Bunter the length of the
Remove passage and back again.

“We should have been together, sirn®
he answered, *but—"

“But what?" asked Me. Queleh, very
s.ha.r;:ﬂ:,: )

Wharten reddened a little,

“"We were all going out after class,
sir, but T went up to my study for some-
thing, and—and there was—was eome
delay. There was—was & good deal of

delay, owing to something that hap-
pened. Nugent and Buﬁ: and Inky
waited for me, but Bob went off on his
onn.®

“Indeed 1" said Mr. Quelch, very
deyly., “You do not koow where he
went 1

“Weoll., we had intended to take a
walk towards Higheliffe, sir, and I'va

no doubt that that's what Cherry did.”

“Did you and your friends carry out
your intention later t"

*¥es, sir, a good bhit later.”

“But you did not fsll in with Cherry,
although you supposed that he had gone
in the direction taken by you i

“N-nol But we went by the Court.
field road, and Bob might Iin'e gone by
the river,” said Harry.

"By the river | repeated Mr. Quelch

rimly, “Oh, quite so! It appears,
then, that you and your friends know
nothing of Cherry's movements since
claszs this afterncon

“No, sir,” said Harry.

“Very well; you may go, Wharton.”

Wharton left his Form.master's study
with a clouded brow. It was clear that
Mr. Quelch was suspicious; as, indeed,
in the peculiar circumstances, he could
scarcely fail to be.

The Co. were still at the window
when Harry Wharton rejoined them.
Why Bob had not come in was & mys-
tery, and it puzzled and worried thom,
though it did pot seem to puzzle the
other fellowa., Most of the Remove
seemed to have settled in their minds
whe it was that had been “spotted ™ at
the Three Fishers.

“What did Quelch want?” asked
Nugent.

hartor made a grimace.

“Only to know whether Bob had been
with us this afterncon, It's all that fat
idiot Bunter’'s fault that he wasn't. But
for that row—"

“Well, he might have waited, as wo
did !"” grunted Johnny Bull, “But he
was g0 keen on a chance of falling in
with that Highelifie cad—" :

“We're all rather keen on that,” said
Harrr., “There's not the slightest
doubt that it was Ponsonby ?\hﬁ that

Tie Macner Lisnant.—No, 1.529.
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rolten trick en Marjorie and her Iriends,
thovgl pooduess krows why even that
ead did -uch a thing. Fd be jolly glad
1o gt within bitting diztance ¢f the
rovlon worm 17

“The gladfulness of my esteemed sell
wonld alse be terrific!” remarked
Hurfeo Jameet Ram Singh. * Buot
where is the diotic Bob?"

“Can't make ¥t out,” said Harry.
“A lot of thosa silly fatheads seem to
fancy he was the chap at tha Three
ishers, and I'm afraid Quelch has got
lhe zame idea inta bis head. Still, Bob
will be able to explain where he’s been
when he does come m.”

“Yes, it will be all vight, though
zoadness knows what's become of him,”
-aid Frank. “Coming into the Rag?”

“Mo: they’ve all chewing over this”
eronled Wharlon. “Let’s go up to the
sindies,” i

Mozt of (he Rf'm!:n‘l:i il]a-:llj al.thnred in
ilie Rag till prep, and Bob Cherry waa
the tapili: there at present. The fact that
e had not come in for ecall-over settled
the matter to most of the fellows, though
his own [riends, puzzled as they weve by
his absence, had ne doubt that he would
be able to explain when he did appear
at last,

The four went up to the Remove

AssALe. "
p“Uh my hat murmured Nugent,
* Look 1™ . 2

A fat figure was visible in the Remove
passage. It was standing outside the
door of Study No. L

A stick of chalk, in a fat hand, was
tracing letters on the door.

Billy Bunter's fat profile was fowards
the chume ot the Remove, and he did
nob stee them, His eves apd his spee-
iacles were fixed on his handiwerk or
the study doar,

ITarry Wharten's eves gleamed.

Bunter, encouraged by impunity, was
“ab 1" again. His carlier inscription
had bern wiped off the deor. Now he
was chalkin another there. Girins
wreakhed his Fa.!‘- features as he chalked:

“BEESTLY KADS1
ROTTEXN PHUNKS!"

Thus far had DBunter got, and he was
evidently going to add sonte more; but,
as a matter of fact, the fat Owl had
'E';.' ished, “thoueh ho was nobt vet aware

il

Harry Wharton strode up the passage
from the landing, and Bunter turtied his
head at the sonnd of footsteps.

The grin faded off his fat face with
remarkable suddenness as he saw the
awner of the Htudﬁ he was adorming.

“(h 1 pazped Bunter, “I—I say—
Lepgo ! 'f'n rooh ! Tt wasn't me ! I =ay,
old chap, I never—— Whoop ¥

A grip of ivon fastened on the back of
Bunter’s fat neck., In that grip his
|iu:-dg5= face was pushed against the study
cledin,

“Urverggh ™ gurgled  Banler, as
Whavten procecded to wipe out the
chalk., usiug lis little fat vose for the
PRrpOse.

* Ha, ha, ha ™ voared Nugent, Jolinny
Buli, and the nabob. And Wharton's
Movning face broke into a grin.

“Yow-ow-gw !” spluttered Bunter, “1I
say, my nose [ Ow] My boko! T =av,
vou fellows Gurrggh ! I say, vou're
skinvting my boko! Whoo-hoop 1"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Guerrrgggh U gurgled Bunter.

e wrigeled frantically. His little
fat nose felt as 1f it was beiug rubbed
ot i pisces,

But he was not released till that fat
tose had rubbed the chalked inseription
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from the door. By that time, probably,
Billy Bunter was pglad that he had not
added any nore to it.

Bunmp!

Billy Bunte sat down in the Remeve
passage with a bump and a roar.

“Yarcgoh ™ ) .

The juniors, grinning, went inte ihe
study. Bunter sat in tim passape and
bellowed, with both fat hands clasping
hia suffering fat nose,

*“¥ow-ow-ovw-gw-gw 1

“Get on with 1! said Ilarry
Wharton, lavghing. “I'll rub the next
ong out in the same way., Go alicad,
old fat man "™

He slammed the study door.

But Billy Bunter did not get on with
1t. He was fired of chalking on sty
doors! Billy Bunter departed from the
spot, holding both hands to lLis little fat
upze, and moaning.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie Takes a Hand !

1 I, Clara!® ]
Alarjorie ITazeldene fanly

rasped.
Sha gazed almost unbeliev-

ingly at Clara Treviyn, in the study at
Chif House, )

Clara gave a slung and a grimace.

“Well, I did!™ she declared.

“ But—but—but——" stammercd
Marjorie, ]

“It was Bessie's idea!” admilted
Clara. “Buot I jumped ot it—and did
it]1 He might have guessed what I let
him get in the hoat for—eonsidering
whet he did last week., But he's rather
a fathead!™

“¥ou shouldn't have—"

“Waoll—T did! That,” szid Clara, “' 15
that !+

Miss Clara Trevlyn, as a matter of
fact, was fecling a little vneasy.

She was not going to admit it, but
now that it was too late for apything
to ba done, she was worvied.

Int stranding Bob on the island in the
viver, she had, as she supposed, been
handing over a Boland for an Oliver—
tit for tat! As he had done, so_he
should be done by—on the ancient
principle of an eye for an ove, a tooth
for a tooth! She was still quite con-
vineed thet it served him vight. But
ot reflection, =he realized that it meaunt
treuble zhead.

Clara was a liltle hasty, and re-
flection, in her case, often came too late
ta boe of much service. So it was m this
Lasa,

Stranding Bob Cherry was, doubtless,
a just puvishment, believing as she died.
But if Beb did net get back fo Geey-
friars for calling-over, he would be
missed ; if he did not get back for prep,
there would be 2 vow; while if lie was
left out all night, there would be a
wremendous and tervifie row.,

It had not occurred to Mi=s Clara, at
the time, that (his might be the ontcome
—hut she was thinking now of that
awful possibility.

What wonld Alizss Bellew, the mistress
of the PFovrth, say—what wonld Miss
Primrosze, the headmisiress, say? What
wonld everybody say?  What on earth
was going 1o happen if Bob did not
tury up at hits school at all thot pight?

AMarjorie was utterly dismayed., The
supposed  actions of the Famons Five
had hnrt her more than offended her—
while they had offended more than hurt
Clarva, She. at all events, waz not
thinking of “tit for tat,” or a Roland
for an Oliver—she only wanted {o keep
severely clear of her former friends,
and never sece or speak to them again,

Apart from that, ~he was alavmed fgr
Bob, and alterly Jismayeed for Clarva,
“1f he's not taken off the sand——"
zha breathed.
“Well, I never thonght avont that ™
confessed Clara. " We were taken olf

when they stranded us  there  lzst
weck i .
“But that was z half-holiday, aund

vcarlier in the <day, and there werg boars
tp o the rpiver,™ said Marjovie. ™Ity
tsiforent to-day, ™

“Yes—I forgot that—"  Clara
knitied her brouws ™ It terves him
vight, of course! You know that,
Mavjorie.”

* Perhaps—but——"

“Xo perhaps sbont itl” snapped
Clara. *“He took away our boat, aml
left ws there—we [ound his hat in the
willows, with his name in it; and afier-
walds it turned out that the whole pasty
had our boat, and tied 1t up &t their
raft. They never meant to bring it
back—and if Horace Coker hadn't coma
nlpng, what woutld have happened? We
wight have been out all night.”

“1 know! But—"

“Well, if Bob Cherry's left out all
uight, it's only what might have hap-
pened to us,” zaid Clara stubbornly.
“I wouldn't care a straw, only for the
row it will cauze! I—I never thougit
about that.”

“We must think of it,” eaid Marjorie
auietly. “Ha must he taken off the
island somehow, Clara, He can’t be
lelt there.”

Clara pave ancther shrag.

“Too late!™ she answered. “We
can't get out after lock-up, and i we
could, we couldn’t go all those miles.
We couldn’t oven get a hoat now.”

“0Oh!” breathed Marjorie. Bhe sat
wilh her brow wrinkled, trying to think
i ount. “ Bomething must ba done.”

“What, {hen?"” asked Clara, “I-—I.

h-u.*«n;i]linfl to let him off, if anything
could be done. He's been there a pood
time, anyhow, and I dare say he knowa
what it's like, by this time, to be
stranded t  Sorve him right! But—"
M Never mind whether it serves him
r:jlzht or not,” said Marjerie quictly.
“That doesn’t matter very much. If
we telephoned to Greyfriars—"

“You could only get a master on the
phone,” said Clara. *That means all
the fat in the fire' Awnd be moy bave
been laken off the island before this,
fer all we know.”

“Yes, yes! Bul—" Alarjorie’s faen
sm]dnnl':.- brightened. “1 have it! We
can phona to Jones' vard at Friardale—
where we hire the boats.  Mre. Jones
will zend a boat up to take him off.”

“Oh 1 zaid Clava thoughtfully.

Marjorie jomped up.

“ sz Primrese will Iet me use the
telephone to speak to the boat-builder’s,
That will be all vight, Clara.”

“Right az ram '™ sand Clara relieved.
“He will get lines for mis=ing call-over,
auel that will serve him right. Mot so
bad for him as it wonld have been for
us, last Wednesdax, if Coker hado't
taken us off. And he can _get ont of

the lines, too, by ielling My, Quelch
that T stranded him!"  adided Clara
sareastically,

“T den't think Beb will dJdo that,
Claya.™

“Rot1” zaid Clava. “If he wouhl]
siramd nz on the island, as he did, he
wauld do anyibingt”

“Well, anvhow, the cooner he s

iaken off, the bettop,” said Marjorie.
“We don't want a fearfu] row, and D,

Locke coming over fo see Miss
Ivimrose.™ .
cNmeno Y admifted Clara. Sl

'y not LOTTY I 1]Fjl a1
“Never mimd thar™ said Alarjarie
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with a faint smile. "8o long as there The hours Bob had spent on that

isn't a row about it, it's all right”

And Marjorie Hazeldene left the
study and went down the passaga.

A number of the Cliff House Fourth
were there—surrounding Bessie Bunter,
who was relating, with a scries nf fat
chuckles, how gob Cherry had been
stranded on Popper’s Island.

Some of the girls were laughing—but
gome were looking serious,

Miss Clara had thought of the pos-
sible consequences, too late; Bessie
Bunier had not thought of them at all.

g missed  tea  last = Wodnesday,
throygh that brute stranding us,” said
Bessie, *“Well, he must have missed his
tea, and he will miss his supper as well !
Ha, he, he! I say, vou girls, he will
be fearfully hungry! He, he, hel”

“You little duffer!” szaid Darbara
Hedforn. “Suppoze he's left out all
night 17

“He, he, lie ! chortled Bessie. ® Then
he may miss his brekker, too! He, he!”
“And suppose Dr. Locke comes over
to sec Misa Primrose sbout it?" asked
Mabel Lynn, “You'll he up on the
carpet in the Head's study, then, you

young ass ! 2 : :
“Oh, that's all rﬁht!” said Bestie
cheerfully. *I shall say T wasn't
there.”

“*Wha-a-t 7'

“You'll be 8 witness, Barbara! You
can say that I waz on the cliffs with
vou at the time, see?”

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Barbara.
“Can I*

“Yes, and Mabel can sa
Then it will be all right!
back me up, too—
believe her all right.
believes Marjorie!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 sav, Marjorie,” squeaked Bessie,
“If there's a row, and we're up before
{I'ij[lﬁ?; Primirose, mind you say to her—

-&t _!:l

Marjorie passed on quickly to the
stairs without heeding Bessie,

. “Cat!” repeated Bessie. “I'm spenk-
m%; to you, Marjorie! I say—"
ut Marjorie was gone.

She found Miss Penelope Primrose in
Common-room with Misz Bellew and
Miss Bullivant. A request to speak to
the boat-builder's at Friardale on the
telephone was immediately granted, and
Marjorie hurried to the headmistress’
study. She was rather glad to be able
to put the call through while Niss
Primrose was not in the study and sho
lost no time.

She was very quickly through to Mr.
Jones, the boat-butlder.

Mr. Jones agreed at once to send &
boat up the river, to take a schoolboy
off the 1sland: payment for that trip
to be settled auhse%uentlﬁ‘é

Marjorie returned to her study, very
mich relieved in her mind. Clara was
probably eqgually relieved when she
told her.

“8tll, it would have served him
right to be left there!™ declared Misa
Clara. "And if it wasn't for a row
with Primmy, I wouldn't have let you
phone, so there!™
ﬂﬁi:nli Marjoria smiled snd left it at

wat.

the same!
arjorie can
is3 Primrose will
She always

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Taken ONN!
13 ALLD, halle, hallo!” bawled
H Bob Cherry.
The sound of cara on the

river was a glad sound to him,

It was still light on the river, though

under the trees on Popper’s Izland, it
was densely dark.

island had not been happy hours.
MNobody had come in sight.

On a half-holiday, Greyfrisrs boats
might have come up the river, or High-
clitfe boats might have come down; but
exceplt on hal%-hn-lidags, that reach of
the Bark was extremely solitary, shut
in between Pﬂ{:pnr Clourt Woods on one
side and Lantham Woods on the other.

Bol» watched the towpath, hoping to
gee someons pass, to whom he ecould
shout for help; but the towpath was
little frequented, and he saw no one.

When the time came for calling-over
at Ureyfriars, Bob was beginning io
feel rather desperate, and he debated
f::l-‘lfhis mind whether to attempt to swim

That, however, was a last and desper-
ate resource;: and he still waited as the
dusk decpened, and hoped to spot some-
body on the towpath or a beat on the
river.

Missing ecall-over meant lines; but
that was not an uncommon infliction. A
hundred lines from Mre, Queleh did not
nratter very much.

_ But if he did not get in before prep
It was more serious; that was more
likely to mean & licking than lines.

Still, that was not ati'ﬁltly dizmaying.
Bob was taughI and he had had too
many “sixezs ¥ in his time to bother .a
ot about one more.

The real trouble was, that the later
it grew, the less likelihood there was of
rescue; and he could not posaibly
remain out after dorm. That would
mean a terrific row. 8o he waa in-
tenzely glad to hear the splash of ocars
an the river and to sece a boat coming
up the stream.

Standing on the little landing-place
of the island, Bob waved his straw hat
and shouted. Tt did not ceccur to him
that the boat was coming specially for
him, and he went all out to attrect
attention.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! Come this way,
will you? I'm stranded on this island [
roared Bob.

T ﬂum:[ng t”

The boat nosed into the willows. It
was pulled by a red-whiskered man in a
jersey, whom Bob recognised as Mr.
Jones, the boat-builder of Friardale.

Mr. Jones, recognizing him at the
same moment, gave an exeressive grunt,

“Dh!" he said. “You!"

“Yes, little me, Mr. Jonas |" answered
Bob cheerfully. “I've got stranded here
ive me a lift across, will you 72
r. Jones eyed him,

“I o'pose so0!” he grunted. *“But it
would serve you right to leave you
I;I!m:;r:,] ]j!-i[a.star Cherry, and so 1 tell you

aln [

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's biting
you, Jonesy!” asked Bob, in surprise,
He had never, hitherio, found the old
boat-builder of Friardale anything but
genial.

Grunt from Mr. Jones.

“(Oh, get inl” he rapped.

Bob got in and the boat-builder
pushed off. )

Bob eyed him curicusly as he pulled
away down the river towards Grey-
friars.

“What the dickens

iz the matter,
Jonaes " he asked.

“Ciot your jolly old

back uha about anything ™
“Well you koows! grunted Mr.
Jonos,

“Blessed 1f I do!” said Bob.

“If I'd knowed it was you on that
there island,” said Mr. Jones, with
emphazz, “I'd never "ave come up for
&’::ru—se&i‘ I daro savy the yvoung lady
knowed that, as she pever mentioned
your name. A schoolbay, she says on
the phone!™

I
“The young lady?™ repeated DBob
blankly, *0Oh, I~I see! hev tipped

vou from ChF House that I was there,
and you came up to take me off. Miss
Treviyn told vou—"

“No, she dido't 1" grunted Mr. Jones,
“Miss Hazeldene told me, and so 1
coom oop. But if I'd knowed——"

“Marjorie I breathed Bob. His face
brightened.

“But if I'd knowed it was you, you
young !‘ﬂ-Si:i.l;” said Mr. Jones, "I'd 'ave
eft you to it, so I tells you!”

“And why?" demanded Bob warmly.

“Well, you knows!" grunted Mr.
Jones. “Don’t I know what you did
last week, you and your friends, strand-
ing them g:lrls on the island? Young
'ooligans I’

Bob's face flushed.

“We never did, Mr. Jones,”™ he said.
“It's an awiul mistakel We were
nowhere ncar the place!”

“¥ou 'ad the hoat—"

“"Ves: but we took it awav from &
Highcliffe chap, who had it, and never
knew it was the Clif House boat at
all I said Bob earnestly, “The fellow
bagged my hat and we bagged his boat,
and never know——m-™"

Crrunt, from Mr, Jonea.

“Well, T got a bill for that hoat,”
he caid. "“It's got to be paid for—a
J;‘-hii]iugI a hower—all the time it was
out! If you and your friends leave it
out all night that's your look-out l”

“You can send your bill to Cecil
Ponsonby, at Higheliffe 1” growled Bob.
“He had the boat till we took it away
from him [”

“Don’t know ‘im,"” said Mr. Jones.
“But I knows vou, and I knows you "ad
the boat ! And somebody's going to pay
sixteen bob, so I tell youl

“Well, that's fair P admitted Bob.
“Wa kept the boat out—though we sup-

osed at the time that it belonged to-
flighq’liﬁ'c, as Ponsonby had it. You
can give me that bill, Mr. Jones, and
I'll see that you get your sixteen
shillings. But I'd like you to believe
that we never had a hand in stranding
the schoolgirls on Popper's Island that

day.” .
I don't!™ said Mr.

