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THE PREFECT'S PLOT!

A Magnificent Mew Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Kipps® Little Jo¥e!
it, Kippy !”

[ ~ O _ _
There wag quite a crowd in
No. 1 SBrudy, in the Remove

passage, at Greyiriars,

Harry Wharton & Co.—the Famons
Five of the Remove—were there, andd
Mark Linlev, and Squiff, and DPeter
Todd, and Billy Bunter ; and last, but not
least, Kipps.

Tea was over, and Kipps, the amateur
conjurer of the Remove, wes going to
entertain the distinguished company by
an exhibition of his powers

Kipps' weird and wonderful powers
as a cenjurer and sleight-of-hand-expert
did not always make him popular,
Fellows became quite crusty sometimes
when they found their watches in thewr
trousers-pockets or jam-tarts in their
hata. But {-Iifrm was no stopping the
enterprising Kipps.

H;p had even F];I]Jn,j;m'l tricks on Loder of
the Sixth, the worst-tempered prefect at
Greyfriars, and the result had been very
painful for Kipps. ‘

But when Kippe gave an entortainment
in one of the studies he was alwaye sure
of an andience. It was as rood as a pro-
feasional show, and there was no charge,
so it waa really a war-time cconomy, in
a wav, to cive Kipps his head on ench
oecasions.  Thus, aftor tea, there was a
chorns in No. 1 Sty :

*Go it, Kippy!"

Kipps rose and grinned, and preparved
to go it, And just then there came a tap
at the door, and Lord Mauleverer put a
sleepy face 1nto the study,

* Hope I'm not late, von chaps!” sakl
his lordshop.

“That depends!" suid Harry Wharton,
langhinge, “You're late for tea, bnt
vou're in time for the conjuring show.”

* Oh, beead!” #aid Lord Mauleverer.

“There's a sardine left, Mauly,” re-
marked Frank Nugent, “I'll get it out
for vou 1if yon like.”

“Thanke: don't bother ' eaid Maul
everer. =orry I'm late: foreot all abone
it., vom know!  TFellow does  forget
things. "’

*U'ome in and see the show, anvway ™

said Kipps. taking Mauvleverer by the
arm amd leading him 1nro the stidy,

“Thanks, awfly! Bur I haven't had
my teg——"'

“Never mind toa—thia 13 hetter than
tra! Bestdes. missing meals 15 waw
veonomy. said Kipps cheerfally,

“Oh, all right ' vawned Manleverer,
And he deopped inte the chair Kipps
pushed lim into, _

Lord Mauleveror seldom sand “ No &
tn ;1[::,.'1!:1&_1‘; he found it 11‘&: trouble to
sav ..'&"P;I*:I :

“Lost  vour  pocket-look
Maulv ™" asked Kipns,

“Ng: got it in my pocket,”

Ruret

“Yans.”

“Got your money in i:

“Yaas. "

“Then, what's this?"” Jdemanded Kipps.
taking a ermsp and rastling five-pound
note from Lord Mauleverer's collar.

“Oh, begad!” ejaculated Mauleverer
in aestonizhment.

Lty
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“Ha, ha, Le!” roared Bob Cherry,
“It's all right, Mauly—only one of
Kippy's spoof barknotes!”

“By Jove, it isp' ¢! exclaimed Whar-
ton, in suarprise. *“That's the real
article 1"

“My hnt!"

The juniors stared at the banknote,
Kipp: sometimes plaved tricks with the
“ Bank of Elerance " notes, used by con-
jurers. But this evidently was the real
article, worth five solid quif©, at the Bank
of FEngland.

*I—I say, that can’t be mmne!” sjacu-
lated Muuleverer. “ My money’s in my
povket-book. I keep 1t in an inside
pocket since I lost it last time: there was
atich a silly fuss about it."”

“1 say, vou fellows!"” DBunter jumped
up, his ecves glistening behind his big
spectacles. * That fiver's mine! I[—['ve
lost ene——  Yarcooh !

Billy Bunter collapsed into his chair
again as he received a shove on his fat
waisteoat from Johnny Bull.

Hilly Bunter’s claim to the fiver was
evidently not to be entertained.

“You're jolly carcless with  your
money, Mauly!" said Kippa severely.
“You micht have lost that fiver, sticking
it in your collar——"'

“But—but I didu’t—""

*Why, here's another!”

There was a buzz of astonishment as
Kipps drew a sccond banknote from Lord
Muauleverer's collar. His lordship gazed
at it dumbfounded.

“ Bib-bub-bezad!”™ he gasped.

“ Yon careless ass, Mauly ! said Harry
Wharton.

“* Rur—but—but *aturrered s lord.
slup.
“Bump him!" said Boeb Cherry.

“We've promised Mauly a bumping
every time he leaves his giddy wealch
lll.l-"ll[.” e

“1old on!™ said Kippa. “ Let's gather
it up first, * Blessedd of e hasn’t got his
currency-notes up his sleeye !

“[-1 haven’'t-— Berad—-"

Iipps lifted his lordship’s helpless arm,
aid  ostracted  enrroney-notos from hos
leeve, The juniors gazed on in astoniah-
ment as note after note was produced.
Lord Maunleverer's jaw  dropped. He
seemad fazeimated by the notes as they
came into sight one afier another,

“You utrer ase, Manly ! ojacnlated
Sauiff.  * What do von keep curreney-
notes in RELIRE sloeve for?”

“[—1I dou't. It's a blessed trick

“ Fathead ! Thev're veal notes!"

* Thev-—theyr con’t be!l”

“Thev arve. as!" smid Peter Tadd.
* Fvery one of them worth a quid at the
incksnop.

0, beooad )™

The jumors were prepared for econ-
jiring tricks from Kippz.  But certainly
the mest skilfol conjurer conld not have
praduced  roal  currenevonotes  at will
Lovd Maunleverer was the only fellow in
the Remove wha had banknotes and
currenev-notes ralore, Kipps never had
more than a quid at a time himself. Cer-
tainly Kipps couldn’t have prodoced that
hoop of money from hiz own resources
for a joke on Mauleverer,

By FRANK RICHARDS,

Ten currenev-notes were extracted, one
after another, and added to the bank-
notes in a hean on the table,

“Ia that the lot?" asked Mark Linley,
in wonder,

“Oh, begad!”

“No; here's some more,” said Kipps.
“\Why, he's rolling in money—he's got
notes tucked under his waistcoat !'”

“1 haven't!” yelled Lord Mauleverer.

“What's thie, then?”

“ Ten-bobbers, by Jove!”
Nugent.

ipps was drawing red ten-shilling
notes from under his lordship’s elegant
waistccat. The marvel was they hadn't
dropped out while Mauly was walking to

]

exclaimed

the study, It certainly wasn't a safno
place #o keep notes.  But there they
werea!  Seven ocurrency-notes for ten

ghillinrs each came into view, ono aftor
another, to be added to the heap.

“Well, of all the thumping asses!" said
Bob Cherry., * Have you gone off your
rocker, Mauly?”

L1 I_I_I i

“ Blesead if he haan’t zot a banknate in
his mouth, too!" exclaimed Kipps.

“Great pip!"

Lord Mauleverer's month was open with
amazemoent,  Kipps made a dive at g,
and held up a five-pound note,

aord Mauleverer sank back in his seat,
rasping.

“What did you do it for, Mauly?" de-
manded Wharton. * What do vou mean
by plastering yourself all over with bank-
notes?’’

“I—I haven't—TI (lidn't atuttercd
Eféull_'rr;, “That money  i=n'c  mine,
Mine's in mv pocket-baok in my pecket.”

“Let's see the pocket-book, then,"
said Kipps.

Lard Mauleverer fumbled in his packet.

“Py wad, it's pone!™

“You shrieking ass!" said Bob Cherry.
“* Bump him, yvon fellows!"
“Hear, hear!”

*Hold on!" said Kipps avain.
pocket-book had botter be found.
know where it 18, Bob!™

11" ejaenlated Bob Cherrey,

“*Yes: it's in your pocket!”

“Mum-mum-my pocket!”" roared BRob.

“Yeu: look !

Bob Cherry looked quite hypuotised as
Kipps drew Mauly’s celebrated rossia-
leather pocket-book frem his pocket., It
WELS ﬂpl'l].

“Nothing in 1t!" el Kipps. * Dl
vou plaster thosze notes all over Mauly

I'I'l
s

“That
You

for a joke, Bob!"
*"I! Nemno! 1—I—" Bob stam-
mered helplesslv,  “I1—I don't know

anvthing about it. Iid yeu pat it in my
porket, Mauly 27
"By gad! Of course I didn't! I
thonght 1t was in my own pocket.”
Kivps stepped quictly to the door, and
opened 1t
*rentlemen,
aver!  Ta-ta!”
And Kipps vanished.
RBaly Cherry jumped up with o roar.

the  entertaimment s

*The—the spoohng  begs ! Aftor
hiim !

“But what—what——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lord Maul-
everer. “'lle was spoofin’ you, you
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asses! He got the pocket-book off me
when he pulled me nto the study, and
the. notes weren't there at all. He pre-
tenlied to find 'em there. You've been
spoofed !

“Oh, my hat!”

1t was clear now—and it was also clear
why the merry Kipps had departed so
suddenly. He had abstracted Mauly's
pocket-book, ** found *' the notes plastered

about Mauly’s person, and ““found ¥ the |

book in Bob's pocket—it was only
Kipps' sleight-of-hand again!

# T—I—T'll squash him!". gasped Dob
Cherry. “I've told him what 1'd do if
he planted anything on me agam!™

“Ha, ha, ha! It's all right, Bob, it
was only the entertainment he promised
us,” said Wharton, laughing.

“1'll spiflicate him!" roared Bob.

He dashed from the study, and along
the Remove passage. IHe was just in
time to hear a key turn in the lock of
No. 5. Bob thundered wrathfully at the
door. n

“ Kipps, vou spoofing bounder—

““ Hallo ?™

“Come out, and I'll mop up the pas-
gage with you!l”

“ Bow-wow "

“lI—-T1'iu—ru

Bob Cherry bestowed a thunderous
kick on theedoor of No. 6. and stamped
away. And the Remove conjurer gave
Bob a wide berth until he had had time
to cool down

——

THE SEQDHD CHAPTER.
The Five in Trouble.!

o ALLAO, hallo, hallo!”
“More trouble!”
Nugent

It was the following after-
noon, which happened to be a half-holi-

sighed

dav. llarry Wharton & Co. were going
down 1o the gates, mmtending to visi
CLIF 1lonse for tea with their chumes
there.  Marjorie and her friends were

L1

expecting them, and so the Famous Five
were not pleased to sce Loder of the
Qixth besrmg down upon them with a
thunderuizs brow.

“More trouble for our estecmed
selves,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ““The noble Loder wrathiully
glareth,”

“Hook it!” suggested Bob Cherry.

“8op ! ealled ont Loder.

As Lanler was a prefect, hus call had to |

The Famous Five stopped,
Loder come up

be obeyed,

not looking pleasant.

with knitted brows
“Ian't hie with you?" he demanded.

“Wh?  Who?' asked Bob Cherry
yolitely.  Apparently it was nol the
Tamous  Five themselves that Loder
wanted, after wll,

“That young rascal Kippa!" growled

Loder. “ He's becn dodging me for half
an hour.”

“ Vou want to ask him to tea?" asked
Baob innocently.

And his chums chuckled. Loder did
not look as if he wanled to ask Kipps
o tea.

“1 want to give him the licking of his
life 1" growled Loder. “I'm going to
give him a lesson about playing conjur-
ing tricks on a prefect. Where j8 he?"

At that moment Bob Cherry caught
sight of Wipps. Kipps had fattened
himself behind a big tree pear the gates,
keeping the broad trunk between himself
and Loder., He made an anxious sign
to the chums of the Remove. But they
did not necd it. They were aot likely
to betray ham.

Bob looked in the opposite direction.

“Can’t see him about, Loder,” he said.

“Po you know where he 15! de-
manded Loder.
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“Have you looked ' the top box-
room

“Eh? No."
“Well, a chap might hide there,
Bunter hid. there once when he hadj

scoffed our pie, and we were half an hour
finding him."”

Loder turned away, and then turned
back again.

“Do you know that he's in the box-
room!" he demanded:

“Oh, no,” =said Bob cheerfully.

Loder scowled.

“1 understand ! He's somewhere
about, and you're trying to put me off
the scont. Where 18 he?"

“Gentle shepherd, tcll me where!”
sang Bob softly.

Loder let his ash-plant slide down nto

One Peany. 3

them, and the ash-plant came into play.
Loder waa in a bad temper. The instru-
ment of punishment came down acrosa
Bob Cherry's shoulders, and Bob gave a
roar; and then it caught Hurree Singh
on the back, and the Nabob of Bhanipur
let out a yell that wounld have done credit
to a wild Hun. Wharton got the next
lick, Loder was quite impartial in the
distribution of his favours, Wharton
spun round with a yell,
“Collar him !"

It was a moment of excitement, and
the juniors, amarting under the ash-plant,
forgot that the person of a prefect was
supposed to be sacred. They collared the
enraged Leder, and l:rm:p;f]t him dow
on the ground with a terrific bump.
was Loder's turn to yell then,

T
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“ Blessed 1f he hasn’t got his curreney notes up his sleeve ! ** sald Kipps.
(See Chapter 1.)

his hand, and took a tight grip on it
He was always down on the cheery Co.,
and perhaps he was as well pleased to
rag them us to rag the enterprising con-
jurer who had taken the liberty of play-
ing tricks upon a high and muaghty
preiect.

“¥ou know where Kipps is, Cherry!
Tell me where he 18"

“ Nice afternoon, isn't it?" said Bob.

“What "

“ Nice for walking, if it doesn’t rain.”

“Hold out wvour hand ! shouted
Loder.

“Tine we moved, I think,” remarked
Bob. “Come on! Loder seems to be
losing his temper,”

And the Famous Five made a rush for

the gates. Loder made a rush after

“(s3ive him another!” panted Bob.
“In for a penny, in for a poupd, you
know! May as well have our money's
worth."

“Bump him!”

" Yow-oh!” roared Loder,
off ! Yaroooh! Oh, my hat!"

“Boya!"”

At that unlucky moment Mr. Quelch,
the master of the Remove, came in at
the gates.  The Remove-master's eyes
seamed to bulge at the sight of a prefeck
heing bumped by a band of the Lower
Fourth.

The jumors let Loder go with great
sitdddennesa, The prefect sat on the
ground and roared. Mr. Quelch almusi

Tae Macser Lirrary.—No. 475
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peiriied the unfortunate Co. with his
lance.

“What does thiz mean, Wharton?
How dare you touch a prefect?”

“Well, he touehed us, siv,” said Harry.

Loder staggercd up.

“Mr. Quelch! 1 appeal to you—you
paw !’ he gasped.

“Certainly, Lioder. T am not likely
to pass over such an infraction of discip-
line,” sard Mre. Quelch., ** Wharton I

“We had  to stop him, sir,"” eaid
Johnny Buoll. “ Ile was leiting out with
that ash-plant !

" Cherry refused to he caned,” said
Loder, with a glare. ** Kipps has played
a trick in my study, and Cherry knew
where he was, and refused to tell me."”

“You knew _where @ Kipps  was,
Cherry?”

“Ye-g-ea, sir.”

Kipps had vanished out of gates; but
Bob could not deny that he had known
where he was when Loder guestioncd
him.

“Why did you not tell Loder?"

“ Ahem !"

“You are aware, Cherry, that you are
bound to obey a ]}:-1'Efﬂ~ct’5 order I said
Mr. Quelch severely.

“Ye-g-es, sir.”

“You must learn the meaning of dis-
riplum, Cherry. You will all be detained
ar the half-holidav, and write out two
lundred lines,
at once.”

“Oh, dear!”

There was no help for it.  The five
juniors walked dismally back to the
School House, which they had left in
high spirite ten minutes before. Tea at
Chff House was off now,

Loder, quite consoled by the punish-
1uent of his old enemies, procecded to
ook for the elusive Kipps; but he did
not find him. When Loder went out,
half an kour later, Kipps had not put in
an appearance, And as Gerald Loder
had & very important appointment for
that afternoon, he could not spend any
further time looking for him just then.

ilarry Wharton & Co. also had an
'mportant appointment. Tea with Mar-
jcrie and the CLff House girls being very
important indeed, from their point of
view, at least.  But it was useless to
think of explaining that to Mr. Quelch;
be would not have realised how im-
portant it was. The Form-master saw
them, into the Remove-room, thought-
willy provided them with deteution tasks,
il left them. And the feelings of the
. niortunate juniors towards Luoder of the
Y 'xth weve perfectly Hunnish,

Go into the Form-room

——= = =y

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Up a Tree!
o HAT about Marjorie*”
“Bob Cherry asked that ques-
tion after the
had left the detined juniors
- their work. They were not working
vry hard.

Harry Wharton looked up. with a
n:wuiug' brow.,

“T've been thinking about that,” he
said.  “They'll be expecling us to tea,
andd we can’t send thém word, It's
rotten ™

*“The esteemed Marjorie will he in.

furiated,” remarvked Hurree Singh. I|

* Fathead [ said Bob.,  “But we
«ittht to send word somehow, if we can't
. What about making a break 2™

“ And getting taken before the ITead !™
irowled  Johnny  Bull, “Not good
nmu_ﬁ:h m

“We can’t clear coff,” sad ITarry.
* But—bwt somebody ought to go and tell

Form-master |

Marjorie we can’t come. One of us might
gst out without being noticed. " |
ToeE Macxer LiBrary.—No, 475, ]
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“Too jolly risky1” said Nugent,
if we're

means going before the Hea
spotted |

“But we danit leave them expecting us
to tea and not turning up.” Wharton
rose to his feet, ''Look here, I'm willing
to risk it !”

“The riskfulness is terrifig!"”

**Quelchy might look in,” said Nugent
unea=ily.

“Well, he's buasy 1 his study over his
blessed literary work,
the window, and scuttle round the
House,” said Harry., “1'd run all the
way, and get back in an hour.”

“Toss up which of us goes,” suggested
Bob. ‘' Somebodv ought to go.”

“It's up to me,” said Harry,
going !’

The captain of the Remove looked from
the Form-room window, There was no
one at hand. Across the guad he could
see Tubb and Wingate miinor of the
Third, and in the dietance Monsieur
Charpentier was walking under the elms.
But there was no one near the Form-
room windows, and Wharton resolved to
risk 1t,

He pushed the window quietly open,
and dropped from the sill to the ground.
e had to go without his cap. but that

“I'm

could not be helped. Kecping close to

the building, he beat a hasty retreat, and
was soon in the cloisters, unseen, so far.
There he waited a few minutes till he was
sure the coast was clear, and then seudded
along to the =chool wall, where it was
shaded hy a big tree, and clambered over
it, hidden by the branches.

A minute later he was in the road;
but he did not delay there. He lost no
time in get.t:'n[g into the fields, and started
at a run. for Chff House.

The cheery tea-party at CLff House
eould not come off ; but at least the girls
could be told that their guests were not
coming. It would have been too bad for
Marjorie & Co to wait for them, perhaps
a long time, and perhaps imagine that
some accident had befallen them,

Harry Wharton kept on the run across
the fields, making for the wood, through
which lay*a short cut, As he entered the
footpath m the wood there was a sudden
gasp as he crashed into a figure running
from the opposite direction,

“Yow ! 8?!”

