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(A Dramatic Scene in the Magnificent Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.) 18-10-1%
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Astonishing '
EST o vvme!”
Bob Cherry, of the Greylriavs
Rewmwove nttered (he exclumation |
as he dashed up to the scheol}

J
anles.

Bob had been over to Courtfield to
purchase o football, and he had been on-
engaged i o race aguinst trme.  Had be
rotuened & moment later the gates would
have Been slammed n Ins face by Gos-
Img, the crusty old perter.

It was o nesc thmg. Bob Cherry jusi
managoed te huel lmself through 1o the
{lose as the gates were heng shur,

Grosling gnve a grunt,

“Wihehh that was @ nagrow squeak,
Mastep Ehervy ! he sanl

Bob chuckled breathlessiv,

“Sorey I conddn’t give you the satisfac-
fion of repartimg me te Quelchy!” he
satd,  ““Bettew luck next time, Gosay !

“Wak I says is this "ere—"

Bob €herry did not wait to hear whai
Gosling had o say. With the brand-new
football tucked under las arm, he strode
away Ibrﬂuﬂh. the duaﬁ‘.? C}Ble.

Standing en the School House staps,
with a portentous frown on s faee, was
Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remave.

Mr. Quoleh’'s gaze was divected sternly
towards Bob Cherry, and Bob s heurt
beat fastor than usual.

“Quelchy looks upset abeoub

going to receive the vials of his giddy
wrath, too! Wander what s all
about?”

Bob Cherry couid not understand why
Mr. Queloh, withh % deepening frown,

should be waiting fer him on the Scheol |

House steps.
Had he been a midnight prewler. just

returnming frony an axeursion to the Cross |

Keys, Mr. Quelch’'s expression could not
have been more thunderous.

“T'm nob coming nr late,” reffeeted
Bob; “and Fve dene nothing to gef mto
Quelchy's black books, that I know of.”

“Cherry!”

“Ye-e-es, sir?’ he gasped, halting at
the foot of the steps, -

\ some- |
thing !”" he murmuwred. “ Looks as if P'm}
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My, Quelch glared ak the junior,

“Wheve are your hines?” he demanded.

“ Munv-mum-my lines, sic?”

“¥Yes! Where is the impesition I gave
. you, Cheery?”

Bob looked utterly hewildered,

“I=L——"" he faltered, |

“De not atfempt to make excuses,
Cherrcy !”

Bob Cherry stared Llanklv at the Form-
masgtoer,

“You—you haven't given me any lines
to do for vou, sir!”

“What?”

“The last immpesition you cave me was
‘aver three weeks ago, sir. | toek the
hnes to you, and they were gnite satis-
factory. You made me write out fifty
Iimes of the IThad as an imposition;
since when [ have bhad no other!™ con-
cluded Bob humaorously.

“Bo not dare to jest with me, Cherry !
Unly reventlv—thus morning, to be pre-
cise—I gave vou n hundred lines to write.
Instead of obeyimg my cbmmands, you
have deveted your time to the purchasc
of a footbal] !

. Bob Cherry’'s hand went to hig brow.
“¥ must be dreaming ! he thought.
Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“You will bring the lines to my study
heiore breakfust to-morrow meornming,
Cherrey !”’

“Put, sir—-"

“Not a word !"

" You—you must be making a mistaike,

s !’

fs ab fault, Cherry 7 rumbled Mr. Quelch.
: “‘ﬁthﬂ.l you certainly didn’t give me
‘an umpositton, sir! You must have given

it to one al the other fellows——"
“Silenco, Cherry! The impaosition is
doubled ™’

“Oh erumbs !

. IL vow say another word I shall cane
| |

Qmeh-h_ turmmed on his heel and
rustled away imto the building.

Bub Cherry folowed in a dazed sort
of way. He was beginning to éutertain
doubts concerning the ‘i"mm-mﬂaler‘n
" sanity. : ~h

' "“Are you snggesting that my memory |
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!} A chorus of welcome grected Bul as
he entered Studdy No. 1 i the Bomove
PAsSsaLe.
The other members of the Famous

 Five were within, roasting chestnuts at .
hlazing fire:
|. “Good " sad Harry Wharton. “You
have got the merry old foeter all right,
Bob !™

“ 15 a beauty, toa!’" sad Jolnne Bull,
“Tll bet i1t didn'h cost a peany less than
a quid !’

“Two
Chexyry.

Johnny Bull jumped.

“Doan’t tryv to tell us that & feeter cost
two hundred ouid!” he exclamei.
Twa lmmdeed penee;, if yow lilke!”

Bob Cherry theew the feotbell into o
corner, and sank inte the depths of the
Y armchanr, '
“Two hundred lines!” he eypeulated,
| " Hallo!™ exclaimed Nugens,. ** Whe's
been dishing ouwt impots” Did gou yun
into Loder of the Sixth?™ '

Bob Cherry shook his head:
"Quelchy’s given me two hundred
lines for nething !"" he said.

1 “My hat!”

“For nothing?”" echoed Wharton.

“Yes. He was waiting for me whon I
came 1n, and ke wanfed to know whe [
hadi't. dene my limes. ¥ told him U
hadn’t gwen me any to de!™ -

“And whet did' he say 7™

““He cuf up rosty. Teldh me he hal
given me a houdeed lines, and said I
eould consider the imposition doubled !™
" But Quelchy hasa't given: you any
ines for weeks!” eoxclmmed Nugent.
“Why didn’t you explain———""

“He didn’t give me half a2 chance.”

“And so vou're saddled with twe Hhun-
dred lines?"

i V{‘E :rH

“Well, I'm jiggered!™

Harry Wharton looked' thoughtfidl

“Of course, Quelchy made & mistake; "

he said.
growled Bob Cherry

hundred ——"  begmmn Bob

“Of course!”
“ He must bave given a hundred lines te
Skmmer, or ﬂflﬂ'llﬁ)ﬁd}". and’ then thought
it was me There's a leakage 10
| Quelchy’s memory-tank, Why doesn’'t ke

gy

Spelmanise’

Cepyright in the United States ¢f America. ‘ : .
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Every Monday.

Bob Cherry’s startling news had made
a i:r'nfnund impression on his chums.

t was not like Mr. Quelch to bhehave
in an unjust manner. In the ordinary
way, he would have given Bob Cherry the
benefit of the doubt.

“Quelchy must be i1l said Whasrton
at length.

“Or wandering in his mind!”
gested Johnny Bull,

Bab Cherry snorted.

“1 doubt if he's got a mind to wander
in!” he =aid.

There was a pause. The Famous Five
had quite forgotten the foetball, which
lay neclected in the corner.

“When does Quelchy want hiz precious
lines?"” inquired Nugent presently,

“ Before brekker to-morrow morning,”
growled Bob Cherry.

“Phew! That doesn’'t give you much
time!”

“I've a jolly good mind to let the
beastly lines rip!” said Bob.

“Don’t do that,” mterpozed Whartyn
bhastily. “You'll be farly asking for
trouble. If wvou don't show up in
Quelchy's study with the lines, it’s quite
on the cards that he'll detain you to-
morrow afternoon ; and we're due to play

g1l T-

iy

Hicholiffagben.” "
“Oh, all™fight 1" said Bob., “TI'll make
n start. Buat 't not a guick writer, and

it's doubtful if T shall get them done in
time!"’

“Bupposing we give vou a hand®”
suggested Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry shook his head. :

“Quelchy would twig in a minute,” he
eate, “It’s no use, ?Hhall have to do
them oft my own bat.”

“It's a jolly shame!” said Wharton.

“The shamefulness 1s terrific !” agreed
Hurree Singh. “'The esteemed Quelchy
must have the batfulness in his belfry "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry did not join in the laugh
which followed his dusky chum’'s remark.
He sat down at the table and scribbled
away as if for a wager.

Bob's handwriting was far from flaw.
less. Indeed, he seemed to be design-
ing a number of pothooks and hangers,

The pace which he get at the outset
could not be maintained for long.

When Wingate of the Sixth looked
into the study and announced that it
was bed-time, Bob Cherry had barely
completed his first hundred.

“It meana getting np before rising-
bell in the morning ! he growled. * And
it’s jolly cold these mornings, too!
 Quelchy’s a beast !

“DBe careful, Cherry !'" cautioned Win-
cate,

“Well, s0 he is!”
“He's got no right to give a fellow two
Imindred lines for nothing !

Wingate stared.

“You mean to say Mr. Queleh las
given vou an imposition without cause 7"
Lhe exclaimed

Bob nodded; and ITarry Wharton ex.

plained the situation to the captain of
Greviriars.

Wingate looked astonished.

“You are quite sure 3t isn't yonr
memory that's at fault, Cherry?” he
exclanmed.

“Quite ! gaid Doy

“Well, it's jolly queer. Mr, Quelch
seems to have been guilty of a mis-
carriago of justice for once. Would you
like me to interview him on vour behalf,
Cherry ?"

“*No, thanks, Wingate !"

“Very well!
bed, all of vou!”

There was great indignalion in the
Remove when the injustice to Bob
became generalls known.

“Quelchy’s a Hun!" declared Dick
Ruassell.

said Bob defiantly. |

Buck up and gei to
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“ And he ought to be treated as such I
sard Ogilvy.

“Are vou going to do the lines,
Cherry " asked Vernon-Smitlh.

Bob nodded.

“1I'm half-way through,” he =aid.

“Then 1've got no svmpathy for vou!
You're a silly ass! By doing the lines
vou're as good as admitting that
Quelchy’s in the right.”

“That's so!" said Bolsover major.

“Bob’s simply got to do them,” said
Harry Wharton. “If he doesn't, he'il
get a dose of detention, and won’t be
able to turn out arainst Ilighcliffe to-
morrow.”’

“Oh!'!"
Bob Cherry was one of the first to

drop off to sleep in the Remove dormi- |

toryv, and one of the first to wake.

It was still dark when Bob awoke, and
a glance at his laminous watch showed
himm that it was half-past five.

“Suppose 1 must slog along and get

that second hundred done!” he mur-
mured.
_ Bob dressed in the darkness, shivering
in the raw cold of the early winter
morninge,
No. 1, lit the gas, and resumed the taslk
which ‘had been interrupted overnight.

Bob Cherry’s hand was cold and
numbed, and progress was slow and diffi-
cult. But he stuck gamely to hisg task,
and by the time the rising-bell clanged
out on the morning air he was nearly
through.

At length he gathered up the loose
sheets, pinned them together, and took
them along to Mr. Quelch’s studsx.

The apartment was empty, and Bob
wanited for the Form-master to arrive.

The junior noticed that Mr. Quelch
must have been working until a late
hour. ‘There was a sheet of paper in the
tvpewriter, and quite a pile of sheets,
covered with neat typing, lay beside the
machine. In the master’s ash-tray were
several cigar-stumps.

“Talk about midnight ol muttered
Bob. *“1It's a wonder Quelechy doesn’t
knock himself up, churning out that
* History of Grevfriars ' in the small
hours of the morning !

The minutes passed, and the Form

'I'IH'

Cmaster did not zrmive,

il

“Must have overslept!” reflected
Bob. “I'm not surprised!"

As Mr. Quelch showed no signs of
putting 1n an appearance, the junior
placed the lines on his writing-desk and
quitted the study.

The other members of the TFamous
Five met Bob as he emerged into the
passage.

:‘ E‘inished vour lines?" asked Nugent.

' 'EE_'I x

“Did Quelchy pass them all right 2"

“He hasn't shown up vet.”

“Quelchy’s slacking in his old age '™
said Johnny Bull. “Ile believes in the
words of Shakepeare—or was it Harry
Lauder ?-— It's nice to get up in the
morning, but it's nicer to stay in bed!"

“let's stagger alonr 1o brekker!™
satdd Harry Wharton.

They staggered.

—,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Ruetions in the Remove!

REAKFAST started without Mr,
Quelch,
The scat at the head of the
Remove table was vacant.

“I say, you fellows!" said Billy
Bunter. “It isn’t right that Form.
masters should be allowed to take an
aextra forty winks, while we have to turn
out at the first stroke of rising-bell !"

“Quelchy was working late last night,”
said Bob Cherry. * “ He's been hammer-
ing out his ‘ History of Gresfriars.””

*“About time that ¢ History of Grev-

Then he went down to Study |

Three-halfpence. 3

friars ” was finished!" said Monty New-
land, “It's like the brook—going on
for ever!”

“P'rlaps Quelchy’s having brekker in
;11.;tdstutly this morning ¥ said Dick I’en.
OIl. .

“I'll het he's having something better
than this, anyway!” growled Bolsover
major, pointing to lLis plate, on which
reposed two thick slices of btead-and-
dripping.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s happened
to the eggs and bacon this' morning 7"
ejaculated Bob Cherry,

“Cook’s gone on strike, T suppose !”
grunted Johnne Bull.  “She wants a
two-hour day, and treble her present
wages "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'S’hush !"  whispered

Wharton.

( " Here comes Quelchy 1"

The fellows glanced curiously at Me.
Quelch as he came into Hall. As a
rule, the Remove-master was the soul of
punctuality, and he expected his pupils
to be likewise. But on this particular
irmrnmg ho was at least ten minutes
ate.

Mr. Quelcl’s face was pale and drawn,
and he appeared to be worried and in
a doubtful temper. _

Billy Bunter was the onlr fellow who
was not concerned with the For-
master’s belated arrival.

T'he fat junior’s little round éyes were
«littering behind his spectacles,

“Two mouldy slices of bread-and-
dripping ! he growled. “Ther'll be
azking us to eat our bootlaces next! I
reckon it’s a jolly shame!”

Mr. Quelch, who had taken hLiz ae-
customed seat at the head of the table,
frowned,  DBut he =aid nothing. Ha
appeared to be preoccupied with his own
thoughta.

Billy Bunter coutinned to hurl iin-
precations at the bread-and-dripping —ov,
rather, at the school authorities for pio-
viding such frugal fare.

“Shurrup, von ass!” muttered Dob
Cherry. “Quelchy will drop on you in a
minute "

“1 don't care!"

Mr. Quelch came out of his reveric at
length.

“ Bunter !” “You
were talking !

“Yes, sir.”

The juniors started. They were not
accustomed to hearing frank adoizgsions
from Bunter.

“You have, in fact, Leen talking ever
since I came into Hall,” continued Me.
Quelch. * What were you saving at that
moment ?"’

Billy Bunter pointed to his frugal
breakfust.

“I asked Bob Cherrv tn close tha
window, 1 case my breakfast blew pway,
sir !

A startled gasp followed Buater's stato.
ment. Seldom had he been known to
check Mr. Quelch in such a barefurcd
anner.

“ Bunter!”

“Well, sir?”

““Are vou not satisfied with what is
placed before vout"”

“I'm not, sir. A fellow ecan’t get
through the morning on two thin slicea
of bread-and-dripping, sir. He wants (o
lav a solid foundation.”

“You are grumbling at the foad,
Bunter !

“* No, sir—at the lack of 1t !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter had not intended to la
wittv., His brain was of the wooden
variety, and he was, as a rule, incapabia
of satire. But he had certainly scored this
tume,

“8ilence !  exclaimed Mr. Quelch
sternly. “*This is not a matter for mnerri-

Tur Maexer Lisrary.—No, 610,
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menbt!  You will )¢
breakfast; Bunter, and if 1 hear any more
complaints frem you, you will be severely
punished !”

“Groogh 1" _

Billy Bunter turned with a grunt to his
bread-and-dripping. When he looked ap
again it was gone.

Bunten never dallied with his meals.
ITe was not in agreement with the géntle-
man who advecated chewing cach mouth-
ful thirty-six times,

Having devoured the first instalment,
s0 to speak, the fat junior locked round
for fresh woilds to conquer. -

“ You might shy over that epare slice,
Bull I he muttered.

I might!” grinned Johnny Bull
“On the other hand, I might not!”

“Bob, old fellow, you can't tackle all
that on your own, surely ?”

“Can’t I?” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Just you watch me !”

Billy Bunter grew restless and fidgety.
Much as he ]m(? professed to despise the
humble bread-and-dripping, he was quite
ready for more. )

Bunter waited until Bob Cherry was in
the act of drinking his coffee. Fhen he
suddenly shot out his hand and trans
ferred one of Bob's slices to his own plate.

Bob Cherry finiched his coffee, glanced
at his plate, and gave a howl.

* Where’s my slice gone?”

“The way of all flesh !” grinned Peter
Todd. *‘The ostrich has it, old man !"

Bob Cherry glared at Billy Bunter,
who was rapidly bolting the slice ‘before
his schoolfellow could recover it.

- You—you fat worm !” muttered Bob.

And, forgetting for the moment where

he was, he seized Billy Bunter by the
F:'ruﬂ' of his neck and jerked him to his
ect.

Mr. Quelch fairly exploded.

“Cherry! How dare vou, sir! Do you
realise what you are doing? Release
Bunter at once !”

Bob Cherry obeyed. ITe let go of

Bunter so suddenly that the fat junior
quite unprepared for the move, crashed
into the table, and sent his cup of coffee
flying. Tt scattered in playful spray over
Johnny Bull’s head.

Johnny. That

“ Yaroooooh !’ roared
coffee was decidedly hot.

Mr. Quelch glared down the table.