“Well,
gruffly. X

“Then you can go and eat cokel
growled Bob. 1

Mr. Jones pulled in to the bank half
& mile short of Greyfriars.

“You can 'op i, and walk the rest!”
he eaid. “I've ‘ad more'n enough of
you, you young rascal I*

“Bame to youw, with knobs on!”
retorted Bob, 8 jumped h&:htl_v
ashore. * Thanks for taking me off, all
the samo !

“Don't you worry; I wouldn't "ave
dona it for you, only to oblige the young
lady at Clif House!” answe the
léﬁni:{-buildcr as he pulled away down tha

ark.

Bob Cherry turned from the river
and started for Greyiriars. He did the
distance at a rapid trot, and arrived
rather breathless at the gates,

It was long past lock-up, and he had
to ring for Gosling to let him in.

Giosling came grunting from his lodge
and admitted him. .

“Oh! You, Master Cherry 1" he said,
eveing the breathlesa junior. " You've

back, 'ave vout”

“Bort of " agreed Boh.

“You got to go straight to vour Fﬂrm;
master, you ‘ave,” sald Gosling, “anu
wot I says 13 this "ere—""

" Bow-wow |” eaid Bob.
rats ["

And he eut in, and Gosling gronted
and closed the gate with a clang.

Tug Macxer Lisriany.—No. 1,520,
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THE RINTH CHAPTER.

Nothing ta Say !

ARBRY WIIARTON & CO. came
quickly down the stairs.
From the window of Siudy
No.o 1 ihey had spotted Bob
soming acress 10 the House, and ihey
hurried down to meet bon as he came
1IN,

A dozen fellowa gathered rounmd the
late-comer, sonw ol them grinning, and
all of them lookisg at him very
curiously. _

It was nearly {une for prep now, and
%he. Removites had been wondering
whether the absentee, after cutting veoll,
woutld cut prep also, _

Skinner had suggested that, having
been spotted ab the Thres Fishers, he
was making a night of it there, on the
principle that he might as well be hung
for a sheep as a Jainb ! But here he wa
at last, ]:i!JI’EE.E}!lﬂﬁf‘-‘ from vunning—an
considerably surprised by the general
interest displayed in his retura.

Bob was, of course, completely un-
aware of what had happened wiile he
was stranded on Popper's Island. He
had not the faintest i1dea that birs
absenca was a general and thriiling
topic in his Form,

Fellows were not supposed to come i
late, of course, stili, 1t had happened
often enough, without any excitement
on the subject. He saw no veason for
&Yy 10w,

“I say, vou fellows, does he smell of
bacey ¥ gqueaked Billy Bunter,

“Here he i3, with vine-leaves in his
liair I g}:lrinned Skinner.

“He, ha, ha!l” .

“Bober, 1 hopa " said the Dounder.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob stared round at grinning faces,

“What the dickens!” he exclannmed.
“Is anything up "

“Bort of ! chuckled Vernon-Smith,
“¥ou didn't know, of course?”

“I know I'm late, if that's what you
mean !” grunted Bob, “I'm not the
first If-:;llaw to be late for gates this tern,
am [3*

“Yhere bhave jyou
BNoGH.

“Na bizney of yours!”

“Queleh’s bizney, though!” chortled
Skinner, “ Take it from me, old bean,
Queleh will want to know !

2 grinned Fisher T.

been ¥ grinned

“Just & few!
I'izh,

“Thank goodness you're back, Bob !
Harry Wharton pushed his wav throngh
the grioming BRemovites. “What the
dickens has kept you aut 27

1 couldn't get back,” said DBob,
“Aut what's the fusz about? Anybody
might think a {‘h&}p had never been late
for gaics beforel 2

*“Is that Cherry ™ Wingate of the
Sixth came up, “Go to vour Form-
master’s study at ouce, Cherry !

“Just geing, Wingate !V

“Well, fook sharp, then!” )

Boly stared at the Greyiriara captain,
eprprised by his sharp tone and grim

Firw,

“Is anything the matter?” he asked,
“T know I'm lais! I'va been late
hefore—zo has every chap here, one time
or another 1"

“Not in the zame circomstances, 1
hope,” said Wingale deyly. " Anyhow,
vou can explain to your Form-master.
Go to him now "

Bob glanced at lLis [riends, pnezzled,
and then hea walked away to MMaszters'
Stirdics. What the row was about, he
conld not begin to puess,

He tapped at My Luelch’s door, and
entered. )

e was further surprized by the grim
look My, Queleh gave him, as he came
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He realisea that zome-
thing was wrong thovgh as vet he was
guite it the dark as to what it was,

* 20 you have returned, Cheryy ! said
Mr. Quelch, in a deep voice.
; a Yes, siv,” said Bob, “I'm sarvy I'm
ate,

“ No donbt ' zaid Mr. Queleh grimly.
“Where have you been, {%\err}' ‘-'E‘ d

“I went for a walk up the river, siv.”

Mr. Quelch glanced at his waich,

“¥You have returned precizely one
hour after calling-over,” he said. I
require a very full explanation of ihis,
Cherry ! You have not, I presume, been
walking by the river all this time??

H Mo, sir! answered Bob, “Oh, no!"

"You have returned an hour late,”
said Mr. Quelch. “ You left the school,
I wnderstand, mnmediately after class,
How liave vou passed so long a thme?”

Bob was silent.

It had never oceurred to him that he
would be questioned like this, He had
cxpected to be given lines, as had
happened on similar oocasions before.

It would have been casy cuough i
t‘*]:u'.lpiﬂ.ill that he had been on Popper's
Izsland, unable to get off. But that
wonlld have involved an explanation of
how he had got stranded theie.

That meant g terrific row for Clara
at ChE House.

Bob was fecling sore about the trick
Clapa had played on him; but certainly
he had not the remotest 1den of giving

into the study.

her away.
He stood silent, with reddened cheeks,
Mr. Quelch eyed him with grim
serutiny.

“I am wailing for your explanation,
Cherry {” he sajd, at last, in a grinding
YOS,

“I—I—I'm late, siv!” stammered
Bob. “I'd have gobt back on time 1f—
if I could! Fellows have been late
before."

“Quite sol” said Mr. Quelelr,  ® But
this 1z not an ordinary oceasion, Cherry !
I am prepared, in spite of appearances,
to give vou every opportumty of ex-
Maining. I sm unwilling to believe you
gutlty of disgraceiul conduct.'

Bob crimsoned.

“Me!™ he gasped.

“You will now answer me divectly,”
zaid Mr. Quelch coltly. *Have yvou heen
within the precineta of the Three
Fishers?"

“Oh, my hat!
Certainly not!1™

“Then why are yon late

Mo answer,

“Unless you give a full and convine-
ing explanation, Cherry, you must know
what to expect” said the Remove
master. “A Greyfriares boy was seen
at that disreputable resort thiz after-
noon."’

“Oh 1™ gasped Bob, He hegan to
understand. * Not me, zir! You can’t
suppoze— If he was secn, vou must
know it wasn't I—"

“I have Been on the telephone to
Sir Iilton Popper,” said Ar. Quelch,
“and he has given me full details. Ilo
saw & Ciroyfriare boy plimbing the fence
te got out of that low resort. It appears
that he did not see the boy's face, and
s0 is unable to wdentify him. Bub thas
a Greyiriars boy was there, admits of
no gqueshtion.™

“Oh P repeated Bob.

“Tn a very short time afterwards,
sevoral Sixth Form prefects were on the
spot!™ resumed Mr, Quelch, " They
remained watching the exits from the
plave till time for call-over. It was
therefore extremely probable that the
hoy i question would be late for roll in

I nwean, no, sic!

Eall. Mo one was Jate but vou, Cherry.”

“Oh '’ gasped Bob, again,

“I admit the possibility,” went on
Mr. Queleh, * that ithe young rascal may
have escaped deteétion. J am prepared
to hear you fﬁu a vomplete account of
Your procecdings  since going out  of
gates after class. If you have heen
htocontly occupted, you can give such
an explanation. The fact that you, and
you slone, are late, seems to speak fov
tself—but if vou can give me a full
secount of your time out of gates—-"'

He paused.

Bob stood dumb.

That duffer Clara had stranded him
on Popper's Island, What would Quclch
say—and de—if lhe told himit  The
tnatter would Lo taken up at CLfi
House. That would see Bob through—
But what about Claya? It meant a row
for her with her headmiztress: and
worse still, it meant Bob Cherry being
regarded as a tell-tale. It was im-
paasible.

“Come, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch, in
a kinder tone. “If yon have anything
to tell me, tell me before it is too late.
Utherwise, the matter must go before
vour headmaster to-morrow. For your
own sake, Cherry, I urge you te be
frank with me.”

“I'vea done no harm, sir!"” multered
Bob., “I couldn™t get back——"

“Why noti”

1§ I..__I_‘_I mu]dn!t 1!‘"

Mr. Quelch’s face sot like iron.

“1-have had & good opinion of jou,
Cherry!” he said coldly. *“I am ub-
wiling to change it ]:}!'ut our words
leave me no cheice but to believe that
vou were the Greyfriars boy Sir Hilton
Popper saw at the Three Fishers,

“1 was not, sir!™

“Then where have you been 7

No answer.

There was a long minute of =ilence.
Then the Remove master made a
gesture of dismissal.

“You may geo, Cherry! To-morrow,
you will see vour headmaster 1

Bob Cherry left the study, in dis-
mayed silence.

L —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Who Was the Man$

HE following morning, Harey
Wharton & Co. did not reBect, in
their looks, the brightness of the
ST.I.I'II'.IE,' sInnIGr ]]H}]‘.’ﬂll'lg.,

Far from that!

Bob Cherry, that morning, was the
cynosare of all eves 11 the Remove. Ho
attracted a good many glances from
fellows in other Forma.

Coker of the Fifth gave him a scornful
glare in quad, He was heard to mutier
* Diggraceful little swab ™ to Potter and
Greene, as he passed Bob.,  Plenty of
other fellows had the same opinion,
whether they exprezsed it or not.

It had heen all over the school, the
previous day, that “old Popper ™ had
spotted a Greyfriars man at that low

en up the river. And when one fellow,
and one only, came in late, there was
little doubt that he waz the fellow
old Popper had spotted.

Doubts, if any, were banished by the
discovery that Bob had been unable, or
unwilling, te give any explanation,

That settled it, for nearly everybody.

It was a breathless topie in the
Remove, whether he would be flogged or
sacked, when he went up to the Head
after third school.

The Remove fellows took it different
wayvs., Some [ellows were shocked, some
surprised, some dizguzted. The Bounder
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was sardonically amused. Bkinner was
immensely bucked, at this knock-out jolt
for thée Co. Hazeldens said nothing on
the subject. Heo had the best reasons for
knowing that Bob was not the man Sir
Hiltorn %‘nm}w had spotted. Dut he was
nol likely to meniion the real man's
pame 0 anyone.

Why Bob was silent about hiz pro-
ceedinga that afternoon, was s puzzle to
Hazel. He knew that Bob had not been
at the Three Fishera. He could only
conclude that Bob had been in some
other questionable spot, which he dared
not mention—the Cross Xeys, perhaps.
Certainly he never dreamed that poor
Bob wa3s keeping silent rather than get
s schoolgirl into & row. Nobody thought
of guessing anything like that.

Bob had told his own chums, under
strict engagement of secrecy. He could
trust tham—and they agreed with him
that he could not give Clara away.
Exactly what would happen to Clara,
if her headmistress discovered that she
had played such a mad prank, they did
not know—but it was certain to be some-
thing serious. To tell was impossible.
The Co. agreed to that—but they were
deeply, intensely worried.

For Bob had to go vp to the Head—
and if he had nothing to say for himself,
he was likely to be seversly judged. A
flogging, at least, was to be expected,

“You see,’”” eaid Bob, as they walked
in the guad before school, *that goat—
hem | mean Clara—fancied she was
giving me tit for tat! She must have
put In some thinking afterwards, I
suppose, but she never thought at the
time. Of ecourse, she knows nothing
about the Three Fishers story—if she
thinks about it at all, which I dare say
she doesn’t, she «Dﬂ]_‘i' thinks I'm getting
lines for cubhing roll. Looks to me as af
there's only one chance for me.”

Mr. Quelch could hardiy belleve hls ﬂras when they fell on Bob Cherry and Ve
this at once ! ** almost roared Mr. Quslch.

EVERY SATURDAY

“What's ashed
dubiously.

“Well, somebody was at the Three
Fishers, or that old buffcon, Popper,
couldn’'t have seen him—and the chap
might own up, now the wrong fellow’s

that ¥ Harry

landed. I jolly well would, in his
place.”
“You would!” said Harry dryly.

“Buft the kind of rotten sweep that
goes 1o see those blackguards at the
Three Fishera wonldn't.”

“Well, if it was Smithy, he’s a bit of
a corker, but he would never stand for
another man taking his gruel!” =aid
Boh,

“Yeos—8mithy; that's =so!” agreed
Harry, with a nod. I don't know
where he was after we had that row in
the Remove passage yesterday. Might
have been Bmithy."

" 8mithy would own up if it came to
the chopper for another mant!™ said
Frank Nugent, with conviction.

“That's trus; Smithy's noe fuanlk”
said Johnny Dull, “He's a dashed
sweap, but he's gob geit '’

“But was it Smithy?” =ssid Harry.
“Might have been anybody! It's clear
that ﬁe %‘Jt awaiheinm the prefects got
there. fight have been Bkinner or
Snoop—or Angel or Kenney of the
Fourth—thev're that sort! Nobt the
gort to take their medicine, if they counld
help it. Might have been a senior—
Hilten or Price of the Fifth—or even a
Sixth Form man—tha Head doesn't
know as much about Loder and Carne
a3 some fellows could tell him."

““If 1t was any of that lot, I'in done !”
aaid Bob. "I'm not goiug to give a
girl awav for a fearful row, I know
that 1" ]

They went rather dismally in to class.

All eves in the Remove Tovm-room
turned on Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch took no specin]l note of

rnon-Smith fighting desperately.
But the iwo angry juniors, lghting hard, did not hear, or did not heed. Flerce
punches were exchanged right under Mr. Quelch’s majestic eyes.
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“ Cease

him. He was booked for the Head's
study after third school; wuntil then
nothing mora was said officially on the
subject,

Bob did not enjoy class that morning.
The coming interview with the head-
magter weighed like lead on his spirits.

YWhen the Form came oub in break,
the IF'amous Five joined the Bounder at
once,

Smithy, the black sheep of the
Rermoave, was the fellow to whom their
thoughts naturally turned in such =
-matter. And, black sheep as Bmithy
was, everybody knew that he would own
up like a shot rather than let another
ir-!an take what ought f{o have come lo
1im.

The Bounder grinned as they came
up. Tom Redwing, who was with him,
looked grave and concerned. If the
affair seemed comip to Bmithy, it cer-
tainly did not geem s¢ to his chum,

“Hard cheese, old man " grinned the
Bounder., “Copped first go—what?
Bit .{!E a new departure for you, wasn't

“What do you mean?? snid Bob
grufly.

“Well, I've been within a hundred
miles of that show once or twice”
grinnad - Smithy, *but I've never seen
vou there,”

“I've never been there at all! Look
here, Bmithy, if it was you that old
Fopper spoited yesterday, you're bound
to own up, sea?”

The Bounder stared at him blankly
for & moment. Then an extremely un-
pleasant look came over his face.

“Oht Iz that the game " he asked,
between his teeth.  * Yow've ffnt Tour-
self copped, and you've thought of the
bright idea of landing 1t on me becausas

(Continued on page 16.)
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the beaks and prefects are down on
me! Well, vou can wash thae right

out ! It won't work 4" i _
“Don't be & silly ass, Bmithy, if you
ean help it," said ilarry Wharton

snarply,  *Nobody wants to land it on
vou if vou weren't the man, But i you
were, vou're bound to speak out?™

“You know who the man was!
answered Hmithy coolly. “;“EIE he 13,
and hiz name's Cherry ! What ave you
drivin® at?"

Fob drew a deep Lreath,

“Then ik wasn't vou ab the Three
Tiehers vesterday ?" he asked.

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“T1t certainly was not Smithy IV cut 1n
Tom Redwing., "I was with S8mithiy at
the time yesterday, We both saw Win-
gate start when he went up the riven
Smithy had been with me ever since
that silly row over Bunter's foolery in
the Remave passage.’

“Don't be & fool, Reddy,” snapped
the Bounder.. “No need to prove an
alibi for me. You know who 1t was,
and oll those fellows know,”

“I don't!™ said Redwing quietly, *1I
can't understand why Cherry doesn't
explain where he was, but I don't
beﬁeve that he was at that den.”

“Thaunks, old man ™ ssid Bob. *“ You
can take my word for it that I wasn't!
I'd like to know what rotter it was,
though! I'd like to punch his face for
landing ma in this with his shady
tricks,”

The Bounder laughed.

“Where were you if you
there I he msked bantevingly.

“Find out!” growled Bob.

“1 fanev the Big Besk's going to
find out. If vou'll take & tip from me,
vou'll have a tale ready when you go
up to him,” said the Bounder. * You've
got & pmttf)' good reputation, and that's
an azeet, 1f vou make use of i, If you
spih & yarn about taking s short cnt
weross the place, it might go down.”

Bob glared at him.

“‘That might do for you, you swab!”
he roared. “'Lhink I'm ?ml?g to stand
hefore the Head and tell him a stock
of dashed lies?" :

“Are you going to tlell him the
truth 7 jeered S8mithy. ; .

“I'm not going to tell hum any lies,
anvhow 1" snorted Bob. “That's in your
linig, 8Smithy—it's not in mine 1"

The Bounder's lip curled bitterly.

“You've told a geod few about pincl-
ing that boat from the island last
week I"" he sneered. A few more won't
ket you. Ilave vou really got the
oierk lo say that vou weren't at the
I'hree Fishers westerday, when every
man in the school knows that you
vere I

“T was not!" roared Bob.

“You were, snd vour pals know it, az
well as evervhody else.” said Vernon-
Smith. " What's the good of gammon "

Bab's eves blazed,

1 tell you I was not! I never knew
that anyvone had been spotted there till
[ ot in last night { 1 thought it might
lir wvou, as you're thar sort of a dingy,
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smokr, blackguardly blighter—and if 1t
wasn't you, it was some other rotter of
tlie.game kidney | And if you say it was
e again, I'll kneck wou spinning!™
bnwleg Hob.

“Ir wes vou!” snid the Bounder at
once,

‘That was more than enongh for Bob
Cherry ! His sorelv tried temper failed
him, and he rushed at the Bouuder,
hatting ont,

Smithy's hands came up like o flash,
and he met the angry junior with loft
amd right, In a moment they were
fighting furiously,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Respite !

ié SAY, rou fellows,”™ welled Billy
I Bunter, ¥ they're serapping '
Thers was & rash of moviker
to the spot at once. '
A erowded ring of exeited jumors
surrounded the combafiants,

“Go it, Swithy ! roared Bolsover
nmajor. j .
“Give him  beans, old man!

chirruped Siinner.

Y Pile in, Smithy 1™

“Good old Bounder !"

It was easy to see that the sympathy
of the Remove fellows was on Vernod-
Smith’s side. The popularity of the
Fawmous Five, 1 their Form, was at a
low ebl--Bob's lowest of all,

Generally, when the Bounder was in o
row, it wae a safe bet that he was in the
wrong, mow the whole crowd of juniors
seemed to take it for granted that he
was in the rig}:t. )

Bob's friends looked on in silence,

They eould understand his passionate
anger and indignation; but, at the same
time, Smithy had only uttered what
evervbody else believed—including Bob's
Form-master, and no doubt his head-
master when the matter came before
him,

Hammer and fongs the two went it;
forgetful in their routual animosity,
that they were in full view of the Iouse,
aud that masters were walking in the
quad in break,

*What's the vow aboub?" asked Peter
Todd.