“Kipps, you asz!" gasped Wharton,
reeling back from the chock,

It was Kipps. lle staggered back, and
sat down on the grass. Wharton was
about te pass him, when Kippe called
out :

“Hold on, Wharton "

“Can't stop !”

"‘:‘:.-'f:l], if you want to yun into Loder

“ Loder ! ejaculated Wharton, coming
to a sudden halt,

“Xen

“*Hang Loder!” growled
“Is he on the footpath?”

Kipps scrambled up,

M hayton,

“Yes. He hasn't seen mie vt and 1'm
dodging hun. Ile's comming in this dirce-
tion. Do you want-to mect him 7

“No!" growled Harry., ' I'm sup-
posed to be detained ar this minute, 1
don’t want to be reporied to Quelchy.”

“1T don’t want to meet him, either,”
grinned Kipps, "1 don't kueow whether
we's after me heve. 1 don't sce how he
coutld know I'm about here. Buot I'm nos
going to ran mto him,  Better hook it 1"

Wharton kvitted his brows, Down the
footpath, where it woumnd among the
trees, he could hear footsteps brushing in
the thick grase. Foneome was coming up
the path—ovidenly Loder,

“*No good  hookmig it ! smapnaed
Wharton. ** J1e would see me in the field
Ag soon as he cawe ant of the trees, Tle
knowe T detained,”

" Better tale cover, then,"

I could drop from |

Wharton looked round savagely. The
meeting with Loder was very unlucky.
The prefect would report him to. the
Remove-master if he saw him, and that
meant serious trouble, It was useless to
scuttle back into the fielde—Loder would
see him in the open meadows and recogs
nize him at once, There was less than a
minute to decide in. But a minute was
enough for Wharton. He had to avoid
being seen by Loder somehow, :

“1lold on, Kipps! Give me a hand
up, and I'll yank you up!” he mutiered,

i H‘i ht'hﬂ !!l

With a bunk from below . by Hip]p_h

'I'IE

‘Wharton clambered up the trunk of a

cak at the edge of the wood. From the
lowest branch he leaned down, grasped
Kipps' hand, and dragged him up.
Kipps clambered on the branch. With-
out losing a second, the two juniore
clambered higher into the branches,
which quickly hid them from view of the

footpath below.
Through the

L

They were none too soon.
branches they caught a glimpse of a hat
passing below.

“That's Loder ! whizpered Kipps.

“Quiet till he's passed!” breathed
Wharton,

The two juniors, astride of a high
branch twenty feet over Lpder's head,
were still as mice. They waited for the
prefect to pass.

But the hat came to a stop on the edge
of the wood, where the footpath ran mto
the open meadows. Loder had halted.

“Knows we'rc here, the heast!™
groaned Kipps, under his breath,

“Shush!”

The juniora waited anxiously. Laoder
did not look upward, and it was soon
quite clear that he did not know that they
were there, Ile was standing just within
the wond, looking out over the fields.
What his object was was a puzzle; for
they could not suppose that the Grey-
friars prefect was smmply admiring the
view,

Five minutes passed, and Loder haid
not moved. Wharton and Kipps locked
at one another, quite perplexed.

“Waiting for somebody!” whispered
Kipps at last,” “ Must be that!]”

'\E’hartnu nodded.

They heard an impatient exclamation
from below, and then foetsteps. But
Loder was not going. Glimpees of his
hat and coat could be caught through the
branches. He was pacing to and fro
nnder the big oak, It was clear now that
Loder had an appoiniment with some-
bhody at that spot, and was waiting for
him to come. The two juniors were
fairly caught., Kipps might have risked
a run for it, but Harry Wharton could
not. The fact that he had broken deten-
tion had to be kept a dead seeret.

Ten minutes ghded by, and Loder was
still pacing below, T{mu there was a
sound of volces,

“"Ob, here yon are! I've waited a
gnarter of an hour for you!”

f“ﬁt:yyy, Mr. Loder, 1 couldn't get 'ere
fafvye

“Well, never mind,” grunted Loder.
“1 ecan’t stop more than a few minuntes,
What ebout Blue Bonnet, Beele 1"

“*Bafe as 'ouses, Mr. Loder!” The
busky veice was very emphatic. " The
chance of a lifetime ! Five 10 one againet,
and certain to win!”

Wharton and Kipps exchanged eloguent
glances, Ther understood why FEoder
had been waiting in that lonely spot now,
Thev knew something alveady of the little
wavs of the black sheep of the Sixth, It
wig & bookmaker whom Loder was meet-
ing under the big oak, to discuss one of
his little Turf speculations—a sort of
intsiness that conld not be transacted with
safety near the echool

“You're backin' the gee, Mr, Loder I*

went on the husky voice,
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“I'm in rather a difficulty, Beele., It'a
A rotten shame to let such a chance slip,
but—but I'm right on the rocks. . What
can you do for me 1"

_ “Nothin’, I'm afraid !"" said Mr. Beele,

in quits a changed tone, ‘““You owe me

five of the best at this minute, Mr, Loder,

End !I was expectin’ you to settle up to-
=

'gl'm stony !” growled Loder, “I've

had bad luck !"

“A man wants 'is money,” said Mr.
Beele, in an argumentative tone. I

ot to 'ave money to lay mysell on
Thursday. I'd be obliged if you could
settlo up.”

“You'll have to give me time, Beele,
Look here, if 1 lay a tenner, say, on Blue
Bonnet——""

*“1f you've got the tenner—"

“1 haven't! You can trust me, I sup-
poze 1" said Loder irritably.

“Trust you like anythin’, Mr, Loder,
only there's nothin' doin'. If yon can
put up the money, the bet's beoked, not
otherwise.  You played on paper last
time, an’ now .you say vou can't settle,
You're makin® me waste my time"”
grunted Mr. Beele. *I've come 'ere for
nothin' !"

- " You're sure of the horse '’ muttered
Loder.

*Course, accidents might happen, Mr.
Loder. Barrin' accidents, Blue DBonnet
will romp ‘ome at five to one against!”

“It’'s a shame to miss such a chance,”
said Loder restleasly. “IT would see me
clear -1 could pay up all round, and I've
had rotten {uck this term-—and it would
leave me something in hand.”

“Well, a young gent like you could
raize the cash,” said Mr, Beele. “Why
not make an effort, and find a tenner or
a pony somewhere—-—"

T canct!”
* “Thon we're wasting time.
afternoon, Mr. Loder 1

“Hold on!” Loder's voice was cager,

“Liook here, Beele, if [ could raise a

“Good-

tonnor  somehow, you'd let our little
account stand over till afterwards ?"”
CJilUertainly I e

1 I'Il try,” said Loder. “Dash it

all, there must be some way! A tenner
on Blue Bonnet meana fifty of the best
for rgee. It's the caich of the season.”

“I1. iw that, Master Lodor.”

“1 1'll tey ! I'Y manage it somehow,
Tt hasn’t got out yet about the goe's
form "

Mr. Beele chuckled,

“No fear! It's o dead secret. Not
even the hookies will guess till the "orse

ots to the post. It's a stabloe seecret.
"£'s u dark "orse, Mr. Loder. 1 got the
tip from a man in the stable--a man I've
done some things for, Nobody but the
owner and trainer 18 supposod to know.”

“I'm not going to misa it,” muttered
Loder. “[I'Il"do the trick somehow. I
suppose a letter will find you at the
Crosa Koya?"

“Right as rain!"
~ “Then 1'll do what I can. T'll manage
1t somechow. It's simiply got to he done.
I'll dig up a tenner somewhere.”

“Goad for you, Master Loder, 1 ean
got it put on for you at five to one
against, unless the news leaks out, and
that ain't likely.”

“It's a go,” said Loder. “You ecan
cxpaeet to hear from me,  ['ve got an
idea for raising the money, too."”

There were a fow more muttered
wards, and then Mr, Beale walked away
the wav he had come. Loder stood still
under the oak, buried in- thought.
Doubtlesa he was giving the racingtout
time to clear before he moved—it would
not have done for the two to be seen
together. After a few minutes, however,
Loder strode awav across the fields,
taking the shortest direction to Crey-
friars,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Invitation for Manly !

ARRY WHARTON and Kipps
had made no sound in the tree,
They had not the slightest desire
th hear anything of Gerald
Loder's blackguardly secrets, But they
had not been able to help it; the voices
came up clearly from the footpath below.
They exchanged looks of utter disgust.
“And that kind of thing 18 going on
in war-time !” muttered Wharton, when
Loder had gone. *“ Racing and rotten
Turf trickery, at a time like this! And
Eﬂfﬁgﬁrfrmra senior taking a hand in it
“Well, we know Loder,” said Kipps.
“It's his little way. 1 wonder what the

| Head would say if he knew?”

~ *Order of the boot for Loder, and a
jolly good thing, too!"” growled Whar-
ton. **Well, we needn’t stick here any
longer.  They're gone, the rotters !”

“Come on ! said Kipps,

The two juniors slid down the tree.
Loder was almoat out of sight across the
fields.

“Whither bound?” asked Kippa.
“I'm not going back for a bit. I don't
want to run into Loder,”

*“*Then I'll tell you what—you ean go
to Clif House for me,” said Harry.
“They're expecting. us for tea, and I
was going to tell them we couldn't come.
You cut off and let them know, there's
an good chap. Tell Mar;iﬂriﬁ we're de-
tained for the afterncon.”

“Like a bird !” said Kipps cheerfully.

Kipps started for Clif Hguse with the
message, and Harry turned back to-
wards the school. He was anxious to get
back into the Remove-room before his
absence was discovered, Owing to Loder,

{a great deal of time had been wasted

already. Wharton skirted round the
school as soon as he reached it, He did
not venture to enter by the gates,. He
entered by the tradesmen's gate, and
slipped into the house by the entrance
usually used by the kitchen department.
Thence he made his way into the School
House,

"Hallo!  Weren't you detained?”
asked Skinner, mecting him in the
pasaage.

“Yes. Where's Quelchy 1"

“Clicking away at the tvper in his
study,” grinned Skinner,

“Good !

Wharton hurried to the Remove-room,
relieved to know that the Form-master
was still busy in his study. He was glad
to lind himself safe in the Remove-room
once more.  Four pairs of eves were
fixed on him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
back,” said Bob Cherry.

“Hpotted T asked INugzent.

“No. llas Quelchy been here ?”

“Not yet.”

“All serens, then !

Haorry Wharton dropped into his seat
at the desk and started work.

*““But you haven't been to CLff House
alrcady 7 asked Johnny Bull,

“Met Kiops, and sent him there with
a message,” explained Wharton. “Just
a3 good, as long as they know.”

“Good luck ! DBetter pile in, and have
something done by the time Quelchy
gives us a look-in."

“Yes, rather !

The detained juniors worked away in-
duatriously. It was nearly six o'clock
when Mre. Queleh looked into the Form-
room at last The Remove-master had
apent a busy afternoon on his eclebrated
“History of Greviriars from the Reign
of King Stephen”; and Harry Wharton
had reason to be grateful to that history
of Greyfriars, which had kept his Form-
master from looking in earlier.

Mr. Queleh glanced at the juniors and

at the work they had done.

You're soon

ki
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“You may go!" he said.
And the Famous Five went gladly.

Billy Bunter met them as they came
up to the Remove passage.

“I say, _J'n:iu fallows, I've been waitin
for you!" he said reproachfully. “%
haven't had tea yet, ﬁn?i
tea 1in No. 17"

“No,"” said Wharton,

“In your study, Bob?"

“No!" grinned Bob.

“Where are you having tea, then?”

“Nowhere, till we find somebody to
stand it," said Bob, with a chudkle.
“Stony, iy son—famine in cash. - You
shouldn't have waited for us.”

Billy Bunter gave an expressive snort,
and rolled away in search of other

Are you ng

victims, _
“*Now, who's going to have the honpur
of standing wus tea!” asked. .

“Marky's gone to tea with Penfold, I
think, and there’s nothing on in n

study, excepting Wun Lung and his
Chinese feeds. If you'd like some of
that, Wun Lung is brimming with hos-
pltaixty. * I think he puts cats in his

stew; though !
We won't bother Wun

““(Groogh !
Lung.”

*Let's try the Bounder,” said Nugent.

The Famous Five proceeded to No. 4.
They found Skinner at tea there in
solitary state.

“Where's Bmithy " asked Wharton,

“Gone out with Hazeldene "

““Oh, blow ™

The five hungry juniors didn't enter
Vernon-Smith's study.  They had no
desire to share Skinner's frugal meal.

“Mauly I"" said Johnny Bull. “We'll
stick Maulg for a toa, and give him a
chance to blue some of his blessed cur
rency notes,”

“Any port in a storm,” said Bob.
“Come on!"

Bob Cherry thundered at the door of
No. 12, and hurled it open. Lord Maul-
everer and his study-mate Delarey were
there, Mauleverer was sitting on the
sofa, watthing the South African junier,
who was laying the table. They looked
inguiringly at the Fampus Five,

“ Please, we've come to tea !” said Bob
Cherry.

"HHEH'H-T].
fellows !

“Welcome aa the flowers in May !
aaid Delaroy, laughing. “You can cut
down to the tuckshop, Mauly.”

Lord Mauleyarer sighed, and detached
himself from the sofa.

“Any old thing!” be said resignediy.

“Tired?” asked Bob Cherry sympa-
thetically.

“Yans."

“I'll help you along, if you lika.”

“No, you won't !” gasped Mauleverer,
dodging Bob's heavy hand. “Keep off,
vou Hun!”

And his lordship dodged out of the
study. He came back 1n ten minutes
laden with parcels, and the whole cheery
party lent a hand in getting tea, They
were very busy when Nugent minor of
the Second Form put his cheery, cheeky
face into the study.

“Mauly "

“Hallo "

“Loder wants you !™

Lord Mauleverer gave a deep groan.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! What'a up*”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. *What has
Mauly been doing ¥

“l haven't been doin' anythin’ but
restin’” on the sofa!” groaned Lord
Mauleverer. “Tell Loder [ can't come.”

Dicky Nugent chuckled.

A It's not a licking, fathead! Loder’s.
asked vou to tea.”

‘““Bogad'”

““He says tea will be ready in_ten
minutes,” said Nugent minor.. And he
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vou're welcome, my dear
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look his  departure, enlivening the| Tea in Loder's study was, in fact, | for a few days,. for a very particular

Remave passage with a shrill whistle as
he went,

“Chumming. un with Loder —what!"”
said Lord Mauleverer, i astomshment.
“Daghed if I know why Loder’s asked me
to tea! He asks SBkinper aud Snoop
sometimes. I know jolly well I'm mot
goin'.”

“ Better go,” said Wharton. * Loder
will eut up rusty if you decline.
honour to have tea with a prefeet, too.”

“1 don’t want the honcur. 'm not
goin'.”

“Why not, assi”

“Too much fag."

“Fathead !’ said Bob Cherry politely,
“1f you refuse, Loder will be =avage, and
he will find some way of taking it out
of you. Better go.”

“I'm not goin’,” growled Lord Maul-
everer. ''Tea's ready here, isn't it? I'm
not goin' to walk to the Sixth Form
nassage for nothin',”

“* Look here, Maouly——"

“One of you chaps go an' tell Skinner
to go wnstead,” suggested Mauleverer.

“You'd better go,” said Delarey.
“Don't be an ass, Mauly! Loder will
pive you lines and lickings if you don't.™

“ Blow Lader!”

“Loder. be Dblowed'"” agreed Baob
(Cherry. Y But vou're not going to get

hicked because you're too lazy to walk |

o Loder's study. I'll help you.”

* Yarooh !” roared Lord Mauleverer, as
Bob helped him off the sofa., ' Leggo,
vou howlin® ass! I'll go, on second
thoughts.”

“Hua, ha, hat"™

And Lord Mauleverey went, and the
Famous Five and Delarey had tea in
MNo. 12 without his lordship’s company.
Sir Jimmy Vivian was taking tea else
where, it seemed, for he did not put in
AN appearance,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!

ODER of the Sixth was at home,

I and he grooted Lord Mauloverer

with a gracious smile. Tubb of

the Thwrd, who had the doubtful

lionour of fagging for Loder, was busy

in the study. Tubb had prepared tea,

annd he was looking red and savage; he

had already received several cuffs for
Liirning the toast. .,

“Come n, Mauleveror!” said Loder,

with o friendly nod. *You can cut,
I'ubb.”

Tubb was glad to cut.

“Rit down, Mauleverer 1M

lord Mauleverer sat down, .

His lazy lordship was eonsiderably
astonished. Why Loder was showing him
ull this pgraciousness was a mystery.

“Vhen Mauleverer had first come to Grey-

triars Loder had been disposed to be
Aiendly, on account of Mauleverer's
voealth, aned his lordship had .had an

wppertunity of joining in the little games
in Loder's study, if he liked. He didn’t
like, and he had given the * sporting ™
Sixth-Former a  wide berth. He
woitdered now whether Loder was going
to try that game again. It'was not hikely,
for Manleverer had made his views quite
elear on that subject. But he could not
gucss what else Loder wanted,

When a juniar had tea with J.oder he
was usually expected to watt on the great
man. DBut Loder waited on Mauleverer
now  with great kindness. He pouredl
out the tea, asked Manleverer whether
he took sugar, passed him the toast and
the ham, and was kindness itself.

Loder was so kind, indeecd, that TLord |
Mauleverer was not sorry, after all, that |

he had come. He began to think that
he had misjudged Loder.
Tur Manxey Lianary.—Ng, 475.

[t's an |

I borrowing a tenner of you.
r “Of courze not," said Mauleverer, lock-

guite pleasant and agreeable.

The  Sixth-Former  chatted away
genially, apparently quite forgetting the
great gulf that was fixed between a
member of the Sixth and a juniur.

“ Another cup of tea, kid?’

“Thanks, no,” said Mauleverer.

“Help yourself to the cake.”

“Thank wou, dear boy!”™

Loder smiled genially, net even put
out by being addressed as a '*dear boy "
by a Removite. It was not till tea was
over that Loder eame to business.

“Dy the way, Mauleverer Pull
vour chair to the fire, old chap, and warm
your toes, Make yourself comfy, you
know.””

“You're awf’ly good,” said Mauleverer.

“*By the way, I'm going to ask a little
favour of you, Mauleverer,”

Wi Yﬂﬂ.ﬂ.”

“I understand that you have no end
of tin for a junior?"

T ‘lrﬂﬂ.sq”

"“The fact is,”” continued Loder very
agreeablv, but with a hawkish eye on
Lord Mauleverer's face—* the fact 1is,
kid, I'm in rather a fix.”

“Sorry to hear it, my dear fellow.™

“¥Yaou could help me out if vou liked,”
remarked Loder,

“Could I, begad?”

Lowrd Mauleverer did not nced telling
any more, He knew something of Loder's
little ways., His lordship was not re-
markably keen, but he would have had
to be very dense not to guess that Loder
had asked him to tea in order to borrow
his money. It was not a gratifying
discovery., Lord Mauleverer was simple
in some ways, and he was very careless
with the money with which he was so
Famply supplied. But he had not the
slightest intention of handing over his
nmiley to Loder to play ducks and drakes
with,

Easy-going as his lordship was, he was
quite firrn on that point, as Loder was
destined to discover.

“Tt's ridiculous, I know,” went on
Loder, with a smile, " but at the present
moment I'm badly in want of a tenner.”