"Cherry and Bull, you will each
take five hundred lines ! he snapped, “1
am determined
brawls at the meal-table !

Both Bob Cherry and Johnnvy Bull
shook their fists threateningly at the Ow)
of the Remove, and mentally promised
him a warm time afterwards.

“One moment, Cherry!” said Mr.
Quelch.  “You have alrcady had one
imposition to write for me.”

“It’s finished, sir,” said Bob. “ left
the two hundred lines on your writing-

degk !

“What ! shouted Mr. Quelch.

Bob erry repeated his statement.
He could not for the life of him under-
ngandd why Mr. Quelch should be so ex-
cited.

" This is gross impertinence, Cherry! I
ave you an mmposition of five hundred
ines, which was to be completed by

hrenl,(fnat-tima this morning—and now
you calmly tell me that you 1}
written two hundred !”

Boby Cherry gasped.

“ But—but you only gave me two hun-
dred, sir!” he stammered.

“Do not presume to contradict me,
Cherry "

Bob flushed with indignation.

“You surely can’t have for otten, sir 7
My original im osition, according to you,
was a hundred lines. Last mght vou
doubled it, That makes it two hundred |”
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proceed with your]

to put a stop to these|)

Yo ﬂn]y :

“T am not prepared to enter into a dis- 1

cussion on  elementarw. mathematics !
said Mr, Quelch drily. “T repeat that

you wero given five hundred lines to do, |

and you have not done them! You will
report to me in my study after bregk.
fast—-"

“Buot, «r "

“Not another word, Cherry |

Bob Cherry clenched his hande, and it
looked for a moment as if he weuld con-
tinue to argue the point with Mr. Quelch.
But he controlled himself, and sat down.

Bob smarted under the mmjustice, and
his Form-fellows were in complete sym- |
pathy with him,

Mr. Quelch was venally a stern but just
master ;. but his present treatment of Beb
Cheiry was a most flagrant mjustice.

When Bob presented himself at the
Form-master's study after breakfast, bhe
received six  stinging cute with M r.
Uuelch’s cane,

- Let that be a lesson to veu, Cherry 1”
paited Mr. Quelch. “ And remember
that vou still haye eight hundred lines to
write—five hundred for causing the dje-
tarbance at the breakfast-table, and the
extra three hundred which you , should
have written last evening. "’

Bob Cherry conld not trust himself to
speak. He nodded dully, and quitted the

orm-master’'s stidy.

His chums were waiting for him in the
passage.

“Had it hot?”
sympathetically,

inquired Frank Nugent

“Yes |

“You mean to sav  Quelchy licked
you?” said Whartoun,

Bob Cherry extended his stinging
pailms,

“ Looks like it—doeen’t it 2" he eajd..

“And you've got a dose of lines into
the bargain?”

“Eight hundred |7

Wharton gave a whistle. .

"* There will bs mutiny in the Form, at
this rate,” he said. “‘1 can’t think what's
come over Quelchy.”

" We shall have to mind cur eye during
morning Jessons,’’ said .J ohinny Bull. “If
Quelchy drops on us like he dropped on
Bob we shuﬁ be buried in impots for the
rest of the term!”

The others nodded:; and at that
moment the bell rang for morning
essons,

—— e .

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
More Ructions!

HERE were Flum eéxpressions on
the faces of the Removites as
- they trooped into the Form-
rﬂﬂm;
It was one of those mornings when
everything seemed to go wrong,
Breakfast had been a mere mockery—
owing, probably, to an upheaval in the
school kitchen., Tts quantity and quality
had left a good deal to be desired. :
And then there was Mr. Quelch. The
Remove-master was on the rampage, as
Peter Todd expressed it; and thero was
trouble in store for somebody,

Mr. Quelch swept into the Form-room
with a frowning brow. But he had
nothing to find fault with at the outset,
His class sat very meek and demure,

For a few moments Mr. Quelch sat at
his desk with his head resting in his

hands. The juniors concluded that he
was either ill or that he had received
bad news.

Presently Mr. Quelch pulled himself tq. |

gether and stood up.

Skinner of the.Remove stood up at the

| same moment,

“Well, Skiuncr?” said the Fovm.
master,

“May I go for a walk, sig?'

“What!”

“I—I’m feeling faiut, «ip '

And, as if to emphasise lus remark, the
cad of the Remove clutched f cbly at the
desk in front of Lin,

Mr. Quelch looked concerned.

“You had better take a stroll in the
fresh air, Skinner,” he said, ** Wharton !
Pray assist Skinner from the room |V -

Harry Wharton led the cad of the
Remove to the docr, and his grip on
Skinner’s arm was none too gentle,

Whether Skinner wae really on the
vergo of fainting or not was open to
doubt. If he was shamming, he was cei-
tainly acting his part very cleverly.

When the door had closed behind
Wharton and Skinner. the first lesson
commenced. Tt was English poetry.

The majority of the Juniors had a
wholesome dislike for pPoetry— except wof
the bright and breezy kind that some-

times appeared in  the “Crevfrars

H?rnld." e
t was all very well for fellows: Jike

M:ark Linley and Diek Penfold, '&ﬂ

could  spout Shakespeare and
;muil fnrt.};wﬁ urderﬁi But it came a bit
w4 on tellows who preferred £o
Hobey to Shakespeare, pﬂml Joe B:;ir:n
to Shelley, =

Skinner had Arranged his fainting-fit at
@ Very convenient moment, My, Quelch
tommenced to make the fur fl

Shelley

¥ 4s soon
‘as ha had gone,
¢ “u":\ begin with the works of Ben
onson,” eaid the Form-master. “* Bol-
SOver 112

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned the bully of
the Remove, nsing heavily to his feet,

“Who was Ber Jonson 7*

Bolsover screwed up lus face, and
assumed a very thnugh_tfui expression, .at

the same time nudging Ogilvy, who sat
next to him,

1 Who was he?” Le murmured.

The boxin merchant!” whispered
Ogilvy, with a grin. =
Light dawn

Uﬂon Bolsover., He faced
the air of a person eager

Yes, sir! I know
He's the negro fellow
Jefleries in the twenty-

Mr. Quelch with
to mmpart information
“Ben Jonson, sir?
about him.
who knocked out

sixth round!”
“Ha, ha, ha!™
A roar of laughter weni up from the

class, but it died away as Mr. Quelch

produced his eane. -

" Ara you presuming to play
me, Bolsover!” rumbled
master,

“Nunno, sir!
as soon joke with
sir}”

Mr. Quelch eyed the burly Removite
narrowly,

“If I thought you woere, things would
go hard with you!” he said. “As it s,
you will devote your leisure time to writ-
ing out five hundred times, ‘ Ben Jonson
was a great English t.” ”

Bolsover sat down, with a grunt.

" Desmond !” rapped out Mr. uelch.

The junior from the Emerald Isle roso
to his feet.

“Who was Ben Jonson, Desmond?”

“Shure, an’ it’s a great English poet
ha was, sir!” "said Micky Desmond econ-
fidently,

“Very well,
wrote,”

Micky Desmond groaned.
3[1‘. Quelch

jokes upon
the J'orm-

Not at all, sir! T'd
my own grandmother,

Tell me something he

He felt that
was taking him out of hia

epth.

5gilvy, who . sat between Bolsover
major and Micky Desmond, was agan
appealed to. -,

" Faith, an’ what did he write?” gasped
Micky. -
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“ Release Bunter at once ! '’ shouted Mr. Queleh.
unprepared for the move, crashed into the table,
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Bob Cherry obeyed. He let go so suddenly that the fat junior,
and scattered his cup of coffee in
head. “ Yarooh !’ roared Bull. (See Chapter 2.)

playlful spray over Johnny Bull’s

= o ———

Ogilvy muattered something in  an

undertone, and Micky Desmond nodded | Eyes——' " he began.

gratefully.

“Well, Desmond?” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “TI am waiting! What did Ben
Jonson write?"”

“* When Irish Eyes Are Smilin’,” sir,”
said Micky Desmond promptly.

Mr. Quelch gave a startled jump, and
he found it more difficult tlhus time to
subdue the laughter of the class,

Irish eyes were not smiling the next
moment—at least, Micky Desmond's
weren't.

Mr. Quelch strode towards the unfortu-
nate junior.

“Hold out vour hand, Desmond '™

Micky obeyed, vaguely wondering what
he had said to offend Mr. Quelch,

Swish, swish, swish !

“Yow-ow-ow!"

“Do not dare to ventare upon such m-

pertinence again!” rapped out Mr,
Quelch. “Field, why were you
langhing 7"

“Was—was I laughing, sir?"” faltered

Squiff.
“You were! Tell me, what did Ben

Jonson write?”’

Squiff was not taken aback, as his
schoolfellows expected himi to be. He
had vague recollections of having heard
one of Ben Jonson's songs sung at a
school concert, Accordingly, he had a

ready answer,

o

““Wink to Me Only with Thine

Il}Iﬂ, hﬂ-, hﬂ !H

Mr. Quelch took a tighter grip ou his
cane, and advanced towards the unhappy
Squitf,

Before the iInfuriated TForm-master
could reuch his objective, however, there
was a dull crash.

Mr. Quelch spun round, startled.

“(rood gracious! What wus that?
Why, Bolsover——" -

“He's fainted,
calmly,

AMr. Quelch pursed up his lips.

“Really, I cannot understand this ex-
traordinary epidemic of fainting!" he
exclaimed. “The atmosphere is by no
means close.”

“May we carry him out, sir?
Ogilvy.

“Yes; yvou and Desmond: may assist
him outside.”

Ogilvy and Micky Desmond, grunting
under Bolsover’s heavy weight, staggered
to the door.

Five of the Removiies were now absent
from the class, and Billy Bunter con-
sidered it was high time he joined the
fainting procession.

str,”  said  Ogilvy

asked

Unfortunately, Bunter was not such a

skilled actor as either Skinner or
Bolsover.
Moreover, Mr. Quelch had already

begun to smell a rat, and Bunier could

A |

not have chosen a more inopportuna
moment for putting his little scheme iuto
execution,

Just as Mr, Quelch was about to deal
with Squiff, a piercing scream rang
through the I'orm-room.
lhir. Quelch jumped as if he had beea
sSL100,

“Who-—what was that?” he gasped.

At the same moment Billy Bunter
rolled off the form, and lay on his back,
thrashing his legs wildly in the air.

“ Bunter, how dare you, sir! low dare
you grovel on the floor in that undigni-
fied fashion! Get up! Get up at once!”

“Oh, really sir, I—I'm fuf-faf-fainting,
sir! Yarooooh!”

““He's making enough noise about it!1"
murmured Peter Todd.

‘**Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips,

“Do vou hear me, Bunter?! Resume
your seat at once!”

“Ow! I—I can't, sir!”
“If vou are fainting,” said Mr. Quelch

{ grimly, “I will endeavour to restore you

to an animated condition !

And, striding towards the prostrate
Owl of the Remove, the Form-master
began to wield his cane with tremendous
vigonr.

“*(Carpets Deaten while you wait!”
grinned Frank Nugent.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Tur Mscxer LisrAry.—No, 610,
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Billy Bunter did not remain long on
the floor. Mr. Quelch’s cane had all the
effect of a galvanic battery.

“Yow-ow-ow! It—it's all ri ht, sir!
I—I'm beginning to feel better :Eready 1

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Silence !” thundered Mr. Quelch. *1
will not tolerate this ribaldry in class!
Now, Bunter, perhaps you will tell me
why you inéuﬁ;ed in that disgraceful
exhibition 7’

Billy Bunter rubbed himseclf tenderly,
but he seemed in no hurry to sit down.
Mli.l Quelch’s cane had done its work too
well,

“It’s the grub, sir,” said the fat
junior feebly.  “Lack of nourishment

rings me very low. Asa matter of fact,
I'm not a great way from starvation!”

“¥You are an utterly absurd boy,
Bunter ! It is clear to me now that
Skinner and Bolsover are malingering,
and that you bave made a clumsy attempt
to follow suit! 1 shall punish the three
of you most severely !” ’

“Oh crumbs!”

“Vernon-Smith, go and look for
Skinner and Bolsover, and summon them
to the Form-room at once !”

" Very good, sir!”

Vernon-Smith departed on his mission,
and he returned in a few moments with
Skinner and Bolsover, who were looking
very sheepish,

_Ifﬂrry Wharton, Ogilvy, and Mlicky
Desmond also returned to the Form-room.

The three delinquents stood in a row,
waiting for AMr. Quecleh to administer

stisement,

‘But the chastisement never came.

-Yhe Form-master’'s next actions were
extraordinary. He laid down his cane,
passed his hand over his brow, and then.
with a few muttered words, stumbled
from the room.

The juniors surveved each other in
blank astonishment.

Squifl was the first to speak.

“What on earth’s the matter with
Quelchy 7’ he exclaimed.

“Give it up!” said Wharton, in per
plexity.

“He's gone to fetch
expect,” said Peter Todd.

the Head, I

In that case he’ll be back in a few
minutes,” remarked Nugent,
But the minutes passed and Mr.

Quelch did not return.
eldom in the long and varied history
of the Greyfriars Remove had the Form-

room in the middle of lessons without

any explanation.
Skinner's face
"This is top-hole!™
mﬁrirﬁ [or all T eare (™
“Hear, hear!” said

“I'm gomg to sit down

glowed with satisfaction.

he exclaimed,

Baolsover

119

uelchy can stay away. until further

maj Qr.

The class waited expectantly for Mrp,

Quelch to reappear, but
“Talk about shee
begad!” murmure

he never came.

Muulever

“I'm goin’ to have a nap1”
And the schoolboy earl suited the

action to the word,
his eeat, and was
| placidly.

amuse themselves

a paper which
“The Boys’ Friend."
high-spirited youths

in the

slumberi

A number
back

without a shephed,

Lord

.3 o

He leaned back in
800N

g

The rest of the juniors began to
in various ways,
Peter Todd produced from his pocket
looked suspiciougly like

of

row

opened fire on their schoolfellows with

paper pellets, Skinne
sporting weekly
Turf.”  Harry

draw up the list of

with Higheliffe that afternoon.

| the timuhlg
the room 11n which

of Mr. Capper.
roonm, the
the Remove
VIiCOs,

r cousulted a new
entitled, "‘Tips for the
Wharton prepared to
players for the match

IFoom the Fifth Form class-room came
voice of Mr. Prout., From
the Upper Fourth
worked came the equally droning voice
In the Sixth Form-
ead himself presided, But

were left to their own de-

“Did somebody eavy it was a hall.

holiday to-day7” said” Squiff. * Strikes

me it'e a whole one !”
““Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner folded up his paper and stowed

it away i his pecket.

L

I'm going!?

Form-roon. Bolsover

| his example,

the time of

“This fairly beats
r_'-nm{irmi in&:; lli::?:
(1] ﬂpﬂ' -F 3
Frank Nugent.
week of this!™?

Desmond, and one or two

1ajor,

n

the hand!”

83
Q0 with

get

Quelchy’s not comung,” ho said, “so

And Skinner calmly walked out of the
Micky
more foliowed :

The morning wore on, and at length
dismissal came. But of Mr.
Quelch there was no sign.

The juniors dismissed themselves.

x-

claimed Bob Cherry, as the Famous Five
winter sunshine.

keeps it up,”
“We can d

id

d

{ “If Le doesn’t turn up in the Form.
room to-morrow the Head will

Lo

master been known to quit the Form-| hear of it,” said Harry Wharton.

_ﬁ
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"The whole thing’s a puzzle,” sald
Johnny Bull,
the mani”
“Ask me another '
1
tihie Remove,
~And until the dinner hell rang
juntors were absorbed '

of Mr. Quelch

said the Eilptl‘ti[l of

. the
Wit the mystery

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Last Straw!

INNER proceeded without Mr,
Quelch. :

I'be absence of the Remove-

master gave rise to a good doeal

of comment, : |

Wingate of the Sixth was appointed
to sit at the head of the Remove table,
and to keep the jumiors in order.

“Where's uelchy, Wingate?”
quired Peter Todd.

“1 believe be's unwell” said Win-
gate, “and I'm not surprised. You kids.
are cnough to turn any master's hair
grey !”

“Ia Quelchy going to spend the rest of
the day in bed 7” asked Ogilvy.

“Don't ask me! I'm no good - at

i

conundrums ! said Wingate. “Gets on
with your dinner ! ) 3
Evidently the dispute in the school

kitchen had been satisfactorily settled,
for dinner was quite a success. The
roast. beef was done to a turn, and s=o
were the apple-dumplings which fol-

owed.

When the meal was over Harry
Wh}artnn & Co. ehanged into footbail
garb.

The match with Highcliffe was re-
garded as an important fixture. Only
one team ever proved a bigger attraction
than the Higheliffians, anf that was thae
St. Jim's elaven, )

Harry Wharton & Co. were practising
in front of goal when their opponents

turned up.
* Welcome, little strangers!® drawled
the Caterpillar, who looked very spick

and span in his tight-fitting jersey. “* Wa
mean to give you a thunderin’ good
lickin’ before sundown,

“You'll have to wait a
time for sundown,
Bull.

“Ha, ha hal”

“Here's to a good game !” said Frank
Courtenay, the ilighc'kjilf& skipper, as he
Elm{:ik Harry Wharton wu1-:111[:-::3 by the
and.