“That fool Smithy thinks it wac Bob
at the Three Fishers wvesterday,"”
growled the capiain of the Hemove.

Taddy stared at him,

“Well, wasn't i7" he asked.

“ Fathead 1" answered Ilarry.

“Oh, my hat!” said Ogilvy. “Cherry
had better punch Quelel's head next.
Queleh is taking him o the ITead for
that 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Srasi !

Vernon-Smith went down on his back,
Tt was rather like the rvecklese Bounder
to ask for more trouble than he could
handle. At the best of times, he was
hardle a match for Bob; and the latter,
aungry and indignant, seemed Lo have
twice his usual vigour now.,

Staithy stood up to it well, taking
lard punisliment without flinching, and
giving back pleuty of the same. But Le
did not give so much as he received;
and he.went down headlong under &
crashing jolt.

He sprawled aud panted.

“Co it Smithy

“Siand up to him, old man!”
Skinner,

“1 sav, Smithy, old chap, don't let
that ecad lick you!™ squeaked Billy
Bunier.

“For goodness' sake chuck 1t!” ex-
tlaimed  Redwing, as  the Bounder
sltageered up, his face black with fury.
“Hhnnthe——"

suldl

Unheeding him, the Bounder came on
again, Whether he could win or not,
he was the man to fight o long as he
conld stand.

They closed ni_i;ain in tfierce combat,
both hitting hard.

There was a sudden
Temple of the Fourth.

“Cave, you fellowa! "Ware besks!”

My, Quelch, with a thunderous brow,
was striding towsards the spot.

The Remove master, taking a walk
under the elma in break, could hardly
believe his evea when they fell on {wo
members of his Form  fighting
desperately, at only a short distance.
He rustled rapidly to the spot.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Johnny Dull
" Oueleh 1Y

“Ceaso this at once |” almost roared
Mr Quelch, as the crowd of junior:
made way for him as he reached the
scene of action. )

But the two angry juniors, fighting
hard, did not hear, or did not heed.
Tierca punches were exchanged, right
under Quelch's majestic eyes!

“Upon my word!” ug&d Ar.
Que!cﬁ. "‘.’ha.riuu—Bullg— edwing—
Todd-~separate them ab once 1

Half a dozen of the Remove rushed
to separate the combalants, Three pairs
of handa grasped Bob, as many g‘r&s;;ed
Smithy, and they were fairly wrenched
away from one another. :

“Hob, vou ass!” breathed Wharton
“It's Quelch—"

“0h1” gasped Bob,

He dropped his hands and stood
panting.

* Let me go, vou foola!” the Bounder
was valling. * Let me get at him—-"

“You silly ass, shut up!” gasped

edwing.

“Yarnon-Smith 1¥ the
Remove mauster.

“(h!” the Bounder calmed down =
littla. “I—I didn't see vou, sir.”

1ie stood gasping for breath; and
then, taking out his handkerchief,
dabbed at the crimson streaming from
his nose.

Mr. Quelch looked from one fAushed
face to the other. He was deeply and
intensely n.n.?‘r:?. My, Quelch was a
tactful gentleman, and ecapabla of
closing one eye to a scrap with the

loves on; but a shindy lilke this, wiith
the bare knuckles, in the middle of the
quad, almost in sight of the Head's
study window, was rather too much for
any Form-masfer’s patience.

“Now,” he said, in & grinding voice
“what 12 the meaning of this diagracefui
seena T :

The late combatants panted, glared at
one another, and did not answer.

“Will you answer me, Vernon-
Smith 1" ’

“It—il’s only a scrap, sir.”

“Will you answer me, Cherry "

“It—it's only & scrap, sir!™ slam-
mered Bob,

“You are to appear belore your
headmaster this morning, Cherry! Do
you desira Dr. Locke to sea you dis-
figured like a prizefighter#* asked My
Quelch, in cold, cutting tones.

“Oh ! gasped Bob., “I—1 forgot
I__‘I‘?

“*You should have remembered! 1
saw this, from e distance,” ssid Alv

uelch. " You struck'the fivat blow,

Lherry! I order you to explain
yvourself I

Bob stammered.

“1—I—I"'mn sorry I lost my temper,
sir ! Byt—but—"

“1 am determined,” said My, Quelch
icilv, “to know the cause of this dia-
::lrh:lmlfn Whr did you strike Vernon-
Sl *7

gshout from

thundered



W=t lost my temper,” stammered
Bob., “ Smihy Lhiuksli was that rotter
at the Three Fishera yesterda

“What ¥ exclaimed My, Quelch.

He ahmost jumped. His eyes fairly
}rpppe-r;l as he stared at Bob's erimson
B,

“{--T don™t cave what he ihinks, but
1 won't hrve him saying so!” blurted
Bob. *“But—bat 1'm sorvy I—1I lost my
temper about it. A lot of fellows scem
lo think the same. Smithy’s not the
only silly fool—"

“ Cherry ™ -

The Bounder pauzed for 2 moment 1n
ﬂﬂ.bhill$ his stremming nose to stare at
Bob Cherry and grin,  There were
grins on a good many other faces.

It was o settled belief in the Remove
that Bob was the “rotter ” in guestion.
As Mr. Quelch was to take him to the
1lead on that very account, they won-
dered what the efiect of this would be
on the Remove master. :

Mr. Cuelch was staring at Bob quite
blankly.

'I‘hef-i; was a brief silence. =~ What
Henry Samuel Quelch was thinking was
not to be read in his face, but for a
long mement his eyes dwelt curiously
EMF scarchingly on Bob. e

“Tat there be no more of this!"” he
enid at length. “Vernon-Bmith, you
should nat have expressed such an
opinion until the matler has been
docided by your headmaster. And you,
Cherry, should control your temper
better, when you must be aware that
you have, at least, placed yourself
wnder very strong suspicion. Doth of
yon will teke & hundred lines

Mr. Quelch rustled away, his brow
very thoughtful.

Bob and the Bounder exchanged 8
look rather like two bulldogs, and went
in different directions. Both of them
needed to give their damaged faces
somie attention before the bell rang for
third school. _

Wihen the Remove went in, after
break. neither of the combatanis was
feeling happy. Vernon-S8mith's nose
was red, and a little swollen, and every
now and then he had te dab it with a
erimson-spotted handkerchief. Bob_ had
to keep on rubking an eye that peisisted
in winking, and under which a dark
shade was growing davker.

Third zchool was dismal enough to
Boh. He was hooked for the Head's
siudy when it was over; and, as if that
was pot bad cnough, he had to appear
before his headmaster with signs of
recent fighting on his face,

The Remove was dismissed at last,
aund Mr., Quelch called to Bob, as all
tha Form expected. But what he had
to say to him was quite unexpected.

“Cherry I

“Yos, sir }” mumbled Bob. :

“] hava decided to take furlher tume
for consideration before taking you to
your headmaster I said Alr. Quelch.

“Oht" gasped Bob.

“J1 will send for you when required.
for the present you may go.”

“0Oi! Thank you, sir!t”

Tob went out with the Remove, It
was a respite for him, and he wondered
what the dickens had caused that
change of mind on Queleh’s park. It
did not oceur to him that it was the
ghindy in the gquad that was the cause!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Manuly on the Trail !

ORD MAULEVERER ambled
into the Rag after prep that
evening  with an  unusually

thoughtful expression on his

noble countenaoce.

EVERY SATURDAY

He planced over the crowded roow
and joined the Fanous Five, who were
stnmging by the window, rather apart
from the rest.

They gave him welcoming =miles.

Mauly was almost the euly man in the
Remove who was unchanged since the
mysterions and unfortunate gecurrence
at Popper's Island. Most of the Form
condeinned the Famous Five; othera
kept open minds on the subject, and
gave them the benechit of the doubt—
but there were very few who took their
side unreservedly. Of these fow, Mauly
wes the most emmphadic. .

Mauly's noble mind disregarded
evidence. It he trusted a fellow, he
trusted him, and he had no use for
evidence against him.  Bob had not
played thal votten trick, because he was
not the fellow to do it; neither had he
been the man spotted at the Three
Fishers, because he was not that kind
of fellow, either. That was how Aauly
looked at it

“I've been thinkin, you menl!” re-
marked Mauleverer, as he joined the
chums of the Remove. :

“He, he, hel” came from Billy
Bunter, who overheard that remark,
and some of the other fellows grinned.
Thinking was not supposed to be much
in the line of the schoolboy eark

“ Any result?” csked Harry Wharton,
smiling.

“Yaas! I've been givin' the old put

uite a lot of hard work !” said hia lord-
ship, cheerfully regardless of grins.
“Dear old Quelch séems to have got a
doubt into his jolly old mind, as he's
put off that happy interview with the
Bi; Beak ! Mind me buttin' in, Bob 1"

“Not at all, old man,” grinned Bob.
“Go it!"

“I mean to saw, if the rotter owned
up, there's still time,” explained Lord
Mauleverer. "“It's up fo a wan to own
up when another man is up to take lns
gruel—what 1"

“You nilly ass!” put
“Everybody knows—"

“Shut up & minute, Skinner {* begged
Lord Mauleverer. “ Now, as we're all
here, you men, my idea is to go into the
matter—see? If it was a Hemove man
at the 'Three Fishers yesterday, he
ought to own up, before Bob goes to
the Head. If it was a man in another
Torm, we can't do anythin', but if it
was o Bemove man we can. FPressure
of %bli{: opinion, and all that—what 1"

“You howlin' am=s!” said Veroon-
Smith. “ You know it was Cherry, just
ga well as we all do 1

Bob gave him a glare.

“If you're asking for more—" he
began.

“I'm asking for all you can give me 1™
ratorted the Bounder at once.

Bob made a movement, and Maule-
verer gently pushed him back.

“Chuck it, old man!” he said.
"“What's the good of punchin' noses?
You can’t convince & man by punchin’
his nose 1t only makes himnn more
obstinate. Bozides, Smithy's nose iz a
bit of & picture already!”

Bob nodded, and thrust his hands into
his pockets. It was not,.as o matter of
fact, much use to administer furiher
punches to 8mithy’s noze for thinking
what nearly all the Remove were
thizking.

“If the man's a Bemove man, and we
spot him, he's {wactica!h bound to own
up P wert on Maulevever, “Don’t you
think =of®"

“Very likely I7 said Harcy Wharton
“But how are you gommg to =pot lim,
Mauly

“Go it M
grinned Nugent.

in Skinner.
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_Hazeldene, who was seated in an aym-
chair, gave Lord Mauleverer a glaice,
and picked up a book and became
deeply intorested in it

_All the other fellows were interested
in Mauleverer, and most of them
grinning.

~ Mauly, generally regarded as an ass
in-the Form, was not expected to have
much luek in spotting an offender, to
whom, if he were not Bob Cherry, there
cxisted no sort of o clue,

“Carry on, Mauly[”
Bull.

“¥Yes, go it!” giinped the Bounder.
“You're quite entertainin® when you
st Tour intelleet goin’, Mauly. Does it
really work 3%

“Ha, ha, ha(”

“Yaas 1" said Lerd Alauleverer
calimly, “Now, I mean to say, if the
blighicr was in some other IForm that
puts paid to 1t—I don’t know all the
bad hats at Greyfriers. But if he wern
in the Remove, all we've got te do is
to spot him, Then weé ask him, as a
man and a sportsman, fo own up—
soat”

“Mauly's just going to ask you some-
i.hu%, Cherry 1 said Bolsover major.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Tra shut up, Bolsover !” urged Lovd
Mauleverer, “Let e fellow speak.
Now, we know it wasn't Cherry, fo
begin with—he isn't a bad hat. That
bein’ settled, we go on to the bhad hais

said Johnny

of tha Form, You're Lthe woust
Smithy——"
“Wha-a-t 1"
“I don't suppose you mind my

mentionin’ that you'vre a pretty dis
graceful rotter, old chap, as you swank
about 1t!” sard Lord Mauleverer
innocently. :
“You Ei&ﬁk? idiot 1" roared Smithy.
“Ha, hs, hal” yelled the [lewovites.

“PBut 1t wasn't Smuthy yesterday,”
went on Lord Mauleverer imperturb-
ably. “He's a pretty thorough black-

unard, but he’s not the man to stand

v and keep mum while another man
takes his gruel. If it had been Hwmithy
he would have owned up as soon a3
Cherry was up before the beaka”

“Thanks!” said the DBounder
sarcastically.

“Not at all, old man! Now, the next
on the list of Remove rolters is you,
Skinner! Where were you yesterday
afternoon i

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell

Mauly's question, and the ecxpression
on the face of Harold Skinner, made
ihe juniors roar.

“You silly,
gasped Skinner. ]

“ By gum, this is getiing interesting 1™
said Peter Todd., * Mauly 1sn'é such a
fac]l as he looks!”

“Much obliged, Toddy—I'd say the
same of you, only ' such & stickler for

cheeky fathead—"

tha troth,” said Lowd Mauvleverer
placidly. '

“Why, you silly asse—"

“Yor haven't amnswered yet

Skinner ¥ _

“And T'm jolly well not going te!”
snarled SBkinner. "Think youw can
westion &8 man Jike. a prefect, you
cheeky fool 77

“Yaas ¥

“You'd better speak up, Skinner
said Tom Brown, with a chuckle
“Quelchy seems to.have a doubt about
Cherry—but he wouldu't have much
doubt abeut you if he heard ihat you
wera kecping it scoret wheve you were
yesterday after class.”

“Bo it was you,
Bob.

“Shinner all the while 1 zaid Johinny

Tue Magrer LisRaliy.-—XNoO. 1,320,
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“You silly fathead!” velled Skinner,
beginning Lo feel alarmed, “I was in
the quad yesterday when Wingalo
started to go up to the Three Fishers!
Think T was in two places at once¥”

“Wash it out, DMauly1” grinned
Ogilvy., "I saw Shinner in the guad at
that time.”

“That eliminates Skinner,” said Lord
Mauleverer, with a nod to the Scottish

utior. “Snoopey, old man, you're next.
Viere weve vou at the time?”

“Tind out!”

“(h, Bnoop, was 17" said Johnny
Bull. *You sneaking toad—"

Y No, it wasn't' wvelled Bnoop. I
was with. Bkinner, and if Oggy saw
Skinner he must have seen me 1V

“Right on the wicket,” saiwd Ogilvy.
“1 did 1

Y Stolt comres next ! said Maunleverer,
“1 hardly think it was Stoti, because
he pever gnvs Llaggin® unless that rofter
Skinner drags him into it]1  Still, we'd
like to know where vou were, Stott,
when the prefecis started to cop that
votter at the Three Fishers™

“1 was at the nets with about six or
seven fellows,™ said Stott.

“1 was oue of them,” satd Russell.
“3tott never went out at all after

class.”

“Um ™ said Lord Manleverer.

The juniors watched him, grinning.
He L run through the hst of well-
known ““bad hats™” 1n the Bemove—
with the rather unexpected vesult that
he had cleared them of possible sus
i:!mmn and made it look all the more

ikely that Bob was the man!

“Cood old Mauly " grinned Bolsover
major. “Auy more, old ass?"

*“Yaas; what about you, Bolsover®"

“Ale ' hooted Bolsover major,

“Yaasl You're not such a smoky,
dingy worm as Bkinner or Snoop—but
you re rather & rotter at times 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked
Eemovites.

Do you want me to push your silly
face i 7 bawled Dolsover major.

“No! I want vou to tell me where
vou were yesterdav after class.”

“Well,” bawled Bolsover, “1 won't—
see

“Bo it was
Johnny Bull,
UL jolly well punch your head, Bull,
if you sav it was me [ yelled Bolsover.

“Cut out Bolsover, Maulvy 1" saud
Mark Linley, laughing. “'I saw him
on the river with his yvoung brother in
the Third."

“I don't want anvbody 1o speak up

“Well, we might have guessed

the

Bolsover—"  began

for me !” roarcd Bolsover major. Il
jolly well—"
“You'll jolly well shut up ! inter

rupted Lord Manleverer. “We're done
with you, Buolsover! Now, whoe's the
next?  Oh, Hazeldene! What about
vou., Hazel 7"

There was no snswer from the junior
in the armchair, Hazel’s eves were
fixed on his book—which he was not
vepding.

All eves were turned on lhim es he

did not speak—amnd a good many
fellows noticed that his eavs were
burning.

Wi I[ﬂ:ﬂ:‘l 1:1
“8peal up, Hagel "
“Foure up before the beali, old

mad 1" chuckled Peter Todd., * Maualye's

gaing ta have you for contempt of court
if vou don’t avswer!”
“Fla, ha, ha 1"

Hazeldene could hardly affect to be
still reading now that he was the object
of general attention and half a dozen
follows were calling to him at once.
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He looked up, with a flushed face.

“Don't be a fool, Mauly! Let a
fellow read '™

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
%umk glance. They had not thought of

larjorie’s brother in that connection.
But they thought of him now—and they
wondered whether Mauly had got to the
right man at last.

— —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Gets His Man!

HW.-&ITIK’ 1* gaid Lord Maule-
verer mildly.
"Yeou can wait 1" snapped

Hazel over his shoulder.

" Bettey speak up, old man'™ said
Peter Todd, “We all konow that it
was Bob Clierey—-""

H8illy fathead I"—Evom Bob,

“We all keow that it was Beb
Cherry " vepeated Toddy calmly. “But
it ean't be made too glear! Mauly's
fixing it on him by proving that it
couldu’t pessibly have been anybedy
else., Let him get on with the good
work,”

“Ha, ha, ha !

By g, Maunly's makin' it pretty
clear ! chuckled the Bounder. “f}]m 0
to gooduness he will never take up the
cudgela for me 1"

“Bave ng from our friends ™ chortled
skinner,

“*Ha, ha, ha "

Hazel pave an angry grunt.  Probably
he did not like being classed with the
bad hats of the Remove !

It was to be said in his favour that Lis
excursions  inio  blackguardism were
occasional and net like Bmithy's or
shinner's, constant. And as he was, in
imim' of fact, the fellow whe Sir Hilten
*opper had spotted, he waa feeling
alarmed and uneasy., Loke most weak-
natured fellows, he was ready to tako
refuge i lyving when he was in =
scrape; but he cerlainly Jdid not like
standing up before all the Form and
telling %nlsehuugla

“Are vou going fo answer, Hazel!"
msked Harey Wharton very quetly,
There was strong suspicion in the mind
of the captain of the Remove now,

“Why should Ii" encered Hazel.
““Has the Head made Mauly & prefect '

“So it was [azel I" said Jolumy Bull.

*"Think so if vou like! mubtered
Hazel, "o and eat coke, Manleverer!
I'th not going to be questioned by vou 1™

"Borey, old man!” said Lord Maule-
verer. **No bizvuey of mine if you play
the goat, Buot when another man's up
for it vouwre bownd 4o ovn up! You
see Hlrat ¥

My, shuat up, vou cheeky ass !

Some of the Removites were ex-
chianging peculiar glanees,  All the
ovidenee was against Bob: but, apart
from that, Hazel was & much likelier
man to have been at the Three Fishera.

“Dash it all,”? said Bolsover major.
“If it were you. Mazel, vou'rve bound
to see Cherry throngh. You can’t let
him take vour medicine ™

“Smithy Enows  where 1 was™
muttered Hazel. “8So does Redwing.”

Attention was transferred from Hazel
to the Bounder and his clium.

The Bounder was grinning.

“Your innings, Bmithy ! zaid Peter
Todd. “let old Mauly fix it on the
man he's standing up for. IHe won't be
happy till he's done it.”

smithy ehuckled.

“ Awfully sorrvr, Mauly, old man,” ha
remarked, **but you'll have fo wash
¥lazel ot ! You see, I can prove that
he wasn't the man.”

