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GETTING OUT OF HAND!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharten & Co. at Greyiriars School,
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THE FIRST CHAPTESR.

In Durance Vile !
il HE heavifulmogs of Imy ostearmad
I heart is terrifie !
Hureee Jomset Bam Singh
spoke very Inzubriously,

Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Bob
Chersy looked cgually disconsolate.

It waa tea-time at Gresfriace, and the
four chums of the Remove were gathered
in Study Neo. 1.

But Harry Wharton, the leader of the
Famous Five, and caplain of the Remove,
was not there.

e was pnot far distent, but he was as
effectively cat off from lLis chume as iF an
pcean rolled between, For Harry Whar-
ton was & prizower in Ehe panishinent.
room, and & locked door barred him off
fromm the rest of Greyiriars.

The juniors were despondent as well as
mmdirnant.

Mr. Jeffreys, who had takea Dr,
Locke's place as headinaster duriop the
ITead’s absence, was rubing Groyfrars
with an iron hanch

There bad been wild talk in the Re-
move and some other Forms of yesistancs
to the pew tyrant of Greyfviars, but re-
glztantce was nob qulbe 50 casy.

Canings wore the order of the day,
flaggings were not infrequent, lincs ad
detentions fell as thick as leaves in Val-
lombrosa.

It Mr. Jeffrevs had sel owt to-make
himseli thorounghly unpopular and dis-
likedt at Greytriars he could not have =ue-
seeded better,

The fonr juniors i Study Ne. 1
runched their warv-bread ssvagely,

Wharton had bread znd water . in the
punishment-ropm, snd iz senience was
for three days. To-davy was the eecond
day.

Such & punishment hnd never been in-
fictod st Greyfriars in recent times. TE
oolonged to o period of the past when
lMfe was harder at public schools than at
the present day.

Mr. JeHreys had chosen to revive 1t
aid there was no one to sav lam nay,

“Our esteemed chom mnst be torrifi-
ealiy hongry,” went on [lurree Jamset
Ram Singh zorrowfuliv, “*The beoadfnd.
ness and the watorfulness are shortind
cominons for a healthfol person,™

“ Aeainst the law, T helieve,” growled
Johnny Dull,  “The law docsn’t allow
chaps to be treated as our grandiathers
were treated.”

“Jeffreys ix 2 law unto himseld 1™ pe-
marked Nuzent., “ The beast will have to
be brought 1o order somebow [

“How ¥ tuid Bob Chorer.

Frank Nugont shaoak his. head.
comld not answer thet gquestion,

The four juriors looked round as the
door of the study opened.  Billy Buanter's
fat face peered in.  Ifis spectacles turned
vpon the tea-table, and he robled into thé
study.

Hea

“1 oeav, vou fellpws, 1's burd lines ¢n
poor old Wharton ! Bunter remarked.
“I'm awlfully indignant abeut if, wvou
know 1"

“RBy-prrl”

" yve been thinking of making old Jef-
Frovs sic up with some of my vesdriloguial
tricks,” =aid DBunter. “What do you
fellows think #*

“Brreier 1

"Poor old Wharcton's only gob bread
¥ B

and water,” said Buaoter. * Horeed, 1so0'c

1?1 suppose as e won't wanl his grub

liere to-day there's no . objection to iy
having 1y !

O i ¥

The juniors gim'mi 6t Bunter,

The fatleat jumor at freyiviors was
hard hit hy the food regulations, Appar-
ently Buoter saw in Wharton's imprison-
ment o chanee of spreading himsel{ &
little,

He bhinked hungrily over the Lea-table,
which was as frugal oz most tea-tables in
the third year of the war.

“What L miszz most is the sugar,” said
Bunter. “I'll have Wharton's sUEAL if
you doilt mied, ss he won't want it—-"

“Yeou fat rotker ' raared Bob Cherry.

“Uk, really, Cherry—"

“Crewl away, you fat snail I growled
Johnny Bull

“Look here, Bull, you're not guing to
hove Wharton’s sngapr-"

“What ¥ gasped Jolinony Ball,

“I'mn sure Wharton wounld ke me fo
have it, as wo're so pally,” said Dunier.
“In fact, I think he was poing te suy so0,

conly Lodor and Carnme whislked him off:

to  the punishment-room
Where s it 777

There was no answer to that gquestion.
Dob Cherey made & jump for a cricket-
stump, apd anothor jump- for Billy Buwa-
ter,. William George Fuenter osde s
simnultancons jomp for the passage.

Then there was a crash, as he collided
with o junicr who was cominge to the
donr of No, 1

Oh, my hat ! velled Vernon-Bmith,
the Bounder of Urexirears, as he wenk
staogoring.  ** You fat Ldiol—"

“ Yow-ow !I7 prsped Bunter,

Vernon-Smith ceeled amninst the oppo-
gibe wall, gazping for breath, Bunter had
fairly winded ki,

Bob Cherry lunged ount with the stumnp,
and Bunter pave a yvelp as he canght it
aned dashed away down the passage,

“ome back and have some maore, you
HHun ! reared DBob, floorishing  the
stiimp.

“Yow-ow '

Banter’s voiee died away down the
stairs. He did oot want any mere,  Tioh
Uherey glanced at the Bounder with a
Zrin.

PComing in?" he ashked.

"Wer, " gasped Verpou-Sinith.

“Trat iy, then !

The Boumder followed him

g0 guickly !

¥
.

ints the

study  and closed the doar. The (o,
looked at lum nquiringly.

“dJawing  about "!."l"irm1.'|:-:,}:1.—'|.\']:|.n.t R
arked the Dounder.

“*¥Yos.™

Y Eomoethine onght to be done,™
YVornon-Smith,

Y Nothing deing thot I can gee,”
MNupant.

“That's what I've rome fo sea you
chaps about,™ gid the Bonnder gquietdy.
1 don't faney letting Wharton feed on
bread and water for three days. Al very
well in the old dimes, bot iv's oot quite
prood enowmgh for Greyfrines at the present
day.,  What sbout letting his peoplo
Lnow #7

“His wmele’s at the Feant" sl
HNgrent,  “Wharten wooldn™t have hin
Bothered with B, I'm sure of that.™

“1 suppose not. Wo can take the mat-
ter in hand oovselves,” smd YVeroon-
Emith. “Wharion s captain of Lthe Form,
ard 1 up to ws to Daclt lom up”

Bol Cherry whmtled, The Dounder
coloured a Hitle as he noled the expres.
gionz on the faces of the Co.

"I havea't alwavs backed him np, I
koow,” he said, Y Never miod that!
We pull different wavs ! But against Jel.
frevs we've got to stund {ogether. The
man's o rotter, and I, Locke would
never have lefs hin in chiarge here #f he'd
koown, D'm ogdme, if yvou fellows are!
My idea iz for the Bemove Lo zo on the
wanr-path [

"My hat!"”

“Jeflrews s down on ws without
reasan,  Well, we're going for him in
roeturn-—~that’s my idea.  And the firse
thing 15 to see that Wharton dopsn’t
starve. We can rot prub to hoao ™

"I're been thinking of that,” said Bab,
“*Buat  howY The punishmoent.room's
locked up, 2nd Jelreys has the key, Ile
goes there. -Limsell to unlock the door
when Urolter goes to take in meals and
to do up the room.  Can’t get at & chap
theoingh & locked door ™

“There's & windew to the room '™ said
the Dounder.

“And A master’s studv-window below
oaand Nagent, Y NG T

HAml oa roof above 15, sand tho
Bupder eoolly, ™A rope lowered [romn
the roof wnui}ni let a pareel down to the
witidow, if Wharton Lknew that il was
comime  and could take it in gquick. ™

“My hat! T never thounght of that !
cxelpimed Bob Cherry, ' Good for you,
Bmithy ! Cie of ws can cub alons and
taw to Wharton through the kevhole,™

“ Yo'l have to be careful ; Loder and
{are Reep an ova on the room. © BPaot
they can’t be watching if always” re.
[EEH! l'.l':f"l"l l'1l'r“'FI'Ililll'l'E.l‘?-l:l'l'i"-!l. k- .IF CHe {if j’!"."ll
can gt word to Wharton, I'll sec atour
lowering a pareel to the window., I'vo
ool the stuff ready.™

o] ega T
- Harey Wharton’s chums had brightoned
up  conziderably, Bob  clapped  the

zajd

gaid

I,
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Bounder on the sh%ull[i_lur, with a power-
ful clap that made Smithy wriggle.

“Good old Smithy!" he exclaimed.
*“You're the right man in the right place !
I'll cut along and SEE-H.]i to Wharton now
if the coast's clear.” And Bob Cherry
hurried out of Study No. 1.

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr. Jeffreys Comes Down Heavy !

AREY WHARTON the caplain
of the Greyfrins Remove, was
pacing to and fro within the
narrow limite of the punishment-

OO,

His face was a little pale from confine-

ment within close wails, and his brows |

were lnitted, )

The room was bare and dismal. It had
geldom been used in late years for its
original purpose, There were a few plain
articles of fucrniture; the fleor was bare
of carpet: the little square window was
ercased by iron bars. Wharton could see
a petch of the sky from within. By
mounting on hiz chair he could cateh u
glimpse of the quadrangle. i

He had been a priconcr for fortv-eight
hours,

And he had seen nobody but Trotter, the
page, who tame to attend to his wants,
and Mr. Jeffreys, who always accom-
panied Trotter, key in hand,

Once or twice fellows had erept
captionsly to the room and whispered
through the kevhole. :

But severe punizhment awaited them
if they were discovered; and several
times Wharton had heard wells outside
as Carne and Walker descended upon the
sympathisers with ready ashplant.

harton’s anger was growing every |

hour, His pumshment was unjust. It
was one more exantp-lﬁ of the tyranny of
the new Head of Greyiriars. But he was
helpless; there was nothing to do but to
grin and bear it. Even if it had been
aibla to anpeal to his undcle and guardian,
Colonel Wharton, he would not have
done 0. Tha colonel was at the Front
and Wharton did not want him worried
with his nephew's school troubles,

“Harry 1™ ] .

The junior stopped his restless pacing
a3 that whisper cama through the key-
hole, He recognised Bob Cherry's tones,
and he stepp uickly to the door.

“Bob ! he whispered back.

“How are you getting on, old chap

“Fed up!"

“Hungry "

*0Oh, that's all right!"" gaid Wharton.
““ Plenty of bread and lots of water. I
can stand it.” - .

“ Smithy’s got an idea for getting some.
grub for you,” whispered Bob. *' He's
going to lower a parcel from the roof out.
side vour window. You'll take it in—
gecf”

“Good!” said Harry.
decent of Smithy.”

“0Oh, he's not a bad sort, though he's
a smoky bounder,” said Bob. ' Lock out
for the parcel, old chap, and Leep your
pecker up.  We're going to make the
Jeffreys-bird hop for all this, somehow,
Oh, my hat !

“Cherry ""—it was the voice of Loder
of the Bixth—*"s0 you are talking to
Wharton agninst Mr. Jeffreys’ express
orders !

“Brer-r-rer !

“ Come with me !

A sound of receding footateps followed.
Harry Wharton clenched his hands hard.

The bully of the Bixth hiad caught Bob
and he was talien away to the new Hea
for punishment. Wharton knew how
savero that punishment would be, Mr.
threya did not believe in sparing the
rod,

A few minutes later there wers foot-
steps in the passage without. A key grated

“It's jolly
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Caned for his chum’s =ake!

in the lock. Wharton faced the door in
surprise. It was not time for a meal, and
e wondered why he was visited.

The door was thrown open, and Mr.
Jeffreys, the new Head ol hre:.rfrinrs.
strode 1n, his thin, hacd [ace frowning,
his little, narrow ?ea g]jntinE Loder of
the Eixth followed him in, his hand on
Bob Cherry's shoulder, Bob's face was
dark and angry.

Wharton looked at them in astonish-
ment. Why Bob had been brought there
was a mystery to him. But he was soon
enlightened.

“Wharton "—Mr. Jeffreys' voice was
harsh and angry—" Cherry has becn
found speaking to you through the deor.
I have expressly forbidden anyone to do
#0. This disobedience iz worse in the
Remove than in any other form at Grey-
friars, and I am convinced that it is duc
to your cvil influence over your Form-
fellowa.™

Wharton's eyes gleamed,

“Cherry \‘.'i.l]jbu pumshed in your pre-
gsence,’”’ resumed Mr. Jeffreys. “You
will alsc be caned, Wharton.”

Wharton did not speak.

*(herry, hold out your hand !

Bob hesitated for a moment. The long
habit of obedience to constituted autho-
nlﬁ' was in danger of breaking down,

ut the Grevigars fellows had not yet
reached the point of rovolt. Bob obeyed.

Wharton’s eyes blazed asz he looked an
while his chum received four eruel cuts.
Bob squeezed his hands hard when the
infliction was over, but he made no
sounid,

“ Now, Wharton !"

Bwizh, sewish, swish, swish !

No sound passod Harry Wharton's lips.
He would not gratiiy the tyrant by a
single murmur.

“You may go, Cherry!"™ said Mr.
Jeffreya harshly. * And, remember—and
tell your Ferm-fellows—that on every
occaston when a boy 1a found communi-
cating with Wharton, Wharton will be
punished ne well as the culprit! Gol"

Fob Cherry gave his chum one loolk,
and went. ;

“I trust, Wharton, that this will be a
lesson to you,” said Mr. Jeffreys. “It

(See Chapter 2.)

1s my firm intention to break down this
apirit of insubordination in the school.
S0 far as severity of punishmont can
effect this, it will not be wanting.”™

Wharton did not spealk.

“Iiy pad ! sudden y exclaimed Loder.

Mr, Jeffreys gave lim a severe ghance.
Loder pointed to the window.

Outside, against the pateh of eky. 2
dark ohject dangled into view, evidenily
a parcel lowered on a rope from the rozf
above, _

Mr. Jeffreys stared at it, scemi-zly
transfixed,

Wharton bit his lip hard,

It was Smijthy's parcel. Vernon-3mith,
of course, did not know that Mr. Jef-
freys was in the punishment-room at thut
unusual hour. ];Ie supposed that the
parcel was visible to no eyes but Whan
ton’s,

“ Bless my soul [ gaspod Mre. Jeffrevs
at Iast, :

He atrode §o the window and opened it.

The parcel dangled within easy reach
outside. Passing his hand through the
bars, Mr. Jeffreys grasped it and pulle.d
it in. The parcel was made long anl
narrow to pass between the bars. The
new Head laid it on the table.

Wharton ran to the window,

“Cave ! he called out, hoping that his
voice would reach the Bounder on the
roof alwve and warn him in time.

* Silence " shouted My, Jeffreya.

“ave!" shouted Wharton, *Tha
Head's here 1"

The next moment Mr. Jeffreys’ groer
was upon his collar, and he was dragged
away from the window.

But hiz warning had been heard. Tae
cord which had lowered the parcel eama
whizzing down past the window,
evidently ns a reply. The Bounder was
too cauntious to call out.

“*Loder,” panted Mr. Jeffreys, “ o {o
the roof at once and see who is there !

“Certainly, sir!™

The prefect hurried BWLY.

Mr, Jeffrevs waited, biting hia lips, for
his return, Harry Wharton waited with
anxious heart. He hoped that tha
Boungder hnd cleared off in time ; buf ha
THE Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 502
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could erelly be trusted to look after
himeelf. X

Loder came back in about five minutes
rowning.

“ There was 5o one there, sir,” he said.
“The trap was open, but the Enung
rascal had got in, I suppose, Wharton
warned him by out.”

Mr. Jefireys nodded.

“"Wharton, you delibaza called ont

to your confedematle, In te of
nrg:lej;g. " he said, hi vy
with anger.

Mo anawer.

*“Loder, take this parcel away. It con-
taing food. Doubtless this 18 not the first
time food has been conveyed to Wharton
im this manner. Ae you have eluded your-
punishment by this subteriuge, Wharton,
your sentence will recommence from to-
day. You will remain three days longer
here ;}fnn-a diet of bread snd water, and
I ghall sece ;fhmt your friends have no
opportuni conveying food to you,”

Mr. Jeftre: t‘c:lluwe-iELndcr Ergm the
room, and the door was locked on the
outside,

Harry Wharton waa left alone,

The well-meant attempt of his {riends
to help him had ended disastrously, His
impr#onment, instead of ending on the
morrow, wie to last three daye more,
That was the severest punishment the
tyrant of Greyfriars conld visit upon the
mpreoned junror's chums, as he well
o hoand d h

nere was wrath and dismay in the
Remove when that eentence it ey
The iron hand of the new headmaster
had come down heavily. Discontent and
regentment were seething in: the Form.
But to that Mr, Jeffreys paid no heed—
excépt 1n the way of administering fur-
ther punishments—and Harry Wharton
remained a prisoner,

] 1y
hia wvoice trem bl;lpng

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mr. Queleh Does His Duty !