The stalwart figure of Gwynne of the

jolly' long
then!” said Johnny

Sixth bore down upon the layers,
Gwynne had graciously consented to act
as referee,

“Line up, you kids!”? he said.

. Both teams looked very fit as they took
the field. The Remove secmed the
weightier side,

“I really ought to be making a start
on my eight hundred lines,” said Bob
Cherry, as he took his place in the half.
back line.

“It will be more to the point,” said
Peter Todd, “i#f you make a start on
getting eight hundred goals !”

“Hear, hear!” said Frank Nugent.
“Don’t worry about that beastly impot
now, Bob, for goodness’ sake! Concen-
trate your mind and muscle on pulveris.
ing Higheliffe. The lines can wait.”

“But Quelchy can’t—-"

“Blow Quelchy !” _

The whistle rang out, and the ball was
set In motion,

Higheliffe started off with a keenness
and determination for which Harry
Wharton & Co. had not bargained,

Frank Courtenay led a dashing at-
tack on the Remova goal, where Bul-
strode crouched low awaiting develop-
ments.

They soon came. |

Courtenay deftly touched the ball to

-

" What's the matter with
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Bﬁly Bunter rolled off the form and lay on his baek, thrashing his legs wildly in the air. Striding towards the
prostrate Owl of the Remove, the Form-master began to wield his eane with tremendous vigour. “II you are
fainting, Bunter,’’ said Mr. Quelch, “ I will endeavour to restore you to an animated condition ! *’

(See Chapter 3.

the Caterpillar, wlio sent in an unstop-
pable shot.

Bulstrode rolled over in the mud, and
thie ball shot past bim iuto the net.

“Coal I

Iligheliffe had drawn first blood.

Harry Wharton & Co. lined up again
with wry fnces. They were npot ac-
customed to this sort of thing on their
native heath, Higheliffe wonld have to
be made to pay dearly for their audacity,

But as the game went on Frank
Courtenay & Co. warmed to their work.

All through the first half the Grev-
friars goal was bombarded, and just
before the imnterval YFrank Courtenny
scored Higheliffe's second goal.

“1 don't like the look of things al
all!” said Wharton, when the wlistle
soninded for lLalf-time.

“Two goals down, by Jove!
Nugent., *“It's disgusting!”

The Caterpillar shook an admoniehing
forefinger at the Remove players.

“Yonu fellows should read, mark, learn,
and mwardly digest our school motto,”
e said. "

“What's that *” askad Bob Cherry.

“ifNix Insecto Highelifha.' "

*“What the thump does that mean?”

““There are no Hies on Higheliffe.” ”

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

“He will have his little joke, bless his
heart ! said Frank Courtenay., * Dut |1
can assure vou he's gnite tame.”

“T wish his shots were !” growled Bul-
girode. “They're perfect scorchers!™

“1 hate to keep pesterin® yon with my
attentionz, old top,”™ said the Caterpiliar;

sa1d

but it will be my painful duty to send
in a further mstalment of scorchers, as
vou call 'em, i the second hall.”

But the Friars were on their mettic at
last, and they resumed the game in
spirited style.

Vernon-Smith raced away on the wing,
and after evading both the Highelifte
backs he swung the ball across to Harry

Wharton, who had mno difliculty in
scoring,
The spectators, who had long been

silent, having little to enthuse over, now
gave full vent to thetr emotions,

“Goal!”

“Well played, Wharton "

“(rood old Smithy "

“ Keep the pot boiling !

IJarry Wharton & Clo. were the attack-
ing foree now., That goal had acted as a
powerful stimulant,

After ten mmutes' ding-doug play
Frank Nugent netted number two.
“Plaved, Franky!” pantied Daob

Cherry. ** Let me fold you to my wateh-
chain and weep ! '

“Ita, ha, ha!"”

Now that the ecores
game grew very exciting.

Each side fought hard for the lead.
At one end Frank Courtenay missed by
inches, and at the other end Hurree
Singh just skimmed the cross-bar,

It soon became apparvent, however,
that the Remove were masters of the
situation. They were still fresh, whereas
most of the Higheliffe nlayers had bellows
to mend.

Harry Wharton rallied Lis men for a

woere level, the

great onslanght, and the Remove for-
wards were closing in upon the High
cliffe goal, when a dramatic interruption
occarred.

A figure 1n cap and gown sirode on to
the plaving-piteh.

"d}uulvh}' " muttered Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Smith gave a snort of annoy-
ance. He had been in the aet of shool-
ing for goal when Mr., Quelch appeared
on the scene,

The game stopped automatically, of
course, Grwynne's powers as teferee did
not enable him to order a Form-master
off the field.

Mr. Quelch frowned at the plavers.
Then his eve lighted upon Iob Cherry.
Bob felt deaidedly uncomfortable.

“Cherry !” rapped out the Remaove
master. “Have you written your bpoes 7"

“Of conrse not, sir!”

“How dare vou cay “Of course not'’
to me, Cherrv "

“I've not had time to wrile eight Tnes,
sir, let alone eight hundred !™

“You are impertinent, Cherry!”

“T don't mean to be disrespectiul,
sir," said DBeb, “but you will quile
understand that I haven't had time (o
get the lines done !

“1 understand nothing of the sort!™
snapped Mr. Quelch. *“ Instead of wril-
inz the imposition I gave you, you prefor
to plaster vourself with mud in an en
deavour to trundle a ball from one end
of the field to the other!”

Evidently Myr. Quelch did not have a
very high opiraon of foolball.

Try Macxer Lisrany.—No, 610,
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“I—Ill start on the impot after the
match, sir—" began Bob Cherry.

':gl?t':"will start on it at once, Cherry |"”

“You have deliberately evaded m
orders, and these boys "—Mr. Quelch
indicated the other members of the Re-
move team—‘have aided and abetted
you "

Harry Wharton stepped forward with
flaming cheecks. He resented being
spoken of as if he were guilty of a
crime, -

‘“ Excuse me, sir—*"

“Not a word, Wharton! This foolish
and senseless game of ball will cease
immediately |™

The footballers stared at each other in
blank consternation. *

“If all the Greyfriars masters are
built on the same lines as this merchant,”
nurmured the Caterpillar, “thank good-
ness I belong to Highecliffo 17

“Same here!” said Frank Courtenay.
“The man must be mad! He’s actually
going to stop the match !

@ consternation” of the
changed rapidly to indignation,

Mr. Quelch had seldom been known to
act in such a high-handed manner. His
interference in an important football-
match was regarded as the last straw.

Gwynne of the Sixth, who was nothing
if not fair-minded, approached the angry
Form-master,

“There's nnl; another quarter of an
hour to go, sir,” he said, “ and the scorcs
are level. Won't you let them play it
out 7"

Mr. Quelch frowned.

"I am astonished to find you champion-
ing the cause of these young rascals,
Gwynne ! |

“My hat!”

_ "I bave said that this game must cease
mmmediately, and I am not in the habit
of saying what I do not mean !”

“But it's most unjust, sir—-"
“Be careful, Gwynne!”

“You did not stipulate, as far as I can
see, that Cherry was to stay in this
afternoon and write out his lines.” said
the prefect. “‘Consequently, he felt quite
justified in playing in the match. And
it is ﬂbﬁﬂl‘S to say that these other
fellows aided and abetted him |”

(ywynne spoke fearlessly,
mincing his words,

juniors

without

“IF you utter another word in defence |

of these boys, Gwynne,” said Mr. Quelch,
“I shall report your rebellious conduct
to Dr. Loeke |

Gwynne gave a gasp.
"' The Greyfriars boys will go into the
building at once !” said the Remove.

muaster.  “The Highcliffe players will
return to their own school !

“My only aunt!” muttered Peter
Todd. *“Did you ever7”

“No, never!"” said Bulstrode solemuly.
Harry Wharton & Co. nodded farewell

to the Higheliffe fellows, and left the
field.

They were in a state bordering on
mutiny.

“T'll never forgive
said Harry Wharton.
“Just as we were on the verge of win-
ning, too!” said Vernon Smith savagely.
;i %uelchy’a a beastly tyrant!” was
uiff's verdict.

And that verdict was echoed through.
out the Remove,

The match with Higheliffe, which had
promised an exciting finish, was aban-
doned; and the Remove players, as they
changed from football garb into Etons,
toid themselves that it was the limit and
the last straw rolled into one!

Tue MaGNET Lisrary.—No. 610.

Quelchy for this!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Midnight Mystery!

OB CHERRY went along to lis
B own study—No. 13 in the Re-
move passage—to start on his un-
deserved imposition. He could
1noé work in Study No. 1, because of the
heated discussion which was taking place
in that famous apartment. "T'he au jeet
of the discussion was Mr. Quelch: and
the opinions expressed by Havry Whar-
ton, Frank Nugent, and Johnny Bull
would have made the Remove-master's
ears burn.

Mark Linley was in No. 13, and in the
company of the Lancashire lad Boh
Cherry could work in peace,

At first Bob had decided not to do the
lines—to let Mr. Quelch whistle for them,
as_he expressed it. .

But wiser counsels prevailed. To defy
Mr. Quelch would only be to add fuel
to the fire,

And so, while Mark Linley did his
prep, Bob Cherry covered sheet after
sheet of impot paper with his rather
ungainly scrawl. By the time bed time
arrived he was fairly * whacked.” He
laid down his pen with a gasp.

“How many, Bob?" asked Mark
Liuley,

“T'wo hundred and fifty. That leaves
five hundred and fifty to be done!”

“My hat!”

“Cheerful, isn't it?”

“It's a downright shame!” said Mark
Linley, speaking with unusual heat.
“Why eouldn’t Qulech[y leave you alone?
He's acting like a perfect tyrant !”

“The maddening part of it is.” said

Boh Cherry, *that it all started out of

a mistnke on Quelchy’s part. He ima-
ined he’d given me lines when he
Eadn’t!“

Mark nodded sympathetically.

“If it wasn't mean to go over the
Form-master's head,” he said, “T'd
speak to Dr. Locke about it. I've never
known Quelchy to behave like this before.
Uan you give any reason for it, Bob?"

“I'm inelined to think he's got indi
gestion, and it’s made him writable,”
said Bob,

" But he's got no right to work off his
iritation on ns !

“P'r’aps he doecsn't look at things in
that light.”

“1t's a rotten shame, anyway !

* Bed-tune, ' announced Win-

Kids !
gate, looking into the study.

“And P'm not sorry!” said BRob
Cherry. “Sleep seems to be the only
giddy pleasure in life, just now !»

The two juniors went up to the Ne-
move dornntory in silence.  Bnt  the
dormitory itself was not silent. Every-
body seemed to be speaking at oneo.

“uelchy’s potty !

“Abzolutely off 1hifﬂ rocker !

" He wants putting in a padded cell !

“Why don’t they pack him off to
Hanwell 77

*He mucked up the footor mateh !

“Shame !

Feeling ran lLich in the
Never had  Ar.  Queleh
thoroughly unpopular,

SKkinver had composzed a litile chity
concerning the Remove-master, and he
started singing it tora popular tune.

Ru:m-u*m
been  so

“Quelchy is a Prussian,
Queichy is a Hon »
Takes away our pleasure,
Robs us of our fun,
Quelchy's heavy-handed,
Wrecked the {ooter-match ;
Soon he will be landed
Safe 1o Coluecy Hateh 1
Theve was a sndden hush as Skinner
concluded that verse,
Mr. Quelch himself! had appeared on
the scene,

Skinner nearle fell down when i Le
caught ﬂight of the Form-master.

“l cannot congratulate you on your
vocal attainme:nts, Skinner!” said My,
Quelch drily.  *You will never. rank
with the really greut <inzérs. Indeed, 1
think it will be to cvery re's advantage
if yon remain a non-sinzer. In order to
assist you in that direction I shall ad-
minister suitable chasticemont. Yon, will
present yourself at myv study after hreak-
fast in the morning |

“Oh ernmbs !” gasped Skinner.

Mr. Quelch said no mor. e started .
to pace up and down the (ormitory, and
tho observant fcllows noticed that the
Form-master’s face was pale and ;hag-
gard in the gas-light.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched Mr.
q:fi{'h in wonder, not unmixed with
alarm. They began seriously to think
that their Form-master was mentally
deranged, or, as Peter Todd put it, * not

all there,”

Finally, Mr. Quelch turned abruptly
on his heel and quitted the dormitarsy.

“Mad!” gaid Johany Bull explas-
sively.

“Mad as a hatter or a March hare!™
said Squiff.

Skinner gave a grouan.

“I don’t fecl like facing a madman in
the morning!” he said.  *“Quelchy
might forget the existence of his canao,
and start lamming me with the study
poker !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors were so interested in Mr.
Quelch’s sttangeness of manner that they
forgot to nndress.

When Wingate came in to see lights
out he found the Removites seated, fully
dressed, on their beds. An excited dis-
CUSSION Was in progress.

Wihgate frowned,

I “Turn in at once, ail of you!" he
rapped  ont. “I'll give you three
uinutes to undress.  Anvone who ex-
coeds that time-limit will report to me
i my study to-morraw !

A wild scramble followed.

Clothes were literally torn off, and
fwithin the specified time the whole of

the Removifes wore in bed.

Wingate uttered a  gruff  “Good-
night ! and went on his way.

Tired by the exciting events of the
day, the jnniors soon fell asicep. In a
few moments the unmusical snore -of
Billy Bunter floated through the dor-
mitory,

Just ns midnight began to chime
Harry Wharton awoke.

Wharton was a light sleeper,
sompcthing had distorbed him., .

It was a moonless night, and Whar-
ton, although he strained his eyes and
peered  around, could not detect any-
thing unusual.

At tho same time he felt confident
that somcone was moving about in the
dormitory. .

Chink !

There was a sound as of
rattled close at hand.

Harry Wharton sat up in bed.

“Who's that?” he ejaculated.

There Wwas a ftu'lh{"r t‘hil‘lk, and thEﬂ-—-
silenee |
* “Who's that ont of bed?” exclaimed

Wharton sharply.

There was no response,

Wharton set lis lips grimly. He felt
certain that one of the fellows in the
dormitory was absent from his bed, and
he made up his miod to investigate.

With all speed the captain of the
Remove slipped ont of bed and lighted |
a candle. Then his eyes scanned the
rows of beds.

Every bed was oecupied,

“My hat!” muttered Wharton.

}':‘l'idi‘llﬂjf the person who had been

and

money being
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out of bed had lost no tune n
back between the sheets again.

Strongly suspicious, Harry Wharton
made a tour of the dormitory, peering
closoly at the face of every sleeper.

There was nothing to show that any-
onc had recently vacated lhas bed.

When Wharton came to Frank Nugent

goething

the latter yawned sleepily and opened
his eves, He blinked drowsily at his
chumn.

“What's the matter. Iarey ?”

“1 thought I heard somcone moving
about.”

“Your mmgumtmn. old man!”

“1—1 suppose it is, and yet—"

Harry Wharton went back to his hed,
feeling far from satisfied. 1le Dlew out
the candle, and for upwards of an hour
he Jay awake listening for a repetition
of the sound which had startled Il.l.m
}.I*E‘Eﬂl'l

But the Remove dormitory rﬂmmod
hushed and still, and ne solution was
fﬂrthf‘nlmlig to the midnight mvstery.

*Fmally, Harry Wharton, nnable to
keep his eyes opeu auy  longer, [fell
asteep.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Hnming After!

LANG, clang
The rmug-bvll rang out on the

IMOrning air.
Unwillingly—for the morning
Removites

was cold and frosty—the
‘turm{I ott.

‘1 believe old If.uuhug gets ap vnrlmr
and earlier every blessed morning !

grunted Bob Cherty.

- — —— — = —

Frank Nugent unodded as he eroped
for his trousers.

“We shall be having rl-uug bell in the
middle of the night “-ﬂﬂ!l* he sad.
“ [t's perishing cold, too! My hat! S

Nugent broke oft with a sudden ex-
¢ luuu tion.

‘ Anything wrong?" inquired Johnny

TBull.

3 aimr:hl jolly well say so! Dve lost
ten bob !’

“FTht )

“Ten bob in silver ™

“Great Scott 7

Frank Nugent's announcement  pro-
duced quite a scnsation.

“Where did vou leave the mouoey,

Franky ?'" asked Bob Cherry.
“In my trousers- pmhv - and it's taken
unto itself wings !
“Of course, it's a lark on somnebody’s

part,” said Bob.

“ Those sort of larks aren’t in the best

of taste.” said  Vernon-Smith. “The

merchant who took Nugent's money fort

a joke can hand it back: likewisc my

gold ticker !”
The sensation grew.,
“You mean to sav your gold ticker’s

disappeared, Smithy ;" excloimed Peter
Todd,

Vernon-Smith rnodded.

The rest of the felfows, feeling

strangely uneasy, began going through
their pockets.

A chorus of excl: 1|.'nallun“ ATOSe.
« “My pocket-book ! shouted Ogilyy.

t he stow it all?”
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'Somebody’s walked off with a -:"'uup.--
of slubs of toffee belonging to me!" ox-
claimed Billy Bunter. “Who was
Own up, vou rotter!”

“ Faith, an’ I had a couple of tnLEH
for the Courtficld. Empire to-night,” said
Micky Desmond, “and they've vamshed
entirely !