* Lots of people like that in war-time,”
said Mauleverer sagely. * Lots of people
hit hard by the war.”

“Ahem! Yes, but L

“Look at the old age pensioners,’” said
Mauleverer affably, *“'It tock a vear to
screw an cxtra half-crown for them, poor
old chaps. I don’t suppose they know

where to turn for a tenner, Loder.”
“Hm! Never mind them,” said
Loder, ““The faect iz, Mauleverer, I'm
simply stumped for a tenner just now,”
“*Haord cheese!”  said Maulevercr
sympathetically,
“Yes, isn't it? Of course, you won't

mention to any of the juniors that I'm

'} ] —

g surprised. ** How could 1 mention il
when you haven't done it?"

Loder coughed,

“Ta ecome to the point, Mauleverer,
I'd be obliged if you could lend me u
tenner for a few days.”

“Bo enrry,” said Mauleverer calmly.

“(Can't you do 1t?"

“ Borrv—no.”

Lader's agrecable expression vanizhed.

“Look here, Mauleverer, you've got
the money! 1 know that.”

“Dao vou, Loder? 1 don't see how you
can know. Prefects are awfully eclover
chaps,” said Mauleverer admiringly.

“Will you lend me a tenner,
' Mauleverer?"”
“So sorry.”

Mauleverer,” said Loder, with a gleam in
hiz eyes. " As I've said, I'm eimply
stumped. 1 happen to want the money

“I don't think you will refuse me, |

purpose, What do you say?”’

“1 say that racin’ ought to be stopped
in war-time,” replied Mauleverer,

Loder jumped.

“Racing! What do you mean, you
voung rascal? Do you dare to imply that
[ know ﬂﬂfthiﬂE about racing, or dabble
in such things?’

“Certainly not."

“Borry, then! T thought yon did.”

Loder half-rose, but sat down again.
Mauleverer was within an ace at that
moment of receiving a terrific thrashing.
But Loder kept his temper. Lord Mﬂl-:llﬁ-
everer was his anly means of raising the
necessary cash for the * chance of a life-
time.” Unless he screwed the required
tenner out of his lordship, that mag-
nificent chance of backing Blue Bonnet
at five to one against would pass him by.
He could not afford to quarrel with
Mauly. -

There was a pause, and Lord Maul-
evercr rose to take his leave.

“Thank awf'ly, Loder, for askin’ ‘me
here,” he suid affably. “ It was rippin’
of you. But you're always. such a nice
chap."”

"Hold on! said Loder. “Don’t go
vet, Mauleverer. About that tenner——"
- “What tenner?!” asked Mauleverer
innocently,

“The tenner you're going to lend me,”

Lord Mauleverer looked puzeled.

“But I'm not goin’ to lend you a
tenner, Loder,” he said.

Loder breathed hard. Buat he thought
of Blue Bonnet, and five to ore against,
and contrived to smile.

“Look here, kid, you—you seem to
be under soms misapprehension,’ said
Loder. " "¢ mustn't believe fag tattle
you hear in the passages. As for racing,
1t's a thing 1 disapprove of very strongly.
Especially in war-time, In fact, it's
shocking to think of it going on with
the country at war.”

“Awfl'ly shockin’!" agreed Mauleverer,

“It's nothing of that kind. T give
you my word as to that, Mauleverer.
The truth is, T want the money to—to

lelp somebody—somebody who's in a
diffieulty. ™

* Bookmakin’ chap?”’ asked Maul-
everer,

“No!” roared Loder,

“Oh! All serene.
gettin’  along now,
awf ly—="

“Wait a minute! To tell you all
abhout it, Maulcverer, I—I—" Loder
cudgelled his brains for a plausible false-

I'd bettor he
Loder. Thanks

hood. Getting hold of Mauly's tenner
was a more difiicult business than he had
anticipated. “1—I—1 want to help a

chap who's been hard hit. 1 fecl bound
to stand by him; helping a fellow when
he's down, vou know, Of course, 1 shall
return the money: next week. I'm
simply temporarily short of cash——

“Yaas. Like Buntert”

“ Bunter?” howled Loder furicusly.

“Yaas, Bunter's always temporarily
short of cash—just like that.™

Loder ]mkefl at Mauleverer as if he
ecould bite him. To be compared with
the impecunious Owl of the Remove was
not Aattering. Awgain a terrific thrashing
loomed over Mauleverer; but again
Loder held himself in clhieck.

e
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“T'Il explain a lLittle further, if you're
curtous about 16, Maunleverer,”

“I'm not. Loder. Not at all!”™ pro-
tested Manly,

“The f[act is, tt's a Greyfriars fellow
who's mn a fix,” said Loder, unheeding.
“He's be-been reckless, and I'm going
to see him through.”

“Those gee-geea are jolly uncertain.
ain’t they, Loder?

“The—the chap I speak of may—may
even be sacked, if he isn't helped out.”
said Loder. *I'm sure that, under the
circumstances Mauleverer, vou'll be will-
ing to help me in—in doing a good
dead,”

“Oh, vaasa! 14 wouldn't like to sece a
chap sacked. Tell me who it 1s, and I'll
go an' kave a talk with him, an’ see
what'a to he done,” said Mauleverer
calmly.

Loder almoat choked, He ecould not
very well tell Mauleverer who the person
was, as the person existed only in his
own magination.

The prefect rose to his feet. Maul-
averer maide a strategic movement
towards the door. Loder's eye wandered
to a cane. But he did not take it up.
Somehow or other, he had to have that
tenner, and licking Mauly would not get
it for him, however satisfactory the
operation might be othoewize, I:an.-r,
with a manful effort, assumed a more-in-
sorrow-than-in-anger expression,

“I'm sorry you can’t make up your
mind to help. Mauleverer,” he said.
“However, as vou don’t choose to, the
matier drops. You won't mention what
I've said, of course?”

““Not a word, dear boy!
sawd DMauleverer,

And he left the study, glad to escape.
Loder shook a furious fist at the door
after it had closed behind the schoolboy
earl. Then he sat down and lighted a
cigarette, to think over the difficult
problem. ]

Good-bye!”

Lord Mauleverer waa smiling as he
came back into his own study. o found

the merry party thera just fimishing tea.

““ Hallo, Ea.llu, hallo! Had a good
time with Loder?” asked Bob Cherry.

* Rippin’, dear boy!"

And that was all Mauleverer said of his
visit to Loder's study,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Loder Surprises the Juniors!

1 N the ball!” suid Bob Cherry
cheorily.
It was the following day, and

lesaons were  over,
{'o. had gone down to
Little Hide for somo fooler practice
before  dinner. Mark Lainley prtched
down the ball, and the juniors were
beginning, when Loder of the BSixth
came sauntering up.
“Loder's looking somebody !
grinned DBeb,
“He
oder 1s

Mornin
Harry Wharton

for

“Me, T suppose,” groaned Kip
was looking for me yesterday.
a sticker, bless him !"

But the prefect did not take any
notice of Kipps. He gave the Removites
a genial nod.

“Hallo!
he asked.

Getting a little practice?”

were hy

“Yes, Loder." .

“Good!  Always stick to practice, and |
you'll win matches,” said Loder. '

The juniors simply blinked at Loder.
Such a remark frorn Wingate would not
have surprised them. But Loder nevey
took the siightest interest in junior foot-
ball: lie never noticed the Remove at
all, excepting to bestow lines or a cuff-
ing.

S tall vou what T'lIl do,™
Loder, with the sume

went on
BUrprising

| for a bit.
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genialify, “I'll give you some goal
practice.”

“¥You—yvou—yon
tered Bob Cherry.

“Yes; I'm thinking of trying goal in
the next sentor match, so it will do me
good as well as you. Send me some
shote,” said Loder.

The Bixth-Former walked into the
goal, followed by amazed stares.  Such
genial  good-nature from Loder was
simply astounding. It was time for the

skies to fall.

will, Loder? atut-

“What on earth’'s the matter with
Loder?” murmured Bob Cherry, in
wonder. “He's in a good temper—with |
us, too!”

“The matterfulness iz terrific!”™ re-
markoed Hurree Jamset® Ram Singh.

“The csteemed age of miracles has come
backfully.™

“Look alive!”™ called Leder, from the
goal.

"Rilght-lm!“ said Harry Wharton
cheerily. *Play up, you fellows!"

The Removites played up.

It was good enough practice for the
junior footballers, sending in shots for
a Sixth Form player to stop. Even if it
had not been so, they could scarcely have
refused this gracious favour from a
member of the Sixth,
was useful enough, and they were glad
of Loder's services. Loder was not a
tirst-rate footballey, but he sometimes
played in the Greyfriars First Eleven;
and the Lower Fourth, of course, seldom
had a chance of practice with the seniors.

The IRemovites, astonished as they
Loder's extraordinary good
temper, played up very cheerfully, and
Loder had plenty of work to keep the
leather out of goal.

In spite of Loder's care. a shot from
Verhon-Smith beat him, and the ball
went through., The juniors expected a
scowl, at least, from IJJDder. But Loder
did not scowl. He tossed out the ball
with a smile.

“Good shot!” he said heartily., *Try
that again!”
“Wonders will never cease!” mur-

mured Bob Cherry,

Harrv Wharton lmmp;ht the ball up to
goal. and kicked. It was a shot for the
corner of the uet, and Loder had to
jump at it with outstretched hand.

He jumped, ardd s=tumbled, and fell
headlong in the goal.

Crash!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

That shout of laughter at the clumsi-
ness of the Sixth Form goalkeepor was
irresistible,

“TIf Loder keeps
Sixth, Wingate wil
say " grinned Squiff,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's hurt!” ex-
claimed Bob, as Loder sat up in goal,
clasping his right hand with his left.

The juniors ran forward, the laughter
ceasing at once.

“Hurt!" exclaimed Wharton.

“0Oh! My wrniat!’ groaned Loder,

“T'm sorry, Loder,” said Wharton.
“Let's look at it."

He helped the senior to his feet.

“Tt's all right,” said Loder, in a
strained wvoice. 1 fell on it, like a
clumsy ass! My own fault entirely. I've
twisted it a bit. Nothing serious, but I
sha'n’'t be able to handle a pen again
Can’t be helped, T'm afraid
I can’t do any more goal-keeping for
vou, though, just now.”

“Borry, Loder!”

“Oh, 1it's all night!”

And Loder, still gonial,, walked out of
goal and left Little Side, pausing cvery
now and then to squeeze his damaged
wriat, on his way to the School House,

“Rotten luckl” msaid Johnny Bull,

oal like that for the
have something to

But as it was, it
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“Blessed if T didu't expect Loder to

start on us when he hurt himaself!”
“Beems to have taken a sudden change

for the better,” grinned Tom Brown. “1I

‘must say I like Loder better to-day than

I did vesterday.”
“The betterfulness is terrific.”

“I'm blessed if T understand him!™
said Harry Wharton. * Something's
happened to improve his temper.”

“ icked up some of Mauly’s nice man-
ners last evening, perhaps.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

he juniors went on with their footer,
but whep they filed in to dinner Harry
Wharton looked for Loder, to inguire
after his wrist. Loder's unusual and
surprising good temper seemed to merit
that much. Loder was rather an un-
certain person, as a rule, for a junior to
approach; but on this occasion his extra-
ordinary good-temper was still  going
strong. He nodded kindly to the captain
of the Remave,

“Wrist all right?” asked Harry.

Lioder made a grimace.

“It hurts a bit, that's all,” he replicd.
“Nothing much: only 1 can’t use my
hand, shall havesto explain to tho
Head in class this afternoon. But don't
you bother about it; only my own
clumsiness. ™

That was true enough, though it was
surprising to hear Loder admit it.
Wharton felt much more kindly towards
the buily of the Sixth as he went in to
dinner. Loder was a bully, and gener-
ally & most unpleasant person to juniors,
h}:t heﬂaaemeﬂptu have his good points,
atter all,

After afternoon classes, the Famous
Five held a consultation on the subject of
tea. INo remittances had as vet arrived
for the unfortunate juniors, and cash was
at a lower ebb than ever.

“Tea in Hall, or whom shall we stick
for one?"" said Bob Cherry,

“Can't stick- Mauly again,” remarked
Nugent. “What about the Bounder?
He's not gone out this time?"

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Let's try the Bounder. Hallo, Tubb!
What do you want?"

Loder's fug had come up, looking
sulky.

“You!" he grun, i,

“Well, here 1 am ™ said Harry.

“What are you scowling about, you
grubby little Hun?" '
“Blessed if I'll fag for Loder much
longer !” grunted Tubb. “I'm not going
to fag getting tea for kids in the Remove,
I know that! Bad ﬂnmth fagging for

the Sixth! Mauleverer last night, and
now you! Me making toast Enr%@mmva
kids! Br-r-prr!”

Tubb was ovidently indignant,

“What are you driving at?"’ demanded
Wharton.,

“Loder's sent me to ask you to tea!"
growled Tubb. *If therc's much more
of it I shall go on strike, I know that!"™

And Tubb grunted indignantly, and
went his way.

“Well, my hat!"” said Wharton,
astonishment.

“Lucky bargee!” said Bob Cherry.
“Mauly =aid 1t was ripping vesterday.
But what the merry thunder has Lader
asked you to tea for, Wharton?"

“Give it up.  He's been surprising us
all day.,” said Harry, laughing. *1
suppose 1'd better go, especially as Loder
was 50 decent to-day.'”

“Well, it's safer to go when a prefoct
asks you,” said Bob, “We'll try the
Bounder. Ta-ta!"”

Four of the Co, made their way to
Vernon-Smith's study, secking what thoy
might devour, =0 to speak, and Harry
Wharton, in a state of considerable sur.
prise, went to the Sixth-Form guarters.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPIER.
Tea With Loder!

B OME in, Wharton 1"
‘ Loder’s manner was wonder-
fully genial.

If Wharton bhad known what
bad passed during Mauly’s visit, he might
have suspected that Loder was looking
furthce for the tenner he required. Not
that it would have been of much use
looking ’m Wharton's direction. Lord
Mauleverer was the only junior at Grey-
iriars who was lucky enough to have
lenners to  dispose of, excepting some-
times Vernon-Smith,

Harry Wharton, even when he. was in
Iunds, was scldom in possession of more
than a sovereign &t a time,

Certainly that could not have been
Loder’'s motive.  Wharton had nothing
to lend.

But the usually ill-tempered bully of
the SBixth was as genial to Wharton as
he had been the previous evening to
lL.ord Mauleverer,

“Tea’s ready,” said Loder. *“Sit
dewn, my boy! 1 hope 1 haven't put
you out at all asking you here?"

“Not at all,”” =aid Harry, smiling,
“As a matter of fact, we're all out of
lunds, and we were scouting for tea
when Tubb came along.”

Loder laughed,

“Then i's all right.
weak or strong 7’

'** Weak, pleasc.”

Like your tea

Loder poured out the tea., There was
het, buttered toast on the table, and
ham and egge, and cake and jam,

Loder had provided well for his puest.
Wharton wondered what 1t meant.
I'nless it meant that Loder had turned
over a new leaf, and was going to make
up for past misdeeds by asking all the
Hemove to tea in his study one after
snother., And that really didn’t seem
particularly likely,

The prelect aﬁpﬂamd to be in genial
spirits. He chatted away pleasantly
while ten was dealt with,

“1 understand you kids do a lot of

amatenr bizney in the Remove?'  he
remarked, with a smile.

“Uh, yes!"” said Harry,

“The Remove Dramatic Society—
what 7"’

“That's it."

“T've seen some of vour shows, .said
lder. * Pretty good for juniors—a cut
uliove Coker’s Stage Club in the Fifth!”

“That's only a spurious imitation!”
guil  Harry, laughing. *“We had a
dramatic society in  the Hemove long
before Ccker thought of a Stage Club!™

Loder’s interest in the Remove amateur
theatricals  was  susrprising  enough.
Uoker of the Fifth bhad sometimes
rendescended to offer to take leading
jarts m the Remove plays—oflers that
had been declined without thanks. Loder
could scarcely have any such intention.
I3t his next remark let in light upon the
subyject,

* The fact is,” raid Loder, *I'm think-
inz of getting vp something of the same
kind in the Sixtp.”

"Dy Jove!” said Wharton, flattered
i surprised,

“Of course, we have something of the
kirid already,” said Loder. *The Bixth
I'erm gives a Greek play on Speech Day
brt—well, the audicnee. have to stand it

w1 Speech Day, No good springing
siything of that kind on the school on
ahy other occasion, They wouldn't

stand it 1"

"1 suppose not,” said Harry, with a
s,

“Eut a really good amateur dramatic
seatety ought to go.” said Loder.

“1 should think =0.” &ezsented Harry,
marvelhng that lLoder  showld con-
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descend to discuss his project with a
junior.

1 don’t want you to mention it out-
side this study,” said Loder hastily.
“You see, it may not come to anything,
and 1 don’t want it jawed about unless it
does. I'm speaking in confidence, of
course.”

““Right-ho!” assented Harry, begin-
ning on the cake,

“1I'm writing a play myself,” said
Loder. * Not much of a thing, 1 dare
say; but I think I've got rather a gift in
that line. If the idea comes to anything,
the senior dramatie society will produce
my play—a drama of school life. 1In
that case, 1 should like you to play the
junior part, Wharton, if you feel
mclined, ™

“I'd be glad,” said Harry.

“Thanks! Now, I'm in rather a fix,”
gadd Loder. *I've been scribbling away
at my

i]lu_v every evening lately, but I've
crocked my right wrist to-day, as you
know, and I ecan’t hold a pen., Could
you give me half an hour or so after tea
and write down what I've got in my Head
to my dictation "

" Certainly ! said Harry at once.

Considert that Loder’s wrist had
been crocked in  football practice with
the Remove, Wharton would willingly
have done more than that to oblige
Loder.

“1t won't be taking up too much of

‘your time'"” asked Loder.

“Not at all.”

“Then we'll get on with it after tea,
You might look over my manuseript
now, and tell me what vou think of it.”

“1 don’t know that my oninion would
be of much value,” zaid Harry.

“Sull, I'd like to hear it.  Here's the
manuseript.’” N

Loder rose, and took a number of
sheets, pinned together at the corner,
from the table drawer, He spread them
out on the tea-table before Wharton,

Harry was feeling quite sure by this

' time that Loder was rather a misjudged

fellow,

A Sixth-Former who attached so mich
value to the opinion of a Remove junior
was & Sixth-Former to be encouraged!
Wharton could not help feeling flatterad.
Loder had donbtless borrowed the idea
of a dramatic socicty from the Remove—
indeed, he had practically acdmitted as
much.

That in itself was o compliment from a
Ernfﬁﬂt, and his apparent desire to profit

v Wharton’s experience in that line was
very flattering.

Wharton read over the
while he ate his eake.

It was a very erudely-written play, so

manukeript

far. If Loder had dashed it off without
stop ]n%‘ to think for a minute it could
hardly have been more crude. 1t dealt

with the adventures of a junior school-
boy named Harry.

“Harry ” was the only nephew of an
affectionate unele, umiy he got into
trouble at school, being led into wicked
wavs by another fellow; and he found
himself in debt to a rascally bookmaker
to the tune of ten pounds, and was in
fear of exposure and ruin from being
unable to pay his debt., That was the
first al:t—alll that Loder had written so
far.

“Well, what do you think of it
azked Loder, as Wharton looked up.