AP
“Come in?" said Mr, lch.
T The Remove-master rwﬁu?; his

study. He was neither working
nor mndmgl_ He eat by the study
window, looking out into the quad in
the sunsct, his brows deeply corrugated
with thought. :
The mew repime at Greyiriars
troubled Mr. Quelch very much,
There was no power in his hande.
He was under the orders of the new
Head. It was imposeible to communi-
cute with Dr. Locke, who was away
ill, and could not be trofibled with the
bad news from the school. Yet, Mr.
Euﬁlqh falt éhntf-thare Iwaa a etorm
rewing at Greyiriara. Im every wa
Mr. Jefireys had shown hi.magf un}:
fitted for thoe heodmastership of &
great school, He interfered incessantly
with the masters in their own Feorm-
rooms, and the staff wers za dissatisficd
2& the boys. And Wharton's imprison-
ment was weighing very much upon
the Remove-master’s mind. He turned
from the window as the study door
openel and Bob  Cherry came in
followed by Nugent, Hurree Singh and

Jnh:ugfr Bull.
M What je it, my boys?” he. asked
]:mr.flt:a-_.

“Wo want to epeak to you, eir!”
aaid DBob, taking the lead. *It's about

Wharton,”

“Mr. Jeffreys has decided that
matter, Cherry.™

“But it's too bad, sir!” said Bab,
“Alrv.  Jefireye has announced  that
Wharton is to be kept in the punizh-
mont-toom  on  bread . and  water  ill
Thureday, now

THr Magxer Lipriny —No. 502,

The Remove-master started,

“Indeed! I had not' heard
Cherry. For what reason?”

" use 4 o tried to get some
gr:.:b-~1 mean ‘to Wharton.™

A was an -ect of disobedionce,

that,

Cherry 1" said the Form-master severely.
. “Well, it wasn't Wharton that did
it, sir. Ha didn't even ask for the
ﬁiuh, Ih he to be kept there threa
-days longer, sir? about  his
health#t = '
:' You are gure of this, Cherryi"
mr—l!

“The csteeméd Wharton’s bealth will |

asuffer ured salnb,” said Hurree

hono
 Jamset Ram Singh. * The regular grab-

fulnese 13 & mecessity.

“I will think this matter over,” said
Mr, Quelch. " You may go™

The juniors left the study.

“Quelchy will do what he ecan,” said
Bob, as they went down the '
“He's rather a hard mut, but .ﬁg s not
a beast,. We'll sce!™

Mr., Quoleh’s brow was darker now.
He had felt for some time that the new
headmaster’s tyraony could not he
tolerated for long. Now he know that
the fime had come when he muet take
action, :

After considering the matter very
carefully and at length, the Remove-
master left his study and mede his way
to tho Head's quarters. Mr. Jeffreya
was in Dr. Locke’s study, and the
Remove.master found him there.
_The new Head greeted him with bare
civility. Ho did not like Mr. Quelch,
im whom he detected o spirit of
op ion to his nmew regima,

Well, sir?"" he said curtly,
VI feel it my duty to epesk to you,
air!” said Mr. Quelch, quietly and
steadily. I have just learned- that
Wharton, of my Form, is to Be confined
in the punishment-room for three dajys
onger. I hops this is unfounded.”

“On .the contrary, it is perfectly
correct,”

“I am sorry to hear it, sir,™

“1 ace no occagon whatever for your
sorrow | said My, Jeffrevs tartly, “If
you have nothing else to discuss with
me———" He glansed at thé door.

“I muet discusa this matter, air!®

“It is not at all necessary!™

“It is not only neceesary, mr, but im-

perative ! snid the Remove-master.
Iﬂhlizr Jeffroys gave him & sharp, apgry

O K.

“Really, Mr. Quelch—"

) | protest, air,.againat this treatment
of o boy in my Form. I feel bound to

R ot ik lch. ¥
ery  well, . alch. Yon
protest, and I note j;haqu' fact. Tho

mattor is closed !’

“Not at all, sir! I beg wyou to re-
consider your decision, and to allow
Wharton to rejoin hiz Form.”

Mr. Jeffreye gave an angry laugh.
NI am not likely to do s0,” he said.
“Reolly, Mr. Quelch, %uur conduct is
moet extraordinary. You appear «to
forget that I am headmaster of this
school, appointed by the governors,
with full powers!"

_ “I hardly think, sir, that the govern-
ing body can have been fully
aequainted with your methods.”

“Your opinion will not influence me,
Mr. Quelch ™

“Have you considered, sir, the -prob-
able effect upon the boy’s health—"

_ "1 consider, firat of all, the neccesit
for maintaining discipling in the school,
Mr. Quelch!™ said the new Head, *“If
you do not approve of my methods,
your course is clear. You are under
no obligation to remain at Greyfriare!”
M, I&ﬁelnh started,
“Yau to leave!™ he

wish me
exclaim

ing
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had little doubt of it. Vernon-Smith |

“Not at all. It is not my intention,
however, to suffer the elighfest
opposition, or even argument ['

“I received my appointment, air,
from Dr. e, and from Dr. Locke
alone should I my dismissal!"
said Mr. Quelch, his voice quivering

with indignation. “You can, if you
choose, .dispenss with my acrvices
during Dr. Locke's absence. That 13

the utmost you can do.” He paused
for a moment. “Mr, Jeffreys, I can-
not consent to Wharton being retmined
& prisoner im the punishimenf-room any

onger "
“¥You cannot consent!” ejaculated

Mr. Jeffroys.

“No, eir!™

“Does the matter rest with youli™
aneered Mr. Jeffreys.

“It does!” Mr Quelch’'s voice rose
a little. . " Bir, this treatment of the
boy—one of the best boys in my Form,
and onc of the finest characters in the
whole school—is illegal 1

“1 am master here, Mr. Quelch!™

“No. man in England, eir, is above

tho law, We are not living in Prussia,”
eaid Mr. Quelch, his eyes g.‘mamil:g.
“8Bince you will ot fiaten to 8
dictates of humanity, Mr., Jeffreys,
ou leave me no course open but to
insist wpon the release of Harry
Wharton I" _
Y ou insist?"  stuttered the
new H. blankly.

uI l'ﬂﬁiﬂ-’ﬁ-t"

* Are you out of your sensee, sir?"

“1 repeat, Mr. Jeffreys, that I inmst
upon 15_ ﬁ 's release; and, unless he
1y out of the punishment-room within
an houwr, I shall inférm the proper
authorities of your conduct. You know

best  whether you desire a public
scandal, &ir, in association with this
bt is w8

“That iz & throat, sir!" gas Mr,
Jeffreys. ; i
“It ia my intention, at all events,
I will not risk having that boy'e health
impairad [

‘Mr, Jefireys' narrow eyes narrowed

gtill more, till they sdemed like glitter-
mm-points a8 they were fixed on
tho ve-master,

A long pause followed,

The tyrant of Greyriars had met his
match. He dared not let Mr. Quelch

out his threat. He knew it, and
move-masters knew it.,

Mr. Jeffreys face was pale with
anger and chagrin,k, But he had to
surrender.

“Very well, Mr. Quclch,” he eaid
at last, in a choking woice, “I ghall
accede to vour demand. Wharton shall
be rclesacd, And you, eir, will leave
Greviriare at oncel™ )

“1 am ared to do so. I shall
return when Dr, Locke returns,” said
the Remove-master quietly.

He left the study without onother
word. X

Ten minotes later, & key grated in

the lock of the nishment-room, It
was Loder of the Bixth whe throw open
the door, and he scowled at the im-

prisoned junior. :

“¥You can cut!"” ho snapped.

Wharton stared at him.

“Don't you understand, you ryoung
fooli” growled Loder. * Clear out!™

tluh. mr hlti [h

Gladly enough Harmry Wharton
cleared out of the punishment-room.
Ho hurried to the Remove passagpe,
whera his chums met him in a merry
crowd,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is 1"

-* Hurrah !" ' 5

“The hurrahivlness s tervifio ™

ore wae & roar of cheering in the

Remove paseage. Harry Wharton waa



Every Monday.

marched inte Study Neo. 1 by & joyous

crowd, ]

“Wall, here I am,” said Harry, shll
a littla dazed. * Blessed i I know how.
What am I lat out for?"

“It'a Quelchy!"” chortied Bob Cherry.
“We put it to Quelchy, and he must
have jawed old Jeffroys. Good old

olchy 1"

“*Hurrah !

Never had thoe Roemove.master becen
s0 popwar with his Form. But the
merry satmfaction of tho Removites
recoived a blow lator in the evening.
Billy Bunter camo bolting into the
Common-room with atartling news.

“I say you fellows," he gasped,
“Quelchy’s poing " )
¢ gu\alfh;:?” exclaimed S‘iﬁlﬂ“
“Going!" shouted Petor Todd.

There wae & rush to the deor. The]
station cab was rolling away to the
pates, with Me,  Quelch scated in it
The juniora watched it in dismay as
it disnp)l:l_;cared.

“My hat!" said Bob Cherry, in a low
voice,  “Backed! Quelchy's bren sacked
for gotting you out of limbo, Wharton !"

“Elnl:.r tiﬁ Dr. Locke comes home,”
eaid Peter Todd shrewdly. “Quelchy
will come back all right when our proper
Head does.”

And that was all the comnsolation the
Removites had. They had scen the last
of their Form-master for as long as Mr.
Jeffreys' rule at Greyfriars lasted.

L Ce——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-room !
HO'3 going to  tako
Remove 1™ .
That wes the interestin
question to the Lower lertg
Form on the following morning.

Their Form-master was gone.

Doubtless Mr. Joffreys intonded to re-

lace him by a master more to his liking.

ut that would take time. Meanwhile,
who was to take charge of the Remove?
It was not an easy Form to handle.

The junicrs wondered.

They did not learn till they asscmbled
in the Form-room for morning lessons,
Then Mr. Jeffreye came in, followed b
Loder of the 8ixth. A deep silence fall
upon the Remove.

“Bilence I"' rapped out Mr. Jeffroys,
though overyone was silent. * Loder will
take charge of the Remove to-day, and
until & new master is appointed. Loder
will act under my authority, and any in-
subordination will bo reported to me. 1
warn' all the boys in this Form that I
cxpect perfect order to be kept here.
Loder, you will now take the class.”

“Yoa, sir!” said Loder,

Mr. Jeffreys quitted the Form-room.
He was due to take the Bixth,

The Removites stared at Gorald Loder.

The bully of the Bixth—the prefect
they disliked moet of all at Greyiriars—
was in charge of the Form—with un-
limited powers !

The juniors knew what to expect.

There was a smile on Loder's face—a
smile of satisfaction. His old encmics
in the Remove—the Famows Five, and
Squilff and Twld, and one or two others
—wore certain to fecl his heavy hand
now that he had them at his mercy.

But had he? :

The Remove were in a - dangerous
mood. Loder had been made head

efect in  Wingate's place by Mr.

effreys. He was the new Head's favour-
ite. He was backed up by all the
authority of the Head. DBut it was not
at all cortain that he conld ride rough-
shod ovar the Remove, all the same.

As if feeling hia way, Loder was very
solf-restrained during fiest lesson. The

T the

juniova, who had expected him to begin
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with bullving, were surprised and
relisved.

In second lesson Loder showed the
cloven foot, so to speak.

He took Mr. Quelchy's cane from the
desk and began to use it. He AN
with Billy Bunter, whose howls filled tho
Form-reom as Loder caned him, The
Remove looked on grimly. DBunter was
vndoubtedly lozy and slovenly, and
Loder had some excuse, at least. The
next vietim was Fish, who bungled his
construe, as uswal. Then Skinner and
Bnoop and Stott suffered in turn,

The amabenr Form-master was ovi-
dently selecting the easicet victims to
begin with,

nt apparcntly, like Alezander of old,
Lodor fclt the desire of new worlds to
conquer. And at last he rapped out:

* Wharton [ -

Harry Wharton ]ﬂ-ni!:r:nd mthlmﬂ A

“You worro speaking to ugent,
Wharton." £

“1 was not,” said Harry. :

“Don't contradict me "

Wharton shrquﬂd his shouldcre,

Loder's eyes gleamed, and he picked-up
the cane again,

“tand out here, Wharton !**

All eyes in the Form-room were
turned upon the captain of the Remove.
Harry Wharton did nob skir.

“Y w hear me?"” shouted Loder.

[ 11 'B!-"

¥ E’cllf, arc you coming "

[ 1] '].ll

Loder paused. The answer was short
and sharp, and Wharton evidently mcant
what he said.

“You know Mr. Jefireys has Plu.r*r:d
you under my orders, YWharton,” said
the GHTEEM';' at lask,

& hl LR

“Will you obey me, or not?" .

“In nnrthing ressonable, yes. Not in
anything olse.’

“ Haar, hear !"' murmured

“I order you to come out here and be
r.-nﬂed. Wharton "

[l

:: Eﬁhnﬁ" velled Loder,
“Ela, ha, ha !" yelled the Remove. The

oxprossion on the amateur Form-maoster's

fuce at that moment was extraordinary.

Lodor goaped.

“Wharton, you checky young hound!
Why, I'llI-1'11—"

He rushed among the desks, and the
cano lashed at Wharton.

Wharton's hand closed on his inkpot.
Heo jerked it from the desk, and the ink
flew in a thick stream fairly into Loder's
face. ;

Splash !

*Gurggee 1" ;

Loder atagigerﬂd back, smothered with
ink, and spluttcring wildly. A goodly
portion of the ink had gone into his
month and nose. His face suddenly re-
sembled that of a Christy Minstrel,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roered the Remove.

Loder stamped and raved and splut.
tered and spat, amid howls of merriment

[rom his class.
Wharton stood up, ready for him if he
@ hoad made up his

came on again.

mind. Iisad or no Head, he did not
intend to be caned for nothing, at the
sweet will of the bully of Grﬂ-;r?ﬁami

Tho prefect was not long in coming
on. With an _inky face and glaring eycs
he rushed at Wharton, grasped him, and
dragged him ont before the desks.

'1‘%:& junior did not go uwnresisting.

Twice his fsts thrashed into Loder's
furious fare, and he struggled forcely as
the care lashed,

“Reseue " roared Bob Cherry.

Tob waa over his desk in a twinkling
and rushing at Loder. Nugent and
Johnny Bull, Hurrce Singh and Bquifl.
Poter Todd and the Bounder, were alter

b Cherry. |
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him the next sccond. Tho juniors lad
forgotten evervthing now except that
tht]:iw were up against their old cnems.

ande grasped Lodor on all sides, and
ho was dragged forcibly away from tho
captain of the Remove.

“Bump him!” roared Tom Drowi.

“8ealp him !" shricked Rake.

“Ink him!"

“Hurrah !"

A dozen inkpots were forthcominz. Ay
Loder was flung sprawling on the floor,
the inkpots were emptied over him, and
the prefect cnjoyed a shower-bath. Ho
m:s sinother, mg'l. huﬁd to ft:int_. ar.|
sat pp, gasping and sputtering, drippir
and gﬂﬂtl‘fﬁig%ﬂk. ¥ o Ly

“Groooocogh I

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“Give him somo maove 1™

“Kick him out!"™

“Now, then, all together!™
Bob lI]I:;L-rr{'.mj

A dozen ts clumped on Loder. The
prefect roared and sprang to hiz feet,
only to bo rushed over again, and scut
sprawling towards the docr.

Micky Desmond dragged the
open.

HKick him out!™ he yelled. “Kick
him out, the thafe of the woeld! All

togcther I
Help! Oh! Yah!"

roacsd

doom

‘I:ﬂ'il"&nrmh !
er rolled out into. the passage with
nearly every boot in the Lower Fourth
Form behind him,

He collapsed in the paseage, gasping.

“Dribble him!” roared Bolsover
major.
““"Ha, hg, ha ™

But Loder did not wait to be dribbled,

He leaped up, nnd tore away ta the Sixth
Form-room, to scek the protection of the

Hﬂug'ﬁe him !

r i ic i
Desmond, yrez thricked ks
“Hold on!" gaspcd Bob  Cherry,

“Btay whero you -are, fathead!™
_ er had gone.

The Remove rempined in their Form-
room wildly cxcited—but more than a
little appreheusive. What Mr. Jeffroye
would say when he saw Loder was an
mtereshing  preblem, What he would
do  was pretty certain—he would come
to the Remove-room. and there would

be trouble. And the juniors waited for
him to come !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
On the War-path !

HERE was a tramp of hurried

footsteps in the passape outside
the Form-room,

“He's coming !

"I;hE RTemﬂ'rFites hastily vesumed their
seuta, a Horm-room was very i
as Mr. Jeflreyvs stroda in. i

The new lIead's brow was black as
thunder.

Behind him came Loder, red with rago
1‘:h;;uugh the thick splashes and streaks of
ink,

“Ia it possible.” thundered the new
Head, “that vou have dared to treat thua
the prefect I placed in charge of you ?*

Bilence.

It is incredible ! But I shall reduce
this Form te order! This ia the very
worst Form in the schiool!  Every boy
will be caned. I shall cance the whole
form. Btand out. all of you!™

“Onh, my hat!" murmured Bob Cherry.

A momentary hesitation was per.
ceptible among the Removites.  Mutiny
was in their thoughts. ot once more-
the habit of discipline prevailed. 'Fhe
juniora came out guirtly.

Mr. Jefireys, with thunderous look:.
formed tnom in line, and they marched
pwst him at the master's desk.

THE Macxer Lisrary.- No. 502.
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Eachh member of the HRemove was
caned as he passed.

It was a long task, and Mr, Jeffreys’
arm was aching by the time he had com-
pleted 1k 4

And there was a dismal groaning and
mambling among the Removites,

My, Jeffreys laid down the cane ut

laat.

“Loder, you do not scem able to
handle this urma" he said. " You may
g'o. Tell the Sixth they are dismissed
or this morning. 1 remain m
charge here.”

