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A BUMP FOR THE BUNTER BROTHERS!

Coorgs Wingate may not be a prefect, but he won't stand any cheek from the Bunters ! (8ez the grand story inside. )
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he
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A stamped and addressed envelope will ensure a
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" The Editor,”” THE MAGNET

Street, London, E.C.4,

THE RIGHT SPIRIT !

REALLY fine letter reaches me
A from M. Foster, of Waltlord,

Herts, who apparently entered

our Famous Cricketers’ Compe-
tition. He didn't bag s prize, but he
doesn't feel a bit downhearted about 1t
He believes in the old saying, '“Try,
try, try again!” More than that, he
wishes to congratulate the winners in
that populur competition on their suc-
coess, A fine spirit, that, and typical of
our great band of Magnetites. PFoster,
too, 15 on the look out for new readors.
Splendid! He's only a newcomer to our
ranks himself, but Le's out to make up
for lost tune, and we welvomo him io
the MAGRET circle with open arms,

Crmm m e

RAIN!

A reader from Sullolk writes and asks
me for the name of the author of “ It
Ain't Gonna Rain No Mo'." He also
wants to know if I huve ever met the
gentloman, and, if so, what 15 he hke?
In the frst pluce, the author of that
one-time popular song is Mr. Wendell
Hall.
thes pleasure of meeting the gentleman,
and 1t 12 patural, therefore, that I know
next Lo nothing about him. One thing
I am cortain about, however, and that
in that Mr. Wendell Hall is no prophet
if he was thinking of England when he

wrote the words of that [amous song.

TORTOISES !

A reader chum who keeps a tortoise
in his garden 18 worried to know how
to look after it in the winter. My chum
need not worry about his pet uuduly,
for the torioike sleeps practically the
whole of ithe winter, and only wakes up
again when the spring comes round. ¥f
my correspondent places the tortoise in a
spare cupboard he can leave it to take
care of ilself. Dy this time, doubtless,
the torioise has found a snug place for
itself, and has dropped off to sleep.  If
it has chosen the garden it will per
hups have huried itself below the sur-
face of the ground. There's only one
Arawback to this sleeping place, namely,
that the tortoise might work 1ts way to
romeone clae’s garden when the spring
romes round again, )

TRAVELLING !

Severul  readors lately have slaled
therr intention of travelling to  other
econnlries as soon as they get the chance,
But one old Macxetr reader who has
married and settled down in this country
tleplores the fact that he has never had
the c¢hance to travel—to see the world.
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In the second, 1 have never huwd

strain that imaginalion

Well, I sympathise with lum, {or in
most of us at some time or aunother »s
the craze to get away - from the Old
Clountry, The sights seen away from
Eugland, the customs of the different
peoples the traveller meets, help to
broaden the mind, and provide an uguun-
tion in themselves.  But, for obvious
reasons, we can't all travel. T ean only
suggest to my old MacNET chum that he
reads all the travel books he can get
hold of. It's the next best thinp;. and

with the special travel flms now being
shown at the cinemas the illusion 1s
wlhnost complete.

MUSIC !

A reader pul from Middlesex informs
me that music has a strauge effect upon
lim. It sometimes makes him cry!
Well, that may seem exiraordinary at
irst sight, but it isn't really. In all of
us there is a love of music, and in all
of ug al some time or another there s
an snswering chord to the music of some
of the great masters. How much it
affects us just depends on time, place,
mood, and the gquality of the music.
There's nothing to be ashameod of if the
music makes you "“pipe your eve.” Tt
just teitifies to the wonderful art of the
musician and your sensitive nature.
But, of course, I don’t recommend this
“piping of the eye” as a regular
habit, I am merely trying 1o explain to
my -eader pal that tﬂﬁre 15, after all,
nothing very extraoedinary in the fact
that music sometimes makes him ery.

EXAGGERATION !

JAM.D,, of Nottingham, wanis (o
know of a cure for “exaggeration.”
Apparently he has an unhappy knack of
multiriying everylinng, for he goes on
to tell me that, in all good faith, he
was recounting to his parents an experi
ence that befel him the other dav, con-
cerving a scrap he had with a big feol-
low at his school. Before he had
finished his story the big fellow at the
schoo! had developed into five big
fullows ! Really, it 15 astonishing how
these ‘schoolboy  stories will  develop
from a molchill into a mountain, 1
won't take my eorrespondent t{oo
seriously to tusk, for T am sure he is
nof an' habitual liar, But he must re-
and "“multipli-
eation " faenlty of his or he'll get dis-
liked, The hest thing for him to do is
o think belore he speaks, not speak and
think aflerwards, ns he now scems to
be doing.

e —

HE WANTS TO BE A DETECTIVE!