“Glad  to  hear said Tord

o &

Manleverer, unmoved. " Get on with
the provin', Smithixv "

“At least, he wasn't at the Three
Fishers westerday, unless he took =
couple of CLE House girls there with
him 1" chortled the under. It
doesn’t seem to me probable,”

“Not at all " agreed Mauly amiable.
“But if Hazel was in such good com-
pany, I don't quite see why he can’t say
1 N

“I don't choose ta!” snarled Hazel

“If you saw him, Smithv—" went
on_his lordship, unperturbed.

“1 did. Bo did Heddy. We saw him -
boating on the Sark with two of the
EIII‘IS rom Chiff House, just about the
time Wingate was going up to cop the
sinner at the Three Fishers, Of course,™
added the Bounder, chuckling, * Hazel
may have taken Clara Trevlyn and
Bessie Bunter on o jaunt fo a pub; but
it's not, so far as 3.( knew, a popular
resort with the Cliff House girls.”

“Ha, hg, ha!”

Bob Cherry gave a vielent start. Ha
made a gquick step towards the Boundey.
His blue eyes were ablaze.

“What's that yarn, Vernon-Smith$”
he exclaimed angrily. “ You're making
out that you saw Hazel in Clara
Trevivn's boat on the Bark after class
vesterday ? Making out that he was
boating with her and Bessie Bunter "

“Just that,” said the Bounder, star-
ing at lnm.  “What about it ?"

“What about 11?" roared Baob.
“Why, it's a dashed lie, that's what
about it! Has Hazel fixed it up with
vou to tell lies to zee him clear "

The Bouuder -:auﬁht his breath, his
face crimsoning with rage. There was
o startled buzz from all the juniors in
the room. Bob Cherry's angry ouiburst
took them all by surprise.

ITazel stood, hardly breathing. Sc
far as he could see, his aliln was
complete.  What could Boeb Cherry
know about 1t %

Bob's friends were surprized, se well
as the other fellows. But it flashed into
their minds at once what Bob was
thinking of. Clara and Bessie Bunter
had stranded lim ot Popper's Island,
and Hazel certainly had not been with
them then, He had not, &3 the Bounder
stated, been boating with the Cliff
House girls. Smithy was not stating
the Tacls.

Vernon-B8mith almost slutlered
rage.

“Why, voun—vyou—you rotter—yon
cheeky hound ! lLe velled., “You dave
to say—="

UT zay it's a lie!” roared Bob, his face
crimson, hiz eyes like blue flame. I
say Harel was not boating yesterday
afternoom  with  Clara  an Bossia
Bunter! And if he says he was, and if
vou say he was, it means that he waa
the man at the Thres Fishers, and
vou're Iving to get him out of it 1"

Vernon-Smith  ran  at  him  with
clenched hand> But Tom Redwing
grasped him and dragged him  back,
with a strength he could not resist.

“Btop that, Smithy !" rapped Tom.

“Let me go, you fooll” roared the
Bounder. “I'm going te smash him!
f{'llr_ﬁnmk” that back down his neckl

“You'll keep cool,” said Tom, with a
grip of iron on his arm.  *There’s
some mistake here. Let me speak ™

“1 tell you—>

“Will von let me speak? snapped
Redwing. " Bob Cherry, I saw Mazsl
in the boat with Clara and Bessie, off
the school raft. I was with Bmithy,
and we both saw him in their boat.
Are vou calling me a liar, too "

Bob jumped.

“You saw him?” he stutlered.

wilh
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1he scapegrace ol the Remove,

*Yee, I saw him ! snapped Redwing.

“You're dreaming ™ %asped Bob., *1I
kuow you wouldn't tell lics, Reddy, but
you can't have seen llazel in the boat
with Clara and Bessie, At least. if
youu did he'd enly just joined them.”

*Now we're gettin’ to the milk in the
eoconut ! drawled Lord Mauleverer.
“Will vou oblige by keepin’ your
iemper, Cherry, and not callin’ fcllows
nasty namcs for nothin’ ™

“I=I"In sorvy .” stanumered Bob, *If
Bedwing backs up Smithy, I believe
hint, of course. All the sane, Hazel was
naot boating with those two givls yester-
day afternoon. He dare nobt say he
was M

ITazel's face was going red and white
it furn.,

Bob looked at ham,
was turned on bin.

3 YO SaY :0,

Every other eye

Hazel ¥ demanded
Bob.

“Bmithy saw me,” multered Ifazel,
“so did Redwing, I'm not going to
answer your questions, Bob Cheryy.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith calmed him-
self. But he gave Bob Cherry a deadly
look,

Bob did not heed han [ovilier.  His
eves were ixed on Hazel.

Lord Maulaverer broke i

“Let's have this clear.  What time
did you and Smithy see Hazcl in the
eirls' boal, Reddy?”

“It was =oon afler Wingate had
started,”  answered Redwing, with
rather a troubled look. *'T'hat would be
ehout half-past five”

“Heow long had vou been in ithe boat
with them, Hazel?” ) '

“1 never notieed the bime,”
1Taeel sullendy.

“*Now you, Bob. You've got fo admit
that Hazel was in the girls’ boat when
Hoeddy and Smithy =saw lum there—
ihat's a fact, But you think that he
hadn’t been in the boat long 7

' answerced

A e —

Vernon-Smith Jooked at Hazeldene, with a sardonic curl to his
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lip.
the Remove will think of you if you lef that fathead Cherry fake your flegging ? **

“1 knoew lie hadn't!” caid Beb
savagely. “I'm sevvy I called Smithy
a liar, but he =aid that Hazel had been
haating on the Sark with the girls, and
that wasa't true, thowgh [ suppom
Smithy thought it was. "They must have
picked him up on the bank and given
hirn a hife down the river, that's all, if
Bmithy and Reddy zaw them from the
school raft.”

“And how do you kpow 7V
Skinver,

“1 Eknow, because I zaw Clara and
Beszsie in their boat at Popper’s Island,
and spoke to them, and Hazel wasn't in
the boat then!™ hooted Bob. *“ And
that was aboui five o'clocl, or a bit be-
fore  five; might bave been  ten
minutes,”

“Oh 1" gasped Iazel.

Vernon-Smith bit his lip hard, and the
troubled look decpened on Redwing's
face. Hocing Hazel in the schoolgivls’
hoat, they had taken it for granted that
he had t;ﬂ{‘ll boating wil: them, It
ovctirred to both now that they had
taken rather too much for granteﬂ.

“If Iazel was in that boat,” went on
Bob, “and of course he was, 1f Reddy
says 20, the girls mnst have picked him
up somewhere belween Popper’s Island
atiel the school rafr. And [ con jolly
well puess where he had bern when they
picked him wp, I they hadwe't, Wik
gate would have had him.”

Haozel's face was quite whiie,

TAnyithim' to zay, obld bheant’
Lord Maulevercr quietly,

“If it's my word amnin-t Cherey's, yon
cart all take your chojce,” szid Ilazel
bitterly.

It oasntl™ osaid Mauly, " I's quile
easy to ask Ulara Teervlin when she
picked vou up sestesdan, aed ot what
place. If nevessay, 1 e wher Ao
CUHE Tlouse my=e wn che e’y and

sreered

axked

* Look here, Hazel,” he said, “ what do you fancy

“ Mind your own business ! ** snarled

** You'll be barred by the Form ! ** said the Bounder,

ask her how long you'd been in the
boat.™
" That will setile it,” said Bol.
Hazel hardly breathed. A question te
Clara Trevlyn would have seitled it
with a vengeance. He could not spoalk.
“Well 2 asked Lord Mauleverer very
gquictly.
“0Oh, leave a fellow alovne ! snavled

Hazel, and he swung round and walked
out of the Rag.

A deep silenee followed the ¢lam of
the door. The Remove fellows looked
at one another. Nobody had a Jouls
left now.

"B it was  Ifazel ™ said Lol
Mavleverer, breaking the  silence.
“Nothin® to do with anybody but him-
self, if mnother man wasu't up for it.
But if Bob has to go up to the 1Tead,

lilati.:]i”s got to own wup. And that's
that .

Mauly had got his mant

R —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Offers a Bargain !

£ SAY, you fellows 1™
“Buiz, you  bloxted  Blue-
bottle 1

EI"",I' Elnlh‘:r was ol M Y T
grata " with the Famnous Five just ot
present.  He o was, o fact, most de-
videdly “ persona non grata.,” Netther
had he, of lale, bestowed much of his
fazcinating fat company on the chums
of the Remove. Now, however, there
weemed to be a change in that respect,
as he polled p o tleirr 1 farinel, in
mworning break, with o cheerful fat grin
on his podgy countenance.

I1e had apparently forgotten (hat Le
fiad ﬂh.‘l]hi"{]l up on the door of Study
o 1 his consicered apirien that they

T'He BIacxer LIBRABY.-=Ni0. 1.529.
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wore “lads ® and “phunks.” Also, that

liiz fai little nosa had been used to

riih out the same. He almost exuded
cord:ality, for which, however, the

IFamous Five scemed to have no use.

That morning Mr. Queleh had made
no reference to the matter that was
Langing over Bob Cherry's head like the
swerd of Damocles, ;

He had said that he was taking time
te conzicer the matter further, and so
far it was lelt at that. How long Quelch
was going to consider it before bhe took
Bob to lﬁn Head, nobody knew, and it
was most unpleasant for Hob and hia
fi iends. _

True, he was eleared now in the eyes
of the Form of having been the
“gpotted * man at the Thres Fishers.
Even the obstinate Founder did nob
ihink =o now. All the Remave knew
that Iazeldens was the man—at least,
ilwy had no doubt of 1t :

But if Bob nourished & faint hope
that Hazel would own up, it was very
fairt.  Dauleverer took the view that
public opinien in the Form would force
the follew, once hie was found out, to r..lﬂ
the decent thing. And certanly tae
Removiles made it very plain to Hazel
what they would think of him if he let
another fellow take his flogging.

But ¥uazel, ns Bob and his friends
krow ouly too well, was not the man
to face the music. e was the fellow
t> call the tune recklessly, but not to
pay the piper. He was sensitive, indced
very thinskinned, and he felt his posi-
tion  keenly—but whether that would
tdrive him to facing the Remove master
with & confession was very doubtiul
indeed. So far, it had only driven him
into favouring Lord Mauleverer with
looks of deadly animosity when he came
across him |

“1 suppose there’s s ghost of a
chance !” gnb Cherry was saving, as the
fat Owl of the Remove rolled up.
“ Anvhow, the fellows know the facts
now, gnd that's something, thanks to
old Mauly! JI—"

T “I’'say, old chaps—"*
Ao " Ewat that fy [ growled Johnoy

Bull.

“ (M, really, Boll—"

“For goodness” soke, blow away,
Bunter ! said Harry Wharton, “I owe
vou a booting, Is that what you wantt”

“Ol, ne! T eay, old chap, 1 wish
vou'd let me speak! I owe you fellows
an apology I" said Bunter.

£ 1] I.:llll':ﬂ‘.'

i T’l'hﬂ-t-ih : :

Bunter had suceceded in getting at-
tention, ot least. ‘

he Famens Five stared at him, and

he gave them a serious blink through
liis %ig‘ spectacles.

“1 mean it!” he declaraed. "I've
wronged you ﬂhaiﬂt and L'm the man
to own upl vindest friend and
noblest. foe, and all that, vou know.”

“What iz that fat blitherer blithering
about " asked Bob Cherry. * Anybody
lknow

“MNobody—not even DBunter,
ably I sard Nugent. i

“I mean, about that rotten trick you
plaved last week st Popper’s Island,
you know!” cxplained Bunter. "I1—I
mean, about that rotten trick yon didn't
play, vou know ! That's what I really
ricant Lo say.” .

“Oh 1" said Harry, “So you've got it
into vour fat head at last that we didn't,
Iiave vou?™ -

“VYeg, old ehap!  Marvjorie and her
friends told Coker that Bob Cherry
hagged ihe boat. Well, girls are all
silly fools, min't they!” said Bunter.
“‘I'hat's how it was—silly lot of fools,
what " :

“¥ou frabjous, frowsy fathcad ! said
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Bol Charry. “ Do you want me to boot
vou across the quad?™
“(Oh, really, Cherry—>"
“Scat 1™ anorted Bob,
I'uzzled and worried ss he was by
Marjorié & Co.'s accusation, Bob did
not seem to want to have it explained
on the grounds that they were, as
Duonter clegantly expressed it, a silly lot
of fools | y
“And then, about vou fellows having
the boat,” went on Bunter., * You said
vou got it from that cad Ponzonby of
igheliffe. Woell, I believe you”
“Thank wvou for nothing'” grunted
Johnny Bull,
“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Is that the lot, Bunter:"” asked
Harry.
“MNunno ! Having wronged Fyou

fellows, I feel bound to put 1t right!”
said Bunter impressively. “That’s up
to me, vou know, as o partieularly
Lhonourable chap! Seei”
“A whatter '™ gasped Bob. .
“The whatterfulness is  terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“MNow that I've thought it ont, I'm
teking vour side, vou fellows,” went on
Bunter. “I'm standing by vou. TI'm
backing vou up all along the line. You
can rely on me to stick up for you.”

“Much obliged,” said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. "We might possibly
manege without it—but much obliged,
all the same.”

“ Now run away.and play ! suggested
Eob, ;

“There's another matter I was gnm%
to mention! [ teold you fellows,
believe, that I was expecting a postal
order 1" asked DBunter.

“1 seem to recollect something of the
sort,” admitted Wharton. I think I've
Leard of il. Sounde like an old one !

“Woll, it hasn't come ! szid Bunter
sorrowfully. “The only letter I had
thiz morning was from my sister Bessie,
asking for tis'ml:. five bol. She makes out
that I still owe it to her, von know,
because I haven't paid it. Just like a
girl, st it?"

“Oh erumbs !

“I'va been disappointed about that
postal order,” went on Bunter. “It's
rather rum—becanse it's from one of my
titled relations. Buot there it is!”

"You mean, there it 1sn't?” asked

ol

“Ha, ha, ha!™

"Well, what 1 was going to suggest
ta this—suppose voueliows let me have
the ten bob, and take the postal order
when it does come " suggested Bunter.
“Twe bob each won't lurt you. It
="t much, is ¥ ]

“Wot & lot,” agreed IHarry Wharton.
“Only two bob more than you ara
going to get.”

“Oh, really, Wharlon—"

“Mow, 1 vou're finished, roll awaw,
like a good barrel!”

“TI'm not finished wet!” z2aid Bunter.
“The fact iz, I want that ten bobl I

think it's wp to vou fellows! I'm pre-
parcd to believe that you never played
that rotten trick on my sister Bessie

and her friends last week., Yyell, if I'm
going to treat vou as pals, of course I
expect to be treated as a pal, One good
turn deserves another, see®”

“Dh, my hat " gasped Bol.

The IMamons Five gazed at Bunter.
His sudden change of front on the vexed
question of the Clif llouse affair had
eurprised them. Now they understood.
Ia return for that concession, Bunter

wanted his  celebrated postal order
cashed. ©One good {urn  deserved
another !

“Bee the point?™ asked tlie fat Owl,
blinking at them. *1 iunk it's pretlty
decent of me to belisve that you never

plared that rotlen trick, when I jolly
well know vou did—"

“Oh crikey!” .

“Well, what about it?"” asked Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ?

“Blessed if I ses anything to cackle
at!” said Bunter in surprize. " What
are you sniggering at, I'd like to know.
Look here, are vyou geoing to lend ma
that ten hob till my postal ovder
comes ]

“ Lot's have it clear!” prinned Bob,
“If we lend you ten bob, you're gong
to believe that we never pinched the
boat at Popper's Island last Wedues-

ﬂ}“"""—'"

“Certainly, old chap!™ _

“And if not, vouw're going to believe
that we did#” i

“Well, you can't expect me to atick
up for you if you don't do the decent
thing, can yout” argued Bunter. " ¥You
jollv well did it, of course, but if you
treat me as a pal, I'll take your word
that you didn’t—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Famous

Five,
“Oh, do step cackling I” said Bunter
crossly. * I say. you fellows, I've got to

get to the tuckshop before the bell goes,
1f—if you lend me that ten bob. Look
here, make it five bob! What about
that

“Prices are going down!” chuckled
Bob., “What about it, Fyou men?
Bunter’s prepared e believe us at the
reasonable price of five shillings!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

“If we give him a bob each, he takea
our word,” continped Bob. “If we
don't, he doesn't! Can't you do it
cheaper, Bunter?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Lock hera——" roared Bunter.

“Well, we won't give you a bob cachl
But T'll tell you what we'll do—we'll
give you & bump each! Bag him!*

Billy Banter backed away promptly.
He wanted bobs, but evidently he did
not waent bumps. But he did not back
quickly enongh. Five grioning juniors
collared himm at the same moment.

“Yarogoh|” ronred Bunter. "1 say,
you fellows—"

Bump !

“Yoo-hooop ' roared Bunter,

The Famous Five walked away and
left him rearing, and—no doubt—con-
vinced once more that they, after anll,
had *done it.”

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry's Last Chance !

i HERRY !”
‘ : Boly caught his breath. e
felt that it was coming now !

“Oht Lia
answered.

Third school was over, but Me.
Queleh did not immediately dismizz the
Remove. It was Wednesdav and a Lalf-
holiday, so third =chool was the last
lesson for the day.

had been looking forward te the
half-holidav, chiefly with a view to
having another look round for Cecil
FPonsonby, of the Higheliffe Fourth.

Pon was the original causze of all the
trouble. But for his roften jape on the
Cliff House girls, which was attributed
to the Famous Five, Clara and Dessie
would never have given Bob “{it for
tat ” by stranding him on the island,
and thugs causing him to fall under
guspicion.

Punching Pon would net set the
matter right, but it would be a satis-
factory proceeding in itself, and a con-
solation, in the gircumstances. DBut Bol;
forgot all about Pon, and the satisfa
tion of punching hiz head, as Mr,
Quelehh addressed him.  His attention,

Yes, siri™



and {hat of all the Form, was fized on
itho Remove master,

Hazel sat with tight lips.

Ho knew what all the Form expected
af him, 1f Bob was taken to the Head.
But ha knew ihat he was not going
to do what was expected of him.

He had thought of it, and thought
of it, ppain and again, and once ov
twice almost made up his mind to do
the right thing. But bhe knew that he
hind not the courage and nerve.,

Contempt from the other fellows was
hard to bear. But an inferview with
his headmaster was harder—in fact,
impaossible.

Ho had one rag of excuse for his
eonscionce. Why did not Beh Cherry
explain where ho had heen that day?
It he explained satizfactorily, that
would sce him throngh witiiout Hazel
going up for execution.

His only reason, so far 23 Hazel
could sce, was that hno bhad been ous
of bounds—not certainly at ithe Threo
Fishers, but at some other place he
dared not name. If that was the case,
1k was his own look-out, and hoe could
take what was coming to him. No
fellow was ever punished for nothing.
If he had done no wrong, he bhad only
to speak out. If he did not speak out,
he had done wrong—and ithat was that !

That was how it looked to Hazel,
and it consoled him; but he was not
feeling happy. He sat with shut lips,
hiz eves on his desk, and a spobt of
eolour in either cheek, hia heart beat-
ing unpleasantly, But he was silent,
and he was going to remain silent,

Mr. Quelch had his eyes fixed on
Bok's honest, flushed face. Ho paused
bhefore he went on; bot he went on
quietly : o )

“¥You will remain within gates this
afternoon, Cherry [V

“Wes  sir,” satd Boh dizmally.

It was a “gating ™ for nothing on a
half-holiday. Btill, he Enew that he
conld han:]ﬂr blame Quelch. Bo long as
he was under suspicion of going out of
school bounds in disreputable places,
his Form-master could scarcely be ex-
pected to trust him.

