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CAUGHT IN THE ACT OF RAGGING A PREFECT!

(An amazing incident from the long complete story of Harry Wharton & Co., inside.)
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“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR ! ™
HE opening chapters of our
amazmug new detective story
start n next week's bumper
issu@ of this paper, Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake are, of course,
the centrnl Ggures, and the "~mystery
they set out to solve carries you along
on a tide of thrilling expectancy as you
follow its weird passage bit by bit.
Imagine a footer field of modern times
with all its attendant noises. Then
|1it:tura a fine old Manor house of a
hvgone period complete with moat and
drawbridge. 'There seems little connec-
tion between these two things and yet
they prove the starting pomt of the
world's biggest mystery. And the un-
ravelling of that mystery is given exelu-
sively to Magnetites. I'm saying no
more ai this stage. My job is to arouse
vour interest for this coming treat—the
author will keep it keenly alive until the
end. Look out, then, next week, for
the start of
THE WORLD'S GREATEST MYSTERY !
HORSES !
A Maguetite who 1is very fond of
horses writes and tells me that he has
iust been badly bitten by a strange

horse. Deon't run away with the idea
that the horse was hungry and went
looking round for something to c-]ur::r

his jaws on. Nothing of the kind,
The horse in question is quite an
ordinary specimen of the equestrian

varietv. My reader chum approached it
in & friendly spirit and attempted to pat
its neck. That sounds harmless enough,
doesn’'t it. But there's a way to do
these things. It is very inadvisable to
approach a horse from the flank and
attemnpt to pat it unless the creature
knows you well. If you want to make
friends with a horse it is far safer to
stand in front of its head and stroke it.
Don't startle it by appearing as if from
nowhere, After all, we humans don't
like to be startled like that. True, we
don't brte, but we eften sayv nasty things
when we are startled. But to return to
the horse. Don't jerk wyour arm up
suddenly and attempt to stroke it. Take

your time about it, and if wyou are
melined 1o be nervous, fix vour eves
upon the eyes of the horse. 1f vou see

the “ whites ” of the animal's eves take
warning and keep clear, for that sign
indicates the streak of viciousness. So
many people get bitten through trving
to give a horse something to eat. The
correct way to hand a horse anyvthing

[eatable is to exiend the palm of the

|

hand below the mouth the haorse,
keeping the thumb as fat as possible
The horse then “licks” the dainty from
the palm and doesn’t bite for the simple
reazon that it can't,

B

Next Monday's Programms,

“THE WHIP HAND ! ™
By Frank Riehards.

Now that Gerald Loder has attained
his ambition of being captain of Grey-
friars the sparks begin to fly. Lader is
a born tyrant and he shows himself i
his true guise in this coming story. But
even a tyrant gets a hiding or two, and
Loder certainly gets one from a fellow—
who shall for the moment be nameless—
that he is likely to remember for all
time, Don't miss this grand story,
chums!

| ————y

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR ! ™

The first instalment of this wonder-
serial appears in next week's MasaxEr,
and .if you fellows domn't like t—well,
I'll eat my best Bunday hat!

“ GYMNASTIC'* SUPPLEMENT !

Harry Wharton & Co. of the " Herald "
have devoted their energies to a “ﬁm-
nastic ¥ supplement and they ve
scored a bLIB.E-H}'E. Look out for it!

“CECIL REGINALD.”

Our Portrait Gallery s “ honoured "
next week by a picture of Ceeil Reginald
Temple, the dandy and capiain of the
Upper Fourth, Add it to your sei,
boys |

Your €ditor.

OF THE
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A magnificent new story ol Harry

Wharton & Co., describing their

thrilling fight for the Public Schoels’
Football Cup.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

GidisspensaaiifissanoradnisaananaErEeNENRARaGEEEEE

A rollicking vyarn of school lile
at St., Biddy"s, introeducing
“Giglamps,”” the schoolboy scientist,

By MICHAEL POOLE.

THESE TWO NEW NUMBERS

HEDELINVIS (s

ORIDER NOW!
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A WOLF IN SHEEP'S CLOTHING ! When Gevald Loder ceases to play the bully, when the high and hearvy-handed

prefect becomes an ordinary human being. Greyfriars sits up and rubs ifs eyes, so to spealk.

for this sudden change in Gerald Loder, andaif is supplicd in — —

A Magnificent, New, Long Complete School Tal

Yot therve's a reason

&U LobeR []]

Greyfriars School, describing Gerald lLoder’s bid for the coveted position of Captain of

the School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Loder Asks For It!

W OU do the talking, Wharton !"
i “1 say, you fecllows, better
leave it to me.”
“ 8hut up, Bunter,™

“DBue, 1 say—"

“Cheese 1t!" roared DBob Cherry.
“Now then, ate you fellows all ready?
Quick march "

“Go it "

“Hear, hear!”

“Not too much row,” s=aid Harry
Wharton. " Remember we're going inta

the giddy guartera of the Sixth.”

“Blow the Bixth!” said Delsover
nin jor mdependently.

“Who are the Sixth, anyhow?" in-
quired Billy Bunter, valorously prepared
to defy the whole Sixth Form of Lirey-
friars 80 long a2 there was no Sixth-
Former at hund. “Who cares for the
Sixth?"”

“8hut up, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, Cherry——""

“Bilenee ! Order! March!”

There wos no silence, there was little
order, but the Remove fellows marched.

INearly all the Remave were there.

Lvidently it was a great occaston—an
episode of great importance in  the
hisiory of Greyiriars School,

At the head of the colomn was Harry
Wharion, eaptain of the Remove. After
hihm came hie faithful followers, Dob
Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Singl, Jolinny
Hull. Bolsover major came next, shoving
smaller fellows ruthlessly out of the way
ta make room for his important self.
Billy  Bunter rolled along with the
Fimous Five—though on his merits, nas
tite least important member of the Form
hie was only eutitled to bring vp the tail
ol the colunin,

Sepflf and Tom Drown, Teter Tadd
and Duatton, Hazeldene and Mark Linley
and Vernon-Smith and Redwing, all had
good  plares, After them came the
smaller {ry. Even Lord Mauleverer had

il

exerted himself to join in this demonstra-
tion. Even BSkinner and Snoop had
turned up, Skinner wearing his usual
sneering expression, but not desiring to
ba left ont, Hardly a Remove man was
absent,

It was unusual, if not unprecedented,
for a erowd of Lower Fourth fellows to
matrch into the Bixth Form passage. DBut
Harry Wharton & Co. had important
business on hand.

Matters had reached, in the opinion of
the heroes of the Remove, a serious
erigis.  Awd the Remove were going to
express their opinion on these matters.

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!

Tliree or lour Sixth Forin men looked
out of their study doorways as they heard
that unaccustomed sound in the passage
that was snered to their lofty selves,

Gwynne of the Sixth grioned, North
shrugged his shoulders, Walker seowled,
Loder of the Sixth came anl of his study
with an ashplant in his band. Loder, the
bully of the Sixth, was bound to inter-
fere,

“8&top this!" he shouted.

Loder planted himsell directly in the
way of the advancing juniors. The
column had to halt, or else walk over
lLodor,

“Halt!"” bawled Bob Cherry.

The ecolumn swayed to a rather dis-
orderly halt. Fellows shoved into one
another awd trod on one another's feet.
The foremost Removites had stopped,
and the Lindmost were still advancing,

'n'?lir:h fed (o some eonfusion., It was as
'Mtl:l the Tuscans of old, when tho=e
behind eried “Forward!' amd those

before cricd * Dack 1"

Loder was a Sixth Form preflect and
had to Le rezarded. Not that Ilarry
Wharton & Co. intended to allow even
Gerald Loder, with all his prefectorial
anuthority, to turn them back. But (hey
were willing te reason with Loder, if he
was nmennble 1o sweet ronzonahileness,

“Fon cheecky  voung ™M pw.

swoops !
claimed Loder indignantly. ** What the

By FRANK RICHARDS.

dickens do yon mean by swarming into
the Sixth Form passage like this?”

“We're coming to see Wingate !” said’
Harry Wharton mildly.

“Good old Wingate!" roared the Re-
move al once.

“Hurrah !™

“Stop  that
furionsly,

The Removites were disinelined to stop
that row. They rather liked making a
row, and at the present moment they
were enthusiastie,. Enthusiasm in the
Greyfriars Remove was gonerally oex-
pressed nmhl:ul;.'—vm*f' auchbly., On the
present  oceasion  the Remove's en-
thusiasm could have been heard as [ar as
the Head's study,

“Hurrah! Three cheers for Wingake [V
roared 13ob Cherry,

“Hip! Hip! Hurrah!"

“Good old Wingate !”

Fvery fellow in the Remove knew that
Gerald Lodor was the rival of Wingate
of the Sixth, late captain of Greyfriars,
Fvery fellow knew, or guessed, that
l.oder hoped to ecaplure the caplainey
which George Wingate had unaccount-
ably resigned. That knowledge cavsed
them to cheer with more voeiferation
than over. They wanted the Lully of the
Sixth to learn what they thought of him
in comparison with Wingate.

Loder's teeth were ect with anger.
ITs grillip-c-d his ashplant and looked
powerfully inelined to rush on the mob
of shouting juniors, laying it right and
lefe.

“ Bilenece !" ealled out ITarry Wharton.
“That's enough, yvon fellows! Will youn
step aside, Loder? Wo want to see Win-
gnte, and we know he's in his study, ™

" No!" snapped Loder,

“No law against visiting Wingate, is
there?" asked the caplain of the Remove
lmli tel Y-

“*Rhoeer off 1™

“YXou see, we're bound (o see Wingate,
This is a deputation of the Lower Fourth
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—the whole Form!” said Wharton im-
pressively.
“You young ass

“We'ra going to remonstrate with
Wingate and get him to withdraw his
resignation, if we can, What will Grey-
friars be like without Wingate as cap:
toin?"’ argued Wharton. *“He's got to
stick to the job, see? 'That's what we're
going to point out to him.”

*“Hear, hear!"”

“If there's a new election same rotter
might get Wingate's place,” said Johnn
Bull. *“You might get it rourself,
Loder.”

“Ha, ha, ha '™

“We want Wingate!” said Frank
MNugent. ' That's what we're going to
tell him. 7Trot out of the way, Loder,
please.”

“Tet us pass!" exclaimed Vernon-
Smith angrily. “You've no right to
stop us, Loder.”

“Bhove him out of the way!” roared
Bolsover major.

“ Forward !”

“March!”

Loder brandished his cane.

“Clear out of this corridor, the lot of
you!" he shouted. *'Take a hundred
lines each and clear. Now, then, sharp’s
the word 1"

“You see——"

*"We want——"

“Clear, 1 tell vou!" shouted Loder
savagely. ' Another word, and I'll give
yvou the ashplant, Wharton !"

“You sce——" recommenced Wharion
calmly.

Whaek !

Loder suited the action to the word.
The cane came down across the shoulders
of the captain of the Remove, and he
broke off with a yell.

“Now, get out! Now—— Oh gad!
Hands off 1 Clear out! Oh crumbs!
Yarooop!” spluttered Loder as the
excited Removites Aowed over him like
the tide over a sunken rock.

Gerald Loder vanished from sight.

He was sprawling on the floor of the
Sixth Form passage, breathless, gasping,
wriggling, while the mob of juniors

passed over him.

Loder was a prefect; and the person
of a prefect was sacred; no junior was
supposed to lay a finger on a prefeet of
the Sixth. DBut eircumstances alter
cases, On the present occasion the Re-
move forgot all about the great
authority vested in Loder as a prefect;
and they walked over with him just as
if he had been Coker of the Fifth, or
Hobson of the Shell, or any other
obstreperous fellow who got in the way
and wouldn't get out of it. Loder
sprawled and gasped under the mob of
juniors, feeling as if severnl earth-
quakes had happened to him -all at
once,

Carne and Walker, his pals in the
Sixth, stepped out of their studies to
intervene.  But  they stepped back
again, The Removites looked too
truculent to be dealt with just then.
Lader roared for help; but there was no
one to heed the sound of his roaring.

“Torward " chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Ha, hn, hal”
* Huarrah ™

And the Remove—leaving Loder for
dead, az it were—marched on to George
Wingate's study, where Bob Cherry
signalised their arrival by a terrific
bang on tha door, which made it fly
open as suddeuly as if a battening-ram
had struck it,
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

EORGE WINGATE was standing ; fect no longer, and Jack Wingate was
at his study window, staring out |

into the guad, when his study
door flew open.

His rugged face was zloomy.

All Greyfriars was Eu::h{i by his
sudden resignation of the captaincy of
the school; and Wingate had #aid no
word in explanalion, even to his best
friends.

He had his reasons; but he had good
renson for keeping them to himsell. He
had had, indeed, no choice in the mat-
ter; though his action seemed to most
of the school to be the ocuwome of a
sudden and unaccountable whim, The
loss of the position he had long held
was a heavy blow to lum. He was no
longer captain of the school—no longer
a prefect. Both itions had beeu in-
cluded in his resignation.

The Head had been astonished, and a
little annoyed; he had reasoned with
Wingate, and wasted his words. In the
end he had had to accepi Lhe captain's
resignation, coldly and - stiffly. ardly
a fellow in the school, and none of the
masters, approved of Wingate's act;
but na was deaf to remonstrance. It
was not likely that the imtended remon-
strance of the Remiovites would have
much cffect on the Sixth-Former who
bad turned a deaf ear to his head-
master., But the heroes of the Lower
Fourth were not yet aware of that.

Wingate was popular in the school—
almost everybody liked him. He had
his enemies, and, though they were t-
ter, they were few. Even shady
characters like Angel of the Fourth,
and Skinner of the Remove, upon whom
Wingate had sometimes dropped a
heavy hand, could not quite dislike him,
Even CUoker of the Iifth rather hked
him, though Wingate had persisted in
Icnviur that great man out of the foot-
ball eleven. The ecaptain's resignation
had came as a blow to all Greviriars:
and the school naturally did- not know
thlnt; it was a heavy blow also to him-
sell.

Wingate was thinking over the new
situntion, with a gloomy brow, as he
staredd  into  tho misty quadrangle,
Alveady, in a couple of days, he had
been made to feel keenly that the power
had departed from his hands, His old
rival, Loder, wasz a prefecl; Wingate
was an ordinary member of the Sixth,
wid, therefore, Loder’'s position was now

a superior one, and the blackgnard of |

the RBixth took pains to make thar very
clear,

Juniors who had trembled at Win-
gate's  frown now smiled at  him
cheerily ; Tubb of the Third had even
nodded to him i the quad. On one
occasion when, from force of habit he
had dropped inlo his accustomed chair
in the prefects’ room, Loder and Carne
and Walker had concentrated surprised
stares on him-—reminding him sharply
of his new position; m:dﬁ Wingate had
walked out with a erimson face. These
things were trifles; but trifles had a
sting.

Indeed, only Wingate's personal
popularity saved him from & myriad
slights and humiliations which  wonld
have been inflicted ruthlessly on a fel-
low like Loder or Carne in the same
gituation,

More important matters troubled him,
too. There were the football malehes:
and there was the perpetual trouble of
his minor, Jack Wingate of the Thirdl,
a trouble that wax no less, but perhkaps
groator, since Wingate was no longer in
a position to deal authoritatively with

the mutinous fag. He had been torn
between conflicting duties as a brother
andd as a prefect; now he was a pre-

rmlt wont to listen to brotherly coun-
[ =3 §. 9

As George Wingate stood siaring
glumly from his study window, Hobson
and Stewart of the Shell passed, in the
quad, They looked up at him, spoke 10
one another, and grinned. Wingate's
cheeks burned as t passed on, He
would have called the two disrespect{ul
Shell fellows into his study to *‘bend
over V'; but bending over at Wingate's
order was now a :fmg of the past. He
smiled bitterly as something of Shakes.
peare came into his mind ;

"But yesterday the word of Cesar
might

Have stood againsi. the world; now lies
he here,

Aud none so poor io do him reverenee.”

And then came the bang of his study
door, and it flew open, a di erly
mob of Hemovites wedged into the
doorway. were more and
more, most of them shouting. George
Wingate swung reund, with a blaze 1
his eyes,

His impression was that, in his new-
fallen state, the fags of Lhe Lowcr
Fourth fancied that they could do a«
they liked, even in the precincts of his
own study. But he was still a Sixth
Form man, though no longer a prefect
The ollicial ashplant was gone; but hc
picked up a fives bat from a shelf, and
made a stride towards the crowd at the
doorway,

"guu young rascals!” he thunderced.

1] .p-il?:"

“What ?”

“1 say, Wingate—"

“How dare you swarm into my stuay
like this!” shouted Wingate. " 1Iir
Jove, I'll give you a lesson! Do yon
think vou can turn a Sixth Formn study
inlo a bear-garden 7"

“Oh, my hat!”

“You see-—""

“My esteemed Wingate,” ejaculatol
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in dismay.
“we have arrivefully come with territic
respectfulness.”

“It's all right, Wingate!" exclaime:l
Harry Wharton hastily. He saw tha
there was a slight misapprehension.

“Is it?" snapped Wingate. “ Weoll,
get out before I lay this Elt about you,
and sharp "

“We've come—""

“1 can sce you'’ve come! I'm wail.

ing for you to go!”

“We're a deputation—"

“A—a what?"

“ A deputation of the Remove,” ex-
plained Bob Cherry. “You do 1l
talking, Wharton. Fire away!"”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“8hut up, Bunter—"

“Oh, really, Nugent——" _

“Look here, what are you butting
into my quarters for, you silly fags!”
exelaimed Wingate irritably.

“We're a deputation—"

“Oh, rot!"

“We've come here to remou-
«lrate- o

“You voung ass!"”

“Hem!" Wharton coughed, Tue

reception of the Remove deputaticn
was not precisely  encoursging., Lt
Wingate's fnithful admuers and s
porters werve not o be demied. Whar
ton went on: ' The fact 15, Wingain,
the whole s=chool has heard with dis-
may—-—"
“What "
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“With dismay and concern that you
have resigned the position of captain,
long held with—with success—and—
and-—:suecess—I mean——"

Wingate burst into a laugh., He laid
the fives bat on the table, realising that
it was not needed. Wharton evidently
was getting off a speech composed for
this great oceasion, and which he only
iumperfectly remembered. This was not a
cheeky invasion of his study, as he had

supposed at first, but a demoustration of |

loyalty,

“And success—I mean, eflicieney,” re-
sumed Whatton., * Under vour leader-
thip, Greyfriars has gone from—
from———"

“From bad to worse?” suggested

Bkinner, from behind.

“8Shut up, 8kinner!”

“From—f{rom victory lo wvictory, at
cricket and football, and—and od

“Marbles " came from Skinnper: and
someo of the fellows laughed.

“Chuck it, Skinner!” shouted Bob
Cherry wrathfully, Tt was just like
Harold Skinner to turn a serious affair
like this into a jest.

“And games pgenerally,” went on
Wharton. * The result is that the whole
school sees, with dismay and concern
the—"

“We've had that !"—from Skinner.

“Order !”

“We want you to keep the captainey,
Wingate !" said Harry' Wharton, throw-
ing the remnants of his half-remembered
oration to the winds, as it were, and
coming down to facts. *“We think you
jolly well ought not to resign!"

“I've resigned,” said Wingate quietly,
He was a little touched by this loyal
demonstration, though it made no dif-
ference to his resolution.

“You can take that back,” said
Johnny Bull. “The Head doesn't want
to lose you—he ecan’t want to., You

can withdraw your resignation.”
_ “Withdraw it!"” shouted three or four
juniors,

“It happens to be impossible,” said
Wingate. “Now, I'm much obliged to
you, but -there's nothing more to be
said. Bhut the door after you.”

The Removites, however, were under
the i1mpression that there was a good
tdeal more to be said, and they pro-
ceeded to say it.

“You see, we can't spare you!” said
Harry Wharton. *Greyiriars won't be
Greyfriars without you as skipper,
Wingate,”

“If there's a new election some cad
may butt in. And what will become of
Greylriars then?" said Bob Cherry.

“Bome cad like Loder——" suggested
Nugent,

“Or Carne—"" said Johnny Bull,

“That's for all the school to decide,™
epid  Wingate impatiently, “Every
Greyfriars man has a vote in the eles-
tion, and I suppose the fellows will vote
for the man they want.”

“Ye-eoes, but—"

“But it won't do.
Wingate !

“Will vou stand again?’ asked Ver-
non-Smith. “The Remove will vote for
you to the last man if you do.”

“Hear, hear!”

Wingate shook his head.

“I'm not standing for re-election,”
he said curtly.

“Then withdraw your resignation.”

“Can't be done! Now get out !

“Look here, Wingate—""

We want you,

“Pe reasonable, old scout—"

“Bump him!” suggested Skinner:
and there was a laugh.

“Cheess it, Skinner!"

“Well, he's nobody in particular
pnow,” said BSkinner, “We've just
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walked over Loder, and he's a prefect.
Wingate 1sn't."”

“RKick Bkinner, somebody 1"

“Yaroooh ¥
hf'l say, you fellows, Loder's coming
this M

“Tet him come!” said Wharton,
“Now, Wingate—"

“You'd better clear!” said the late
captain of Grevlriars quietly. “You
mustn't cheek Loder—a prefect of the
Sixth Form."”

“Blow Loder ™

" Bless Loder!™

“Who cares for Loder?”

ff / o —

“Here he comes!” grinned the
Bounder,
Gerald Loder, ashplant in Thand,

dusty and untidy and erimson with rage,
forced his way through the mob of
juniors into Wingate's study. He fixed
a hostile glare on George Wingate.

“Look here, Wingate, you've got to
stop this!” he shouted. *You've got
to remember that vou're not head pre-
fect now, and you're under authority
like anybody else. See?”

“1 shall not forget it, Loder,’
Wingate very quietly.

“You're encouraging these cheek
fags to kick up a shindy in the Sixt
Form studies——"

“I'm doing nothing of the sort."

* said

“Don't contradict me!" bawled
Loder.

“What "

“You've got to catch on to vyour
place, Wingate; you don't seem to
understand it. Any more of this, and
vou'll be called up for a prefects'

enting."

“J—a prefects’ beating?” said Win-
gate almost dazedly.

“Yes, you—a prefecis’ beating!”

._-II-IH |1|'I
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** Clear out ! "’ said Loder savagely.
F** But, you see——"" said Wharton
ealmly,. Whack ! Loder’s ecane
came down on Wharton's shoulders.
*“*Now get out—mow—oh, gad!
Hands off—clear out—oh, crumbs !
Yaroooop ! " spluttered Loder, as
the excited Removiies flowed ever
him like the tide over a sunken
rock. The Sixth-Former vanished
from sight, (See Chapler 1)

mimicked Loder. “You're just as
linble to it as any other man at Grey-
friars who isn't a prefect, and you know
it—or ought to know it. So take care,
I warn you!"

“You cheeky cad!"” roared Wingate,
clenching his hands.

“Better language, or I'll report you
for a beating at once!” jeered Loder,

“You want to be brought to wyour
senses "' )
Wingate controlled himsell with =

great effort. His impulse was to knock
Loder spinning across the study. But
Wingate had always been great on dis-
cipline, and he could not lay hands on
a prefect without knocking discipline
spinning as well as Loder,

He checked the hot words on his lips,
turncd his back on Loder, and walked
acrass to the window,

Loder looked after him, with a sneer,
Now that Wingate was down and Loder
was up, it was the time for the cad of
the Sixth to feed fat his ancient
grudges.

But he had counted without the Re-
movites, The humiliation of the idolised
captain of Greyfriars by a fellow dis-
liked s0 much as Loder was by the
juniors was a little too mueh for Harry
Wharton & Co. They had handled
Loder once already, and they had no
hesitation in handling him again.

“You—you worm!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “How dare vou speak to
Wingate like that, Loder, you cad !"