A Magnetite, living at Sheflicld, has

a great ambition to be a detective, and |
a5 soveril querica have reached me on

[ this subject lately T'll take ihis oppor-

Luity of anaswering them under the gne

Dheading, In the first place, i yau
vouthful Fewers Loeckes want to tuks
up the detoctive pr{:-t't:-:-it-:sﬂn sErionsl v

vour best p!uu 15 to jnin the ardinars
police force. But that can’t be done
until YouL. have veachoed the Age o
twenty.,  From' there, ample opportuni-
tres are granted to the right sort of
tellow to get on and become a member
of the CLD. But make no mistako
about it, the detectives who get 1o the
top of the tree are born not wade, It':
the 6ld story ,of every man to his job
As u boy 1 wauted to be, in turn, =
satlor, bus-conduetor, enginoe-driver, and
fireman. 1 have been none of these,
however, which is perhaps ta the advan-

tage of everyone couscerned. A detec
tive's life sounds & rosy one. Flenly of
limelight, plenty of meney, plenty of

crimes to unravel—these are the visions
of the would-be detective. And those
visions are realised by a chosen few—the
men who are born to it, the men who
eventually reach the top of the tree. |
don't want to pour cold water on thewe
worthy ambitions of my loval readers,
I just want to provide a little ballast to
them. Anyway, a call at the local
police-station will enable you to learn all

thers is to know on how to join the
Force, which is the hirst step.
Next Monday's Programme.
“CAPTAIN AND TYRANT!™
By Frank Richards.
This 13 the title of the next grand storv

in the special Wingate series that is
proving so popular. You'll like it——
every single word of it. Just you look
out for i1t, boys!

“ THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR ! "

Then comes instalment two of this
amazing mystery story, 'a‘i.th Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake playing leading

arts. This secret of the old manor
ouse 18 ning'_ th:u'mvB an interesting
case to t wizard detective, and the

way he unravels it will make splendid
I"ll-lﬂiu!'.

GRAND “CINEMA ' SUPPLEMENT !

Harry Wharton & Co. have obliged
with & special " Herald ” number, deal-
ing with the “cinema.” Mind you read
1t, chums !

OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY !

Next week Walker of the Sixth at
(ireylriars ligures in our portrait gal-
lerv. Mmd you add his “chivvy ™ to
yvour collection,

Chenrio, till next Monday, clhiume,

Your €ditor.

GET
YOUR
“HOLIDAY
i  ANNUAL?"”
TO-DAY !

=
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A RECKONING !

methods he has emploged to gain his ends come home o roost.

'THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

fo say o him— and he says if with bolh fisis’

1

b | !|
|[.

PRICE 3
TWOPENCLE.,

Gerald Loder might have attained the coveted position of Caplain of Gregfriars, but the underhand
Gicorge Wingate, the lafe captain, has something

RICHARDS.

A Magnificent, New, Long Complete School Story of Harry wharton & Co. at Greyfriars,
showing Gerald Loder in his true colours now that he is captain of the school.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Taken In!
s I'LL take you in, old chaps,.™*

b (4 1 e
“I'll take you in,” repeated
Billy Bunter,
The fattest junmior at Gresfriars
grinned amicably at Harrvy Wharton

and Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh.

Wharton and his dusky pal had left
the Schiool Houre and were going round
to the bike shed, when William George
Lunter rolled in their way,

Bunter blinked at them guite benevo-
lently.

Apparently hLis intentions were kind.

But the twe Removites did not quite
cateh on, and they stared inguiringly at
W. (. Bunter.

“"You'll take us in?" repeated Harry,

“Just that,” said Dunter. *It's all
right. Relv on wme. I'll do it, old chap.
I'll see vou right through.”

“Well, you've taken wus in often
¢nough,”  said the ecaptain  of the
Remove. "I suppose there isu't a chap
at Creyfriars that you haven't taken in,
one way or another. Dut '

“The take-infulness is terrifically
clinrncteristic of the estecmed Dunter,”
remarked Hurroe Singh.” " But——"

“Oh, don't talk rot, vou kunow,” said
Dunter peevishly., “When I say I'll
take you in T don't mean taking you 1n,
vou know jolly well."