Alr, Quelch paused again, Iua eyes
curiously on Bob, The {ellow whe had
broken out in passionate anger, nto
a "shindy®” in the quad, becanse
Vernon-Bmith had eatd that he was tho
fellow at the Thres Fishers—was it
possihle that he really was that fellow?

The Remove master doubted it. Ho
could not help doubting jr, At the
samo time, 1f the jonior had no dis-
graceful secrets to keep, why did e
not answer a simple question—as to
wherse he had been that Monday
afternoon ¥

It was & puzzle to Mr. Quelch; bnt
it was not a8 matter that could e Icft

over indefinitely. Quelch weng  on
slowly: ;
“I had haped, Cherry, that you

wonld come o me, of your own accord,
with an explanation. 1 lhave every
desive to believe that yon were net
thoe boy seenn by Bir lhiton Popper
at the Three Fishers on Monday after-
noon. But, (I that 13 the case, you
can, and must, explain where you were,
and why you came in an hour after
calling-over. I wrge you, for your own
soke, to he [rank.”™

It could not have been put moro
kindiy,

Obviously, Quelch did not want to
take Bob te the Head, if he could
poszibly help it. He hod given him
time to think it over, and was now
piving him a last chance, Aany of the
Femove fellows looked curiously at

(Continued on next page.)
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The harp {hat hung on Tara's walls
Is whai I need to sing of Morgan,
And when a heavy grammar falls
UFun his tender nasal organ,
You'll know I couldn’t gulie forgive
That blessed Welshman for my visit.
I called to ask him, ** Where d'youlive? '
Raieauu you're bound to ask where is
L.

(3)
“tHal you gone barmy then, Indeed 7 **
He asked In great exasperation.
I wonder why he did not heed
My smooth and elear propuncizilon ?
““You ass 17" [ said. ** That's Welsh,
ou know [ M
o !}, is 7™ Morgan answersd,
gnnning.
He did not recognise it, though
1 thought 1I'd made a good beginning.

{B)

I felt my senses leaving me,

“* That's not a name,"” 1 eried, as-

tounded.

" Oosipitiyosiwithiad,'” said be,

(Or that, at least, was how il sounded),
‘* I3 near the mountains, and I bet

Thers's not an English spot to beat il
Ii's close to Thlandergelleret,

Not far from Blaheyneeothleetit I *

{7}
“T gcan’t write words like that,”* I cried,
““S0 belp me sarn enough to starve
on ™
" Indeed, 1 wlil,' the ass replied,
“ The place iz, ook you, in Caernarvon,
Mot fat from Snowdon, and the house
Is very old, with bils in ruln,
Where old Welsh raiders held carouse
On nighis when there was irouble
brewin’,
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Qur clever Rhymmester tells me that he used three

bottles of ink and broke ninety-nine pen-nibs writing

out this week's verses. And when you read ’em,
chums, you'll understand the reason.—Ed.

(2}
I driltod into Siudy Six
Where Morgan lives with Rake and
Wibley,
And jost to show him all my irlcks
1 spoke & Cymrie sentfence glibly.
Instead of saylog : * Howja do? "
I broke Into a kind of stutier,
And sald : * Sof yr y'ch chwl heddyw ! 7?
At whieh he rose and grabbed the buiter,

(3)
** Now {ell me where youn live, my Jad | *
I asked him,and myiones were [reezlng.
Sald he : "' Qostpitiyosiwithiad 1 *
At frst I thought he'd started sneezlng.

22 Phn-.“ That’s & nasty eold you've
Eu 3d

I sald, He answered : “ Don't be
clever I

That’s where 1 live, so don't talk rot—
Dostpitiyostwithlad, whatever ! '

(8)

I soon récovered Irom the shock,

““ 0! course,"” I sald, ** ¥ now recall it 3
I's near Llanfairpwlgwyngyligogerddych

—wyrndrobwlillantyslliogogogoch,

And close to Llandafwhatdyecallit |
And now,*” 1 sald, ** I should be glad

It you would say it very clearly."”
Satd he : ** Qostpitiyostwithiad ! **

At which I sereamed, or preily 11efal'lj|':...1

{8}
* The mountains strefch on every side
Mysterious and full of stories,
And in Oostpit—"* (**Shut up!™ 1
cried)
“* The bards sl slng their ancient
glorles |
And on the mountainside you'll see
In Beggythlapyihadaporra,
Which isn’t far I[rom Blaheynee—*"
But I was legging It in horror !

MONTY NEWLAND.,
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Bob, wondering why he did not speak
out. MNow that they knew—thanks to
Mauly—that he was not that “bad
hat ¥ ot the Three Fishers, they could
not understand his sidence!

Bob's flush decpened, but he did not
spcak.

* Have yvon nothing to say, Cherry "
gsked Mr. Quelch at last,

“N-n-no, sir'’ stnmmered Bob.,

“You are aware of the conclusion I
must draw, if you refuse to answer a
simple eond  reasonable  guestion,
Chorry 27

“1 never went to that rotten show,
gir,” mumbled Bob., “Every fellow
that knows anvthing st all about me
Enows that I wouldn't.”

“] should be glad to think so,
Cherry,”  said  the Remove master
petiently. “But vou muost tell me

where you were at the time.”

No answer,

“Can any bov in thia Form give
me any information on this subject?”
askhed Mr. Queleh, glancing over the
Remove. *“Anyone who is aw-re of
the circnmstances, need have no hesi-
tation in speaking out in Cherry's
favour.”

There were four fellows whe knew:
but the Co. had to be silent, The rest
of the Remove were quite in the dack.
INo one spoke. 5 o

Mr. Quelch compressed hia lips,

“Very well,” he said, “if you still re-
fuse to cxplain, Cherry, you leave me
no choice in the matter. I have my
duts to do as master of this Form.
You will remain within gates this
afternoon. And I shall hope that you
will come to my study and give me
an cxplanation.  Otherwise, yov will
go to the headmaster's study st six
o'elock.” .

“Yes, sir,” said Bob, in a low voice.

“If you cannot explain to Dr, Locke,

Cherry, you will be adiudgucll guilty
of disgraceful conduct,” said M.
Quelch, “Vau will be fogged. I

advise you to think over the matter
very carefully, and, if you have any
explanation, to make it in time.”

Mr. Quelch paused, as if waiting
for Dob to speak., DBut he did not
¥peak, and the Remove master rapped
out : **Diamisa [*

The juniors went silently out of the
Form-room,

In the corrider, Bob glanced at Hazel.
He did not speak to him; he would
make no appeal. But hiz glance was
eloguent.

Hazel affected not to ses i,
hurtied out into the guad.

Bob's eyes followed him scornfully.
He glanced reund, knitting his hrows,
as Herbert Vernon-Bmith touched lam
on the arm.

“What do you want?” he asked
grulfly,

“MNot & row this time,” grinned the
Dounder.  “Look here, Cherry, dan't
L an ozsl Weo all know now that yon
aren’t the man they want. Why the
thuwmping dickens can't you tell Quelch
m?u

“Well, T can’t,” grunted Bob.

“You can't give Hazel away, if he's
cur enough to keep quiet and let yon
toke his grucl But vou can tell
COueleh what von were doing that after-
noon. Can't you sco that bhe would
jump at a chance of sceing you clear?”

“Yez, I can see that’" said Bob.
HQaelch ism't a bad old bean. Ie's
in the right, as far as that goes. He
bas a right to ask & fellow riuesttuna."

“MWhy npot answer Lhe giddy
guestions

“Well, I can't .

“You're the man to ask for it, and
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no  mistake,” said Smithv: and he
sheugeed his shonlders, and went out,

The Famous Five went out together,
not feeling happy, It had comwe to a
climax now—DBol had his last chance,
Dt it was not o chanee of which he
could avail himself, He was not going
to give a gl saway to punishment—
and that was that!

ey —y

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Down on His Luck !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
pushied open the door of Study
No. 2 in the Remove, and
stepped .

Hazeldene was arlone in the study.
Tom Brown was ont, like most of the
fellows on a half-heliday. Hazel had
shut himself up in his study, chiefly to
get out of sight of the Remove, It
waz rather unfortunate for the weak-
kneed scapegrace that he had a con-
science without the courage to heed its
dictates. ) i

He was sprawling in an armchair,
with an unlighted cigarette in  his
mouth, He zcowled at the Dounder as
he came in without speaking,

Vernon-Smith elased the deor and
stood befors him, looking ai him with
a zardoni¢ curl to his lip that brought
the colour to Ilazel’s face. Ilis eyes
sank under the Bounder's,

“Well, you're a prettr  object—
what " sad Smithy. “Look here,
Hazel, this isn't good enough! Will
you take & friendly tip from me,
now Mauly's rooted out the facts, as
we all know, What do vou faney fhe
«Remove will think of you if vou let
that fathecad Cherry take  your
flogging 1"

“Mind your own business!” snarled
Hazel, :

“Sneakin’ as a pal, old man” said
the Bounder, “wou'll be barred by all
tha Form. Don't you kuow there's a
Timit 7"’ _

“ 0, shut up "' Hazel raised his eves,
with & bitter and angry glare.
“You're fearfully concerned  for
Cherry.  Only  yesterday yon were
gerapping with Liim.”™

“I'm not fearfully concerned: but
there is such a thing as bein' decent,™
answered Smithy.  “You were the
man that meddlin' old fool Popper
spotted, and atl the Form knows it
now. Mauly rooted thar out—"

“I don't see that he did,” sneered
Hazel. “You saw me in the boat with
Clara and Bunier's sister, Ilow do
vou know how long 1'd been in the
boat? You seem to take Cherry's
word that he saw them without me just
befora that.  Dut what’s his word

worth, aftor he's told a pack of lies
about whet happened lust  Wednes-
dav®"

“Are von willing for Clara to be
asked ¥

HFlazel did not answer

“That scttles 16, then,” said the
Tounder. “ What's the good of talkin’
rot? You were the man at the Three
Fishers." ;

“Have vou nover been  there?”

cered Hazel,  *You're a  precicus
%E-ll-:-w to preach {o a chap” )

“That's not the point. I'd own up like
a ehot if they naoiled another man in
my place—and you know it. You'll
Le barred in the VForm, if vou let it

'ﬂll'l."

“{herry can cxplain where he was
if he likes. If he chooses to keep
mum, that's hiz look ouwt.”

“J ean't make that out, DBut he
waz=n"t the man Lthey want, and you

were,  Look  here, Hazel'™ The
Bounder paused a moment. “Upe day
last week vou told me you'd pgot into
a scrape, and wanted money to see vou

clear., ” You asked e to lend you four
g lgm———’
“And vou refused,”” said ITazel

“IIave you come bere to offer it to e
Inow

“ Yeg—on conditiona”

Hazel staved at him.

“What the dickens do you mean?®"

he snapped.
_“I'H lend it to vou—or, rather, give
it} for that's what it comes 1o—the
minute after vou've been te Quelel and
geen that fathead Cherry clear,” saiil
the Bounder guictly.

“Yon—vou foal 1 gasped JTazel

“You wor't do it¥"

“No, I wen't!”

TIt's a good offer,” saul Bonih.
“One we can't afford to vepeat, as they
say in thoe advertiscinents.”

* {h, atid eat coke !

"You'll be sorev for 1t," said Vernon.
Smith. * A Hoggiog 1an't nice, but when
it's over it's over. I'd rather face thas
than having cvery man in the Remove
sneuring at me amd lookimg on me az A
cur—

“Will vour leave me alone " sparled

Hazel. “Get ont of my siudy ! 1 never
asked vou here!” ’
“*You muserable worm!” eaid the

Bounder; and he left the stwdy with
that, slamming the door afrer him.

Hazel was leflt alone again. e roze
from the armchair and mored about {the
study restleszslv. e went to the window
at last and stood staring down into 1he
sunny-quad; he scowled at the sight of
the Famous Five there, and scowled
still more blackly at Lord dManleverer,
It was that meddling fool who had
landed him in this.

The study door opened, and Tom
Brown came in for lis bat.

Hazel glanced rovnd at him.

“Grames praectice 7 he asked.

The New Zealand junior gave lim a
cold, eutting look.

“Don't speak to me,” he said earily,

Hazel's face flamed.

“"You cheeky fool, what de you
mean P he exelaimed.

“T mean ilig" sald Tom Brown

eoallv, “if vou let Bob Cherry take your
flogging you'll never speak to me agamn
—and I'll hit vou if von do! There's a
limit—and that's it 1"

“Tlhe fellow who stranded my sizlor
and her fviends last weelk—— A rotien,
cowardly trick ™

“T'm not sure thal he did. And,
anvhow, ithat's gol nothing to do with
this. Ther've got |im in misiake for
you, and you're honnd te put it right
if you've & rag of decency.”

“You've made up vour mind that I
was the man " muttered Ilazel.

“Evervbody knows you were! You
dara not let Clara Trevlyn be asked
where and whoen she picked vou up in
her boat on Mowday 1 said Tom Brown
seornfully.  Like me to cut across to
ask her now? 1 ean bike over to Chit
House on a hali-holiday .

“Mind yvour own bieney ! .

“Oh, vou make me sick ! said
Brownev, and he picked up kis bat ond
went out of the study,

Hazel stond staring at the door afier
him. If this kind of thing was going
on he began to wonder whether &
Head's flopging might not be the beiter
choice of the two. DBnt ac that thought
he knew by the sinking of his heart that
ho dared not face it. If only that fool
Mauleverer tad minded bis own busi-
nfsf——

e left the study ot last and went
mopdily dovwn the Homove possage,
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! You fellows mind il Eunter has the jam ? ** asked Bob Cherry.
wharrer you up to—don't silck that jam on my face, you silly ass—yarooohk 1'* yelled Bunter, as a large speonful of jam

smeared over his fat face.

Folsover major was on the landing,

“{h, here you ave, Hazel 1 he ealled
ont. " Going to Queleh ¥7 ,

“Why should I go to Queleh 77 hiszed
Huzel.

*Well, you heard what he 2aid in the
Form-roour. He's {aking Clerry lo the
Hiead at zix”

“ (Jh, shut up ™

Hazel went down the staira

Bolsover major aned over {he lamd-
ige banisters and bawlal alter him ;

“YVou'll ba jolly well barred. Ilazel—
and booted, too! I jully well boot
your myself

Hazel went on with birning cheeks.
On _the lower landing he passed Ogilvy
and Russell: they looked et him, but
did  not  epeak.  Hazel  paused
desperately.

“Coming out, you fellows 1 le asked.

“ Not with you,” said Russell eurtly.

“IHook it ! said Qgilvy.

Ilazel gava them a fierce look and
went down the lower stairs. He almest
made up hiz mind to head for Mr
gunlch'a study, but not quite. He

rifted :]is.mﬁiff out into the sunny
quadrangle. The bright sunshine found
uo reflection in his gloomy, moody face.

A proup of Remove [ellows in the
nuad were talking, and they ceased as
ha came by, He guessed easily enough
that he was under discussion. He would
bave passed on, buk the whale group
turned towards hem.

“"Hold on a minule, IHazel!™ said
Peter Todd.

“What Jo wvou want?? wmullercd
ITazel.

“You heard what Queleh sajd—""

“Hang Quelch 1 gnavled Hazel.

“Never mind that! Cherry's got fo
go to the HMead at six! That means a
flogging, Are you letting him in for
that ™

“He can tell Queleh where he was on
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“* Ooguogh !

Monday if he likes,” said Ilazel
sullenly.
*Never mind where e was,  Wa all

kuow now whoere he wasn't" said Poler.
“Tts up to vou as vou were 1he man!”’

Thera was a murmnr of assent from
the gronp—Wibley, Kippz, Newland,
Squilﬁ and Elliott,  They all looked
very exproszively at Hazel.

“You can't leave it to him, old
lean P said Sgquiff.

“0Oh, leave a fellow alone ™

“Toke a tip, Ilazeldene,” s=aid DPeler
Tadd. * Nobody cares a sfraw what yon
du if you choose to play the goat, but
yvorr can’t leave another man in the soup.
You'll ba barred in the Remove—and
jally well booted, toa! IE Chevry gets
yvour Rogging, leok out for my hoot I

“And mine 1" said Bquiff,

“Mine, too!” sand Wibley.

Heazel drew a deep, deep hreath., 1lis
glance turned on Lord Mauoleverer
standing under the elme, with his handa
in the pockets of his elegant hags, eye-
intg him curicusiy.

Maunleverer had taken ithe view that
the man, once spotted, would ha driven
Ly public opinion in the Remove to own
up. Hazel realised, wiili a shiver, that
Mauleverer had becn right. Every
nerve in his bady -hrank from facing
the headmaster, hnt it was borue in on
Lis mind that hoe would be driven to it

“ Ay deay chap,” Mauleverer broke in
gently, “there's only onn tling for a
decent man to do; grasp the jolly old
netle—wihat #*

“You rotter I mnitered Iazel.

“Yaur hest  friend,™  eaid  Alanly.
“I'va prevented you from doin’ a mean,
rotten thing, old bean. Tlow't yeu ses
that ?*

“Vau fool I

“Blanging Mauly won't Liny vou any-
ihing, Haxel” suid Kipps., "lou't hae
an awlul cad, old zeout 1™

** No,”” said the Removites, “*go it I **

** Here, I say—

Why, you beast—groeccoocooch ! ™

“And suppoae---—-" IHazel's voice fals
toved, ¥ Buppose T wasn't the man, after
all—with ajll Maulaverer's dashed elever-
s, What about that:”

*We all know you were!™ gruntell
Toddy.

* Suppoze T eould prove I wasn't?

“Well, if sou could prove that, of
cotrse, it wonld lot vou out,” said Peter,
staving at Lim. " If you ean prove if,
wliy den't you ¥" :

“I'm going to,” said Tlazel. “It'a
nobody's bnsiness but my own. But if
the whole crowd’s going to be down an
mee 1L take the trouble to prove it.'?

He walked away with that; leaving
ihe Hemove {fellowa looking at one
anather very doubtfully.

Certainly if Haz#l could prove that ha
was not the wanted man, nobody would
ixpect him to take Bob Cherry’s place
as the eulprit. They Little guessed what
was in Hazel's unheappy, tormented mind
as he went down fo the bikeshad and
wheeled oot his machine to ride over to
LI House.,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTEHR.
Bunter’s Bright Idea

i UTHIDED
Five voices spoke in unizan
as Billy Bunter. put a fat face

andd o large potr of spectaclea
in at the door of Study Noo 1 as
Pe-f-Timne,

It was net o happy tea in the stady.

Harry Wharton & Co, had sfayed in
gates that aflernoon.

As Bob wag gated, the Co. did not
cara to leave him to it, amd they puk in
wiest of the afternoon at cricket prace
tice, Hnt even cricket failed 1o A1l thei
1Iu;u;ih15 with that dreaded inferview at
tix aelock banging over their minds,

At eiv Buly had 4o tap at the door ol

e Manser Liseauny.—-N0, 1520,
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ihe Head's study and face his Form-
mastér and his-headfmaster there,

Gennially Bob  contrived to  keep
clheeviul, howsoever the stormy winds
might blaw; but his face was clouded
now, and the feces of the friends were
gimilarly clouded,

It was not only the flogging that
worried him, though that was nol an
agrecable prospect. Heo felt the disgrace
more keeuly than he was likely to feel
the bivel. Bob had & whole-hearted
conternpt for the shady ways of fellowa
like Skinner and Snoop, and to be con-
demned as sneh & fellow himself and
wunished on such a charge was more
han fie could face with cquammily.

HBut it had to be faced, and he had
macle up his mind to it

The cliums of the Remove came in to
tea soon after five.

My, Queleh met them as they came
an, and gave Bob an expressive look,
but did not speak.

Mo doubt he had hoped, if not ex-
pected, that Bob wonld present himself
during e afterngon, with the explana-
tion that wus needed. Bt Bob had been
nowlwere  near his siudy, and  the
Remove master'a loal: shiowed that hiz
mined was mades up now.  What he had
been unwilling to believe, e had to
helisve—and thers was no doubt that
the Iead would take the same view.