“Cherry—"

“You rotter!” exclaimed Wharton,
his eves blazing. *“ You dare to insult
Wingate in+his own study—and you're
not fit to black his shoes! Turn the cad
out, you fellows!"”

Tee Macrker Lisnary.—No, 226,



6

BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE-GET YOUR ‘“HOLIDAY ANNUAL"!

“Kick himi out 1" reoared Johnny Bull.
“Outside. Loder!”
“Giive him the frog's-march ! bawled
Bob Cherry.
Wingate swung round.
*“Stop that, yvou kidsl
my hat!"
ingate, for once, was not heeded.
The excited Removites collared Gerald
r on all sides, and he went out of
the captain’s study with a rush, He
went headlong, roaring.
“Frog's-march |" ;,'elf&d Johnny Bull.
I-IHI.H.Fai’I'
"“"Give him jip!™
“Look here, stop that!” shouted
Walker of the Sixth, coming out of his
etudy, cane in hand. *“Stop— Oh,
yarocooh |” Walker went spinning, and
his cane flew into the air.
Loder of the Sixth, struggling and
&ping and writhing in the grasp of
juniors, went down the Sixth Fornr

Stop—— Oh,

passage in the froq:n-marqh. Right
down the plmga the juntors swept
with him, The deputation to Wingate

had been a failure; in that direction
there was obviously nothing doing.
But at least the Removites could make
it clear to Loder and Loder's set that
the fallen captain of the school was not
to be msulted with impunity—not while
the Remove were on the scene, at all
evenis,

Right down the passage they swepl,
Loder gasping and struggling, to the
corner, And then there was a suddon,
horrified halt, as an awe-inspiring
figure came into view, and Loder was

dr d as if he had become suddenly
red-hot.
“ﬂhl"

“Oh crumbs 1™
“The Head!"

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

R. LOCKE, headmaster of Grey-
D friars, stopped as suddenly as
the juniors, ‘

He was quite as surprised as
t.heg were.

A terrific din in the direction of the
Sixth Form quarters had drawn him
from the scholastic guiet of his study
to ascertain what was the matter, Now

he knew.

“Bless my soull” ejaculated the
Ilead.

“1 say, vou fellows!” pgasped Billy
Bunter. “Bunk!"

Bunter set the exainple,

When it came to leading in an affray
Bunter was content with a modest place
11 the rear—modesty and diffidence were
his distinguished characteristies at such
A time. ﬁlut when it came to leading
a retroat Bunter was all there, He
was the man for that, and second to
noue, :

He fled wildly., Three or four jumors
who happened ta be in his way went
sprawling es Bunter butted into them.

unter's weight was no joke when
William George was in a hurry,

“ Boys !" exclaimed the Head.

Bunter vanished. Skinner vanished
after him, and Snoop after Skinner.
Fisher T. Fish sprinted after Bnoop.

But most of the Removites stood their
ground. They could not all escape, with
the Head’s eyes right upon them. A
few stragglers vanished, but most of the
Removites stood where they were, star-
mg at the Head, who stared at them.
Between the juniors and the head-
master Loder of the Sixth lay sprawl-
ing, quite out of breath, and gasping as
if for & wager.
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“This 1s—is a it ! the
1ead.

Havry Wharton & C'o. Jdid not ans=wer
that.

There was no doubt about it.

It wa<!

“1 am surprised—I aw asztonizhed ?
satd Dr. Locke. *“I: it passible—] re-
peat, 13 it possible—thet vou boys of a
li‘uuiur Form have been laving vielent

ands upon & Sixth Form prefect ¥
“Hem !
“You see, sir
“Loder! Rise 1o your feet, Loder, if
you are able to do ~0,” said the Headl.

“Wharton, Cherry, assist Loder to his
feot,”™

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
would have preferved to assist Loder
with their own feot. But there was no
gainsaying the IHead. Theyv took hold
of the panting bully of the Sixth and
lifted him from the floor. Gerald Loder
leaned on the wall and gasped.

‘l‘Thiﬂ is an extremely serious matter,”
said Dr. Locke. “I cannot allow an
outbreak bLke this to pass without the
severest punishment."

“Hem !™

“The damagefulness of Loder is not
great, sir,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.
““Ho has merely been given the march
of the esteemed and ludicrous frog.”

Some of the juniors grinned, and Dr.
Locke’s grave f[ace twitched for a
moment. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s
wonderful flow of English seemned
rather to detract from the seriousness of
the situation.

“Thae fact is, sir—"" began Wharton.

“1 am willing to hear anything vou
may possibly have to sav in extenua-
tion of your rebellious and riotous con-
duct, Wharton,” said the Head., *“*Yaou
are free to sp#uk, a8s head boy of the
Remove. What have you te say in
excuse of attacking a prefect of the
Sixth Form "

“Well, sir, Loder butted in—"

L1 What-?I',

“1—I mean, he wedged in—that is, he
butted—I mean, he was too swanky—
he interfered, 1 mean, sir,” stammered
Wharton,

“For come time 1 have heard a great
dea! of noise going on,” said the Head,
“It was Loder's duty as a prefect to
interfere.”

“He insulted Wingate,
Johnny Bull bluutly.

“If that is the case, Bull, it is Win-
gnte's business to resent an insult, and
I am certain that he did not request
tho intervention of Lower Fourth boys.”

“Nunno! Dut——"

"It is scarcely for Lower Fourth boys
to judge in a dispute between members
of the Sixth Form, if such a dispute
took place,” said the Head. “ You add
to your offence by such an explanation,
Bull.”

[ {}h :IJ

“I see no excuse for this riotous con-
duct,” said the Head. “1 shall request
your Forim master to deal with wyou
severely. Nuogent, will vou kindly con-
voy my desire to Mr, Quelch to step
here 77

“Oh! Yos sir!"

Frank Nugent departed dismally to
fetch Mr, Queleh upon the seene. All
the Removites were feeling extremely
uncomfortable now, and Loder's eves
were gleaming with malicious satise
faction. Mr. Quelch had a heavy hand
when he was angry. The Removites
would have preferred to he dealt with
by the Head. And Mr. Quelch was
certain to be greatly annoved by hav-
ing his whole Form reported to him by
the headmaster. 1t would be, in a

exclainmod

1

sir,” said

sense, a reflection vpon his mianagement
of his Form; and Mr. Quelch wns
touchy upon such points. He was abso-
lurely vertain to *“take it out ” of the
Removites,

Even the Famous Five began o
realise that it would have been mare
Judirions  to  leave Gerald Loder
severely alone, After all, a Bixth Foru
pretect was a Bixth Form prefect, and
discipline was discipline. But it was
rather late to think of that,

L}, Locke stood silent and  grim
while he waited for the appearance o
the Remove master. Loder still leaned
on  the wall, recovering himself
little, but looking very dusty and breatl
less and ecrimson, The juniors ox-
changed dismal glances. It was rather
n long wait, for Mr. Quelch was not in
hig study, and Frank Nugent had 1o
seek him in the quadrangle, where hs
was taking a little walk with Afr,
Prout, the master of the Fifth, under
the ancient elms,

But the Remove master arrived on the
scene at last, with Nugent trotting by
his side. Nugent had simply told him
that the Head wanted him in the Sixth
Form passage, and Mr. Quelch did not
know what to expect. S0 he was
greatly surprised to see nearly all his
Form gathered there, and he looked at
Dr. Locke for an explanation.

" There has been a riot, Mr. Quelch,”
said the Head.

“Indeed, sir?”

_ I; Your Ft::rm} m?:ml] to hE“ broken out
into an utter awless demonstration
Mr. Quelch.” Y ’
" Oh!” said Mr. Quelch, with a glitter
in his eyes.

" Loder of the Sixth has been attacked
—I myseli saw him struggling in the
Erﬂ-a}? of a mob of Remove bovs, Mr.
Quelch. This is & very serious matter,
as you will perceive.”

“ Undoubtedly, sir,"” said the Remove
master. ‘It is a matter that calls for
very exemplary punishment. You need
have no doubt, sir, that it will be
administered, if you leave the matter in

my hands.”

“1 propose to do so, Mr. Quelch,” said
the Iﬁlﬂpgraciﬂuslj. "YG'IE' boys have,
for once, failed to do credit to your
very excellent and efficient training.”

“You are very kind to express it in
such a way, sir,” said the Remove
master.

The juniors listened in silence. They
weren't really very interested in this
solemn  exchange of compliments
between two masters; they wanted to
know what they were “in for.” They
soon learned,

“1 should not care to flog so many
boys if it could possibly be avoided,”
sald the Head., “But a severe caning
iﬁ__ﬂ

“Quite so, sir. I will administer a
general caning to-morrow morning after
prayers—six strokes to each offender,”
said Mr. Quelch,

“1 think that will meet the case, Mr.
Quelch,” said the Head. *“ Doubtless
you will take the names of these bhoys;
and I may mention that there were
four others—Bunter, Bkinner, Snoop,
and Fish. They left immediately I
appeared, but they were concerned in
the riot.”

“T will make a note of it, sir.”

“Very good, Mr. Quelch.”

The Head sailed majestically away,
Some of the Removites grinned a little,
The sudden Right of Bunter, Skinner,
Snoop, and Fish had not saved them
from the general calamity. The Head's
eye was much keener and more compre-
hensive than the juniors had supposed.

Mr. Quelch proceeded to take ihe
names of the delinquents, as well as
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putting down those of the fugitives. He
had to take the names of nea ='|].' all the
Eemove,

He took them with a grim face,
“Six " was the punishment iu store. and
Mr. Queich's expression indicated that
every stroke of each *“six” would be
well laid on. It was probable that Mr,
Quelch’s arm would be tired after
prayvers on the morrow morning, and
certain that the Removites would be
sitll more tired.

Loder walked away with a grin on his
face, while the Remove master was
taking down the names, He hardly re-
gretted his severe handling  now, thae
price the rioters were to pay for it
being so very heavy,

Having taken the names, Mr. Quelch
dismissed hiz bovs with a curt gesture.
He was very angry with them, that was
clear.

Harry Wharten & Co. and the rest of
the Remove marched away with glum
faces. There weore gloomy looks and deep
grousing in the Remove passage al tea-
time that afternoon.

“This is what we get for backing up
Wingate I growled Bolsover major,

“The game isn't worth the giddy
candle, 15 141" sa1d Hazeldene.

“Oh, rot! We can stand six!" said
Bob Cherry cheerily. *'We're backing
up Wingate all the same."”

“0Oh, blow Wingate!” said Dolsover
A JOI.

“Bless him ! said Skinner. “It was
a mugs game all along—just like all
Wharton's rotten wheozes 1"

“We don't seem to do Wingate much
good by backing him up,” remarked
Ruesell ; *“but we're jolly well getting it
in the neck ourselves.”

“What's the good of grousing 7" zaid
Johnuy Dull.

“0Oh, rats!
morming."

“Same here !

“The samefulness is terrific: but the
grousefulness 1s the wrong pitcher that
yoes longest to the well,” said Huorree
Jamset Ram Singh, * Keep up the smil
ing pecker, my esteemed chums”

“Grousing does no good,” said ITarry
Wharton.

“Oh, rats !

“Rot !™

A good many of the Removites scemed
to find solace 1n grousing, whether it did
any good or mnot; and they pgroused
loud and long. And—outside the select
circle of the Famous Five, who had
originated the idea—it was generally
ngreed that the "deputation " of the
Itemove to Wingale had been an abso-
lutely rotten wheeze.

I don't want saix 1n thé

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

ILLY BUNTER put a fat and
prinning face ‘milo Study Ne. 1,
where  the

Famous Five had

gathered for a rather late tea.
Fmplatic discussion in the Remove pas-
enge, after the dizastrous result of the
expedition to the Sixth, had taken up a
good deal of time. There was still a
Luzz of voices 1n the passage; the pro-
suect of “ six ¥ after prayers 1n the morn-

g seemed (o worry many of the Re- |

IOV ILeS,
“1 sav,
Buuter,
“Oh, blow away!" said Harry
Wharton crossly. “lrouble enough
W Elhi}u.il. your face added to it to make 1t
WOTss,
“0h, really, Wharton "

1

fellows-

you grinned

“Roll away, barrel!” growled Johnny
Bull,

Bunter did not roll awayv; he stood
in the doorway and grinned. The Owl
of the Remove seemed very pleaszed with
himself and things generally,

“1 say, vou fellows, you're rather
green," he remarked. “You got your-
selves fuirly copped by the Head.”

“Buzz off |" snapped Nugent.

“1e, he, he!” Bunter seemed greatly
entertamed, “1 say, I'm a ot wider
than vou chaps, what?"

“MHa, hn, ha! A good bit—a few
vards, 1 shguld say!"™ roared Hob
Cherry, and the chums of the Remove
chuckled.

1 don't mean that, you =illy ass!"”
hooted Bunter. Dunter had been allud-
ing to his sagacity, not to his extensive
figure. “1 say, you fellows, you got
fairly copped; buot 1 was rather too
wide. 1 bolted in time.”

“* Fathead !

“You're green, vyou know,"” said
Bunter complacently, “ You're not up to
suuft, Presence of mind, vou know;
that's where T come m."”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five. Ividently Bily Bunter did not
vet know that the Head's unerring cye
had spotted the [t fleeing figure, and
that the name of W. (. DBunter was an
the list for execution in the morming.

j ‘ -‘.'E !|
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Fhat was the discovery the Owl of the
Remove bad vet to make,

“ Blessed if I sce auything to cackle
at,” said Bunter. “1 cleared off, with
my nsual presence of mind, and I've
been lying doggo in a box-room.
Brains, vou know.,"

*I1a, ha, ha!”

"What's the giddy scntence?” asked
Bunter. *“'I haven't heard yet. 1 sup-
pose the IHead's coming down rather
heavy ™

“Bix each from Quelchy alter
prayens to-morrow morning,” said the
captain of the Remove,

“"He, ho, he!"

“Well, where does the cackle come
i ?" asked DBeob, “Is there anvthing
funny in getting six 7"

“He, he, he!" chortled Bunter.
“You fellows will squirm! Quelchy

lays it on hard, you know, when he's in
a wax. Iid he scem in a wax?”

“The waxfulness was terrifie.”

“J say, vou fellows, vou'd better stuff
some ocxercise books into your bags”
chuckled Dunter. “ He, he, hel”

“You'd better take your own tip, too,
fattv,” szaid Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Eh? I'm not down lor a |it‘ﬁiug."
antd Bunter.

“You jolly well are!” chuckled Boh,
“I'he Hend spotted you, you see, and
gave Quelchy your name.”

{ Third-Formers separated,

Jack Wingate and George Tubb were going it hammer and tongs when the Form-
room door suddenly opened, and Gwynne ol the Sixth appeared, with a cane in his
hand. The Sixth-Former did not waste time asking questions ; he had come to
stop the row, and he acted instead of speaking. Whack ! Whack ! The two
yelling, as

(See Chapler 6.)

—— —

the prefect’s cane smole thamJ
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“Ia, ha, ha!" roared the juniors,
greatly  entertained by  the sudden
change of William George Bunter's ex-
pression.

The Owl's fat jaw dropped.

Obvionely, he could no longer see any-
thing of a eomi¢ pature n *six " from
Mr. Queleh  after pravers in the
INCTTIIE,

“T—1I sav, vou fellows, that's gommon,
En't 1t®"" he gasped.

“You'll soe in the morning.”

“] say, is it honest Injuni” howled
Bunter.

“Hopest  TInjun!"  grinned  Bob.
“You're for it, Bunter, the same as the
rest of us. Why don't you cackle?”

*“ Beast "

“Ha, ha, ha!” ) .

“1 eay, you fellows, it ain't fair!" ex-
claimed Bunter. “ 1 said all along 1t was
a rotten lea to go to Wingate—"

“You jolly well shoved yoursell in”
grinned Johnny Bull, "and 1 saw you
kick Loder when we were handling him,
Lucky for you if Loder didn’t uotice
whose hoof it was,"

“Look here, vou fellows can explain to
Mr. Quelch that 1 hadn't anything to do
with  it, sou know.” said Dunter
anxionsly,

“ But you had, old fat man.”

“ What difference does that make, you
gllv ass? You can tell Quelchy I was
just &n onlooker, and speciully mention
that 1 never kicked Loder—or, in fact,
touched him at all.  Quelchy will take
vour word—and he might not take
nrine.”

“The mightfulness is terrific.”

‘I'm jolly well not going to be caned
in the morning ! roared Buuter indig-
nantly,

“ Looks to me as if you are,” grinned

BHob, * You seomed to think it funny a
few minutes ago. Where's the fun
gone ¥’

“Ha, ha, ha!" _
“1 say, vou fellows, T can't etand it.

vou know,” said Bunter, “I'm not
strong—1  was always delicate, Fou
know."”

“You look it!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Faney that old beast spotting me,
when 1 got away so guick!” groaned
Bunter. 1 thought it was all right.
Lot of sympathy you beasts feel for a
chap.”™

“ Abont as much as yvou were feeling
for ns," said Nugent,

“Well, we've got our own licking to
think of, Bunter,” said Haorry Wharton.
“1t's no worse for you than for us.”

1 suppose you can’t help being a born
idiot, Wharton "

“Eht"

“ And a silly chump, bhul—yarosooch !
Bunter broke off as half a loaf landed on
hi= fat nose, and he sat down in the
doorway.

IHalf a loaf is said to be better than no
hircad ; but on that occasion Billy Bunter
would have preferred none. He gave a
vell and rolled out into the passage.

It was a dismal Bunter that rolled
mito Study No. T to tea. He found his
study-mates. Peter Todd and Tom

Dutton, looking very grave. “8Six ™ in
the morning was a prospect that did not
exhilurate them.

“1 say, Peter, those cads in No. 1 say
that the Head spotted me, and I'm for
it,” groancd Bunter.

“What about %" grunted
“I'm for it, too, and so & Duitan,
are all the fellows., Shut up!”

“Oh, reallv, Toddy :

“Ring off I growled Toddy. Ieter
was not in his best temper. I'robably
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he felt thal he needed all his svmpaths
for himself, and had none to waste upon
Bunter. lle did not realize—as Bunter
did very clearly—how important it was
that the Owl of the Remove should
escape the general sentence. Canings
for other fellows were a hght matier,

and even had their comic mde. But
canings for DBunter were extremely
SETI0LES,

“Look hore, Toddy, Le a pal,” urged
Bunter. "o 1o Mr. Quelch, and el

him 1 had nothing to de with ."
“The IHead zaw you, you silly as=s”
“Tell him that I—I came aloeng to—to

remonstrate  with vou, and—amd urge
you to—to keep order——"

“1 can see myself doing it!” said
Peter,

“Beast ! 1 =av, Dutten, oll chap!”™

said Donter, turning to his deal study-
mate as & last resource,

.aE],In:ll
_ Tom Dutton looked at him inguir-
ingly.

“T'm down for a licking. like the
other chaps,” said Bunter. T really

had wpothing te do with it, vou know,

I waut you to explain that to M.
Quelch —-he would take your word. He
knows you're a (rathinl chap.”

“It's in the lobhy," said Dutton,

“What ="

“My cap."

“Oh o crumbs!  Chap, you ass, not
cap! 1 didn’t saycap!”

-a-EIl-:.tJ

“Quelchy mightu't take my word!™
shricked Dunter. " But he knows

“Whose nose "

“iKnows, vou ass, not nose!” raved

Bunter.

Tom IDtton's deafness was an alflie.
tion not only to hiniself.

“What's the matter with my nose?
Iz there anything on my nose, Toddy ¥"
asked Dutton.

Peter grinued and shook his head.

“1 said * Quelechy knows——" shriekea
Bunter,

“Quelehiv's mose!”  said  Dutton.
“What on earth arve you talking about,

Buuter? Is anything the matier with
Quelchy’s nose 7"
“Oh dear! T want you to go to

Quelchy, and tell him how the maltir
stands!” roared Bunter.

“1 don't know anvthing about a hat-
ter, And what has a hatter o do with
Quelehy's nose, anvhow? Looks to me
gs if you're as mad as a hatter, the way
you talk, Bunter, You'd better shut
“l].

“You silly deaf
Bunter,

Like other deal persons, Tom Dutlon
sonictimes heard with unexpected dis-

dinrnmy ! howled

tinctuess.  Unfortunately for Bunter,
he heard that last observation quiic
clearly.

‘He jumped up from the tea-table.

“¥You checky fat ass! I can hear vou
all right when you don’t mumble—I'm
not deaf! Tl give yvou deal dummy |”

“Yaroooh "

“Take that—and that o

“Yow-ow-ow ! Dragginoff, Petor!”

Peter Todd chuckled, and econtinued
his tea cheerfully and calmly. Tom
Tuiteon smote, and =mole again, and
the second smite landed William George
Dunter in the passage,

Tom was rather touchy about his
deafness; he was a good deal chipped
on the subject, and not in the least dis-
posed to rake any from Bunter. He
slammmed the deor on the Owl of the
Remove, and returned to hig tea with a
rufied brow.

The door opened again, and Bunter
bhinked furiously i,

—

“T say, I'm coming in o
beasts——"

Whiz!

Bunter slammed the door again ju-t
i time to escape a whiszing cushion.
On =ccond thoughts, he decidml not te
COmme Iin 1o Iea.

- —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Scapegrace of the Third !
ke I'I":':'r up, vou men " sud Paget of

e, You

the Thired.,
The “men ™ to whom Percivul
Spencor Paget addressed his re-
mark were the members of the Third
F'orm at Greviriars,

I'aget came into the Form-room, and
George Tubb, captain of the Third,
turned a flushed and smeary lace fromn
the fire, over which he was broiling «
herring on a weird-lonking contrivancc
of wires and pen-handles,

"What's up?"” he asked.

“The old scout’s paper.”

“0Oh! said Tubb, and he turned to
his herrings again. It was tea-time
and the herrings were slow in cooking
—though rather quick at burning at odil
corners.  The Head's notice—whict
Paget alluded to as the old seout's
paper—did not nterest Tubb =0 muen
as tea just then.

" What does the beak say?" askel
Bolsover minor.

“Date  of eleciion, Wednesday,"
answernd Paget, " Tellers, Mr. Prout
and Mr, Quelch. Three o'clock in the

lecture-hall,”

“Sha'n't go,” said Tubb. “I rather
liked old Wingate, though he’s got a
cub of a minor in our Form. ut 1
don’t care to vote for anybody else 1
the Sixth.”

“1t don’t matter to us very much,”
remarked Bolsover minor. " The Sixilh
are all much of a muchness. I liked
old Wingate.”

“Bleat if I know why the man
signed,” said Paget. “Herve, young
Wingate, why did your brother resign
the captainey ™

Juck Wingate did not answer.

He was scated at his desk, grinding
through lines for his Form master
Mr. Twigg, while the rest of the Third
were nl ﬁ-iﬁnre. It was not easy to
grind out lines while a crowd of fags
were talking and seuffling about, but
no one bothered to keep quiet on that
account, Fellows had to take the rough
with the smooth in the Third Form at
Gireviriars, and often there was more
rongh than smoath,

A good many impots had eome inio
Wingate minor’'s way of late. He was
in his Formi master's bad books.

[His ecareer as an amateur black-
guard, in imitation of Loder of the
Sixth, had brought him in more kicks«
than halfpence, zo to speak. Severul
times Mr. Twigg had caned him for
«<moking, or for having cigarette-stain-
on his fingers,

Mr. Twigg. fortunately, did not know
of the Cross Keys epizodes in Jack Win.
gate's dingy downward way; he did
not, so far, suspect the sullen, sulky,
wilful fag of “pub-haunting.”  But ho
knew that Wingate minor was the most
perverse and trovblesome fag in  his
Form, and the vials of his wrath were
frequently poured om the scapegrace’s
head,

With a hundred lines to write, and a
strong disinclination to write any of
them, Jack Wingate was not in a plea-
sant mood., Tle was unpopular just then

rl‘\ )

with his friends, too, having thrown
over Form football for more dingy
occcupations.  Tubb & Co. made no
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secret of their scorn for a fellow who
rr{rusied to play for his Form when
] 'F'{ o

It was, to a certain extent, against a
fug to have a brother in the BSixth,
especially if that brother was captain of
the school. The other fags naturally
expected him to be rather “sidey ” in
Congenuence.