The jumior hesitated a moment, He
did not like to tell Loder that it struck
him as rotten stuff, worthy only of the
powers of a fag in the Third. He could
hatdly debver that candid opinion to the
author,

“Iv's exciting,”
matically,

“Yes it's meant to be cxciting,” said
Loder, looking pleased. " The junior
character is the part I shall want you to

siid  Harry diplo-

play, if 1t comes off. T've given that
character your Christian name, Wharton,
48 you see,”’

“Yes, I see.”

“1t's really only in the rough, so far,”™
explaiped Loder. *“ As you've had a lot
of experience in this line, I should like
Euu to go over it whem I've got it

niched and knock it a bit into shape.™
“Certainly,” said Harry, almost over-
come by this modesty on the part of a
prefect,

There was no doubt that Wharton could
have improved the play, but it was
amazing that Loder should be able to
see it, Wharton's opinion of Loder was
rising. :

Harry Wharton was no fool, and if it
had seemed possmble that Loder had any
motive for fAattering him he would have
suspected that the semior was * buttering
him up " with ulterior motives, But it
did not seem possible,  What on earth
could Loder have to gain by asking him
to tea, and flattering him?  The thought
crossed Harry’s mind for a moment, but
he dismissed it.

So far as it was possible for him to sece,
Loder had no purpose to serve excepting
the one he stated.

“Well, if you're finished, we'll get ¢n,
kid 1" .

“Right-ho I"

And the tea-things were put aside, and
Wharton sat down at the table, pen n
hand, to write the next act of the play
to Loder's dictation.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Leiter!
ODER  wrinkled his brows n
I thought. lle seemed to be in the
throes of composition, and

Wharton did not interrupt him,
He waited, pen i bhand.

“By Jove, 1 haven™ given you any
paper " said Loder suddenly., “I'd have
asked you to bring some impot paper if
I'd thought——"

“1'I1 fetch some if you like, Loder.™

“No, don't trouble.  I've pol some
notepaper here.”

Loder took a sheal of nolapoper from

the drawer.
“There von are! Ready!”

"“"Yeu" .

“The next bit iz a letter from Harry,
the jumior, to his uncle,” explained
Loder. *“The letter has to be found and
read out on the stage by the captain of
the school, =0 that the audience know
what's in it. That's a stage trick, of
("'DUI"EI'_"—"]_ l"lH.l"F'!‘ ﬂ-}l}' }"ﬂll [ RN H’i"l"l'ﬁ' T SeImin

| tips later about that kind of dodge. Any-.

way, here goes for the letter! Let's
pee—"

Loder refllected again.

“Dear Unele——" he said.

Wharton obediently wrote down * Lear
Unele, ™

Loder was again lost in thuught.

Wharton waited patiently.

Loder's face broke mto a smile at
last.

“It doesn't seem to go,” he =aid.
“Perhaps it's a bit difficult for e to
figure out a letter as a junior would write

it. It's a leng time sinee 1 was in the
Remove. 1f ;.-ﬂu‘tl like to help me out,
Wharton——'

“ Certainly !"" said Harry.

“Well, suppose T tell you what's 1o go
in the letter, and you write it just as if
it were a real one, in the way a junior
would write it?"”

Wharton nodded.

“That strikes me as a good idea.”

“Right-ho! Well, you've seen from
the first act the fix the kid is in. He
owoes a bookmaker money, and the rotter
means to come up to the school and show
him up if he doesn't pay. He can't pay,
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so hia resolves to run away from the school
before the exposure comes. He asks his
uncle to forgive him, and says he will
never be heard of again. He knows it
wouldn't be any gaod asking his uncle
for ten pounds to pay his debt, and all
that. Now vou figure it out.”

Wharton thought for a few minutes,
and then began to write. His pen moved
quickly enough over the paper, Loder
watching him curiously.

“Done it?" he asked, when the junior
looked up at last. *‘ Read it out.”

Wharton read out what he had written.

“Dear Uncle,—TI am afraid you will be
very shocked and surprised when wyou
receive this  letter. T} the time it
reaches you I shall have left school. I
never really meanl. i harm, but I've
got into trouble. nfdn 't face you and
tell you about it. If I don’t pay Hicks,
the bookmaker, ten pounds to-morrow,
he 13 coming to see the Head, and expose
me, and 1 haven't the money. 1 can’t
faco it! I've been thinking over it till
my head’s spinning, and there’s only one
thing I can do, and that's to run away
before 1t all comes out. 1 hope you'll for-
give me, and don't think me ungrateful
for all your kindness to me. Good-bye
dear uncle, and don't think of looking for
me.  You will never see me again.—Y our
unhappy nephew, Hasry,”

“RBy Jove!” said Loder, in great
admiration. “ You've got the knack,
and no mistake! I ecouldn’t have figured
it out like that!"

“Well, I have a hand in most of the
plays we do in the Remove,” said Harry
modestly, ““If you think it will do &

“It will do splendidly!” Loder tock
the sheet, and read 1t over, and nodded
with satisfaction, *“ Ripping! Now let's
get on with the act.”™
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Tader laid the letter aside, and pro-
ceeded to dictate, and Wharton scribbled
away on sheet after sheet of notepaper.
He had covered quite a wpile by the time
the second act of Loder's play was
finished.

Then the prefect rose to his feeot.

“That's enough for now,” he said. *1I
can't buzz off as you do, kid. 1 haven't
much of a head for it, really.”

Wharton quite agreed with
though he was too polite to say so.
rose fo his feet.

“I'm really very much obliged to vou,
kid,” said Loder. * Don’'t mention any-
thing about this yet. I don’t want to be
cackled at if it comes to nothing.™

“Not a word,” agreed Harry.

He quitted the study, and Loder closed
the door after him 'l?H.l'Efllll"r" After
Harry Wharton's {footsteps had died
away down the passage, Loder turned the
key in the lock.

%Mcm was 8 grin on his face as he
turned back to the table.

Then he carefully collected up all the
sheets Wharton had written, with the
exception of the letter br.—ginning * Dear
Uncle.™

He crammed the papers into the grate,
stirring up the fire with the poker, and
watched them till they were consumed.
Then he added the manuscript first act
of his play, watching that till it was
reduced to ashes.

If Harry Wharton had still been in the
study, that proceeding on Loder’'s part
would certainly have astonished him.

0f Loder's play nothing was left now
but the letter written by * Harry "' —the
letter in which the supposed character in
the play informed his uncle of his
disastrous scrape, and lus intention of
running away from school,

Loder picked up that letter and read
it over agam, E:'rm.mm,‘

that,
He
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“Ripping !” he murmured. * Couldn’

a better 1™

He folded the letter and placed it care-
fully in his pocket-hook. Bf all Loder's
play, that letter seemed to be the only
portion that had any wvalue in Loder's
eyes.  Which certainly would have
astonished Harry Wharton very much if
he had known it.

Quite unsuspivious of Loder’s verw
peculiar actions, Harry Wharton went up
to his study m the Remove passage.

Hea found Frank Nugent there, begin
ning his preparation,

“You've been a long time having tea
with Loder,” said Nugent, with a grin,
“ How did you get on with him?™

‘“ First-rate,” replied Harry.

Loder had asked him to say nothing
about the play, or his intention of getting

up a dramatic society in the 8ixth, in
.case the enterprise was a failure. That
was natural enough; and Harry, of

course, had no intention of violating the
prﬁfrr*‘i‘ s confidence,

“Did you get any tea, Franky?"” he
asked.

Nugent laughed.

“Yes; 8mithy saw us through. We'li
have Mauly and Smithy to tea on Satur-
day, when the tin comes, and make it
square,”’

“Good egg !

Harry Wharton sat down to his work.
Prep finished, the two juniors sauntered
down to the Common-room,

Lord Mauleverer detached himself from
an armchair there as they came in, and
camse over to “ harton.

“I hear you've been havin’ tea with
Loder,”” he remarked.

“¥Yes," said Harry. “It was my turn
to-day. Loder's growing hospitable in
his old age.”

Mauleverer looked at him curiously.

“Anythin' beside tea?” he asked.
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“What should there he beside tea?”
asked Harry., * There was cake, if that's
‘what you mean?"”

Y.ord Mauleverer grinned.

“That isn't what I mean. Did Loder
want you to lend him anythin®?”

“Lend him  anything!”  ejaculated
Wharton, in astonishment. ‘' Loder
wouldn't be likely to borrow anything
from me if he was hard up. And 1
couldn't have lent him more than three-
hulfpence if he had wanted it."”

““Excuse my askin’,” said Mauleverer.
“1 was goin’ to give you a tip not to lend
him anythin® if he wanted it, that's all.
Hage advice to a thoughtless kid, you
know."

“You ass!” said Harry warmly, *“Do
vou mean that Loder wanted to borrow
something of you yesterday?”

“Eh? I never mean angthin’,” said
his lordship vaguely, and he ambled out
of the Common-room, leaving Wharton
eomewhat puzzled.

“T say, Wharton!” Billy Bunter
rolled up, his eyes glistening behind his
big glasses, L %':as Loder good-
tempered "

“Quite,” said Harry.

“He seems to have rather a fancy for
Remove chaps feeding in his study
lately,” said Bunter. “1 saw Tubb tak-
ing things into his study for supper. Do
you think he'd like a Remove chap to
supper, Wharton "

** Better ask him,” grinned Wharton.

* He would be bound to like a fascinat-
ing chap hke I{n:m, Bunty,” said Frank

Nugent. “Roll in and tell him you've
vome to supper.”
“Well, Loder’'s such an uncertain

heast,” said Bunter. *“8till, if he can
rtand Wharton and Mauly, 1 should think
l:e would like me to come."

*Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Blessed if T see anything to cackle at!

suppose I'm  better company than
Mauly, Wharton, or Frank Nugent 7"

" Heaps !” said Harry, laughmmg. “Go
Vel try your luck.™

" Blessed if I don’t!" eaid Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove rolled out of
the Common-room to try his luck in
loder’s study. He came back in about
five minutes with a very red ear, which
e was rubbing ruefully.

“What luck with Loder:”
Nugent,

Billy Bunter snorted,

“Loder's a beast! Yow.ow.ow!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fvidently Loder's good temper and
hospitality had failed under the strain of
Rilly Bunter's company. Apparently he

dild not want any more Removites to feed
i his study,

grinned

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Cornered !
OMETHING lingering, with boil-
S ing oil i 1t 1" said Kipps,
Kipps wae rubbing his hand
savagely while he made that
observation. The Famous Five came on
hiin_in the quadrangle thus engaged.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are vou
hurbling about?” asked Bob Cherrv.
“I'm thinking what I ehould like for
Loder!” said Kipps, with a croan, 1
ehould like something awfully lingering,
with awfully boiling oil in it. Only that
keems oo good for fhe beastly Hun,
Ow 1™
“Loder!” repeated Wharton,
Loder's quite decent !
tea vesterday "
“"Yow-ow! He haen’t had me to tea,”
vroaned Kippe, " He's had me 1o lick,

“Why,
He hail me to

All becavee of a poor little conjuring |

tiick three days ago,
right till this afternoon.”
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I dodged him all |

P tree i the wool,

The chums of the Remove grinned.
Kipps' lust day or two had been quite
exciting, The schoolboy conjurer had
shown remarkable ability 4n dodgimg
Loder, but evidently Loder had somehow
run. him down at last. Perhaps Loder
had given him a little extra pay for the
trouble he had cauvsed. Poor Kipps
eeemed to be trying to tie himeself into
knots now,

“I thought Loder was-improving, "
Nugent. “ He seems to have broken out
again. Better not give him any more
conjuring tricks.”

Ripps snorted.

“1'd like to conjure his silly head off !
he growled. *‘ He's nearly skinned me,
and I'm not going to take it lying down.
I'm gomng to see Loder ™

“1 ghould think you'd seen enough of
him for to-day!” grinned Johnny Bull,

“1 mean I'm going to visit him. When
he goes to bed to-night he may be sorry
for this licking 1" growled Kippe. * That
iz unless he enjoys cinders in his bed!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And treacle on his pillow,” eaid
Kipps. “I'm going to waste threepence
in treacle for Loder. He won't know
whom to thank for it. There are some
occasioneg—ow !—when it's best to hide
one’s light under a bushel.”

“ Better leave him alone: he's danger-
ous, you know."”

“Rats! Rotten belting beast, too!"
eaid Kipps. "It weuld serve him right
if I told the Head about his betting with
that beery bounder Beele. Only a chap
can't eneak, and the Ilead wouldn’t
believe it, anyway. Blow him! I'll
make him sit up to-night, anyway !"

The echoolboy conjurer was in deadly
earnest. While the other Removites wore
at tea that day Kipps was borrowing
cindere from varicus etudies in  the
Remove passage, and collecting them
into a bag.

He had purchased a jar of cheap treacle
fromn Mrs. Mimble at the tuckshop, and
transferred it to a bottle for convenience
of carriage. With the bottle hidden in a
pocket and tha bag of cinders concealed
under s jacket, Kipps kept an eve on
the Sixth i"'i.l:rrn passagpe, waiting for an
opportunity  of !
Loder'e study.
be unseen.

Loder was in Clarne’s study just then,
and Kipps heard their voices. Loder was
giving Carne a valuable tip concerning
Blue Bonnet for the Thuraday's race next
week—-u very interceting topie to both
the black sheep of the Sixth. Kipps
cheerfully tiptoed paet the studv, and
Elf!}pﬂd into Loder’s room.

I'ne bed in Loder’s room wasz in an
aleove in the wall, as in most of the Sixth
Form studies. The alcove was draped
with curtaineg in the daytime,

With great care he disposed the cinders
in the bed between the eheets, #nd then
the trencle gurgled out of the hottle
round the pillow,

Kipps grinned cheeifully over his task.
Loder was pretty certain to be surprised
when he slid into his bed that mght,
The junior had just finished when the
door of the study suddenly opened.

Kipps drew a quick breath,

In the bed-aleove he wae hidden from
view by the curtaine.  Oiherwize he
wonld: have been scen at once. But he
had no chance of making his escape.

The =choolboy econjurer suppressed a
£ 0l

Hie luck wae out,

This was the sceond time he had been
cornercd by Loder—onee in the big oak-
and now in Loder’s
stady. It waa cvael luck, and this time it
did not lock as if he would be so for-
tunate as on the first cecasion,

He wendered whether it wae Loder

said

slipping unseen into
It wae very necessary to

who had entered the study, as he stooa
close behind the curtaine, bottle in hand.
He was soon informed,

“Tubb!"” It was Loder’s voice, calling
to his fag.

Tubb of the Third put & sulky face
ifptu the room. Loder was not beloved by
aie,

“1 thought you'd had tea with Carne,”
said Tubb Eulii]y.

“B0 I have, vou lazy little eweep!™
said Loder. “I don't want you to get
tea, you grubby little slacker!”

. O, nﬁ right!"” said’ Tubb, brighten-
ing up,

“(Go and find Mauleverer, and tell him
I want to speak to him}’

* Right-ho!” said Tubb, quite cheer-
fully,

Kipps suppreesed a groan. Loder had
evidently come to stay, as he had eent
the fag for Mauleverer. Kippse was
cornered. Maulever could not be coming
to tea this time, as Loder had had his
tea with Carne, Doubtless his lordship
had been sent for to be licked,

After that, would Loder go? If he did
not, Kipps would have to show himeelf,
that was certain. But the junior naturally
decided to put off the evil moment aa
long as possible. 1f Loder discovered
him there, ho would know who had added
those improvements to the comfort of
his bed; and the licking Kipps -had had
that afterncon would be as nothing to the
licking Kipps would get. Hie hands, still
tingling from the last castigation, tingled
more acutely at the thought of it

He alid the bottle into his pocket, and
stood back_ behind the curtains of the
alcove, etill as a mouse, and acarcely
breathing. TUnless Loder came to the
bed he could not be seen, and Loder was
not likely to do that. Kippe waited in
a very unpleasant state of uncertainty,

Meanwhile, Tubb of the Third had gone
to Lord Mauleverer's study in the Re-
move passage. Tea was over there, and
Delarey had sat dewn to his preparation,
and was urging Mauleverer to do the
same,  His lordship was yawning, and
trying to make up his mind to lm_qin
work, when Tubb put his shock head into
the study.

' Maulover's Tubb.
* Loder’'s study—sharp

“Oh, by gad!” said Mauly. *“Tell him
I'va had tes, kid!"

Tubb grinned.

“'Tain’t tea this time,” he eaid.
" Loder’s had tea. I expect it's a licking.
Hope you'll enjoy it 1"

With that charitable wish the fag
sauntered away down the passage,

Lord Mauleverer sighed.

“Think 1'd better go, Delarey 1

“1 should say eo, unless you want
Loder to fetch you!” grinned the South
African junior. *“What have you been
doing ¥’

“Nothin'.™

“Well, even Loder won't lick vou for
nothing,"

“Oh, I know it ien’t a licking !” said
Lord Mauleverer. “Loder’'s really a
fearful bore, 1 suppean I'd better go.”

And Lord Mauvleveree. with a doleful
face, lounged out of the stidy. He conld
guess what Loder wanted—that it was
another attempt to borrow the * tennesr. ™
It was possible that a licking would
follow a second refusal to lend it, how-
ever,

His lordship was not in a happy mood
as ho lounged down the Remove paesago
to the staivs. e pave a jump as a heavy
hand smole him on the shoulder, secoms-
panied by a vell:

" 1_11.'1”1;1, hallo, hallo! Cheer np, Mauly

wanted !"™ gald

Y ow-ow-gw "

" What a¥e yon looking down in the
mouth for?” asked Bob Cheriy,
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" Wow ! said Mauleverer, rubbing his |

gshoulder. *“Don’t be euch a Hun, dear
boy! I'm gzing to sce Loder.”

“ More giddy hospitality !** said Bob, in
astonishment. ‘* 'Tain't fair; it's my turn
next for tea in Loder’s study !”

Wt isn't a tea—it's a jaw!” groaned
Mauleverer.

THE MAGNET

“ Loder's goin' to jaw me, |

and I'm goin’ to jaw him, and then he’ll |

lose his temper, and lay into a fellow with |

an ash-plant! I'm not goin’ to stand it

though! T'm not goin' te be licked for
nothin’ 17

“Why ehould Loder lick vou for
nothing ¥ asked Bab.

“Well, it won't be for nothin’—he’lk|

bt disappointed, you see.”

“ Disappointed about
manded Bob,

“ Oh, nothin™!"

Lord Mauleverer went on his way dis-
mally, leaving Bob staring afrer him in
astonichment. HMis lordship’s words wera
riddles to Bob.

“(‘an you make head or tail of thai,
Harry?” he asked, turning to Wharton,
who wae looking out of his study.

Wharton was frowning.

“1t looks to me as if Loder’s trying to
borrow of Mauly,” he said, “From
what Mauly let drop last night, and
what he's just said.”

Bob Cherry whigtled.

*“ A prefect borrow of a chap in the
Remove !" he exclaimed. *Draw it
mild, old scout! Ewen Loder wouldn’t
come down to that.”

Wharton's lip curled.

“He's hard put to it for money. just
now,” he said. I told you about being
treed on Wednesday, Bob, and how
thoee two cads were jawing under the
tree while Kipps and 1 were stuck there
waiting for them to go. Loder wants a
tenner badly, and it looks to me as if
he's going to squeeze it out of Mauly if
he ean.”

de-

what®"

“Mauly wouldn't let him have it," |

gaid «Bob. “He'd know what Loder
wanted it for."”