There seemed to be no limt to the
number of losses sustaitred by the
JUNIOTS,

Coins, knives, watches, and periodicals
—articles of value and articles which were
valueless, except to the ovwners —had been

penknife ! hooted  Bolsover

spirited away. |

The Removites stared at each other in
blank consternation.

“This m‘tmltlt.-l for the noses T heard
in the night,” said Harry Whartou.

Everybody turncd at once to the cap-

{#$ain of the Remove,

%1 awoke about midnight.,” explaimed
Wharton, “and thought 1 heard_some-
body moving about.
to investigate,  but  eve ntlung
normal, so I turned in agan,

Wis
I didn't

Illrnam there had been a wholesale bue-
§
glary !” |

“all it a jape!” said Monty New-
land. *‘1 can't think that any fellow in
the Remove would steal such a Ing

quantity of stuff. Besides,

“Must be somebody ountside the Re-
move ! said Johnny Bull thoughtfully.
“(oker, perhaps, or Temple. Thm may
be their idea of scoring off ua.’

Wharton looked lixedly at Billy Dun-
tor.

“1 suppose vou know nothing about
this. Bunter?”

“Oh, really, Wharton,
I'm one of the viclhims,
niee, Cre; um tufft‘ﬂ-'"—“

“Dry up!

The juniors dressed in a state of ex-
citement and irritation,

Either there was a thiel at Grevffiars,
or someone with a distorted conception
of a practical joke.

Practically everything which the Re-
movites possessed had been taken by the
unknown midnight prowler,

Several fellows, uu_ludmg Lord Mau-
leverer, had lost sums of money, and
there was no one in the dmnntnn who
had not sustained a loss of some kind.

“Buck up, you fellows!” said larry
Wharton. *“We'll go and interview
(‘oker & Co. first.™

The juniors scrambled through their

how should 17
Twao slabs ol

ablutions, and mwade their way to the
Fifth Form dormitory.
The Fifth were leisurely dressig.
“Remove fags!” snorted Coker. as
Harry Wharton & Co. marched in.

. ‘-‘-luub them out on their neeks 1™
‘Yes, rather ! said Potter.
But Blundell, the captain of the Fifth,

T |

I got out of ludl

where would i

OMING AT LAST——
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LR _|l'r” well Llisg:'u'gn il gotien
raines "

Blundell stared.

“What the thump are
about?” he exclaimed.

“ Somebody’s been through our pociets
in the nicht ! rrowled Johnny Bull.

“ My hat!”

“Was 1t you?"

“Not guilty ! said Blundell promptiy.
“And if you dare to hint that I'd do
that sort of thing, voung Bull, you'll
set a thick ear!”

¥ ‘i‘\'ﬂ'ru not suggesting the stull was
stolen,” said Nugent. “ We thought you
might have played a practical yll-.n on

1%,

“You =illv young ass! Why, even
Coker wouldn't plu} a practical juLe ot
that sort!”

“T'm not so sure,” said Soquil.
(‘oker’s not u-pumlhlu for s actions
sometimes,’

The great Ilorace clenched his big
fists. .

“ Look here " he Hln.

“Can’t!” said ‘-‘sqmlf' “E\ory iimﬂ I
look at your face 1 I-_r:l sea-sick 1

“Ha, 1111, ha !

“My hat!” gasped Coker.

But the juniors had retreated before
Coker had a chance to commit assaull
and battery.

“The Fifth know nothine of it, that's
obvious!” said Wharton.

“Tryv the Upper Fourth,”
Todd.

At that moment Temnle, Dabney, and
Frv came clattering down the stairs.

L ‘.l:‘:‘

ARLLY

talking

“I-1'll

said Peter

noted the troubled expressions on the
faces of the juniors.

“ Anvthing wrong, you kids?" he in-
guired,

“Yes,” gaid Wharton. * Did you

fellows raid us last mght?”

§i -Ftl e

| “Still, we'll make inguiries.

“H vou did,” sard Bob Cheery,

el ST Y |

“T sav, Temple,” said - Wharton,
i h.n{ yvou been up to any larks?"
“What do vou amean W

Wharton recounted
events of the night.

The trio of Fourth-Kormers
short on the staircase.

“What do vou take me for—a blesseld

the mysierions

stopped

Raflles®" exclaimed Temple indignantly,
“Wé just wanted to make sure-——-
“Well, you've come to the wrong

shop!” growlod Dabney.

2 it 3 bencath our dignity to raid ihe:
Remove at all,” said Fry. ‘' As for help-
ing ourselves to moncy and penknives
and all the rest of it, you ought to ha
bumped for su nealum such a thing !'g

“ But—but IFZ vou didn't raid us, nllu
did?” asked Bob Cherry.

“I'm not a zood hand at conundrums,”
said Cecil Rr-_ (inald Temple. “Come on,
vou fellows! These checky fags can go
and eat coke!”

And Temple & Ceo. vanished down the
stairs,

When they had gone, HHarrv Wharton
& Co. stared at each other in perplexity.

“TThis iz a giddy poser, and no
mistake ! said .\:ugﬁnt. “Who on earth
could have raided the dorm 1if 1t waa
neither the Fifth nor the Upper Fourth®™

“The fags® perhaps?” suggested

Johnny Bull.

“That's hardly likely,” said Wharton.
We can't
wfford to let the affair rest where it is.”

Tue Macyer Lingary, -]

Noao, G1Q.
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**No, rather not!”

Inquiries were made of the fars in the
Becond and Third. But on each oceasion
Harry Wharton & Co. drew blanlk.

Dicky Nugent, in particular, waxedl
lnzhly indignant,

“If this isn’t the limit 1" he exclaimed,
“A few weeks ago I was acensed of
pinclung your mouldy stamps, Wharton.,
and now you're trying to make ount ihat
we ve looted your money and goodness
knows what!”

“We're not,” said Wharton.
merely want your assurance that
didu’t raid our dorm last nicht.”

“Well, you've got onr assurance, and
vou can buzz off 1”

The DRemovites “buzzed,” and some
thing like a hiss followed them as they
went, S

The mystepg of the missing articles hal
not been sclved when Harry Wharton &
Co. went i to breakfast.

“1t's altogether too thick!” growled
Bulstrode, as he seated himself at the
table.

“If 1 don’t get my penknife back
there’ll  be  trouble for somcbody!”
vrinted Bolsover mujor.

“And there’s my toffee!” said Billy
Bunter, im his hirh-pitched
“Two slabs at fourpence a slab!”

Mr. @uelch, who had arrived punec-
taally at the breakfast-table, although
he looked decidedly off colour, glared at
the Owl of the Remove.

* Bunter, you were talking 1"

“Yes, sir.”

“What were you saying?” demanded
Mr. Queleh testily,

“Some beast has boned my toffee !”

“ Bunter!”

“Two slabs of delicious toffee, guaran-
teed to melt in the mouth, sir!”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

i tl"'p

you

“Are you asserting, Bunter, that ono |

of your schoolfellows has robbed vou of
that sticky comestible . which you
refer ™

“Yes,

8iT. I think the dormitary

door ought to be locked at might, sir. |

When there are thieves about——"

Mr. Quelch looked grim,

“Be careful what you say, Bunter!”

“But it’s a fact. sir! Some thieving
rotter stole my toffee! And 1'm neot the
only victim, either!”

“Wharton !” rapped out Mr. Quelch.

The captain of the Remowe rose in his
place.

“Is Bunter's statemént correct?”

“Quite correct, sir!” said Wharton.
He had not wished the strange affair to
reach the ears of Mr., Quelch, but there
was no help for it now, .

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the
Remove-master, with a worried frown.
“This is a very serious matter. The boys
who have been victimised in this way will
kindly stand up.”

Every fellow in the Remove rose to his
feot.

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“Am I to understand that a wholesalo
robbery has taken place?”

“We were hoping it was a practical
Jjoke, sir,” said Wharton.

“Was any money taken?”

“Heaps of it, sir!” said Skinner, who
had lost exactly fourpence-halfpenny,

Mr. Quelch looked very grave.

“In that casa it cannot have been a
practical joke,” he said. ‘“Money is not
taken for a joke! It will be necessary
for me, to acquairt Dr. Locke with details
of what has oceusred.”

“I suggest that you engage a detective,
sir,” said Ogilvy.
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“Iirast it will nat be necessary to wo
fo that Tength,” said Mr, Quelch. A
thorough mivestization must be madeo by
thn au"l*"f'-'th. [ will p]ﬂru
beforn My, Lacke at onen {22

And Mo Quelet quitted  the hall,
leaving his breakfost untouched on his
lll:l.l!:‘.

— i —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
. Mutiny!

3 FTER breakfast the prefocts, act
ing on the Head's inetructions.
made an vxhaustive search of all

Litr dorputories and at

(eroatriars,

Wingato was in chargo of the scarch-

studics

party, and he was umothing if not
thorongh,
“It's a boastly business,” le said ;

“but we must go throngh with it.”

The search lasted a long time, and the
scittors were very dusty and Dbreathless
when 1t was over,

‘ 'll‘hr: inissing art! les had not come to
Hentk,

“No ol said Guwynne,

“ Musg have heen somebody outside the
schiool,” sud Faulkner.

Wingate shook his head.

“That's too far-fetchod,” he said,  “1t
would be next-door to impossible for an
outsider to break “into the Remove

dormitoery and carry off such a haul.”
“Fhen who the dickens could it have

been?” said Gwynne in perplexity.
“{rive it up!

We'd better go and

Read

“IN SEARCH OF
MARIE !”

A  Wonderful Complete
Story of TOM MERRY
& CO. at St Jim’s,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

in
“THE GEM.”

Out This Wednesday.
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_ to Quelc that there's nothing
domge. ™

Morninge le<zo;
the saniors ayy
roum.,

Meo Quelch was leaning against the
mantelpiece, staring before him with un-
SENE evea,

The juniors had tleir history-books
open 1 front of them., but the Form-
master had not yet uulocked his desk,
nor did he show any sizns of doing so.
Ho did not stir as the ecniors came m.

Wingate paused, and coughed to attract
thie HI*IHG‘-'I_*-UME[UI"E atiention,

“Ahem ”

Mre. Quelch
S|ice,

“Abem ™

< had eommenced when
! at the Remove Form-

remainced  staring  into
repeated Wincate,

some of the juniors becan to chuekle.
Mr. Quelch was behaving ke a deaf
e,

“8Siel” ventured Wingate.

Mr. Quelch made no si+n that he had
heard,

“My hat!” muttered the
Greyfriars.  *“What's wrong
I wonder "

“Heo doesn’t secom to hove
vet,” murmured Gwyane. * This is whats
comes ol sittn ooup half the :L;__:hl:. ham-
tieringe gt that typewriter !

Wingate could stand it no lonzer. He
stepped up to the precccupied Form-
niaster,

“Mr., Quelch!” he exclaimed.
Slowly the Remove-master turned his
eves towards the captain of Greyfriars.

“Well, Loder?” he said.

The class gave a gasn.
Sixth-Formers.

Mr. Quelch was not short-sizhted. and
it was astonishing that he should mistake
Wingaie for Loder,

I —=Um Wingate, sir 1" stammered the
Greyiriers skipper.

“Oh—ah, ves, to be sure! What do
von want, Wingate?"

“I have to report that the search has
proved fruitless, sir,”

“Search?” yepeated Mr, Quelch.
“What search?”

W mmgate nearly fell down.

ITad Mr. Qualﬂh been a voungzoer and
loss austero master Wingate would have
concluded that his leg was being pulled.
But it was impossible to suspect M-e.
Quelch of indulging in the flippant pas-
time of leg-pulling.,

Wingate found his veice at last.

“You-—you insiructed us to search for
the missing property, sir!” he said.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“You are talking in riddles, Wingate!
I have not the fogciest notion to what
you are referring.™ -

“M-m-my hat!’’ stuttered Wingate.

For a fleeting instant it occurred to
him that the Rémove-master might be
under the influence of drink. But he
dismissed the notion. Mr. Quelch was
an abstainer; and, in anv case, he would
not bave imbibed intoxicating liquor at
that early hour of the dav.

“l—I——" began Wingate. Words
futled him.

Me, Quelel made an impatient gesture.

“Leave the Form-room,” he said—* all
of you!”

“Great Scott!” gasped Gwynne.

loke a fellow in a dream., Wingate
went out, The rest of the seniors
fallowed,

Out i the pussage they eyed each
other 1 blank astonishment.

“What—what do you make of himi”
casped Wingate.

Gwynne shook his head gravely.

“It's a “caso for Huanwell,
enough ! he said.

“"Pve never known Queleh to behave
s0 queerly before ! said Faulkner,

1&;*fl¢iil ﬂf
with hmn,

So did the

right

woke lm ;
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Bob Cherry.

outside the door !** (See Chapter 8.)

“QOught we to tell the Head?” asked , Skinner, and I shall cane you severely

Walker.

“Oh. let him rip!” growled Wingate. | his desk.

“ After all the trouble we've taken to
ransack the place—burrowing 1 cup-
boards, and goodness knows what—
Quelch hasn’t a . civil word for us! He
can go to Jericho for all T care!”

And the seniors tramped away to their
own Form-room, |

Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch was causing his
own pupils to tap their forcheads sigm-
ficantly.

“Skinner!” he rapped out, when the
sentors had gone.

The cad of the Remove stood up.

“Where are your lines?” demanded
Mr. Quelch.

“Lines, sir?"” gasped Skinner.

“Yes! Have you not written them?”

“Written them, sir?”

“Do not repeat my observations in
that parrot-like fashion, Skinner! ] gave
you five hundred lines to write—"

“You—you didn’t, gir!” protested
Skinner indignantly. “You licked me
this morning for singing in the dorm
last night, but you didn’t say anything
about lines.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

‘“You are an utterly incorrigible boy,

The juniors were still going strong when the rising-bell commenced to clang.
Quelechy will turn up presently.

!Il

So saying, the Form-master strode to
He was about to unlock it in
order to produce a cane, but he seemed
to change his mind.

A pomter lay on top of the desk. Mr.
Quelch seized 1t.

“ Stand out before the class, Skinner!”

Skinner obeyed, though he knew that,
for once in his life, he was nirleserving
of punishment.

An angryv murmur went up from the
class—a murmur which swelled into a roar.

“*Shame!"”

‘“Skinner’s done nothing !”

“Let him alone !’

Mr. Quelch spun rouud upon the class
with ghittering eves.

“Silence!” he thundered.
you!”

Harry Wharton sprang to his feet. .

“It’s not fair to punish Skinner, sir!”
he exclaimed.

‘““ Hear, hear!”

Mr. ';ll'-“?it'h looked positively Hunnish,
Brandishine the pointer, he strode to-
wards the captain of the Remove, and
the juniors held their breath.

Harry Wharton calnly awaited the
onslaught. ‘
The Form-master swung the pointer

“How dare

Three-halfpence. 11
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““ This is where the fun starts! ** sald

If you hear a dull thud, you’ll know he’s fallen down in a fit

over his shoulder as if he were about to
deliver a savage blow; then his hand fell
limply to his side, and the pointer clat-
tered to the floor.

A muwmur of amazement ran round
the class, -

“I—I——" Mr. Quelch pressed his
hands to his temples. **Sit down, Whar-
ton. Go to your place, Skinner.”

The Form-master’s anger had entirely
evaporated, though his face was very
pale. He resumed his original position
by the mantelpiece.

The class sat spellbound.

Mr. Quelch was acting so strangely
that evervone wondered what was gowng
to happen next.

But there were no further develop-
ments—not that morning, at any rate.

The Remeove-master uttered no further
word, save that of dismissal when the
time came.

As the juniors streamed out into the
Close they excitedly discussed the events
of the morning.

“Carry me home to die, somebody!”
ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“ Quelchy’s potty !”

“The pottyfulness of the esteemed
teacher 5a?|ib 18 terrific!™

THE MacNET LipRAry.—No. 610.
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“TPhere can't be any doubt about i,
after what happened this morning !”

“[—I say, you fellows!” sad Billy
Bunter. “1 think the ITead ought to be

told——" ]
“Rats !’ ' _ _
“PBut it's a jolly serious thing!

Quelchy roight run amok with a co CVing-
knife. or something like that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tarey W harton looked thoughiiul.

“There may be something in what
Bunter says,” he remarked. * Still, we
<hall know how to take care of ourselves
if anvthing like that happens.”

“Yee rather!”

¢ Wish it was a half-holiday to-day!”
said Nugent. *“I’'m not funky; but I
hardly like the idea of an afternoon in
the
so jolly queerly !”

“He's ecalmed
Johnny Bull.

“True, O king! DBut he'’s liuble to
break out again at a minute’s notice !”’

Frank Nngent's fears were confirmed
when the Remove went in to lessons after
dinner,

Mr. Quelch was in a most AT ITeSSIVE
mood. He found fauli with everybody;
and in nearly every instance he was
auilty of rank injustice.

Impositions were as plentiful as leaves
in Vallombrosa, And the Form-master
made free use of the pointer.

[n the comparatively short space of an
hour every fellow in the class had been
punished for some imaginary offence.
Ioven studious and painstaking fellows
like Mark Linley and Dick Penfold came
under the ban of the ].‘HUI'In-ll‘tus.lrrt“ﬁ dis-
pleasure,

The room was in an uproar.