Tive fellows, generally merey  and
bright, went dismally up to Study Ne, 1
for a diznal tea. In less than an hour
now Bob had to go to the 1llead. Any
fuint hope he might have had of Hazel
fiad to be dismissed. Hazel had gone
out on his bike—and the Famous I'ive
biad no doubt that he was keeping cleax.

MNaturally, the worried juniors weee
in wo moml for Billy Bunter., hey
waved him away bLmpatiently, hke a
1rounblesome  insect.

But the fat Owl was not fo be waved
W Ay,

1le closed the study doorv verr care-
fully, aond then turned and Minked at
the worried five throngh his spectacles,

“I sav, vou fellows, I've got it!” ho
announeed.

“You'll get it, if you don't clear!”
gnapped ihe eaptain of the Remove.
“Anmd what yvou'll get will be a boot 1"

THE MAGNET

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

t:!]\.;ﬂ oit 1" roared Johnny Bull.

“1 don't expeet much in the way of
manners from you, Ball; but really,
vou know, you might be civil to =
fellow wha's come to help a pal out of
a serape!™ said Billy EBuanter, with
dignity,

“What do you mean, vou fat ass?”
snapped Nugent,

Bunter grmned complacently,

“1 said I'd got it!" he answered.
“"Well, I mean 've got it—zeal
Luow how to gel DBeob offl™

“h, my hat 1"

The Famous Five locked at Bunter.
Witly the dreaded hour of six drawing
nearer and nearer, thoy were fceling
ready to catch at straws. - They were
willing to give even the fat and fatuous
Owl & hearing.

“Fou know how to get Bob off 7" re-
epted Harey Wharton, “Well, if vou
inow, cough it upl”

Bunter blinked at the tea-table. It
was not particnfarly well spread. The
Vamous I'ive were not bothering much
abwout tea.

“1 sav, vou fellows, 1s that all vou've
got ¥ asked Bunter. *“*I'd lend you
somneding, only 've been disappointed
wbout that postal order™

“You blithering Lloaler, if you've got
anvilung to say, geb 1t oub ! snapped
Wharlon.

“Well, what abomt a cake?’ asked
Bunter. *Look here, 'l ent down to
the shop for you if 1t will run to a

cake.”

"’llt‘_‘r'ih kick him out!” growled Johnny

inil.

“That's a pretty moasly spread 1"
said Bunter. T2ull, if 1t's all you've
got, I don't mind. Lawcky I've had tea
in Hall already. If von fellows don't
want any of the jam——-"

Johnny Bull rose to his feet, What
he had rizen for was zo olear that Billy
Bunter, for a moment, forgot the jam,
and dodged round the table.

*1 say, you fellows, look here, I've
got & wheeze for getting Bob off I he
exclaimed., “Let’s talk about it over
toa—sea ¥

“We'll talk it over first, you fat
frand I snid Harry. *“If you can get

Captain Justice's
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Bob
stand
shopi’

off ¥ou spooling octopus, we'll
Fou the biggest cake in the mick-

“0h, good [ gasped Bunter, " 'Wall,
T've got & jolly good ideal! I mever
was the man to let a pal down, was 7
You know mel Now, the trouble is
that they think Bob was the man at
the Three IFigshers, and that cad Hazel
is too funky to own up and sce him
throngh., Well, suppose DBob proves
that he was somewhere else 7

"*1s that all ¥" asked Bob, with a faint
gTifl.

“Jusk vou listen 1” said Bunter. “ You
can't tell Quelch where you were, and

dare say you've got your reasons—he,
he, he ! I suppose you were at tha Cross
Keys, while Hazel was at the Three
Fishers—what 1"

“Fou potty porker!” roared Dab.
“Tro you want me to stick that jam
down the back of your neck 7"

“Er, no! Wharrer you getting waxy
about, when a fellow’s trying to help
vou get out of 8 beak's whepping b~
demanded Bunter, warmly, @[ that's
what vou call grateful, Bob Cherry——"

“Oh, get out!” grunted Bob.

“"Well, never mind where vou were,"
said Bunter. " DBub suppose you wera
at the bunshop, in Courtficld, st the
time that old 'lgi'l}t- Popper did the spot-
ting act? That would clear you, if you
could prove it."

“DBut I wasn't, fathead "

“Keep to the int, old chap!”
urged Bunter. “That's the worst of
vou fellows—yon never can keep to the
point, It doesn't matter whether you
vwere there or not, so long as vou can
prove that you were there—see {"

Bob blinked at him. 2o did the other
fellows,

“It did-did-doesn't matter whether I
was there or nat, so Ia:mpL;l as I prove that
I wazs there!™ stuttered Bob, “You
blitherimg bloater, is that what you call
sense!  EHow could 1 be where 1
wasn't 1"

“You're & bit dense, old chap | sad
Bunter pitvingly. “8&till, I suppose we
can't all have brains. MNover mind
whether you were there or not—it's all
right if vou call & witness to prove that
he saw vou there IV

“You batty bandersnateh 17 ghricked
Bob. “MNobody saw me there, as I
wasn't thore ! I never went near Court-
field on BMMonday [*

“Do talk sensel” urged DBunter.
“Quelch asked us, in Form, if any
other fellow could give information on
tha subject. You heard him say that
any fellow who knew, should speak out
in your favour! Well, that's what put
the idea into my hend—see? Havin
thought it over, because of what Quele
said in Form, I suddenly remembered
that I saw you that afternoon g

“You saw me?"

“Yes—at the bun-shop ™

“The bib-bub-bunshop——"

“Having ginger-pop thera!” said
Bunter, % e lp ;nined you in o
ginger-pop. Both of us heard five

striking from the town hall clock while
we were having it! How's that?™

The Famous Five simply gasped.
They did not tell Bunler how “that *
was, Thev just gazed at him, dumb.

Bunter _paused, like Brutns, for a
reply.  Not %,rr:tllng ene, like Brutus
wzain, he burbled on:

“You sec the idea? If vou wers at
ihe bonshop, you counldn’t have been at
the Three Fishers! I tell Queleh I was
there with von. 1 menbion that it was
what he said in Form made me remem-
ber it—see. You back me up, of course.
Wa shall kave to be jolly careful to spin
the same varn, you see thalt? We stick
o gt ike glue, and whal can Quelch do?
Mot a (hing !

“{h.arikey 1" gasped Bob.

S,



“Brainy=—what ?"” asked Bunter com-
placently., *“Simple, like all really
clever ideas, too! One of these fellows
could have done it for vou, if they'd had
the senze to think of it. I think of these
things, you sce.”

“I'm to tell Quelch a pack of lies, and
you'll tell another pack te back them
np—is that it ¥ gazped Dab.

“Well, that’s rather a rotten way to
put it said Bunter. “lt's what [
call diplomatic. You have to be diplo-
matie with inea.lis-—aﬁkinﬁ a fellow a lot
of awkward questions! If you'd heen a
kit brighter, you'd have told Quelch,
in the first place, that vou swere in the
punshop, or some place hke that? Buat
you were always a bit dense, old {:Im'p.”

“0h, kill lnm ! said Johnny Bull.

0O course, vou will need a witness,”
went onn Bunter. “Well I'm a wirness—
en eye-witness] I'll do more than that
for a fellow I really like! You can de
as much for me, anotiwer time.”

“Oh erumbs

[EE)

*“AMind you get it clear, though ! said
Bunter. “We were at the bunshop to-
gether at five |l That seems to clear the
Three Fishers, You can make up some-
thing elze to sccount for being late for
calling-over. I can't say I was with you
then, as I answered to my name in
1Iall. Say some of the Higheliffe cads
got after yon, and you went a long way
round to {]migﬂ them. That ought to
do. The chief thing 13 to keep you clear
of the Three Fishers—and that's where I
cems in,  You couldn't be there if you
were at the bunshop—and I can prove
that you were, becanse I saw vou there.
I sav, you fellows, wheo's feiwching the
cake "

i T]‘G
Wharton.

“"Yes; vou eald the biggest cake in
the tucks op if I could get Bob off.
Well, I can get him off all right. We'll
ro to Quelch together after tea.”

“Yoau—you—you—you—you potty
hippopotamus !’J‘Ir gurgled Bob. e
you think I'd stand up te a beak, roli-
g ouk lies, to get out of a dozen Hog-
gings? Think I eould, if I wanted to?
You batchy bloater——"

Bunter blinked at himn,

“You don't mean to say yowre {urn-
g it down?” he demanded, in amaze-
ment.  “1 tell you, it's as :afe as
houses! I'm a witness——"

Bob Cherry picked up the jam-jar.

“You fellows mnd if Bunter has the
jam ¥ he asked.

“ oot b _

“Oh, really, »on Lnow, yon zaid a
cake |’ exclauncd Bunter wavmly., =TIl
have the jam to go on with, if yon
lke! Here, I say—— Wharrer you up
to? Don't stick that jam on my face,
vou silly ass—— Yarooch! Ooooogh !

LRk

Why, vou beast—— Grooogooooch !

A large spoonful of jam smeared over
n fat face. As Bunter dodged wildly
another spocnful caught him in a fat
ear.

He bounded for the door. A third
spoonful plopped down the back of lis
fat neck as he bounded,.

“Trrrggh 1 spluttered Bunter.
“Beast! Yuunuurgh!? He huriled out
of Study No. L

“There's still some more!” gasped
Bob. " Come back and have the rest'”

“Urrggh! Beast! I hope you'll get
jolly well flogged !’ yelled Bunter. I
hope the beak will lay 1t on jolly hard !
Y oooooogh [

cake?” vrepeated HMarry

Bunter did not come back for the
rest! e vamiched. Bunter Jdid not
know why, but it was clear fhat his

hright idea for getting Boly Cherry off
was nobt popular in Study No. 1.
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EVERY SATURDAY
THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.

Miss Clara in a Hurry !

ARJORIE HAZELDENE

grected her brother with o

smile, as he came in at the
gate of CLHN House School.
She had been playing tennis, and had
a racket under her arm, she ran 1o
meet him.  But the smile died off hoy
face, as she read his glum, sullen ex-
PEESEI00, She realised at ovce that
Hazel was in one more of his
innumierable scrapes.

In fact, she might have guessed ihar,
by seeing him there at all. It was
seldom that Hazel looked in at CLT
House, unless he wanted something
But Alarvijorie did nobk, or would net,
thunk of that.

“Wihere's Clara i he asked.

“In the garden—we've just plaved a
set,” answered Marjorie. * Do you want
Clara?”

“I want 1o speak io her.”

*This way, then,™

Miss Clara Trevlyn did not look
overjoved to seo Mazel. As Marvjorie's
best pal, she teied to conceal what she
thought of Marjorie's brother, but Jdid
not elways succeed. She gave him a
friendly nod, however.

"Come aver for some teunist ™
asked. "You and Barbara,
Mazxjorie and me—what "

“No, no!” mumbled Hazel.

wank to speak to you”

“Fire away " satd Clava.

Hazel looked at his sister.

Marjoria coloured, as she vea:d Lhat
look, and went at once fowards the
tenmis court.

Clara frowned.

“Look here, what's up?” she asked
sharply. “ What have you made Mar-
jorie clear off [or®”

“I-—I don't want to jaw ib before
evervbedy,” said Hazel irritably.
“Look here, Clara, I—I've got into
rather a row at my school. ¥ou can help
me out, 1 you choose. You remember
picking me up on your boat on Monday
afternoon, and giving me a lift down
to the school raft?™

“I remember,”’ said Clara, Hushing a
little.

She was remembering, too, that that
had happened just  afier she  had
siranded Bob  Cherry on  Popper's
Izland. But she could see by Hazel's
imanner that he knew nothing of that.
Pob, it was clear, had not mﬁl why he

was late for roil that day.
“You picked me UF goon after four, T
think ! zaid Hazel furtively.

“MNo: it was after five,” answered
Clara., “1 left CHff House at fouwr, and
we'd had a goadl li.“" up the river,
hefore we came back and zaw you on
the bank.”

“Well, look here, if it was four, ov
saon after, b will gek me ant of a lot
of bother,” =aid Ilazel. “You canld
malka it [our.”

Clara looked at him. She gave him
one lang look, and fhen turned amnd
walked after Mlarjorie.

Ilazel stood dumb.

Clara joined Marjorie, with a fluzhed
face and shining eyes

Alavjorie looked at her, puzzled.

“Have you been quarrelling with my

brother, Clara?  she a:ked, very
quietly. _
“Jolly mnear it,” answered Clara.

“Look here, are we playing again
“Put what's the matter ¥

[}

“Oh, nothing !
Marjorie set her hips. She looked
rovned at Iazel, whe, with a2 ercimeon
face, came up and joiped the tao girds
“YWhat is 1f, Haze] P asked Maerjorie.
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“Will ron speak to Clara ?” muttercd
Hazel. “It’s only a snall maiter—
nothing to make a fuss about. Shs
unight do it for me.”

“Isn't it anyihing I can Jo’*

“Nol You weren't there. Breezig
Bunter waould de, but that little Foo
vould gabble it all over ithe shop.”

“But what 15 it?" asked Marjorie,
ravatihied.

“Clars krnows ! grunted Hazel.

“tnly telling lies ! said Ciara, with
a snap, “*Hazel wants me to zay he
wasd in my boat on Alenday at four,
when he wasn't. I'm not going 1o, o
there.”

“Oh P
CIImsoN.

“It's only o trifly, and it will get e
out of a lot of bother,” muttered Hazel.
“It's not a matter with the masters in
it,” he added quickly, “Only what the
follows think—nolhing to be afraid of.
I zhall have & pretty rvetien time this
term, if it poes on——>"

“If what goes ou?" asked Marjorie.

Hazel gave a sort of wripgle.

“There’s a fellow up for lLreaking
bounds,” he mumbled. “The other
fellows think I was the man, and they
think. I onght te own up. I'm gaing to
be zent to Coventry if 1 don't. A= a
maiter of fact, I—T was walking by
the river, but—but nobody was with me,
and—and—if I'd happencd to step into
Clava’s bhoat half an hour sooner, it
would zee me through”

“But you didn’t!™ said Clara,

"1 kpow I didn't ™ Ena.jpped Hazel
irritably. “But—but it's only a
question of proving that T wasn't out
of bounds. 1 you told Mauleverer, or
Browney, or anv 'of them, that I was in
vour boat, say, abt half-pazt four, that
would see me throwgh, It isn't the
heaks—only the Remove ifellows—but a
chap doesn’t like to have ail his Form
down on him o

“Do you mean,” said Marjorie, her
face a little pale, “that you were out of
bounds, and they've got the wrong
man ¥

“Oh, he was oul of hounds, =all

gasped Marjorie, lier  face

i

vight I sneered Itazel, “He can't ex-
plain where he was, or what he was
doing. If he eould, he would be al}
vight, He's asked for what he's going
to get. ‘I ton’t see why I should get
myzelf into a row with the Head,

heeanze Bob Cherry was ot of bounds,
but net in the parcticular spot where

I L]

thev think he was—

" Bob Cherry " repeated Marjorie,
with a start.

*Bob Cherry " pasped Clara.

" ¥es—that rolter who pinched wvour
boat, & weck ago, and stranded you on
Popper’s Island—DI'm net poing to
worry abour him 1™ snarled Hazel. “1
don’t know what he was up to on
Meonday aiternoon, but ik was some-
thing he doare not explun, or he'd
have told Queleh.”

LY gosped Clara.

“Queleh made it as casy Tor i os
ire coubd.” said lazel. “1le’s let it
stanpd over, to give him a chance—le
has to go up to the lHead at =ix this
afferncon. I don't see why he shouldn't,
either—he was oub of bouwnds, or le'd
pave exploed to Quelch.  Only—only
they kuww be wasn't ab-—ab the place
where the beaks think he was, and
they've been nagging at me—they think
I was there, I've gobl the whole Form
down on e now, ™

Marjorie aml Clara looked ai one
anather.

Harel did st know, bot Dis sisdep
knew, awil Clara knew, where Bob

Tig Magxer Lagrany,—Xaoo 1,529,
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Cherry had been, on Wonday aflarncon,
and why he had been late back for roll.

Thet he had had lines from his Forin-
master, they thought very likely, and
Clara, st least, did not cares whether he
had or not. But that the matter had =
more serious side, was news lo them—
startling and disturbing news.

“Oh, dear!” stammered —Clara.
“Look here, Hazel SUPPOSe
Cherry was—was late in on Monday,
apd—"

“fle was an hour late for calling-
over ! said Hazel. “That's why they
thinkk he was the man who was spottc
out of bounds. That old fool, Bir
Hilton Popper, spotted & man, withoub
seeing who ho was, at the Threo
Fishers. They think i1t was Cherry,
because he was the only man who et
roll that evening—and he won't tell
Quelcii where ho was”

“Ha=he won't?" stammered Clara,

“0f course, he was out of bounds”
said Hazel. “He would explain if he
could, I suppose. But—as it happens—
he wasn't the man at the Threa Fishers,
and—and the fellows fency I was, and
wank me to own up—"

“Oh, my hat!"” said Clava. “They—
thev—they think that Bob was at
that beastly place, because he won't
sav wherve lie was?™

“Yes, ros; never mind him,” said
Hazel irritably. “You can sce how I'm
fixed—with all the fellows thinking I
was the man, and bullving me inte
owning up to it. When Cherry gets
hiz Hogging, [ shall have & dog’s life
in tha Bemave, if the fellows still
believe that I was the man——"

“ A flogging 1" said Marjorie, catch-
ing her breath.

“Well, he's asked for it, hasn't he?”
snapped Hazel. "He wasn't at fhe
Threa Fishers, but he was at some place
he daven’t mention. It comes to the
same thing. I'm not bothering abouk
Lhim! I'm thinking of mwyself”

“You would be!” said Clava. *Oh,
Marjorie! Look here, Hazel, you mean
to say that DBob's going to let them
believe he was at that putrid pub, and
take a flogging for it, because he won't
tell where he was on Monday evening !

“Yes, He can't, of course, or le
would I

“Ha could if he liked!™ gasped
Clara. “And if he won't, I willl”
She threw down her racket, and ran in
ihe direction of the bicycle-house,

Hazel stared after her blankly.

“What the dickens does she mean,
Marjorie ™ he asked., “8She doesn’t
know snything about where that {alt-
head was on Monday, I suppose ?"

f8he dees! said Marjorie guielly.
“Clara and Bessie stranded Bob on
Popper's Island; that's why he was
lata bhack to school.”

Hazel stared at her blankly, utierly
amazed,

“They — they stranded lum on
Popper's Tsland "' he stuitered, *“lIs
that where he was? Oh crumbs! But

why the thump didn't he tell Quelch so,

then? That would zee him clear oll
vight.” ]
“Because it would get Clara and

Bessie into a row, I suppose,” answered
Marjorie. “He can't have had any
other reason,”

Hazel whistled,

"By gum! It would!"™ he saic
“Queleh would be fearfully shivty—he
would put it to old Primrose—she'd

fairly gcalp Clara! What s mad trick !
I suppose she did it to pay him out for
what he did last week | Serve him jolly
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well right, so far as that goes; but it
would have landed her in a fearful row
if he'd {iw-en her eway! What a silly
fool to keep his mouth shat, thoughl
It's not !];ust lines—they've put him down
gs & pub hounter, and it's a flogging—
and & Head's flogging is no joke, I can
tell you! What & {ool 1™

Marjoria did not answer that, Per-
haps the wish was in her heart that her
brother was the snme kind of “fool™ !

Hazel stared at Clara, wheeling out
her bike.

“Is—is she going " he exclaimed,

“She must!” said Marjorie quietly,
“Thank goodness vou came over and
told us—we never knew—Clara never
dreamed that 1t was anvthing but lines
for Bob for missing call-over—"

Hazel looked at his watch,

“It's too late,” he said, “She’ll never
get to Greviriars by six, It's ten to,
noew, and three miles—she'll never do
it] And—and if she does, she'll get
into a fearful row, Marjorie !"