“Then Loder will hick him !”

“T say, that's pretty thick, licking a
chap for not lending you money !” eaul
Bol ineredulously. ' Even Loder T

“That'e what Mauly thinks, it seems
to me.” Wharton set his lips. “ Loder's
not going to Le allowed to do it, though !
1le’'s not gomg io ecrew money out of
Mauly ta hlie on gec-gees. Come along,
Bob! If we hear a howl from Loder's
study we’ll chip in.”

“(Oh, my hat!” said Beb,

“When Loder knows we know his
game he will be glad enough to let it
drop, vou see. He won't want all Grey-
{riare to learn that he's been bullying a
junior to get cash out of him !
‘:Fﬂu fesr " chinckled Bob

“Come
on.
The twe Removites followed Lord
Maulevercr down the staire, and pro-
ceeded to ddmire the view at the window
in the fixth Form passage—prepared to
rush to Mauly's aid at the first sound of
trouble in Loder's study. The friendly
relations  established between the Re
movites and the bolly of the Sixth had
not lasted long !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
For '‘Whartcn's Sake!

ORI MAULEVERER tapped at

I Loder's door and entered.
He did not look cheerful.
hia relief he saw that there was

no cane handy on Loder’s table,
“Come i, Mauleverer,” le sand
guietly. * Close the door, I've some.
thing rather important to speak to you

about.”

“Certainly, Léder,” eaid Mauleverer,

To |
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Right into the prefect the schoolboy eonjurer dashed,
(See Chapter 11.)

surprised by the prefect’s tone. This did
not look as if a licking were coming.

“8it down, Maulevercer.”

Maunleverer sat down.

1 spoke to vou a couple of days ago,”
sail Loder. ' Yoeu remcmber?”

“0Oh, yaas.”

“ About a fellow belonging to Grey-
friars who was in a bad way, and whom
[ wanted to help cut of hie fix?" eaid
Lioder,

Lord Mauleverer smiled slightly. He
had no doubt whatever that it was Loder
himzelf who was to be helped out of a
fix by the tenner, or that the fix, if it
had been brought about by
dabbling in Turf matters.

“Yaas,™ he =aid.

“T'm going to give you ecine more
particulars,” said Loder gquietly. ' But
first [ must ask vou to give me your
word not to mention the matter to the
fellow concerned. It would wound his
feelings too deeply if he knew that it
wae known in his own Form,”™

“His own Form!” repcated Maul-
overer,

Loder nodded.

“Then it's a Remove chap?”™

:.1."{‘5_"

Lord Mauleverer gazed at Loder’s
serions face. He was beginning  to

wonder whether there was any truth in
the story after all!
“Yaou  wnderetand, 1
want your promse.’
“PBegad! Waouldn't it be easier not to
tel me anythin' about it at all, Loder?”
askedd Mauleverer innocently.

Mauleverey,

“Y leave- that to you,” said Lodgr
calmly. *If you want a fellow in your
Form to be ruined ahd disgraced foz
life, rather than make a load of a ten-
pound note for a ghort time, I leave 1t
to yvour conscience,’

auleverer ghifted uncasily upon his
chair,

“Of course, if it's as bad as that I'd
pay up no end,” he said. “* But—
but——"

“But you want proof ™

“Well, yaas.”

“Give me your word not to repcaf
anything 1 tell you outside this etuedy,
and I will explain. I want to save the
kid from his own folly without showing
him up,” said Loder.

“Begad, that's awlly {ind cf you
Loder! Nct the kind of®thing a chap
would have expected of you, either.”

“1 intend to be kind,” said Loder. ™I
feel that, in this case, it would be better
to give the poor fellow another chance;
inatead of reporting him to the Head oy
puniehment—which would mean 1mme
diate expulsion from the echool. The kid
is a thoroughly decent fellow, who has
been led into this by a rotter clder tham
himezeif, 1 am eure- that he 13 more
sinned against than sinning, as you will
agree, wiﬁen I tell you his name.”™

“YWhat is his name—Skinner "

“Na.”

“Snocp 1"

“Certainly not! Quite a different
fellow, a fellow you are en very frivndly
terms with,”

Ture Macner Liprary.—No. 475,
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exclaimed Muulaverer, in “T have
matonishment. * Lock here, Loder, Tl
speak out plainly. TIf a friend of mine
15 in a corner, I'll hﬂlp him out if I can;

but I'm not partin’ with any money till
I know. That's flat!”

“I've got proof here, if vou promise
not to say a word to the Tellow con-
cerned. It would do no good, and would
only add to his ehame and humiliation.™

“Yaas, that's so. I promise, if you
prove it."

“That's good enough.™

“ Begad !
tinued Loder

put a letter

it here."
“Begad !
Loder Anshed.

said Loder.

“Well, who is it, then?” “Yocu must f:
“Wharton.” “1 tell vou !
Lord Mauleverer jumped. Lord  Maulvererer's

“Wharton!"” he ejacu ated, nately,
““That’s the name.
“0Oh, begad! You're on a false ecent,
Loder, dear boy. I'll bet you Wharton

hasn't got himeelf into any fix he could

Loder hud

heen  afraid that H':F bhow
might take l»nrm:_’L u.ies|fm.rut,e step,” econ-
or that reason,
kept an eve on his cr}rmapuudeﬁc& He HERE was a deep
i the post-bag to-day. 1 Loder’s study.
congidercd it my duty,
take that lettor and examine 1it.

That was a rotten trick!”

“Read the letter, and yon will see for
yvourself what 13 in his mind,"
“1 can't read it."”
said Leder,

“1 can't read 'Whartﬂn e letter without
Wharton's permiassion !”
taken a letter from his
pocket-book and unfolded 1t.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Tenner at Last!

I have ; .
silence 1In
Lovd
hand over

almost dazed.

If that letter had been written by
Skinner or 8noop, or even Vernon-Smith,
he could have understood it.

But Wharton!

Wharton, whom he had always known
to be szo high and hodeurable, who had
alwavs seorned an underhand action, who
had never concealed his contempt for the
wretched, dingy blackguardism of fellows
like Bkinner and Snoop !

It seemed incredible,

Yet there it was, in black and white, in
Wharton’s hand, That letter—evidently
written to Colonel Wharton—taken by

passed  his
He was

Manleverer

as a prefect, to
e his brow.

I have

he said.
frowning.

face set obsti-

be sacked for!" ~ “For Wharton's sake, you must hear foct f h o Yy
“ He has been led into it l:llj' snnthar it,"” he EE:I_'I'I. o Wi:!!_'l'E.‘El-d it out.” the p{:ll. et LI]THII t li"l [ lﬂﬂld post- Er
follow.” said Loder. * He never meant And., without waiting for a reply, furnished m”h?ucf-". that could not be
any harm, I am convinced of that, or I | Loder rearl out: doubted. In his dismay and amazement
' Mauleverer wondered for a moment

ahﬂuidnt be helping him, instead of re-
yortine him to the Head. I had him in
\ere last evening to talk the matter over
and see what could be done.”

“I—I thought he came to tea."

“The matter is, of course, secret,” | oot into trouble.
gaid Loder, “I asked him to tea so that | fall vou abwout it.
we could talk the matter over in quiet. | the bookmaker
He owes ten pounds to a bookmaker ¥y
named Hicks!™ s

* Impos=aible !’ .

“He was led into 1t, ag I saud.™

Lord Mauleverer ghook his head.

“I am not asking you to take my bare
woerd, Mauleverer, and hand over the
money,”’ said Loder patiently,  *“The

receive  this
reaches vou

face 1it, [L've
my head's
thing I ean de,

ful for

watter  really does not concern me. | bye, dear uncle,
Whartonn owes this man Hicks ten| ing for me. You
pounds, and has signed a paper to that | again, — Your
effart, Unless Hicka is paid thiz evening. | [Tappv'

Le intemds to come here and expose the
whole buosiness to*the Head, You know
what that would mean., [ could not help
tlic kid out—I was too zhort of money
myself. I could only advise him to keep
up a cheerful appearance before the
other fellows, so that nothing should be | Mauleverer's evis
snspecicd, and tell him that T'd do my Jit neow, his face

“‘Wharton
1Jt!p4'l==~c:hlv——"
*Loolk at 1it!"

Leat for bim.  That'e what U'm doing.” | Then he frave o oory
Lord Mauleverer was =ziloyt,  Loder's “Oh. the dufler!
eaynest tone made some impression upon Far the

hisn. 3wt he simply could not believe | awvel! eosen
the story.

“* Dear Uncle,—I am afraid you will
b very shocked and surprised when vou
letter. 1
I shall have left school. 1
never really meant anvy harm, but I've
I couldn’t face vou and

1f T don’t pay Hicks,
ten pounds to-morrow,
he i coming to see the Head and expose
and I haven't the menew,
been thinking over it till
sminning, and there's only one
and that's to run away
before 1t all comes out,
forgive me, and don't think me ungrate-
afll your kindness to me. E
and don’t think of lock-

will never sce mn "3
unhappy

Lovd AMauleverer started to his fect.
never

sati] Lioder,
ITIe threw the letter on the table before “For gomlyes
The jumor looked w
paled and

Poor old Wharton 1™
letter was in Harry Wharton's
handwriting,  and
couthd po longer doubt,

whether it could be forged. But that was
evidently impossible.  Harry Wharton's
hand was well-known to him, he knew
every trick and turn of the writing. It
was absurd to suppose that Loder had
the skill to imitate it so exactly. That
idea had to be ruled out. Wharton had
written the letter. There was no doubr
on that point. And why should he have
written it, unless he was in the situation
depicted in the letter?

Loder bhroke the silence,

“You ecan decide what you will do now,
Mauleverer. | am sure you agree that
Wharton should be helped, and saved
e iz not a naturally vicious

By the time 1t

I can't

I hope you'll

yaod- | from ruin ¥
lad.”
know hie isu't,” said Maunleverer,
“He's one of the very best. [ can't
urniderstand how he could have got into a
serape hike this. It beats me!”

“It 158 a ship that can be retrieved,"
said Loder. “If he were a viciovs lad, 1
shaitld simply report the matier (o the

(O

nephow,

wrote that! It'e

snke don’t do that ™
exeliimed Maoleverer, m alarm.

"I have not done it, T want to savi
him., And I think of he s gn e H.nﬂlhﬂl
chanee he will never fall into such a
foolish ervor again!”

“I'm sure of it, Loder! You—you
dan’t want him to know I know "'

trondaled,

| T
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“Better not! He would be over-
whelmed with shame 17

“¥Yaas, I know he would. That's how
I should feel. But—but how's that
rotter Hicks to be paid, then?”

“Leave the money here for Wharton—
that s, if
Loder. *“Of course, I ehall repay it.”

"“I don't want you to, Loder.”
Mauleverer

was already opening his
pocket-book. “I'm more than willin’ to
etand it. He's a friend of mine, and I'd

back him up if it was my last tenner !”

Loder winced a little. Even Loder had
his limits, and he could not quite bring
himself to rob the junior,

“No, no!” he exclaimed hastily, “I
ehall repay it in a ‘week or two,
Mauleverer. I shall only let you leave it

here on that condition. I undertook to
pce—to gee Wharton through, and it's up
to me. You will simply lend me the
tenner till mext week.”

“Just as yon like, of course!” said

Mauleverer. "Thr.‘mfa ithe tenner!”

Loder's eyes glistened as the crisp,
rustling ten-pound note was laid on the
table. His greedy fingers picked it up
at once,

“You're a good kid, Mauleverer!
FFind Wharton at onee, and send him
here,” said Loder, *TI'll relieve his mind
immediately, 1 shall not mention you,
You'd rather 1 did not, of course?”

“Certainly 1"

“Mind, not a word to him that voun
know anything ! Simply tell him I want
to speak to him.”

il Yﬂ.ﬂﬂ,”

Lord Mauleverer left the study with
that. Loder smiled, and put the banlk-
note into his pocket-book, along  with
Wharton's letter. He slid the book into
the inner pocket of his coat, and smiled
again. Loder was fecling very satisfied
with the result of the little comedy he
had played. He would not have felt go
satished if he had known that two
startled, staring eyes were watching him
through a =lit in the curtams of the
alcove,

There was a tap at the door a few
minutes later. Harry Wharlon came in,
lcoking surprised.  Wharton and Bob
Cherry had waited at the end of the pas.
geage, prepared to. go  to  Lord
Mauleverer’'s rescue if necessary.  But it
had not been necessary,  Tnstead of that,
Mauleverer had come along, told Whar-
ton hastily that Loder wanted him, and
hurried upstairs,

“You want me, Loder 7" asked Harry.

Loder nodded. He had told Maul-
everer to send Wharton there =imply to
keep up appearances in Mauly's cyes,
e was very far from wanting the cap-
tain of the Remove, as a matter of lact.

“Yeg, come m,"” he said, * Shut the
door. 1 found some fish-hooks in one of
my shirts to-day. Do you know anything
about it ¥*

Wharton grinned.

* Nothing at all!”

“¥ou didn’'t put them there®”

“Oh, no!”

“ Perhaps von know who did 7"

“* Az 1t happens, 1 don't know !™

“Well, if I find out who did 1z there'll
ke trouble!” =aid Loder. * That's all.
You can cut!”

Harry Wharton left the study. Kipps,
ellent as a graven image behind the eur-
tain of the alcove, drew a deep breath.
Loder had not given the banknote to
Wharton, though Mauleverer had sent
him to the study for that purpose. The
suspicion that was already in Kipps' mind
—that the whole thing was a trick to get
money out of Mauly to back Blue Bonuet
for the race—was confirmed now. How
Wharton had been induced to write the
letter was a mystery; but it wae certain
that the ten-pound note was destined for

rou choose to do so,” said
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Mr. Beele, not for the captain of the
Remove,

Loder burst into a laugh when Wharton
was gone. He tcok out his wateh and
looked at it.

“Just time to cateh Beele at the Cross
Keys!” he muticred. “ By gad! What
a windfall for me! The kid shall have
his tenner back next week if—if Blue
Bonnet wins.” He must win—he will
win! Forty quid clear for me! By
fu'd, it’s worth a bit of trouble, a coup
ike that!”

And Loder laughed again with satisfac-
tion.

He took his overcoat from the hoek on
the wall, and put it on, and picked up
hig cap. Then he left the study,

Kipps made a movement as the door

closed behind Loder.

“My hat!” murmured Kipps. “ Oh,
my hat! Ten of Mauly's quids to pui on
Blue Bonnet, and it’s cost Loder nothing
but Wharton's good name!  Oh, the
cad! And—and what am I geoing to
do 1"

He crept out of the bed-aleove,

Loder’s steps had died away., Kipps,
peering cautiously out of the etudy, saw
the passage clear,

He slipped out, and hurried awav.

“ Hallo, hallo, ballo! Where did you
spring from?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as
Kippe passed himi and Wharton at the
end of the passage.

Kipps did not etay to reply,

e hurricd out of the Houge
quadrangle, where the winter dusk was
tinckening into dorkncss,

Loder was striding down to the side
gate, of which, as a prefect, he had the
key, The hig gates were lockea.

Kipps dashed after him at a rapid run.
" Loder reached the gate just as Kipps
reached Loder.  Right into the prefect
the schoolboy conjurer dashed.

Crash !

Loder bummped cn the pate as Kipps
bumped on him.  Kipps threw his nrme
ronnd the prefect as Jf to save limself,
and they rolled to the ground tegpether,

“Oh! Ah! Ow!? roared Loder.
“What the—oh, ah—who——"

Kipps was sprawling all over him,

“Get off 17 shiiiked Loder. * You
gllly young ass! TI'll—-I'll smash you!”

Loder struggled to his feet, hurling the
junior off. He glarved furiovsly st Kippe.

“What do you mean by rushing into
me, you yonng hound * he roared, ' By
gad, 1'l—I'll pulverise vou!"

“Yaroogh !” roarcd Kipps, as the pre-
feet's hand elesod e him,

Whack, whack, whack !

Loder had a walking-cane in his hand,
and he made the cane sng on Kipps.
The nnfortunate junicr yelled.

“There!” casped Leder, “You'll
think twice belore vou play any more of
your Remove tricks on me 1"

*Yow-ow-ow |7 mumbled Kipps.

Loder unlocked the gate and strode
out mta the road. Kipps wriggled with
pain; but he was gronning while he
wriggled, and he was #lill grinning as he
made his way back to the Scheel House,

Loder strode away through the dusk
for Friardale, Twenty minutes later he
was 1n the smoky, beerv parlour of the
Cross Keys, where Mr, Beele greeted
him with a beery grin,

*All serene!” suid Loder checifully.
“I've got the tenner.”

“Well done, my boy ! gaid Mr. Beele,

“Five to one ggainet,” said loder
anxiously ; “and you can put it on in’
tuna 17

“You leave that to me. I'm vour
man !

Loder shid his hand into his inner
pocket.

Then he uttered a eharp exclamation.
“Great Heott )

inte the kb

One Pennv. 13

“Hallo! What's the matter 1 asked
Mr. Beele,

“My pocket-book’s gone!” yelled
Loder.

Mr. Beecle whistled. Loder stamped

[uriously out of the room. His pocket-
hook; containmg the tenner and Whae-
ten’s letter, and several other papers
which Loder was anxious to have been
seen by no dther eyes but his ewn, had
vanished. How it could have fallen out
of an ipside pocket was a mystery, But
It was gone !
_Loder, in a mood of savage despera-
tion at this unlocked-for ealamity,
tramped back to Greyfriars with his eyea
bent on the ground, examining every
foot of the muddy lane for the lost
pocket-book, He did not find it,

THE TWELFTH CHAPIER.
Kipps to the Fore!
hallo, hallo! * What's

uHﬁ.LLU d
on -_;-n'
Bob Cherry asked that ques-

_tion as he came into No. 1
Study with Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton and Nugent were at work on
their preparation, and both of them

ed up in surprise.

“Nothing, that I'm aware of,” said
Harry “only prep.”

“Is it a lark u?eﬁ'ppg’a_. then "

“The larkfulness is terrifie,” said
Hurree Bingh. “The estecemed Kipyps
told us there was an important meeting
in this honoured study.”

“First I've heard of it !" said Nugent.

Bob Cherry grunted.
“T'll panch his head for his blessed
larks ! Prep's bad encugh, without

being interrupted by a fat-headed, prac-
tical joker! Hallo, hallo, hallo! You,
too " exclaimed Bob, as Johnny Bull
came into the study,

Johnny Bull looked surprised.

“What is 1t?" he asked.

“What's what " inquired Wharton.

“The meeting. What's it about, all
of a sudden?”

“There isn’t a meeting,” said Whar-
ton, |ﬂuf'hmg. “Kipps seems to have
been pulling your leg all round.”

“Why, I’ﬁl spiflicate him !” exclaimed
Johnny Bull wrathfually.

“The spiflication will be terrific !”

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is.-
and Mauly, too!”

. Kipps came intg No. 1 Study, march-
img in Lord Mauleverer by the arm.
The Famous Five stared at them.

“What do yon mean by it ?” demanded
Johnny Bull. “What have you dragged
Mauly here for, yvou fathead 1"

“Wait and see!” replied Kipps,

“Blessed if 1 know,” said Mauleverer,
looking bewildered. “The silly chunp
came into my study and said there was
an 1mportant meeting, and dragged me
off. And Delarey was helpin’ me with
my prep, too!"”