So great was the commotion that Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth, looked in
to see what was going on.

When Mre. Prout arvived he found no
loss than twelve juniors lined up in a
row waiting to receive chastisement at
the hands of Mr, Quelch,

“* Bleas my soul!” murmured Mr.
Prout. * Yon seem to %e finding your
charges partienlarly tronblesome  this
afternoon, Quelch.”

Myr. Quelch turned
colleague,

0o he said. “1 want no interfer-
ence from you, Capper !’

The master of the Fifth could scarcely
believe s ears.

“My dear Quelch, I—"

“Gol”

“ Are yvou not aware of my identity
exclaitmed Mr. Prout in astonishment.
“You—vou addressed me as Capper!”

down by now,” said

a furious face to his

“[eave this room!” thundered Mr.
Quelch, ‘
And he brandished his poimnter so

threateningly that Mv. Prout promptly
hopped back out of rauue,

The master of the Fifth did not regard
(he Remove Form-room as a eafe place
to linger in. He took a final look at Mr.
Quelch, and at the row of delinquents,
and beat a hasty retrcat to his own
quarlters.

" Mr. Quelch continued to make the fur
flv, as Bob Cherry express=ed it.

Lickings and lines were the order of
the day; and the victims rubbed their
tingling palms and said things under
{heir breath.

Billv Bunter did nat escape, of course !
~Mr. Quelch  heard the fat juuior
jingling money in his pocket- threc-half-
pence, to be precise—and be ordered
Bunter to hand over the amount, which
he deposited on the top of the master’s
desk, for Bunter to recover at the end of
the lesson.

Other fellows had things confiscated in
the sume manner; but as most of their
things had disappeared in the night, i
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Form-room with Quelchy behaving |

was only a small pile of property w hich
found its way on to Mr. Quelch’s desk.

‘The afternoon dragged on like a slow
nightmare,

~Mr. Quelch behaved. for the most part,

like a raging lion; though there were
brief intervals when he was silent and
appurently remorseful.

After what seemed an age the time of
dismissal came, and the juniors staggered,
rather than walked, out of the Form-
room.

Harry Wharton & Co. were so upseb
by the afternoon’s proceedings that tlfw:r
Lhad no heart for football. They paced
up and down the Close with frowning
faces.

“Jove, what an afternoon!” gasped
Bab Cherry.

“Quelchy  went altogether too far!”
growled Johnny Bull. **Did you see the
way he lammed me for nothmg? 1T 1t
wasn't bad form I'd complain to the
Head!"”

“We can't possibly go through to-
morrow what we've been through to-
dav !"" said Harry Wharton.

“No fear!”

“1 wvote we refuse to go
lessons ! said Nugent.

“Phew ! That would be rather thick!™
said Wharton.

“1f we all stood together,” said Bob
Cherry, “we should be all right! The
Iead couldn’t zack the lot of vs!”

“No, but——"

“ Let's hear what the other fellows have
got to say about it."”

The Famous FFive beckoned to a group
of their schoolfellows. Vernon-Smith,
Peter Todd, Bulstrode, and half a do.en
others came up. ;

“The question of the hour is,”" =aul
Bob Cherry, “are we going to take this
lying down, or are we going to mutiny?"

“What do you mean by mutiny?"" said
Peter Todd.

“Have a sort of barring-out to-morrow
morning in the dorm!"

“1 zee,” said Peter. *“ Refuse to go
down to lessons unless Quelchy pronnses
to be decent 77

“That's the idea!”

“T'm in favour!” said Vernon-Smith.

“Same here!” came in a chorus from
{the others.

There was not a dissentient voice, Tt
was a very bold step to take; but, as Bob
Cherry pointed out, there would be safety
in numbers. Besides, the Remove had a
genuune grievaicee, and 1if they stood to-
gether in the matter thes authorities
would be practically helpess. So tho
juniors thought, anyway.

The news spread swiftly through the
Form, and there was no prep done that
ovening. Everyone was in a stute of sup-
pressed excitement,

When the juniors went up to bed, many
of them smuggled provisions into the

to

down

{lm'mit'ur_'-;. for they had iutended to
“eont ™ breakfast in the mormng. |
“Mum’s the word, everybody!™ saud

Harry Wharton, as the Removites un-
dressed. ** If Bunter starts letting the cat
out of the bag when Wingate comes in,
gag him!”

*Oh, really, Wharton——"

“We know what a tactless ass you are
Bunty !” said Bob Cherry. ) ’

“1'll be as mum as a mouse !’ declared
the Owl of the Remove.

“If vou're not.” said Bob, “wvou can
look out for squalls and cataracts!”

Billy Bunter kept his word.

- Wingate came 1 and extinguished the
light, and nothing was said to aronse
Lits suspicions.

“ (et to sleep, you fellows !” said Harry
Wharton. " And don't scoff vour pro-
visions to-might, or you'll have to go
through to-morrow on empty stewachs !”

“Croogh !™
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Maost of the ol s ere too escited to
go to sleep a! onoe: but as the night
wore on they droppe i ofFf e by one, ahd
when midoight sourdeg 1he prospective
rebels were in the arn < o0 Morpheus,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for the Head: -

b UMBLE out, vou folloss
The l'iﬁillg-lit"” nad T _‘:et
sounded when Huarrs W\ harton
- spoke, and the ne. as bad not
fully dawned. Dark shadoss <720l
gered in the Remove dormit
“Wass time?’ came iu oSSy
murmur irom Bob Cherry.
“(Mlose on six o'clock,” said W harion.
“Groogh! Then 'm gow s take

another forty winks.’

“You're jolly well not!™ v Wia
ton  warmly. ‘There's
donal”

“Work ! What sort of work

“We'va got to barricade thic ooor
begin with!” ‘

“ Barricade it with Bunter ! gro=ied
Bob.

And be turned over in bed as il
the object of going to sleep again.

Harry Wharton advanced grimlv to
words the washstand. He immersed a
sponge in water, and started to squecre
it over his chum's face,

“ Yaroooooh ! roared
¥ What the thump——~"

“This is your own method of rousing
dackers. Bob!" suid Whartou, with a
langzh.

The ey water roused Bob Cherry ouly
too well, ]

1 i - iy
Vil = » (W

ith

ﬂml* L 't-.-.-rr.".

His pilow was swamped, and
so were his features.

“ Franky next!” murmured Wharton.

But Frank Nuogent bad no desire to
<hare Bob Cherry's fate. [le serambled
out of bed, and the rest of the Removiles
followed.

The last two to rise were Billy Buntex
and Lord Mauleverer; but \Wharton's
sponge had the desired effect 1 the long
P

When the juniors were dressed. Harry
Wharton- rapped out his commands, and
the dormitory door was effectively barri-
caded by means of a conple of beds.

“\What about the windows:" asked
Peter Todd.

“We needn’t worry abont those,” saud
Wharton. *If anyone tries to rcach us
by means of ladders we'll open fire with
our peashooters!”

“1 say, you fellows,” said Billy Bun-

“1I'm jolly

ter. 1n  peevish  tones,
peckish !” :
“Who says brekker?” quericd Bob
Cherry.
* Brekker!”

The chorus was unanimous.

Blankets were spread out on the floor,
and.supplies of tuck were placed thereon.

“Pile in!" said Wharton. g

Tt was a novel meal, and its novelty
helped to make 1t a great success. The

juniors were still going strong when the
rising-bell commenced to clang.

“This is where the fun starts!” said
Bob Cherry. “Quelchy will  turn up
presently. If vou hear a dull thud you'll
kuow he's fallen down in a fit outside the
door!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Quelch, however, was not the frst
arrvival.

The door-handle rattled, and Wingate's
voice could be heard without.

“What's up -with this deor?’

“It’s gone on strike, Wingate !"
shouted Johnny Bull.

“ And so have we!”" added Peter Todd.

The captain of Gregfriars thumped om
the door with his clenched fist.

“What is the meaning of thus non-

L]

bsenze®" he exclaimed sharply,

- :‘.‘l
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“Weo're fed up with Quelchy!™ gaid
Harry Wharton.
“You mean to say you're not going to

get up

“ \Fe'li get up all right—in fact, we're
up already—but we're not going down !

“You silly young asses!” roared Win-
gate. *Chuck this tomfoolery at once }”’

There was nor nse.

“Do you hear me, Wharton? 1f the
Head gets to hear of this there will be
ructions !

“Quelchy’s acting like a
lunatic,” was Wharton’s retort.
we're going to steer clear of him !"’

““Hear, hear !

There was an e rated snort from
tho captain of Greyfriars.

“T'll give you ten minutes to come to
vour senses!” he said. “If at the end
of that time you still refuse to budge, I
ehall report the matter to Mr. Quelch !”’

. And the rebels heard Wingate's retreat-
g footsteps.

" Things are warming up!” chuckled
Beb Cherry.  “Quelchy will be on the
scene before long. But we're going to
stick to our guns!”

“Yes, rather!”

The juniors waited breathlessly for
further developments.

At the end of the allotted time Win-
gate returned.

The captain of Greyfriars thumped
angrily on the door.

“Time’s up !"” he said shortly. *‘Have
ynu{m:rig rascals changed your minds ?”

wil .- "u "l

A dcore of juniors roared out the word.
" Very well,” said Wingate grimly.
“You sha'n't have another chance !”

And he strode away.

“He's gone to fetch Quelchy,” said
Squiff.

Harry Wharton nodded.

raving
**and

A few moments later there was another |

knock on the door—a knock just as
violent as Wingate’s had been.

“ Boys,” thundered the familiar voice
of Mr. Quelch, *“what does this in-
subordimation mean?”

Bob Cherry pushed Harry Wharton
forward.

“Talk to him like a Dutch uncle,
Harry ! he murmured.

“ We're staying where we are, sir,”
said the captain of the Remove, “as a
protest against your unfairness to us in
class vesterday.’

“What! What!"” shouted Mr. ?“ﬂ]eh.

“We can put up with a good deal, sir,”
continued Wharton, * but we've come to
the end of our tether, And we're not
going to risk a repetition of what hap-
pened yesterday 1™

**No jolly fear!” ecame in a chorus
from the crowd of juniors who stood
behind Wharton.

Mr. Quelch nearly choked.

*“This—this is outrageous!” he fumed.
““Open this door immediately | ™

Bolsover major said something which
sounded suspiciously like “ Rats!”

“Open this door!” repeated Mr.
Quelu]h, in a voice trembling with rage.

“We're quite willing to open it, sir,
and to carry on with the normal routine,
provided you give us a guarantee that
there shall be no mere undeserved lines
or lickings,"” said Wharton.

Mr. Quelch almost foamed at the
mouth,

“Iow dare you attempt to dictate
terms to me, Wharton! 1 willsee that
you and the other ringleaders in this out-
rage are expelled with ignominy from
the scheol !

“We're all standing together in this,
sir 1" said Bulstrode doggedly.

There was a moment's impressive
silence. Then—

“For the last time, 1 call upon you to
open this door!™ rumbled Mr. Quelch.
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Harry Wharton turned to the others.

“Are you all agreed to go through
with this!"” he exclaimed,

“Yes, rather!”

““No surrender "

The captain of the Remove nodded.

“We refuse, sir!” he said, His tone
was not insoleut, hut it was firm.

Mr. Quelch said nothing further.

In a towering rage he descended the
staircase and rustled away to the Head’s
study. |

As he crossed the Close the Remove.
master stumbled once or twice, as if
about to fall; but he recovered himself,
and finally arrived at s destination.

Dr. Locke was scated at his writing-
table. Close to his elbow was an earfr,-
morning cup of coffee,
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The Ilead started to his.feet in sur-
prise as Mr. Quelch entered without a
prehminary knock.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Dr.
Locke. ‘““What is amiss, Quelch?”

The master of the Remove looked
almost like a fanatic as he stood there,
clenching and unclenching his hands.

“I-—I have to report—undisciplined
young rascals—defying my orders——"

Mr. Quelch's voice trailed off in-
coherently. The Head regarded him in
growing alarm. )

The Remove-master opened his lips as
if to continue, but no word came. In-
stead, Mr. Quelch’s face grew deadly
pale, and he seemed to stagger.

Dr. Locke put out his hand to support
him, but he was too late.

Mr. Queleh collapsed on the flcor at the
Head's feet—insensible !

Three-half pence. 13

I At the same instant the door opened,

and Mr. Lascelles, the mathematics
master, advanced into the study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Mystery Solved.

] ARRY LASCELLES was a man ot
action,
Iustecad cf stopping, as many
men might have done, to ask a
lot of needless questions, he promptly
assisted the Iead to lift the inanimate
ferm of Mr. Quelch on to the sofa. After
which ho rang the bell, and when the
Head’s maid appeared he despatched her

for some brandy.
Lascelles !” mur-

“This is terrible,

mured the Head in great agitation.
“What cen be the matter with peor
Quelch #”

“The doctor will soon tell us, sir. I
will go for him at once, if you will be
good enough to administer the brandy
when it comes.”

Dr. Locke nodded, and Mr. Lascelles
hastily quitted the study.

After a brief interval he returned, ac-
companied by Dr. Short, whom he had
had the good-fortune to meet on the way
to Friardale.

Mr, Quelch had recovered conscious-
ness, but he was unable to rise from the
sofa. He was muttering to himself in a
sort of delirium, .

The doctor bent down and made a brief
exammation. Then he rose, and turned
to the Head.

"“"Have yon noticed if Mr. Quelch has
been peculiar in his manner for some
timo past?” he inquired.

Dr. Locke nodded.

““He has struck me as being tired and
 run-down,” he said. “1 have several
times suggested to him the advisability
of taking a holiday, but he has insisted
upon remaining at his post.”

“Has he behaved abnormally ?”

“Yes; now that I come to think of it,
ha has acted very curiously at times.
What, might I ask, is the cause of this
b sudden mﬁnpsﬂ?"

“It 1s due to excessive mental strain,”
gaid Dr, Short, *“T should be inclined to
| call it a nervous breakdown.”

“Is the outlock serious?”

“That I cannot say. Mr. Quelch must
be removed immediately to his bed; and
in the meantime 1 will telephone for a
specialist from London. - As you gre
aware, Dr. Locke, I am merely a prae-
titioner, and am therefore not qualified
to undertake this case.”

From the window of the Head’s study
Mr, Lascelles sighted a number of seniors
strolling in the Close. He promptly sum-
moned them, and Mr. Quelch was con-
veyed to his own room.

The Head—who was not aware that a
rebellion had broken out in the Remove
—imstructed Wingate to take that Form
| in the absence of Mr. Quelch.

The captain of Greyfriars—who was
beginning to understand what Harr
fhartm;h & Co. h?d ht::id to put up witg

uring .the past few days—went up to
the Remove dormitory and rappecr on
the deer.
| The rebels imagined that the Head had
arrived to remonstrate with them.

“Who's there?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Wingate |"” came the reply. “You
' can chuck this silly game now, and come
on down to lessons!”

“Sorry, Wingate,” said the captain of
' the Remove, ‘“but we refuse to put up
with any more of Quelch’s tyranny !”

“Hear, hear !”

“Yon can set your minds at rest,” eaid
| Wingate. “ Mr. Quelch won't trouble
Toe MagxET Liprary.—No. 610
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you for some time.  1le's in bed with a

tervens bieakdown,”

“My hat!”™

“Honest Injun, Wingule 7 exclaimed
Bob Cherry.

“Yeg (™

Tlas startling news caused quite a sen-
sation in the Remove dormifory.

“A breakdown, by Jove!” ejaculated
Nugent. ‘I begin to seo davlight now !
That accounts for the curious change in
Quelechy's manner lately,™

“"We might have known this wonld
happen,” gaid Harry Wharton.
“Quelchy hasn't had a holiday for ages,
and he's been burning the candle at both
ends, Hh‘ig,!.(ing away at his * Iistory of
Girexfriars,’ It's enough to crock any

man!”

“No  wonder Quelchy  developed 1
leakage i his memory-tank ! said Bob
Cherry., * No wonder he addressed Win-
gate as Loder, and Prout as Capper !

“Arve you kids coming " asked Win-
p;'ih'. n‘Iu:ing il'l’lpﬂli{*nt.

“Yes," said Wharton, “One minute,
though. Who's going to take the Re.
move while Quelchy’s away "

"1 am!™ raid Wingate grimly,  “ And,
what's more, T'm going to Keep vou
kids in order ™ ‘

“Hurrah !

The juniors did not scem to mind that
prospect in the least,

Harry Wharton declared (e barring-
out at an end, and the barricade was
removed from the door.
wards the juniors took
tihe Remove Form-room
Lad happened,

Wingate stationed
master's desi.

“Where's the key of this desk " he
exclaimed.

“Quelchy keeps it in  lis
Wingate,” said Harry Wharton.
one of a bunch that you'll
up on the wall.”

Wingate nodded, and quitted the
Form-room. He returned in a few
moments, and proceeded to unlock the
desk.

As he raised the lid he gave vent to
an exclamation of astonishment :

“My hat!”

“ Anything wrong,
quired Bob Cherry.

For answer, the eaptain of Greyfriars
piunged lus hands inside the desk, and
brought to light a miscellancous collce-
tion of articles, which included money,
penkuives, pocket-books, and toffee.

The juniors sprang to their feet in
amazement.

"My penknife !”
Major.