“YVery well, gir,” said Loder.

The prefect was not sorry not to be
left in charge of the Remove sgain. It
was clear, even to Loder, that he could
mot handle them., In fact, they had
handled him; and he did not want any
more of it. .

-For the renwainder of morning lessons
My Jeffreys took the Remove. He
made them work bhard. And the cane
was busy again several times. At the
usial time for dismizesal he made no sign.
The Remove were kept hard at it ‘for
half an hour bevond the usual time.

They were dismissed at last, however.
Their feelings were deep as they
streamed ont into the quadrangle, mosk
of them with smarting hends.

“I say, you fellows, this 18 horrid, you
know !V mumbled Bunter. * You ought
to have more sense, you know, really,
Wharton.”

“What?" exclaimed Harry.

* Jeffreya iz ever so much worse than
Loder,” = groaned Bunter, “Why
conldn’t you let well alone? Yow.ow!”

“QOh, shut up ! growled Bob Cherry,

“Well, I think Bunter's right,” said
Snosp.  * We've got to toa the line, and
it'a only making matters worse to kick
over the traces.’ ’ i

“Right enough 1" gaid Skinner.

“*Shut up ™ roared Bob.

And the weaker spirits moved off,
grumbling. Most of the Remove were
quite with Wharten, The Bounder was
keencst of all. The idea of resistance to
autherity was welcome to the Bounder's
somewhat lawless nature, Most of the
fellows could enly hava been driven into
resistance to autherity by tyranny pushed
bevond the limits of toleration. But the
Rounder's nature was not liké the rest
In troublons times he seemed to thrive.

“Wa shall have Jeffreys again this
afternoon, you fellows,” he said. "' He
k'nglwa it's no g shoving a prefect ot

ne.

“ What abonut the Sixth?"” asked Bob.
v Bemebody’s gob to take the cheery old
Bixth.” n - 2

* fomebody's got to e us, and a

refect can't do E: Wingate could ; but
Vingete is in Jeffrays' I:EAﬂk books—the
same with Gwynne, Jefireys will take
us himealf, you can bet on that! It's up
to us to handle him.?

“Phew I

“What. price barriceding the Foru-
room door and keeping him out1” asked
the Bounder, with a grin.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“We'va pot to keep order if we can,”
he said. . *'Dr. e's away ill; and
unless we're driven to it we don’t want a
yow here while he’s gone. It would
umet”him no end when he came to hear
of it.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“It will come to & Tow s00NDEr Or
later,” he said.

“If it dogs, we don’t want it to be
our fault,” seid Harry; "and I don’t’
think & majority the fellows would
back us up in a rebellion—yet, at all
evants. It's a rather serious step—it.
means the sack for aome of na "

“ Jeffreys is only hﬁpﬁﬁ.:ﬁ head-
master,” paid the Boumder shrewdly.
Tree Maaxrr Lmesay.—No. 52,

‘down on us, and he's going to

t able, at all events, they

“from Walker,”

“He can't expel a chap—not for good,
anyway."

“The Board of Governors can, and
they have confidence in J{-Ii'mrra, or they

Vernon-8mith nodded.

“Of course, a chap doesn’t want to ﬁt
the boot,” he adputted. * Perbaps the
rotter has us there! But my idea 1s that
the Remove should declare war_on
Jeffreys, and make him st up. He's
I¥Q, us
We've got to hit back.

Fisher's maxim—hit
hit often.”

-wouldn’t have appointed him.

a ghastly time,
You know Jack
first, hit hard, an
% irIea[;, hear 1™ -
“That's vight enough,” said Wharten.
if But_ll
Vernon-8mith laughed.
“But you're not prepar
the giddy knife 7" he said. “ Well, I'm
going to make ‘Jeffreys sit up for larrup-
g my paws this morning, somehow."
And the Bounder strolled away,

whistling. The chums of the Remove
remained very thoughtful.  If the new
headmaster went on as he had started 1t

was very probable that there would be
serious tronble—perhaps to the extent of
a reballion in the school. But that was
s0 alarming a step that it required very
serious reflection; and certainly it could
not he justified unless affairs had become
abgolutely intolerable, The fact that
their own respeécted headmaster was away
ill, too, had a restraining influence upon
tho fellows. Harry Wharton & Co. were
very reluctant to let Dr. Locke hear bad
news from Greyfriars at sueh & time. It
was agreed that, so ]ﬂnag}wm they were

uld make up
their minds to grin and bear it. And
the decision of the Famous Five carried
weight. It was certain that there would
ba.no rebellion unless Harry Wharton
placed himself at the head of it

The Bounder, however, had lesa Te-

'st.ruint_, and hia reckless nature seemed to

revel in the pr . of serious trouble.

For the consequences he cared hittle—his

churage was in proportion to his 8-
nezs, If he had been leader of the
Remove the collision between the Form
and the new Head would certainly have
been precipritated.

After dinner the Remove learned that
for the §1‘H'E=I1t they were to be taken by
Mr. Jefireys personally. ;

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, had
taken charge -of Form, Mr.
Capper, of the Upper Fourth, had taken
the Fifth, and the Upper Fourth were
placed under Walker. er, -
rently, was not to be given another trial,
Walker of the Bixth was a chum® of
Loder's, but not quite so black a sheep—
and possibly Loder’s experience wnuldp be
g warning to him, r. Jefirays, freed
from other duties, was able ta devote
himself to the Remove,

“¥You kids are goin® to have a rippin’
time, I fnm‘:{.é" emple of the Fourth
remarked to Wharton. , “ Why can’t you
fags keep order—what 1"

*You.chaps will keep order,” said Bob
Cherry _ﬁarméﬁﬂiﬂlg. “1 can just hear
you saying to Walker, ‘ Please, sir !’ and
I_{}h, Lol and ' Yes, sir !’ and ‘ No,
sir !

Temple reddened.

“Of eourse, we sha’n't stand any rot
he said.

*Oh, rather not!" said Dabney of the
Faourth.

“Walker will know how to treat us
properly,” said loftily. “We're not
a iur::f of disorderly fags, you know !”

Temple & Co. walked away with
their noses in the air. ey didn't like
Mr, Jeffreys’ ways themselves; but they
agreed — amang selves — that the
Remove were a sel of cheeky fags whe
wanted plenty of lickinks. ,

Meanwhile, tha Bounder had been
thinking. Shortly before afternton

ed for war to |
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lessons ke locked for Billy Bunter. He
found that plump - vouth' outside the
school shop, blinking in at the window

through his big spectacles—like an ex-
tremely fat Per: at the gate of Paradise,

Vernon-Bmith tapped him on the
shoulder, and Bunfer ked at hum,

8 | say, E.mi::i, could you lend a fellow
a bob?" he ed, “I've -been dis-
appointed about & pestal-order. Mrs,
hﬁmblq’wun‘t give me any tick, for some

reason,

“Hard  cheese,” said the Bounder
agreeably. ‘ But what about the grub
rules " ]

“0h, that's all right! There's still
some things that ain't controlled,” said
Bunter. * You lend mé a bob, and I'll
F manage the rest." i

“You're a jolly clever ventriloguist,
Bunty,” said the Bounder. :

Bunter stared. About the only thing
the fat junior was any good at was ven:
triloquism ; but he was seldom praised
for 1t. DBunter's ventriloguial tricks
earned him more kicks than halfpence.

“0Oh, really, 8mithy ! raid the Qwl of
the Remove, more surprised than Aat-
tered. ““What are you ting at 1"

Y TH's o, isn't it 7" said Vernon-Smith.

“Yes, rather! Most of the fellows are
jealous of me,” said Bunter, with =
eniff. “DBut about that bob—"

“T'Il make it half-a-crown
like."”

if you

“Jfand it overl” said DBunter
promptly,
a Emr lessons,” said the Bounder.

“Qh, really, Smithy, I'm bhungry
now, you know——"

"On condition that you do mmethi::ﬁ

for me first,” added Vernon-Smi
coally.

“FEh? Whatcan I do for you? BSome
cpaching at oricket?”

“Ha, ha, ha " ]

“Blossed if I can see anything to
cackle at!" said Bunter peevishly,
*Look here, Bmithy——"

“0Old Quelchy koew all about your
voice - chucking tricks,” said the
Bounder. “But Jeff fs & stranger

here, and, of course, he's never heard of
them. He caned you this merning, as
well as the rest of us.” :

"me the beast! I hadn't touched
Loder "

“Well, if you make him sit up this
afternoon  with your rherry ventrilo-
quiam—-" N

“No jolly feer ! gaid Bunter. " He's
%% Good byo, then 1

-bye, then!

“Hold on, Bmithy!” Bunter rushed
after the Bounder as he turned away.
#J _I—- ¥ you make a point of it—of
cou I'd do anything to oblige a pal
like you, Smithy—"

“Is it 4 go " asked the Bounder,

Bunter blinked at him.

“Meake it five bob ¥'* he said at last,

(13 Dnm I‘lj

“Bhell out, then

Bunter held ont a fat hand.

“ After lessons, and 1f Jeffveys gels a
really ‘high old time,” said Vernon-
Bmith. “Not othorwise,”

And he walked away.

“Boast!” murmured Bunter.
“Bmithy's & beast——and Jeffreys is a
beast—everybody's & beast! DBr-rao-rl!”

And then the bell for classes called
Bunter to the Form-room with the resté
of the Remove.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Little Ventriloguism 1]

R. JEFFREYS entered the
Remove-room  with a  grim
brow,
Afterncon lessons bepan in a
ithundery atmosphere.

Porhaps it was a compliment to the
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Removo to be getting the new head-
master's special attention in this way.
If 8o, it was a compliment they did not
appreciate ab all, Some of Lhe follows
agreed with Skinner & Co. that the
Remove had been too hasty with Gerald
Lodoer. Certainly oven Loder was botter
than Mr, Jeffreys. DBut the die was
cast now.

It was very clear that Mr. Jefiroys
did nol understand boya. His one idea
of rule was grim repression, and sovere

unichments for tho slightest offonces.

t was really surprising how such & man
cama to be born outside Prussia, Mr.
fi}uelcll had” known how to make his
orm reapock him, and his authority
had restedpf;‘pﬂn the habit of respect and
obedience--as authority, to be stable,
must always rest. The juniors did not
respoct Mre, Jeffroys,. and Ltheir obedience
to Lim was unwilling, wrung from
by harsh punishments. It was all the
difference betweon English ideas and
Prussian 1deas — indeed, Irom Mr,
Jaffreys' line of conduct, some of theo
fellows suspected that he had German
blood in his veins,

Billy Bunter, as it happened, was tho
first fjc':'llnw to fecl the peointer rapping
an his knuckles. The Owl of the Remove
was inattentive—as he ofton was—but
not to the extent of deserving that cruel
rap. Bunter sat sucking his knuckles,

12 round oyes gleaming behind  his
spectacles,  Even the worm will turn,
and PBuntor was feeling vengeful.
Botween his desire for reprisals on the
tvrant, and the thought of the Bounder's
five shillings, tho %rnyfriars ventrilo-
quizt serewed his courage to the stickin
point and made the plunge. After: all
there was little danger. Mr, Joffreys
was not likely to suspect that there was
o ventriloguist in his Form, and if ho
did he would hardly- guees that it was
the most Hagrant dunce of the Removo.

Vernon-8mith gave the fat junior an
expressive plance, and Bunter gave a
fat littls cough. The Remove fellows
knew that cough, and somo. of them
looked at him warningly. But Bunter
did not heed warning looks. He was
ready for busimess. He couphed again,
apd Mr, Jeffreys' steely eye turned on
I,

“ Bunter !"'

“Ye-oon, 8irT

“Have you a cold "

*“Nunno, sir!”

“Then why are you coughing "
# [ ]—-I—"

H_E’p!

“Yarooh " roared Bunter,
“Bilence !’

The Owl of the Remove sucked his
knuckles in silent anguish. His oyes
gleamed through his spectucles with the
expression of a Hun,

he lesson was Homan history, and
Me. Jeffreys seemed to be deing his best
to catch out his unfortunate pupils. He
would rap out.a guestion =0 suddenly -sa
to confuse the unhappy junier upon
whom his cye was’ g:?mming, a,nr a
failure to answer meant lincs, or a rap
with the pointer,

“In what year was Carthage - finally
destroyed " demonded Mr.  Jeffreys,
with his savage eve on Micky Desmond,

“1914 !"" came a voice from the back
of the class,

Mr. Jefireys jumped,

“Who made that ridieulous answer ™
he oxclaimed.

There was no veply. Most of the
Removites pguessed that the Groyfriars
ventriloguist had spoken, but ther were
not likely to tell Mr. Joffroys so,

“Who spoke?  thundered  Mr.
Jelfreys,
“ Bow-wow "'

“Wha-a-at ¥
#Go and cat coke !
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Me. Joffroys fnir&' casped. His eyes
were gleaming on the class, but for the
life of him ho ocould not detect the
speaker. cceics

He ;Lm.a[md the pointer sawnﬁlr,
DBefore he could bring it into use, how-
ever, the fat, wheezy voice of Mr, Prout
was heard in the passage, the door of
the Form-reom being open, as usual, in
warm waather,

“Mr, Jeffreys! Ahem !

The headmaster spun round.

“What is it?" i

“Kindly come to the Sixth Form-
rt';-utﬁml._! Loder i3 completely unmanage-
a 5

Mr. Jeffrevs uttered an impatient ex-
clamation. Ho was not ploased at hear-
ing 8 complaint of his favourite, and he
was nstonished that Mr. Prout should
call to him from the mag& without
showing himself in the rWay.

He gave the Remove a glare.

“I must lcave vou for & few minubés I
ho grated out. “*If there is thoe slightost
neise io this reom while I am gono—-:""

Mr. Jeffreys did not finish. He left
the rest to the imagination of the
juniora, and strode from the Form-room,

omewhat to his surprise, Mr. Prout
was not vimble in the corridor,

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“Hunter, weas that you ™"

“He, ho, ho!"” camoe from Bunter.

The Remove grinned and wailed.
They wore- getting o rest, at all events.

ﬂ. Jeffreys strode osway to  the
Bixth Form-room, ond strode in. Io
found the 8isth deep in Greck with Mr.
FProut. Tho lattor gave the hendmaster
an inquiring glance.

“Well, Mr. Prout?’ rapped out the
Hend. .

“Well, sir?"" said Me. Prout, in sur-
prisc.

“What complain hove you to make of

Lodar?"
Lodeor "

“Yos, Loder.”

“Mone, sir!" said Mre. Prout, his
agtonishment increasing. “I have no
complaint to make at all!"

“You have no complaints to make!”
exclaimed Mr., Jelfroys.

" None !

“Then why sir, did you come to the
Remove Form-room snd request moe. to
step here, and state that Loder was
uomanageable ¥’ exclaimed the Head,

My. FProut jumped.

“11" he cjaculated.

“Yes; not more than two minutes
-ﬂ.gﬂ.“

“You are labouring under some very
extraordinary misapprehension, sir,”
said Me, Prout, in hia solewmn way, I
certainly have not left this class-room
since afternoon lessons commenced.”

“Mr. Prout!”

“Mr, Jeflreys "

"You called me here, air—"

“*I cortainly did nothing of the kind [’
said Mr, Prout tartly.

“] know your voive, I prosume? I
repeat that you called me hero only a
fow minates ago !

“And I ropeat that I did nothing of
the szort! f you cannot accept my
assurance on that point, Mr. Jéffreys,
added the Fifth Form master, with
crushing dignity, “tha Sixth Form will

bear out my statemont that I have not.

left this class-room !

Br. Jeffreys stood rooted to the floor
for aome moments. The eves of all the
Sixth were upon him, and some of them
were grinning. It was impossible fo
doubt Mr. Prout's statement, of course,
as the new Head saw after a moment's
reflection. .

¢ ft—it must have been a trick of some
kind, then!" gosped Mr. Jeffveys, at last.
“Bomeone oa to me from
passaca. ™

‘looks like it! Bless my soul!

One Penny. :

“It certainly was not 1!™ said M,
Prout drily.

The headmaster strode out of the room,
closing the door with unnecessary foree.

“Bless my szoul!” murmured Mr,
Prout. “Is it—is it possible that Mr.
Jeffreys 13 addicted to dl:i]nking? It really

* And Mr.
Prout shook his head very seriously and
returned to his Greek,

Me., Jeffreys rustled back to the
Remove-room.  That someone had
played a trick on him was certain, l:hnuﬁh
who it could be was a mystery, as all the
boys were supposed to be in class.

ﬁa looked in at the other Form-rooms
on his way back, and ascertained that
no one had beenr away from lessons, In
a very mystified and angry frame of mind
he returned to the Remove,

He found them all as quict and orderly
as lambs., He cast an angry glance over
the class, as if in search of & victim, but
the: juniors carefully avoided mecting
his eyes, and Mr, Jeffrevs had no excuso
for waing the pointer.

He took up his book again, to resume
the interrupted lesson, when & voice
floated in at the open: window:

“Extry special! Latest nets! Creat
\'uﬁilury-in. andars! All the winners!™

r. Jeffreys rushed to the window.

“Go away!" he shouted. “How dare
youn comé hers selling newspapers! Go
nwug at once!” S .