“It's one of Kipps' little jokes,"” re-
marked Hob, “ (K:?[Sar him, and we'il
teach him to leave his little jokes "till
after prep !

“Hear, hear !

“Hold on ! exclaimed Kipps, dodging
the incensed Co. *It's not a joke; it’s
jolly serious.”

“It will be serious for vou if it isn't
serious ! growled Johany Bull, not very
lucidly, perhaps, but his meaning was
clear. *“*What's it all about "

“T'll explain—"

“Buck up. then!”

“It's a joily serious matter, and it con-
cerns Wharton and Mauly,” said Kippa.
“But I thought you'd better all he
here,”

“Begad ! said Lord Mauleverer, with
a start. “What the dickens are you
drivin' at, Kipps, yon ass?"”
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#How does it concern me?" asked
Wharton., “You're talking in riddles !

“You remeiwnher what Shakespearo
pays — "

“Oh, blow Shakespears!”

“We don't want Shakespeare now!”
roared Johnny Buli. “We want to get
our prep done, xou burbling jabber-
wock ! .

YYBut it's to the point,” said Kipps
lt-.zﬂmlzr. and he proceeded to quote from
the great Williar: :

#¢ Who steals my puree, steals trach :
But he that filches from me my good
© name, ) :
Huhitlmu of that which 1ot enriches
1. _ .
And leave: me pucr indecd ' ™

The juniors stured blankly at Kipps.

“Have wvou brovght us all here to
quote Shakespeare at we?” demanded
Johiny Bull, in tones that were almost
nu!frhuruuﬂ.

“Not whollx. The thing is, that some-
body has been filching Wharton’s good
name, and I'm goirg te rut the stopper
on!”

Whavion jumped

“ My good nanu ¥ ke repoated,

YExuetly,  Sujpposc ﬁcnmi:hudi,; made
oul that you'd beer betting with book-
makers- y

“I?* velled Wharton,

““And were going to tw szoked from
Greviriacs for e — 7

“Are you dotry 1"

*And had made up your ind to run
away from school firgt—-"

Wharton rese to his feet,
elittering,

Do you mean that somebods’s been
spinning a yarn hike that about me,
Kipps?™" he asked,

“Right on 1the wicket ™
cheorfully, -

“Then I'm glad vea've dold me! T
want to knuw it mersy merchant's
name next "

“Loder."

“"Loder " wasped Wharion.

“Good old Loder! Sportin®  old
Lader I agreed Kipps, “Don’t stare at
me like a fish out of water, Mauly!
Your cves will drop oui i vou're nof
careful I

Lord Mauleverer’s faw had dropped,
and he was blinking dazedly at Kipps.
He could see tha the schoulboy conjurer
kuew what had jassed v Loder's study
n short time before; thoagh how, Mauly
could not EUeEE,

“What doecs Mauiy know about it:"
asiked Bob Cherey, in wender.

"1t was Mauly Loder epun the varn
o "

“Mauly 7 shourea the juninrs.

% %“Oh, begad!” gasped ford Maul-
evorer, sinking into a chair.  “Kipps,
you rotter, if you xuow sboct ir, shuat
your silly head! What's the good of
bringin' it all out before :hese follows,
von tattlin® ass”

“Do you wean io pay thar von be-
lieved it about mie, Muuly '™ shouted
Wharton,
 U'monot goin’ £

“Yon—you ass--

“Don’t jaw oli Maciy,” sald Kipps,
“Manlv |'-E‘u_u1d uir itk hittle man, and
. ‘.II'lIJJJ_';.'h W renmeg

"harton.”

“What on earth ¢o wvou
plain, vou fatheodd ™

“You see, I wne in Loder's study,”
Baid Kipps, “1 *cld vou what 1 was
going to do. Weli 1 hud just finished
making his bed condyv. whes Loder came
i, amd, you oan ot 1 kewt behind the
aurtaing, like old Polouius in Rhalke-
speare. I didn't want o0 5o Loder just
thon, with his bea i1 that cheery stato.
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said Wipps

ray & word o
4

Y3 osave your bacon,

Ex-

.'-I:l'-‘].]l?

It would have been a painful meeting.”

“(iot on, you ass!"

“Loder sent for Mauly, and Mauly
came, and Loder started o yarn on him,
Poor old Mauly didn’t believe it at first,
till Loder proved it——"

“Proved it 7" yelled Wharton.

“Yes; in your own handwriting."

“Mum-mum-my handwriting ?" stam-
mered Wharton dazedly,

“Yes, And how you came to be such
a howling ass to write such a letter beats
me hollow 1™

“Letter? I've written no letter!”

““H'm! Loder produced a letter which
convineed Mauly that if vour debt to a
bookmaker wasn't paid, you had to run
away from school to escape the sack.
Mauly trotted out a tenner %:nr you,”

“Great Scott !

“You can bet," continued Kipps,
“that I was flabbergasted. When anﬂar
read out the letter, I thourht ho. was
spoofing Mauly; but Mauly recognised
your hand, and had to bhelieve it. It's
your fist, right enough; ['ve seen it too
—now,"”’

“Either you're a lunatic, or I'm
dreaming ! said Wharton dazedly. *I
suppose  you fellows know this is all
rot 7"

“Bomebody’'s off his rocker, that's a
cert I said Bob Cherry, rubbing his
nose. ““Get on with the yarn, Kippy,
before wo scalp vou !

“Well, Mauly squeezed out the tenner,
and Loder told him to send you into the
slaud,u'.“whnrt-un, to have it. You came
1]‘1 &
“Mauly told me Loder wanted me—
that's right enough. [ didn't see you
there, Kipps,”

“1 was understudving old Polonius—
behind the curtain,” grinned Kipps. 1
saw you through a chink, though. Loder
jawerd some rot, and never gave you any

anknote, "

“Of course he didn't ! suid Farry.

“He—he—he didu't?”  gusped Lord
Mauleverer,
“Why should he, as?" demanded

Wharton.

“Oh, begad!" said Lord Mauleverer,
in helpless bawildermont.

“And then I knew, of course, that
Loder had been spoofing Mauly, using
Wharton's name to get hold of the
tenner,”  said Kipps.  “He mumbled
somcthing  about the Cross Keys, and
went out, and 1 cleared.”

“Do you mean to sayv that but for
that you'd have belicved the yarn you
say Loder told Mauly " demanded Harry.

“Naturally,"”

“Why, you rotter

“Easy does 1t !" said Kipps. “It's your
own fault, when you wrote it down in
vour own hand. Unless vou're potty, I
don’'t know why wvou did that, and Mauly
docsnt know—do you, Mauly*"

“l—I—I—"" stuttered Mauleverer.
“ Loder made me promise noit to mention
it to Wharton."

* But you'd have found out that Whar-
ton never had the note,” grinned Kipps.

“Oh, I—I see now! But—but the
lotter -

“What letter?" roared Wharton,

“The letter you wrote to your uncle,
begad, aboat runnin’ away from schoaol !
zaid Lord Mauleverer indignantly, “The
letter Loder tock out of the post-bag
to-day.  If it wasn't true, what did you
write it all to vour uncle for®™

“Are you mad! gasped Harry. 1
haven't written to my unels to-day."

The (o, locked on in utter astonish-
ment.  They felt as if cheir heads were
turning round,

“You wrote that letter, whether Loder
got it from the post-bag or not,” said
Kipps. “For there it is'™

And Kipps @ung she letber on the table,

= ¥E

| his hands hard.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Plotter’s Punishment !

ARRY WHARTON picked up the

[_:I letter. He made a sign to his

chums, and they all read it
together.

“You wrote that, Harry?!" exclaimed
Nugent.

“Oh, yes, I wrote that!"

“I knew it was your fist,” =aid Lord
Mauleverer. ““I couldn’t believe it when
Loder read it out to me, but—but when
I saw your fist—"

“You howling ass!" exclaimed Harry,
aghast. *“ Do you think that's a letter
from me to my uncle?”

“Yaas, of course.”

“What the thunder is it, then?'" ex-
claimed Johnny Bull. “ Are you going
off your onion, Harry 1"

Wharton laughed involuntarily.

“It’s purt of a play, you duffers !"

“A play? gas Mauleverer,

“ Do you think 1 should write such a
letter seriously "

ui Yﬂ.ﬂﬂ..”
ou chump——"

asy does 18!" said Kipps quietly.
“ That wants some explaining, Wharton.
We write our plays on impot paper.
That's written as a letter, on note-
paper."

Wharien’s eyes flashed.

“Do you mean to tell me that Loder
passed this off on Mauly as a letter
written by me to my uncle?” he asked.

“Yaas.”

“¥Yes, he did.”

“By Jove!” Harry Wharton elenched
“The scoundrel! Now
I can see light. That's why he asked me
not to mention about his precious idea
of a dramatic socicty in the Sixth. I can
tell you now. You remember Loder hurt
his wrist on the footer-ground, or pre-
tended to?" exclaimed Harry, as a fresh
suspicion eame into his mind. *That's
why the cad was putting on good-temper ;
he wanted an excuse for pretending to
hurt his wrist, so that he could ask me
to write down his rot at his dictation.”

“¥You never mentioned you'd written
anything to his dictation,” said Dob,
with a curious glance at his chum.

“He asked me not to,” said Harry
savagely. “I never suspected any trick,
He was making up a fat-headed play—or
he said he was -and asked me to write
down an act. Ile hadn't any foolscap,
s0 notepaper was nsed. That letter occurs
in the play. It was a play about school
life, with a characler named Harry, who
g{:tuﬂintu difficultics with a bookic.”

i L

“1 can see it all now,” went on Harry,
his handsome face crimson with anger.
“He was spooling me. He wasn't writ-
ing a playv at all, and only got me to
write that letter to spoof Mauly with, and
get ten quid out of him.”

“Oh, the awful rotter!” said Nugent,
with a deep breath.

"1 gee now,” said Kipps slowly, “[i
beat me how you came to write that
lettor, if it wasn't true; but when Loder
kept the ten pounds, I knew it must be
a trick somehow.”

“* And that ass Mauly believed it 1"

“Don't jaw Mauly,” said Nugent, 1
should have believed it if I'd seen it in
your own handwriting. "

“What!"

“The believefulness wounld have been
terrific.” remarked Hurree Singh. * You

-also would have believed it of another

esteemed person, my worthy chum.”
Wharton paused.
He nodded at last. He could not help
niddmitting the justice of the remoark.
*“I—1 sappose I should have,” he said
slowly,  “Mauly knew nothing about
Loder getting me to write for him. And
—and believing this, Mauly, you handed
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out ten quid to save me from the push,
as you supposed?”’

“1 ecouldn’t do less, dear boy,” said
Lord Mauleverer. *"Never mind the
cash, I'm only too glad it's turned out
to be o lie. It's been worryin’ me fear-
fully.”

“And if Kipps hadn't happened to be
in the study, you'd believe 1t still, and
would never have mentioned a word to
me " Wharton exclaimed, aghast.

“I1—I suppose so, begad!”

“(Oh, the rotter!” Wharton ground
his teeth.
or no prefect!”
~“And the tenner's gone,” =said Bob
Cherry, with a whistle, “Loder’s gone
out, and you can guess where he's gone—

the tenner.” ;

wit

“That's all right,” said Kipps.
knew what he wanted the tenner for.
But Loder won't back Blue Bonnet this
journey, five to one against. 1 rather
thought that Mauly would like to have
his tenner back, under the cires——"

“Yaas, begad!”

“ And here it is!”

Kipps tossed a ten-pound note across
the table to the astonished Mauleverer,

“How the dickens—"" began Bob
Cherry.

Kipps chuckled.

“1 saw, where Loder put that letter
and the tenner—in his pﬂc:l;et.ahﬂnk, in his
inside pocket. 'Tain't for nothing that
I'm a conjurer and sleight-of-hand mer-
chant. I ran into Loder as he was going
put—"

“*My hat!” :

“He laid into me with his cane, but
his pocket-book was in my pocket all the
time,” grinned Kipps. “ 8o I stood it. 1
fished the letter and the banknote out,
and I've put his pocket-book on the table
i his study. He'll find it there when he
comes in.  What he'll say at the Cross
Keys when he misses it 1 don’t know.
Something very strong, I dare say.”

*“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Put your tenner away, Mauly,” said
Wharton. I don’t know how to thank
vou for sticking up for me like that, old
chap. Tt isn’t every fellow who'd spring
a tenner to get a chaﬁ out of a fix with-
out saying a word about it. It was all
bunkum, but I'm just as much obliged.™

“Don't mench, dear boy!"” said Lord
Mauleverer.  “I'm jolly glad it's turned
out like this. What an awful Hun Laoder
1=, by il He onght to have been born
in Prassia, really !

“The Head ought to know about this,”
saicl Johnny Bull abruptly. “ Wharton,
vou enght to take that letter to the Head,
and tell him the whole varn, Loder
woiild be sacked like a shot.™

*“He shall pay for this, prefect |
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Wharton tossed the letter into the fire.

“You ass!” exclaimed Johnny,

“All serene!"™ said Harry. "I know
Loder ought to be shown up, but we're
not going to de it. Thie study can look
after itself without calling for help.”

“But Loder’s not going to get off scot-
free!” shouted Bob,

““No,"” said Wharton, sctting hig teeth,
“he’s not. . Loder's going to be ﬂpurashe::i
till he howls!”

“(Oh, crumbs ™

“And I'm going to thrash him!”

“Thrash a prefect?” gasped Nugent.
~ “Loder can’'t eome the prefect over us
in this case. If he does, we’ll take the
matter before the Head. Never mind
prep now, Come with me to Loder’s
study, and we'll wait for him.”

““Hedr, hear!” said Kippe.

And they went.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Grim Alternative.
LUDER of the Bixth found the light

on in his study when he came

back, He came in with a black

brow, which grew blacker at the
sight of seven juniors of the Remove
waiting in his study. Then he started
as he caught sight of his pocket-book on
the table, and eaught it up.

“ What do you fags want here?” began
Loder.

“You can take vour pocket-book,” said
Harry scornfully. * I've burnt the letter
you swindled me into writing, Loder, and
Mauly's got his banknote back."

“ Wha-a-at?”

Loder fairly staggered;

“You see, 1 was in the study all the
time,” said Kipps cheerfully. *“1 bowled
out your little gamé from start to finish,
Loder, and brought Wharton and Mauly
together to compare notes. Savvy$”

oder’'s face was a study.

“You'l find your bed rather in a
muck,’” added Kipps. “But I don’t think
you'll make a fuss about it, Loder. Tt
won't pay you”

Wharton closed the etudy door and
Frckud up Loder’s cane. Loder eyed him
i

ke a woll,
" Now you ecan mkr:‘ vour chaoice,
Loder,” said Wharton quictly. * You've

slandered me to Mauleverer to screw
money out of him. You practically stole
his ten-pound note, to bet on the racce.
You're going to have the thrashing of
your life !”
“What?"
furiously.
“Or else you can take the matter
before the Head!” said Wharton.

muttered the  prefect

-Sixth at their own aweéet will.
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““That's” your choice. Shove him oves
the table, you fellows!"
“What-ho !"”
It was the first opportunity the juniors
had had of handling the bully ﬂli_..n:ih"
er

struck out savagely as they collared him.

"1 II]{‘I:I-HE comea. here, Loder, the
matter will have to be settled in pui)]il:'.“-
gaid Wharton. *'It'zs vour affair.”’

Loder #@ropped his hands. Well he
knew what the result would be if his
swindle and trickery became known. Un-
resisting, the bully of the Sixth was ﬂm

the juniors,

across the table b _
downwards. Then “?harfnn started with
the cane.

Lash, lash, lash, lash!

Loder's face was deadly white with rage
and humiliation. He dared not re-
gist; he dared utter no ery. For expul-
sion from the school, in black and undy-
ing disgrace, was over his head, and his
fate was in the hands of ‘the juniors he
had so cunningly tricked.” He had to take
that tremendous thrashing at the hands
of a junior ‘leat woree should befall him.
And he took it, to the last lash—and the
last lash was mot deélivered till Harry
Wharton's arm was aching.

Then the captain of the Remove flung
the cane into a corner,

“Come on, you fellows!” he said
“That's enough for you, Loder; and
vou'd bettor leave the Remove alone in
future!"

Harry Wharton & Co. left the study.
Loder slid from the table, pale as deﬂlft,
his eyes burning. A torrent of savage
words poured from his lips; but that was
all the solace he had, such as it was
The chums of the Remove had the upper
hand, and the “sportsman"” of Grey-
Lriaasimd to take his gruel quietly. _And
£ |

L] - - L] L]

Loder’s bet was not laid with the beery
Mr. Beele after all,"and the chance of a
lifetime had to be missad. Loder found
a little consolation on Thursday, how-
ever, when he learned that Blue Bonnet,
the horse that was to romp home five to
one agdinst, had come in sixth on the st
The dead cert had proved extremely un-
certain  after all, ar dead certs so often
do. So nothing had been lost, though a
terrific thrashing had been gained, by the
defeat of the Prefect’s Plot,

THE END.

(Don’t misa *“ THE GREYFRIARS
FLYING CORPS ! ""—next Monday's

grand story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

ke Editors Chat |

o . ey b I‘l‘ml‘ll"plq

For Next Monday :

“ THE GREYFRIARS FLYING CORPS!™
By Frank Richards.

Theve are manv elements in this story
wlich should make its allround appeal
to  readers preat.  Flving-men, aero-
planes, Zeppeling, footer, and a mystery
of the paszt all enter.into it., Fisher T.
Fish supplies the coinic element, with His
Greyfriavs Flving Corps, in their absurd
Little caps. and his very amateurish aero-
wlann, to go up in which i_:! dangerous,
but luckily not too easy, as it has a trick
of vefusing to ascend, The mystery is
cleared U(I'J: _the Zeppelin is brought
down : and Fish's flying corps passes into
the realms of things forgotten.

A REQUEST FROM THE EDITOR.

Will readers kindly abstain from ring-
ing me up on the telephone? 1T don’t
want to seem discourteous or disobliging ;
but I am a very busy man, and I really
have not time to answer questions as to
whether a certain back number is in
print, or whether a letter or a story has
been received. To put the matter
plainly, that i not what we have a
telephone installation for., We have it
to help on work, not to hinder it. And
answering these queries from readers
does not help on work, They are
questions only of importance to the
gskers, not to the paper. ‘The post is
the proper medium for these things.

As to back numbers, these can gener-
ally be had from this office if they are
not more than three months old; if they
go back beyond that it is not likely they
will be in stock. Applications for them
should not be addressed to the Editor,
but to the firm, and stamps at the rate
of 1zd. for each 1d. number wanted, or
3d. for a double number, should be en-

closed. If the copies cannet be sent, the
stamps will be rcturned sz a matter of
course.

——————

NOTICES.
Back Numbers, Eic.,, Wanted.

By F. R. Frewin, T82, Fulham Road,
Fulham, S3.W.—any back numbers of
“Magnet.” State price when writing,
and write early, please,

B H. Davia, 39, Quilter Street,
Bethnal Green, ¥.—*The Boy Without
a Name."