Wingate minor was mnot merely
“aidey "'; but sometimes he seemed to
think that he could do exactly as he
liked, bocause his brother was captain
of Grevirlars. Tubb & Co. made it a
very special point to impress upon him
that he couldn't,

But though Jack Wingate was rather
in disgrace with his Form-fellows at
present, he was an object of some in-
terest as brother of George Wingate,
who had so unexpectedly resigned the
cuplainey. Even in the Third that sur-
prising resignation had caused excite
1:ent.

The Third had little to do with the
SBixth, excepting to keep out of their
way as much as possihle; but they
pgreed that old Wingale was a good
man—he was, in facl, the only Sixth
I'orm man who was not a beast,

Every prefeot who wielded the power
of the u.'ii'-pla.nt was, of course, to some
extent, a beast, in the view of fags who
might be called upon to “bend over.”
But it was unanimously held in the
Third that old Wingate was as little of
a beast as it was possible for a Bixth
I'orm prefect to be,

Jack Wingate had been a good deal

aquestioned as to the reasons of his
brother's resignation; but he ¢ither
vould not or would not explain. At all
events, he did not. If he knew the

reason he kept it to himself.

Instead of answering Paget's question,
lie went on with his lines, with a sullen
and sulky brow., He was the cause of
his brother’s fall, and he knew it; and,
sulky and perverse as he was, it
troubled his conscience a little. But he
was thinking a good deal more about
Alr, T'wigg's tyranny in giving him
lines thun about his brother's disaster.

“Can't speak, can't you?” hooted
I*aget.

The fag did not even look up. He
seratched on with the inky, smeary lines
he was covering the foolscap with for
the benefit of Mr. Twigg.

“Bulky cub!” said Tubb.

Wingate minor looked up at last.

“Can’t vou shut up while a fellow's
weiting lines?"” he demanded.

“Blow vyour lines!” said Tubb.
“What did you get the lines for?
Smoking in the box-room! Smoky little
cad "

“Shut it 1"

“If you tell me to shut it, young
Wingate, I'll jolly well comne over and
bhang your cheeky head on your desk!”
roared Thubb,

“Oh, give us & rest

“Look here, voung Wingate, vou must
know something about it!" smid Grant
of the Third, " Why did your brotlier
chuck up?”

“Detler ask him!" growled Wingate
BInor,

“T'm asking you.,”

“Well, lind out.”

"Nice, polite. and polishied little cub,
ain't he?” said Pereival Spencer DPaget.
“They coddle him at home in the holi-
ilnys, and he comes back to school like
g™

Wingate minor flushed, and dipped his
pen in the ik again, He had many

lines to do, and he was doing them under
diuffictlites,

(Rl]

PRICE :
TWOPENCE. J

made a slash at Bunter across it.

Loder halted after a circuit of the table, leaned over that article of furniture, and
** Yaroooh ! "" Bunter caught the cane with his
fat shoulders and roared. Loder dealt another swipe, but Bunter dodged it, and
the cane came down on the table, and smashed an ink-pot,

over table and papers and floor.

the ink streaming
(See Chapter 6,)

“"Candidates’ names up veti" asked
Bolsover nunor.

Paget shook his head.

“INo; but it’s pretty well known that
Loder will :.tnru_ll_ 1 heard Skinner of
the Remove say bhe believed that Loder
had something to do with old Wingate
chucking up. Skinuer’'s a keen chap.”

“What utter rot!” exclaumned Jack
Wingate.

“Oh, it's rot, is it?" said Paget. " Do
vou know anything about it, after all?”

“Loder had nothing to do with it, 1
know that.”

“He knows a lot about Loder!™
sneered Tubb. * 1've seen liim sneaking
into Loder's study!  Sucking up to a

refect ! Yah!”

“If that cad Loder stands, we'd all
better wote,” said Grant. “We don't
want a bully like that to get "

“No fear!”

“Yes, 1 think-1'll take the trouble to
vote against Loder.” said Tubb. “ He
gave me six the other day for sliding
down the banisters.”

“YWorst man in the Sixth," said Paget.
“We'll all roll up amd vole agraist
Loder. Luckwy they let us vote.”

“Well, overy Groviriars man has a
vote in the eaptain’s election,” sard Tubh,
“T'd like to see thean teving to keep tho
Third from voting. Even the little cads
in the Seeond vote!  Of course, that's
rather rot.”

“If Loder gots in it will e a bad
thing for Greviriars.,” remarked Paget,
shaking his head with an air of sage
wisdom. “It's anan's duty to keep humn
out. We'll all agres to volte against

Loder,”™

“1 sha'n't!" said Wingate minor.

“What ¥

" Loder's not a bad sort,” said the [ag.
“1 like him."

“He gives you cigarettes, 1 jolly well
beliove 1" snorted %uhh. “He's that
sort—rotten &ll through."

“My hat! He wouldn't stay a prefect
long if the Head knew that,” said Paget,
“Does he give you cigarettes, young
Wingate!”

“Tind out!™ . .

“Well, we're all voting against him,”
said Tubb. *“ Wingate minor will have
to roll up with the rest. You hear that,
youn \\]-‘inglte by

“Oh, dry “P!"

“ Are vou going to vote against Loder
on Wednesday 77 bawled Tubb.

id HD!JJ .

“Look here, I tell you to, as captain
of the Form.”

“Go and eat coke!™

“If vou say that again, Wingaie
minor, I'll come over to you!” bawled
the captain of the Third, in great wrath.

“Clo and eat coke!” retorted Jack
Wingate independently. ‘

Tubb of the Third left his herrings to
irn and rushed across to the desks
The next moment he was mixed up with
Jack Wingate and his impot, They
rolledl on the Form-room floor together.

For five minutes there was wild ex-
citempent in the Third Form-room. Jack
Wingate was no match for Tubb; but he
was plucky, and he was in an exceed-
ingly bad temper, So the fight was
torrific. Tho rest of the fags gathered
ronnd, shouting and cheering.
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10 “THE WHIP HAND!"-—NEXT MONDAY'S SPLENDID LONG COMPLETE—

Tu the mirdst of the din the Forme-voom
door opened, and Gwynne of the SBixth
appeared, with a cane m his hand,

Gwyvnne did wot waste Linga esking
QUESTION ; Lo liad come 1o stop the row,
and e ageted instead of speaking.

Whack, whaek!

Tubb of the Third and Jack Wingate
separated, yvelling, as the prefect’s cane
srpote,

“Stpp that ! said Gwynne cheerily,
“ Any more of it and T'll come back.”

And he tieked his cane under his arm
aiil left the Korm-room.

T'he late combatants glaved st one
another, breathlessly ;3 and then Wingate
minor returned to his lines, and Tubb to
his herrings.

Jack Wingate's pen seratehed wearily
on, amid a hubbub of voices—and he had
to pause- every now and then to-dab a
erimson stream that ocozed from his nose.

When 'Tubl's weird feast was ready
for consumption, a cheery party of fags
gathered round to enjoy it; hut the
scapegrace of the Third was not asked o
join the select circle, Noil that he
desired to do so. Under the influcnce of
his friend in the Sixth, Jack Wingate
had changed very considerably from the
rareless amd cheery fag who had for-
merly participated in the manners and
customs of the Third, and had bheen con.
tented with them., He glanced at the
feasters with a sueer, as he gathered np
his lines 1o take them to Mr. Twigg's
study., Tubb, under the ameliorating in-
Huenee of the feast, relented and ealled
aul 1o lum as he was going to the door:

“Comne on, voung  Wingate—there's
one for yvou.” .
“Thaunk veau Tor nathimg!™ replied

Wineate minore.
“Nvhat
Tubilh yimmped up, and Wingale minor

quitted the Form-room rather hurriedly,

“"Keep 1"

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

No Bargain !

ILLY DBUNTER rolled into the

B Sixth IForm passage and stopped

at Gerald Loder's door, and
raised a fat hand to tap.

Then he hesitated,

Bunter was worried. The “six ™ n
thoe morning from Mr. Quelch, which
had seemod so entertainming to him while
he supposed that hie was to escape, had
now become a matter of the most press-
ing seriousness, With a problem like
thiat on his fat mind, Bunter had been
giving his powerful intelleet unusual ex-
ercise, and he had thought of what he
ronsidered a first-class idea. He had
scenn the Head's notice on the hoard,
announcing thal the captain's election
was to be held on Wednesday afternoon ;
and i the “old scout’s paper,” as Pagcet
of the Third called it, he had seen & way
of oscape. It was practically eertain
that Loder of the Sixth would put up for
eloction; his old ambition was well
known to all the school. DBunter had s
vioto !

It was not perhaps in aceordance with
the highest maorality to offer his vote as
g bribe to a prospective candidate in an
election.  DBut Willlam George Dunter
was not thinking of moral eonsidera-
tion:, So long as he eseaped a licking
he was prepared to leave moral congider-
ations to take care of themselves,

Whether of wonlid work, was the only
question that teonbled him.  Donbiless
Lodor eonld get him off the ieking if he
liked. DBut would he ddo it for Bunter's
promised vote?  As a prefect and o
Sixth IForm man and a man of honour

Loder was bound to scorn the offer, and |
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to cane Bunter for his cheek in making
it. DBut Loder’s honour wes rather a
doubtinl quantity ; so Bunler hopod for
tho boest,

DBt he hesitatad,

Interviewing the bully of the Sixth o

his study was a good deal like interview-

g a lon m s den, Only the awful
prospect of “=ix” from Mr. Quelch's
cene could have made William Ueorge
Bunter dare to be a Daniel,
But e made up his fat muind at last.
Aftor all, Loder was uot a fellow hike
Wingate or Gwynne or North, 1 he

put up for clection, he would not l'i'll'l,'

mnch how he got in, o long as he Jdid
ot 11, Dunter was sure of ‘that,

He was about to tap at the door when
there was a footstep behind him in the
passage and a heavy band descended on
his collar.

Shake, shake!

“Ow!" gasped Dunter.

He spun vound to find himself in
Loder's grasp. He blinked at the bully
of the Sixth through his big spectacles,

“Ow ! I say, Loder »

Shake, shake!

“Yow-ow! Leggo! 1 say—oocoop!”

“You voung rascal, what are won

hanging about my study for 7" demanded

Loder,

The bully of the Bixth was not in a
good temper, Ho had not quite re-
coverod vei from his handling among
the unritly Removites,

Cortainly, it was a great satisfaction
to know that the offenders were all
hooked for severe punishment in the

moruing. That was all to the good. Dut

that could not abolish a large number
of pains and aches that tronbled Loder.
The Removites had handled him far

L 1 know that.

from gently.
“1—I came here to—to speak to you,
Loder

likely, vou young scoundrel !

“Nunno! TI—I1 didn’t know there was
anvthing in vour cupboard—I—I mean 1
wonldn't——"

“Well, if vou came here to sec me you
shall see me,” said Toder grimly, _

SUl gripping Beater’s collar with his
right haud, he threw open {he door with
hiz left.

Bunter entered the study headlong,
hurled in by a swing of Loder's powerful
nro,

Bump!

“Ow! Oh!”

Bunter sprawled on e, carpet, and
Gerald TLoder Tollowed him in.  He

kicked the door shol and picked np a
cane.

“You were in thal meb this after-
noon, Bunter, 1 thk,” he saud,

“Numno—nol at allt That's quite a
mistake, Loder ! gasped Wuder, sittinge
up dizeilv. “I—1 was oul of gates—I
moan, I'd gone to tea with Coker of the
Fifth—I was a mile awapy—"

“Get up !

Laoder swished the cane,

Y% Oh dear!”

Rilly Bunter erawled to his feet. He
blinked at the swishing cane (hrough
kiz big spectacles in dire apprebension,

Loder poimnted to o chair with the
cane.,

“Rend over ™ he snnl.

“1—1 sy, Quelchy is going to Tick ns
for that to-merrow morning, you know !
gaspod Boanter,

i o 1o lirk you
for telling lies)" suid Loder agrecably,
“"¥You said you werea't i the mob tins
aflternoon 1
“*1—1 wasn't—*

“1 saw you, you soe
“ =1 mean, T was," etnitered Banter.
“Txactly ! Bend over!®

“Tao rob my study rupboard, more

T

“T—1 say, Luoder

“Nooneed to say anytling,” said the
butly of the Sixth genially. " Save your
brewth for howling, You'll ueeui it.
Bed over.™

| oder swished the cane again, derviving
reat  entertamment from Ponter -
appirehensive squirmings. There was a
eritel strain in Loder's nature, and he
lked 1o ispire terror.

“DBut 1 camwe here o speak to you,
Lodder I gpluttered DBunter. “*You ser.
there's a notice an the board—"

“Talf a doren, 1 dare say, but 1'm
nat nterested in them ot the present
moment,” said Loder, ' interostol
in thrashing a fat voung raseal wheo
camie here to loot my study and who's
been telhng medes.™

“[—1 didn't—"

“Are you going to bend over?" roared
Loder.

“Oh erikey 1™

Loder made a cut at the Owl of
the Remove with the cane, and Billy
Bunter jumped back., There was a howl
from Loder, as the cane swept down anl
caught his own ealf.

i {Jnm{m ’ !.'H-

“Oh rrmu{n 1" gasped Bunter, terrific/d
at that ealamity. He dodged round the
study table.

“Ow! Ow!” Loder rubbed his lecz
furiously. * I—=I—=1'11 skin you! I'll cus
you into—ow-wow—ribbons! I—T'll—"

He rushed after Bunter,

William George Dunter was not n
light-weight, and generally his move-
ments resembled the leisurely motions of
& tortoise—a tortoise that bad neve
learned the value of time. Dut en this

oceasion he moved with remarkable
swiftness,
He whipped round the table in

desperate haste. Il anything could spur
the Owl of the Remove to activity, it
was a cane swishing behind him.

“ Stop " roared Loder.

Bunter flew,

Loder stumbled over a hassock and
came down on his knees. 1Mz face was
erimson with fury by this time.

“I—=1 say, Loder!" gasped Dunter.
*T1 say, listen to a chap! I came here
lo make you an offer, you know! Oh
dear ™

He flew again, as Loder was up and
whipping round the table after himn,

Really, it was hard on Dunter,

Ho was quite well aware —at least, he
was fairly certain—that Loder wauld let
him off, for hiz vote in the clection, if
only he could gel Loder to listen and
realise how matlers stood. DBue® Loder
wouldn't hsten. He would not listen ol
first, and he was less disposed than ever
tn listen now that he had whacked his
own knee and fallen over his hassock on
tao the flonr, Ile breathed wreath and
vengeance as he pursued Dunter round
the table,  Apparently it had not yer
oecurred to the bully of the Sixth (o
mahe any alteration in bis manners and
enstoms on account of the npprnnrhiu_-:
election, Certuinly he had no snspicion
of the offer Bunter had intended 1o make
him. 8o, far from mfervening to save
the fat Owl from “ six " in the mornng,
Loder was going to give him twice six
to go an with.

Bunter had no time to explain, T«
haed to Aee for his fat skin, Hound tho
table he went agnin, flecing breathlessly,
with Loder and the swishing cane in hot
pursuit. It was like a gone, with the
study table as the mulberry hush; hat
Billy Dunter was not enjoying it at all.

Loder stopped afier a eirenit of the
tahle, leuned over that article of furni-
ture, and made a slosh at Dunter acro s
it.



—STORY OF GREYFRIARS. DON'T MISS IT ON ANY ACCOUNT! 1

b

Y arooool !
Wintor :nught the enne with his fal

loulders, oand  ronrod Towder  denlt
puother swipe, bot Moader dodged that,
atied the cane came down on the tabie

gid sinslied wn o inkpot.  Ink stremined
ver table and L and Noor,

Billy Dunter wnde n desperatn break
fr the door,

Fouler was after him Like a shot,

Whaek |

“Yooop!"

Bunter had the doeor open then, n
b boltedd into the pasrayge.

Crash !

YL lt ead 1" roured Walker of the
Sinth, " What—" Walker went fuirly
fiving ncross the pessage ns the fat Jumior
catnoned hin,

“Stop him ! howled Loder.

“Ow! 'm winded! Ow!"

Walker staggered against the opposite
waull,  DBunter dul not stop Lo inguire
whether Walker was burt,  DPerhbaps he
kniew he was | Flis Lol tased ilown thie thtll
Form passage and disappenred.

— o

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A New Leol for Loder!

KRALD LODER glared along the

‘ passuge. He was disposed to
-J. rush i pursuit of the Owl of the
Remove, but he restrained him-

. Walker of the Bixth gave him a
Al YA e look.

“You silly uss!" he hooted,

* lwok here, Walker— "

“In this how you greel a man vou' ve
p=kedd to tea? ronred Walker,

“Oh, rats!  That young seounidrel
boslted 1™ 1-'l|u[1]u'|] Loder, "u';h_}' didn't
Mol =l bt

*“What the thump were you after him
fee  You're such a thandering bully,
],I.Inlll:'!.lr

“What ¥

*Nover saw sueh o orotton hully,” sl
Walker,  “The far villuim has nearly
deiven my waisteont do my backbone !
v ! You're alwave piteling wnta the
fngr.  Why eun't you let them alone?”

“Yau cheeky nss i

“Is this how vou'ro getting ready for
il edection " sneered Walker, * The
Hlowd's motice = on the board,  Kloetion's
Waednesdny,  You'll Lbug w foat lot of fug
virles ot this rote,”

Laoder started.

It was the first time he houd thought
of this aspect of the matter, 1le was dis-
Lihedl and dresded nmong the juniors,
el ho lhikod to inspire dread and was
gpnite indifferent to tho dislike.  Dut it
ocevurred to him now that dislike and
dread were not the feolings that inspired
voters to rally round a eandidate.

“Darhed rot, letting the fags vate at
ull!™ he growled,

* Well, I|'u-_1.r do vole,” grinned Walker,
“and 1 faney that Bunter’s vote, al
least, won't bo in your favour.”

“Oh, rot! Who cares for the way the
fal fool votow?"

“"You will when it comes to the poll,™
rid Walker coolly. “(Can’t you have
sense enough to keep your silly temper
till the election’s ovor, at least *”

“1 wnasn't thinking of the election,”
growled Loder,

“You'd better begin to think of i, if
you don’t want Lewynne to get in as
captain of Greyliriars.”

“Ta Gwynne up, then?” asked Loder,
wlll a sturt.

* Nobody's up yet, but it's protiy wall
known that “mg‘..t..n 14 urgm! him to
sland, and that he will do it."

“He won'tl get in!" grunted Laoder,

Nt wen | ];I'I'I.i Ddnee oot Ly thrneli- He [1IH}' expoected a ]:i{‘ll';II]E' for hl."i!'IF
g the faps who are going to vole: on | late o answer tho call. Dut for Jarnes

Wodnesdoavy, " avswered Walker, Walker's sage advice, undoubiedly
"Uotne i, old man!" aanl Loder | Loder would have given him the hicking
amicalily, "MW bt 1 oor talk L hies |1[“ un'.n-ilml.i‘{l.
o8, il l]lrn i |q-:'||{u|'- lisessl =iy l-.ur|'-,, Il'll.]l'l'l.l, e iL WwWHs, |.I:,1-|ll"l' l.'UIIll_| !il.'l-l.:‘ﬂl:"l_'l'
My fag oueht to have been here wlrendy | restirain his savape temper, e almost
atil ot tea. I larrap i o earned to tuke Tabl by the collar and
| i Aot il Walkvr sarcastivallv. iru}' the cane rovnd hun,  DBut, angry

“Lurruping hon will swnke sure ol Lis anil snvage as ho was, Loder wos no

voste—for Liwvnie ™ fr-f-]; amd he was re wired to HD any
L iotbor: griitted b Tewi I lenglthe to “bag " the caplainey of
“1 o nat o to make mvsell ervil Ceroyfrinrs,  After he had seeured that
to & bbby gang of fags for then coveled distinetion it wnuluil be time to
dasierd vites " e snaebod mishe the fags feel that life was not

worth living.

S Yes youoare” mewered  James “You're late, Tubb!" hLe sawd. Pl

:;:f:.t":'lr.””lfl:. hu;.:y'i-.':nnprlal II-|: ””;Iluflrr “::Ti he threw the cane into a corner, much
i 't P fix i Fie i s
you know at! Only, sou'll very hikely “"u[':-':::::'l{l l_l.-t;i%jpli-?"r:.l:ri.ii e fng meekly
b|lul il n.” with your rolten teniper [ CEN1T AR ’ <3 I.l .I 2 i
Fae ™ sheuted Todee: Well, never mind ! Cul down to the
'l']n-rhn Was o I: v, Tubl of the tuckshop and get me some things—and

i sens-bonilorts Fise: Chat terns. agid look sharp, Herc's a ten-bob note.

Tubb of the Thivd ought to hiave beon Tublb mnde a list of iu_ll'llll'li'ﬂ prir-
on the spot.  DBut 'Lubb of the Third was choses, and took the ten-shilling note,

uol on the spol. As o was going ent of the study Loder
“Ko-naag!" sdded quite genially :
Two or threp _il”l.]f!ll'.-. wha heard the “liel a giligur*pnp for J.'LHIT'.:-E'”, Loo,

call scudided quictly awav.,  Nobody in | Tubb.™

tle Lower School at Grevirimrs  was Sl 7 '

nnxinus to fag for Loder, T'ubb stared round in s aslonishiment,
g “(h! Yes! Right! Thanks!" he

Laosdler shouted, and gritled loas teeth, Hnﬁpﬂﬂ. .
Tubly of the Thivd ecame unwillingly And lLie scudded away, woulering
along the pa==nge al last, whother he was dreaming.

i \l{l | unuu

|
|
|
!

_ i
Greatly to his surprise, Jack Wingate found himsell grabbed by the collar, and
swung back. “‘Let go!' he shouted Gwynne gave him a grim look, *'ls
that the way you talk to a prefect ? ** he ** Isn't It about time you learned
manners ? "’ "' Take your paws off my nulllr 1" The Bixth Former breathed
deep and hard. He did not take his *“* paw "' off Jack Wingate's collar, but
tightened his grip, and marched the l‘ll]lll.'l, resisting fag to his ltudg
(See Chapler B.)
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By the liwe Le returned with sop-
plics for tea lie found Gerald Loder
witte a gora humour. When he spilled
water from the kettle in the f{ender,
Loder paid no heed: when he dropped
a cup amd ecracked it, Loder only
laughed,  Tubb was almost convineed
that he was dreaming this.  Really, it
was inpossible to recoguise this Loder as
tho Laoder he knew.

“Ready, Loder,” he said, at last.

“Right-ho!" said Loder kindly. " You
ean cut off, Tubb, 'Take a slice of that
cake with youl"

“Oh! Yes! Thanks!"

Tubl of the Third left the study with
his slice of cake, and m the corridor he
pinched himseli to make sure that he
was awnke,

In the Third Form room he confided

to the other fags his conviction that
Loder of the Sixth was going mad. Un
no less startling  (heory could he ae.

count for this :udden and amazing
change in the bully of the Sixth,

“awWell, is that all right, Walker?”
askod Loder. with a sour grin, as the
door ¢lased on George Tubb,

“That's Letter!” said Walker. *“ Bui
ou've gol n lot of leeway to make up
if vou don't want the Lower Schoal tn
roll up in a body and vete agaimst you.™

“FHang the Lower School!™ snarled
Loder.