Then he stared blankly. Outside in
the quadrangle the old olms met hia
view, and nothing else. ere Was no
ign of a newspaper-vendor.

r. Jeffreys stared out blankly for
gsome minutes, and then turned back into
the Form-room with a worried look. He
was beginni to wonder whether his
senses were playing him false,

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Amazing !

HE Remove were extromely quict
and sedate. Mr. Jeffreys wus at
boiling-point, and no one was
anxious to attract s attention.

Bit it was a case of the wolf and the
lamb over again.

Mr. Jeffreys simply had to cene some-
body, and in such a frame of mind ho was
sure to find a victim.

“Todd!" he ra out.

“Yes, sir?" amid Peter uneasi

“What were you laughing ak?

“1 wasn't laughing, sir.”

“Don't contradict me, Todd!™

“Certainly not, sir.”

“T will keep order in this class
will know the reason why! Hold
yvour hand, Todd!™

Rwich, swish!

“Dw-yow " mumbled Pater Tod.

“Silence ! If you make thore ridiculous
noises in the Form-room I will— Bieas
my soul!" : 3 -

“ Extry special | * Evenin' Noos,” sic?™

‘“Bless my soul!” m:}flh:-red the Head.
“That a vagabond ould have the
audacity to come here crying news

papers—"" B
Latest victory! 'Orrible rout of ths
Germans! Millions killed and wounded !
Only a 'apenny, sir!”
pante&

or I
ouk

M will not endure this!”
Mr. Jeffreys. He-rushed to the window.
“You vagabond, go away instantly, or
I will have you arrested |’

“ Extry specinl, sir! All the winners!™
Mr. Jeffreys jumped round from the win-
dow, ns the voice came In at the door.
“hid vou say fEvenin' Noos,' air?®

he exasperated master rushed to the

door. _
“"You razcal'!™ he shouted, “How
dare you come here 1™
But the newspaper-merchant wars nok
THe Magyer Lisrasy.—No. 502,



]

to bo seen in the passage. Mr. Jeffreye
syagzed his hand over his perspiring Lrow,
Yhere was tl:lu rfuml % o th
Ho stomped along the passage to the
‘wpd, but the man was not to be seen. As
e came back towards the Form-room
he heard a voice in thé room itself, and

started :

“Keep it dark, young gentlemen!
Dan't tell the old codger that I'm "idin’
g;tlhc cupboard! He looks dangerous, he

Mr. Jeffreys rushed into the room.

“8o he is here!” he thundered. * You
are-all parties to this! Itisa 1 see
now that it is a plot! Wharton, 1 have
not the slightest doubt that you have a
band in this!"

A Mot at all, sir!™ said Harry.

“Where is that mani”

“ What man, sir?”

#The man who was here a moment
ago. He must have entered by the win-
dow while I was in the corridér. He
spoke to you.™

“T did not see any man, sir.”

*Don't lie to me, Wharton I

Wherton’s eyes gleamed, but he was |

silont. Mr. Jeffreys glared round the
Form-room.. There was only one cup-
board in the room—a large wall cupboard
at the end, whera easels and blackboards
were keph. g
" Mr. Jeffreys strode towards it. The
door was locked, and there was no key
visible,

The enraged master turned to the
Form again,

“PDoes anyone here know where the
kev of this cupboard 187" he demanded,

here was no reply.

“Did you see, anyone enter this cup-
board and lock himself in?"

“*NMNo, sir.”

“He must have done eo—he snid os
much to you alll™

*I don't think that cupboard locks on
the inside, sir,” said Peter Todd. *Mr.
Guelch keeps the key in his study, sir.”

* Do vou moean to say, Todd, that there
s not a man hidden in this cupboard at
the present moment?” '

“1—1I think not, air!
ke could be there”

*“ Bo yvou ask me to doubt the evidence
of my own eara?” thundered Mr. Jeffreys.
*1 tell you I heard the ruffian ask you
not to tell me that he was hiding 'in the
cupboard !

*D-d-d-did you, sir?”

“I did! T am assured that you are all
in this plot, and that you have induived
this—thiz scoundrel tocome heraand play
trieks upon me!” fumed the Head. * You
shall smart for it!”

“What scoundrel, sir?"

“The taan hidden in this cupboard!”
shouted Mr. Jefireys. He shook savagely
at the handle of the door. *“Come oyt
':mmqﬂial:e’l;r! Do youn hear”

“I 'ear !’

The voice came—at least, it seemed to
come—f{rom the interior of the locked
cupboard. Some of the Removites
atarted me they heard it, so natural did
it zound. Billy Bunter's fat face was
expressionless.

“Ho you are here!” eaid Mr. Jeffreys,
in & grinding voice. *'I knew it! I order
you to open that door at oncel”

“Ga and chop chipal”

“What ™"

I don't see Jow

“ (3o and put your 'ead under the tap, |

old gent! It'll coal you.”

My, Jefireys gasped. _

“ Will you coma out?” he shrieked.

“Wo biinkin® fear)”

“If you do nok immediately open that
door if will break in the lock, and .d::g
ou cut with my own hands!™ thunde
;:h-. Jeffreya.

“(h, you're drunk”
Tee Macrer Lierary.—No. 502,

“ Wha-a-a-at?”

“Fair squiffy, an’ no mistake! Nice
staté for a ’eadmaster to get into—I
don’t think!™ came the voice from the
cupboard. I wouldn't send my boys to
this *ere school, I know that! "Orrid old
waster, that's wot 1 say |”

“ Good heavenst™

Mr. Jeffreys dragged at the cu rd
doar, but it remained fast, and he locked
fmi?d wildly for a weapon to break the
ock.

It was evident—to Mr. Jeffreys—that
the rascal had locked himself in the cup-
board, though what his reason could be
for such an extraordinary Egg:rcm:mai:l:un Was
a deep mystery. The Remove fellows
watched the new Head breathlessly.

Bob Cherry gave Bunter an ecstatic dig
in the ribs, Bob was beginning to enjoy
his aftermoon, g

There was & heavy poker in the fender,
and Mr, Jeffreys e a dart at it
Poker in' hand, he approached the cup-
board again. - )

“MNow, will yon come out, you dis-
orderly scoundreli” he roared.

*I don't think 1"

O g hat 17 ped Bab Ch

o ) erry, as
the Exlﬂiﬁ ma-s'iet'ga:ainad furious blows
on the cupboard lock.

Crash, crash, crash!

The lock was not built to stand usage
of that kind, Tt irlim-{i ilét-'u p:ﬁﬁea, and
Mr, Jeffreys dr the door wide. :

“Now, *;fuu ::En ant rascal!” he um.

He glared at the cupboard. e Re-
move waited breathlessly. Mr. Jeffreys
expression was extraordinary as he peered
among the lumber in the cupboard. For
there was no sign of the man whose
raucous voice had defied him.
staring for some minutes, his face grow-

in £.

F'I.:'[E turned from the cupboard at last,
As he did so a voice foated in at the
wi;::dEnw: £

“ Extry specia
All the winners!”

Mr, Jeffreys’ eyes dilated. It was the
same volee, and now it was outside the
house, apparently just under the Form-
room window,

“ How—how—how did the man get—
get out i .stuttered Mr. Jeffreys. * I—I
must bo—be dreaming ! Good heavens !”

“Tatest noos, sir! All the winners!
Did you say * Evenin' Noos,” sirl”

Me, Jeffrevs rushed out of the Form-
room, poker in band. If he had found
an enterprising newsvendor outside he
would certainly have used the poker on
him, Fortunately, he did net. The Re-
movites could stand it no longer, and th
burst into & yell of laughter as the Hea

disn red.
i Ha, ha, ha!”
But they were still as mice when Mr,

Jeffreys strode into the Form-room agaim.

t Evenin® Noos,' sir?

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Wanted !
PIN might have been heard to
A drop in the Remove-room as Mr.
Jeftraye faced his class, his eyes
glittering at them, Tt seeme
ag if the new Head was on the verge of
a voleanic outburst, bub he restrained
himgelf. The perspiration was thick npon
his brow. . 2 g
“Wharton ! he said, and his voice was
ict.
11 ?ﬂ, :HiI.'TH
u‘;l’.;lid vou ses & man in this room at
a n
“QOnly you, sir,"”
“You did not see any man enter that
cupboard 1"
"No, =ir.” 2T
“"You heard the voice in the cupboard,
I presume?™

| up now t

He stood:

| him of his 9.trm:|g;i
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“ A wolce in that cupboard, sir] Ces-
tainly not !

Mer. Jeffreys wiped his brow again,

“Did you hear a voice proceed from
that cupboard, Cherry 1

“No, gir!” said Bob. Bob had heard

voree proceed from the Greyirarce

ventriloguist, but that was his affair,
Certninly it had not eceded from the

cupboard, though it bad appeared to do
S0,

“T1t said Mr.
Jeffre . :

“'What is, sir?"" asked Bob innocently.
#h:‘N?tl::r l:mm:L ! IEI Lﬁn r&u% YEIry w‘*l
IR A TTLCOTL a1 = a2 l"E"j"ﬁu f
shall not finish lessons here. You will
take French for the remainder of the

d‘{in Joffreys quitted the Remove-raom.
F He knew whether he was on his
head or heels after the strange ocour-
ronces. of the éftnrnmn. Th]fe Removites
grinned joyously at one another.

i ea:&lejoif the old bounder doean't
weonder if he's wandering in his mind "
chuckled 8kinner. It was great!”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

*I say, you fellows ; perhaps you'll own

Ji:-ut- I'm a first-class ventrila-
quist !"' chortled Billy Bunter.

“Yon'd bettar keep it dark, thtlieuﬂ_a‘ g
snid HE:IT_I{ Wharton, lnughing, “Jefireyn
wonld scalp you if he knew.”

“I'll bet ha finds out, too,” said Snoep.

Bunter left off churl.'-!lmg' ‘suddenly.

“Eh? How could he find out, 8ncop ™
hoe exelaimed,

“Well, you've played tricks on Loder,
Loder knows. 1f Loder hears of this, he
will gmel]l & rat at onco ™ '

“(h, crikey! T—I hadn't thought of
that? Bmithy, you beast—" .

““Ha, ha, hal"

“Here's your five bob, Bunter!™ said
the Bounder. “ Keep vour pecker np! If
Jeffreys comes down on you, I'll own up
I put you up to i 1"

‘The beast' may cana me all the
same,”” mumbled Bunter. But he found
consolation in pocketing the five shillings,

Monsieur Charpentier, the French
master, came in to take the Remove for
the remainder of the afterncon in a pro-
longed French lesson. It was =& very
welcome change to the Remove, They
did nok ﬁpﬂﬂiﬂlly cnjoy Franch, but
Mossoo was delightful after Mr. Jeffreys,
They noted that Mensieur Charpenticr

ave Bunter a wvery significant look.
ossoo knew of Bunter's weird gift—be
had had ventriloguial fricks played on
him—and evidently Mr. Jefireys had told
hallucinations in the
osso0 had put two and
her. But it was equally evident
Froenchman had not betrayed
Bunter, Mr. Jeffreys® savage severity
made the kind-hearted French master
very unwilling to expose the junmior to
an nishment as would have been in-
Emie:fm end so he had kept his own
counsel. :

Monsieur Charpentier was always kind
and genial, but he was even more so than
usual this afternoon. The Remove fellows
were all very checrful when they were dis-
missed et last, Billy Bunter made a direcs

is extraordinary 1"

Form-room ; and
tvo to
that t

d | line for the tuckshop, to expend his new

funds u whatever was obtainable in
the eatable line.

He was coming away from the tuck-
shop, with a fat and shiny look, when
Hobszon of the 8hell bore down upon him.
[ % 0h, hera you are ! growled Hobson,
“You're wanted.” :

T don't mind if I do,” said Bunter,
with & genial blink. “P'll come to your
study to tes with pleasure, Hobby, old
chap. the way of
o

P i#

gpread T :
‘1{& 8hell fellow stared at him. .
“Y don't ask Remove fags to tea!” ha

What hava you got in

snapped. * Especially fat porpoises 1V
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“ Oh, really Hobson——"

“The Head wants you. Loder told me
to find vou, Dashed cheel, fﬁgﬁing Shell
chaps !’ runted Hobsen mndignantly.
""Blessed if T shall stand much more of
Loder's cheek ! Fagging me, by gum 1

"What does the Ffinm‘l want ?" stam-
mered Bunter, in dismay. .

“ Blossed if 1 know, or care eithei! I
know what I want—I want to biff Loder
on the nose ! growled Hobson., And the
captain’ of the ghe!l marched off in great
indignation—too indignant on his own
account to bother about Bunter or what
he was wanted for.

Hilly Bunter was quaking.

He had not the slightesi doubt that
he was wanted on account of the happen-
inge in the Remove-room that afterncon.
}ﬁf Jeffreys had doubtless wendered
whether he was the victim of stranﬁu
hallu¢inations. But he had thought the
matter over since , and DBunter's
quecr gift was too well known to remain
a secret once Mr, Jeffiroys bogan to m-
quire. Billy Bunter shivercd at the bare
idea of facing the heavy-handed tyrant
in his at.udy.rlgi{ia fat palms tingled at the
thought.

He moved off slowl
Housze. In the hall
et him, with-a grin.

“You'ra want
Bunter ! Look sharp ™

“J—T say, what am I wanted for,
Loder?” gasped Bunter.

Loder laughed.

“I've heard about the
voices in the Form-room,” he said.
know your tricks, Bunter!™

“You—you've told Jeffreya?®

“ Naturally.” ' S

“F—I sav, is he g-g-going to lick me,
Loder 1

“Ha, ha! I fancy so. Cut off 5"

“Ow! Oh, dear! I—] saz—"

"“.Oh, get @ move on " enapped Loder;
and he took Billy Bunter by the collar
and marched him off to the Head's study.

Mr. Jefireys received him with a thun-
dercus brow. _

The new Head had been puzzled, per-
plexed, and worried by the strange inci-
dents of the afterncon, But Loder of the
Sixth had enlightened him, and his Ii;?_
plexity had changed to deep rage. His
eves were fixed upon Bunter .with a
terrifying expression.

“ Bunter !

“ Yo.o-gs, air?”

“You played tricks in the Form-room
this afternoon, leading me to mp];l:lau that
s man was concealed in the cupboard?”

“ Oh, no, sir!" .

“T am informed that you have the gift
of veniriloguism, and that you have oiten
played such tricks, Bunter,”

“Not at all, sir!”™ gasped Bunter.
“Loder's gquite mistaken, sir! I—I

to the Schoal
er of the Bixth

mystorious

3

couldn't ventriloguise to save my life, |

ﬂ-ir l!l

‘“Loder! Youaresure it was Bunter ¥
asked Mr. Jeffroys,. somewhat doubtfully.
He would rather have suspected Whar-
too.

“ Quita sure, sir,” eaid Loder. **His
tricks are wall knawn.”

“It—it's a mistake, sir,” gasped Bun-
ter. ** Any fellow in the Remove will tell

it's a mistake, sir ! They all know I
ain't & ventriloquist. I—I've never heard
of ventrilogquism, air!™

“You are lying, Bunter |”

“0Oh, no, sir! Not at all! Fm the
most truthiul chap in the Remove!”
groaned Dunter,

Mr. Jeffreys selected a cane. Bunter
watched him with horror. He knew what
was coming, and his nerves would not
stand it. His next proceeding was sur-
prising. He made a jump st the door,
tore it open, and fled.

* Bunter!"” shouted the pew Head.

in the Head's study,
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“M.m-my word!™ pgasped Loder, in
amazement,

“Loder, bring Bunter back at oncel!™

“ Certainly, wicl”

The prefcct hurried after the fleeing
junior, and Mr. Jefireys swished the
cane and waited impatiently for his
return.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Goes Through It !
n ALLQO, hallo, hallo ™
Bob Cherry caught Bunter
by the shoulder &s the fat
junior c¢ame tearing breath-
15331];1 into the Remaove passage.
s uggﬂ!" ,g&aped Bunter. “I-—]
mithy !’

wantk

One Penay 9

“Y was the merry offender,” aaid
Vernon-Smith coolly.

“0Oh! You'd better tos,
then ™

The two joniors followed Loder,
Bunter quaking, the Bounder cool and
calm and indifferent. Harry Wharten
& Co. gazed after them in a very ume
frame of mind. The Bounder could do
nothing bui own up, and i1t was certain

COMe,

that he was going through it now. But
tdhem wag nothing his Form-fellows could
(4.8

Loder marched the two delinguents
into the Head's study. Mr. Jeffreys
frowned at Vernon-Smith.

“I sent you for Bunter, Loder!™ he

snn‘pped.
“1 folt bound to come, sir,” maid
Vernon-Smith, befors the prefect could

“"Here's Smithy !" said Wharton.
Tha Bounder cama up.

“ Smithy !" Bunter g breath-
IEHI')". “Bmithy! The Head's found
out! I say, you kmow, you've got to

own up,

Oh dear!
The Bounder set hia lips, ;
“Don’t be a funky fat idiet ! he said

=I5.%::!1: knew., Lodor's after me!

icritably. “TI'll sce you through ™

“By gum!” said Johnny Bull
“Jefireys will be down on you,
Bmithy ™

“T know that "

“He's got to own up!” howled
Bunter. *It was all hia dfil;ff I—I
say, Smithy, you'd better tell Jeffreys
you're a ventrilognist, you know, and—
and then he'll leave me out. Seei”

* Fathoad 1" y

“RBunter!” Loder came up the stairs
two at a time. “You checky young
rotter, come back 1

“0Oh dear!”