By Miss Thompson, 1. Rock Avenue,
Gillingham, Kent—** Groviriars Herald,”
Noz. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 10, 12, 13. and 14,

ot

Ta: MAnssT Tisrary.—No. 478,
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

named him  Squiff. SR paon

Quincy Iffley Field is hia correct

name; but Bob said that Sampson
Quincy Iffley Field was too much, seeing
that life was short. And none of Bob's
chums pointed out that in any case no
one  would ever call him Sampson
Quincy Iffloy Field, any more than any-
ong—except perhaps the wife of his
hosom when inclined to nag—would call
a man Henry Obadiah Nebuchadnezzar
Perkina. Squiff is no shorter than Field.
But Squiff it has been from the first,
when the Australian junior tried to crowd
in with the Famous Five at Lantham
Junetion, and Bob spotted the initials
“3.Q.1.F.” on his-bag.

“A Cool Card” was the title of the
story in which Squiff came to Greyfriars ;
and a cool card Squiff is. He has more
than ordinary skill in the devising of
japes, and he never lacks the audacity
to carry them through.

But he is something more and better
than that. Colonial readers are apt to
complain that the great dominions aver-
Beas do not get sufficient representation
1t the stories of Greyiriars and 8t. Jim's.
A fair answer to that would be to say
that, after all, boys from the dominions
are not quite as plentiful at DBritish

IT was the humorous Bob Cherry who

rublit: schools as blackberries on a briar- |

wmsh i October. . Three Colonials in the
KRemove at Grevictars—Squilf  himself,
Tom. Brown, and Delarey—form quite a
fair percentage.

In any case, howesrer, Australian
readers have no need to complain of
their own special representative in the
stories.

Squiff is as good a fellow as one might
hope to meet in a long day's march—
cheertul, plucky, good-tempered, ready
of brain and hand, “A good sort all
round,” as a boy would say: “a really
uice felfw,” a girl might put it

Soimewhere or other not long ARO there
was it article the writer of wiich asaid
that tho great Colonies, short as their
histories  are, weve already producing
men dilfering essentially not only from
the British stock whence they sprune,
but also from one another. You could
not, he said, mistake an Australian for
a Unnadian, The New Zealander tends
to be riore like the Australian; but here
again  thera 13 a quite pereeptible
difference,

A good deal of this is certainly .true,
as far as the ~observation of one who
knows something about the matter goes.
Pt the difference is more on the surface
— e in apnearance—than underneath.
Theso 15 an old proverh which savs,
Ceecateh a Hussian, and you fnd a
Tartir.” Germany had only to threaten
scratching to Gnd the men of the great
domninonus Brinsh !

v some small points the average
Australiatr  schoolboy may differ from
cur hoyvz heve; but he is like them in the
things that matter most.
love of & jape. of fair plav: he has thoeir
iesia of honour.” He may use a few
words that ave to thom unknown: but
t.ais makes vo big difference. One can-
not reen!! Bouiff =aving that n thing was
“bonza 7 {or “bonzer,” for the spelling
of the word seems doubtful); but if he
aver did he only meant that it was
amphatically all right.  And he must
often have used the word at home in
MNew Sonth Wales,

it took 1n the Famous Five—and,

Tre Maswst Lisriny.—No. 475

He has their,

No. 10.—S. Q. L. FIELD.

indeed, the whole Remove—completely
when ho first came. Perhaps they
deserved to be taken in, They might
have known that no Australian boy could
yossibly be so ignorant of cricket as
Squiff pretended to be. Cricket plays a
big part in our national life; but 1t plays
an even bigger one in the life of the
sunny southern land whence Squiff hails.

Meekly he studied “Cricket for
Beginnees " ; meekly he accepted hinis
at the nets from fellows who did not
know half what he did; and quite cheer-
fully he {fell in with Harry Wharton's
offer to give him to Dick Trumper, of

Courtheld, whose team was short of a
[Mian.
Aund then—the mask was dropped!

Sqmiff showed what he could do, and the
Hemove team had a licking which was

o )

e ———

cliefly the work of the supposed noviee,

Mr. Richards may have based that
stary on fact, elaborating a little, as
authors will  For it i3 true that when
S, M. J. Woods {the very name reminds
one of Squifl’s!) turned up at Brighton
College as a long-limhed voungsier of
anout Squiff™ aga, he was sshed whether
lia rould bowl at all, and modestly re-
phied, “A bit.," He was given one brial,
and went atraight into the School Eleven,
for eay Lthen he was a fast bowler almost
good rnongh to play—as he did play in
i Uambyidge days and Tatee—for the
ixontienon of Kngland.

~Bgqual =on showed his mettle at Grey-
broars i frbar things besides cricket—
siksidi (e domain of games altogether,

It waas a great notion of his to g0 to
flizholiffe a3 a new bov, and show
Ponsonby & Uo, how a resolute fellow
could tackie them.  Not only did he
stind up to the nuts, bhut also to the
anohhish Mr, Mcbha, to whom he ad-
mi=terad o dose of his own physic—the
cana (M course, there were ruckions
ta2  imoosturs was  discovered.
Pon aneaked ; but Sqoif and the Famous
Wive tarrad and feathered 1Pon for that
naaty «irick .

Fuarly in his career at Greyfriars he
knoek »d out Bolsover, atid he has alwavs
bernt a good Agihting man—one of the
thiree or rovre bast tn the Remove.,. But
nerhags b merry Janes and his skill in
teraft have done more to make him
ita with readess than even lis

when

£y
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athletic prowess; and he is all there in
any branch of sport—ericket, footer, box-
ing, swimming, gymnastics, running, or
jumping. It was Squiffl who devised the
dodge of the supposed Maori footballers

who played St. Jim's on Courthield
Common, when the ban of Mr. Quelch
[i‘revented the Remove from meeting

om Merry and his men on the playing-
fields of Greyfriars. The fire brizade
was Squiff’s scheme, and some fun, as
well as some serious usefulness, came of
that. The Australian was captain of the
brigade at first, but generously resigned
in favour of Mark Linley after the
Lancashire lad's heroic rescue of Bunter,

During Johnny Bull’s absence Squiff
was a member of the Famous Five, as
deputy for his chum; and he has always
been on_terms of clese friendship with
them. Froin the Grst he liked Vernon-
Smith, who was no longer the rotter he
had been when Squiff arrived: and he
stcod by the Bounder more than once
when other fellows thought him going
back to his old ways. During Squiff’s
membership of the Famous Five quite a
lot of things happened; but one cannot
pretend to give a history in each of theso
articles—only a’ mere sketch i1z meant.
And so one needs to do no more than
mention the German spies—including the
egregious Bunter's * Belgian " — the
Zeppelin trip, and the great jape played
ol -':_!anri_al Constable (oker, when Sguilf
nnd the rest masquernded as invading
Huns!

Coker got his own back. Very, very
seldom has Bampson Quiney Ifloy Field
had such a set-back as befell him whan
Coker & Co, painted hia face, and put
him, bound up, in a hamper, and had
him delivered at Greyfriars!

But he has thought out 2o many jokea
on others that he could well wllford to
be on the wrong side of the rails for
once, [t was Sguilf who suggested
Wibley's personation of Mr. Mobbs at
Highcliffe, whereof came sorrow to the
nuts: and many another wheeze has he
devised, And there are more to come
vel: vou mayv be sure of that.

SPECIAL NOTICE!!

In Next Week's [ssus=
will begin a Great
New Serial—

“IN A LAND
OF PERIL!”

By EEVERLEY KENT.

The Extracts trom the
“Greyfriars Herald,”

which have been so
popular a feature of
this paper during
the last few weeks,

WILL BE CONTINUED IN

GEM.”
D:-n't Miss Next Week's

“Gem" o1 any account !
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THE GREYF RIARS HERALD. |
OUR RIVAL

DRE in sorrow than in anger, the

M Editor-in-Chief of the *“Grey-

friars Herald ' condescends to

take notiée of an absurd attempt

to run a rival paper—the work of two

migguided members of a Lower Form,

whose vau]tmg ambition has quite obvi-
ously o'erleaped itself,

G—y and M——-—s are the two
specimens of the inky-ingered brigade
referred to. The paper appears to have
owed its origin to the collapse of a small
!;rmt[:r in the town which G y

onours with his presence during hols.
G——y's Aunt Matilda had been gener-
ous. G——y had money to burn, and he
bought the complete outfit.

S0 he styled it; but its completeness
snems problematic, as the explanation of
"ﬂ——q. head foreman printer and
prlﬂ't-EI‘.‘! devil to the new rag, as to its
extraordinary t;.pugimphu:ui appearance is
that he couldn’t help 1t ad to use
the type he'd got, he suppnwd and he'd
be blessed if he believed any other chap
would have done any better with such a
job lot !

" Enough as to the mechanical side,
to the other department, G——y has
expressed himself as of opinion that he
and M——s—not, he says, that he thinks
much of M——s as a journalist—were
Lﬂ able of licking the whole staff of the

erald,” with occasional contributors
thrown in, into a cocked hat of the most
cocked variety,

We of the *Herald ' decline to waste
our time i1n argument on that point.
Certainly G y and M—-s produced
between them a number—the first, and,
fortunately, the last—the like of ‘which
the “ Hernld " staff never has produced.
But the “Herald " stalf has never tried
on these lines, and is never likely to.

Here follows a true and accurate
reproduction of the ill-fated venture.
Some explanation of our giving it this
utterly undeserved prominénce may be
considered necessary,

In the first place,

we reprint it as a
warning to others. Who knows when
ambition may next seize some other
dJufier—when the temptation held out by
a stony-broke printer may induce, say,
¥F—Dh of the Hemove, U——r of the
Fifth, or, haply, one of the many weird
FpPeCimens I the Lpper Fourth. to buy
d complete * plant,” and do likewise?

In the second place, the one issue of
the ** Weakly " has beecome a kind of
historical document, It 15 understcod
that 150 copies were printed.  Only one
12 extant—ihe one thrust under the door
of our editorial office. The other 149
perished in the flames, consigned thither
Lw the stern hand of a certain respected
member of the Greyfriars tutorial staff,
whom we need not indicate by name.
'The one reiaining copy would be worn
to rugs if all who wanted to read it were
allowed to borrow it for that purpose ;
but by reproducing it in the *'Herald”
we give evervone a chance.

Chue printer raised difficulties at frst
about giving 1t as it stood. He did not
think it would reflect eredit on him. But,
of course, we gtood firm |

Here poes, then!

As|

G—Y'8 WEAKLY.*
EDDItoriAl

We ShaLL nLL‘ua '8 BE pleesEd to
see ThinGs hl’:lﬂn% ¥ tD0 our REeders
—we MEEn Tails, Artikel8, anD
POmeS—nOt KrlthD

We hav plezur in oferin to publick a
neu hig clas paper The events Of the
DaY wil b given regularly And we hav
no doubt That the new PaPeR Will Be

Popular
News of the daY
BoY Bcouts
This tremendous _orGanlsaTion has

been Ritly called the commencement of a
fresh ERa in this empire The 3rd foRM
t;lﬂnp 1z dolng wonDeRs Gud luck to
them

10cal ehat chAt
deAth of Mr3 Mimble'S tomCat

Jult as We go to preSS news reaches
ul of the suDDen deatH of ToBy thE

famous cat belonging to the estemd MREs.
mimBle rip

EdUecatioN
wE Propo3e to giv plEnTy of news
about the Scheol The DocToR is a gud

sporIAnd we lik him alrightBUt he has
some bad habiTSone iz that he ThinKs
a loT TOO MUCH about raTTeN LatIN
Stil.l, heReé’s to him good fORTune go
WITh him

BiTs fromthe poLts

JohNNy sTeut Is no 001
bEcalUse hes AlWaye quick AnDCools

the WheTHER.

the WEther is SurE To BE bAd NEXt
WeeK or FaleinG tHAt Good

*Editorial Note.—This is a {rank con-
fession which, if intentional, goes far to

mitigate the crime, 'The weakness is in
the head, no doubt.—H, W,

our MENO

take one RoasT gOOSE and sERVE it
uicK wiTh plENTY of apple sauceAnd
3umplmGEtu Follow this 18 VerYPopu-

thﬂ FutuRe
th:spaﬁermli ISSUEDevery day
thoughtfor the DAY—tHe 4th estates
MIghTY wiT

noaH haD a little. ham, billy bunTer
hada lot.
poPUlar sonGS

Its A long LONG wait for BUNTER

ITS a long tIME to

he wants lus POSTAL order

| but the spond ulix mever show

hes a rum old chap is buater and
plaGUEY hARD tO please

when gruB is going freely THE chance
hes there to seize.
sing TO me Onli with YOUR eyes
and 1 will not ask for Song
BECAUSE when er vou vocalise
You gET the NOTES all Rong

i HOPE you no ROBINA

you OUGHT just TO have seen HER
as she TRips al-:mg the Way

Shea Niece to Mrs mimble

her buty makes you trimble

and that all ive to say.

our cereal tal.e was he TO blame?

book T

Chap I
as the DuKe uf sludchester scoffed his
MORNING koffEE hisEyedid chance to
lite on a letter WHICHDID lie On his
TabLE this Letter was FRom the fair
1Ady Rosabel,

to BE conTINUED
thought For the dAy

if 1 shouLd liv To Be

the last SHRimp in the sea

ill Have my Fling

i Shant pleaD for any pITY
bUt laugh And be gunite Witty

and as haPPy as a king.

NOW ON SALE.

IN THE

“BOYS’
FRIEND ”
LIBRARY

A Wonderful Tale of

A Grand Story

: NO. 369.—DICK SANDS, THE BOY CAPTAIN—VOL. 2
NO. 370.—WARNED OFF.
NO. 371.—THE KING OF SCOUTS,

A Magnificent Yarn of Buffalo Bill.
By W. MURRAY GRAYDON,

NO. 372.—THE ARMOURED R IDER.

A Rousing Laughable Story of Jack, Sam, and Fete.
By §. CLARKE HOOK.

Adventure in Africa. By JULES VERNE.

of the Turf. By ANDREW GRAY.

IN THE

"SEXTON'
| BLAKE ™
LIBRARY

A Tale of Sexton

Fod

'NO. 27.—A CASE OF BLACKMAIL.
By the Author of " The Case of Convict 308,” etc.

NO. 28,—SEXTON BLAKE, SPECIAL CONSTABLE ;
OR, HIS BROTHER'S CRIME.

By the Author of " Payment in Full," ™ The Banker's Trast,"”

Blahe v. Captain Horatio Peak, D.5.0.

efc.

ON SALE EVERYWHERE.

Price 3d. per Volume.
THE MaAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 475,
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THE

FIGHT FOR THE

FEED!

By WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER, Remove Form.

[Note.—Bunter’s epelling has been
revisad throughout. So has his syntax.
Otherwise the story is his own—as are
tho aentiments,—H. W.]

1.

T HE aun was strgaming through the
dormitory window of Cheesecake
Cojlege  when Charlie Chokko,
thin haro of this powerful story,

rolled oul of bed. _

Charlie wus a wise youth for his age,
and fultv realised that early rising was
ono of tho worst practices for the health.
Besides, it s apt to make one into a
ekinny bounder, like Bob Cherry or
Wharton ! .

But, for onee, Charlie rose earlier than
uwanal. The rising-bell had clanged out
Larely ap hour ago! _

. No, Charlie was not developing the

bad and injurious habit of rising early.

Tho fact of the matter was, Charlie had
not had enough to eat the day belore.
Ti is shameful to think of how little food
boys get at public schools nowadays,
oapecinlly if the boya happen ‘to have
dolicate constitutions and rather uncer-
tain eppotites, like the author!

Tho memory of past feeds haunted lEcmr
Charlie  thgoughout the night, Four
times ho had dreamed he was sithing
down to a royal repaat ; four times he was
jist putiing a tart into his mouth when
]]m woke up !

At last he could bear it no longer, and
just as he was ifd the act of getting out
of hel in 2earch of graub, our atory opena,

Charlio should have been captain of his
Iorm, but he was kept down by the
personal  jealousy of a skinny rotter
named Snorlon,

Sunrton and his idiotic pals, who were
gallad tho Foolish Five, were, as usual,
already down, .

(“harlia tramped down the etairs with
an achmg void inside him, and stagggred
peross the Close in the direction of the
tuckshop. .

He managed to reach the establishment
without parishing of atarvation on the
way, but iho foolish old damo who kept
the shop had the audacity to cast doubts
nn his perfectly veracious statement that
ho wag expecting a posial-order, and even
refused to lot him have any prub,
although ha informed her distinetly and
govoral times that lia titled relations
worn aonding him large remittances!

v Ho passed out of the shop in a fainting
condirion, and chanced to sec the familiar
firure of Simon Snakke, a notorious
village charactor,

* Bnakko was always at loggerlieads with
tho boyva of Checsecake College, and
Charlie had walloped lim more than
ONee.

s Bnakke was engaged in digzing up the
E}h}'inq-ﬁ-ﬂda for all he was worth, The
porl fAlow in all directions,

Suddenly he atooped, and lifted a heavy
wooden box oui of the hole he had made.

Charlie Chokko poasped, removed his
spectacles, rubbed them with his pocket-
haudkerchiof, replaced them wupon his
small, shapely nose; and looked again,
long and hard.

Could he beolieve the evidence of his
eyes?

What could be in the box? What was
the one thing a man would use 30 much
encrey to obtain? Thero was only one
Hawer

GRURB!

Tha achool treasure. containing pre-
served catables, beyond doubt!

[t waa common knowledge that the old

Prints] and
Agonuta for Auatrs

B

=

friars had buried a treasure-chest some-
whera in the school grounds. What
should the old friars treasure so greatly
but the one thing of real importance—
erub!

The old chest might contain tinned
beef, multon, pineapple, and—who
knows?!—pringer-beer !

“Tho greedy beast!" grunted Charlie
disgustedly. **Fancy not asking me to
tha feed! TI'll show him!"

Ho pushed back his cuffs, and pranced
up to the gluttonous scoundrel Snakke
in a warlike way, the blood of the ancient
Fryze Chokko gniling in his veins.

“Kim on!" he cried fearlesaly, picking

up a large stone and hurlin,ﬁi it at Simon
Snakke's head. “ Funk! I'll beat you
with bare knuckles! Coward! Yah!”

While Snakke was rubbing a rapidly-
riajng bump on the aide of his head,
Charlie, who had a dauntlessa spirit,
picked up a large stick and gave him a
tremendous blow in the amall of the
back. :

Just as Snakke was ubout to fall back-
wardza, Charhe. gave him a skilful kick—
ho was a good footballer, although ho was
kept out of the Form tecam by jealovsy—
with the result that Simon fell grovelling
upon his ugly fece, completely knocked
out of time.

Charlie stood wpon the villain’s head
m triumph. Yet once more had his
science and pluck as a boxer stood him in
good stead !

“Now that 1 have got the grub, I
muat find somewhere to eat it,” he mur-
mured thoushtfullv, “ I Snorton & Co.
cot wind of it they'il want me to whack
it out. 'l tuke 11 o the woodls, and
have a good tuck-an!  Blow morniog
lessons ! 'l give them a miss!”

I~ was & recklesa bov. was Charlie,
and the terfor of the masters. 0ld
Squelch, his Form-master. dared not say
u word to him, much lesa give him lines,
whatever faults ha committed.  Seuelel

iﬂ.'&% daunted by the brave and fearless
1
a .

Hao balanced the box upon his head--
for he had a strone, thick head, a sure
sign of a powerful brain—and marched
out of the vates,

e was just about to leave the main
road and tura into the footpath throuesh
tha wood, whon a horde of yonng
hooligans from Gorvers’ Grammar School
pounced upon him,

Never taken by sorprise, he threw the
bhox at one, kicked another under the
chin, back-heeled two or three, threw his
apectacles at yet anothor with dire effects,
and biffed twenty or so ower with his
head.