“ BEvery vote counts, ass! Look here!
I hear that all the Remove are to be
eancil after pravers to-morrow moriing
for rageing youw,"”

Loder compressed his lips.

“Yeoo rather, the vherky young
rolters! And Queleh will make them
syirin—T could see¢ it in his eve 1"

“There's vour chance.” said Walker.

“ What do vou mean®" growled Loder
uneasily.

“pPut in a word for them with the
Head and get them off their punish-
ment," said Walker,

“What " roared Loder.

“ JTust that.”

“I'll see them all at the boitom of
the bottomless pit first—and yon along
with them!" hooted Loder, “ Why,
they gave me the frog'smarch—me, a
prefect! One of the cheeky little beasts
kicked me in the ribst"

Walker shrugged his shoulders,

“To-day's Monday," he said. ** With
all the Remove thrasghed on your acrount
on Tuesday, how do you think they're
likely to vote on Wednesday 7"

O, rot!" snarled Loder,

“Wall. T dare say Gwvnne will make
a rood skipper,” grinned Walker. *'In
poini  of faet, he'll make a betier
skipper  than yon, Gerald, old hean—
only, he doesn't happen to be a friend
of mine. Don't play the goat, old man;
play to win, You can take il out of the
fags alteywards! I you gef in as cap-
tain, the Head's preity certain to make
vou head prefoct. Then yon can do as
you jolly well like"

Gerald Loder did not mnswer: his
face was sollen, It went  hitterly
arainst the graim with him to let anv-
body off punishment: and  especially
fellnws whom he disliked so intensely as
Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove,

Bul hie knew that Walker's advire was
good, He liad made a party for himself
in the Fifth and the Sixth, :('.tut he knew
very well that the mass of junior votes
would weigh very heavily in the election.
I'ags who um:i)-l not have iaken the
trouble to vote at all would voll up in
vote against the bully of the Sixth.
Loder would gladly have disfranchised
the whole of nm Lower School, had it
been in his power 1o do so. But as that
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was nol in his  power, ovidently i
Lehoved him to conciliate them,

After all, az Walker had remarked, he
could *“take 1t out" of theom after
wards. A litle owvility would cost
nothing,

It was against the grain, but Loder
made up his mand to it. After tea he
left the study with Walker.

“Oroing to the Head?” asked Walker,
with a grin.

“Well, yes.”

And Gerald Loder went along to the
Head's study to see Dr. Locke, on ihe
unprecedented mission of interveming 1o
save offonders from punishment,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wingate Explains !

o (Or for Joseph!"
Gwynne ol the Sixth spoke

very emphatically,
Wingate, standing by  |lis
study  window, looked wseross at s
fricnd, who was silting on the study
table, Gwynoe was |looking determined.

* Look here, Gwynne—-"

“nt it out ! sand Gwynne decidedly.
“1 hope you'll have sense enough to
withdraw your resignation, old scoul,
bhefore the election. Anyhow, TI'm nol
standmg m your plare.”

“1 wunt vou to, Gwynne, 1 don"t
think 1 made a bad captain of the
sehool,” said Wingnte, “bnt 1T think

vou'll be as good, at least.”

“Thanks! But I'm not taking any.”

“ Loder's pretty certain to put. up,”
said George Wingate, *In fact, T know
that Walker is poing to propose him,
and Carne to second.”

“*Let Iom!"

“1t will be a preity rotten thing for
(reyfrars with & man like Loder in

cornmand,” said Wingate. 1 don't
want to run the fellow down, but,
between ourselves, we know he's a bad
hat, I've got jolly good reason to

suspect that the reason why he let us
down in the Highcliffe mateh was
beeause he had been out of bounds the
night before, and was tired out with

playing the goat."
likely,™

“Only too jolly
Gwynne.

“'Well, that's not the kind of captain
we wanl here” said Wingate ™ Cap
tain of the school is always captain of
fonthull here. Ladder isn't the man, and
you kpnow it, Gwynne."

“T1 know it.”

“Phen yvou'll sland, old ehap.™

“Then you'll withdraw your resigno-
tion, old chap!” grinned Gwynne.

“T ean't!"

“Raots !"

“Ti's  really  impos-ible, Gwynne,”
said George Wingate, with a deeply
troubled loak. “It's aut of the quesiion,
oltl man.”

“T1'11 believe that when T koow the
reason.’

“1 ean't tell you the reason.”

“Gammon [ sail Gwvime. “Tt's et
s whitm—a her you've got in your hon-
net ! Take it back hefore it's too late [V

"I can't !

Gwynne whistled. He was a good deal
attached to Wingate, hoat he was a good
deal exasperated by him, too. Wingate's
resignation of the eaptaincy had been a
blow to his friends,

Wingate took a few turns up and down
his study, He was deeply troubled m
his mind, Gwynne was the fellow he
had most confidence in to take the place
he had resignod. He was deeply anxious
ta koep the black sheep of the Sixth
out of it. Iis own personal distaste for

agroed
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Loder did not entor into it—ennsciously,
ut least, It was the good of the schoo
lie was thinking of, and M way ounl.
too clear that Gerald Loder’s eaptaine.
wouhll do Greviviars no good.

“Look heve, Gwynne.” He halted o
ast and stood before his friend.  ** Look
here, 1f 1 tell vou my reason for re
signing, and you see 1it's impossible {o
e to withdraw, will you stand then "

Gwyvnne nodded,

" If 1 see that it's impossible, T'm your
mia,” he snud.  ** But not unless,™

"“I—1 never meoant to breathe a word
ubout 1t," saul George Wingate, " am
it's i contidence, of course. It was
through my minor.”

“What the thump has a fag of the

 ‘Third to do with the captaincy of the

sthool ¥

“A lot, as it happens,” said Wingate
riuefully. "1 had to resign just when 1
did, or ¢lve— or else——" Tle broke oft,
colauring painfully.

“Or else—what *"

“Or else report my brother to the
Head, to be flogged or sacked, for pub-

haunting 1"
“Oh, boly smoke ™

Gwynne stared in astonishmont at the
lnte captain of Greyfriars, George Wimn-
gate's face was crimson.

“That young rotter—
FwWynne,

“1 enught him out of - bounds at the
Cross Keys," muttered Wingate, * As a
prefect, as captain of the school, 1 was
hound to roport him.  Ilis being my
hrother made no difference to that, It
wasn't the fiest thme, cither. T knew
that. He nmught have got off with «
flogging. It might have been the long
jumyp for hine 1 eouldn't stand 3t. |
—1 had to keep it dark, but I coulidn’t
keop it doark and keep iny position too,
One dashed blackgouard in the family is
enough. 1 couldn't do that.”

“I—1 suppose you eouldn't,””  sanl
Gwynne slowly. It would have been
pretty rotten.”™

“A bit too rotten for the captain of
Greyfrars,” =aid Wingate, with o faint
smile. “As it was, 1 know 1 cut it
rather fine, 1 was still a prefect when
I spotted him. But I resigned at oncr.
As nobady in particular I'm not bounid
to report anybody. That's the business
of the prefectsa.™

Ciwynne whistled softly,

“I wish you'd reported the young
rascal instead of vesigning,” he sail,
“You're too soft, George, old man.”

“Possibly,  But he's only a kid—n
silly kid.  And—and there's the peoplo
at home,” mutteresdd Wingate.  *“"Thoe
pater and—and the mater. It's no good
talking about it, 1 couldn’ o 1, gl
the only thing was to resign, T couldn o
keep my position and screen him, Now
vou see how it stamds. T ean’t withdraw
miy resiguation. | can't aceept a prefect-
ship if the Head offers it to me again.
My fGirst duty would be to report my
brother. You sce how it stands$”

“1 see.”

“That lets me out,” said Wingate.
“Mind, this 18 in confidence. I'm speak-
ing to you as a pal, not as a prefect.”

“That's understoodd, of eourse.”

“I'hen you'll stand in the alecl jon 1"
asked Wingate anxiwously,

There was a  pause,
nodded at last,

“1f you mean (o stand by that young
hlackguard through thick and thin,
you're done as eaptain of Greyfriars”
he =aid., “If vou're keen on the
‘ brother's keeper ' stunt—"

“It's settled, anyhow."

Gwynne slid off the table,

" gjaculatedl

but Gwynne
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*“I don’t blame you junlors for standing by

to apologise to him for the words I used.”

down to brass tacks, I'm overlooking what you did this afternoon.

Wingate,"" sald Loder. *‘1 spoke to him in rather a rotten way, and I'm going

“Oh!" ¢ But that's neither here nor there ! ' sald Loder cheerlly. ** To come

I've explained to the Head thal you Remove men wers

a bit excited, and misunderstood things a little, and begged him to let you off on that account.” (Nee Chapler §.)

T LLLE

wrilo

“Well, I'll put up in the election,” he
“1 dore say Loder will beat me
at the poll; Lut it T get in I'll keep the
place warm for you, ready for when you
cote to vour senses, old bean®

“You'll tell our friends that 1 ve rx-
ploined about my resignation, without
going into details,” said Wingate. 1
«hnll bock yvou up, and I fancy a lot
of the Sixth will follow my cxample,
though I'm no longer captain. And
when vou get in as skipper, Gwynne,
1'll back you up all along the line just
» vou've done for me.”
“T'd rather it were
phout,” said Gwynne., *“And I think
vou're an ass, old man. But I'll put 1n
myv name as a giddy candidate.”

“Do, Go and see the Head about it
Ty,

“Oh, all right."

Lrwynne of the Sixth left the study,
leaving George Wingale with a more
contented expression Lhan his face had
worn for some days, Gwynne, however,
wns not looking contented, He was
satisfied with second place, and had no
keen ambition to fill the first place in
the limelight., And he was deoply and
savagely exasperatod with Jack Win-
gate, the miserable and insignificant
voung rascal in the Third Form who had
cansad all the trouble with his dingy
e-spv in blackguardism.

As it happened, on hiz way to the
Head's study he came on Jack Wingate,
leaving Mr. Twigg's study with a sheaf
of impot-paper under his arm, and a
seowl on L:’.- face. Wingate minor hnd
delivered his impot, but the master of
the Third had not been satisfied there-
with. Hastily scrawled lines, adorned
with blots and smears, did not meet with
Mt, Twigg's approval, and Jack Win-
gute had been given his imposition to
aver again, IHence the sullen
scawl on Jus faco,

the other way

Gwynne frowned as ho saw him,
sirongly tempted to box the young
pa-eal's  cars, He  resteained  that
ipulse for Wingate major’s sake. But

the scapegrace of the Third was in a
mood to, ask for trouble. Gwynne had
always been kind to him, on his

brother's account, and very good-tem-
pered swl patient, and it was hke the
cheeky fap 1o presume upmon L, He
brushed roughly past the Nixth-Former
as he went down the passage.

That was< the last straw. Auy other
fag who brushed roughly past o prelect
was booked Tor a lwking, and i the
present instance Gwynne was in ne mood
to make ollowences for chutn’s
Hnor,

Greatly to his sorprise, Jack Wingate
found hinsell grabbed by his collar and
swung back,

“Let go!” he shonted.

Gwynne gave him a grim look,

“1s that the way you talk
prefect ¥ e asked.  “Isn't
time vou lrarned manners?"

“Take vour paw off my collar!™

“Myv owhat ¥

“Your silly paw 1" snarled the fag.

Gwynne breathed deep and hard. e
didd not take his “paw " ofl Jack Win.
gate's enllar. He tightened dns  grip
anid mparched the sollen, resisting fag to
his stuidy, There he preked vup n cane.

il!.""

to @
about

“Bond over that chair!™ he sad
curtly.
“1 won't!”

“You won't?" smiled Gwvnne, “We
shall see about that, my lad! ' about
fed-up with vour airs amd graces, and 1
rather blame mysell for not having
takon some of them out of you before!
Ir might have saved your brother a lot
of trouble! Bend over!”

Wingate minor eyed him  sullenly,
without obeyving. Wilth a twist of his
powerful arm. Gwynne bent him over
the chair., and then the cane rose and
fell with heavy whacks,

“That's six " said Gwynne, throwing
down the cane, “Now cut! And take
that scow! off vour face before 1 see you
again, or 1'll give you snother six.”

Wingate minor, trembling with pas-
sion, left the study, and wriggled his
way back to the Third Form room.
Guwynne proceeded to the Head's study
to wive in his name a3 a candidate in

the captain's election, and he passed
Toder of the Sixth coming out, in the
Head's doorway.

That evening all Greyfriars knew that
there were two Sixth Form candidates
for the captniney—Loder and Gwynne.
And the excitement on the subject wos
inlense,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
L ALLY round |”
“* Yes, rather !
o
_ “Up against Loder all slong
the line!"

“Hear, hear!™
follows discussed the coming captain's
clection with great oxeitement. :

There wad searcely a dissentient voice
g fact that Gerald Loder was standing.
The Remove were up against the bally
of the SBixth. As one man they were
and vote against Loder,

Gwynne, his opponent, was rather
popular, especially as a chum of Win-
been North, or Lucas, or even Walker
or Carne, tho Remove would have backed
him, on account of their long standing
Sixth. The hoavy hand of the Bixth
Form bully had bLeen felt toe often in
the Lower Fourth to be forgotten. And
captain of the school deeply incensed
the juniors, who liked and admired Win-
gate.
in the crowded passage after tea. ” That's
the giddy watchword—rally round [

“The rallviulness will boe terrific,”
ludicrous Giwynne is our man,”

“Yes, mather!”

“Iear, hear!”
major. “ The cad’s got us a licking from
Quelchy ! Down with him!"
(Continued on poge 16.)

Loder Surprises the Remove |

“The ratherfulness is terrifie
In the Remove passage a crowd of
in the Remove when it was known for
going to roll up en Wednesday afternoon
gato's. DBut if the rival candidate had
and deep-seated feud with Loder of the
his insulting manners towards the fallen
“Rally round!” repeated Dob Cherry
said Hurree Singh. “The esteemed and
“ Down with Loder!" roarad Tolsover
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XUCKPT
from 1870 to 1875 Greyvinars has

for a break of five vears—

<

Fawkes' Day
the vear of the

celebrated Gy

evor sinee 16056,

sunpowder Plot, It has always been
he custont to bulld an enormons bon-
ire, and to cast weird and grotesgque

fligics to the Aames,

Formerly, t1+ bonfire was alwavs built
n the Close; nd its proximity to the
chieol  buoaldin proved  a souree  of
langer. In lbud, on the might of the
“ilth, a slrong witid from the sea bhlow
he flames towards the Loilding, with
e result that a aerioas five oecnrred,
lappily no lives were lost, ot p great
leal of damage hidd been done bhefore
e Caurthield  Fire  Bricade—a  vory
wimibive affair e those  davs—sie:
coiled 1o extingmishing the fames,

In canscquence of this ecalanuty, the
wadmaster of that period forbade Cov
Yawkes celebrations; and f[or live yvears
veeviviars had to dispense with s bone
ire,  Fuvworks were also hanued by the
chiool authorities; ot this Lan was evi-
fently  winked at, for lots of fellows
autrived, in sotie mystorions manger,
o snmegle Greworks into the schoal, Tu
lHT . the reckless pupils of the Remove
Form held a pyiorechne dgplay in their
|mmitc.!j, Skvorockets were dischargod
roanr the window s, and went serecching
woer the towers and turrets of Groy-
rars; and all sovris of firewarks swop
hrown down inta the Close 1n 4 <tate of
gridion.  (ne foolizh  veungster dis-
Diarged a rocket ingide the dormitory,
tuder the mpre==ion that 1t was a fire-
vork of a non-soaring kind.,  The rocket
1t the eeciling wich the velociry of a
willet from a machine sine and o
hower of plaster eame down on to the
wands of the merrvmakers. The juniors
tared nghast at the hole 1o the cetling
vliich the roeket had made.

Qf course, the masiers were quickly on
he scene, and there was o g!'im lhl}' of
wekoning for the Guy Fawnwkes ceele-
watora,  The unfortunate youth who
wmd  fired the rocket was awarded a
oundd dozen with the Bireh : the eaptam
M the Form recorved o simalar dosoe:
111[] nmny filrrll.l"l:' Wikrpe ]I‘I‘ﬁﬂ' HI.'JFHI"FI
Naturallv, the Head tnok a verv serions
ciew of the outrage, for it might easily
aive resulied i o tervible firve,

In 1876, a new headmasier agreed to
T revival of Guy Fawkes celebrations,
wit't the provise that the hontive should
e nile on the foothall field, and not in
ho Close, & 1n former vears.
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Since that time there have lieen mno
big calamities. ALl the same time, there
huve been some very exciting Bonfire
Nights,

In 1835, an unpopular master named
Prya hnll an alarming experience. A
jumping-cracker bhecame entangled in
the folds of his gown, amnd set it alight,
Fortunately, a rvouple of  thoughtful
jumiors had brought the hosepipe down

to the [oothall ground in ease of aeel-
vents, and they promptiy gave Me.
Prve a wvery Thnrnugh hapticm. They
extingiished  him, and distinguished
themselves,  Perhiaps  the hosepipe
played wupon Me. Prye rallhicr longer
than wis neeessary. Still, as 1T have
aid, e was an unpopular master, and

tells ws
put out ™

dosibtless deserved at,  History
rhat Mr. Prye was very muclh =
by the incident.

A few years later, Grovfriars had a
very unhappy Bonlive Night. It was a
wild, wet might, and the bonfire stul-
bornly vefused to burn, although dozens
of flaming torches were thrust into it.
Scores of fellows exhausted themselves
i trying to str the smouldering mass
it a blaze, but all thewr offorts were
mu‘.ni.!inj.'; Thoe hreworks, too, were
thoranghly soaked hy the ram, and very
fow would Lighil, llml |HLI||HLLH‘ Baon-
hire Night wus a " wash-aut,” 1 every
soenfe of the term. The Head waa
petipioned, next dav, to allow the Gus
Fawkes celebrations to take place on the
next fine night.,  He sportingly agreed,
with the result that another bonfire was
erectod on the evenming of the 9ih of
November, It blazed up merily on this
cirension, and its rluhl:,.' ghjw could be
seen for miles around.

Another Donfive Night now due,
and the exeitesd jlllﬁm'f-: tell e that it's
going to beat all previous records, Over

;
W&

liftv guyz have been manufvetured, an
j:'.','{'!l.liltll'."-'-"i lmm'l. s  low many erates ol
hrewnrks have boen delis at the

school during the last few aavs,

1 have no doubt that the Fifth will
e celebrated in rousing sivle: and 1
Jwall become a care-free fng again, for
the occasion, and throw myvsell heart and
soul mto the festivities.

I'iext Week :
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LEASE 1o remember the TFifth «of
Noveniber !
We shall remember it at Grey-
friars, all serene. In fnet, there is
not the siightest danger of our I.’nrgﬂtlm.'
it. During the last week the noble army of
guy-makers has been hard at work, nnd mnny
fearful and wonderful efBgies will be eavried
ta the honfire on the night of “the Fifth.r

It seems rather a shame, when you come
to think of it, that the careful work of
any lcisyre |qu1"i will all be destroyed (u
one heectic moment. Dicky Nuegent's guov,
for Instance, is an eluborate rlrll.'l:*-l"ﬂ‘hltlf i
of Hilly DBunter, 16 is the plumpest guy yon
ever saw, amid Licky and his follow-fags huve
token no end of pains with i, 1L is Bunt
te the life, even to the spectacles perched
on the snub little nose?! (They are not real
spets, of course,  Dicky Lought them at a
toyshop in Friardale))

This efMigy of Willlam George Bonter,
planned with gréat care, and fazhiloned witl
much toll, wiil be hornt to glory helore you
cab say * Guy ! What the feclings of Bills
Munter will he when he eees lils 9 doulile
rodsting we con only conjecture. [ imagiue
that the fat junior will bristle with righteou
itbgnation ngalpst the merey guy-makers of
the Recnnd!

Amongst the many other guyvs in the pro-
cession there will be an effigy of Gulidy
Fuwkes himself, Thie iz the work of Micky

L

tresmoied,  The Famous Five have chosen
Coker of the Filth as a fitting subjeet o
a4 puy, nimd onr effigy of the great Hortices

in a res! work of art. We have hidden il
in a seerst ploce unlll the evening of tho
Fifth; lor Coker knows of the guy's exist-
ence, and he will leave na stone unturned Lo
get hold of it.  But Coker, zearch ha ever
i dilgently, will be unluek "he hidipeg-
place of the guy Is = M¢0, v a secret,

“he hnmorous Skioner has he § the amduciy
to nanufocture a guy of Mr. Queleh, the
miuster o1 the Remove. The effigy has becn
spitubly  hedecked with gown und morinr-
board, and it will bear the inscription :

“THE NFRO OF GREYFRIARS!™

T can't help saying that Skinper's per-

verted scmee of humour has carried him n

tittle ton far. The scpgestion that Mre.
Queleh s o dveant ja In rank bad tasie.
t'ertainly he comes down heavily at times,

bt b I8 a centle Inmb eompared with Lhe
tvrant Cmperor who fAddled while Rome wns
burnine. 1 shoaukd  advise Skinner, while
there s vet time. to take his puy to some
lonely Spot wued destroy it. If he darea to
exhibit it on Bonlire ‘-inht. under the nose
ul Mr. HIH-I 1, e will ** get it in the neekinl
portiom of his apatomy,” as Hurree Singh
would sa

HARRY WHARTON,



THE GREYFRIARS

teg F ever a man dezerved to he 'uppged,
I drawn, an' gquartered, an® then put in
the pillory, an' then stoned in the
stocks, that man was Guy Fox !* said
Gosling, with great deliberation. “*'E were
W wrong ‘un, Master Brown—a habsolute
wrong un, ar ever wias! A bad hegg, that's
wob "e was !t

4 Rats!? I retoited. @1 regurd jolly ald
Guy Fawkes os a public bepefactor. 1f 1
wasn't for him there woulil be no bonfires,
un fAreworks, no torehlight processions, no
pothing i

HAn" a good thing, too!™ said Gosling
flereely. 1 don't 'old with these ‘ere Guy
Fux celebrations! A hannual hannoyanes,
that's wot they are! An' thit feller Guy
Fox—drat "im !—oughter ‘ave been drownded
at birth! Do you know wot ‘e dope? ‘K
smuggied ‘isself down in the wvaults of the
‘Wuses of Parlinment, an’ ‘e tried to blow
up the King an® all "is Ministers!"

“1 don't helieve it, Gossy,' 1 =oid,
smiling,. * I believe old Guido was only rot-
ting—putting the wind up the troops, as
wie would say nowndavs. 1 helieve he ooly
did it for o Inrk."

“Well, 'e lost ‘is ‘ead over the job, an’
corve 'lm right '** enld Gosling savagely.

There wins a panse. It was the evening of
The Fi{th,!” and we were stnnding cutside
Goaling's ledge. Dusk had fallen, and very
oot the festivities would begin, snd the fun
would he fast and forious. There woulil be
a torehlight procession in the Close and a

Tom Browwd

By

An fnterview wi'h
WiLLiAs GavLinvG

parade of guys, and then a march down to
the football ground, where a big bunfire
would be lighted, My Leart beat high at
the prospect of all this, but Gosling’s fuce
wid dork and angry.

“1f I was the 'Ead,” said Gosling, "“1'd
aholicate Goy Fox Day to-morrow "

+ Well, that would he ull right, so long
a% you dido't *abolicate ' it to-might!™ 1
suld, laughing.

“1 *ates Oreworks'' growled Gosling, “1
can't stand the sight of "em, nor the smell
uf "em, nor the flashin' an' bangin' of ‘'em "

“ Fireworks are rtipplog!"™ 1 sakd, with
enthusiasm, * 1've pot 4 bundle of zquibs in
my pockot——""

Gosling sprapg back In alarm.