“I'm coming with you, Bunter,” said
the Bounder,

“8o you were in i7" asked Loder,
with a - rather curious look at the
Bounder. The twe black sheep, senior
and junior, had some pointa In common,
and the bully of the Sixth generally let
the Bounder alone,

“I put Bunter up to playing

reply. ]
tricke on you this afterncon. Bunter

wasn't to blame—he hasn't sense encugh
to be to blame for anything. It was my
doing from start to finish,”

* Indeed !" said Mr. Jeffreys, between

his teeth, his eyes glinting -at the
| Bounder. *That iz a very bold confes-
sion to make, Vernon-Smith. It a rs

that it was Bunter who actua ayed
the tricks, however,™ lly play
“I—I—I—" mumbled Bunter,
“But you, Vernon-8Smith, planned the
whole thing, I understand. You are a
much more intelligent boy than Bunter,
and you were perfectly well aware of
the seriousness of your action,™
“guit-e g0 1" agsented the Bounder.
“Very well. I shall punish you mora
severely than Bunter,"”
“1 expected that.”
“You will not be disappointed, then |™
snid My, Jeffreys grimly,

The cane came into operation
Buntcr was dismizsed with a couple of
cuts, and he scuttled out of the Ef.lliil’j'
yelping, Then came Bounder's
turn. The cool indifference of the
Bounder, and the marcastic curve of his
lips, exasperated Mr. Jeffreys even mote

than the tricks of which ha had been the
TeHE Maicxer LisEsRY.—No. 502
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victim. The caning of the Bounder was
savore—so scvere that even Loder, look-
ing on, set his lips a little. Vernon-
Smith went through it with grim endur-
ance, only his cyes glinting savagely
under the infiction.

Mr., Jeffreys laid down the cane at
last.

Y Loder 1™

“Yes, sir?” muttered the prefect.

“Take Vernon-Smith to the punish-
ment-room, and lock him in. Te will
vemain there- for three days on bread
and water !"

The Bounder sneered. He understood
that now Mr. Quelch was gone the new
Head intended to resume that drastie
punishment, sccure from interfercnce,
Loder led him away from the study.

At the ond of the passage some of the
Remove met them. Hatry Wharton
looked anxiously at the Dounder, whose
face was white. and sct. It was plain
that he had suffered severely.

“Come on!" said Loder.

“Where are you going now, Smithy "
asked Wharton.

“Punishment-room [™
S8mith. * Now Quelchy's gone, Jcffreys
18 beginning that again. While the cat's
away the mice will play, you know."

“Bread and water !” asked Squiff.

“Yes,"

“It's a rotken shame !

Y Field " exclaimed Loder warmngly.

“It's a rotien shame!™ repeated
Sampeon Field, ratsing his voice. *Jef-
freys is a low hound, and wyou can tell
him so from me, Loder!”

“Hear, hear I" roared Boh Cherry.

“The rottenfulness is terrifie !

“Don't go;, Smithy!" ealled out Bol.
EQVOT TUhR]Or. ;

Loder pgrasped Vernon-3mith's arm,
and hurried him on, » was rather
afraid of being mobbed by the Remove
just then. Somo of the juniors fol-
owed, and saw the key turn on the
Buunfl&r.

There was simmering excitement 1in
the Remove that cvening. Hardly any
of the fellows -did .their preparation.
They ‘gathered in.the studies, and in the
Remove passage, to discuss the latest act
of tyranny. Harry Wharton was silent
and very thoughtful, His own inecaz-
ceration in the punishment-room had left
n deep impression on his mund, He
knew that Mr. Quelch could only have
induced the new Head to release him by
a threat of invoking the law. No leaser
consideration would have appealed to
Mr. Jcﬂ're;ira._ And when the Remove
went to  their dormitory that mnight
Harry Wharton communicated the result
of his reflections on the subject,

Walker had seen lights out, but the
Remove did not settle down to sleep.
After Walker had gone Wharton turned
out at once.

“You fellows going to back me up?”
he asked.

“ Rath-er " said Bob Cherry emphati-
cally. “What's the game?”

“Smithy isn't going to stay in the
pumahm_ﬁ*nt-mum,' said Harry Wharton
vory quietly.

b Dhil'

HIt's up to us to stand by him," said
Harry. “It wos decent of him to own
up for DBunter's salke. He was licked
for the trick on Jeffreys in_the Form-
room—licked in a way Dr, Locke
wouldn't have allowed any Greyfriars
Fellow to be hicked. You could see that,
Bread and water won't do for ug, and
the punighmmut-rmm ia oy of date.
Jeffreys is piling it en too thick; and
I, for one, am not moing to stand it!
Smithy is coming ont ™

“ Bravo ™

“I'm game!" zaid Squiff.
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gaid VYernon-

“The gamefulness is terrifio!™

“Better let well alone,™ said Bnoop
uncasily,  “Jeffroys will be awfully
wild, and he may go for the lot of us'"

Bnoop was howled down at once.
Nearly all the Remove were out of bed
now, 1 a state of great coxecitement.
Wharton had touched the right chord.

“What's tho programme *" pxclaimed
Bob Cherry, as he hastily dragged on his
trousacrs.

“Wo're going to have Smithy out!"

“ Hurrah !

“Jeffreys has
Hazeldene,

“That doesn't make any difference.
There's a chisel in Jehnny's tool-box
that will do the trick.”

“Good egg!”

“And if Joffreys  intorferes  we'll
li::umip him 1" eaid Bolsover major trucu-
ently.

There was a langh at that. The
Removites had not quite reached the
point of handling the headmaster.

“Don't all come,” said ‘Wharton.
“No need to make a row. We're gning
to have Smithy out—that's the point!"

“ What-ho I

Wharton and Bob Cherry and -Squiff
deessed hostily, It was agreed that the
rest should remain in the dormitory.
The three juniors crept silently down-
stairs to the Remove passage. Johnny
Bull's cold chisel was soon obtained
from No. 14, and with that weapon in
hiz hand Harry Wharton led the way
quictly to the punishment-room.

The passage outside was unlighted,
and very pgloommy. The juniors groped !
their way along, and Wharton tapped
lightly at the door.

“8mithy !" he breathed through the
I-:E‘yhule.

“Hallo!" The Bounder was awake,
“Who'a that "

“Wharton! We're going to have you
out, Smithy, if you cara to risk it.
What do you say?”

“Wes, rather "

“Done, then!"

The three rescuers set to work,

A handkerchief was rolled round the
hoad of the chisel to muffle the sound,
and 1t was hammered well in between the
door and the jamb. The muffled blows
echoed along the passage. Whether the
sound would be heard below the juniors
did not know, and they cared little,

Deeper and deeper the chisel was driven
in, the lock cracking ominously. A power-
ful wrench did the rest. The door burst
open.

From the darkness within the Bounder's
face glimmered. He was grinning.

“Thanks awfully ! he said. “You'll
get into a row for this in the morning.”

Y“We're risking that !”

"Good egg !

There was no sound of alarm below,
The noise had not been heard. Vernon-
Smith, with his clothes under his arm, in
his pyiamas, accompanied his restuers to
the Remove dormitory, Thera was a
buzz as they entered.

the key!" remarked
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“Got Smithyt™

“Here he is!"

“Good ™

“Here I am!"™ grinned the Bounder.
“There will be ructions in the morning,
dear boya ™

“Who cares?" grunted BRolsover major.

"“'l:.*", I doen't, for one!"” gaid the
Bounder, laughing, “The sooncr we have
it out with Jeffreya the better!™

And the Remove turned in.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Admit{ance !

LANG, clang!
Gra}rfriuru Acehoo] turned out at

the clanging of the rizing-bell in
the sunny morning.

There was suppressed excitement in the
Remove dormitory that morning, It cuyid
not be long now before the breaking
open of the punishment-roomn was dis-
covered, and the juniors wondered what
would follow. B8kinner and his set were
very uneasy. Lhey had had noe hand in
the rescue of the Bounder, but they ful
anticipated that punishment would fall
upon the whole Form, including their
worthy sclves. Loder of the SBixth looked
in while the Removiles were dressing.

“Oh, you're here, S3mith!" ho znid.

The Bounder gave him a cool ned.

““Here 1 am, Loder, old scout! Good-
morning !

“The punishment-reom was broken
open,” said Loder, “ I've just found it."

“?uiﬁe a0 !

"1 have to report this to Mr. Jeffreys,
of course.”

"Report away

“You can look ot for o record ﬂuﬁ
ging, overy fap who had a hand in it "
suid Loder grimly.

Whiz!

A wet sponge hurtled across the dor-
mitory, and landoed on Loder's noze. The
prefect gave a yell.

“Oh! Who threw that sponge ™

The gquestion was not answered, but a
boot followed the sponge. Loder dodged
out into the passase. he Remove
secmned to be in a dangerous mood, and
he wisely decided to lenve the Head to
deal with them.

“Who cares
Bolsover major.

“Ho long " shouted the Remove, as a
parting salute to tho prefect; and Gerald
Loder disappearcd without reply.

Yernon-Smith sauntered out of the
dormitory when he had finished his toilet,
as coolly as though nothing out of the
COMINGT WAas pening. Harry Wharten
& Co. went with him., The new state of
affaire ab Groeyfrines was drawing thoe
Famous Five and the Bounder together,

At breakfast the Bounder took his placo
at the Remove table.

Every eye in the roomn turned upon him
curionsiy, IHis reseue from the punish-
ment-room was the talk of the s¢hool now.
But Mr. Jeffreyz, who breakfasted in the
‘Hend's house, was not present, and the
other masters made no remark te him,
The Bounder ate his breakfast with a
pood  appetite, a-eemmﬁlj quite undis-
turbed. The interval till morning lessons
was rather an anxious time for the Re-
move. They were waiting for the thundee-
storm to break, and the suspense was a
little trying to their nerves.

The Remove went into their class room
at the usnal time. Expectation was now
at its highest ?itch. Mr. Jeffrevs was
to take the class that morming, so he
conld not fail to see that Vernon-Smith
was at liberty.

There was a breathless hush when the
new Head's step was heard in the passage.

Mr. Jeffreys entered. ]

His cves singled out Vernon-Bouth at
once, The Bounder met his eyes calmly.

“YVernon-Smith 1™

I

for Loder? roared
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“ Adsum I" zaid the Bounder cheerfully,

“Why are you not in the punishment-
room 1

“1 don't care for it, siel™

“What ¥

“A little dranghty, sir, and not very
comfortable " explained the HBounder,
with cool sclf-possession. The Remove

asped as they heard his answer. The

under’s aoolness to Mr. Jeffroys waa
like:a red rag to & bull, *““On the whole,
sir, I prefer the Form-room !

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Mr. Jeffreys seemed dumbfounded for
some moments, He looked as if he could
searcely believe his ears,

“Vermon-8mith [ he gasped at last,
“Come out hers !

“Certainly, sir 1™

The Bounder went out before the class,
Mr. Jefireye' beady eyes glittered st the
silent Remave.

“The door of the pumisbment-room
was forced from outside,” he said. *“'It
was done by the boye of this Form—I
arn assured of that, Unless they come for-
ward immediately the whole Form will
be severely punished.™

Harry harton, Bob Cherry, and
Aquiff rose immoediately, and joined the
Bounder befora the class. Nugent and
Bull and Inky immediately followed.
And their example was faﬂ'nwnd by n
crowd,

Tom Brewn and Delarey, Bolsover
major and Bulstrode, Russell and Ggilvy,
and Peter Todd, and Kipps and Newland
and Lord Mauleverer all jumped up and
marched out, and after them came a regu-
lar swarm.

Of all the Remove, only half-a-dozen
fellows remained at their deska.

Mr, Jeffreys’' eves opened wide as
nearly the whole Form ranged themselves
round the Bounder.

Ho had certainly not expected that,

“ Were all you boys concerned in re-
}Ei:mg Vernon-Bmith 77 he ejaculated at
BEL.

“¥es, sir!”

“Then you will all be punished |
firat, Smith!"

Hwish ! :

Mr. Jeffreys uttered an ejaculation as
hiz cane sphit. Tt had evidently been
doctored by some enterprising jumor.
The Bounder grinned. Mr. Jeffreys
glared at the split cane, and then at t
Juiiors,

“ This—thie 13 a trick !" ha gasped.

Bilence,

“ Wharton, fetch a cane from my study
ot oncel”

Harry Wharton left the Form-room,
The juniors waited in silence for his re-
turn. But he did noet return. Three or
four minutcs passed, and then the truth
dawned upon the Remove. Wharton evi-
dently did not mean to return with the
inatrument of punishment.

““Todd " almost stuttered Mr. Jeffreys.
“Go and fetch a cana fram my ﬂuj:,.r
and tell Wharton to come back st once "

Peter Todd marched out.

There was another long pause, Baut
Peter Todd did not reappear. Mr.
Jeffreys was breathing hard with fury.
His eves had narrowed to mere points,
and glinted like steel,

The Remove waited silently, wondering
what was to happen next. ?Mr. Jefiraya
f.trﬂdla ont of Form-room himself at
ast.

He had been gone only & minute, when
the Form-room door opened and Whar-
ton and Peter Todd came quietly in.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Scen Jeffreys?”
asked Bob Cherry.

Peter Todd chuckled.

“Yes; we dodged into a study when he
came by. Hce's gone for a cane. What
are you up to, Wharton "

harton was turning the hey in the
lock of the door.

You

—y
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" Locking him out!™ said Harry
quretly. "{Vc‘ra not going to be caned !

“0Oh, my hat 1"

“Phew 1™

The Bemove were quite breathless now.

“There'll ba an awlul row [ mumbled
Snoop.

“8hut up!"” roarced Boleover major:
and Snoop shut up promptly.

There were hurned footsteps without,
and the door-handle turned. The door
remained shut,

The handle rattled savagely. It was
some moments before it dawned upon
Mr, Jeffreya that the door was loc
ingido,

“Open this door at once !” he boomed,
ma soon as the truth dawned upon hie
mind.

No answer,

“Cherry, open this door! Field—
Bokovor—]I command you to unloek this
door immedintely !’

The juniors maintained a grim silence.
The door-handle rattled again u'mge]?'.
Then the enraged Head knocked sharply
on the panels, and his knocks munrﬂu
came furious bangs, But the deoor re-
maincd fast; not a word came from the
Remove.

The asenult vpon tho door ceased at
lagt. Mr. Jeffreys' voiee, shaking with
anger, came through,

“You shall be punished for this! You
shall be punished with the utmost
sevority 1"

“{zo hon " murmured Bob Cherry.

“For the last time, will you unlock
this door ¥

No reply.

The new Head's footstcps were heard
departing. There was ﬂir:':ma without,
The Removites looked at one another in
a somewhat uncasy manner. '

“Well," said Bob Cherry, breaking the
stlenee, “we've done it now !V

And the Nabob of Bhanipur remarked
that the * donclulness was tercific.” There
was no doubt about that. The Remove
had done it, and it only remained to sec
what would coma of it!

-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Rebel Form !

T was an idle morning for the
Remove,
| - Mr. Jeffrays did not return, and

the juniors, locked in the Form-
room, wore left to their own devices,

It was probable that the new Head did
not know quite how to deal with this new
develo nt.

At all evonts, nothing ha ed. Tle
Bremovites spent the morning hours mn
egcited discuseion, and in playing leap-
Im‘% in the Form-room.

hen the wsual hour for dismiesal of
morning classes drew near there was re-
newed discussion,

““T pupposa we've got to get out,” Bob
Cherry remarked doubtfully.

“1 say, you chaps, we can't -be late for
dinner, you know !" szid Bunter.

“There ge the other fellowe,"” romarked
Nugent, as many f[ootsteps were heard
in the corridors. The Forms had becn
relazsed.

Harry Wharton unlocked the door,

“"Come on ' he sl

And the Remove marched out.

They went into the quedrangle, still
without seeing Mr. Jeffrevs. It was a
Wedneaday, and a half-holiday, and the
Remove were booked to play the Bhell
thet afternoon in a cricket-match. But
they were thinki more of the new
Head than of cricket, wondering what
step he would take. It was impossible to
suppose that he would take the revolt of
the Remove lying down,

Dinner came round, and the Remove
turned up in the dining-room. The fellows
in the other Formas were eyeing them

‘disappeared be
l]'mwl.'.cd .
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curiously. It was known to a1l Groy.
friars by thia time that the Head had
been locked out of the Remove-room. It
was cortain that a thunderclap must
follow; but the thunderclap seemcd to
be delayed.

“Joffreys knows he can’t handle us,
and he's gm to let it paszs!" Bolsover
major declared, when the Hemove came
out of the dining-roonm.

* Blessed if it doesn't look like it!™
aaid Bob Cherry. * What abous cricket,
Harry 1"

Wharton kmitted his browe.

" Jeffroys can't intend to let it pass,™
he said, *I eu e he's got some sort
of rod in pickle for us. But we're going
to play the Shell, anyway !”

ernon-8mith sauntered down to the
ates. He had engagements outside
reyfriarg  that alternogn. {zoaling
utr:ﬁ;gd out of his lodge and stopped him.
You can’t go out, Master Vernons
Smath 1™

The Boundor halted.

“Why can't I#" he demanded.

“Mr, Jeffreye' horders, &ir!” said
the porter. " None of the tower Fourth
¢ allowed out of the gates this arter-
noan, **

Vernon-8mith compressed his lips, and
put his hand on the gate. But the goles
were ed.