“My ten bob !" exclaimed Nugent.

their places in
as 1 nothing

himsell at  the

study,
i I t‘b
find hanging

n-

Wingate 7

shouted Dolsover
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Shortly after- |

“How on earilt did these things come
to be in AMe. Cueleh's desk?” Le ex-
t'luinn--.l.

That was o riddle whieh no one conld
solve, At the same time, the juniors
were immensely  relieved at the dis-
covery of their property.

“Can yvou kids identify your stuff 7"
asked Wingate.

“Yes, rather !

“You'd better ecome forward and
claim it, then, Don’t all rush ! added
Wingate, as the Removites swarmed to-
wards him, “I'll deal witll you one at
a time. Now, Bunter! What did vou
lose *"

“Abem! Two slabs of toffee, Win.
gate, and—and ten bob in silver !"

“You fat fraud!” shouted Franlk
Nugent. “That silver's mine !

“Oh, really, Nugent —-"

“Why, vou've never had ten bobs'

worth of silver mn all vour natural!™

“Silence ! rapped  ont Wingate.
“Tere's vour toffee, Bunter. The rest
of your elaim is ruled ont.”

Billy Bunter subsided with a grunt.
His hopes of pgetting something for
nothing were rudely shattered,

The rest of the juniors identified the
various articles, and returned to their
places.

Morning lessons passed off pleasantly
enough under Wingate's jurisdiction,
and when the word of dismissal came
the fellows swarmed out nto the passage
[airly seething with excitement.

“Well, of all the rummy things that
ever happened " ejaculated BBob Cherry.
"“What do you make of it, Harry "

“The only explanation I can think of,”
said Wharton, “is that some fellow
looted our pockets in the night and then
hid the loot in Quelchy’s desk.”

“But why "

“Ask me another! The whole thing's
a mystery,”

But the mystery was soon solved.

When the specialist arrived from
London he announced that Mr. Quelch’s
brain had been overtaxed to such an
extent that it was miraculons how the
Remove-mastef had escaped an attack of
brain-fever.

“ Excessive mental strain,” said the
specialist, ““was the cause of Mr.
Quelch behaving so strangely during the
few days before he collapsed. He
suffered at times from loss of memory
and an ungovernable temper—which
was not surprising in the circumstances.
Doubtless he was in the habit of walk-
ing in his sleen.” -

Dr. Locke, to whom this report was
communicated, gave a start.

“The captfin of the school has just
been telling me,” he said, “of a most
extraordinary oceurrence, It appears

this morning in Mr., Quelelt’s desk. Can
1t be possible that- - ."

""l'}mi Mr. Queleh was responablie®
:'iilllxi ”H* :-u;'.'"".'iﬂ“mi. * Nol I.'H!]_‘-. TIRL [ 3s-
sible, Dr, I..n{'!h‘, ¥ iﬂf‘l‘EL"lIH'l_\'jllt'{ih;ih!lH
Mr. Quelch, like most other masters,
had been in the habit of confiscating
articles in clasd, and it is therofove 1o
altogether surprising, having regard to
his mental condition, that he should take
away s pupils’ property in a fit of
somnambulism and lock it up in ins
ih'nli. of COLLI O, such an action was
iillilﬁ llllihli'hiiur'l:ﬂ, .'J,ntl 1o blame whal
ever attaches to Mr., Quelch.”™

The Tlead nodded.

“And what of his present econdition
lie ashked.

“Theve is 1o cause for anviety. Aie
Wueleh must take a comvplete rest ard
l"h.'li'.-}.:t'. arad he muat on no wecount

reltirn to daty L|1-|T”_ he has 1'u|i|]rluh-|_'-‘
recovered from s hl‘t‘llkliu‘,ﬂ &

1 have several times urged Qnelel to
take o holidav,” suid Dr. Locke.

The specialist smiled.

“He would have been wise to conform
to vour wishes,” he said. **As it i=, he
must take an enforced holiday. 1 vyndes
stand he has been engaged on o literars
task involving a great deal of studvy and
strain. Ile must not be allowed to
resnme this task until Lie has tharoughly
recuperated-—even if 1t means hiding lus
ranuscript and his typewriter.”

The Head smiled, too. .

“1 wil see that both are placed out ol
his reach for some time to come,” te
said.

" L ] [ ] L] L] L .

Billy Bunter, who had listened to this
conversation through the kevhole of the
Head's study, lost no time in making the
facts known to the Remove.

Harry Wharton & Co. were amazed.

“1I feel awfully sorry for poor old
Quelchy ! suid Wharton.

**Same here!”

“Let’s hope he soon gets over it," said
Bob Cherry.

But a long period of time clapsed
before Mr. Quelch resumed his position
at Grevirars,

And when he eventually returned
he looked better and fitter than the
juniors had ever scen hiun look, and
the Remove turned out in force io

welcome their Form-master, of whom

most of them were genuinely fond. &

Greyfriara pursued the even tenor of

its way, and the mystery of Mr. Queleh
was a mysfery no longer.
THE EXND.
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A Slip of the Memory!
H ARRY RHODES laughed at his

companion’s last remark.

““Not for me,” he said.

They were standing outside
the shop of old Sam Hirst, the shoe-
maker, at the corner of the first lane
from the north end of the main street
of Lexborough village, exchanging a few
words before leaving to scek their re-
speetive homes.

“Well, an’ why not?” demanded Sam.
“Ain't bed t' best place for us, t.huuTh
it is midday, an’ ¢’ sun shining an” all?
It is for me, anyvhow, I'm main tired.”

Harry laughed again.

“All right, Sammy; don't get riled.
You go to bed. 1 don’t want to keep
vou away from it,Y he replied. ‘‘But
'y not going there myself—uot yet.”

“What are you going to do, then,
Harry?” inquired Lomax.

“Well, first of all I'm going to have a
clean-up—a bath.”

The “clean-up " looked necessary for
both of the lads. The face, neck, and
hands of each were coated with a layer
of grime, sprinkled with coal-dust, Nor
was it to be wondered at, for they had
come direct from the pit, where they had
been working on might-shifit.

Then it was Sam’s turn to laugh.

“Happen Al’'ll find some water an’
scap mye=elf,” he said, looking at his dis-
reputable hands. “An’ what'll you be
doing when you've had bath, Harry?”

“Get into singlet, shorts, and shoes,
and have a turn with the gloves, I hope,”
Harry answered hin. *Then maybe I'll
turn out for a run—just a mile or so—

come back, have a jolly good rub down;
then I'll be off to bed.”

“Should think so! Are yop made o’
cast-iron? Don't you ivver [eel tired?
Ah tell you straight, when Ah coom

back from pit like this Al’m fair ragged
an’ done up.”

“Perhaps that's because you don't
take any exercise or get out in the fresh
air when work is over., It agrees with
me."”

And Harry laughed with a hearty
jollity that suggested that his own pre-
ference for exercise and fresh air agreed
with his lungs and temper.

- “Happen 1t 1s,” admitted Lomax.
“Well, by-by, Harry. BSee you t'-neet.”

*Right-ho! Two-thirty, as usual.”
And down the strect swung Harry
Rhodes, whistling cheerily, with a light

and springy gait that told of muscles
still full of vigour and elasticity in spite

'THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF A
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. A Stirring New Tale of the Ring.

By PERCY

of the eight hours of gruelling work
from which he had just come away.
Tired! He wasn't the least bit tired;
not a stgn of dulness in his alert blue
eves. Somebody was going to make
very sure of that within the next half-
hour. He was a big lad, looking a good
deal older than was the actual fact;
strong as a pity pony, and supple as an
ash; the very picture of an English
vouth full of health, strength, and happi-

INCSS8,

So thought a man standing on the foot-
way outside a small cottage wedged in
between two larger houses, Apparently
he had nothing particular .to do, and
was doing it well. Hands thrust into
the pockets of his light-coloured, wide-
checked trousers, he whistled gently to
himself as he looked up and down the
street.

He had noticed Harry coming along,
and as the lad drew near he nedded, and
said, ** Mornn'!”

“Good-morning !”  retwned Harry.
“Looks as though it might be a fine
day,” he added,

“Hope so0,” arreed the other. But it
was at Harry he was looking, taking a
eritical survey of his features with sud-
denly develo interest.

Hea had left off whistling.

“Say, where've 1 seen you before?”
he shot out.

Harry, coming to a standstill; smiled
amusedly.

“I don't think it is likely you have
ever scen me before this morning,” he
answered,
borough before?”

The man shook his head. He was still
looking at Harry, and frowning, as
though taxing lis memery.

“And it was only the day before
vesterday you arrived,” pursued the lad.

“That's so.”

“Then you can't well have seen me
anywhere,” smiled Harry, ‘‘for I've
never been out of the willage 1 my
life!"”

“What's your name?” the man asked

‘nhruptly.
There was no reason why Harry
shouldu’t give his name; he was not

ashamed of 1t ; but he hesitated, not being
able to understand why this man should
have developed so sudden and acute an
interest in himself.

He was aware who the man was—knew
his name to be Joshua Martin, and that
he was the manager and principal backer
of Anthony Hanna—*' Cast-iron Tony

his friends and admirers called him—the

wonderful Scottish Jight-weight boxer,

“Have you ever been in Lex- |

LONGHURST.

whose phenomenally hard hitting, excep-
tional toughness, and general wickedness
in the ring had procured the downfall of
every boxing-man who had yet come up
against him.

Within the short space of ien moenths
he had won a reputation from Plymouth
to Aberdeen as the * boxer who couldn’t
be hurt.” Better than that, the fighting
Beet's victories, so flumerous, swiitly
gained, and decisive, had attracted attern-
tion and won recognition in Londen, the
Mecca of the boxing world.

He was now matched for a tweuty-
round contest with Nat Dover, the holder
of the English chaapionship, the match
to be decided at the Isthmian Stadwm,
with the promise from the promoter that
the winner should be offered a mateh
with the American, “Terrible” Dan
McCarthy, whom the American publie
claimed to be the best man of his weight
in the world.

Tony Hauna had come down to Lex-
borough to train, meamung to leave no
stone unturned in his endeavours to win
a match which meant so much to his
future, e, his manager, and half a
dozen attendants and boxers, had reached
Lexborough ecarly in the afternoon, two
days before, and had been met at the rail-
way-station by a small crowd of boxing
enthusiasts, all curious to see the man
whose advent into first-class boxing -had
created so considerable a sensation.

Amongst these had heen Harry
Rhodes; but he thought it hardly pro-
bable that Joshua Martin could have
taken any nctice cf him in the bustle and
excitement of the arnival,

“My name 1s Harry Rhodes,” he
answered,
“* Rhodes!"” repeated Martin,

“Rhodes !

He frowned, shaking his head,
dently the name conveyed
him., '

“Do any boxing?” he asked.

“Yes, a hittle, I am very fond of 1t,”
replied Harry.

“Oh, ah! Well, Rhodes, perhaps
vou'd like to come along one of these
days, and see Tony at work "

“Thatk you!™ said Harry,

And at that moment, hearing the click
of the latch of the cottage outside which
this conversation was taking place, he
said * Good-morning !” hurriedly, and
turned towards the cottage, the door of
which had opened, with a short, squarely-
built man, of some forty years of age,
‘standing in the entrance,

Tueg Macy¥eT Lisrary.—No, 610.
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“Hallo, uncle!"” IMarry greeted him,
sintling, and passed into the cottage.

“GLiot  back, Harcy?” the man said
moechanically, his eyes fixed on Joshua
Martin, who was staring back at him
with a peculiar intentness,

The juw of the man in the doorway had
droapped, and in his black, deeply-set eves
was an expression very much like fear.

For twenty seconds the two men thus
regarded each other, and then Martin,
ciaitting a low whistle between his teeth,
moved towards the doorway.

“Well, blow me! To think o’ finding
vou here!” he exelaimed., “What in
thunder——"

With a warnine gesture the mam whom
Hirry Rhiodes had called * Unele™ swiftly
raised his hand.

“Husli ! he almost whispered.

“An’ what for?”" demanded Martin.
“After all these years, when no one
knew where you was or what'd become
of you, fancy me happening on you in
this forsaken nole. Why Jimmy——"

“Shut up!”™ came back in a fierce
whisper. * No names here, And if vou
must tall, don't shout like that!” )

tle made as though to close the door,

ot Martin stopped him.

*Here, stop that. |
with you!”

The other looked guickly up and down
the wide street as though fearful that
someone might be observing them, but
there was no one in sight,  Then he
leaned forward.

“"Come 1oside.  Just for a minute.
You can’t stop. And, for Heaven's sake,
don't muke a noisc!” he jerked out.
“Wait a second,” and he drew back, pull-
inz the door to behind him.

“Well. T'm blowed!” ejaculated Mar-
tin, left on the footway. Then a queer

want a word

i

Joshua Martin stepped inside the cot-
tage, smiling as if something were amus-
ing him. |

“What in thunder's the meaning of
all this Dlooming mystery ¥ he asked,
He glanced about him curionsly at the
furnishing of the rootn. “ Don’t seem to
be a millionaire, Jimmy!” he com-
meunted,

“I'm not ! the other man said shortly.
“What 1s it vou want " ’
Martin pretended to look aggrieved,

“Nice way to talk to an old friend like
me, 1 don't think,” was the answer.
“And after we ain't geen one another all
these years. Iet me see—fifteen or six-
teen, am't it ¥

* About that.”

And, judging by Rhodes’ expression,
the_renewal of the acquaintance wasn't
giving him a great deal of pleasure.
His eves were resentfunl: his lips com.
pressed, He had not even IISLI_"LI liis
visitor to sit down,

“Well,” said Martin, “seein” vou so
sudden like, an’ when I didn't expect it,
Jimmy, 1 thougnt we might have a bit
of a talk about old times. \What are you
doing now 7"

“Making a living.”

“What's vour trade

o F

one

i Nn""

“Well, Jimmy, T must sax von don’t
seeml over an’ above communicative, nor
vet overwhelmed with joy at seeing me
agan.”

“To tell the truth, I'm not.” Rhodes
gaid curtly, He pavsed a moment. * One
of the things I'm tryiug to do is to for.

get.” -
what? Oh, I

“Forgel
That——-"

An almost threatening Yook came into
Rbodes' eyes; he made a step forward,

now—ithe ol

know!

smile crept over his cleanlr.shaved lips. | and  Maurtin stopped abruptly

“Jimmy ashamed of his old acquaint- | Janghed. il il

ances! Queer, ain't it?" | “Oh, all right, Jimmy, T wcn't meon-
tion 11 !"” he said. ““And you ain't

Tire Rejected Offer.

OVING Very {jllit*Ti]f and noise

M lessly, James Rhodes crossed

the living-room, into which the

front door opened, and to the

foot of a short, steep flight of stairs lead-
ing to the rooms above.

“Harry—Harry!" he called softly.

And then he heard a noise in the wash-
house beyond the stairs. Harry had just
entered by the door leading into the
garden behind. He lad a pail in his
hand. He didn't take his “clean-up ” in
the house, but in & shed he lLad buiit
himself in the garden.

Therc, with plenty of hot water that
his uncle always had ready for him, and
a cold shower-bath arrangement that he
had himself fixed up, he removed the
dirt and grime witﬁ which his “work
liberally coated him, and emerged clean
and refreshed for the hour or so of brisk
physical exercise he was in the habit of
taking.

“Want me, uncle?” he called out.

“No, Harry. Ounly: come to see if
vou'd got everything all right. Water
in the copper nicely hot?"”

“Fine, thank you, uncle.
enjoy myself!"

“That's right, Flarry.”

“ Be ready for our usual turn with the
gloves, unele”

“Righto, my boy. when you are, Ten
minutes from now ("

* About that.”

Rhodes went back into the hving-room,
closing the inner door. 'Then he openad
the door leading into the streer, and
nodded to the waiting Martin.

M Come 1n. Can give you ten minutes,
But don't talk loud !

Tor Macexer Lisparv.—No. 610,

Going to

pleased seein’ me because I
of it—eh? Is that it "

“Yes.”

Rhodes glanced witly meaning at the
outer door, but the other did not take
the hint.

“Who's th' kid ~him T was talking to
outside *”" he inquired,

“ My—my nephew !

“ Brother's kid *"

Rhodes did not answer,

*“"Cause if he is, 1 was wonderin® if he
was anything like you. Didn't kmnow,

mmmy, vou ever had a brother.”

“That's very likely.”

“He wasn't in the game,
But this kid—Harry, he said hije
—he says he can box a bit.
teach him—eh, Jimmy ?”

“What of it 7"

“Well, you know what I'm
here? That T come down with

rermmind vouy

anvhow,
name js
Suppose vou

doing
Tony

H:lu:inn. You've heard of him, 1 guess ?*
. TE‘E..i
“Well, he's down here training.

S'pose you kuow that, too? - And I toid
vour nephew—likely lookin’ kid, Jimmy
-—that he might come down-an’ see Tony
working one day. We're fixed up at th’
White Rose. Tt ain’t a bad show. And
when I saw you, Jimmy, an’ knew who it
was, just for th' sake of old times. if this
nepiiew o' yours i1s any good with th’
wloves—why, 1 thought perhaps as he
might earn an extra dollar or so givin'
Tony a hand. Works in the coal-mines,
doesn't he "

“Yes "

“Well. by all accounts that the land.
lord of the White Rose was givin' us,
there’s a tolerable deal o' scrappin’ goes
on hereabouts, so 1 reckoned we mighi
get some of your local talent to put up a
bout or so.”