“T'hen what the thumip do you mean,
iff vou happen to mean anything?”
asked Wharton

“1 mean I'll take vou in

“Are vou expecting a postal order,
and «do vou want us lo cash it in ad-
vanee " asked Wharlon, with a laugh.
“Youve taken uws in with that yarn
e liIIIH U'"l"l".“

“No' howled Dunter,
take vou in with me.

“"Whepe "™

“Ta a jolly ripping :pread ! zaid
Dunter impressively,  “You've been

“T mean I'll

T ]

sSee 't

} cliap.

rather beasts to me, Lut T'm a forgiving | 1o bag the [eed hefore the election, my

I forgive you—"

“Thank you for nothing.”

“And I'll take vou in to the spread,”
said Bunter. “ You needn't thank me,
Wharton, 1I'm a generons {cellow, and
I'm going to do it. (iencrosity is my
strong point. Will you come?®"

“Well, my hat! Where's the spread,
and whose 1= it?" asked Harry, “We're
just going over Lo Clitf House. Ilob
and Johnny and Nugent have started
already. Dut let's hear about the
spread. Have vou got that postal-order
vou've been expecting for whole terms*"

“1t's Loder’s spread.”

“Loder of the Sixth*"”

“Yes. He's rather o pal of mine—

“0Oh, my hat!”

“I've stood by him in the eleetion,”
said Bunter. “HBome of yvou rotters
voled for Wingate's pal, Gwynne, 1
stood by Loder and got him in as eap-
tain of Greyliriars, You see, I've dono
a lot of cleetioneering work for him,
and all that, Practieally won the elee-
tion for him. T threw iy weight into
the seale, and thaet did "

Harry Wharton lavghed.

“Well if vou threw your weight into
any scale it would be bound to turn it—
if it didn’t =mash the =cales,” he re.
marked. “Hull a ton is o tidy weight.”

“You silly as=!" booted DBunter,
“Look here, The captain’s election is
over, and Loder of the Sixth has been
clocted ecaptain of Greyfriars.  Well,
he's standmg a spread in his stndy,
and he asked me to come. It's a ecle-
bration of his victory, vou know, He
told mo plainly that if e won the elee-
tion all hLis supporters would be wel-
come.  1'm his  ehicl sapporter. ]
practically got him in. I'm going to
the spread.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ohoeklid,

“Ihd the esteemed Toder ask  you
before the captain’s reliethion or alter-
Fully 2™ hie ingquired,

“Before. of course!”

“It would have been tervifieally wise

estevomed and Indierons Bunter. The
cgiregions Loder may have chunged hiis
exoellent mind sinee.”

“Jolly likely, 1 think."” said Harry,
langhing. "1 can't sce Loder onter-
taining Duonter at a spread in the
Sixth”

“Oh, cheese i1 sald Dunloy djs-
daninfully. *1 dare =ay you're jealous
of my having friends in the Bixth
Form. You would be! Dul you really
ouighin't to show off petty jealousy like
that,"

“Fathead !

“T'inv asking vou ta came in with me.™
said Bunter. “1'm asked to the spread,
uud, of course, I can take in a friend
or two with me if I like. It will be
a decent feed. Loder's giving his orders
in the mckshop now.”

“Phanks: but I think we'll get off 1o
CHIY House,” said the captain of the
Remove. “1 shouldn't care much for
leaing with Loder of the Sixth if he
wanted me, which 1I'm quite sure he
doezn't,"

“That's all right.
explained Dunter,

I'll take you in,"
“Coming m willy
me vou will be weleome. Tt's no end
of a =pread. You kovow, Loder does
these things well. Come on, old fellows!
1'll take you in."

Wharton and
Lheir heads.

The captain’s cleetion had taken place
in the lecture-hall thal aliernoon, amd,
Loder had been elected captain of {he
school in the place of George Wingate,
resigned,

Thev had seen Cerald Leader walk ont
of the lecture-hall with his friends, look
ing very bright and cheery and un
usually good-humaored.  But they had
n very strong doubit whether his good-
lunonr would extend to the fellons
who had voted against him or those wha
hadn't taken the trouble to vote at all
IT he woleomed them in his stndy 1t was
likely to be with his ashplant.
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But (he two juniors were rather
puzzled by Bunier's pressing hospitality.