& “Horders iz horders, sir!" ssid (Gos-

M.

“Oh, rats!" growled Vernon-Smith
o n the gate !E’

“Wot I save is this ‘ere, Master
Vernon-Smith, horders is horders, and
that there gate ain’t going to be

ned !” gaid Gosling stolidly.
he Bounder gtrode back inte the
quaf}‘rlre le, "

s emove gated !™ he announced.
“Gates locked, InEi all of ue gated! Yon
fellows going to stand it§i®

“Well, we're playing cricket,” said

‘Bob Cherry. “It won't make any differ-

ence to us."

Vernon-8mith’s lip curled,

I dare say it won't; but it will to me,
I'm gning out all the same, and hang
Jeffroys |

* Hold on, Smithy !"" said Harcy Whar-
ton. *I'm afraid it's coming to open
trouble between the school and Jefireye.
But there’s no need for us to put our-
selves in the wrong. Jeffreys is within
his rights this time.™

* Hanyg his rights !

And the Bounder walked away, and
hind thé trees clode by the
gchoo A minute later he dropped
into the read from the wall and was on
his way to Higheliffe, where Pounsonby
& Co. cxpected him.

Hobson of the Shell joined Wharton, |

1 supposc you fellows are playing this
afternoon " he asked dubiously.

“Oh, yes!™

“What's Jefireys doing about woup
locking him out of the Form-room i®

“ Nothing, so far.” .

*“Then there's samethinF brewing, you
ean bet your hat on that!™ eaid Hobson.

*1 suppose there is. Let's go on with
the ericket, all the same,™

The junior cricketers went down to
Liattle Side. The new Head's inaction
puzzled them, and the impression waa
ﬁ::!win in the Remove that the tyeant

had his losson, and intended to draw
in his horna, aa Bob Cherry expreceed it,
Harry Wharton did not believe for a
moment that the Hun of Greyfriars woul:d
br so encily defeated, and it wae soon
proved that he was right,

Stumps had been pitched, and the
Memove team had gone into the feld,
when Mr. Hacker, the master of the
Shell, arrived on the scene. Mr, Hacker
wits & somewhat tart-tempered ‘gentle-
man, and the only master at Greyiriara
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who showed any spproval of the new
Head's methods, though even Mr.
Hackar did not whelly spprove of them.
* Hobson [ he called out.
“Yes, sir?" said Hobson, stopping on
hiz way to the wicket. ;

“ This match ia not to proceed! The
Head has forbidden it!™

“(Jh, air |* said Hobson.

““ Kindly ceasa play at once !

The Shell fellows exchanged glances,

They had to obey their Form-master.
Hobson and Hoskins turned their backe
on the wiclkets, .

“ 4]1 Remove boys are to go to their
Form-room,” added Mr, Hacker. * They
will remain indoors for the.afternoon.™

And the master of the Bhell returned
to the House.

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“Vou'rs not playing, then, Hobson1”

“Clan’'t, can we, when the dashed
Head's atopped us?* said the captain of
the Shell irritably.

“ Juat as you hle,”

“Jt isn't as we like—it's a3 Jeffreys
likes, blow him! Come on, you chaps!
We can go up the river, at any rate !’

And the Shell fellows cleared off Little
Aide. The Remove were looking at one
another in doubt.

“ Are we going indoors ' asked Frank
Nugent,

“1 jolly well am,” said Skinner, who
was lounging by "the pavilion,. *I'm no%
asking old .!geffre:ra for more trouble.” .

Skinner started for the House, and on
the way he was joined by Snoop and
Stott and Bunter and Fish, and one or
two more fellows, They dutifully re-
paired to the Form-room., But moet of
the Romove gathered round Harry Whar-
ton, and locked to him for decimon.

Harry felt the responsibility that rested
upon hs shoulders., The Remove were in
a mood to follow him, even to the extent
of rebellion: and it was easy enough to
docidoe upon s reckless course. It was not
a0 ‘easy to calculate the consequences that
might follow.

" Let's stay out !"" said Bolsover major.
“ That's what S8mithy would advise, if he
were: here. I know that!™

Loder of the Sixth came down to the

cricket-field,. The juniors eyed him
grimly.

“Now, then, indoors with youl™
capped out Loder,

ere was a howl at bnce. Loder's

bullying tone decided the fellows who
were wavering,

“Yah "

“Go and eat colke!"

* Come and fetch us !

I-la!:r;r Wharton made up

“We'ra
quietly.

Loder blustered at once.

‘et ui{m% I tell you! Now, then!™

He geized by the collar the nearest Re-
movite, who happened to be Bquiff. The
Australian junior promptly resisted, and
Tom Brown, who was close b ‘him,
fastened on Loder at once, to his aid.
Then there was & rush of the Remove,

Loder war swept over.

. *“Dribble him to the House !” shouted
Johnny Bull.

“Hurrah "

“@Go it! Give him socksti”

Loder sprang up, and ran for'it. The
Bemove was swooping down on him like
a pack of wolves,

Johnny Bull's heavy boot canght the
?rei&ci_; in the rear, and Loder staggered
orward. Balsover major got in a kick,
nnd the prefect reared, and bounded away
at top specd. ]

Right for the House went Loder, as if
he were on the cinder-path, with the whole
;"I'{ﬂ-b of excited juniors raging behind
im.
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hia mind.
not going in, Loder,” he said

1 was the lnst resource

A dozen boots clumped on Loder's per-
son before he reached the House. :

Wingate and Gwynne were standing
near the porch, and they looked on, ev1-
dant-liﬁnut minded to interfere. er
had, been made head prefect, and he
might manago the fags—in his own way.
His way of managing them certainly did
not seem very successful,

The gasping Sixth-Former charged up
the steos, with the Removites velling
close behind. He rushed into the House,

The next moment the excited juniors

ould have been swarming in after him.

ut at that momeont the figure of the new
headmaster stepped.into the doorway.

Loder dodged behind him, and the
juniors came to & sudden halt. The
shouting died away, and in grim- silence
the new Head and the Remove looked at

one another.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Tyrant's Trump Card !
R. JEFFREYS stood with dark-
M ened brow and glinting eyes,
while Loder panted behind
him, trying to get his breath.
The steps end the qund outside were

crowded with the Remove.

“Ho you have broken out into ‘open
riot 1" said Mr. Jeffreys, finding his voice
at last. “;i:'nu have dared to mssault a

raf r

“Yah!” came & howl from the rear of
the crowd. :

“f have ordered you into the Form-
room[” said the new Head. “ Why are
you not there?” i . .

“It's a half-holiday, sir!™ said Squiff,
with false meekness. :

Mr. Jeffreys gave him a savage look.
*(Go-into the Form-room at once,
of youl”

The “juniors looked at Wharton. He
did not stir.

“Wharton, you are head bo
Form. Go inte the Form-room ™

Mo movement from the captain of the
Remove ! Hishandsome face was set and
his ayos were leﬂming. : _

Mr, Joffreys breathed hard through his
thin nose.

“ Do you intend to disobey my orderal?”

No answer,

“Very well! I intend to be master of
this school, and every boy who does not

of the

obe hn'tjﬁ orders or leave Greyfriars!”

“T have tried the effect of corpoéral
punishment,” said Mr. Jeffrays, in bitter
tones. “"It does not seem to have been
efficacious.  Insubordination and dis-
respect for authority seems to be running
riot in this Form—the worst and most un-
ruly Form at Greyfriars! I shall try
sterner measures ! I shall take down the
name of every boy who does not go
instantly into the Form-room, and that
boy will be expelled from the school |

“Oh!"” gasped the Remove.

Harry Wharton nunilﬁmsaed his lips. It

the tyrant, and it
was a powerful one. For it was not only
the punishment, but the stigma of the
sentence. :
- The juniors remembered how Snaith of
the-Bhell had been expelled from Grey-
frinrs for dishonesty. The same sentence
put them on the same level with that
wretched fellow. .

Wharton looked round at his comrades,
and he saw doubt and hesitation in many
faces now.

There was a pause.

Then Bolsover major moved forward.
pnssed the Head, and disappeared into
the House. Bolsover had been the most
truculent of all, and he was the first to
give in. The threat of expulsion was too
much for him to face.
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Travor followed Bolsover m?_[im'. and
Smith minor followed him. he new
Head's face was like iron. His eyes
rested on Wharton. .

One by one, and then in twos and
threes,. the Removites went in. Harry
Wharton still hesitated. But he wns
thinking of a bronzed, war-worn old
soldier 1n the trenches of Flanders, and of
what Colonel Wharton's feelings would be
if-he learncd that his nephew had been
expelled from his old school. And it was
clear by this time that the resistance of
the Remove wns broken. Half the Form

had alrcady & in, and there was no
attraction to urrql.; in holding out to tha
last. Quietly, without 2 word, he went

into _the House, end the rest of the
fellows followed hifn.

Mr. Jeffrevs, with his jaw sct grimly,
came after them into the Remove Form-
room.

The juniors took their places at their
desks in grim-silence.

Mr, Jeffreys stood before them, his cyes
glittering over the silent, resentful crowd.

“You will remain here until six
o'clock,” he said. “I mesn to reduce
this Form to n proper state of subordina-
tion! You will find that 1 am not a man
bo be trifled with! I have my eye already
upon the ringleaders, and in case of
further trouble in this Form they will bo
expelled from Greyfriara on the is‘RaH

“You, Wharton, and Cherry ond Field
and a few others—I warn you especially

to take care! I will have order in this
Form if I have to cxnel half ita
‘mambears "

Silence.

“You will be detained for this half-
holiday, and for every other holiday till
the end of the term,” went on Mr.

Joffreys. *You will do German this
aftornoon. If there is the slightest dis-
turbance in this Formroom [ shall
return ™

- He quitted the Form-room. ;

“My hat!" said Dol Cherry, with o
dean breath.

inner grinned. .

“J thought you'd toe the line!"™ he
remarked. * You can™t back up against
the Head! What's the ﬁmd?"

#“The sack—that's a Litle too thick!”
said Bolsover major.

“Ha can't sack us!™ growled Johnny
Bull. “Dr. Locke wouldn't have it, when
he comes back—"

“Oh, rotl I know I'm not
to face my pater, and tell
said Belsover. _

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“Y don't want to drag you fellows into
trouble,” he said, “I'm for backing tﬁ
against that man, and chancing it. B
I put it to the vote of the Form."”

here was silence.

“It's mo good one or two sticking it
out, and getting it in the neck,” went on
Wharton. “He could expel one or two.
1 don't see how he could exnel the whole
Form, if we all stood together.

avernors would have something to say
gbuut that. But I don’t want to urge
I believe it will come sconer or

ing home

im that!™

voll.
later.™

“ Better later Lhan soconer,
grinned Fish.
hera!”

“Yes, rather!” said Skinner.

Wharton shrugged his-  shoulders.
There was no doubt that Mr. Jeffreys
had won that round.

Herr Gans, the German master, came
in. There was no more talk. The Re-
move settled down to German lessons.

then 1"
“1 guess I'm staying

Vornon-Smith looked in at Btudy No. 1,
where the Famous Five were having s
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late tea, after being dismissed from deten-
tion. The Bounder was grinning,

“I hear you've had a merrvy time this
afterncon,” he remarked.

s [:}1{:1:3' for gﬂu Jeffrevs didn’t miss
you!" growled Johnny Bull

“That's so. All holidays stopped for
the term!” said the Bounder. *“That
will play the merry dickens with the
cricket! Not that it matters much to
me, as I'm not in the eleven. But what
about you fellows?™

* The dickensfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed Bmithy 1
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“Why should we stand it?" said the
Bounder. * What price a barring-out, and
telling Jeffreys to go and eat cokal”

“It may come to that!™ sald Wharton
slowly.

“Why not now 1"

There was no answer to the Bounder's
question, and he laughed.

“I savvy! Because the Remove hasn't
got its back up sufficiently to take the
merry risk!” he remarked. *“My dear
chaps, that won't take long. After this,
Jeftrays will be a worse Hun than ever,

and we sha'n't be able to stand it for
long. When you decide on hoisting the
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merry revolutionary flag, Wharton, T'm
your man 1™
And the Bounder strolled away.

“It may come to it!” =aid Bob

erry.

It will come to it!" eaid Harry Whar-
ton quietly.

And the event was to prove that Harry
Wharton was right!

{Don't miss *“ THE GREYFRIARS
INQUISITION ! " — pnext Monday's
grand story of Harry Wharton & Co.
by FRANK RICHARDS.)

THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 38.—WILLIAM WIBLEY.

T is probabie that most of our readers
I leok upon Wibley a8 a consummate
JBPET.
But he is nothing of the sort.

He ir simply & born artist.

An artist, you know, does nol necessarily
mean 4 man who paints or drawa pictures.
In its wider sense it stande for any man who
practises any art with real devotion and a
frm belief in its grest importance. In this
sense, not- only the painter or black-and-
white illustrator Is—or fmay be—an artist;
hut 20 may an avthor be—Mr. Richards
asparedly is, for one—or a sculptor, or an
actor.

Wibley does not really care most about
the jape when he undertakes his imperson-
ations, It ia for doing the thing well—for
phkaying the character to the life—that he
cares. He throws himself into the t to
he plaved with such. thoroughness t for
the time being he is someone else, not
Willinm Wibley of the Remove. His sense
of hutnour {8 not nearly o atmnq, a8 his
sense of the dramatic aod the actor's vanity
which inspirea him,

Before Wibley came along—and even since
—gther fellows have gone in for imperson-
ations. Wharton I8 really good, second only
o Wibley, but with a I-umg Interval.  For
Wharton is merely a capdable actor, not a
greab ong, . Frank Nugent s ne duffer. Bob

Cherry, DBolzover major, Sncop, and others
bave figured in various p thoogh not
one of the three mentioned has any wvery

proncunced ability. Nor has Coker: yet
Coler as a conwiet, and also as o temporary
Form-master, has achieved suoccess—more
sucecss than he wanted, in one case!

But all these pale thewr ineffectual flres
before the genius of Wibley. For genips it
really is. Bome day Wibley should get
ery near the highest rung of the stage
adder. He has the nimhle brain and the
mobile face of the actor; he looks and feecls
the part he is playing.

Not all at onece did he win the credit he
deserved. Yet it was not long delayed.

He did not guess that amateur theatricals
were a craze at Greyfciars: and he was
taken in completely by o rebearaal he over-
eard in the Kag during his first afternoon
at the school, So taken In that he went to
the rescme of the supposed. vietim through
the window! This might be held a high
tribute to the actors concerned; but one is
inclined to think that it was rather due to
Wihley's readiness to do anything obviously
dramatic and strikin

Of course, he told
actor he was; and, of course, they discounted
his statement, *Blessed I Jhe that bloweth
hiz own trumpet!” said Bob Cherry, with his
geninl sarcasm,

But they soon had proof,

Wihley took them all in az the Cousin
George ~- shabby oand  uneducated — whom
Wharton refused to own as & kinsman. That
wag good. It was hetter still when he played
Mr. Capper, ard took in that pentlemans
vwn Form, and thwarted the designa of
Temple & Co. to do down the Remove by
piving a performance of that Form's own
play In advance of them,

That impersonation put Wibley in  bis

’Eiﬁem what an excellent | Th

right place ag the leading spirit of the
Remove Dramatfe Society. No one has less
adoubt than Wibley that it is his right place.

He regards: the mest as  well-meaning
amateurs;, some of them not without talent,
but none nearly his eqgual. And he does not
mind telling them so.

He haz a guite professtonal knowledpe of
the proper use of grease-paint—a weak
point with the amateur generally—and all
the mi.'ateriﬂa of make-up. But his bigpgeat
agset is his face. Mo one wounld eall him
handsome; but then, no handsome fellow
could look like so many different people as
Wihley can!

It was not diffieult for him to play the
part of Douglas Marsh, alias Roland Smale,
a8 told in the story of a few weeks ago: the
gircumstances were all in his favour, and the
impersonation called for less actual =cting
than Wibley would gladly have glven ft. Nor
was the ruse by which he gave Delarey’s
friend, Jim Sorrell, a chance of escape one
of his best efforts; for the men who took him
for Sorrell did not know the deserter.

But in his two impersonations of Mr.
Mobhs, of Highcliffe, he waa seen at his best.
¢ second failed in the result; but -only
Wibley could have come 20 near to suceess
with it. And as it was the appearance upon
the scene of the real Mr, Mobbe which bowled
him over, failure reflected no discredit upon
his acting, though it may have suggested
gome lagk of the elements of strategy in
those associated with him. Mr. Mobhs
should have bheen made safe,
~ He was got out of the way for the first
impersonation ; and Wibley had fall and fair
revenge for the assault which the nuts of
Highelilfe had made upon him. He looked
ke Mr. Mobhhs. He talked like Mr. Mobhs.
But the nnits thought their dear Mohhy

must have gone potty when he dropped down

u them, his peta, the highly connected.
c:f;ill‘xg t.her'n, ghrﬂﬁg them lines, and, ftor add
insult to injory, actually being civil and
decent to “outsiders " like Courtenay and
En‘i‘i] JI” tion st i ; i
it im a stays In one’s m as
Williamh ‘-‘Ijlhh:]"u top note.
But there have been many others. Wibley
made a first-rate Monsieur Charpentier, and
saved the good little French mdster from
heavy trouble. He ood work in a double
pepae  am  tha smhhluﬁ Skinner's terrible

TUnele Joseph. He, would not consent to the

suggestion that he should make up as Mark
Linley's father, representing bim, of course—
for the suppestion came from  Mark™s
enemies—aa- an utter outeider. Bud he
played Mr. Hooker, Editor of the “Weekly
World,” with Hob Cherry as Mr. Slogg, Bub-
Editor in charge of the force department, to
the discomfiture of Bunter and inner.
And . he was Qeperal De Courcy, from the
Herald's OfMee, spoofing Fishi"s father;
and Billy Bunter's unele, the gallant captain
—whnse renl name wia hunur. by the way,
but there was a misprint in the casoalty liat,
and Bunter annexed him: and a police-
congtable attending to Bunter and frighten-
ing him half out of hiz life after he had
enthezzled the Chirpey funde; and he was
Coker's “fAoneee ™; and he was the oficial
wha came from the Food Controller to deal
with Fishy's potato cornering.