“That can't be helped now.”

“But—but if she tells them, that will
sec Cherry clear " Hazel's face bright-
ened, “If she's in time, that will see
him clear—it will be all right for me."”

“For yvou?" repeated Marjorie,

“"Yes, yes!l If Cherry gets clear, it
will see me through! If nobody's up
for a row, nebody will expect me to own
up for the fun of the thing! Oh, my
hat—I1 hope she'll be in time ! She may
do it—if she does, I'm all right.”

Marjorie looked at him without
eponking. Sha was thinking of Hob
facing disgrace and punishment rather
than give away ¢ girl who had played
him a reckless trick—of Clara, taking
all risks rather than let him suffer for
his lovalty., And Hazel was thunking
entirely of himself—without a thought
to waste on either of themm! DMarjorie
did not speak—she could not !

She left her brother and ran down to
the gate, her eyes following Clara,

Clara was alveady an her bike in the
road.

“I say, Claral” Bessie Bunter rolled
up 8s Miss (lava was starting. 1 say,
where are vou going ! If you're going to
Uncle Cleggs, I'll come! Wat till I
?et. Marjoric's bike——  Yoo-hooo-
wopoop [

Clara had no time for DBessie |

The plump Fourih Former jumped
back &5 the bike whizzed on, and sat
dovwn in I"ege Lane and roared.

“Oopoonogh " roared Deszie,

Clara shot on.

a1 roarcd  Bessie
“Yooooogh!l C-ccocatl”

Clura vanished up the lane,

Bunter,

il

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

OB CHERRY drove his hands deep
B into his pockets, and stared up ag
the clock-tower,
It was three minuies to six,

Al six precisely he had to tzp ot the
Head's study door. He drew a deep,
decp breath.

X-E} gave a last glance round the guad
—perhaps with & lingering faint hope
of secing Hazeldene, But nothing was
to be seen of Hazel

Gosling, the porter, was crossing to
the Ilpuse. Iassing the Famous ive,
the ancient gentleman glanced at them
with a ernsty grin wrinkling his gnarled
countenance, It was seldom that the
chums of the Remova were seen with

faces as long as fiddles; but now they
looked, as they felt, utterly dismal,

Goshing passed on, the juniors looking
after him, and then after one anﬁthur.
They did not need telling why Gosling
was going to the Honge !

When 8 fellow was flogged by the
Head, he was *hoisted *' for the painful
process,

Bob breathed a little harder.

He was not judged yet: but the resll
was, of ¢ourse, 8 foregone conclusion, As
he had refused to explain to hia Form.-
master, it could only be taken Tor
granted that he could not e‘:-r.[‘al&l!:.
Gosling had been sent for, fo bu i
readiness, .

But a faint grin dawned on Bok's face
as he glanced at {he dismal countenanics
of his friends,

*All serene, you men,"” he said. *]
ean stamd @b '

“It's rotten!"™ multered Idarey
Whearton,

“Tha rottenfulness is terrific " nam-
bled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“MNot to say preposterous, what®”
grinned Doly, with a rather transparcnt
a,ttemé}t at <cheerfulness,  “Can't bo
helped, old beans! Anyhow, I'd rather
be in my shoes than Hazel's!"

“The cur 1" muttered Nugent,

“Poor beggar!” said DBob, "1l
conldn’t face it! After all—" e
paused & moment.  “After all, it would
he a nasty jolt for Marjorie, if she heaud
that her brother was up for a flogging
for pub haunting I

B 811, you're an ass
Bull.

Bob laughed,

“Well, lqd better get a move an,” he
sattl, * Headwasters don't like fo be
Lkept waiting, especially by bad hats
who've been painting the town red. See
vou fellows again after I've had a chat
with Locke !"

And Bob whistled as he walked to the
House. :

But that whistle soon died away. His
face was serious encugh ss he went in
and headed for Dr. Locke's study.

The Co. left in & dismal group, looked
aft one another.

“That cur Hazel!" muttered Johnny
Bull. *Mauly thought he would have
to ouwn up when ell the Form knew!
Cateh him doing it !"”

“Any other {fellows wonld—almost
any fellow 1 gaid Harry. *“ And even
that weak-kneed rotter——"' He paused.
#I—I suppose he's keeping clear—"

*That's why he's gone out, fathead!™

Harry Wharton walked down to the
gates.

Six o'clock was striking—Bob was in
the Head’s study now, with his head-
master and Form-master. Gosling, no
doubt, was waiting in the corridor,
ready to be called in, -

The Co. followed the captain of the
Bemove to the getes, If he hoped to see
anyvthing of Hazel at the last munute,
they did not share that hope to any
extent. They did not expect to see
Hazel again bill lock-up; and they did
not envy hwm his reception by the
Romove when he did come in,

T szav, vou fellows o

“Oh, get out, you fat frog!™

Billy Bunter grinned, )

“1 sav, Cherry's for it now " he said.
“Perhaps you wish now, that you'd
fnkon my lif}—whﬂ.t? 1 SEY, 1 sawW
Gosling go m—he was grinnming hke
anything ! He likes hoisting a chap for
B H-n:sggmg! He, he, he! 1 say—
Beast '

Billy Bunter dodged a boot.

P grunted Johnny

Prigted in Englaod and poblished evwer
I.nuﬂnn. E.Q “Mveﬂhu:gan offtoes ;

Foat, I.Ltb'.'an'r‘thiﬂn rates :ﬂ::!rn apd and Abroad,

don & (otch, Litd,. and for South Afrles:

Saturdar
Fleetway

by tha Proprictors, The Amalgamated Fross
l{m. l-'utp‘m don B ireet, :Lunﬁon.
1ls. pcr pomim;

E.0.9, Heglstered for tropsmission by Covadian Ma
d. tor siT months. Bole Agents for Australle And Tew Zoalamd i
&mm ews Agency, Lid.— Saturday, June Sth, 1937,

Lid., Tha Flestwar House, Facringdon H“ﬂi
cirm.



The four locked out of the gateway.
If they nourished a faint hope of see-

ing Hazel, yet in time, they had to.

ebhandon it. There were several Grey-

friars fellows to be =een on the road,,

but lazel was not among them.

Billy Bunier. grinned as he blinked
out through his big spectacles.

“I =av, vou fellows, you won't sce
Flazel in & hurey 17 he remarked. * Fat
lot of good looking for him! He, he,
-hﬂ [+

“Shut up!” growled Joknny Bull,

“ Beast [ )

“Iallo, there’s a hike!” exclaimed
IT_:u'rE,' Wharton suddenly.  “That's
somebody in a hurey 17 His face bright-
cned for a moment.

TFar down the lane, in the direction of
Friardale, a eyelist shot into sight in a
clond of dust. That eyelist was heading
for Greviriars at & whizzing speed.

For a moment the juniors hoped.
Was it Ilazel coming back at the
elevanth hour to do the right thing?
But the next moment they discerned that
it was a girl riding the bike. A moment
or iwo more, and they recognised her.

“That’s Clara !"” exclsimed Nugent.

“Clara!” seid Harry.

They watched her in surprise as she
camne—fairly whizzing, with = pink
flush in either cheek, going all out.
Since the “feud " had started, ne Chff
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Miss Clara did not heed the fat Owl
farther. She ran breathlessly in at the
gates, .

Ylara 1" exelaimed Harry Wharton,

Unheeding, Clara ran on towards the

ouse, ;

“What the dickens—"" exclaimed
Johnny Bull, staring after her.

“1f Hazel's told her—" mulfered
Mugent. _

“By pum " exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton. “ﬁ' she got it frome. Hazel, and
she's come—" -

He did not finish, but ran tewards the
House, and his friends followed him.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
0" Bmp 1
L. LOCKE =at at his table, his
eyes fixed on the fushed,
troubled face of the junior whe
stood before him.
AMr. Quelch sfood by the end of the
table, his eyes also on Bab Cherry.
Eob 31:1:.013} silent, ;
He had nothing to say, unless he F:Ehflrd
what he was determined not to say. His
chief feelimg was & desire to get it over.
Gosling was warting outside the door,
The cane lay on the table. It had tfo

be, and the sooner 1t was over, the
better,
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Fishers shortly after fGve o'clock on
Monday £ .

“T—I can't, sir!” siammered Bob.

“"And why nel?"

Silence, |

r. Locke's face hardencd. There
was, as he had said, only one conclusion
to be drawn from the junigr’s refusal o
asnswer & question which any head.
master had o right and & duty to ask.
The Head glanced at Mr. Queleh,
““There can be no further doubt in the
matter, Mr. Queleh,” he said.

“None, sirl” answercd the Remove
master.

“ Please call in Cosling

Mr. Queleh stepped to the study door.

Bob set his lips, It was coming now,
and at any rate 1% was going to be over.
His eyes were steady under the head-
master’s stern glance,

“Cherry, you are judged guilty of dis-
graceful conduct, and of bresking one
of the most important rule: of the
school,” said the Head. "“As this
appears to be wour first offence of the

kind, you will be flogged. If wour
offence should be repeated, you will Le
expelled.”

Bob’s face crimsoned. The words

“disgraceful conduet ¥ hit him  hard.
But he shut his teeth and was silent.
Gosling stepped into the Head’s study,

and Mr. Quelch closed the door again.

EXTRA-SPE:';‘IAL for NEXT WEEK!
““ ON THE TRACK OF THE TRICKSTER!”

By FRANK RICHARDS
Don’t Tail on the End of the Queue—Order Your MAGNET Early!

House girl had visited Greyfriars, Why
she was coming, and in such a tremend-
ous hurry, was a mystery to the juniors.

At any other time they would have
been glad to see her, as a chance of
clearing up the mysterions affair of the
previous week, But they were not think-
ing about that now. Bob’s trouble had

wite driven the CIff House feud from
?lmir minds.

“1 say, you fellows, that's Clara
Trevlyn i exclaimed Bili}' Runter, turn.
ing his big spectacles on the cyclist as
she drew npearer. "I say——"

“Shut up, you fat porpoise!™ ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, “"Who ashked
you to speak :

“0Oh, really, Wharton,” said Bunter,
“I was only saying——"

“Well, don't,” grunted Wharton,
“unless you want me te punch your fat
ircad : .

Clara came up with a rush and a whiz,
She jammed on her brakes, and jumped
down, panting for breath. The bike
went recling against the gate, )

Harry Wharton & Co. capped Miss
Clara politely, But she did not look at
the four. Evidently the feud was still
poing strong. and Bliss Clara intended
to cut thom as dead as ever!

Apparently unaware that the Co. were
there, Clara turned brealhlessly to Billy
Bunter. .

“Is Bob—I mean, Cherry—is he gone
to the Ilead yet?' she panted.

“1Eh? Yes: he went at =ix,” answered
Runfer, blinking at her, " How did you
kuow :

“Hazel said six! Then he's with the
Head now "

“Yes, ten minutes ago. I zay, did.

Hizel tell you—"

BMr. Quelel’s face was very
He had given this member of his Form
every chance, but the matter was settled
now. A doubt, however, szeemed to
linger in the headmaster's mind, There
were hlack sheep in the flock at Grey-
friars, as at every school, but if Bob
Cherry was one of them, he certainly
did nod look the part.

“Cherry ' said the Head, at last.

“¥Yes, sir 1™ said Bob, in & low voice.

“¥You have now a last opportunity of
explaining yoursclf. You are aware
that last Monday afternoon a Greyiriars
boy was scen by a governor of the school
in a disreputable place forbidden to all
Greyvfviars bovs. You were absent from
the school at the tune, and vou returned
an hour lafe for calling-over. Your
Form-master has asked yvou io explain
where you were, and how you were
pecupied.  You have not done so™

“Wa, sir ! mumbled Bob,

U on can see that there iz only one
cotclusion to be drawn. if you hove
nothing to say in vour defence ?™

“T—I suppose o, =ir. DBut=—"

“Well .

“I wasn't the fellow Sir Hillon
Popper saw, sir. I wasn't apywhers
near that rotlen show 1™ stammercd
Bob. “I—I passed the place, going up
the river by the towpath, that's all.”

“If vou were not theve, Cherry, vou
were obviously in anoiler place. What
was the place 7%

No anzwoer.

“Can vou answor me, Cherry 17 askod
thoe Head, in a decp voice.

“N.n-ng, sir"

“You will not tell mwe, your head-
master, where vou were at the time that
a Greyirviars boy was zcen at ithe Thrce

riny. -

Dr. Locke rose to.bia feet and picked up
the cane from the table.

“"Gosling 1

¥ easir IV

“Take up that boy1”

di ?E‘Ssi r lﬂ

In silence Bob Cherry was * hoistod.”
There was a faint sound as the Head
swighed the cane preparatory to laying
it oit. At the same moment there came
a sound of burried, pattering footsteps
in the corridor outside.

The Head paused for a moment. Pat-
tering footsteps in Head’s Corridor wera
unknown and unheard-of. The most un-
thinking junior would hardly have ven-
tured to sprint in those sacred precinets.
The next moment, however, the cane
was lifted for the first stroke.

Knock ! came at the door.

It flew open.

In shan amazement the Head stcod,
his wpliftzd right hand holding the
cape  1n  midoiy l]crali];f, equally
amazed, blinked round. ob, hoistied
on his broad back, ‘starcd. My, Quelch
jumped. It was a breathless schoolgiv]
that ran, or, rather, rushed into the
study.

“Oh 1 panted Clara. ™ Stop I

“Wha-a-a-a-ti" stuttered the Head,
Never in sll hiz long career as a zehanl-
masier had Dr. Locke been o utterly
astonished,

“Wha-a-t 1" gasped Mr. Quelch,

Clara’s face was scarlet. Bhe was
breathless with ronming.

“Oh, please!™ she gasped.

*“Who—who—who 13 this " stuttered
the Head.

“One, of the Chif House juniors, I
think, - s#r,™ raid Mr, Quelch, - Miss

Tue Msgxney Lisnany.—No. 1,529,
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Trevign, T-=I think! What—what are.

you dumg here? How dare you—"

“(0h crumba!” gasped Baob.

#*I—I—I had to come, sir!” stam-
mered Clara. “I—I—I've just heard—
ol dear! Oh, please do listen to mel
I—I've come to tell you—

“Whet 1

“J—I know ‘why Bob—I mean
Cherry—1've come to 'tell you ‘where he
was on Monday, sir!” gasped ‘Clara.
#“He was on P-::ppar s Island "

“On Po para Is and!” repeated the

Hcad blankl How—why—what
R (. | ﬁtrandﬂd him there, sr—-"
“Eh 1"
"I—I never thought—I—TI nevet knew

—1 mm, I thought he might got lines
Ea-er aps, but I never kpew=till now—

ve just heard—"  Clara was a little
incoherent, *J-I had to conie and
you, sir, whe.n—-'-ha tﬂ':hfnﬁi !‘leat‘d that
was goiog to O =

Blauugmjr soul I eaid - .'Dr Locke

blankly.

“He mu'fdu’idge.t off: ti:u:s -island, sir,
after I gtranded?bine. there ! g:tpe-d
Clara. “Hﬂ-—-hﬂ had to stick there, sir
—1—J1 mean, he had to stay -there till
Marjorio phonoed to a boatgian to fotch

E“
ur!“LIJ*‘:II wﬂrd!" said Mr. Quelch.
Bat muﬁen red -blankly at the

scatlet face of the Clifi House . junior.
Then Dr. Locke mﬂa a ngn tnr Gosling.

Bob Cherry wes eat is feet.
Amther #ige, and Euﬂmg Teft the

"(ghe

“Y*B*Bﬁﬂl, gir,” stammered Bob
“You werd “uhable tb return
over on -Monday becauio
the island in tha river "

:Eﬁ&&“’h’h& T
why did you not say =0
did. not- uB.Bivﬂr that. Really,

ueat.mn hard g aft ATAwWer,
1&“’
umtl ¥-

‘dumb.  Mr.
“"At. what tcmm. Miss Treslyn, l.‘ll-ﬂ
vou Lmnd this boy on the islan
in,
4£ It wu soma time- ‘before five o'clock,
Bir,- t & quariar ‘to five, I T;hmk
I--I-I'm' wotry.’
Clars. “Oh, deas! I-ghall gét into a
fearful row at Clif Houso. d&art

“Ypii‘shouldn’t have come here,” mut-
tcre&aBab “*1 ecould stand it.”
' 1*.answered Miss Clara.

for call:

you were' ¢n

T8 nce pleasa 1" unni the Head.
* Mr. . it 1:- ars, Tfrom what we
have u.zb heard, thrr% conld, not
kave been . the bur whom Bir Hilton

-Pupgier saw at the Three Fishers.”
idently not, sir I said Mr. Que!ch
“He should. have explained—"

“I think,” eaid the Head, “thnt I can
understand his motive for not d !:lz
i, the—the circumetances. WNo doubt
vou would have reported this thought-

sl;ummered Biigs
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less girl’s foolish prank to her head
wistress, and I have no doubt that Miss
anrma would have taken a very
gevere view of it.”

“OL!” gaid Mr. Quelch. He 'BI]‘H]Eli
faintly. “No doubt, sir.”

Ths Head coughed.

“Cherry! In—in the ecircumstances,
you are exoperated. You should cer-
tainly have explained the matter to your,
Form-maste t—but I will eay thut
I respect your motive for not doing so.”
Hy Teid down'the cdne,  “Cherry, you
may leave my. study.”

*Thank you, eir!” stammecred Bob.

He went to the doar, but he lingered
thera, his eyes on Clara. DBut at a
gesture from Head, he opened tho
door, and went out.

At the corner of the corridor, he found
his friends waiting for him., In the

Head's study, the twc:- ‘masters looked . at
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Clara's scarlet face, and then =ab one
another—both ‘of - them repressing &
desire to smile.

“ Y must thank you, Miss Trevlyn, foz
_hm ing. éome here ‘and prevented sn un-
intentionsl act of 1n]unt-me #* gaid Dr.
Locke. “You appear have acted
very thoughtlessly and h:-r:r hnltu?ll
but—" "He paused. “I think,
Queleh, in the circumstimces, ﬂ'.uat. :m
pention need be made of the matter at
(it House”

”Qum} 50, 511'1" aglre:-d Mr. Quelch,

Gh-.ra 5.eyes .dance

Oh, ‘8ir 17 she . gasped.
wm\

m:ralp ma—""
ha-a-a't?"
A=Y mean, Miss Primrose would
be very crods!” stammored Clara,
"Very wpll; the matter ‘ends here !
said Dr. Locke; snd Mr. Quelch opened

M Primmy

the study door for a to depart.
Miss Clara almost ﬂam:ed put oF the
wudy. -

_,;etre.-r 18, pritit

THE TWEBNTY-FiRST CHAPTER.
Feud Siill On!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
waiting for Clara ut t'he end of

* the pozsagae, had

) guessed why E!lara. Wau “there,
and a word from Rob had apprised
them that they had guessed correctly:
They turncd their. friendliest gmiles on
Miss Clara as she came down the

PeClara—

4“7 way, you werg & real brick!” eaid
Bob Cherry grataaiui'lj “But I say, are:
1'uu Tumg t into’ & row at your

"ﬂnl"‘ '

-ﬂ h' m 1!:

“1t's Eﬂ vashed out,” said Clara.

g%lér y gobd 1"
gpadfulmasa 13 terrifie, esteemed
ami baduteous: mz?s

% And ‘now-—1""gaid Ha.rr;

Miss Clara’ ﬁu iﬂ.&ﬁlﬂﬁngt i F?r 1hm

- Ino t, In E. dell a a lucky
Mrzﬁ?n;:mn of the afair, sho had for-

gotten the foud. But ﬂ-hE! remembertd
it at once, IHer face set, and her pretty
little . nose wasa turned up.