*

_ihi-s .

"Pd rather Harry didn't do anvthiog
of the kind.” Rhodes said with decision.

“And why not, Jimmy 2"

“I'd rather not.”

“That ain't a
here—"

e continued talking, but Rliodes was
not paying the least attention; be
secemwred to be listening, and suddenly in-
ferrupted  Martin's  efforts to persuads
him 1to altering his decision.

“I said I'd give youn ten minutes,
Time's about up,” he said.

And at thiz plan intimation Joshina
Martin really became annoved.

“Tell me to po—ch* he eried.
“That’s because von don't want your
precions nephew to see me talkin' with
vou, I s'pose? 1 can see through vour
hittle game, with all your whisperin® an’
sneakin' abont; don't vou think I can't!
Don’t want hira to know that vou ever
was a boxer—ever_had anything to do
with the blessed Ring. Bou't want him
to know why vou left it-—eh? Afraid, 1
s'pose, of him ever learnii' that you
one e

James Rhodes was at Martin's side
like a streak of lightning. His fingers
bit deeply iuto the other’s shoulder.

" Quit that!™ hLe exclaimied hoarsele.
“You let fall a2 word of that while you're
in  Lexbore’, Joshua Martin-——vou let
Harry come to know about that terrible
business, and it'll be the sorriest day's
work you ever have done m vour life!
I know what I'm doing, and [ won't
have you or anyone else nterfering !V

1 only thought I was doing ¥ou a
good turn, Jimmys ! grumbled Martin,
wincing under the pressure on his gollar-
bone., “If you don't like —"

“1 don't like!” interrupted Rhodes
grimly.. **And vou just remember what
I'm telling vyou !

And quietly, but with a foree against
which there was no denial, he led Martin
to the door, which he opened with tie
other hand. -

“So-long ! he said, and shut the door.

Alone, James Rhodes dropped into an
armchair by the hearth, the excitement
died out from him. Chin on haund, he
stured vacantly 1 front of him, lips
compressed, and once more the sad
tragedy of his life came before his eyes.
Sixteen vears back it lay, and vet the
sight of his late visitor., the few minules
of his company, had bronght back the
arievons and terrible  happening as
vividly as though it had taken place only
the day before.

At twenty-four vears of aze had be-
fallen that which had embittered his
whole existence, changed his entire life :
never wonld the shadow of the tragedy
ba hfted him from him. Yet Joshun
Martin had referred to it as though it
were a matter of the lightest conse-
quence.

At forty wwears of age, strong of body,
never knowing what it was to be physic-
ally 11l, he felt himself an old and miser-
able man, and doomed so to remain for
so long as he should live

Not only was he haunted by the awful
recollection which for sixteen years he
had been unable to banish, bui hanging
over him was another fear—one that
meant for him the acting of a part for all
time, which denied him the full expres
ston of s natural feelings, which caused.
bim muzery bevond all words,

And from lns suffering there was ro
hope of relief,

Suddenly James Rhodes stirred. A
shight noise had broken into his dismal
reflectio Rising quickly, h{ slipped
off higCoat and waistcout, and turned up
irtsleeves over lean but musculare-

Now, look

reason.

——
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James Rhodes was at Mnrtiﬁ'l side like a streak of lightning. His fingers bit deeply into the other’s shoulder,

looking arms. _
fastened a cupboard set in the wall beside
the fireplace. As he did so the door
opened,

““ Ready, uncle 7"’ asked Harry's cheery
voice,

“I'm just getting the gloves, Harry,”

he réplied.
I enthusiasm for the boxing game
than any other place of equal size
in England. There is a good reason for
this. Whether the rest of England 18 or
is not aware of it, Lexboro’ owns an
ambition—one that it confidently expects
to realise one of these fine days.

That ambition is to produce a champion
~a real champion of England.

This accounts for the enthusiasm.

A goodly number of years ago, in the
palmy days of the old prize-ring, a
Lexboro’ man very nearly Eﬂd annex the
title of champion., It was a near thing—

— ——

The Challenge.

T may be safely said that the mining
village of Lexboro’ contains more

" Quit thar !" he exglaimed hoarsely.

=

Then he went to and un-|so close that Lexboro’ folk were fully

satisfied that it was only a fluke, a mere
mischance, their man failed. It is the
fact that he had tried very hard.

But he lost; and Lexboro’, without
saying mwuch, which s the Yorkshire
way, gritted its teeth and made a vow
that, some time or other, it would pro-
duce a man who would gain the title in
| spite of all chance of aceidents.

The village had liked the boxing game
well enough before; after that accadent
it became really enthusiastic.

A few years back the village really
helieved it had accomplished its ambition.
It turned ont a boxer of the right size,
| with the reguisite strength and en-
durance, a terrific hitter, and owning
plenty of skill. He was indifferent to
punishment; he could stay for a week,
and his pluck was beyond all question.

But, alas! for the hopes of the Lex-
boro' experts. They had made no mis-
| take; their man was all they claimed him
to be; but he had one defect—he would
not train seriously. And in these days
of fast boxing over twenty three-minute

rounds, the man who won't train suffi- I the before mentioned conmipetitions,

-ulziently and conscientiously is an ultimate
oser,

So Lexboro’ found eut. But enthusiasm
hardly weakened in spite of the disap-
pointment. Lexbore’ has gone on trying
to produce the unbeatable boxer. Boys
take to the game before they're well into
their teens; the likeliest ones get all the
encouragement and teaching that can he
obtained for them. Frequent competi-
tions amongst themselves, and arrapged
with neighbodring villages, make clear
those whom it 18 worth while taking
trouble with,

So Harry Rhodes, to whom the hkmg
for the game, and a very distinet pro-
ficiency at it came natural, found himself
in good company. '

(oached and tutored by his uncle,
making a bout with the qfnves a daily
exercise, he had reached a high degree
of excellence. There were half a dozen
little boxing meetings—every day in the
waek—in the village, and at one or other

nf/f:hrm he was [requently to be seen.

/ But, the expert local interest had not
as yet been given him. The explanation
was that he had not appeared in any of

And,
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although it was admitted that Harry
Rhodes was a really fine sparrer. that in
practice-bouts he could hold his own with
angbody within a stone of his weight,
local opinion thought no more of him.

Practice, or exhibition sparring, is not
quite the same thing as boxing in dead
carnest ; and it was generally felt that the
Jad’s absence from the competitions indi-
eated some deficiency or other so far as
the serions side of the gpame was con-
cerned. :

The true reason For Harry's non-
appcarance in the competitions was his
uticle’s objection against his entering.

“You're good enongh to win, my
boy,” he had said, “but I'd rather you
dide’t go in for competitive work.”

And Harry, recollecting the time and
trouble his relative took over his boxing
education, loyally respected his wish,
though more than once his own desire
was contrary to it.

This morning, following upon Joshua
Martin's departure, the enstomary-three-
minute rounds were gone through as
usual, and Harry felt this desire to test
his skill agninst an opponent in a serious
bout rising strongly within him.

“"Think I'm getting on, uncle?” he
asked, unloosing the tapes of his gloves,

“Al my boy!" replied James Rhodes
heartily.  “ Your judgment of distance
i~ getting better every week !"”

*And my hitting ¥°

“Hard enough to stop anything near
your own weigﬁt. You've given me one
or 1me this morning that 1'm feeling
}_{.t .1'1'

“What about defence, unele 2"

“First-class ! Your footwork is really
good, and that means a lot 1

“But it's not everything—I've heard
You say so!"”

*So vou have, my bor. And it isn't!
The brainiest boxers are the ones who
vary their defence according to the kind
of fellow they find themselves up against.
The best defernce against the rushing,
headlong chap, who wants to get 1n
close and do his fighting, oughtn't to be
the same as you'd use against the cun-
ning, shifty boxer, or the man who scores
all his points at arm's length.”

“Yes; but how are you going to learn
the various ways of defence unless vou're
frequently euming up against different
kinds of hoxers?’

“You can’t, Harry!" his relative re-

lied prntnptiy. “There are no two
oxers whose methods are exactly the
same, and a chap to do any good has to
get used to meeéting all kinds, Now, if
you meet a—a——"

James Rhodes realised the trap into
which he had fallen, and he stopped
<uddenly, His eagerness died away, and
an unhappy expression came into his
CVes,

“1 know what you're drivirig at, lad,”
he said slowly. “Boxing wi' me day
after day, month in an’ month out,
you're getting into a mechgnical way that
sn’t good for you. Well, I guess you're
right.  And yet, I've been thinking I
was doing my best for you.”

“And so you have, uncle !” eried Harry
enthusiastically, “You've taken no end
of pﬂjl'lﬁ'—-“-'"

“Yes; and I've prevented you from

lcarning anything more than just what |

I can teach. Yes, 1 see it, Harry. I've
done my best to stop you from gettin
that variety which I've told you is of suce

enter for some of these competitions they
get up here?”

“ Well, unele. T should like it!” Harry
said, hesitatingly.

“But you haven't because T said ‘1
dudn’t want you. Well, vou've been a
good lad, Harry, and I won't iry to keep
vou out of 'em anv longer. It isn't fair
to you. When is there a competition
cormung off 7"

“There’'s one due to-night, down at
Ben Moseley's place, uncle.”

“Then you enter for it, and I'll come
down myself to see how you get on.”

“You mean it?"” cried Harry de-
lightedly. “Oh, that’s fine! That is
f'nl]}' good of you, unele! But it's a bit
ate before it begins—not until twelve
o'clock—so as the night shift sha’n’t lose
their share of the fun.”

“Never mind!  Won't be the first
time, my boy, I've been in a boxing-show
at midnight,” replied Rhodes. *“ And
now you're going for your run, Cut it
short to-day, Harry, so’s you can put in
a good whack of sleep before to-night !™

1t was good advice, and Harry followed
it, waking up when his uncle called him
a little before eleven o'clock, feeling as
frosh as a daisy,

The place where Ben Moseley ran a
small gymnasium, and occasionally an
impromptu  boxing competition, was no
great size—just a biggish room, wide
enongh to accommodate a twelve-foot
square ring, and leave a gangway just
sufficient for a man to pass along between
the ropes and the walls. On the other
two sides of the ring the spectators
packed themselves ten deep. All had to
stand; they had little room for their
elbows, and were mightily uncomfort-
able; but this they didn't-mind. The
were enthusiasts, and they were wnﬂ
aware that in so small a rine, where
there was no space for a boxer to run
away, they were bound to see that which
they loved—a good fight!

A smaller room served as a dressing-
room for the competitors,

Harry's appearance was hailed with a
rood deal of rough chaff, in which the

ykes are never backward; ono burly
young man of some eighteen vears of
age going the length of asking him how
he had come to screw up his conrage to
the extent of entering a competition,

As 1t fell out, that burly vouth and
Harry weore the first pair called into the
ring, and, half-way through the second
round, the former was dazedly wonder-
ing how it was he and his mates could
have come to the conclusion that, though
he was admittedly a good sparrer, Harry
Rhodes wasn’t to be taken seriousls when
it came to downright fighting.

Tom Boughen, the bhurly one, was a
fighter pure and simple, and, having the
better of the wejghts by a good twenty
pounds, set to work to demolish his
antagonist off-hand. When he found
that every blow he struck landed on
nothing more solid than the air, while
every time he rushed and hit he was

brought tI{J short by a stinging drive in |
10

the face, began to think his idea of
young Rhodes was a mistaken one. '

l}eﬁ:rn a minute of the third round had
passed he was sitting on the floor, tr::u:g
to collect his wits. The timekceper ha
already counted him out.

“Coom ount, tha big loomp! We're
wantin’ t' get on to second bLout!”
the promoter was shouting to him.

But before Le left the ring Boughen,
having gained his feet, staggered across

tmportance. I've been wrong. I haven't | to Harry.

been fair to you, my boy. I've been

“Put it theer, lad.” he said thickly,

-

A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW !

o' butter, but theer's one lLire knows
better,”

There were threo who were aware of
the fact before the night's sport was
over,and the other competitorswere guita
willing to take it on trnst. With an easa
truly ludicrous, Harry Rhodes finished
off his opponents and won the compet:-
tion, winning the applause of the de-
lighted onlookers and a hearty word of
commendation from Moseley himself,

But the speretators weren't so satisfied,
and they said so very emphatically.
They had come prepared for at least two
nours of good sport, and they felt them-
selves defranded because they hadn’t had
it. Thanks largely to Harry Rhodes'
generosity  in handing out knock-out
punches, the night’s amusement had been
cut short by fully one half.

“Has tha finished a’ready, Den?™
shouted a six-foot miner of the name of
Tom Dobson, *Why, ’'tiz nobbut one
o'clock yet.”

“Th’ comp. iz ended, lade,” Moseley
was obliged to admit,
“Then ’tis a swindle,” Dobson

asserted emphatically.  “We paid for
two hours’ sport, an’ tha's puttin’ us off
wi' one!”

“Yigh! Thats t* wav t' talk!” was
bellowed from the other end of the rooms
“let on wi' at, Ben.” “ .

“Happen tha won’t find tha ring noe
gymnagium neither, Ben, to-morrew
mornin’ if tha don't!”

Lexborough folk are rough and ready
in their ways, as Ben Moselev knew well
enough ; they were quite capable of de-
molishing the whole building did they get
it into their heads they hadn’t had their
full money's worth, But what to do to
pacify them he hadn't an idea. With
the loud and angry voices ringing in
his cars he gazed around helpless)y.
The spectators were getting more in-
flamed every moment, and, mingled with
the clamour against Ben, were ugly
words connected with Harry Rhodes,

It scemed as though the shouters re-
garded the successful boxer as a spoil-
sport.

The fact was that Harry's showing had
completely upset the local judgment as to
his merits as a fighter, Worse, Harry's
easy victory was the cause of several
being“out of pocket,

Things becan to look deeidedly serious,

Suddenly the cause of all the uproar
left the doorway leading into the dress-
img-room, where he haﬁ been standing,
and forced his way inside the ring, See-
ing  him, the clamourers redoubled
their velling.

Harry, cool and unmeved, waited nntil
there was a chance of being heard.
Then : :

“Lads,” he called, “vou seem to think
you haven't had all the boxing vou
should, and that it’s my fault. Well if

| there's anvone here would care to Pt

on the gloves with me for three rounds,

I'm wilhing.”

It was Mrnuﬂ that took them all
by surprise. For bwenty seconds there was
dead silence in the room. And then, be-
fore any of the disgusted ones who might
have felt inclined to accept could get ong
the werds, an answer came from a dark.
fuced yonng man standing close against
the ropes.

“Blow me, but T'll have a cut at the
chap ! And, without wasting any time,
the speaker ducked inside the ring,

(There will be another splendid gnatal-
ment of this grand new, borxing story m next

selfish. Well, it isn't too late to make | holding out his right glove, “We all| Monday's issue of the MAGNET. Order wour
good the harm done.. You've wanted to ' thowt tha couldn't knock a dent in a pat | copy in adrance.)
Frinted and published every Thursday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Pross, Limited, The Fileetway Houss, Farringdon Btreot, EGC. 4

Advertisement offices: The Flestway House

Abroad (excepl Bouth Africa and Australasiz), 8s, 104
Bole sgents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.: and lor Oanada. The

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

. per annum; 4», 5d. for aix months. Sole

bacription rates: Inland, lls, per annum;
uts for Sout Ageney, Ltd,
mperial News Co., Lid. ﬂsturdnr.ﬂctuhgmh.ull

5s. 64, for montha.

h Africa: The Central News



No. 610. '

~ THE

H

THE MAGNET. THE BOYS' FRIEND.

Every Monday.

Every Mondav.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

THE COMPANION PAPERS ARE:

Every Wednesday.

. 4

THE GEM. THE PENNY POPULAR.
Every Friday.

19

EDITOR’S CHAT.

CHUCKLES.
Every Friday.

YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

THREE CHEERS!

By this time yvow will have given them

no doubt, for as you will have discovered |

by the time you are reading this page
the MAGxET has this weck been increased
in size by four pages.

This week, and in future, the MAGNET
will contain twenty pages—truly a sure
sign that things ave aguin returmng to
“ the normal.
~ The first instalmenf of a grand new
! gerial story appears in this week's 1ssue,
~ entitled: “The Miners’ Champion.”
This 1s a splendid bexing servial, which
has been specially written for the MacNET
-~ by Percy Longhurst, the famous amateur
boxer and wrestling champion.

Do nét, an any account, miss the first
chapters. If vou read them 1 know you
will read the rest of the story, far you
are bound to like it. .

THE “GREYFRIARS HERALD.”

I have to announce this week the post-
ponement of the appearance of No. 1 of
the “Greyfriars Herald.”™ It will be on
sale on October 28th, aund not the 2lst,
as previously stated.

I am very sorry, but it is only a week
longer to look forward te the first number
of this great school journal.

It's like this, you see. There is such a
tremendous demand for copies of No. 1
that the printers simply cannet turn out
enough by Oectober 2lst: <o there was
nothing for it but to postpone the date
of its appearance for just one week, n
order to give them tune (o cope with the
enormots rush.