Other parts he has played, and nearly all
with success. But once he failed badly.
Ferrers Locke, the detective, was to have
heen the vietim.  DBut Locke saw beneath
the disguise which was meant to tranaform
Wibley Into Colonel Cholmondeley, of the
Durndum Fosiliers, and withoot trial sen-
tenced that bogus officer to a short term of
imprisonment—but let him out just o tima
for dinoer.

Wihley s more actor fhan anvihing else.
In other walks he is without distinction, very
much the average boy. But a boy of the
right sort, mind you, with decent instincts
and a dislike of bullying and mezoness and
snabhery !

=== FOR = = =

“THE TWINS
FROM TASMANIA,”

A ESerial of Hirhelile and CIff
House,

See “THE GEM.”

«===FOR = = =

“FRANK RICHARDS’
SCHOOLDAYS,"

See
“THE BOYS' FRIEND.”
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THE SLEEPWALKER |

I.

HIS is Grundy's yarm, He told ws it—

gr tried to tpll it—so often that the

onty way to dispose of it once Tor all
seema to be to put it into print.

1t happened at hiz old school, Hedelyfe
and, secording to Grunds, it is the story of
how ap innocent man suifered imprisopment,
1. A. 3. hecomes quite pathetic when he
tella of the wrongs of FPahaw.

“It was all the fault of that chump
Fabbits!* he says. © Rabhlts and I shared a
study at Ledelyie, He was o bit of an nss,
though a decent -sort otherwise, His proper
name, by the way, was Fecles, so L christened
him * Rabbitz." Ha, ha, ha!"

We didn't zee the derivalion of Rabbits |

from Eecles, and only Wilkins and Guon
lnughed.,
Feeles, T gather, was one of those chaps

who look sillier than they are. He liked
plenty to eat; and as he wns well supplied
with ¢ash, and the war was 2til in the
future, there was nothing to hinder him from
Loaving what he liked.

George Alfred and Eccles, whom our ‘prize
chump christenéd ® Rabbits "—Iln, ha, ha!l—
were on thelr way to the tuckshop.

“Oreat Scobt!™ exclaimed Grundy sod-
denly. “The show has changed hands!'»
Herlock Sholmes—I mean, Groody—was

Rerlecbly tight in hiz deduction, Mrs. Crumms
ad gone, and outside the shop was n new
signboard, on which was painted in bright
gilt letters which glared in the sun:

P, SHAW,
PROPRIETOR.»

“He wns & man of very high principles
fndeed,” Grondy told ws, “Couldn't stand
Iving, =tealing, or anything of that kind, He
went to chapel three Limes on a Sunday, amnd
nttended hall a dozen prayer-meetings during
the week, and sold Bibles and hymn-books as
well a2 tuck. VYou never saw another chap
like him behind a tuckshop counter.®

Mr. Percival Shaw wore a spotless white
ipron, and a high and elean collar, greased
iz hair, and parted it dead down the centre,
He waghed hlfs hands and face at least a
dozen tinies in the day. He had a lttle
enub nose, at the end of which he wore a

ait of well-polished gold-rimmed pince-ner,
lis lips were twisted into an expression of
perpatual scorn, and it was not long hefore
the RedelyMans gave him the excellent appel-
lation of = Pshaw »

“1 never quite saw where the joke came
" said Grondy, with o puzzled Ifrown.
= liat the nome stock to him.*

To" get on with the washing., Grundy nnd
Rabbits—Ila, ha, ha!—entered the shop, and
ir. 3haw slipped the prayerbook he had
seen reading into his pocket.

= Good-morning, Mr, Skaw!® said Grundy
politely.

i tigﬂd-mnming!’-‘ reburned Mr. Shaw, with
a sniff.

Leeles, or Rabbits—Ha, ba, ha'—didn't
hother his herd about the morping. e was
wiring into whipped ereams and eakes,

“Boy.” rapped owt Mr, SBhaw, “put those
things down'”

TERT Rabbitz stopped eating and stared.

Y Don't attempt té equivocate! T saw yom
with my own cyes! A denial—"

“Who's going to deny it ! howled Habbita
EI'm going to pay for them, ain™t I

“Bah!" said Pshaw. “Now that prevarl-
cating will be fruitless, you probably willi®

“Exense me, Mr, 8haw,” said Grundy.
“ Tiahbits—Kls proper name, you know *—
Ha, ha, ha'!—%is Eccles—will pay you for all
e eats, I assure you,”

WEERT ™ aniffed Rhaw, 91 know boys—
artults as well, for that matter. 1In this
world, my boy, not one man out of ffty is
honest.™

“1 say, you know,” demurred Grundy, “It'a
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Just the other way about. I can mention

ffty bonest men, and I don't even know one

ilishonest bounder. A couple of tarts and an
ice, please, Our Hend, Ior instange——".

“ 4h, ves, I had heard o great deal of sour
Head before I came here!™ soid Mr. Shaw, -

WHe's ns honest as the day! A plate. of
chicken=nndwichee, if you have them, Mr.
Shaw!®

“ Humph!" Then his staff make a good
thing out of him, I warrant!*

“If you mean stealing—a sceed-cake, plen:e,
and another jee—he's never bad anything
stolen yeb.™

worth

“Is  there
sneered Shaw. ;

EA%ell, he's got n safe,” said Gruady, with
hiz mouth full

“ For that matter, so have 1. said Shaw.

“Hut has It got a few hundred unds
worth of silver-plate in it " griomed Grundy.

©What-kind of a gentleman is your Hend ?®
asked Mr. Shaw. “1 should very much like
to see him. I wll give him & call in the
penr future. Where iz his room?~

tubbits had been listenlng to all thiz In
sulky silence. He pow spoke.

“We can see it from the door,” he said.
“I'll point It out o you i you like.”

Leaving Grundy gorging at the counter,
Mr. Bhaw joined Rabbits at the door, where
he—Pahaw—adjusted his spectacles.

Eabbits indieated a somewhat :i':rl.;r-!cal'.lnlp.;
window on the ground floor of the school.
The window was open a little at the bottom,

#*Is that your headmaster's rocm ™ said
Shaw. “And the window Is partly open!
?ur&lj he does not lsave it thus after night-
all 7"

“He does, though,” zald Rabhbits,

“With all those waluables in the safe?™
asked Shaw, aghast )

“d course! IHMe doesn't take them to bed
with himt®

“ And with so many dishonest people about !
Dear me! Goodnezs gracious! I will most
nssuredly eall on the gentleman in o day or
two, und advise him to be more careful
nhout hiz property in such surroundings.”

Hhaw astratted imto the ﬂ.h-ﬂ}l

“Come on, OGrondy !? growled Rabbits, And
the two departed.

A few minutes Inter the pair had a terrifle
row in thelr study. HKabbits was a good deal
hurt: &t being accused of lying and stealing,
and he imparted to Grundy the fact that the
study he had pointed out as being the Head's
wns replly the ome which he and Grundy
shared, and were now in. His idea was to
lock #haw in that apartment when he
rrade hiz @il on the Head, and shy rotten
cggs and other deliencies ot him through
the window.

anvthing stealing 1o

Grundy promptly pot his foot down on
this, and Fﬂ:-m the ensuing tussle emerged
victorlous. Ho Tiahbits reluctantly promdsed

to give up bls wild scheme.

II.
:iE‘r‘EE I never guessed that old Pihaw

wins a samnoimbulast,® Grundy told

3,

By “samnimbulast * he meant
somnambulist, which is the long way round
Tor sleepwrlker. There are some people who,
when they get a word wrong, will persist in
repesating it continually. Grundy was one
of these jossers; hut, unlike most of them,
he pronounced the word differently every
time he sald [E.

“T was reading a book on sumnombalizm
at the very time it happened,” sald Grundy.
It was this way——"

But I prefer my own way of telling it,
Rabbits waz ratty for some few dnys after
hiz quarrel with Grondy, It waz not anti
the middle of the night—the third after

Pahaw's artlval—the fend came to an end,
It was a sweltering July night—the wvery

maoon seemed hot—and Rabbits wes hungry.
And there is nothing much worse than heat
and hunger—save, perhaps, cold and hunger.

Itahbits hopped cut of bed and dragged on
a few garments. The fellow in the next bed
stirred, sat up, and stared about him,
Zezing Ralbits sitiing in the moonlight on
the edge of his bed, dressing himzelf, Grundy
sprang out also.

A3 n matter of fact, he was o little sorry
about going for Rahbita,

“What are you after, Rabhits, old scout?”

“Grub!" was Rahhits' laconic reply.

h“f.}{ub'i' I'l come down with you, old
chap!"”

They traversed the silent corridors to their
study, The moonlight shone into the room,
but Ieft part of it in shadow.

Rabbits stationed himself at the cupboard
in o dusky corner, and Grundy, who was 0ot
bungry, picked up & book and zat near the
;-'J.'ir_tlltuw. It was easy to read in the moon-

he bhook was a bit of a classic—Grundy is
Ehnve such old back-numbers as classica, you
ANDW.

“The chap who wrote that,” he said, in
dizsgust, after reading hall a page or &0,
“must have been mad, or else drunk!™

He picked up from the table something
more 1o bis taste—a book with the title ol
“The Somnambuolist.”

This is & aynopsis of "“The Somnambullst 3

Yillain pots homb under hero's bed. Hero,
m somnambuolist, gets up in his slecp and
walks out of the house. He is just about to
gtep over n precipice when his house ia blown
up—row Wwikéz him—and, finding himeelf in
the act of ﬁr:ll-:tnig_int-n a fathomless abyss,
ha dlacrcetlrh decides to stop. Having now
no home of his own, he goes to sleep the
cowshed of a neighbouring farm, when
herolne, who is also a somnambulist, and
doughter of farmer, walks into cowshed,
falls over hero, and wakes him and herself,
too, with the result that they fall in love at
firat sight, ete. They are emerging from
cowshed, when they observe the heroine’s
portly father, another somnambulist, strut-
ting cheerfully over moonlit meadow in his
gleep. He is heading for a hut, which jz on
fire, when hero and heroine, eatehing him
El;r efther arm, save him from a flery Iate.

¢ blesses them both, makes here his heir.

dies off. and hero marries hercine. Charred
remaing of villain—gdoubtless a  som-
nambilist—are afterwards found In burnb

hot.

I won't eriticlze. It fs not necessary.
Grundy was charmed with the story. He
had just arrived =t the stepping-over-
precli:in::e part when the page was hlotted out
by the shadow of a man who was Eering
through the pane. He ralsed the sazh, an
stepped Inside.

“By pum! It's Mr, Bhaw!™ exclaimed
CGrundy. “"He's a giddy simnombiluat!”

The ghostly visitor seemed to start un-
certainly, then, with arma outstretched,
walked slowly acrozs the roem, and turned
about,

The moon shone foll uponn kim. His eyes,
staring etraight before him, were fixed und
glassy. The eyves of Rabbits fairly bulged as
he stared at Mr. Ehaw. (CGrondy dropped
the book, and caught the sleepwalker by
the arm.

"Where—where am [! muormured Mr.
Ei‘:mw. bis eyes losing by degrees thelr fxed
glate,

“You're all right,” enid Grundy encourapg-
inzly, and he coaxed the bewildered-looking
man into an easy-chair,

Mr. Bhoaw passed a hand across his brow.,

“You're a ssmnimbulist, you know." said
Grundy. "“You've been walking in your
sleep.”

Mr. Shaw amiled faintly.

“My old complaint,” he murmured. *1%
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wac o trouble of my younger days. It js;
the open window which bas preyed opan oy

midl. 1 have been dreaming that burglers
vntered by it and rified the sofal”

He jooked round the toom ns if fer the
gale, amd Grundy was pusxzled, )

“here i3 no safe here, Mr, Ehow,”

“But ycu zaid this wasz the headmazter's
Timnity,

“This gin't the Head's study. It's ours;
mine amd ltabhbits'--Eeceles, yon know o that's
hils proper name!
the end of the corridor on the floor above,”

Mr. Shaw looked hard at Rabbita, and that
misnemed youth shifted uneasily.

“Pray don't mention Chis matter 1o an¥-

one, hoys,” he said. " The Head might not
be pleased If he knew my weaknesa.  This
is not likely to occur again.”

“We'll be o mum ns oysters, Mr. Shaw,”
enid Grondy. “You can cut off t.hmuﬁ:d!.hc
window again, and we'll hop back to e

111,

NLIRE Gruopdy, Rabbits did not dcad
oif to slecp na toon ma his head
touched the pitlow. IHie mind wans
buzy with twe apparently quite

mnrelated  subjecta — somnambulizm
burglary.

liabbita simply could not stand Tehaw.
And Rabbits wad no fonl. Tt was something
more than mere prejudice which made him
distrustiul of Pahaw. :

As the clogk struck zomething—he kKpnew
ot what—he deserted hia bed for the second
time that night, and weat to the window,

1le Lad pot long lo waelt before he saw
coancthing,  The fgure of 3Mr, Shaw once
aunin ocrossed the qued i the direction of his
wnld Grandy’s study wihndow! !

ltalbibita thought quickly for a moment, and

then ehook the slembering Groody by the
ghoulider. '

“Shaw's opt -agﬂn " ha muttered to ‘!-hﬂ'hf

wirthy., He—he's walking in hizs sleep!”
“My hat!" zaid Grundy. They went.
When they reached the passpge Mr. Shaw
wis moving alony fowards the stalra.
“Don't step hinr” sakl Rabhita quickiy.
“It may bring ou heart-failure.,”
“But e may tumble down Lhe stairs and

break s nock!" wuas CGrundy's whispered
rxclamation.

“He won't,” zaid Habbits confidently. " He's
EOing up.”

They followed the wanderer upstairs, and
. mingte or two later heard the creaking of
i door farther along the corridor.

“Where's he gone? demuanded Crandy.
"He went into smne study.”

~And I keow which,” ssid LInbblits quletly.
“Follow me!™

Next moment he
Head's study: :

Plainly vigthle in the mconlight was Pshaw,
kneeling before the safe.

To OGrundy's amazement, Hobbita Hung
himszelf wpon Pahaw, and the "E'll.l”l!iﬂ# cokoed
with hia eries of : “Help! Help! Help!™

"You sty idict!”  exclaimed rundy:
“What are vou doing? A sumnimbal .

“Help e, you utter gse! Lend a hond!”

The whol: sehwnl was awake now. Foot-
steps thundéred along the pasenge, and the
next moment the study was a whirling mass
of humankéy.

The pretended sleepwalker stroggled Furd-
oualy,; but he bad ne chaner.  Abova the
din Grundy's bellowing veise coultd be beard
roaring :

“Go easy, vou-fellows!
belaat [” . .

Byt Grondy roared in vain, and when the
sun rose next morning Mr. Percival Shaw
laoked upon it from the barred window of a
prizon cell.

led Grundy into the

He’sn g -4armnom-

Pehaw's story erept into the papers. Not
long before his arrest he had held the
reaponsible post of cashier t0o a fhm of
engincers. But, in spite of his pretended con-
tempt for dishonesty. he bad developed an
unpleasant  habit _of putting the Hrm's
eigonntores to ebeques  which he absent-
mindediy eashed for his own benefit,

As_ hin vietims, though they did not
pretecule, refused him testimonials owing fo
this little weakness, Pshaw waas unable to
pet another job a8 cashier. 80 somehow he
eontrived to pet the post of tuckshop-keeper
it KedolyHe, where he zoema to have got the
rotion that the jemmy s mightier than the

pen.

Grondy iz still Armr jo his [zith that Shaw
I3 a somnambulist, though very rocky as to
the promunciation of the word. But Gruddy
alene helieves in P Shaw., Everyhody edlse
guys “Pshaw "

The 1lead's study s at |

amd
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BUNTER

“d ELL, I'm Dlesscd t»
= What's op?® ;
I Harry Wharton -had just flung

open the door of Study Xo, 1.
Boly Cherry was followlng 'im closely. The
twa stocd in the deorway, and fairly glared
at Willlam George Bunter and his minor,
Sammy.
i “What the merry dickens are you two
i houhders doing here?” yelled Bob. *And
. walfing our grub, too!”
E “3h, really, Cherry! I was eore you meant
' Lo invite me to ten: and gs Sammy came with
¢ i message to me, I thought—="

“0h, chuck it' Get out! Come on, Horey !
Heoof the pair of them out !»

sammy, o slightly smaller edition of “Dilly,
iid not walt for the hoofing process, but
fled, with & cuke bugged tightly in his- arma,

Williani Gearge resisted, with loud expos.
tulations.