The Owl of the Remove evidently con-
sidered  himself * persona grata 1n
Loder’s study since his exertions en
lLoder's behalf at the captain's election.
But 1t was nobl quite ltil-m Bunter to
bother about teking other fellows to a

spread, .
*Look liere. What's this game,
Bunter?!” usked Wharton abruptly.

“Why do you want to take us into
Loder's study ™ i

“Because you're my pal, old chap,
said Bunter affoctionately.

“But I'm not, you know."

“0Oh, really Wharton—" _

"“Haven't I been your pal ever since
you ecamo to Greyfriars, Harry, old
chap?" asked Dunter reproachiully.
“Didn't T stand by voun when you were
turned down by all the fellows on
account of vour rotten temper?™

“You silly ow!!" exclaimed Wharton,
reddening.

“Well, T did, von know, and l've
always beon kind to Inky, too, though
he's only a dashed nigger. Haven't I,
Inkyt"”

“1 have not the honour te he an
osteamed nigger, my csteemed [atheaded
Bunter,” said the Naloh of DBhanmpur
i ldly, ‘

“And T like yvou, you know,” said
Dunter. " You're rather a th.i-Tt"l:Il]T!HI'ﬂii
rotter, Wharton, and Inkv's a bit of a
black savage. But, dash it all, a fellow
can make allowances. D'm not going to
lnave pals like you out of a magnificent
spread in & Sixth Form sludy.™

“You put it so nicely, Bunter,” said
Wharton, wihile the dusky Nabob of
Bhanipur chuckled. 1t was fortunate
for William George Bunter that neither
of the Removites considered him worth
kicking.

“That's all right, then,"” said Bunter,
apparently taking the remark as imply-
ing consent. ' Come along! 1'll take
vou in. And if Loder says anything
1'll simply say you're friends of mine,
and thet will be enough. Hold on a
minnte, though'!” Dunter paused and
gave the two juniors a blink., “T think
1 mentioned to you, Wharton, this morn-
ing, that I was expecling a postal order
from one of my titled relations.”

“You did!" agreed the captain of the
Remove, " You've mentioned it about a
million times.”

“Well, it hasn't come.”

“It never doecs come, does it*"

"“(Oh, really, Wharton!
this ia how the matter stands,” said
Bunter. “The postal-order will be for
ten shillings, and it's absolutely certain
to be hers to-morrow. You fellows hand
me five bob each, and take the postal-
order when it comes, Seel?”

““Not quite ™

“The secfulness is not terrific,”

“Look here, one good turn deserves
another,” said Bunter warmly. "1 sup-
wee you can oblige me with a small
|nun for a single day if I take you in
to & magnificent spread in a Bixth Form
study 7"

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Wharton, “1
sce—now !  We're to pay vou five hoh
each for admission to Loder's spread?”

“0Oh, really, you know "

“Jloes Loder know wvou're charging
for admission, Bunter?”

“That's a rotten way of putling 1t,
Wharton, Sordid, in fact,” said Bunter.
“1 can jolly well tell you that if you
refuse to oblige me in t-l)liﬁ small matter,
I sha'n’t take you in to Loder's spread.”

The twe juniors chuckled. The
mystery was explained now; they know
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Look here,

the reason of DBilly Duantes's
hospitality at Loder’s expense.

“1It's worth the [ive bob, if you come
to that—to meet you on your owhn sordid
ground,” said Punter scorniuly. * There
will be plenty of everything—tons of
tuck! Loder's doing it in =tvle, It's
costing him pounds. A man dJdoesn’t get
elected captaln of the school every day !
Now, then, ves or no—is it a go!”

“Yes, it's a go—we're going!"
Wharton. " Come on, Inky."”

And they went,

" Beasts!™

Harrv Wharipn and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh went wn for their machines,
and wheeled them out. But William
George Bunter was not done with them

pressing

guid

vet., He was looking forward to the
magnificent spread in Gerald Loder's
study, but he saw no reason why he

should not kill two birds with one stone,
s0 to speak, and anpex & loau on the
security of his ecelebrated postal-order in
addition.

"1 say, vou fellows—"

“Oh, my hat! You still here®"” said
Harry Wharton., * Better buzz off to
Loder's study, Bunter, hefore all the
good things are gone.”

gt gl || tnEﬂ you 1n—

“Not in the least; you've tried, but it
won't work! (ot ﬂllt*ﬂf the way of the

jigger, old fat man!