Have you orvdered vour copy of No. 1
yet? If not, you had better do so at
once, for it i1s the only way of making
sure that vou get it. It is going to be
the finest thing of its kind ever published,
and No. 1 will contain particulars of a
great Tuck Hamper Competition.

-~ You will have a chance of winning one
of these coveted prizes, so don't let the
opportunity slip by, but make up your

mind to enter for the competition. YOU
may be one of the winners'!
The “Greyfriars Herald” will be

. erammed full of sereamingly funny
contmbntions by famous chacacters of
Greyfriars Sechool, among many other
bri t features.

Every reader will have an opportunity
to become a contributor by a mnovel
photographic seheme which is explained
m number.

Now, don’t forget the date—October |

28th, certain! Order No: 1 at once.

THE “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL.”

Ina week from now this great book
for boys and girls will be on sale.
October 15th is the precise date, and this
wonderful volume is another production
which is going to sell out almost imme-
diately it 1s published.

I have been telling von

far weeks

st about the splendid features of this
“Holiday Annual "—the magnificent,
Jong, complete stories of Greyviriarvs, St.

Jim’s, F?luokwuml;:' the “Greyfriars
Herald " and “Tom Merry's Weekly ”
supplement ; the interesting and helpful

articles; the grand play for amateur
actors; the pertrait gallery; the ““Who's
Who "’ ; the beautif u% coloured plates and
splendid art photegravures; the puzzies

tricks, and pretures by the score; an
‘the dozens of other grand features.

Youn don't want to miss this great
Amnual, do you? Of course not! The
only way to make sure thaf you don't
is to order a copy NOW !

The price of this wonderful book is
five shillings--and cheap, too. You may
never have another opportunity of pro-
curing such a feast of splendid literature
for such a small sam.

Tell your mother and: father about the
“Holiday Annual,” and get them to
order a copy for you,

October 15th is the date !

i

GOSSIP FROM GUISBOROUGH.

A cheery correspondent, writing from
Guisborough, tells me the '
admirable—a fact I can well believe.
There is always * that something ™ about
the big and generous county of the wolds
—a something which gets one, so to
spealk.

I was very glad to have my friend's
letter because 1t had the real ring in it
He is interested through and through,
and there is nothing like being interested,
whether it is a case of yains or anything
else which calls for attention. thu-
siasm as what they would call a pivotal
sort of word, and enthusiasm wins the
race, hits the target—is there when it 1s
wanted, if yvou take me.

There was another point about the
leiter to wiiich I am referring which
held me--namely, the wish of the writer
to see Jack, Sam, and Pete, and a cele-
brated detective, whose initials are S. B.
(Who can it be 7) introduced at 8St. Jim's.
Frankly, I do not consider this desirable.
Anything of the kind would furnish
material for a gripping yarn, not a doubt
of it, but I happen to know that the
majority of my readers want to hear
about the school, about the trials and
problems which econfront the fellows,
and so forth. :

There i1s really enough in school life
to supply all the needful interest and ex-
citement. The kind of tale that is most
appreciated is the one which shows what

g on in the heart of a fellow who is
wmrd driven, and whe fights 'through
difficulties whieh seem insuperable, and
wins hands down by sheer pluck and grit.

A FATHER OF CUMBERLAND
. BOYS.

It was a privilege to read a note sent
to me by a reader from the first, who
tells me he is the father of three fine,
strapping Cumberland “ boys.”  There
was something in - his communication
which made one think of some of
Tennyson's magnificent lines about a
father whom he had seen who wore his
manhood hale and green, a sober man
amongst his beys—and, incidentally, just

tha- sort of grand’ fellow on whom: this
old country relics, o i '
It wae éspecially goad t6 sea that my }

correspondent has stood by the Com-

cuuntry 15 |

panion Papers right away from the be-
ginning. He is not a man for half-

measures. The Co nion P stand
in his view for manly Enshlﬂ:ei'nd for
he deems

all the Britains, and, as such, ¢

them worthy of their task of helping to
uphold the best principles of our IJO.
We want no priggishness, but we doc
want fellows to play the game. 1 only
wish my Cumberland letter had been
bit longer. Between the lines one can
soe so much—so much that is goed for
everybody te kuow, and, personally,
am very much obliged to the writer. O
course, L get other opinions. OUne is to
the effect.that there 18 no good in Tom
Merry. That idea comes from Ayrshires

Well, I shall leave it alone. Tom Merry
can stand on his own.

FROM GRAVE TO GAY.

Sincere thanks to “ Katherine.” She
is a literary personage, and has read a
legion of books. “1 can say of your
stories,”” she writes, ““that age cannot
wither, nor custom stale their mnimite
variety. I think they are the finest yet
written, which is saying & goad f
They scem to bring you face to face
with XNature. The very smell of the
heather permeates their pages, whilst the
echaracters become intimate friends. 1
have taken wyour papers from the start,
and have followed the vicissitudes of
Harry Wharton since his first stormy
interview with bis uncle.”

Thanks again! Very much on the
same lines comes a handsome tribute
from ‘“ An Afrviean Girl 7 at Kimberley,
who says the best stories she has rvead
are “A Son's Sacrifice,” by Martin
Clifford, and “ A Very Gallant Gentle-
man,” by Frank Richards. Actually I
have received more letters about the last-
named tale than any other I remember.
It was a greab story, just such a one I
like to publish now and again, for i1t went
deep into the mysteries of life, though,
of course, the yarns must uf the maip
show the lighter side of the world.

ALAS, POOR DORIS!

Perhaps von will have noticed the
amazing variety of opinions there are as
to what a girl shonld be like, and, maybe,
it is just as well, for there are many
girls, and it would never do for them
to be al] similar. , :

A cbrrespondent from Greenwich
praises Alice Brown, the Land Girl in.n
recent varn, ‘ She seems,” writes my
friend, “to be a plucky, strong, self-
reliant specimen of girlhood, a striking
contrast to the weak, tearful, Doris

1 Levison.”

S0 much for Miss Doris! And yet the
latter has distinguished herself by quiet
pluck on many oecasions,
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A Black Outlook.

" “That's the beginniig and end of the
eame!” gaid Larking gruffily. “We mean
to take you down & peg or two. It isn't a
matter of rdnsom, or any rot of that sort!”

“And you consider it worth while to take
all this trouble for that?" queried Goggs.

“Oh, we didn't take all the trouhle!”
snecred Smipe. “Perhaps you didn't twig the
fact that Cutts of St. Jim's was in this little
game? He made all the arrangements,”

"Shuf up!” muttered Larking.

“And very Kind of Cutts, I'm sure.” (roggs
said.. “Having made all the arrangements
no doubt with some ulterior motive of his
own—he has now, 1 take it. gone away to
€njoy his holidays, leaving me to the tender
mercies of yon two?” T - .

“Guessed it in_once ! said Snipe gloatingly,
; “I ghall not forget Cutds’ kindness,” Gogys
ed. . ZBut I really ot sec |

‘two_eéan do very mich. _You have not the
' Jl’lll.lﬂk to come up and interview me’ at least,

shall' be very mudh &irprised if_-youl *display
£0 much courage. “You are giving up part of
- your ;O‘:ﬁ-hﬂ"ﬂﬂj‘-,——:’ Sy= | =-p p #

“Wrong there!” gneered Snipe, _,“This is
the sort of holiday we prefer to any other.”

“The taste is a-vurious one,” Goggs an-
swered.  “Larking, by the. way. looks as if
he did not altogetber share it," -

Goggs was riglit there. . Already Larking
had un.to wonder whether the game was
worth the candle. But. he bucked up at that
speech.” He had always hated Goggs' coolness.
““Don’t you -believe it'" he- said ronghly.

“Fve my knife into you just as much as
bniwl‘ ,I.n:'-'.‘ & ) i & S sy
21, cannot say.that 1 am_grieved to hear

that. . Will .you~be good enough to inform
e what happened in the wood_this morning ”
1 should have kept an appointment there with
my «friend Binks; but circunista ee—ugly
circumstances, in the shape of you two, Cutts,
and your :poacher confederates—made it im-
possible.,for .me to do so .,
Larking, and Snipe looked at one another :
and sdmeliow Goggs guessed . that they aid
not had the nerve to Appear on the scene
of thesintended ficht. - -
o cwDon’t (invent anything,” Goggs said. “}
shall t believe it. 1 suppose it has not
veeurretl to you that the search sure to be
made for me may interfere with yonr pleasant
little plans of starvation and all that kind
of thing?" - -
+ “There won't be any search for vou!" re.
plied Snipe, leering.

“Indeed? How is thats”

“Because they all think that. You've done
& bunk by the first train—that’s how it ix!"
Goges would ndt answer that—would not
isk why they all thought so. .

He could guess that in - somé way or
another_ Snipe <had contrived - to make it
appear that he had gone. For a moment,

plucky as lie was, his heart sank,

But that mood did not last. - At worst he
could endurg whatever was coming to him in
this place. He did not believe they conld
hold him long there; and he did not quite
believe that anything would convinee the
faithful three who had come with him from
Frauklingham thatflu* had “done a bunk.”

“That's got vyou ! sneered Snipe.

“Oh mo!” replied (roges. “Even without
belp from' outside I*do not propose to
remain here, you know. Perhaps vou have
observed that I am already somc distance
on the way to freedom.”

“We'll see about that,” Larking retorted
roughly, “When gthose two blackguards
come back-— Ah, here ‘they are!”

Messrs. Black and Brown appeared at the
open door, *

Within balf an hour Gowes' quarters hasd
heen shifted to the scullery, where there
Was a stone flodr, a window. so small that
it was impossible he should et out of
It, an outside door _strongly fastened, and
an inner door secured with lock unid - bolts,

But Larking and Snipe had had to shell
out pretty heavily again, and Black and
Brown went off to Wayvland at once to
spend some of the cash,

&

do not see that yon'

|

Brown did not 1

of Bingo exactly.

Perhaps that was why Goggs got nothing
more to eat that day. Or it may have been
that Messrs, Black and Brown had been
specially paid to keep him short.

He had heard Larking grumble that they
had not vacated the cottage, as had been
arranged with Cutts. But the poachers
denied having made any sueh arrangement,
and inquired with a touch of pathos where
else they were expected to go.

They left the dogs at home, and Goggs
found the dogs company of a sort, though
he could not see them, They would come
and soiff at the scullery door, and answer
by whines when he spoke to them.

He turned over in his wmind many plans,

Could he usc his ventriloguial powers to
get wfree”

The chance might come,
saw_how it should come.
~Could bhé prise up one of the
and burrow out? |
It hardly scemed [ecasible. : ;

“He “tried the doors, but eould do nothing
with them. - |

S0 he passed his time between the inner
door, for the. sake of the dogs’ company,
and the window, on the off-chance that he
might see someone.

But it wag very dreary, even for as stout
A heart as that of Jehony Gogegs. And
when ‘darkness fell, and stitlt Black and
nrn, Goggs murmured to
himself : r . !

“John, my boy, if you had a belt, fow
would be the time for Yightening it! As
You have not—non jossumus! Rely on
Bags, John; rely on Bags and Tricks and
Wagtail—also upon the excellent Joyful, the
good Gorilla, and the two Woodefis. For
they were not to depart with- the rest,
and I think they have some little interest
in gou, Johku—1 really think they have!™

but he hardly

stone flags

_—

Bingo on the Traek. |

AGS =m0 the rest of them did all
that they knew how; but that day
came to an end for them with the
knowledge that they hud accomplished

nothing. nd the camp that night was not
wholly o cheerful place.

“Must do something, Bugs!" said ﬁ'agtai!,l

when darkness had closed in. "1 ecan't sit |

here and jaw, and I'm hanged if 1 ean
turn in and snooze! Let's go alang to the
village and see if that chap Pingo has
tumbled on a elne.” I

“He'd have let us know il h: had.” re-
phed Bags. “All the same, I'm came to

g, .

Tricks came, too, as a matter of course.
But what was less a matter of COUrse was
that nearly all the rest went with the

t h | A |

Clive, Glynn, and Wootton minor rtaved
bhehind as guardians of the camp : but it was
quite a small army that sought out Bingo.

They found him easily enough, but he had
nothing to tell,

“1 kep' my peepers open,” he said, “an’
I made a good many inquirations— guarded
like; but 1 had the meat to deliyer, an' 1
wasn't as free for lookin' into the matter
as 1'd have liked to be.
To-morrow's a bit of an offi day, an' I'll
sée whether 1 can't get leaf to go an' do
some "tec work then.”

They thanked him, but they were not muth |

impressed by his promises though they had
no doubt that it was sincerd,

It was not detective work that they wanted
That they conld do for
themselves. They realised now that they had
been counting—perhaps too much—upon his
supposed special knowledge of the distriet,
and the information that he might
on his rounds,

But, ns Levison pointed ont
back, Bingo had only
shoft time, and probably he did not really
Know the neighbourhood as well as they
did, sincc lis rounds were hardly likely to
take him far off the beaten tracks.

They- went away uncomforted.

on the way
been at Rylecombe a

None of

III
-

| them two di

| Tm, I should faucy,” said Eldred. .

Look ‘ere, though. |

pick up |

them gave even a
That sheep-faced
a fool as he

passing thought to Heavins.,
youth might not be as big
looked ; but to grant that was

not necessarily to grant hig any specind
acumen.

But Bingo waited for Heaving with hiope,
i not with confidence. He had seen  his
chum in the dinner-hour, and gince then
Heavins had been to Wayland. ~ Bomehow,

Bingo fancied that he wmwight have learucd
a thing or two in the market town.

'li‘lm good Eldred came back late and ticed
ont,
had seen things that mattered,

“I dunno as there's reelly anything in
it, Bingo.” he said, “bnt I see two of the
Grammar School lot in town to-dny
know don't belong there, an' it made e
think a bit.”

“"Twasn't young Monk or any of them
Australians, was it?" asked Bingo.

“No. One of ‘em’s Larking—mot & bad-
lookin® c¢hap, but a bit of a wrong ‘un, 1
bleeve. T otlier—no, I can't call ‘is nime

to mind; but he's knock-kneed an’ pimply
an’ leery like, an' I néver could bear the
sight of ‘im. It was ‘them two an’ another
s was chught out after muckin' up’ the
grub at Mrs. Murphy's a_ while hack.” .
“Hal-lo!” ejaculated Bingo, “That sounds
like a_p'int.
I see one in my natural! An' | remember:
now - that when I
Gioggs—not - much !™ .
“They're just the sort that conldn't st

LEY

straight,
other.” "

The meaning of Heavins was
obscure theugh his way of stating it might
be; and Bingo ‘was impressed. v’

“"They might be in it.” he said. “Or
course, it sounds_a bit wild. But someone's
done it, an' why- not them? What else
did you see or ear, 'Dred?” :

“Dunno as there was much.
you know them two poachin’
Black an' Furry Brown, as
L e L ST :

"1 know 'em, though not in the way of
trade. It “they ever buys any butcher's
meat ‘tain’t at our shop.” ',

“1 should think as they must have come
into a fortun’. - They was boozin’ away st
the Gioat and Compasses like oue o'cloek, an*
Hashin® their moéneéy, too.”

“Where do them two live?" asked Bingo.

“Over far side of moor somewheres.  The
cottage they pigs in don't seem to he
o no one in partickler,. folks say. - The
collared it. an' they've been there a goodi
time now.” \

“"H'm! That’s a rum ‘un, too.
see them with
chanee, 'Dred "

an' that sort don't

- Oh, 1 say,
chaps—HRill
they culls

You didn't
Larking an' Snipe, by any

“No, 1 didn't. Bat I did ‘ear Bill Blnek
Say somethin’ about ' younyg' perishers,” an’
‘¢ might "ave meant them two.” :

“Might very well, 1 should say, my boy.
Where's this cottage of theirs?”

“Dunno as ever' 1 set eves on it
it must be down by the brook. an’'
foller that along [rom this ownd
be off comin’ to jt.”

“Can you get a day off to-morrer, 'Dred?”

Heavins shook his head.

“Got to“be ont an’ away alore seven,”™
he said. “Why?" " 3

“Oh, never mind why. I've got =omethin’
in my ‘ead, that's all.”" e

But
il you
you can't

Before he went to bed that night "'gn

suw his boss, and jinsisted upon & day’s
holiday for the morrow. ¥
“I'l leave if 1 ean't 'ave it,” be said,

when some difficulty was raised.

“"What do vou want it for?”
master buteher.

“That's tellin'.” .

“Oh, you ean have it, vou young fool!
You're the best workman I've ever had, but
what with your obstinacy an your dighting
[ don't know—" !

like,™

“I'll leave any
Bingo sullenly.
“Didn't I say you could have the y 2
“You didn’t say it very ecivil like.” plied
Bingo.

“I don't want yon to leave, Binks. ™

“Well, an' I don't want to leave,
sha'n't quarrel about that.”

time - vou cut in

SO we

—_—

(There will be another instalment of thie"

grand school story in

next Monday's issue
of the MAGNET,

Order your copy in adeance.)
18-10-19,

But he was ready to talk, and ho-

ns 1

Ar' 1 know f'other bloke.
Smipe's ‘is name, an’ he's a rotter if ever

fought that chap Cutts
dn't seem to love our frien®

-

ko each

clear_enough, t

demanded M_;U

l