“Look here, yvou fellows! Yow! Leggo!
Wharton, you Deast, wait & minute, and let
me— Yow! Stoppit!®

“ Hold om, Marry! Might as well hear what
the fat dutfer hag got to say for himezelf ™

laughed Baot.

With a Jerk Wharton landed DBunter
heavily on the floor. Nunter gazped, rolled
aver, and groped for his spectacles, which
tad fallen off in the struggle. Ny a lucky
. thance they had escaped the fect of the
| Juniora, a Boly obligingly handed them to
the fat youth. DBilly Bunter settled them
eatefully on his nose, and then, rising to his
eet, he gave bimeell o shake, and blinked
at the pair.

“I came to ask you to——"
| ®No e, Rilly! Wharton won't, and I
| cam’t, ever if 1 would,” taid Dob.

Wharton only grunted ﬁ.ntemutuuu'slm
1 S Can't you let me Anish? I came to a:k
{ you two and Inky and Nugent to tea in my
sty ™

“Fhen why were vyou and your heastly
;l{:lunr in our sbudy seoffing our grab * asked

arry-

“Well, you see, I raw o lot of thiogs on
P’lﬂ Eah!e,.an-l you were not bere, o0 I—

“Couldn’t rczist temptation. T sce, Now
acoobl® Apd Bob flung open the door, and
pointed the way Bunter should ®o.

“ Look here, you fellows, I don't mingd stay-
ing to tea with vou I you like!" suid Bunter
generously. -

e don't Hke! Mook it!®

gl uhln?ﬂth-em .hu.ﬂm}hﬂﬁh‘& wmid&. s

owly the disappoinfed porpolse asauntere
down the Remove passoge. The hest-laid
schemes at times gong agleyv. While inviting

Wharton & Co. to ten. Willlam George hml
meant borrowing the cash wherewith to pur.
chase tuck. Ea.mmly was 08 buadly on the
rocks as BHlly, and it was bis brilliart brain-
;mrg which hed induced the visit to Study

Billy:* Sammy haited his minor from
the door ef the study shared by Dunter, the
two Todds, and Dutton,

% Oh, that's enough!
inte Hall to tea!”™ grumbled the Owl.
hates tea in Hall

“No fear! I've mot n cnke. Wharton
foregot to give it to me, bt I've gobt it all
right. Dutton and Teddy and Chat wes Lonsy
are gut. What do you say to makirg zome
toffee? Theres sugar and butter. and a tin
of syrup. We can boil the stul in the egz-
saucepan.’?

i jup they come in hefore we Jinve
made L¥" gaid Ronter.,  He hwd  painful
rocoltections of Peter Todd’s cricket-stump.

“fth, rats! Don't be a funk! Conie on!™
. The 0wl threw ¢pution to the winds, awd,
with o big chunk of ecake in one hand, from
which ho bit a quoarter‘of o pound or 20 at
intervale, he handed ont butter, suzoar, and
a tin hatt full of syrap.

Then the Iun bepun.  Bunter can conk,
Thot wmd ventriloguwizm are the omly thinga
by is any us=e uat, .

But the egg-sancepan  was  small, aml
Dutten and the Todds were duoe in at nny
minute: and Bunter, hetween the cake amd
dread of Feter's stump. can hardly bave
been on quite his top culinary note. g

*Buck up, 3ammy! Hamd rthe over the

We zhall hinve to po
Ifa

By FRANK NUGENT.
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BROTHERS!
“-H sugar ond the biatter. And you Jolly well

keep a look-out! You'll eateh it if you are
caught ug here—not that that matters; but
I ghall get in a pow, toa!™

As RBunter apoke he was buogily stirring
gugar, butter, amd treacle wp together., Then
he flattened down the coals, nnd st the
sancepan on top, ald squatted down to enjoy
hiz coke and watch the stutl simmer.

The cake soon vonished, The stull in Lhe
tin was still sloppy. It showed no sign of
tiickening, The Owl grew tired.

*Look here, Sammy, suppife you watch
tids atufl whils I cut down to Hall for ten?
Then you cun go when I get back.?

“ Right-ho! Haook it, snd look E.hal'g back1®

Bunter waddled off, and was soon busy il
ing up theé spaces left by the cake,
ﬂ}&eanwhile, things were haypening in the

ugy.

summy knelt hefore the small, hright fire,
stirring the precious mixture, He hod the
poker i his left -hand, He was so intent on
his fobr that he did not notice the entrance
af FPeter Todd, and the frst intimation he
had of Peter's presence was a hand on his
collar which jerked him to his feet. :

The poker flew to the left, the spoon to
the right, and the saucepan, with its simmer-
ing contents, was tip on to the glowing
coals, A hig flare ronred up the chimpey.

“¥ou chump, Toddy! You've szet ihe
chimucy alight!* ghrleked 3zivmy.

Peter Todd jummed o cushion on the fir:,
and emptied the Kettle om it. There wos o
smother of smioky stenm, and he flew to open
the window ns Dutton entered the room.

Dutton bod colfided with S8ammy In the

age, and both hoad rofled over. Dubton

ad mode o grab for Sammy, bub that youth

deemed . it wise to keep out of Peter Todds

way for that ovening. He bolted stenight to
the Third Form-room.

“ What's up, Toddy, okl man®™ asked
Dutton. “Phew! What nre you doing with
that cushion, you silly cuckoo?n

“hid you meet Nunter minorin

"I should fancy Bunter will mind! It's kia
gltghian 1

Peter glared ot Dutton, hut he knew it was
useless to attempt explanations, The denf-
ness of his stody-mate was a sore trial to
Peter Tadd., Rut ithe wet cushion had done
its work, and the fire was out.

Dutton surveyed the awlul mozx with
puzzhed eyes, |

" AWhat'z all- the rumpus about, Peter? Le
asked mildly.

“That little heast Bammy Runter has osed
our week's supply of sugar and hail a tin of
syrup and il our hutter, and all the stoif
gob upset, afd—— Drrr?! Just walt till I
catch him, that's afl I™ roared Peter.

“Well, you needn't hewl at me. [ could
hear mucl better If you apoke quietly, ot
I can’t see why you went giving him all our
gtub, and then shoved things on the fire and
Imeraed Bumter's cushion., Youw've made n
friuhtéf:.gl mesa of things, and the smell 13

Frid ™

At that rmoment Billy Tynter come along.
He had dope what might be .done in the
matber of tea: In Hall, and had given his
mmdT fine to finish making the Lolfee, He
amiled a smile cf pleasant anticipation ns he
nweared Lhe door, But one look nt the wreek
in the fAreploce, one spif of the odour cf
burnt sugar and wet feathers, und be knew
tiat all his hopes were wvain !

Peter grobbed his erleket-stump and rushed
at Hunter,

“ Look here, youn fat Hun, what was Sammy
doing in our study?" yelled Poter.

“0h, really, Toddy, old man, how shoull
I k;l[wﬁl:: I hnve only Just come up from ton
1] all.

Hunter lnokod quite Injured. NBut Toddy
knowa bhe Owl'z Jittle ways.

“I jolly well know Snmmy wonld not come
liere ami collur our butter and sugar to
make tolfce in our study unless you pot him
uy to it, o [ am going to lick you! 1f yau
like, yom can puss b on to your minor!?
Catch hold, mttoni®

With a grin. Dutton canght holid,
dfsﬂm Bllly's sbroggles, T ] s
by Bunter yet onee againt

IHE EXD.

amid,
duty
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BOB

E werp discuzsing mothods for gof-
ting even with Temple & Co. of
the Fourth, in No. 1. We five and
Hguif were -there, papd SBquill was

explainime his pdes for-a juape.

uddenty the door opened and In walked

the TDouwnder, holding Donter's eaxr etwein
hia Anger adl thumb. 3

“1 camght the fat Louonder  lstening
again.” spid Smithy, nod then he wolked out.
Bunter mads o belt for tle door, hut Squiff
put out his foot, and Byuntér went sprawling.
Hquill zhut the door, and steod with his back
to it.

“Listening afain, vou tat bladder of lord ™
growled Johnmy Bl
0T alidntt! ¥ owamsn't! 1-—1 over heeard aodt
enying  anythine obowt japing  Temple-—I
didn't, really ! 1 was only t¥ing up my Dboot-
lags-——"
4w 0h, bump lim D roared Johnny,

Bix paira of Dlands were at -once Inid on
Bunter, and he was bumped severely. 1
aponaed the door, and six puirs of boots were
gimultaneously  appled to  Bunter's fat
person, apd he seuttled down the passage for
his life. b

We went back into the study and shut the

“Thut fat ass knows evirything now, nnd
fe'll epread it over the whole selwol!™ said
Hnrry Wharton. i

Whartgn's words were <non  fustified. for
a mipute or two later there came o tap at
the door,

“Come in, Tathead!™ called Frank.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

CHERRY’'S MISTAKI!

By HIMSELF.

In walked Cecil Meginald Temple in all his
glory.

“I've just learned,” he sald, "that you fags
hove been planning a jape on me.”

"eTroe, O king!" 1 replied, And-yon got
your information from n fat ass . named
Bunter!”

“What if T did?¥" said Temple. 1 warn
you that if you play japes on me you'll get
meore than yvou bargain for!”

(L, "elear off I

“1I'm not golng yet—"

*Yes, you are!" erled Johnny DBuoll, and he
charged at Temple.

In a moment they were rolling over
together, We rushed to the rescue, and
Temple was treated lke unte Bunter, and
he went away in oa bigger burry than he
.

“1ve pot an idea for curlng Bunter of
listening,” 1 said.

“You wouldn't cure Bunter in a thoueand
years,” grumted Johmny Huoll: “but  we'll
listen to your ides.”

And forthwith 1 propounded ry scheme for
giving Buntér n surprise.

“Half & minute, Toddy!”

I had pot Nugent to go dows te Friardale
to buy something, and was wadtlug for him
to come hdack, when I saow Petor Todld in the

PRESALE.

I eaught him up, and told him what had
lately hupponed. ;

“ Amd } want yon to ftalk to Banter,” )
gaid. “Let him thiak we are going to get

up ancther jApe for Temple's Lenelib to-might,

aml soe that he eomes along at  half-past
-Iaigtlt., and U bave a little treat ready for
Mm ™

Toddy agreed, and T went Fack to Moo 1.
and found hat Freank Nugent had ceteotned
with a water-plefol, Boi water wasn't strong
epough for Banter. We Blled it with ink,
and put it away, ready for his coming.
Wharton, Nugerit, Inky, Bull, nnd  Squilt
were all i ihe stwly, when 1 took up my
lace at the Leshole at the appointed time.

heard someonc coming down the passage.
Someone stopped ontaile the door. 1 knew
that someone waz Bunter: i

I pressed the dwlh, and 8-g-s-2lsz! the ink
sbreamed theough the kevhole, 1 expeeted
Bunter to yell @ but it wasu't Boanter!

“Bleas  miy somd ! Licodness  grocions:™
goinded & thupderauns voice.

The door opened, and in slalked  Alr.
thuelch !
C U Cherry,” e =akd, “Iellow me 1o my
gtudy ™

I followed Rlim. teying hard to stop grioe
ning, for the ink had cavght kim right in
the ear. It was streaming down hiz face
and neck, making him ook an awinl sight.

We arrived nt the atedyr. amd Me, Yuelel:
pleked up hiz cane,

“Cherry.” e eadd aternly, "1 was pooaring

ur study when I happencd to “deop my
inndkerehief. 1 stooped to pick it ap, and
received a stream of ink in my ear. 1 refuso
to be made n vieHm of practical lokes: and
I shall cane you soverely ™

And as he skl oven so e Gid!
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For Next Monday :
“THE CREYFRIARS INQUISITION 1™

By Frank Richards.

Last sreek’s afid this week's yarns are hoth
mie thew commonly goods HBut 1 really
thdnk next-week's ‘beats either pf them. It
ja sin ald device that the juniors, now on the
verge ‘ol open revolt, rmpli::.r alfuhmthhF
tyrannons neting Head; bot there §: nothing
ﬂ{d- or slale in the telling of the story. It
pripy fron the ficst line to the last, and
lenves one cager for more.  And therc 18
thore Lo conre—apd that of the very best!

THE "GEM* SERIAL.

Are your Al resding it? If not, ¥You are
misaing &  treat. “The Twins from
Fasmanin * i3 the cort of atory you. all like,
and your ald. fxvourites. the Famous Five
anil the wirls of CHI House, play thelr parts
o it

“DISGUSTED " AGAIN !

Mr. " Dizggusted ™ Coleman has weighéd in
with auother fetter. I eanmot afford space
to give it in full; I 4bink his’¢raving for the.
potoriety of print must get what satisfaction
it may oubt of .the appearance ol his' first
letter. Tiut I will reply to it—or, at least,
make some “discursive remarks about it—ans-
the writer =avs my last reply was not a reply.

My  nmiable correspondent, after a polite
reference 1o my “rotten MAGNET,” saye he
withdrnws mthing. Did anyone ask him to?
Ha says that what [ *'eo highly ridiculously
eall * My Reply,” * has no hearing on his letter,
and he demands o less “childisl " answer!
I I don't give it him, he will at onece con-
clude that I find it impossible to arpue with
him. I do! If ever I got Jdown to his level
of argument. "1 should feel very sorry for
myself. As it i, I feel sorry for him.

urthermore, e says that “w.p.b” is pot
plain English. Aspiring authors are apt to
consider it not merely plain, but veérging on
Ehe brutal! He says that part of a sentence

I have nsad—"MMe adeuses me—or  Ar.
Riclhard:—E am net sure which "=iz ongram-
matical. It i3 nnt.

He aeka me 1o point out where he was
gailty of -misspelliug. 1 will do 0. No one
who knows the Freneh lwnguuge would say, or
write, *hien attendn "—it should be " hien
entendn.” Further. no owc’s English is e
proved by the nse of Latin tags from phrase-
hooks, The phriaze-books give “frontd nulla
fides,” as “Things are not  what they
appear "7 but that is a free and idiomatic
transtation, not o liternl one; and 1 strongly
pugpect that Mr. Coleman would be auite an-
able to give a Latin translation of “Things
are not  what they appear "—it certainly
could not he ecorrectly transiated *TFronti
nulla fides.”  English studded with foolish
foreign tugs is essentially bad Engllsh; but
that is not the only fawlt of Ar. Coleman’s
style, ns the Tdllowing nuotation will show:

“You endeavour to put inte print that
about which you kpow abzolutely pothing:
1 refer to "the remarks you nnde respecting
my education, 1 wrote you a letter devotod
golely to criticlem of your pmpers, noft your
perzonal 1ife, and then yoéu commence talking
rot—polng  from  the  sublime 1o the
ridiculons."

Thisz is a very bright example fndeed of
how not to write Engliab: It s wordy, und
ft ie silly. What Mr. Coleman might have
gifd woulil- ron semething like this: “You
are falking of what vou know pothing about
wheit ¥ou talk of my education. 1 merely
abnsed your paperz, not yon personally.” 1
cannot work in the rest for him, for the
“gublime amd the ridiculons” are like the
flowers that bloom in the spring—they have
nothilng to do with the casc! :

it is well to know the diference hetween
criticism snd sbuse.

Mr., Coleman a#ks what were public
libracles erected for, and onswers, to his
own salisfaction, it would appear, that it
was to encourage boya and girls to refrain
from reading such books ns those 1 print.
But they are not books, and I don't print
them. if we are to trowble about [literal
exactitude !

He gocs on . to ask whether a hoy hronght

up on. our paners and nothing elae wonld at
twenty be able to sit down and read Dickens.
“Tully comprehending same.” 1 do not e
why he should not, 1 reoad “Wliver Twist =
at eight. and understood most of it: hot for
yveare after that | read bovs™ papers, sl |1
don’t mind confessing that, at nearver fifty
than forty. 1 can read such A story na
appeara, in this paper thiz week with real
enjoyment. Shakespeare and Seott, Dickens
amd Thackeray, Kipling amd Wells, Hewlett
anl Phillpotts, s all amonz my favourite
anthora; but . s0  sre  Mersrg, Clifford  and
Richards. 1 know of many enees in which
the reading of these papers tima heen lurpely
educative to o bov: but it would he ahaurl
to pretend that their  purpose B3 mainly
cihiweativie.,

And whut iz edoeation?

The best part of it i3 oot the learning to
“appreciate " the  elassles, It | does  mnt
ereatly matter i vou never vewd thew: any-
way, reading otlicr thingzs won't affeet thiab
nuestion mueh. The hest part of education
ia the learming {o play the game, to e
henest  aned straightforward amd manly. to
gtand by  yoonr friends, amid npot to  be
treacherous even with your enewmies, to keep
yonr eves open for good evorywhere. and mob
to be speering fmed hole-pdeking sndd ceneari-
ous, to recopnise that tastes differ, and that
your own taste may uot be the absolute
crikerion—in  short, to. he  broad-ininded.
There ir alwayz: n chanee that the bhroad-
minded man may grow leas ipnorant: there
iz little for the narvow-minded, self-sntisfled
one,

I have done with Mr. Coleman now. He
may write to me again if he likez, hut until
he can lenrn whut criticiam means, and until
be has acquired the rudiments of civility, I
shall not waste my time in answering him.
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