“ Don't you go adoosin® of ‘em off here,
Master Brown! T ean't ablde ‘em! Wot |
zays I8 this 'ere—— "Alla! Wot's all this?"

The darkepned Close suddenly became
animated with rushing fgures.  Fellows came
pouring out of the school building, carrying
weird and grotesque pguys. Toreles were
lighted, and they Aured in the wind, There
was a clamour of merry volees.

Gosling surveyed the scene with o jnundiced
eye. Presently he gave a viulent start,

“My heye!™ he cjoculated, * The—the
owidacious young rips! They've actually got
a guy of me—-Willlam Gosling !

“And a jolly elever oy, too!" T =ald
"u!t:s: you to the life, Gossy—uniform and
nll ]

The effigy which represented our aged and
venerable porter was being carried by Rus

HERALD.
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wll and Ogilvy, Where those bright youths
nad obtdiued the uniform from, goodness
guly kmows: ‘but it waa there, all compleie,
and  the dwmmy Agure earried a  hroom.
Hussell amd Ogilvy boré it aleng, lauvghiog
yproariously, :

“The —the cheeky vyoung warmints!"
roared Gosling. " They're goin' to put me
on the bonfire—leastways, not me, but me
double! 1 won't let "em do it! I'll collur
that Lthere guy .

And Gozling, with a bellow the bull of
Bashan might have envied, made a sudden
rusli towards the hilarious juniors,

At that precise moment there was a serjes
of baugs and fHashes, apd Gosling foyud him-
self surrounded by leaping, sputtering fire-
works. Jumping crackers leapt at him from
the darkpess: there was a comstant crack,
erack, crack! of exploding squibs, and
Giosling leaped high in the air. He estub-
lished a record for the veterans' high jump,
the previous best having been put up by
Methuselah,

o Yaroooooh ! velled Gosling, o wild
alarm. ““ You — yvou mad-brained Young
‘onligans! My trowsis ‘as caught fire!l

‘Elp!"

W Rarward, the fire brigadel”™
Rusaell, * Gossy’s on fre!’”

' Ha, ha, ha!™

There was a rush of feet towards the hap-
lezs Gosling, and he was seized by many
hauds and whirled away towards the school
fountaln,

“ Iy with him!" roared Jolinny Bull,

“ ‘Kllup!" panted Gosling. * Wot ure you
daln’ of, yon young villaigps?"

=plash !

The unfortunate Gosling was whirled off
Lis feet, and the npext moment he was
foundering in the wide howl of the foun-
tuin. I1f he had indeed been on fire, the
nuthreak was thoroughly extinguished now !

Spluttering and gurgling, the unhappy
Gasling serambled out of his unwelcome hath
and squelched savagely away to his lodge.
[ hind not fnished interviewing him, nor did
1 intend to. Gosling was in mo state o Le
nterviewed just them, 1 would rather Lave
interviewed a lion in his den thon William
tiosling at that moment, .

The next day found Gosling more convineod
than ever that ** Guy Fox Day ** ought to be
““aholicated " !

roared
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CY FORKS was the man who [n-
G veuted gunpowder, Most  people
think he was a Spanopyard, bl as
a mutter of fact, he was horu in
Yorkshire, Being fond of fghting and blud-
ched, he joined the Spannish Army when he

grew up.

One summer, he melt a man named
Winter, and they started diskuessing the
stute of England at that period.

o What's your opinion of RKing James,

Guy " ashed Winter.

“1 think he's a wash-ont,” ansered Guy
Forks promptly. * 1 have already th:'hl-h'lid s
get rid of him, and he alo't a-going to reign

Fis

na more

s Good!  And what do you think of the
Hense of Lords?"

“Bah! A lot of fops and frampz!"" saul
Guy Forks contemptuonsly. = What they
want i3 a jolly good blowingap, 1 vole we
go back to Engiand, Winter, aud slore some
pucks of guupowder in the seller of the

et e —

GUY FORKS!

From an Essay by
Bolsover Minor.

House of Lords, and biow up the King aud
all his Ministers,"

* Blow ‘em sky-high, by all means!™ said
Winter. “ But bow are you golng to pget
Into the place 2’

** Easy enuff,” said the ingenlous Guy.
“There's a pul of mine—a fellow named
Thomas Perey—who Mappens to live next
door to the Houses of Parlyment. 1 shall
g Lo m, under the pame of Johnion, aml
lie will engapge me ns his zervant, One dark
might 1 shall =peak into the seller under the

Y Honse of Lords, and smuggle cnuff gun-

powder there to blow  lwil  London  to
smitherecns !’

“ My hat!"™ gusped Winter. * But—but

you'll be blown up yourself, Guy, when you
fire the pgunpowider!™

Gy Forks larfed.

“1'Il ehuoee that,®™ he said lightly, “ It
will be for a good caunse, anyway. You'll
come back to Eugland with me, won't youm,
Winlepor

“ Yeq, rather! But I'm nol coming down
into the seller with you, thanks! Life is
Lty preshust™

%o the two plotters returoed to Eogland,
where they were joined by other plotters.
Aud they all put their heads together, and
desided that Novemher the Fiftl, 1405,
would be a ripping night for earrying out
Guv's great stupt, But most of the plotters
were eraven cowherds. They wanted to get
rid of the King and tlie Parlyment, but they
didn't want to get bhlown aop in the -process,
50 they arrapged that Guy Forks himself
should do the dangerns part of the birziness.
Guoy dido't orviad a bit.

|

RBut there was a trayter in the ranks of
the plotters, and this tretchervs hound
snecked to the Guvverment,

Un the fateful night of the Fifth, when
{iuy Forks was on his knees In the =eller,
sroping for his wax vestérs, he was sud-
denly pounced upen by the Kings mel.

The game was up; and the dork, doring,
dasterdly, diabollicle plot of Guy Forks was
never executed, But Goy was! On January
q1sb, 1600, he was marched to the seaflold,
where he got it in the neck gnod and proper,
Severnl of the other. plotters had thelr hends
chupped off at the same time. .

The last words * ¢ Guy Forks were: “T
Lave lit a candle ir. England which will never
he put out!” This was a fgger of specth,
meaning that the Gunpowder Plot would
yever be forgotten. And, sare enuif, I i2
remembered and sellybrated to this day.
We make guyvs and build bonfires and let off
fireworks, and we chant the well-known
aitty :

“ Remember, remember,

The Fifth of November,

Uuupowder treason amd plot;
When Guido, poor feller,
Wius nabbed in the seller,

And afterwards caught it red-hol @™

RSN SRR REAE RS AR S EREEE

DON'TS FOR THE FIFTH!

BON'T hold a jumping-cracker in front of
your face after yon have ignited it, or you'll
he a jumplug-cracker yourself !

DON'T fall asleep on the footerdfield, or
some short-sighted person might mistake yoa
for a guy and shove you on the bopfire;

DON'T foreet to wash your chivvies after
winding up the celebrations on the Fifth, or
the House dame will have something to say
when she sees the smoke-begrimed pillow.
cases, Then there’ll he more fireworks om
the Sixth!

Tue Macyver Lisrary.—No. 920
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(("ontinued from page 15)

*Qix in e morning !" grinned Poter
Todd. ' lodere's got us six 1 the morn-
ing, but we'll give him the kybosh at
three in the afternoon.”

“Hn, ha, ha!”

The Removites roared over DPotor’s
little jest, The clection was timed for
three on Wednesday afierncon, but the
“gix " on “l'wosday morning were, of
course, the six strokes from Mr. Quelch's
1o ne.

That dread sentenee worried most ol
the Removiles. Lord Mauleverer said
dismally that he was going to dream
about it all wight, It was all that was
needed, if anylbing was needed, to make
the Removitos back up enthusiastically
against Loder. Even Blinner, who had
a sncaking admirntion for Loder as s
irst-class sportsman and blackguard, was
determined to volte against him in re
venge for the licking.

“The Remove vote will very likely
turn the scale,” said Harry Wharton.
“ Kvery man's got to roll up and give
Loder the kybosh.”

“You bet!"

"Most of the fags will vote against
him,” said Squiff. * Nobody in the
Lower School likes Loder."

“Well, somoe of the fags will vole as
they're told,” said Ilazeldene.  Walker's
backing Loder, and he will jolly well
thrash his fag if he doesn't vote for
Walker's man.”

“That's not fair play!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry hotly.

“Not at all: Lut there it is” grinngd
Hazeldene, "Iz thore ever any fair play
in electiona "

“Well, there ought to be,"” said Dob.
“livery chap ought™o vote according to
his conscience, after thinking the mattem
out. I'll jolly well punch any Remove
chap who doesn’t vote for Gwynne!”

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Hazol.

“What are vyou cackling at?" de-
manded PBob, “ Wa've got to back the
best man, and Gwynna's the host man,
isn't he Bunter was saving something
about voting for Loder, Let me catch
Iy gt ot !

“I say, vou frllows "

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is! My
hat!  You look aa if you've been through
it. Bunter!”

“"That beast, Lodor——"

“Loder again?" said Harry Wharton,

“I've been through it! I've had an
awful time! The heast chased me round
his study table, you know, swiping me
with a canc. Then that ass Walker got
i the way when I was bLolting, and 1
hurt my head on his waisteoat—*

“Ha, hn, hat"

“"The brute wouldn't even listen to me.
vou know." groaned Bunter. " Just
Eltchpd into mo, like the heastly hully

e 18, 1 say, you fellows, I'm going to
vote agaimst Loder on Wednesday !”

“Gﬂﬂ'd EEH!?! T

"Did you go to Loder to tell him so 7"
grinned Skinner. “That wnas rather
asking for it, wasn't it®"

“"No. I went to make him an offor.”
said Bunter, “ You see, Loder conld get
us off that licking to-morrow morning,
if he liked. 1 was going to offer to vole

Tue Macwer Lisrary,—No. 926,

far b of he'd zpeak to the ITead and
got e afl, Ses?”
"Why, you fat worm!"™
“Ath, really, Choerry——
“Anid chdn't Losder chick ™ chuekled
skinnoer,

“Tle never even hstenod to a chap!™
groaned  auter, “"He suspeoteod that
el vome to lne study to bng something
from his cupboard. As if 1 would, you
know !

" Ha, lia, ha!"

“Blessed f 1 ser anvthing to cackle
nt. LU'm jolly sore!" spud DBunter, dis
mallv. " I've been in severe pain for on
hour or more—awfal pain, 1n fact, I'm
hungrv, too. My poslal-order never
came by the alternoon post, as 1 ex-
pected —"

"o houn "

“Thero's still time to cut down to the
tuckshop before it closes,” said DBunter.
"Only, you see, the last post 15 in, and
my postal-order husn't come, I vou like
to lend me the five bob, Cherry——"

“How-wow ! "

“1f you like to lond me the half-crown,
Inky, you can have the postnl-order as
roon aa pver it comes in the morning.”

“The hkefulness s not terrific.”

“Makoe 1t a bob, Wharton.”

“ Ask me agnin at Christmas,” said the
captain of the Remove,

“1f yon've got a tanner about you,
Nugent—-""

“Two or three," said Frank Nugent
cheorfully,  “T'm keeping them about
me, too,’

“1 say, Johnnyv—""'

"Go and eat coke!” growled Johnny
Bull. “You chaps, T think we'd better

i¥

werag Bunter for offering his vote to

Loder. He might cateh Loder in oa
better temper another time, and offer it
again,’’

“"(Good wheeze, Collar him !

“Yah!"

Bunter vanished into Study No. 7 and
slatnmaed the door.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Toder !
shouted Dob Cherry suddenly. “Coming
np ko our passage, by Jove !”

* Cheek 1™

“Rush’ him 1"

“"Hold on!” eoxclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, as two or three excited fellows made
a movemaent.

“Thoe rushfulness is the proper caper,”
exclaimed Hurrea Singh. © The execellent
and disgusting Loder has got us a lick-
Mg ;

" One's enough,” said Wharton, * Keep
cool, you chaps. If wo handle Loder
ogain 1t means & lHead's licking as well
as one fram Quelehy,”

"“Bomething in that,"” said Tom Brown.
“Let him rip "

Loder of the Sixth came up the Re-
move staircase. The crowd of juniors
in the Remove passage eyed him almost
wolfishly. -

They fairly yearned to lay hands on
the bully of the Sixth, roll him along
the passage, and roll him down to the
next landing. It really seemed rather
revkless of Loder to venture into the
Lion's den in this wav, profect as he
WA, l‘l: had been demonstrated once to
hitn, that very day, that the Remove
sometimes forgot the resiweet die to a
profeck,

But the juniors restrained their vengo-
ful impulse. They were “for it ' alrendy
for having handled Loder, and enough

e st o b S Sl o S —
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was ax good as a feast, when it came to
lickings,

Bt their looks showed that they would
not he very patient with Gerald Loder.
If he had rome to the Remove quarters
to exercise his usual bullying proclivi
tre#, ot was certain that there would Lo
an outhreak,

_Dut for once Loder was mot looking
dolmneering, or aggressive, or unploa-
sant.  There was actually a genial smile
ou his face a= he came up to the crowd
of lowering juniors, He gave the cap
tain of the Remove a pleasant nod, much
to his astonishment,

1've just looked in to say a few woril-
trl:-]:,rnu IRemove men,” said Loder agree
alily.

“Oh, my hat!"

" Finch me!" murmured Bob Cherry.
"“This is a dream !”

“Hua, ha, ha!"

" We had some trouble to-day,” eail
Loder. " Now, you follows shouldu't
have done what you did. You know as
well ns I do that there's such a thing s
discipline.” But  thinking the matler
over, I've como to the conclusion thai
[ was rather in the wrong, and I dou't
mind saying so, though it's not usual
for a prefect to speak like this to Lower
School fellows. The fact is, I said some-
thing jolly unpleasant to Wingate of the
Sixth, and you heard me. You all like

Wingute —"

"We do!" said Dob.
o And you're right,” eaid Loder.
‘Wingate's one of the best: and it's &
great Joss for Greyfriars that he's
resigned the captainey.”

i {}h 'rl]

"1 can see that as well as anvbody,"
said Loder blandly. * We shall nover got
another skipper like old Wingate, he
cause there isn't another man in the
achool of the same quality., 1 don't
blame you juniors for standing Ly him.
1 spoke to 'Lim i o rather rotten way,
and I'm going to apologise to him for
the words I used.”

Wi Uh !!I

“But that's neither here nor there,”
sald Loder cheerily. “To come down to
brass tacks, I'm overlooking what you
did this afternoon. I've explained 1o
the Head that you Remove men were a
bit excited, and misunderstood things a

little, and begged him to let you off on
that account.”

T ‘*’vh‘tr”

i Ehrrr

“0Oh, crumbs!™

“Tho Head's speaking to Mr. Quelch
about it,” said Loder, “There won't be
any “six’' in the morning. Tt's all of.
As the offended party, T had the right
to bog you off, and I'm glad to say T was

SUCCoss ul,"
“Well I Wharton.

“My hat!"
5 "lEl[ course, we're dreaming this," said

o,

Liovler laughed pleasantly,

“Just & word more,” he zaid. " You
Remove men got a bit out of hand, Le-
rause yvou admire old Wingate so much.
Well, you're right. You went to him
to ask him to withdraw his resignation.
I wish you'd succeeded.”

i }1],"].“, !11

“1I'm getling up a petition in (e
Sixth,” went on Loder. EGM;;' idea is for
the whole of the Bixth to put it to Win-
gate, and beg him to withdraw his
resignation. We want him as eaptain
of the school. If he consents, then the
election on Weodnesday is off, of course.”

“(ircat Bcott !

“That’s how the matter stands,” said
Loder. " We're drawing up a paper,
dnd all the Sixth will sign it, asking
Wingale to withdraw his resipnation.

gasped  Harry
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want all the lower Forms to sign if,
a. I lope I can rely on you Hemove
n to pud N your nanies,”

Yes, rather !” [_"E_l=]1l'1! Bob fI'hEl‘!‘}',
The ratherfulness is terrific,”
‘You—you—you mean i, Loder®”
stuttered Peter Todd.

“(Certainly.”

Then—ihen 1 take back a lot of the
shings I've been - thinking about you,
-__.-'hh.'f'.” Fil]-i 'l-l'h|t|:-,.' Enllillr”}.'.

FLaoder emiled,
“That's all right,”

“Woe've

I eaid,

21 our little troubles, and we don't
slways see eve to eye; but m tles matter
se're quite in agrecment;  we  waul

Wingate back in his ol plage.”

“Hear, hear!”

“'I'he paper will he an the table in the
prefects’ room ta-morrow,” =aid Loder.
‘T want every Greylriars man, big and
httle, to sign it. That will prove to

Wingate that the whole school wants
hm."”

And Loder of the Sixth nodded to the
janiors, and went down the Remove

stairense, leaving the Remove absolutely
dumbfounded,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Loder's Master Stroke !
WHARTON L CO.

ARRY .
turned out of the Hemove
dormitory very cheerily the fol

!-H".itu: FOriing.

There was no “six ' after prayers,

Poksibly Mr. Quelch was glad to he
rolieved of the hefty task of caming the
whole Form. There was no doubt that
the whole Form were relieved.

Opinion in the Remove, on the suliject
of (1era 51' I.a-‘l.ll.J'_' el W~ VLY
madiliod] naw,

i‘kl"”l.:l'u.‘-: who |l|l-|. I',‘-.|-|'-'h-L| i sSevero
caning, and cacaped from the saue
unexpectedly,  could help feelmg
lrhllgi'l! 10 I;ll-: |:Il'l'|..l'-'| whio lJ[II.J. '|1|-5:1_fr-|j
them off,

They had handled Leder, and handlel
him severely, and it was Loder who had
weighed in to save them from the con
SO LCNCDS,

It was unexpecicdly and amazingly
kind of Loder,

That it wuas an clectionecering dodge,
in view of (Lo coming clection, was o
naturnl suspicion, on thoughts;
nevertheless, there it was; there was no

IR LA S|

A TLEE |

Tt

-1-|'|'L]'|1I

“eix ¥ after prayers,
Morrovelr, Wis 1T @n electioneeringg
dodge?  Aceording to what Loder lnd

siid. there was to be no election at all
if he eould prevent at,

If The eleciion took place, Gswynne il
Loder stood as the rival candidates; bhut
i Wingate withdrew Insg recignation, the
whole thing was off, and Grarge Win
gate  would be caplain of Greylriar
AEAIN.

That way a constummation devoutly to

e woished, from the pomt of view ol
mo-t of the school ; but nobody had ex
IJLHIMI ]_lnr]1'|' Lih IHL*' tjll'l'. VoY, H:Hr'-

who knew bhim, had suspeeted  1hat,
r.q_:ll||:|'i|.|':|'|.'|.' ar Hf!ll'l'1 I'H" ||i|l| |:|JII|: Fy | |"-i4.|II[
ir| '”-|-|“.|I_::||l._.|- ﬂl“'””.. lu._lt];:{.ij[- r WEREE A FF R ELnl]
Wingate's motives wers totadly unknown
amd mysterions; but he was net the
f:-]"n'.'.' to ack on a ":I.Ir||]1'n L} h-m-, '|'.1 linel
a molive, and a strong one, whatever 1
was., And Harry Wharton & o, had
wondered whether Loder had somchon
had something te do with it —and know-
g that Loder had taken up the cap-
tain's nunor, they had even wondered
whether Jack Wingate was mvolved n
the matter eomehow—in which they had
drifted very near to the facts,

But Loder's new move took the wind
out of the =ails of lLis detraclors, as it
WOre.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

It amared his own Triends in the
Sixth,

It amazed Wingate,

Veornon-Suth, after thnpking the

matter ouf, declared in the Remove that
it was all gammon; but for the
ENFEACIONS Bounder was wrong. It was
not EFOrmman g for lltElJ[. l]ﬂj.'. the paper
lay on the table i the }!'I'*..‘fl.'"*". raoin
for all Gresiriars o sign,

Farihe

It was known that the headmaster had
accepted Wingate's vesignation reluct-
antlyv; fairly certain that he
woutld welenme the |".E-I.|-h.l'i:|l of l_a":'-‘-_".'l-l'iﬂl":;
back in his old place. All, therefore,
depended on George Wingate's decision
T'hat the whole school—including Gerald
Laoder—warnited i to resune e Cape
tainey, was made clear by the lengthy
document m‘.lﬂi']l Wagi 500l covoered with
signatures— Loder’s standing at the head
ot it,

Harry Wharton & ('o., much puzzled,
were driven Lo the conclusian that they
had misjudged Loder.

If the petition had its expectod cffect,
the election wounld be off, and Loder’s
supposed ambitions woulid be knocked
completely on the head,

And how could it fail?

Whatever might be George Wingate's
unknown matives for could

WwWils

resigning,

PRICE
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lie persist in his resignation in tho face
of a demand from the whole schoal that
he ehould resume his old place?

It did not seemn hikely.

Not eontent with inaungurating this
extraprdinary movement, Loder of the
Sixth took the trouble to canvas for
signatures that day. He interviewed
Coker of the Fifth, and persuaded that
great man to sign; and, of course,
Potter and Greene signed, too, and
neacly all the IMifth, Juno® signatiures
were sprawled all over the paper; even
Lard  Mauleverer exerted himself to
saunter into the prefects' room and sign
—and a blotty, smeary smudge an-
nonneed that W, G. Buniter had alzo
oxorted himseli, Tubby & Co. of the
Third rolled up as one man. Unly one
panie 1n the Third was mussing, and

that, ecuriously enough, was Wmgate
minor. Jack Wingate was the only
Third-Former who did not secmn

to care whether his brother remained
captain of the school or npot, Ui all the
Rixth, only Gwynne's signature was
lacking—and that excited considerahle
surprise, as he was Wingate's chum. It
gave Tise to a suspicion that Gwynne of
the Sixth was letting ambition trinmph
over [riendship, and certainly did harm
to hiis popularty.

IBut Gwynne had no choice in the.

him sharply

school,

There was a storm of cheering, and many
Billy Bunter made an attempt to voie with both hands, but Mr,
to order, and only one of Bunter's {at paws was counteds The two
Form-masters proceeded to count, amid a buzz of suppressed voiced, By the show
of hands it was pretly obvious that Loder would be selected captaln of Greylriars
(Nee Chapler 12.)

hands were raised in support® of Loder.
Quelch called

Tre Macxer Linrary.—No. 926,
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matter. Koowing Wingate's motive, he
kiew that ha= friend could not withdreaw
liis resignation; and, knowing that, i
woulidl huve been sheer humbug to sign
the paper. His abstention surpeised all
the school—excepting Loder. Mo Loder,
it siruply revealed the fact that Wingate
must have confided the truth to Gwynne.

I'ne petition was to be presentad i
Wingate after lea that day; and the
reneral opinion was that he would give
i1, and do as all the school desieed,

“ Loder's not a bad chap,” said Bob
Cherry, at tea in Study No. 1 theat after-
moon. " We've had a lot of trouble with
b, snd he's no end of & bully; but 1
really think he must be all rnight at
heart.” .

“Hu seeris to realise that Wingate s
the best man going, as captain of the
wehool," remarked Nugent.

“It beats me,” conlessed Ilarry, 1
never expected anything hke it from
l.oder. 1 even thought well, 1t secmn
that 1 was wrong. | suppoae il's dawned
on Loder that Wingatoe's the Losl man
for the job."

“ Anyhow, it's a great wheeze, and
Wingate simply can't refuse,”  said
Johuny Bull. " But if he does—"'

“(Oh, he won't!" surd Bob cheerily.

“No, [ think he can't, But if he does,
T'tm eather blessed if T dou't vote for
loder in the election. Tt can't be said
thut he hasn’t done his very best to keep
Wingate in tho job.”