“T'I1 make 1t five bob for the twe”
said Bunter, in a burst of generosity,

i 2 ]

“and you shall have the postalorder,
all the same, when—when 1t comes,
Thore 1™ ‘

“The whenfuluess is terrific.”

“ PBuzz off, Bunter!”

“Now, look here, you fellows—— Oh,
my hat! VYaroooooh!” roarcd DBunter,
as two bicycles wheeled into o,

William George DBunter sat «down,
roaring, and the chums of the Remove
wheeled on their machine:. A minule
more, and they were in the saddle, rid-
ing away for Cliff House Schoal. Billy
Bunter, picked himself up, <hook a fat
fist after them, and rolled off to the
House. He had wasted his valuable
time, and he had no more time {o
waste if he was not to be late for Gerald
Loder’s celehration in the Sixth Form

passage,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The New Captain of Greyiriars !

L ELL, we've pulled it off I said

\"f Gerald Loder,

“We've worked the giddy
oracle!” agreed Walker of
the Sixth,

“Practically 8 walk-over,” said Carne.
“T1 must say, Loder, that vou've played
your cards uncommonly well."” :

The new captain of Greyfriars smiled
complacently.

There was no doubt that Loder of the
Sixth had played his cards well—un-
commonly well. 1t was only a fow weeks
since leorge Wingate had Lurned him
out of the first eleven, and he had bit-
terly resolved to turn Wingate out of
the captaincy of Greylriars, il he eould,
in return. And he ?Iﬂ.d succesded. He
had been determined to sueceed, regard-
less of the means he used., Loder was
not particular as to methods,

He had been determined, and lie had
hoped for success. Yet he had nol ven-
tured to count upon it. DBy [air means
he never could have suecceeded ; and by
foul it was not casy. Bul for Wingate's
geapegrace minor in the Thivd, he uever
could have *“‘pulled it oll.”  And even
Loder, Wlackguard as he was, did naot
like to think of some of the methads hLe
had used, and did not eonlide the details

even to hie intimafe friends, Walker
and Carne. Neither of them knew wl .
Leorge Wingate had resigned from tl.
captainey, They were "hard ecases
both; but Loder had an uneasy feelinc
that even thome two *“ hard cases * wou!
have turned from him in disgust if the:
had known how he had used the recklocs
perversily of a foolish fag, leading Lim
on from [olly to folly, for the purpoce
of "downing ™ his brother, the capiaiz
of UGrevirars,

Loder said nothing of that to 1
friends;: he preferred not to think abou:
it bimself. And he did not find it harc
to dismiss from his mind thoughts tha
troubled hini, Loder had a conscience,
perhaps, but it was a very elastic one.

At the present monent he was feeling
abuolntely pleased with himself ezl
thinge generally,

Captain of Greyfriars!

The words rang very pleasantly
his ears,

The captain of the school was alway:
head prefect; that would follow at once
Loder, at last, would be in a masier{.!
position towards his old enemy and
rival, George Wingate of the Bixth, who
was no longer even a prefect, Tl
enntity and the rivalry had been all o
Loder's =ide, it was true, but that »wa:
not Lioder’s view., Now that the power
was in his hands, ho was gomg to -
iw—anrd use 1t hard, Wingate was dowr
hut that was not enough, he was goine
to he driven fairly to the wall, At Greo.
friar<, the captain ol the school v
captain of ‘foothall, A few weeks ar
Wingate had *“chucked ” Loder fii:
the first eleven,  Retaliation in &
was coming, and that was a vers
pleasant thonght to the new ecaptain
Greyiriare,

wyune of the Sixth, who had lwin
put up against him at the election, hal
been hopelessly beaten. Loder hal
scored w!l along the line. A crowd of
fellows had not voted at alli but of
those who had recorded their voies,
Loder had a large majoritv. He hud
even tade himself popular with 1.
juniors, even with the fags, before 1!
election, His kindness, his considera-
tion, had been unhounded, his pleasa
manners had been quite remarkalio.
Aud wany of the fellows had in conso
nuence forgotten that a leopard camor
change his spots, or an Ethiopian -
el

Loder awl his friends were rejoicitg
over the success of their campaign. 'Th
sporting men of the Greyfriars Sixth
had alwavs found George Wingate a
thorn in their side. That thorn was
Eone now,