ITe picked up a heavy brick, and
knocked all the rest senselese with it
save one. That one—the cowardly
ruffian ! —aimed a brick at Charlie,
which kit him full upon his expansive—
and expensive —watstcoat.

He was bowled to the ground like a
cricket-stump, and whils he was srunting,
groaning, and casping for breath, the
snemy recovered and made off with the
Treasure.

When they were mere specks in the

distance, he sat uprand shook his fist after
them.

“Peoasta ™ i matierad undavntedlr,
And, jamming his spectacle on his nose,
nased on his wav to school and morning
0S6003,
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HAT morning Charlie was coms
pletely off his appetite. A pound
of sausages, & dozen eggs or &
and a plate of dough-nuts was al

he could consume, besides a few coursea
of pudding, and lLalf a dozen rashers of
bacon,

The lost treasure was worrying him,
and he bade fair to pine away, as his two
choice chums, Cuzzle and Gulp, sadly
foretold,

His entrancing figure had decreased
perceptibly, even after his firet poor meal,
m? what would he be like after a day of
it

It waa too horrible to imagine !

But Charlie did not mean to lat it go
on. He forced himself to eat a couple gf
dozen custards and a few pounds of ham-
sandwiches, and settled down to think
hard in the Form-room. Like most
healthy boys, he eould think best after
a square meal,

" Where would they ba most likely to
go in order to eat guietly?” he mur-
mured. *“ They eouldn't eai it before
morning school, that's pretty -cvident,
They will eat 1t after dinner. But
where "

He racked his mighty brain for an
ANSWer,

In the wood, ha remembered, thore was
a little clearing where a house was about
to be built. For many months that spaco
hadd been the favourite picnic.ground for
the two schools.

“The very place!” exclaimed Charlie,
his uppetite returning go quickly that he
began to chew his pen, “ We'll give 'em
a surprise there!'

Charlic unfolded his schema to his
hunzry chums, and at dinner-time thoy
made their way to the wood in [orce.

CAnd, as they expected, the gresdy
Grammarians were gathered round the
box, trymg to open it with thair toeth,

“At 'em!” roarmd Charlie, shying a
conple of brickbats.

Ilis chuims gallantly responded Lo his
vall, and, pathering i r:lﬂ:_‘].nl stones, and
bricks, attacked the Grammarians foar-
laslv,

Under Charlie’s gallant leadership they
felt sure of victory.

But crued fate overtook them.

A hefty brick, aimed by a cowardly
Grammaman, hit Charlie full in the
walstcoat, causing him acute discomfort.

But Charlie had endless writ and deter-
minaiion. 1o staggered on, bho foll, he
rose, and fell neain—on top of a Gram-
marian, who immediately assumed the
shape of a pancake— Dbut with a supor-
human effort he extricated his boot from
the Grammarian’s mouth, and again
rushed into the fray,

One Grammarian was cowardly enough
to try and thump him, but Charlio got
behind him when he wasn't looking and
cave him a hefty elump on the side of
tho head, which bowled him over liko a
ninepin.

Another rascally Grammarian tried to
stop him, but Charlie soon settled hia
hash with a tremendouns kick in the ribs,
which fairly doubled Lim up.

Charlie was almest frantie with hunger,
but he fought bravely on,

He and hizs hungry, trusty followera
cathored a fresh supply of bricks, and
hurled them with deadly certainty and
ACCUracy.

At last the final Grommarian
(Continued from page 19.)
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stretched upon the field of battle, and the
Chepsecakonians were victorious !

Each boy seated himeelf comfortably
upon a Grammarian, and the box was
quickly opened.

The best feed imaginable was revealed |

All kinds of tinned goods, shrimps,

bloaters, polonies, eggs—antique, no
doubt, buot  seemingly new-laid—and
vakes and ginger-beer galore!

The ancient friars -['i]"li?ll not have sone
hettor  if their prophetic vision had
foreseon Charlio Chokko!

“Here's to ourselves!’” roared the
noble Charlie, in stentorian tones.  And
he held aloft a glass of ginger-beor.

“Hear, hear!” bawled his chums. And

the toast was drunk amid loud and pro-
longed cheers.

Never had Charlie felt so hungry or o
happy !

His spectacles had been broken; and
the Grammarians refused to pay for
them : but all his troubles were forpotien
in the delights of that ripping fecd!

THE END,

MY FIRST CIGAR.

By RICHARD RAKE.

[EpitoriaL Note.—This is a frank con-
fession of Iicky's.
fdlow to own up like this. Yon don't
catch the bold, bad blades doing 1t—mot
likely I They maintain that they were
never made ill by smoking; they took to
it as a duck takes to water—or a
sharper to sharping - H, W_]

I'll ne'er forget my first cigar,
It was a Flor de Bolivar,
iven to me by my pa.

The dad's a rummy sort of chap,
Who never savs a lot;

But when he hands o licking out,
He hands 1t pretty hot |

Told me not to smoke, did dad,
Till I was twenty-one,

He may have known—or he may not—
That 1 had just begun,

I1e caught me in the f:l:l‘*f*llhﬂll&lﬂ.
With a “G}-'ppf " Ttwixt my lips;
And he stood still, zazing at me,

I1is hands upon his hips,

1 thought it meant a heking—
And dad's lickines aren’t a joke—-
But dad just smiled at me, and saud,
“ITere, Richard, take a smoke ™

He pulled out his cigar-case,
And gave me a cigar--

A whopping. fat, grear, shiny one—
A Flor de Bolivar.

Sutd dud, *Those “Gyppy 7’ cigarettos
Aren't good for vou amd me,

Try this, my son, and tell me how
With vou 1t doth agree!”

1le struck a matceh, and ht my smoke
Before he lighted his;

And the first three puffs 1 pulfed at that
1 thought 1t veal vood iz!

It seemoed the dad was off s nat
To be a0 very kind;

But that was ‘cause 1 Jdidn't twig
The pangs thot were behind !

Aliout the fifteonth putt 1 felt
My brow with sweat hedewed.

I longed to ehuck the thing away;
No po--too beartly rude !

And dad, he kept his eve on me,
And smaole a httle smile.

Just like o man he treated me—
Chatting away the while.
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He said he saw that I was now
No longer “just a pup 7

I looked for different treatment,
(f eourze, being now grown-up !

I was fecling beastly rotten,
And dad seemed to grow tall,

And that big cigar got bigger,
And 1 shrank very small !

It takes a decent |

I could feel my eyeballs starting,
And-evervthing looked red
But I stuck to that g Bohvar

Till 1 felt nearly dead !

The greenhouse seemed all on the whirl,
Just like a8 roundabout;

And dad’s voice had grown louder,
T'ill it rang like a shout,

The air was full of streaks and spots,
And rocky seemed the floor,

When I heard dad sayving kindly,
“Dick, don't smoke any more ™

He saw that I was fairly pipped;
In fact, 1 was half dead,
When he led me up the garden walk
And put me into bed.
. # * # # ® * H* » *®
I put these stars ahove this verse
To show how [ was feeling
| When T was laid upon the bed,
And saw the whirling ceiling,

| But dad, he never jawed a serap—
He tried to soothe my pain.

But T'll bet old dad was thinking,
“Dick will never smoke again "

'l ne’er forget my first cigar,
It was o Flor de Bolivar,
(fiven to me by my pa.

SWIMMING HINTS.

By HERBERT VERNON-SMITH.
! ITHOROUGH knowledge of the art

of swimming is generally admitted
to be of the greatest importance.
Bwimming is, as a means of loco-
| motion—next to walking—the most primi-
tive and simple.

To the prehistoric savage swimming
undoubtedly came as a sort of second
nature, g;wing a savage, he was not
afraid of water; unfortunately, a good
' many people, who think themselves
| civilised, are.

No one knows—history does not record
—who invented the aquatie. art. Mosg
probably we owe a debt for it to seme
half-animal man who one day, sitting
under a shady tree, 1dly watched the
movements of 4 frog in a neighbouring
pond or <tream, and straightway tried to
imitate it

Watch the next frog you come across,
land you will decide that this is a feasible
| theory,
| But don't do as the savage did, for you
!t might nor get farther than the bottom of
|lhe bathing-pool i the attempt.  And,
betng =0 civilised, vou wouldn’t like the
wetness theroe.

No: go heame to the drawing-room and
Aop vourself, waisteoat downwards, across
mother's best chair, so vou mav try the
movements i safety, and, which seems
important  to  some aof wvou, without
getting wet.

I have been told that a revolving musie-
stool t= lhard to beat for learning the
necezsdly movements with the arms and
legs. However, with all due rvespect to
those who thus advise, I would suggest
that a swonming-bath s quite 4 uzeful
place to learn swimming n.

The instructions following may not be
af much service to the beginner, for to
become a really good swimmer one really
needs a competent teacher. But veur
instructor wou't be annoyed with you for

ladder fixed to the side.

| the identity of
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havinp[z; read up your subject beforehand.
Complete ignorance 1s not always blissful
or blessed.

CONFIDENCE

when bathing is  all-important.  The
beginner should learn to know that water
bevond his depth i1s guite capable of sup-

porting his body. = You can-prove this

by an experiment en a shelving beach on
a day when the water is perfectly ealm,
Walk out to a depth of three feet, bend
down and take up o handful of sand.
Walk out a lLittle farther and do the same
thing. The farther out you go and the

more vour body is immersed;, the more

difficult it becomes to get wour handfual
of sand. Py the time you are in up to
the neck, you will lind your legs gomng
up as you duck your head under to get
low enough.

Don’t howl for help. Float. It's easy
enough,  Besides, you will be apt to
swallow more water than you need if you

howl.
THE FIRST STEPS.

A pgreat deal towards mastering the
rudiments of swimming can be accom-
plished without he]g from anyone. Go to
the swimming-bath, and stand on the
Let your feet
rest on the second or third rung from the
hottom, then strike off on the surface of
the water. Continue the arm movements
glowly and deliberately until your feet
sink. Walk back to the ladder and repeat
the performance. Btick to it, and after a
bit vou will find your legs don’t sink
nearly so soon. Then you are beginning
to learn to swim. o

Don't make use of artificial aids, such
as cork-belts, air-belts and bladders. Each
of these has a tendency to raise the body
above its proper position in the water,
Moreover, when once a pupil has used
any of these appliances he will find it
extremely difficult to discontinue them.

If you ean get a chum to help you, it
will be far better than any of these things

‘—eaven if he ducks you a few times, as

it's ten to one he will
-Again, cork belts and such things are
]iabﬁe to slip away from their proper
position should the straps become loose,
therchby causing the head to be sub-
merged. Not that o ducking will hurt
anyone; but the average learner, with
arttficial aid, may get over-confident, and
a failure of the thing he is relying upon
when he 15 out of his depth might prove
fatal. The tragedy consequent upon this
would vary in grievousness according ‘to
ﬁm learner. Most felows
here who would really be missed can
swim already.

VARIOUS MODES OF SWIMMING.

The old-fashioned stvle i1s the best—on
the breast. This forms the foundation of
almost every other stvle, and you must
learn to walk before you can run, any-
WY,

The first thing 15 to realise that water
will support your bodv—even though youn
may have broken the last automatic
weighing-machine at the station—and
that, in case of its failure, a good ducking
won't kill you, or even disturb per-
inﬂlnentiy that beautiful parting in your
1811,

The kold learner goes straight to the
shallow end of the bath and takes a
header. On nsing to the surface, he com-
mences the stroke by placing the hands,
backs upwards, slightly curved, with
thumb and fingers well together, wrists
touching the chest, and not more than
four inches from the surface. He thrusts
the hands forward to the full extent of
reach.  Then lie turns the palms out-
wards, and brings them back steadily and
decisively at right angles to the body.

DBy “steadily”™ T do not mean some

(Continued en page 20.)
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time nexs weerk; by “decisively 1
meatt with all the force you can_exert
without making frantic and liasty move-
nients.

At the same time bring the knees up
=0 that vour heels almost thuch the body,
then shoot them ont like miniatore
rockets, as wide apart as possible. Close
theni' while vyour arms are preparing for
their-next stroke.  If you are only in the
waters to amuse yonrself—and others—it
matters very little how you do the move-
ments.  In fact, the clumsier the funnier,
But if vou really want to be an expert
swimmer, you must be very careful to
aim at uniformity of action.” Above all,
be sure to make the sirokes smoothly and
quietly., Splashing about like a shoal of
porpoises is all very well for the bath-
room, but it's meore fuuny than dignified
in a school ducker.

And don’t try to kid people you can
swim when, in reality, vou have one foot
safely on the bottom of the bath. SBome
of us are more thaon zix, about which age
that trick eeases to be effective,

Although in the Dbreast-stroke it s
necessary to keep very near the surface,
the whole body mnst bé kept below the
surface.  No doubt that may seem rather
unneceszary advice; but 1 have scen fel-
lnws of the don’tlike-wet {ype who
scemed to be trying to lmnch themselves
as far out as possible. Unless you have
a hole through which 1o breatlie in the
top of your head—an unusual arrange-
ment—it will be found convenient to keep
your nose out of the water, of course.
And there is a slight duuger of butling
mto somebody from beliind if you don’t
keep your eyes above your nose,

THE SIDE-STROKE.

This is the stroke for speed, and lhas
undergone  imnumerable  improvements
and tzfmnges during tihe past few years.
Pesides being leas fatigning—I know some
chiaps that will suit '—it is most graceful
and comfortable. As to which side you
should swim on, 1 leave that to you,
Much depends on whether you wish to
keep vour eves on the dressing-box  for
fear of japes. DBut aim at wsing both
right and left—at dilferent times, of
course. In this wax, when tired of exer-
cizing one side, vou may turn on the
other. DProceed like this:

Lie on your side—you wou't sink if

oun don't get flusiercd—keeping  the
ower extremities of the body nearer the
surface of the water than you would m
the breast-stroke.  Take 1t that you
are going to swint on the left sude.

Throw the left arin out boldly te the

avoiding that dome of thought —keeping
the palm turned inwuards and the lingers
close together. When  the  hand =
stretched forwand to itz fulledst extent,
turn the palm downwards a= quickly as
yvou can, shaping the hand 1o the form of
d. SCOOP.

Bring the arm back through the water
nntil 1t 15 almost tonchmgthe thagh o then
bend the elbow, thias brigine the arm
nm for anothier stroke. The nuder-avm
mat<t be struck ont frean the shoulder in
like manner.  When extended as far o=

possible, the palme iz toened downwards, |
- throuel the water, |
The elbow 1z then turmed outwords, the |

and the arm drawn

hand being brought op sideways to the
hreast in preparvation for the pest stroke.

While ove arm iz being deawn threough | mitght Just as wvell swvee np 2wn

the water. the other i
another stroke, '

‘this difficalt, try thrusting the

s Keep the right arm well behind,

Fetarn i Im-i
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S TEERINC.

If you happen to feel a prod in the
stomach - while learning the side-stroke,
you may be sure that your steering 1s not
quite as careful as it might be, and that
you have struck a mine, or butted into
somebody from the rear. Of course, the
victim won't mind. No doubt he'll thank
you.

Bad steering is generally the result—if
swimming on the right side—of the im-
proper use of the left hand. This hand
18 the ship’s rudder, and must -1ot be
tlirown out as you would do in the breast-
stroke. Take heed of this, or yon ma

ram. the side of the bath with your head.

Whether you will be charged with
damages is a question of the comparative
density of the colliding bodies,

As to the leg movements, the action of
the legs must be as long and vigorous as
pns:,aihﬁ-. Don’t try to cuddle yvourself
round the neck with your feet. Draw the
upper leg back very slightly—hardly at
&{I, in fact, The leg below, however,
should be pulled well back and sturdily.
Then, when the kick is made, the legs
eross each other, and vou shoot through
the water like a torpedo. Bat the legs
and arms must work in strict unison.

SWIMMING BACKWARDS.

Perhaps vou would like to be able to
swim backwards, This 15 not very diffi
cult to accomplish. but it is a big strain
on the muscles, 1f you can’t run a dece
diztance, give up all hopes of learning if.
'T'he way of it is this:

Lie on vour stomach —dow’t take m
more than a gallon of water—keeping
vour arms straight out in front of you.
Work vour legs up and down gently from
the knees. Now try o imagine yvon re a
boat, using hands and arms i» much the
same way as a rudder acts. If you find
water
awav from thie chim with the hands. This
answers thie same purpose, but the arms
must be thrown from the chin with all
the force at your commund.

THE TRUDGEON-5TROKE.

Thi<, copicd from the South Muervican
Tudians by a traveller named Troudgeon
many vears ago, s finely effective, The
arm moverent= I should liken 10 a wheel,

Lic Bat on vour chest.

far asz it will go without falling off,

the left arm down throogh the water,

Bring the lefr |
arm strateht oul i front of the head as |

Being | v Lim fill the highest places,

meanwhile sweeping the other arm to the |
front m a semicivenlar wove, aml bring-|

ing it back to itz original position with
the downward threost,

With o rather large 2lvelch of mngina-
tion perhups you i convines yourselt
that vou are a hving wheel, or, wouin,
that you are bowlhing o evicket-hall, - For,
reallv. this stroke = only a sort of double

they

front, in direct line with the head—but | OF eE-ILT).
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stroke—amd. Ly the way, vou mmst nof
think that vou will be Iving guite at,
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swimmers. It's guite possible they know
morve than von do. Acquirve thoronghly
first all the simple strokes, and then you
will  find yourself doing the more
gdvanced movements almost withoub
knowitg whether you Lave practised
themoor not.

Twenty minutes is the outside term in
the water for a new hand, though he may
batlie twice a day. Don't go m till two
hours at least after a meal—this rather
vuts ot B—=—r, but that can't be helped.

{ Dry vourself thoroughly directly voun ure

out, and then go and gorge if you like.

THE NATURALISED BRITON.
Made in Germany.
By PETER TODD.

He is guite o Briton now, though luis
name is Schenk or Schau—
He is second, in fact, to none.
Though he stands upon the shore, send-
ing signal-lights galore,
To the ships of the reiding Hon.
Thoueh he motors through the night with
a large and brilliant light, ,
Which lw flashes to the Zeppelins
around,
His position can't be shaken,
always save his bacon,
IHe's u Britisher on British ground!

hi can

All cur Great Wize Men can do

Is to say. “Pish! Tush! Pooh-pook!”
Aud that we all arve ill-advised

To hurt the poor man’s feeling:,

(O to hint at double-dealings,

When we krow that be’s  been
naturalised |
He's o DBriton sound amd  sivinght,

though he singa tlie Hymn of Hate
And he takes the Kaiser s pay. _
The police must not intern him. and the
people must not spuru him,
11e 15 guaranteed O,
He laz cut the proper caper. he hoas
signied a ** scrap of paper,”
By which. of ceurse, he's salely bonmnl
Bav our Wise Great Moen with pride,
“{t can never be denied
12 a Britisher on British grotmd !

Sh e s 0L s Wav. _

Waiting. hoping for **LThe Ly |
And he must not be despiasid..

Nover mind what lis race s

W I e

Whien know that

uaturalised
[EDITOR S NOTE.—This iz Titldy's
Things bave chabged o lar, fwo,
sittee it was written, But there's rooem
for mere change vell]
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