“And twynne hasn't," said Tlob,
“That's s bit of & surprise -1 thought
Gwynne would jump at . Dut he's not

signed,” _ 1
* Voultin ambition !" grinned
Nugent, “°1 suppose the wdea of becom-

1 captain of the schoal has got imteo his
hoead o hittle.”

“Well, I don't like to think that of
Gwynne ; but, dash it all, he ought to
liuck up his own friend, especially with
Loder givi the lead," said Tob.
“ Loder's backing up Wingate, though
thev're  pretty  well known to  be
enemies. "

“Is derent of him," said Wharton.
“1ilise — unbesas  there's  gomething
Liediineel it that we don't cateh on to.”

“ What could there be ¥ asked Bob, in
astormshment.

“ Blewsed of 1 know ! said the raptain
of the Hemove candidly. “1 nover
{rpnsted Loder, that's all. But a fellow
ling to admit that he secmns to be playing
the game straight enough now.”

Biumilar opinions woers expressed in
minny studies ; Loder of the 8Bixth, for
the first time in his carcer, was popular
in Lthe school. He was woll aware of 11,
and he amiled to himself over it, as he
wat in his study at tea with Walker and
(‘urne. For hw populanty in the Lower
Srhool, Gerald Toder did not care a
hiutton—he would rather have Leen
fesred than liked. But it was useful
till the election was over—ihat was all
loder wanted, After the election, it
wis extremely probable that Gerald
Loder’s new popularity would vanish as
sucdidlenly as it hdd arnsen.

('urne had a puzsled look on his face

whon he came into Loder's study and
joined him and Walker at ten. o had
sl come from the prefect's room,

“1low's the giddy petition goin'?"
asked Loder,

“Proctically every man in the sehnol
hus signed,” suid Carna.  “ I've just left
i crowd of the Becond sticking on more
sinudges, Arn you guite ont of yvour
evises, Loder 7"

1 hope not.”

“You've dished yoursell properly, so
far a8 I cun pee. Don't you wantl to bag
the captainey after oll 27
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READ THE TOPPING FOOTER YARN IN THIS WEEK'S " GEM™!

Ladler grimned

Just ow B U e anawered,

“Well, you've dished vour hanooes,
Wingate simply ean't refuse Lo do as the
whole school asks him,
iolly good many friends st Grovirnes il
e does"

“OF courae, that would be very painful
to e, sand Loder gromeailv,  And
Walker gave a chuekle,

“Well, he enn’t refuse,” said Carne,
“1 don't know what bee be's ot 1n b
Lonnet : ot he ean't stand oot mprnlnst
the whole school.'

“Terhaps he eon”  grmned  Loder
“"TPerhaps it's absolotely ampossihile for
him to withdraw his resignation,

“T'hat’s rol. loew could it Le im-
possible ¥

“Well, it might be he might think
ao, at least, You sce.” drawled laoder,

“I happeo to know his reason, omd it's
A clincher. Wingate can't possibily withe
druw  his Tw-l'.y.;nuti{m. and b ean't
possibly give a public explanation of his
mobives. T haven't dished oy chances,
old man- U've dished Wingute, and 1've
dishedd Gwynne, 1'm going te win tho
election 1o morrow.™

" Looks like a walk-over,” cohucklid
Walker. ""We're going to have a gddy
titne 1 the Bixth, Carne, old man, with
Laoviler ps captain. The jolly old bonds
will be relazed o little.”

“More than a little,” grinned Loder,
“and the Lower Hrhool will he brought
up to timu pretty sharply. ‘They, don't
fug the Remove under Wingute—but the
Romove will be fagged when I'm captain
of Greyfriarse.  Some of those cheeky
voung rotters will find life hardly worth
hvinge."

“Don't tell 'em so before to-morrow,”
said Walker,

“Ha, ha! No."
Arthur Carne stared at Loder.

" Then you know Wingate's reazon for
rosigning ' he asked,

“1 happen to know it."

“It's a real one—not a whim*"

B & TTT O

“Momsed iF T can understand ! Ti

must  he  something  shady, I ‘should
Lhunk,” saud Carne,

“Right on the nail—it's shady !" saidl
Loder., “1 won't go inte particulars--
what's the good? DBut Wingate's bound
to stand h; liis rosiguation, sl I don't
risk ouything by what 1'm doing, or |
jolly  well shiouldn't be doing it, old
boan., Wingute will ieritate o lot of the
fellows by refusing to take any notice of
the petinon, and that's all to the .
He's been a hittle tin god at Greylriars
loo long !

“I'm with vou there,'
if H‘l'-_'_ LB

“I fancy I've done n good electionser-
ihg stroke of business,”
a satisfied grin. “ You'll see, old bean.”

“Yes—if the clection comes off,” said
(‘arne.

“It will come off all right !”

“Wait pnd eec!” grinned Walker,
“Pass the ham-sandwiches! Loder,
vou'll have to lick your for the way
w's made these sandwiches—careless
Little secoundrel !

“1T'Il make a nole of
day."

“1la, ha, ha!"

If that conversation in Loder's study
huad been overhioard by Groyfriars gener-
ally, his new popularity would probably
have evaporated on the spot. Fortun-
ately for the vandidate for eolection, it
wans uol overheusrd,

agreed Carne,

it—for Thurs-

Bl wall fose al

nutd Loder, with

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Time cof Ashing !

& [] :Ir
N “ Now, look here, Wingate,"
l sarel Tom North.

“MNa "

“Took at the giddy petition!" said
Potter of the Fifth., * You can't turn
down a thing like thut, Wingate."

"You can’t, mdeed,” sud Gerald
_I.-H-lll"l'_ i hiis mldost tone, Tt peally
ot treating the school well, Wingate. '

Wingute's rogged Tace wus Aushed anild
distressed. A party of the Sixth and
Fifth had waned on him in Lis study,
after ten, to present Loder's preciou-
puetition from the whole school.  Lode
was in the lend - hie was glad (o make
himsedi consprenous in such a popular
movement—as he hod the best of reansons
for  knowing  that it could come to
nothing, and could enly cause George
Wingrute ertnhar rasammient,

Walker and North of the Sixth were
with him, aml Potter amwd Greene and
Blundell of the Fifth—all First-cleven
nwen. A buzzing of voiees and a seafiing
af Teet 1o the passage ontside indicatod
that oo many more fellows were ot
hawd. The study door was half-open, o
that the crowd  outside coull  hear
Loder very particularly wanted them to
hewr,

“"Youn s, it's like this,” went on
Loder. Tl whole sehool wants you
to play up, Wingate! You can take it
from me that we all feel this scriously,
because von and 1, to Lo quite frank.
have never heen friend<, We don't pull
togelher, and you've recently hoofed mo
out of the first eloven. Ho if you lind
e as keen as the rest on your keeping
the captainey, you can take it that
Gireyiriare wanls you,"

" Well put 1" suid Walker.

“DBravo, Loder! came o shiout fron

“_IF Passage, e stontorian tones recog-
tisnbhle ns Pob Chorey s,

That generous specch from the fellow
whom the juniors |m.|_| mlways considered
the worst follow in the Sixth, and the
most  unplessant  bally ot Greylrines,
hud an unmense offoct on all henrers,

Wingate wan surprised himself, 1w
chistrust of Loder was greal : but he bl
no fuult to find with him now. [t pever
even crossed hos mind that Loder knew
the canse of lis resignation, nnd knew
that he cogld not wathdraw 1t without
being bound in honour to give his minor
up to the Head's sentenes.

“OGood  man, Lodee !
Temple of the Fourth,
[ L]
refuse now, Wingate,'

“Say the word, old pippin ! shonled
Bob Cherry 3 and there was n langh.

“Look at the petition ™ uegod
Lreone of the Fifth, saa Wingate did not
wpenk, M It's wigned by nearly every
man ut Giroylriars, "

“1 beliove only twa fellows have lefi
it unsigned,” said Loder, "1 forget the
namies ——"

“Wingale minor and Gwynne of (hie
Sixth,” said Walker.

Wingate set his lips.

“Well, that shows that nobody has
beon  foread  to wign,”  snid  Toder,
“Any fellow who didu’t want Lo sign
left it alone, and there were only two
in all the school. It's not often that a
fellow gots & vole of confidence hike this,
Wingate, and really I must say 1 think
you ought not to turn it down,”

“It can't be helped,” said Wingate,
“I can't withdraw, I had a good
reason for doing es I did, and that's
tho end of it. I dare ray you meant
well in this business, Loder, but 1 wish
you'd left it alone!”

ol
can |
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“1 eertainly meant well,” said Lader,
1 kuyow what's for the good of the
swchoal—perlinps a litile beiter than you
do, Wingate,” from the look of things.
1 say ont platnly that you sught to take
p the captainey agam alter this.”

“Uear, hoar !

“1¢ can't be done, amd that settles
s Anyv [ellow wheo thiuks that my
spinion 15 worth anyfling will take my
gdvice gml  vote tor Gwynne lo-
morrow,” said George Wingate.

“That's all very well ! said Potter,
“You seotn very kéen  on  getting
Gwynne in; he doesn’L secm o keen on
keeping you in, Wingate,”

“Gwynne knows why I've resigned;
Fvo told him,” said Wingate quickly.
“He knows I can't take it back.”

“Then 1 don's why you can’'t
explain to the school,” said Potter rather
tartly. * We've always backed you up
as captain, and we're ontitled to an
explanntion when you practically throw
us over.”

“1 know,” said Wingate uncomlort-
ably. “I feel that, Bui I can’t go mto
it—it's a personal affair. But Iﬁm'p 1t
is—my resignation stands. Yote
Gwynne to-Inorrow 1

“Oh, bother Gwynne!”
“Nover mind Gwynne |
Wingate.,”

“Hear, hear!” came in a shont from
the passage.

“1 =say, vou

bt Bl

for

sald Groone.

fellows, bump liin if he

deesn't say * Yes!'” squeaked Dhilly
Bunler,

“Iia, ha, bhat™

“ Now, once more, Wingate—"" said
Loder in his silkiest tone,

“ Let it drop!™” said Wingate, I tell

vou it ean't bs done!l My angwer 15
" No!" D' sorry, but I can’t give any
other answer.”

“]"l‘lmL'rs not treating Greyfriars very
well,”

“That's my answer!"” said Wingate
curtly, Perhaps something shifty and
malicious in Loder's eyes caught him,
for his brow darkencd. ‘“The fact is,
Loder, if you've done all ihis with good
intentions I'm obliged to you; but—but
you've never been keen on my account
hefore. 1 hope I'm npt doing you any
injustice, bt this looks to me——"

“Well, what does it look?" said Loder,
with a sneer,

Wingate breathed hard

It looks to me as if yon know some-
thing ahout the affuir, and jolly well
know that T ean't withdraw my resigna.
tion,” he said.

“0Oh, my hat!"
with a very eurious lonk at
of the SBixih.

Lader roddened.

“T won't say anyiling i answer to
that. Wingate,” he said.  “T’l] leave it
ta the fellows to judge. So far as I can
soe, it was a siddden whim on yaur part
ta throw up the eaptainey, you've
pot auy reason, you never told me—
and I'm uot a thought-reader, But
after that, of course, i's impossible {or
me to sav any more. 1f you distrust
e to that extent I'd better step out.”

And. with a preat deal of digmty,
Loder retired from Wingate's study,

An uncomfortable silence followed his
exit.

Wingate was feeling extremely un-
comfortahle s hiz distrust of Loder was
deep, hut he felt that his suspicion was
ungenerous, and onght not to have been
i terod, He could read the =ame
agpinion in other faces,

“Well,"” said Potter at last, "it's no
gooid heeping this on if Wingate really
pacans hnsiness,  T'm fod-up ™

“Sorey " said Wingate. “T1 ran't
change mwy answer, If you're fed-np,
Putter, chuck it,"”

murmured Potter,
the cad

We want you, |

" THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

{
TWOPENCE. 19

“MAGNET"” PORTRAIT GALLERY.

No. 10.—Lord Mauleverer (of the Remove).

A delightinl combination ol

indolence and generosily,
Mauleverer, the slacker of the Remove, is gomething of an enigma to his
Manly must bave been born tired, for to
is & millionaire— presents ** too much fag."”
filled cushion, and then leave him in peace and he'll Iall
two seconds. Generous to a fault, Mauly finds it much easier to say
‘ np " when anyone seeks s favour of him.
cause to bless the day that Mauly turned up,

Herbert Plantazenet
schooliellows.
m aven the lpuuiin% of his money-—-aond he

ordship a sofa, & well-
aslesp blessing you in about
“ yos "' thano

Thus, Bunter of the Remove has had
for the slacker is & never-snding source

Give his lazy

of supply to the Owl when he's wanting cash. I
Mauly shares study No. 12 with Bir Jimmy Vivian, s distant relative ol his, and Piet
Delarey, and this apartment is most laxuriously nppointed, It iseale to say that Mauly

has never dons anyone an ill
popular with his Form fellows.

“Well, T don't see that there was any
need to insult Loder, when he's done bis
best 1o keep youl in the captuiney,” sl
Potter. 1t scems to me that Loder's
shown up a good deal Letter than you
have in this business.™

And with that Potter of the Fifth
witlked out with Greene. 'The rest of
the deputation followed him from the
study with olonded faces. The perition
was left on the table unheeded.

There was o deep groan i the pas
sage as the door closed. A crowd ol
fellows  expressed  their  feelings by
groaning in chorns, Wingate of the
Nivth had heen cheersd times withont
number. but this was the lirst time he
had been groaped, and pinde  Liim
AN B,

“ Rlegand iF T understoad Wingate 1™
aid Bolb Cherry, as he walked away
with his chums.  “lle’s not treating us
well”

e trentfulpess is not  ternblieally
well,™ spid 1urree Jumset Ram Ringh.
“There will e un election, after all, to-

marrowfully,  Tlow are iy esteemvd
pals going to vole?”
COwwvnne, 1 suppose,” suhill  Tarrey

Whartomn, ot he spoke rather dabnonsly,
Foder banad sirecasalinal i1 Itl:lt-.illp; liis
peace with the Famaons Five, aud Py
Ll sliered their opiion of hime very
considerally,  But they had not qpinite

turn in his life' and ay
His guardian is Sir Reginald Brooke.

a natural conseguence he is very

reached the point of deciding to vole
for him, though a good many other fei-
lows had.

“Well, 1 suppose we'd betfer stick (o
Gwynne,” said Bob. *'lle's Wingate's
pal. anylhow, and Loder's alwuys been a

bhad cgg- Up to now, at any rale.
ot that U'm  specially keem  on
Gwynne,"

“Qume here,” said Jobnny Ball. 1

don't think I shall tuke the trouble fo
vote at ull. I'd walk ten miles to back
up old Wingate; but I'm not keen on
(3wynme, especially as he never sigueil
the petition.”

“Wingate would like fallows to volo
for Gwynne,” said Frank Nugent, “1
it counts for anything B

T don’t soe that it does,” said Johnoy
Bull, with & grant. *“We've all asked
hite to keep the captainey, and L™
turned 1s down sharp cnogh. T sha'n's
vole at all It's a hLalf-holiday 1o-
morrow, and I'd give up a dozen half-
holidays for Wingate, but 1 don’t, seo
wasting one on Guwynne. D'm gomng
aut for the afterncon.”

“Qame here;” said Nugent, alter
some thenght. “FLoder's played up so
well that 1 den't feed like voling
against him.  But Ls don 't care abiont
voting for him. I zhall give the whole
thing & miss,"”

I'ue Maexkr Lisnapy.—XNo, 020,
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“Well, T think T shall stay in and
vaote for Gwynne," said Harry,

“Please yourself, old scout.”

Undoubtedly Gerald Loder had plaved
his cards well. Even the Famous Five
had forgotten their long-standing feud
with him, and did not care to make any
exertion to keep him out,

Loder was, in fact, popular for the
moment. Wingate had turned him out
of the first eleven, and he had returned
n kiss for a blow, so to speak, by mak-
ing an effort to keep Wingate in the
captainey, That he huod failed was con-
sidered Wingate’s fuult, certainly not
[oder's,

A good deal of electioneering was
going on that evening. Gwynne was not
keen on it, but Loder and his specizl
friends wera very keen. Billy Bunter
was seen 1 & Jjammy and sticky state,
announcing that he was going to vote
far Loder; Cokér of the Fifth let all
(rreyfriars know that Loder was kis
LAn. Li_'::id{'r, without exactly saving
+0, had given Cokeor the impression that
He would be played in the first eleven
inder the new eaptaincy.

Certainly Coker would have had no
chance under Gwynne's leadership. He
would have no chance under Loder's,
for that matter: but he did not know
that; and he was quite enthusiastic
anbout Gerald Loder's candjdature,
("oker did not think much of the Sixth,
and made no secret of his low opinion
ol that great Form; but in the belief
that Loder had picked him out to play
for the school he uitered far and wide
his conviction that Loder was the man
(vreyfriars had long wanted. And
Leder had a way of making promises,
or half-promises, to many fellows, which
rallied them to his side.

Vernon-8mith of the Remove made a
raleulation that evening after listening
to the talk in the passages and studies,
His conclusion was that if all the
fellows voted, the poll would be about
evenly divided, and the winning candi-
date would get home bv & majority of
four or five or six. But it was not
likely that all would vote—indeed, a
rood many fellows had declared their
intention of giving the election a miss.
Peter Todd woiced the opinion of a
large number when ho remarked :

M Wingate won't take the job on
himself, and he seems to think he can
give it away to anvbody he pleases,
But he can't. T won't vote for Loder,
but T sha'n't vote for Gwynne. I'm
going out on my hike to-morrow."

In the Third Form, George Tubb was
Loder's enthusinstic backer. At the
present time Loder's study was a land
Aowing with milk and honey for his
fag, and George Tubb's opinion of
Loder had completely changed. School-
boys have short memories, especially mn
I:he Third Form: Tublb of the '].‘irird
judged Loder as he found him—and he
found him very kind and agreeable at
present. Most of the Third were likely
to follow their captain’s lead, and Jack
Wingate was able to express in perfeect
safety hiz intention of backing up
Loder—for which Tuhb had punched
him only a short time before.

Jack Wingate, indeed, was feeling
very pleased with his prospects.  He
was sorry that his brother had lost the
raptainey; it was a distinction to he
the captain’s minor, and he had made
the most of it. Dut that eould not be
helped; and it would be & great thing
for him, he considered, for his sporting
friend in the Sixth to get in as captain
of the school,

Loder had taken him up, flattered
him, and fooled him, and it had not yet

Tt Macser Lisrarny.—No. 926,

ANOTHER PORTRAIT FOR YOUR GALLERY NEXT WEEK!

dawned on the seapegrace of the Third
that Loder had had  scerst  and
ireacherous motives for his aclion, Jack
Wingate's bLelief was that that friend-
ship was to continue, and that he would

THE GREYFRIARS GUY !

r e
o

= .f > .: :
Written before the election by a
certain Sixth-Form Prefect.

ONE  are the days when they
hatled me with wespect,

(ione are the days when the fags
Were circumspect.
Now, I can hear, as (iuv Fawkes' Day
draws nigh,
A score of tuneful voices calling, * Guy!
Guy! Lny!”

['m coming! I'm coming'
To know the reason why!
To check those tuneful voices calling

“Guy! Guyr! Guv!™
Gone are the dayve, once =0 happy and
50 free,

When loyal little fags to My Highness
howed the kuce,
Down in the Close, their dancing forms

I spy,
And hear their dulect voices ealling,
“Guy! Guv! Guv!”

I'in coming! D'm coming!
With miyv ashiplant raised on high;
I'll stop those duleet voices squalling

“Guv! Goyv! Guy !l

Long. long ago, in the da<hing dovs of
5 O,

Fags flodked around, to worship and
adore,

Now, times have changed, and a laugh-
ing-stock am 1

I hear those hatelul vaoices
"oy ! Gov! Guw!”

I'm coming! I'm coming!
I'll catch them on the slyv!
How dare those checky fags keep
bawling,
"Uuy! Guy! CGuy!”
How, panie-strick, the fazs
away !
“Quick ! Mind sour exe!” 1 hicar voung
Nugent san, '
Fiercely 1 smite at the Lgures rusliing

culling,

all wmelt

l'l:'.‘;
And now I hear no voices calling, “ Guy !
Ly . LGuy !

I'in coming! I'm coming!

U1 par them through the hoop!
I hear thowe anguished voices calling,
“Ow! Yow! Yoooop!”

x —— — —— — —
e m — —

be free to do precisely as he liked, with
the cuptiin of the school as his friend,

There wa< a bitter awokening in store
for Wingate minor when he had served
the plotting prefect’s turn.  For the pre-
gent, however, lns ' frieud in the Sixth "
was as kind as ever, for every vote
counted.

~ Gerald Loder went to bed that nig:
in a very satisfied frame of mir
Already, in his mind's eve, he saw hi
self captain of Greyfriars, his long, lor .

ambition realised at last, And it wa
very probable that on the morrow |
would be captain of the school

rt-a]lll}'_

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Captain of Greylriars !

SAY, vou fellows 4
iy BE
Bow-vwow!

1

“Roll up, you kpow!" s
Billy Bunter.  *Election's
three.™
“Nether (he election!” suid John
Bull,

Johuny was wheeling his macline «
of the bike:hed on Wedne-duy ufi
o0m.

“Oh, really, Bull!  Eugland exye
every anan to do his dury, wou koo
suicdd Bunter impressively,

“Fathead!"

“Roll up, and vote for Loder'" -1
Billy Bunter. “If you're in douls,
can’t do better than do as I do—fulln
my lead, you know."”

“So you're voting for Loder*” a-Le
Bobk Cherrv, who was getting I
machine out for a spin with Johnny B
and Frank Nugent., * Becuuse he cha-=
you round his study table with a cane

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hem! That was—was a misapp- -
hension; you know," said Bunter, * 1!
fact 15, Loder's a good chap. ’'Tan
every prefect in the Sixth Form
would cash a fellow's postal-order [
him in advance,”

“Oh, so that's 1t*" grunted John
Bull, in disgust., " How much has Lad.-
paid for your vole, vou fat rotter?"

“"That's an insult, Bull," =a.
Bunter with great dignity. “I hope [+
not the kind of fellow to sell my vote
an election. You may be, of cour-
but you shouldn't judge others by voor
self, Bull,”

" What !" roared Johnny Bull

“I should certainly not be influen: .
by anything of the kind,” said Bunt::
“If Loder offcred me money for o
vote, I should hurl it back at him with
scorn, I hope. On the other hand. on.
good turn deserves another, I was
actually short of money—quite stany, v
fact; & very unusual thang with e
but there is wa<—"

“Awfully unusual !"™ said Bob Cherrr
sarcastically,

“Oh, gmte'” said Bumler. “I1 aw
expecting a postal-order for a considi
able amount from one of wy bitled rela

tions.  Dut noblemen are o abseut.
minded, vou know, There's sorne dela
about—"

“Perhaps the duke ha= got the bailifl
in®" suggested Frank Nugenl syt
thetically.

“Or the marguis may have got Ll
sack from his job at the fricd-fish =hop,
vemarked Bob thoughtfully.

" Beast!”

“Well, how much has Liader given vo
for your vote?"” snorted Jolmny Bull.

“Nothing, He has cashed a po-tal
arder for we, n advance, for five
shillings,” said BDunter.  “Of course, he
will tuke the postal-order when--when it
eoines,”’

“Au Inky would sav. the whenfulne-
ig terrific!” grinned Bols.

“He may have asked me to tea in b
study after the election.” went on Bills
Bunter. “If he gets in, notwrally, le

(Continued on pupe 27.)
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Fevvivs Locke aecls anl to bluf] (he formidable orgonisalion nown ag the Phantoin Bal gang, aboul as
But it's swrprising kow far blufl backed up by nerve and grit will go !

THE

The concluding chapters of this Amazing Story of Detective Adventure.