“Don't speak to me, please ™ she sajd
freezingly,. and she walked on, with her
noso in the air.

" But-——" exclaimed Nugent,

“1 say—" gasped Johnny Bull

< Beautiful and inestimable miss—"

exclaiméd Harree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Look here, Clara—" said Harry
Wha.rwn ;
“"L ‘s chap speak, Olara!” urged

%herr:.r
ﬁ?‘y followed her, all speaking

ar:

ghsa Clara did ﬂut heed. With her
nosa still in the air; ehe walked out oF

tha House.

Bob Eherry ran desperately after her
into the

“ Look ere-, Glara, you've got to let
& chap speak, now!” exclai Bob.
“You fancy we played that retten trick
last week-—we never did—wywe—"

“ Hook it.!” said Miss Clara,

“Wha-at1"

* Buzz -off, and don't bother !

“Oh gasped Bob, © “But I-I-—I
SR

" Rata !” said Clara over her.shoulder.

. And she remounted her bike and rode
away for Ch# Iouse, lesving Bob
staring after her in “dismay.

By Lgentl_t it was not the end of the

Chiff Houss fend.
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DR. BIRCHEMALL'S
NEW-LAID EGG!

By DICKY NUGENT

* I want somo grit ! "

Doetor Alfred Birehem.
all, the revered sand majes-
tick headmaster of St
Sam’s, macdo that statement.
And Mr. I. Jolliwell Lick-
ham, the master of tha
Fourth, who was standing
begide him in the Hoad's
gavden, grinned and nodded.

“* Hear, hear, eir!™ ho
said.  * That's eggsactly
what vou do want |’

‘* People tell mo it’s the
ong thing I should never
ba without,” went on the
Hepd, aa hiz somewhat
shifty eyes roved thought-
fully over the six chickens
ho had just purchased.
* But I haven't got any.”

“Quite troo, sirl"
nodded My, Lickham. “ I've
never thought it was up to
me to BRY BO ove, air;
but now you've mentionod
it yourself, I may as well say
that in my opinion you've
got less grit than anyhody
1 know ! In fakt, you're an
absolute white-livered,
craven curl®

“WHAT 1. shrecked the
Heand.

My, Lickham gave a
nervugs start.

“ lsu't that what you're
saying about yourself, air?
You say you haven't got any
'fl‘it_-

“You—you idjut 1’
gasped Doctor Birchemall.
“ [ didn’t mean that kind
of grit. I meant grit for my
chickens to eat. ! ™

" tI.‘.th crikey !

-

“Why, I'm simply full of
grit myself 1" reared the
Head, his faca almost perple
with indignation. * Any
fool who knows me will tell
voul I'm as brave ae a lion |
I don't want that kind of

it, you footling fathead !

want grit for my chickens
—becawse it makes them
ley nice hard-shelled eggs ! ™

“Oh, lor*! Borry, suw !

“T'm chicken-minded—
but anybody who says I'm
chicken-harted ia in for a

vetty fowl time ! ™ snorted
f)'ﬂ{:tﬂr Birchemall, * Do
you say that I'm chicken-
harted, Lickham T °

“ Nunno, sir 1"

“ Just as well for you!”

The Head’s gaze returned
to his newly acquired
poultry and his eggspression
prew less seveer, as he dwelt
on them. * Yes, Lickhan,
it’s for my chiclens that 1
want the grit. I intend to
feed these fowls on every.
thing that's good for them
so that I can breake my
fast each morning on an cgp
hat is really npew-lad—
not one that was new leid
in the days of the Ancient
Egyptians | ™

“ljﬂ'!i'y pood idea, teo,
pir 1" seid Mr. Lickham.
“ I must say that the eggs

Sorry,

the milkman has been
leaving lately wren't re-
Lakie.":

Noctor Bichemall
grinned.

" From now on, Liel-
ham, I shall be able to
do without the milk-
man's efgs, I have
at last come out of my
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ghell — and I've com-

pletely thrown off his

yolk! I'm a paltry farmer
—I mean, of corse, a poultry
farmer ! Going to help ma? ™

* What, help you eat the
hen-frwit, sie ! asked 3Mr,
Liekham eagerly. " Yea,
rather ¥ I'm rather partial
to new-laid eggs myselfl
and—""

“Chump ! sniffed the
Head, * I mean, going to
help me de the work—not
wolf the proceeds | I shall
want someone to white-
wash the hen-rooat and clean
the chicken-run and prepare
their meals and get up early
o collect the eggs an i

‘“* Save your breth, sir !
interrupted the  maater
of the Fourth. " There's
nothing doing aa far as I'm
concerned ! I've had all
sorta of ambitions in my
time, sir, but T'va never
had any ambilion to be a
fermer’s boy 1"

Doetor Birechemall
shrugged.

* Well, if you won’t do it,
someone elss must—that’s
all. Send some of the boys
from youwr Form along fo
sso me, will wyou, Lick-
ham § "

** Certainly, Bir=——and
they're weleome ! ™ prinned
Alr. Lickbam.

And be dodged away—
quickly, bafore the Head's
kick reached him !

And that was how Jack
Jolly & Co. ceme fo he
aasistante to the Head's
chicken-run !

The heroes of the Fourth
were simply dumbfounded,
when they were ordered off

tha ericket-field where they
were practising,
and told of
their new job.
Asg Jolly re-
marked, they
would even
have prelerred
colleeting
ducks’-caga on
thecricket-pitch
to collecting
chickens' eogos
in {he Head's
hen-roost !

But Doctor
Birchemall's
word was law at _
St. Sam’'s, and it was impos-
sibul to argew aboutit.  Ho,
with hevvyharts and lagging
footsteps, Jack Jolly & Co.
went along to the Head's
house. i

They were soon working
like staves vnder the Head'a
pagle  eye. Thera was
plenty of work to be done.
‘The hen-roost needed white-
washing, the wire-netling
needed repairmg, & nmy
perch wanted flixing, aud

s . — o *
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the chickens wanted their] " Camry on!® leered the | fresh morping air. " Gobt | ¢ Ty
afterngon meal. And the | Head ; and, with a grin | any cgge!” TENN[S FOR REDUC]NG! energy in one
Head saw that Jack Jolly |of triumph lwhking round * Yes, rather, gir ! ¥ ans-

& Co. did it all! He eat
i & deck-chair, with a tin
of toffies on his uﬁezedand
& COomImnio er propped up
before himF:EPAnIé £Eﬂe he
unwrapped his toffies, bhe
wrapped out his orders in
o never-ending streom !

“Work away there, you
gons of dogs!™ he barked.
“ Buek up with that brush-
worlt, .}}?:nl!l]r! Wade in
with the whitewash, Bright |
Put somo into your

erch-fixing, F¥earlesa!
f)uhhlﬁ up with that dish
of chicken-feed, Merry !'™

Eebellions mormers arose
from the heroes of the
Fourth, as the perspiration
pored off their brows.

“* Look here, sir, how
much longer have we got to
keep this up 1" demanded
Jolly at last.

Doctor Birchemnll
frowmed.

“Till it's time for prep,
of corse ! ™

“We came away from
practice on Little Side to
do this, sir 1" said Fearless,
hotly. ** It ian't ericket 1 ”

“ No, and it isn't foot-
ball, either, Fearless !*" ro-
torted the Head, with crush-
ing sarkasm. ' I'm afraid
there won't be much time
for ericket or football for
you in the future. I have
made up my mind to have a
guarantecd new-laid ege for
my breakiast every morn-
ing for the rest of my life—
and you boys will have the

; .'t.‘
e

ety
o
1-“':‘-.1' v,

his sticky lips, he returned
to hia commic paper.

Jack Jolly & Co. returned
to the BSkool House that
evening with limbs that
were aching, but determina-
tion unshaken.

They had made up their
minds, come what mite,
that they wera not gomg
to spend the rest of their
days ab Bt. Sem's looking
after a scragyy-locking lot
of fowls !

The problemn was, how to
get out of it !

They pondered deeply on
that problem after prep.
At last, just before bed-
time, Jock Jolly had =
branewave.

“I've got it !" he cried.
“* The very idea !

“ Good old Jolly t*

* Coff it up, old spert 1™

“ Joptlemen, chaps and
fellowa] Lend me your
eara | " prinned the kaptin
of the Fourth.

He sank his voice to &
wisper as his ehumns erowded
round him.

Merry and Bright end
Fearlesa lissened eagerly.
When Jack Jolly had fin-
ished there was a bust of
larfter.

““It'a a Tip in§ wheeza ! ™

rinned qu:::, ‘Em'lﬂss.

‘* Topping, by Jove !

= GIEIL-::}EJ :.-'cgu like it, chaps.”
chuckled Juek Jolly.} " We'll
try it out to-morrow 1™

On the following morn-
ing the heroes of the Fourth
were up with the lark—
attending to
the ¢hickens

It waa some
time after this
when Poctor

e

job of seeing that T get it 1™
* Shamo "
“Tron't be A cadd, sir 1™
“Bay that again, Fear.
less and L1 wallop youl!™
gnid the Head, thretien.
ingly. ™ You carry on with
vour work and don't &rﬂw
:,Jhu lﬂ;‘nﬂ s0 much?!  And
on’t forget to get up in
the nmvnﬁg nt the break
of dayv and collect the egpe !
E"EE ? [ ¥}

“Oh! I see, s t™

Birehemasall
woke up.

The first
sound that
greeted him
was the cheery
cackling of hens
from the
ghicken-run. A
gresdy grin
spread over the
Head's skollarly
fuce as he heard it.

“Ha, ha!"™ he larfed.
“It won't half be sprling
to have a new-laid egp for
breakiast, straizht from the
nest! 1 wonder if those
lazy yung vaskals are doing
theiv duty | ™

He dragged bis creaking
limba out of bed and hob-
bled across Lo the winder.

* Good-morning, boys
he eried, poking his nite-
capped head out into the

g He

wered Jack Jolly. ** Thy've
laid four this morning."

Doetor Bircharnall
smacked his lipa with noisy
gusto,

“ Good egg, Jolly | Let
vourself into the ki-hen
and put them all on 'rthe
saucepan. 1 like mine
lightly boiled ! ™

“ What ! Are yow; ing
to eat tha lot, mir ¥ "

“ Why not ? " askecl the
Head, gaily. " Blessr my
sole |  What are four =ggs
to a hungry man t Jring
them up to my bed-royn as
socn &3 they are cowked.
You others ecan pet cofly
and bread.and-butter 1eady
whila thay're bolling.
Sharp’s the word 1"

** All sereen, s l™

The Head withdr - od
Jack Jolly & Co. maaw ‘eir
way round to the hitchen
with their eggs. :

Five minpits loterthey
entered Doector Bireem:.
all's bed-room in a triwaph-
ant line. Jack Jolly led the
way, with four steaning
eggs in eggeups on & ray.
Fenarless followed with the
coffy. Merry came hird
with & buge pile of cut
bread - and - butter. And
Bright finished up the pro-
ceesion, bearing the Hoad's
serviebte.

Sitting np in bed, Detor
Birchemall gt tho egg-tray
on hie noeze and “pre ared
to enjoy hirsell. ;

First he cul off the top
of tha first egz. Then, with
a ravenous growl, he dipped
m his spoon and helped
himself to hall an ege.

“Ha, ha!"™ he muttered.

“This 18 what I call—
ouch ! Oooch ! Ouch
“My hat! That's a

funny neme to e¢all it, jsn't
ik, sir 1" egraclaimed Juck

Jolly, *Js it a i in
word 7 %
Y Mommmmm ! Caxeh!

i ¥t

My servietbe—q
shreeked the Head.
ﬂg%ﬂ bad—oueh !

right gave lum his ser-
viette and Doctor Birchenall
hield it tohismouth despntly.
His fwce was simply garitly,
az he dabbed it to his hips
and then helped himse to
some cofly.

“ By hokey!"™ he . :aut-
tered. * That egrr was worse
than anything I ever Lad
from the milkman! 17, lry
the next and hoap for agler
Igek 'Y

He sliced off the top
of ihe wecond ege  aod

F s

started on that,

—BUNTER

One Game Worked Wonders

“ I eay, you fellows ! I'm
going to reducs | 2

Bunter made thabt an.
nouncement after receiving
a letter from hus paier one
morning. It was greeted by
& howl of derision {rom the
fellows.

* Never 1 ¥

“ You'll -never do it, old
fat man!" declered Bob
Cherry, with a shake of hia
head. * You could never do
on leas than ten solid meals
aday!™

“Beast | 1'm going to
reduce, I tell you! Not
that I need it, mind you,”
added Bunter. * My own
opinion ia that I'm just
right, as L am. I'm not what
you'd call fat—and '
not o HoTAZEY  BCATECTOW
like most of wyou chaps!
But the pater says he's
had a report from the school
doctor saying that I should
reduce—and I'm going to
do it ! ™

Weoe asked him how he

proposed to set about
unter grinned.

" Taks up tennis !
replied. ' The pater saya
he's sending me on g new
termiz vacket and Fm
gml:ig to begin as soon
a8 I pet it. Tennis is
the game for reducin
right emough! A few
games will work
wonders | ?

We simply couldn't
believe it. Tennis in-
volves effort—especially
the “ hot "' type of tennis
we play at Greyfriars.
We couldn't see E’runt,er
lasting out ome sct—Ilat
alona playing sufficicnt]y
to reduco his awful
weight |

Dear readers, we owe
Bunter an apology.

He played nearly all last
Wedneeday afterncon—and
he played with such zest
that he had lost weight
visibly when he came away.

Never in all hia life had

it.

Bunter used up so much
afternoon.
The perspiration was simply
cagscading off him. Clouds
of stearn were rising lrom
his bullet head !

‘There was only one soag
about it from the reducing
point of view. .

The game had made him

he =0 lbupgry that he had to

sell his racket at: once and
buy himsell a feed.

AND WHEN HE CAMIZ
OUT OF THE TUCKSHOP
HE WAS LOOKING FAT.
TER THAN EVER 1!

But aggin the same thi
happenod. He gave a wild,
aggernised shreek and
grabbed the serviette aund
the coffy again,

He tried the third cgg
more cautigusly. That, {oo,
was bad !

And 8o was the fourth !

Doctor Birchemall pushed
lia tray aside at last,

* Bink ine ! " he bellowed.
“"Ta think that I have
wasted all my munny and
elfort on Lhose hens—and
all they lay me is bad eggs !
Jolly ¢

“Yes, pir1 "

" (Go down to the village
at ones and find 8 purchaser
for my cluckens ! I thought
I had bought reliable hens—
but it looks as if 1 have been
sold a pup 1 ™

Jack Jolly & €o. wont.

And when they got out
of the Head's house, they
larfed till the tears rolled
down their cheels.

“ Worked lilke a charm ™
roarcd Jack Jolly.
“ Wouldn't e ba wild if he
knew that wo injected ink
and mustard into  those
cEps alter we beiled them 1

‘Ha, ha, ha!? larfed
Frank Iearless. * But he
noaver will kwsow 1

And ke meacer did,

IS IT RIGHT TO MAKE

SPORT COMPULSORY?

“YES!' Says HARRY WHARTON

In an ideal world
pulsory. Ewerybod

being compelled to do so !

There are not many fellows at
Greyiriars who need compelling.
But there are a few ; and, as it's
not an ideal world, there always

will be that small minority.

In my opinion, it is pevfeclly
right that the few who do not like
sport should be compelled to go
in for i1t nevertheless for a certain
specified period each term. Every
fellow should achieve a respectable
standard of physical fitness. And
fitneas can  only be
achieved and maintained by sport.

The only fellows who o
Weill—
slackers should be brought up
If slackers wers
allowed to do just as they pleased
time,
they'd soon have a pernicious

physical

to pames are slackera.

to the mark ]
with all of their spure

imfluence on a school life

Greyfriars.

there would
ke no need to make spert com.
would be
only too glad to take 1t upwithout

It's in the best m-
terests of the school as a whole
that they should be forced Lo

tirely justified.
SMITH.

e slacker.

i3 unsurpassed b
Aflter all, we'ra nok

{er:i:-
If  they're unsuited

made to take it up 1

like | collecting fossila,

play games—and I'm jolly sure
it's in their own intorcsts, too!

For thess veasons ¥ consider
thabt eompulsory games are en-

HNOIT BAYS H. VERNON.

Wharton's all wrong—as usual !
Nobody can accuss me of beings
Moat chapas will even
achoit Lhat my brillisnce at games
anyone at
Greyfriars. But, all the same, I'm
dead against compulsory sport !

to the same poattern. Most chaps
ltlie footer and criclket ; but there
: are some who don't, and by no
means oll of them ave slackers.
o
why the dickens should they be

Tuke s chap whe i3 obvicusly
cut out for chasing butterflies and
Far better to
let him do the things ho was
meant to <o than to try to mould
him inte o shape he'll never he'

FAGS’ BAND BANNED!

Musicians Struck Up

—Judge Struck Down!

There were unusual scones in the Carpenter’s Bench
Division in the Woodsbed Court last Thursday, when
g eompleto orchestra turned u ;
by rendering a selection {rom their reperioirs,

Mr, Peter Todd, Remove, seting fov the Groyfriars
Anti-Noise Socioty, soupht an injunction veslraining
Dicky Nugent's Swing Ti
School House.

Speaking with considerable emotion, My Tol

and gave evidence

uners from proctising in the

said that for some weeks life in the
School House had been maede ahnost uwn-
bearable by tho hideous din caused by
defendants. Fellows had found it im.
gible to swot, play choss, write lottera
cme, or even reed a newaspaper, Unlesa
something was done to restrict tho activitics
of these young lunatics, the entire school
would be driven to frenzy !

bMaster Dicky Nugent, addressing tha
court for the band, said it was utter bosh
to say that fellows were ziven any annoyance
by tho Bwing Timers. On the controry, many
chaps had told him that theiv music had
duiven away the blues——

Mr, Todd : " And made them see red 1 7
(Laughter),

Master Nugent : “ Anyway, chaps have
told me that our playing gives fhem o
light-hearted feeling."

Mr, Todd : * Your mislake! Thew said
light-HEADED ! "  (Renewed laughter).

n Mr., Justice Brown asking whether the
court could not have a demonstration of
the musie to which plaintiffa wars olyjecting,
fags vose in all parts of the court, Aourishing
their musgical instruments. Amongst them
were szen tin-whistles, jews' harps, combs.
and-paper, saucepans and hendbells,

Dicky Nuzent yelled out " Ready, boys 1 "
The next moment the eourt was Blled with
the most appalling din imaginable !

Strong police officers fainted as the air
was remt by the fearful diecord. Lawyers
and clerks wers seen to rush out of the
building, their hands over their ears. Clerk
of the Court Dick Russell bacame hysterieal
and bad to receive medical attention,

Appeals from the judge to the Land to
shut up proving unavailing, ushers fixed up
Gosling’s garden-hose and twned it on
Dicky Nugent and his band. Silence was soon
obtained in this way and the judge then
gava his verdiot.

The wverdict was that she Anti-Noise
Society were granted their injunction—
and the judge accompanied it with o warning
that the pext time Dicky Nugent's Swing
Timers practised in the School House they
would all be painlessly slaughtered !

As for physical fitness, it's n
well-known  fact that athletes
usually dis voung, whereas most
slockers live to a ripe old age.

Stop all meddling with chaps’
pevsonal inclinations, I say !

Diown with compulsory sport !

" Hot Stuff!

When a shop caught five in
Courttield last weel, Greyfriars
chaps among the spectators fele
themsselves burning to do brave
feats.

When a pan of sausages caught
fire in Study No. 7 vesterday,
Liunter really felt imsell burning
—to save Lhe oals !

all built

gport,
1 Must Have Been!

When DBanter got stuck in n
barrel whilst practising for the
obatacle race vecently, over »
dozen fellows were requited Lo
yank hon ouf.

Thex must bave been pulling
his lnk §