The * Snark."

HT arvival of the express that wa-

l io bear Ferrers Locke and

Tuspecior  Precroft to  London

eut short further words, and u

was not Lill they had secured seals o a

fivet-clase smoking compariment that the

investigator was able (o sgaim turn his

attention to the paper.

Glancing from  the headlines to

letterpress, he read alowd:

the

“* Op oour front page we reproduce a
photo that we dare couvineed will prove
of cousiderabile intevest to our readers
at the present tune. It was forwarded
to us by a correspendent whose veracity
we have no cause to doubt; he alleging
that this unigue snap=hot depicts the
much discussed, so-called Phantom Bat.
We muy add that the picture was se-
rured in the neighbourheod of Ches-
liam, at approxpnutely six-foriy-live on
the seventeenth mstant.” "

“Just what I sawd!” exclaimed Pye
cioflt. “There vou are, Chesham., It
was Duoadale the Bat was carting off
for a million ™

“TIt seoms ineredible,” the investigator
remarked, after a moment's paunse;
“and vet—well, we'll =oon ascertain,
for we'll go struight to the editorial
offices as soon as we get to town., The
news cditor 18 well kuown to me., and
we'll get hold of the name and address
of the photographer, From him we
ouglit to be able to learn in what direc-
tion the DBat was proceeding, and if it
was away from Chesham, then it 15 on
the cards that your theary is the cor-
rect one,”

Durving the vemainder of the journey
Locke treatnd Pyecroft 1o an account
of Lia exteraordinary discovery  at
Tobyn's Bay.

But, ance in the metropolis, little
iime was lostk in securing a taxi, in
which the companions were rapidly
whirled away to the editorial oflices of
the journal in which the photo of the
Bat had appeared.

Martyn Hyman, the editar, was in,
and, alter greeting the unoilicial detee-
tive warmly, and learning his business,
at once dispatehed a subordinate to
obtain the required information,

| Auppo=e at Lhe moment it would
he somewhatr but of place 1o ask your
optuton on tlis much-disens=ed question

of the Phantom Bat " he asked.

Ot for a soop, Hyvimnan " Locke
laughed. “Well, old man, 1I'm afraid
vou're @ wee  lat prematore. My

apinton, after all, s only that of an
ardinary  maortal, although 1've very
goocd reason 1o bheheve that unexpected

developments 1 this eaze may  take
place ut practically any moment,”

“And vou won't forget our |:]r:1n¢"
number 1 swh a case, eh?”

"You bet, No, vou've helped me a
good many fimes, livman, =o if vou're
obliged to be away, see, that a smary
man 15 left in charge, tor f 1'tn not
mistaken, when voun get the copy, it
he a nime days” wonder, e heve's
vour man back: anid if he's got the ad-

———w — — [ — —_— - =

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY,

FERREKS Lui'kKE, the world - Jinous
priiate detective, i« called in by Scotlond
Yurd to mvestigate a weries of mysterows
robberies, Assisted by Jock Deake, Ivspector
Pyecroft, and Harry Mwedale, o pourg
dirman, Ferrers Locke discovers that {he rob-
beviex are carrivd out by a dwarf whe,
garbed ai a Bat] ja tramsporfeda throuwgh
epace by wmieans of wireless wares.

The chief of the gawg working bihind the
Bat o a wman who ocalls ."r:"i'nii.'f Mognt
Majorca. But he turng owt lo be an
impostor, for the real count, a clever ticentor
af aw apparatus that can control the ataom,
it found by Fervers 1o an underground roecm
df @ houste at Tobyn's Hay.

From the iniprisoned counl the deleclive
lcarnd that the chwf of the Bal gang wai
a former emplogec of bz, henve his Luow-
ledge of the wirelesy apporates aud how (o
use it.

Hardly has Lovke snade thies siportant dis-
COrery irliew Pyeerolft npivdly wilh n Messitge
from the Bat gang. In ofoet the wicrsoge
stales that Hacry Dawedale hes been talea
prisosier by theor, and thatl his Lfe will pay
forfeit if Loeke pereiets o tracking down 1he
51'“-“!# “H’.i.l“llr fire s l-'_l Finie Ferrera FFT ||.‘1'|
gaeeoinpanied by Pyrcraft, wnleg for 1Lk
gftaltforn to ralek a rtreaie Yo Loddoa, 4 ki
way e sces o wcwepaper o which o veépro-
duced o photegraph of the Hying Haf
Uander the wicroseope Phe poclure yeveals the

fact that the Eat is coaevighg sapiethong
Andd that sowctiing 8 the farip of H-l“;r
Phiviedile,

{ Now yead o)

dress I'm off.  Dyecroft is waiting for
me in a cab outside.”

The junior whe had entered, handed
his chief a slip of paper, which he in
turn passed on to  Locke, who, aller
glancing at it. gripped (he editor's
hand, and bounded from the room.

“Soven 2t. Mildred's Terrace, High-
gate!” he shouted to the man at the
wheel as he re-entered the wehicle.

“Got fixed up?” Pryecroft asked ex-
citedly.

“ Looks like it, old man, as I've teold
the taxi-driver to drive to Highgate.
Only hope we shall find the fellow in,
for every moment wasted is precious.”™

Luck was evidently on the side of the
investigator that day, for, on drawing
up at the address given, he encountered
the very man he had come to see emerg-
g fromn the housa,

A brief introducltion, and the great
detective was invited inside, where,
after a faw pointed questions, he was
able to learn all the particulars he re
quired, Then, expressing his thanks, he
guitted the premises as speedily as pos
sible,

In a very few words the investigator
enlightened the inspector as to the in-
formation he had obtained, the photo-
erapher's verbal deseription  exaclly
agreeing with what Locke had prewi-
ously seen of the Dat,

“ And did you find out in which diree-
tion it was travelling ¥ came Pyecroft’s
not vnnatural question.

“Yes, the Bat was crossing the lake
into which our plane crashed, and,
striking a line that would lead to it, or
over the old ruined house in the lane.”
“Told you so! Told you so!” the
Yard man shouted with glee, *“1'd
have bet—— Hallo ™

For at that ivstant the conveyance in
which they were travelling swerved so
suddenly that the speaker was almost
Aung from his seat, Then, amidst a
chorus of wild shouts, the vehicle was
brought to a dead stop.

Springing oul to ascertain the cause,
it was to see a man lying prone in the
road, where he had evidently bedn flung
through impact with the wvehicle they
had just gquitted,

Tue MacNeT LiBrarY.—No. 826.
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“The fellow dashed straght off the
kerb, and almost nunder my wheels, sir,”
the cabidriver shouted excitedly. " lhd
all 1 could to aveid it

"Yus, puvnor, that’s mighd! 1 zee’d
the bleke; 'e must ‘a been mad!”
voung wrehin who daried up chimed in.

“ Neover mind about that!" Locke
snapped. "Tirst thing 15 to see whal
damage 15 done!”

And, siriding to the prostrate man,
'lp'.'hr_.r Wtk I1;-u'l_- ¢.Ir--.r.||uard.~;, Unl[_l ill'l.'[*F-I.-
galor gently turned Jum over.

A single glance was  sufficient  to
assiipe i that the suferer was
Jnpanese, who had sustnined & severo
gash across his forelead, whether n
Hieted by contact with the taxi, ar with
thie hard surface of the voad, 11 was 1

possible to sayv: anvhow, il had reu
dered hum unconsclous,
“ Py thunder ! DPyecroft’s voiee un-

Ftpr*r-r-‘r:'llp.' r'HHg|u1 the detective’s  ear,
“Whyv, whut's he doing here?”

“You know him?” said Locke, glane-
g up.

“ERnow him?  Yes. He's Yamatn,
an inkecpreter employed at the Yard,”
the C.I.D. man explained in low tones.
“We'd better get him along to the hos-
pital”

“Nothing of the sort; we're nearer
rivy place. 1"l have him taken thege,”
said Locke. 1 can ecasily render first-
atd, nnd if necessary we ean phone for
s doctor.,  The man's heart 13 beating
all vight: he's only stunned.”

luwardly wontdering at his ecolleague’s
deei-ion, but refraining from asking
questions. Pvecroft assisted to lift the
|H-1"T|."~|Il1l'I PELELTE iIITEI tlt{' tﬂ.j'-.i.q.

In u wvitry few minntes they were at
Locke's chambers in Baker Strect. and
in ver cunother few minutes the sulfcrer

had been depostted on o !l_}lll:IF:“ Im
Locke's  econsulting-room. where the
deteetive  busiod ]lil:mt*” with warm
wiler and bandagoes.

“Shows evident signs of returning

consecloustess,  Yon't be long betore he
comes round,” Locvke remarked, as e
surveved the neat  bandages  thal
saathed tho mjured man’s hewd.
“Wonder whalt account he'll give of

himiself ™ veontured Pyecroft. " Unless

ALWAYS ORDER YOUR ‘“MAGNET" EARLY!

be abisent from headguarters at this hour
of day."”

Ferrers Lotke laughed, o short, hard
laungh,

“Ulie explanation wiay

he nlerest

ing." he replied. * Anyhow, got a paiy
of bracelets on youl”

“(rot—er—what ¥

A [-:-lil of brucelets, 1i =0, hand
them over.

“ [ut, by thump, man, you're not
golng to began the 1nspector in
pmazement. Then after fumbling

his pockets. he nroduced the handeuffs,

With deit fingers, Locke snapped them
home on Lhe Jap's w rists, a procecding
that caused the police official fairly to
goggle. S

“Just as well to take precautions,
the detective sald  quietly. “These
fellows are like wild cats when they're
fairly roused.”

“Yes, 1 know, but -

Tenoring this remark, Locke’s next
movement was (o insert his hand side
the man's vest. When he withdrew it
he clasped a long narrow-bladed kuile
whieli he lmd aside. 1'hen, .“ilh a
skill gendered by long practice, the
contents of the pockers were removed.
A bulky wallet containing papers and
letiers Leing greeted with a grim smile
az it came to hight.

“And now. Pyecroft, if you wouldn’t

mind holding his.head steady in case hed

moves, 1 think 1'll show vou someihing
thaat will astonish you."

Too astounded already at the un-
expected proceedings he had witnessed,
the police official did as requested
without comment, whilst with a sponge
and warm water, Locke set to work on
hi= prisoner’s left cheek,

For severnl scvonds, he kept alter-
pately  applving the waem water and
wiping it away, Then, having carried
it to a point that he deemed satistac
tory, a rougher nse was made of the
towel s the resalt being that some thick
feshi-eoloured pigment  was  removed,
laving bLare benecath where it had been
a triangular scar,

“You realise the meaning of that®”
tlie deteetive a<ked with a twinkle in

he's got special leave, he's no vight to | secms lmpessibile.”

Ry | I
,ﬁ‘.' - v
e

I"
||-||-I=1|'

|
||EI||!.EJ|HI|EEH'.I ‘ A ' "T”
".1 o
; i ,.-"' ,-"-:ir:?-
i |
N e 1
f{/-.. }|| ¥
. .. !

| n f}f i
-

| Fla

“Not alt all impossible, as vou ean
see, It simply means that this man
who, m&squerading ws an anterpreter,
gamed adniottance to the Yard awself
and 1s none ather than the Shinto priest,
i league with the very mman we are out
to run down.”

Inspector Pyecroft tried to speak, Lot
words failed Lim. He could only gasp,
ad his Gnofficial eolleague went on:

= A]n}.]tﬂ“‘i thore's one member of
the gaug accounted for; and now if we
don't run the others 1o earth,
name's not Ferrers Locke.”

The Code Message !

FTELl a few inarticulate sounds,
the prisoner opened his eves

and gazed around in astonish

ment, Then, as returning  con-
sciousnese eleared his brain, his sallow
face flushed. a fnint crimson, and &
gleam of  intense maligoity  fashed
from his eyes as they rested on Ferrers
Locke who was betding over him,

With an effort ho attempted to rse
the action causing him for the first tim:
to realise that his wrists were lirml)
secured.

For one second he gazed at the en
circling irons in speechless amszemen
only to burst forth in a terrent of abus:
in his native tongue; then, putting on =
brazen front, and lapsing into English
he demanded to know the meaning of
what he termed © this outrage.”

“Best keep quiet and not ask too
many questions, Yamato,"” Inspector
Pyecroft remarked sternly, as b
stopped forward.,  “T ani saying this
unofficially, but yon can take the hinl.

“And also unofficially,” Locke inter
rupted, 1 miay as well say that ther

aro several guestions you'll have to
answer, or it will be the worse for
vou,"

Biting hi- lips the Jan shot a glanc
of intense hatred at the speaker, an
possibly would have replied, had not a
that moment the door of the room boer
flung wide ag Jack Drake hounded in.

“(iot up here sooner than 1 expected,
guv'nor,” he said; “and I—" He

his= eve, glinciig up at the inspector, paused, as his glance fell wpon the
By tivnder,  yves! Buot—but it ] manaeled form on the lounge.
“*Oue of our [viends, Jack,” Locke
Uy
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‘““Hallo ' " exclaimed Inspector Pyecroft, as the conveyance swerved suddenly,

“ What’s happened, Locke? "’

Amidst a ¢chorus of wild shouts the vehicle was brought to a dead stop, and Ferrers Loeke jumped out to sée a man

lying prone in the road. (See page 21))
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STARTS in

“ A gentleman
who did his best to have me murdered

explainad with a smile.

when I met him in the temple at
Lambeth.”

“The Shinto priest The lad
gasped.

“Yes, the Shinto priest, who yet

finds time to pose as an interpreter af
Seotland Yard, and play the spy for
Varnaz ”': and, as he mentioned the
name, the detective's eves were search-
ing the face of his captive.

The effect produced was exactly what
he had anticipated, for as the name
canght the prisoner's ears, the man
started violently. His jaw dropped,
and his slits of evyes scemed as though
about to start from his head.

“Well, did you arrange matters all
right with my friend the doctor at
Vyvemouth 7" Locke continued.

“Yes,” replied Jack. '‘That was
soon fixed up O.K. He's an awfully
decent sort. Got out his car at once,
and drove me back to Alane Craig, and
we had the old chap fixed up comiort-
able in less than half an hour.”

“Good !”

“Though, my word. he didu't hall
make a rumpus at first.”

Forrers Locke smiled,

“Not to be wondered at,” he agreed;
“and now, lad, I've got some papers
to go through that promize to be inter
esting.”

As he
wallet he
pocket.

Vaddened with rage on discovering
that he had been relieved of his wallet,
the Jap sprang to his feet, and wilh
manaclod hands raized high, leaped al
the eriminologist. DBut g}'l'f"i‘ﬁ“., who
was an adept at the art of dealing with
refractory criminals, shot out his arm,
and clutching the native by his collar,

spoke the slenth held up the
imd taken from his prisoners

— ——
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and Jack Drake in a case that undoubtedly ranks as
mysterious they have ever undertaken.

this paper NEXT WEEK!

huarled lim back on the lounge, where
he quickly planted a knee on his chest,
to keep him down,

“T think a length of cord would come
in handy in this case,” the police official
sugreated,

In a very few moments some straps
having been removed from travelling
trunks, the late interpreter at the
Yard, found bimself secured to the
lounge without the possibility eof
moving either hand or foot.

“Now we'll proceed to go through
these,” Locke remarked, as though
nothing had happened.

First lighting a cigarctte, he settled
himself in a chair at the table with the
openced wallet before him.

The fRrst few papers abstracted were
laid aside without comment, nor was 1t
till he withdrew a sheet of paper on
which was written what was evidently
a message in cipber that he showed
anv signs of interest,

Far more demonstrative than his
chief, Jack Drake, who standing at
the back of his chair, had been follow-
ing every movement, had no sooner
caught sight of the bold handwriting on
the paper his chief held in lus hand,
than he uttered a shout ef surnrise.

“Gosh, guv'nor, the same fist!” he
said.

“Then vou recognise it?”" asked
Locke, looking up.

“Recognise it. My giddy aunt,
rather! 1'm not likely to forget it.

Remember the torn envelope that took
us down to Tobyn's Bay, and b
“Yea, 1 know. The poisoned letter,
The posteard to the costumier in West-
minster Bridge Road, and the scrap of
paper picked up in the apartment of the
Rajah of Golcoondabad, You're quite
correct, Jack. And now we find this in
the possession of one of Scotland Yard's

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

emplayees. Little wonder at the leakage

of mnews from that quarter, I'm
thinking."
“And vou can bet I'll make it my

business to find out how the chap came
to seoure the post!” Pyecroft growled.

“ And "twixt you and me nng the gate-
post, Pvecroft, I'd advise you not to kick
up too much fuss about 1it, for the mers
fact that the man did secure the position
does not rebound to the credit of the
force vou represent,” remarked Locke
grimly. * Bul, leaving that out of ihe
gquestion, we've got to ascortain what
this comimunication 1s.” And with great
deliberation the slenth smoothed out
the paper and began to pore over it in
stlence.

At first glance, it appeared a hopeless
CABO

« (ZEFBC. TFII. ZOLPP.) (COLJ.
M. YV.) (KFDEQ. YLXQ.

QEROPAGY.) (XTXFQ. XOOFSXI.
XQ.) (Z. TFQE. RPRXL) (PRMMIV.
" ‘}n

For some five minutes the ecrimine-
logist remained seribbling on a sheet of
paper he had drawn towards fnm; then,
with a laugh, he looked up.

“Got it!” he said triumphantly.
“‘The series of letters being bracketed
in threes, gave me the clue, All one
has to do is to count three letters ahead
of the one written here, so to speak,
and there's an end to the mystery, " IFor
instance, take the first letter—'Z.
Now, the third letter ahead of *Z" is
‘(' Following this rule, * E' becomes
*H! *F' becomes ‘1’ ‘B' becomes
‘B, and 'C becomes ‘F,' making the
word * chief.” The message then reads:
“(Chief will cross from P. by night

Tue Macxer Linnary.—No. 920,




24 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

boat Thursday; await arrival at C. with
usual supply.” ”

“By thump, but you take the biscuit,
Locke,” the inspector jerked out, as he
patied hizs comrade on the shoulder.
“And Thursday. Why, by all that's
wonderful, that's to-aay P

“Yes; and all day,” laughed Locke.

“Then he'll be crossing to-mght "

“According to this message.”

“And I should say he has got zome
more dirty work on hand, guv'nor, for if
he's asking for a further supply, don't
vou think he’s referring to some more of
that anesthetic——"

“You mean, the °8leep of Silence’
that can only be procured from a priest
of Shinto,” inter Locke. *“Un-
iin&ul.ﬂh:dl;f that's what he's after, my
ad.

Then, cupping his chin in his hand,
the detective again lapsed into silence.

“Long odds that the ‘I"' in that
message refers to Paris,” Jack sug-
gested to the inspector, in guarded
tonedl, not wishing to break into his
chief's train of thougnt.

“And vou're not far from the mark,
my lad,” Locke unexpectedly agreed,
having overheard the remark.

“The expression, * Will cross by night
boat ' points to that. And now to gel a

little further information from our
prisoner,”’

Approaching the bound Jap, who
ecowled Iiem&i' at him as he advanced,

the private detective, not a little to the
prisoner's astonishment, began to speak
rapidly in his native tongue,

At first the man addressed obstinately
refnsed to speak: but at length, as
Locke progressed, he entered into a con-
versation that lasted till Locke, having
apparently gained his ends, turned and
beckoned Pyecroft aside.

“I ventured to assume part of your
authority, Dyecroft,” he remarked
quietly, “wliuch, under the circum-
stances, I'don't think you'll ebject to.”

(2] H“nlpll‘ﬂ

“1 potnted out to the fellow pretty
plainly the position he was in, and pos-
ribly enlarged a trifle on the subject of
the sentence he would be sure to get on
conviction.”

“Well "

“Well, T told him that, to a great
extent that sentence would depend upon
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how far he was willing to assist us to
secure the other members of the gang.”

“Inviting him to turn King's evidence
to save his skin?” the inspector
grunted,

“Practically that., Ooly adding that,
as you had great influence with the
powers that be, that in the event of any
imformation he gave wus proving
correct, vou would use that influence on
his behalf."

“Then, as you went so far, what did
vou get out of him in return?” asked
Pyeeroft.

“That T'll explain to you presently.
But, in the meantime, our best plan 15
to have the fellow removed, for we
can't hang around here indefinitely,
mounting guard."

“Yes, ves, of course. I'll phone for a
couple of men and a taxi.”

“Better plan still, Explain matters,
and get your people to send along the

police ambulance.” )
“Mhe ambulanee! What the dickens
This

for? What's the stunt?”
“Bimply this, my dear fellow.

Jap 15 not to be trusted to walk out

quietly, and we certainly don't want it

kinown that a handeuffed man was

escorted from this house.”

“I've got you!” the police official
nodded. “If our ambulance comes
along, he ecan be taken out on a

stretcher, and the lookers on, who are
hound to accumulate, will take it for a
liospital case,”

“That's the ticket, So if you don't
mind—-"" But the birly inspector was
already striding towards the phone.

Somea. twenty minutes later a form
swathed in blankets was borne on a
stretcher from the house i1n Baker
Street, to be placed in an ambulance,
which at once staried off.

“And now that the coast is clear,”
said Locke, as he flung himself in a
chair, “I'll explain the little plan 1've
mapped out.”

“This Jap, who tells me his name is
Loa Haing, which, by the by, sounds
more Chinese than Japanese, admits
that I translated the code message cor-
rectly. He also agrees that the master
mind behind all these astounding out-
rages 15, as 1 suspected,-the man Vernaz,
who 1s posing as Count Majorea, and
whilst, more important than all, is the
fact that Harry Dimsdale 18 indeed in
his power, aml at the present moment
i5 detained in the old ruined house that
we have such good canse to remember,”

“Then that clears the air, guv'nor,”
Jack interrupted.

“Most decidedly so, my lad!”

“May clear the air,” Pyecroft re-
peated. * DBut don’t seem to me we're
any nearer gelling him away.”

“Listen!" the detective jerked out,
somewhat sharply. “The crook is in
Paris and returning by the night’'s boat
from Dieppe, so that, with the best of
luck it would be impossible for him
to get to Chesham before to-morrow
morning. But supposing he |had
altered his plans, and made the day
crossing, he could easily arrive there
this evening, and that's exactly what I
intend him to do.”

Jack and the inspector stared at the
speaker in astonishment,

What seemingly impossible plan had
matured in the master mind of the man
before them? each asked himself.

“Yez, I know, if he changed his
mind,” DIyecroft at length said slowly.
* But how the deuce vou're——"

Ferrers Locke laughed, as he nofted
the astonishment depicted on his
listeners' faces.

“You haven't got me, either of you,”
he said. “But we are about to play one

|

of the biggest games of bluffl we've eve-
had a shot at. It's a game of bluff tha
will not only be the means of releasing
Harry Dimsdale, but the scooping of 1he
whole bagful of crooks into our net, ans
at the same time elucidating the mw
tery of the I’hantom Bag!"

And, with eyes that sparkled with ur
usual animation, the great investigatos

sprang from his seat.
T lounging round a fire to spring

to their feet with looks akin ¢
consternation.

“By Jupiter! The chief!” a lal
flashily dressed individual rapped out
“How the dickens has he got here 1=
this time 7"

“Can't be, wou thick-headed focl
Izn't he crossing by the night boat?” s
hideous dwarf, who had been seated a
his side, asked in a cracked woice.

“Well, let's hope it isn't the boss
that's all,” the first man answered, * for
the Snark bhasn't turned up wet, and ¢
the chief gets here and finds he's withous
a su Ee!y of dope—"" A shrug of the
shoulders completed the sentence, *' L
there, move yourself, Bonsor, you lout
and get to the door!”

The thick-zet man addressed as Bonsor
scowled at the speaker, and possibiz
under any other circumstances, woulc
have retorted hotly; but, keen as Lo
companions to know who the arrive
could be, he hurried from the wunde:
ground room in which they had beer
seated, and clambered up some steeg
steps leading to a trapdoor overhead.

Listening intently, his comrades pre
served an unbroken silence, to glance
signmificantly at each other a few moments
later, as the sharp sound of bolts being
shot back caught their ears,

Big Bluff !
HE scrunch of wheels on grave
caused three men _who wers

“He, he, he! The chief sure
enough!” croaked the dwarf, *“The
Snark'll have a hot time now !" Then

bending his unshapely head forward
added: “I1 can hear a strange voice
Who's the chief got with lim? What's
his game, Husky 1"

“How do I know ! But there goes th:
signal that we're wanted !” For at that
instant the peculiar notes of a buzzer
echoed out, and:; without more ado
Husky mounted the ladder-like arrange
ment, closely followed by his deformec
comrade,

Swiftly crossing a passage, Husky, whe
was leading, pushed open a door anc
entered a room that presented a marke
contrast to the one he had recentl:
quitted. In place of plain wooden chnirs
and table, and bare floor, the apartmen:
in which he found himself was sumpti-
ously furnished, and well lighted by
shaded electric lights, lights that the
carefully shuttered and curtained win-
dowj prevented from being seen outside.

But it was not the appearance of the
chamber that arrested Ru attention, for
he had visited it on many previous occa-
sions, but the tall, immaculately dressed
man, with sleek black hair, who, whilst
carclessly removing his gloves, was
engaged in earnest eonversation with a
short, grey-haired individual wearing
gold-rimmed glasses,

Fven had not the chief been address-
ing the stranger in French, the very cut
of his clothing and general appearance
would have pronounced him as a visitor
from across the Channel, and it was with
feelings of the greatest curiosity that the
crook's three assistanis awaited to learn
the reason of such an unexpected visit,

Flinging himsell in a chair, and after
flicking a speck of dust from his patent
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shoes, the dark-haired man, turning to|

%8s subordinates, remarked shortly, as he
mdicated the visitor with a jerk of his
hd : " " —_

“This gentleman is Monsieur Girarde,
of Parie, Although you've never met,
gou, anyhow, Husky, know him by name
well enough.” .

Husky nodded, as. he shot & searching
ﬁnncﬂ at the grey-haired stranger, who,

ving also seated himself, seemed more
miterested in the pattern of the carpet
than on those in whose company he
fonnd himeself.

“ Reckon I know him well enough !J}T
pame, chief.” And a grim smile
wreathed the speaker’s features, as he
recalled the many parcels of valuables he
bad consigned to the man from Paris,
who was possibly one of the most
sotorious fences known to the under-
world. “Glad to see vou, mister,” he
went on, addressing the arrival.

The little Frenchman leoked wp, then
grinned and nodded, on finding that he
was being addressed.

“PDoesn’'t understand a word of
English, so you won't make much head-
way by trying to talk to him.” the head
of the gang interrupted. ** But it was on
his advice that I altered my plans, and
erossed by the day service, The French
police are getting a little too mqumitive,
s0o Monsieur Girarde decided that a
change of air would do him good, and 1
suggested that he came over here for a
bit."”

Iusky whistled, whilst Bonsor, turn-
ing to the dwarf, winked knowingly.

“1 see the Snark isn’t here,” the head
of the gang went on. )

“Nao, chief. An’ wot's more, we ain't
‘eard nothing from "im," Bonsor intér-
rupted exciledly.

“ Possibly not. Anyhow, T have. So
that's sufficient !” ¢ame the sharp reply.
“And—— Though, first, our prisoner.
Still sullen—eh 1"

“Just Lhe same as when we first
landed him."
“Hump! Thon he won't be sullen

much longer, I'm thinking ! the black-
haired man snapped vieiously, _

“Why, what's the move, chief?”
Bonsor asked hesitatingly.

“8imply this. A warning was left
with Ferrers Locke that if he refrmined
from interfering with myv affairs for one
month the airman would be released
unharmed. This warning the cursed de-
tective chooses to ignore.”” Then, paus-
ing, 0 as to give full effect to his words,
the speaker went on. “ Ferrers Locke in-
tends to pay us a visit to-might.”

Had a bombshell dropped in the room
it could not have caused more consterna-
tion than those few short words. Too
dumbfounded to speak, the members of
the gang glared at cach other in speech-
less wonderment.

“There's one thing, though,” their
chief snapped, as, rising, he banged his
fist on a table, “this will be the last visit
Fervers Locke will ever pay! 1 assure
you that !"

“Then it's a police-raid ! Husky at
length jerked out.

“ No, Nothing of the sort. Dut I'd
better explain to you all, so that you'll
know how to act.

“By some mieans Locke got to know
that T was in Paris, though he is
evidently under the mpression that I'm
not retwnimg till later, and, taking
uwdvaniage of this knowledge, the fool hit
on a plan by which he hoped to rope the
whole lot ﬂl}llﬂ in.”

“1le, he, he! Ferrors Locke’s o good
'un ! the dwarl chuckled, “Well, if
he's coming here to-night, chief, let me

get hold of him, and I'll finish him for
}'ﬂu :.] I
" \Ter‘y possibly you may have the
chance.” L
“Sure the news you've got, chief, isn’t

faked *"

“Faked!” The black-haired man
laughed scornfully. *“Ihd the Bnark
ever send on faked news? No, as usual,
it leaked out through Pyecroft, for that
ass never knows how to keep his tongue
between his teeth.”

“80 much the better for us,” Husky
grinned,

“But now. All of
Locke has determined to come here made
up to represent me. He's conceited
enough to imagine that he can disguise
himself so that you will teke him for
your chief.”

A broad grin from H , & hoarse
laugh from Bonsor, and a chuckle from
the dwarl greeted this statement,

“How far he will appear like myself
I can’t say. But remember this, and let
there be no mistake. When he arrives
none of you are to show the slightest
surprise. You are to treat him exactly
as though he was your chief and ns
though gi: dieguise had not been pene-
trated.™ )

“¥Yes,” Husky interpolated.

“ Answer any questions he puts to you,
and then, when he comes here, as he
will—well, you can leave me to deal with
him.” And the speaker tapped his
hip-pocket significantly. “And now
bring Di up here, It will be
interesting to see the meeting between
the friends,” he added, with a sneer.

“You two," he said sharply, indicating
the dwarf and Bonsor, “needn’t wait,
Only don’t forget to follow the disguised
detective to this room when he arrives.”

Obediont to the orders they had re-
ceived, the erook’s subordinates sidled
from the room.

With his hands secured behind his back
Harry Dimsdale, looking pale and worn,
was unceremoniously thrust in by Husky,
who, in response to a jerk of the head
from his chicf, instantly quitted the
room, closing the door after him.

“T've sent for you, Dimsdale,” the
chief at length rapped qut in a
loud voice, “to tell you that as Ferrers
Locke is ignoering my warning you will
know what to expect.”

“T know this—that T am in your
power, you despicable coward,” Lhe
young oirman fashed, " and thut you
would not hesitate to murder mie in cold
blood, but you'd sing a different tune il
miy hands were free!”

A short laugh was the only reply as=
the chief rose and slowly approached
him. Raising a band he placed it lightly
over the airman's mouth, and then, in
a voice that had suddenly entirely
changed, whispered in his ear:

“1f your hands were free, would you
be able to make use of them?"

With a half-choked cry Dimsdale
staggered back.

“Why—why——" he gasped,

“Hist!" came the instant warning.
“Not a word, or you will ruin every-

jre
can't bLel! Yet

Lhinﬁ
“ But—but—no,
you're Locke!”

“Quite right,"” =aid Locke eoclly, for
he it was, “and therce's Jack as well.”
The detoctive pointed to the * French-
man " standing at the door, his body
covering tha keyhele of the door to blur
the vision of any enrions member of the
gang who might be on the prowl. Then,
drawing a knife from his pocket, Locke
severed the cord that bound the
prisoner's arms.

ou remember (his.

it

“(Come over here and sit in this arm-
chair,” Locke went on in the same
guarded tones., " You must keep your
hands belind you, a&s though you are
still bound, and, here, take thie.”

The dJetective’'s hand went to his
pocket, and, taking & revolver there-
from, he slipped it in his companion’s
pocket. ;

Seating himself as directed, with his
hands behind him, Dimsdale listened
with growing astonmslment whilst Locke
briefly explained the dari lan he
attempted—a plan that up till then had
worked so successfully,

“But T ecam hlﬂ"? ‘zet believe that
vou're not the crook !” the young airman
stammered. “How—how did
manage 1t7"

Ferrers Locke laughed shortly,

“ Fairly easy to an old hand at the
gume," En replied. “ 1 was at a dinper
not long sgo where the man calling him-
selfl * Count Majorca ' made & speech. 1
remembered his peculiar mannerisms in
voice and gesture, and, for the rest, a
photo taken by flashlight of the same
dinner vided me with ample copy for
his mwake-up. Buot there—no more for
the present; it ecan't be long now belore
my ‘double ' arrives.” '

The words had barely escaped his lips
than there came a warning cough from
Jack Drake, who had remained with his
ear close to the crack of the door,

““1 can hear a motor outside, guv'nor,”
he whispered as he glided to the investi.
gator's gide, ' Yes, that's it! There's
a door opened and sghut, and now—"
The lad flung himsell in a careless

sition on a =eat, with one hand buried
in his jacket-pocket,

For several seconds not a sound was
heard in the room as with tenzely strung
nerves the three awaited developments.

They had not to wait., Foolsteps
were heard app ing. A few words,
followed by an oath, caught the listeners’
ears. Then the door was Mung open,
and, [ollowed by the dwarf, Husky, and
Bonsor, a tall, black-haired man strode
1.

Once again a second of profound
silence followed. The newcomer seemed
ag though petrified as he glared at his
double, who had risen to his feet.

With a curious little smile curling the
cornera of his lips the detective watched
the varying emotions sweeping over the
features of the scoundrel before him.

Without for a second removing his
eyes [rom the man, who was now glaring
at him with the ferocity of a tiger, Locke
jpressed the trigger of his automatic.
Three stinging ghots rang out in quick
succession, the bullets, imentionally
missing the man, plugging themselves in
the wall,

It was the agreed signal to lnspector
Pyecrolt, who, with one or two picked
men armed with sledgebamniers had
been waiting below.
 Instantly the crash of these heavy
implements on  woodwerk rang out,
followed by the sound of splhintering,
rending wood as the door gave way
before the fierce assault,

“We're coming [

- With that reassuring ery the burly
mspector, at the head of his men, broke
mio the reom, and in & few momentsy
Bonsor, Ilusky, and his chief had been
handenffed,

“By Jove, Locke, we ouglit to con-
gratulate ourselves!" panied Pyecroft,
as he wiped the perspiration from his
forehead. *If this isn't one of the——"

A wild shout from Jack eansed the
detectiva to swing round.  Overlooked
THe Macxer Livrary.—No, 926
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in the excitement of the moment, the
dwarf had dropped to the grousnd and
wriggled away. Now, seszing his appor
tunity, he had sprung at Jack 1rake
from bhehind. Utterly powerless in the
grip of the herculean deformity, the lad
was slung over tha dwarf's shoulder as
though he had been a&n infant, Anid
as Drake’s warning shont rang out the
dwarf, bearing him aloft, darted from
thea room.

Brushing aside those who stoeod in lis
way, Locke sprang aflter the swiltly
vanishing pigmy, though not in time lo
prevent him from passing through «
tloor on the opposite side of the passage,
whiclt he slammed belind him.

For a =econd the deleclive eronched
low, then with every ounce of strenglh
at hit command he hurled himself al
the wooden pancls.

Not built to withstand
onslaught, the catch that secured the
door gave way. The detective found
hhimself at the foot of a winding staie-
case that led upwards.

Three at a time he leaped up the
treads; but the dwarf, with his burden,
had already oblained a gond start, Nor
was it till after he gained the roof of
a8 short tower that the invesiigaior
again sighted his quarry.

A second Iater and he wonld have
been too late, for even as he dashed on
to the wind-swapt platform the hidenus
creature, raising the still struggling lad
high above Lis head, was on the point of
hurling him below,

One frantic leap and Locke's hand had
grasped the arm of his faithful assistant
and dragged him back, whilst with hi=
disengraged hand & blow was planted on
tho back of the dwarf's head that sent
him crashing forward.

L
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“* Il your hands wers
free, would you be
able lo make use ¢’
them ? ** Dimsdale
staggered back, wils
a hall-choked cry a:
he recognised the
voice. ** Why
why,”" he gasped
“it's—it’s you
Locke | ™

A wild, frenzied shriek, a crash of
rmonldering  brickwork, and as Jack
Drake dropped at his rescuer’s feet the
dwarf, dviven against a parapet that
was roiten with age, hurtled down to
the depths below amidst an avalanche
of crumbling bricks and masonry.

L] L] L] L] -

Two days laler. lounging back in an
armchair, garbed in -hiz old faded
dressing-gown, IFerrers Locke was beam-
ing on Jack and Inspector Pyvecroft, who
were sealed f[acing Lirn in his cosy econ-
sulting-room at Daker Street.

“You were asking me, Jack.,” he re-
miarked, what was my first clue as o
how this so-called Phantom Bat stunt
was worked., Well, it was the fragment
of walerproofed silk 1 obtained from
oulside the window of Myrtle House,"

“1 guessed as much, guv'nor,” said
Drake.

"Tn my own mind,”" Locke went on,
“1 connected it with the envelope of a
balloon.  Then, noticing the peculiar
make of the black suit worn by the
Bat when we came arross him at the
rajali’'s place at Cheshunt, T was more
convineed than ever."

“The Bal being played by the dwarf,™
I'vecroft interrupted.

“Tndoubtedly. This man Varnaz
had token advantage of his late em-
ployver's investigutions to put them to n
use for which tho ecount had never in-
tended them. You see, the powerful
dynamo we discovered in Lhe cellars pro-
vidded the power for transporiing the
dwarf by wircless waves to any destina-
tion the eronk desived."

“And  the dwarl
for i

was  emploved

MThe {wo-fold purpose. Namels
his prodigious strength  and  ligh:
weight.”

“There's still one point that isn’

quite clear to me,” the inspector chim

i, “and that i this—how the chief ~:
the gang could get the requisit
measuremenis &0 as to land the dwar
at the exact spot he wished to plant hin
when he was sent oul on these nocturns
reids,”

IFerrers Locke smilod,

“You've forgotlen your friend will
a theodolite, who used to work the =ur-
veving stunt, With that instrument 1
was cluld’s play to obtain the necos
gary measurement as to height from the
ground, positions of windows, elr
Then an ordnance map of the district
a pair of compasses, and a little caleuls-
tion and the trick was as good as done.

“And that ugly dial of his that w
caught a ghmpse of, guv'ner, was ev-
dently a8 mask "

“Bure thing, my lad, A mask no!
ouly 1o protect the dwarf from the effects
of the anwsthetic with which he sprayed
his vietims, bnt to render his foatures
immune from the intense heat thrown
out when engaged in burning out locks
or sitnilar obstruelions,

“And now, my lad,” said Locke, " we
shall have to clear all thonghts of the
’hantom Bat out of our minds, for 1h's
mworning's post hos bronght a com-
munication that seems likely ta develop
inlo a case even more interesting than
the problem we have just succeeded in
solving.”

“It certainly will be interesting,” 10-
plicd Drake, ““1f it beals the case of the
IPhantom Bat!”
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THE CAPTAIN'S ELECTION!

(Continued fram page 20.)

will want hiy [riends round him at such
a time, There will be a celebration,
The party would scareely be complete
without me.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“My opinion of Loder is that he's
been a lot misjudged,” said Bunter.
“T'm voting for him, and I hope you
fellows will do the same., I'm doing all
I can to rally the fellows round him.
He's the best candidate, bar none, If,
he doesn't win the election there won't
be any feed in his study, so—s0—— 1
mean, of course, that has nothing to do
with 1. T want old Loder to get in on
his merits.”™

““Ha;, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at! Look here, you fellows, you're not
going out biking while the election’s
on,” said Bunter warmly. “Talk
about Pontius Pilste fiddling while Car-
thage was burnmg!”

“Ha, bha, ha!” roared Bob. “ Do you
mestn Nero fiddling while Rome was
bwmmg 7"

“No, T don’t; T mean Pontius Pilate |
fiddling while Carthage was burnmg.
Classical allusions are loet on you, Bab
Cherry. You're ignorant !”

“Oh, my hat[”

“Rally vound, you chaps,” said Buntey
encouragimgly. “ Look here, I may be
able to get you in at the celebration m
Loder's study afterwards. 1'll do my
best. Follow my lead, and vote far
Loder.”

“Tathead !”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“You fat owl!” said Johnny Bull. “1If
you're sticking Loder for a feed, as a
bribe for your vote, vou'd betiter stick
him before the election, not after, After,
yvou're more likely to get his boet.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three juniors wheeled their bikes
away, leaving, Wilham George Bunter
frowning,. Whether 1t was enthusiasm

for Gerald Loder as the best candidate, p

—generous, too, in money matters. Take
my tip, and vote for him.”

“Rats!"

“1 say, you fellows, yodr pals are
gomg out on their bikes,” said Bunter.
“Don’t you think you ought to go with
them? 1 believe they're going over to
Chff House to tea.”

“85o are we—after the election,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing,
we've voted for Gwynne, you diplo-
matic barrel.”

~ "Oh, really, Wharton, 1 wasn't think-
ing of Gwynne losing vour voles, of
course, But there’'s such a thing as
friendship, I'm sure your pals will miss
you if you don't go.” '

Hurree Jamset. Ram 8ingh made a
motion with his boat, and the Owl of

the Remove rolled rather hurriedly into
Wharton loocked at his'

the Housze,

watch, and the chums of the Remove
followed,

Many fellows were heading for the
lecture-hall now, where the elec-
tion was to take place, But the crowd
was not nearly so numerous as might
have been expected on the occasion of
a captain's. election. Every fellow who
chose to exercise the right had a vote;
but there were a good many who did not
chose. A candidate like George Win-
gate would have crammed the hall with
Greyfriars men, semior and junior, big

“ After |

THE MAGNET LIBRARY. T
and little. But there was no such

enthustasm for Gwynne of the Sixth. A
couple of days before crowds would
have rolled up simply for the purpose of
keeping Loder out. But the plotting
prefect had disarmed the hostility of the
Lower 8chool. Loder  had undoubt-
edly played his cards well, with the
astute assistance of James Walker of the
Sixth. His unpopularity seémed to have
disappeared. Indeed, it was easy to
tell from the remarks on all-sides that
he was a more popular candidate than
Gwynne,

Gwynne had not taken much trouble
about the election. His view was that
if Greyfriars wanted him, there he was;
while Loder had left no stone unturned
to accumulate supporters, and he was
not at all particular in his methods., And
fellows, in many cases, rather liked being
sought after and gently flattered by =o
great a man as a Bixth Form prefect and
pruspective captain of the school,

At three o'clock the Sixth were there
almost to a man, and most of the Fifth;
but a great many juniors had failed to
turn up. There were not more than a
dozen of the Remove, and a smaller
number of the Fourth, and a sprinkling
of the Shell,

When Loder came in with Cafne and
Walker, he glanced over the meeting,
and smiled confidently. The smaller the
crowd the better he liked it. His backers
had seen to it that all bz su ters
were present, and the absence of fellows
who might have favoured the other side
wf“ all to the good, from Loder’s point
of view,

(Continued on page 28.)
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or the thought of the feast to follow
Loder’s  suecess, Bunter was very
anxious to pather in votes for his man.
That hot chase round Loder’s study table
was quite forgotten. Bunter was think-
ing of that same study table laden with
good things from the tuckshop.

He rolled away to the House,
and found Harry Wharton and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh in the doorway. He
stopped to blink at them through his
hig spectacles,

“1 =av, vou fellows, you're voting*®"

“Yes," salld Harry,

“(Good !" said the Owl of the Remove.
“That's right! England expects every
man to do his duly, vou know.”

“Such an expectiulness is terrific,”
remarked Huorree Singh. *“The dizap-

pointfulness of England must be great | |,

and frequent,”

“Fellows ought to rally round at a
time like this,” saul Bunter, * The pres-
tige of Greyfriars is at stake, you know,
1f the wrong man gets in, the old school
goes to the dogs. You're voting for
Loder$”

“No: Gwynne.”

“Well, you silly ass!” said Bunter.
“Look here, Loder’s the man. If he
gets in he's standing a spread—I mean,
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Me. Prout and M, Queleh came in to
conduct the procecding=.  Leorge Win-
gate came  in owitlh themn, amd was
reteived in silence. 1lis refusal to lake
upy tweer of the Cpetmion T dad ]rir.l
mauy eeximrs fﬂhutﬁ feclime sore,
and tirey mmdle no seeret of (L.

Wmgate peoposed Gwynne, amnd Tom |

North secondest; and Loder of the Sixth
wni proposed by Walker and seconded |

by Carne. Oon a show of dhancs, boiliq
My, Prout and Mr. Queleh were of
opigion . that Loder “had ", but

Cevvnne's supporters called for a count,
aned the count was taken.

The two Form masiéps procecded lo
conint, amil o buee of suppresséd vorens.
Jask Wingate was putting up his hand
for Loder, when he caught lis brother’s
eyve, and coloured, and shamelpcedly put
it down again., Ther he frowned, and
prit lis hand up agam in time to hbe
counted ; and George Wikgate, with an
1_-:||:|H'E*'-'~'-i-'.lll|£'=i~f Iﬂf'*", tierned  his g]um_'u.
awayv., - Billy Bunter made an attempt
to vote with both hands, in bis enthu-

sinsm  for “Lodeér, for the f{:lthu_‘uning

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

celehralion [0 Loder’s stwdy, DBut My,
Quelel callad bim sharply to order, and
onily ond of Dumtels fat paws was
connted,

There was silenee when the result was
anunounend

“I'. Gwynne, sixiv-seven votes,”
1+, Loder, one hundred and
voles, "

fwp

‘Uhere-was a hash,

“Geralkl~Lader, of the Bixth Form,
is declared duly elected captain of Grey
frimres. School 1

Thera was o roar. of cheering. from
Loder's supporiers, The pletring qee-
feet’s fuce blazed with teiwmph.

Gwynne shrogged lus shoulders, and
gave Wingate a hall-comical look. e
thitl not seem very deeply disappointed.
The two [eiends left the lecture-hall
together immediately.

“The estecmed game s up,” remarked
ITureee Jamz=et Ram Singh to the cap-
lwin of the Remove. "“Lel us depart-
fully bunk.  The honourable and cxe-
crable l.oder (= our esteemed new cap- |
tain."

“He may turn onl a8 good man,” said,
[Harry.

"Pevhaps,”  wssentod Huwreo  Siagl
“But the perhapsfulness is teckine.”

'The crowd streamed out of the hal
Gerald Loder walking away in the nnifhs
of a crond of friendsz, looking. as if |
were walking on air,

Captain of Grevirtars!

IL: long: mubition had heen roaliss

| at last: - At {anpg last b had downe

iz ald vival, George Wingate, amd take
i place ! Captain of Greyirviars! Loder
eup of satisfaetion was full, He nodds
and smitleil o Lis frends, with the l,'u_ha.--
ing words ringing i his ears—captain -
Greviviars— captain of Greyfriars!

. N “ g - -

The election was over; Grexirar
School had a new captain, -Amnd now
was over a good many fellows— ev
among them those who -had voted o
Loder—wondered what kind of a captau
Greyiriars had gol!

THE EXD.

(Don't miss the next gtory in this grdig
‘series, dhoya; o The title alone, " T
'IFMIJ Hund ': grves you rJJr.!lffft:lJf:f!'*"
Eoder bekures now that he is eapfin of
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