Loder, it was true, had a good masuy
promises, hali-promises, and 1nnplied
promises to remember.,  DBut they il
not worry himi, Fellows who expeciiii
thinugs of Loder now that he was captain
af the school, who had been led to expr:
things« from him, were likely to he
severely disappointed—unless 1t suitel
Loder to remember his engagemeui-.
Coker of the Fifth had backed him
through thick and thin. conbdent of 4
place in the first eleven as a rewanl,

Theére vay a rude awakening in store
for Coker of the Filth! Jack Wingate
of the Third, had been his strenuons
supporter, heedless of s brother s

wishes, To the scapegrace of the Third,
it seemed assured that things would go
murh better when his " riend 1n the
Sixth " was captain of the school. It
did not even eross his wilful, unthinking
wind that he had been made use of, and
world be thrown ruthlessly aside when
he was done with, ae one might throw



EVERY
MONCAY.

away the tool with which one has done

dirty work, .
Billy Bunter was far from being the
only fellow  who expected  grateful

acknowledgment from Loder without the
remotest, prospect of getting it!

Captain of Greyiriars!

Loder liked the sound of it! It had
been his ambition ever since he had been
in the Sixth! Now he had realised his
awbition. His power would be exerted
to benefit his friends, so long as his
friends were very civil and very keen to
keep in his good graces. And it would
be exerted still more vigorously to
defeat aud disconrage and humihate his
enemies, and whomsoever he chose to
regard as an enemy. And there were
cheeky fags, too, such ss Harry Whar-
ton & Co. of the Remoye, whom he had
begged off from punishment as an elec
tioneering stroke, They were going to
discover that their punishments, like
wine, had improved with keeping!

“Time that fap of vours turped up,
Loder,” said Walker, glancing at the
study clock. * What about the spread-
eh ¥’

Loder nodded.

“PTubb’s getting a bit careless,” he
said. “I've been rather kind to him,
and that's the result. Fags don’t under-
stand anything but hickings.”

" You haven't wasted vour kindness,
old man,” grinned Walker. *1 believe
more than half the Third voted for you."

“1 shouldn't wonder if Tubb presumes
on it,” said Loder coolly. *“ Well, the
clection is over now, thank goodness, and
ho can be brought to his senses.”

The study door opened and Tubb ol
the Third came in with a big parcel. He
grinned and banged the parcel down on
the table.

“Jolly henvy ! he remarked,

Tubb of the Third would never have
spoken to Loder in that familiar way &
few days before. Neither would he have
ventured to bang a parcel on Loder's
table. Loder's excessive kindness—on
the ove gof the captain's election—had
auite deceived poor Tubb, and he was &
little * above  himself, He was rot
destined to remain long thus elevated.

“You're late,” said Loder, “I told you
five !"

“Well, it's only a few minutes past,”
gald Tubb cheerfully. “1 spoke to some
fellows as 1 camme up.”

“ And kept me waiting?"' said Loder
grimly. *“There's a cane on the table,
Tubb. Hand it to me, will you?”

George Tubb stared at him.

This was a sudden change, with a
vengeance, Tubb of the Third could not,
for a moment, understand it. He was
not quick on the uptake, as it were, and
did not immediately grasp the difference
that the successiul election had made.

“The—the cane!" he repented.

“Yes. Don't stand stuttering there!
Hand me that cane!” said Loder 1n his
most bullying tone.

“T—1 say, Loder, you ain't going to

lick me, are wyou?” asked Tubb in
pelonished dismay.

“(Give me that cane,”™

The dismaved [az passed aver the

cane. Loder swished it in the air with
guite a pleasaut foeling. The exigencies
of electioneering had debarred him from
the use of the cane for a time. It was
aquite agreeable to get back to it, like
getting back to an old famibar friend.

“"Teond aver !

“J—1—I say, Loder, I'm only three
minutes late !” groaned Tubb,

“I think T told vou to bend over.”

Tubb of the Third bent over a chair.

Swish !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !"

il
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for his cane.
I—I'll buy you a new cup,’’ gasped
““and you

Crash ! A teacup dropped and broke into several pieces. Loder reached
**You clumsy young scoundrel ! '’ he roared.
Tubb.
Il hold out your paw, too !' Swish!

“ I—1 say, Loder,
““ You certainly will,"* said the prefect,
Tubb sucked his hand

frantically. (See Chapler 2.)
“That will do to go on with,” said Swish |
Loder kindly. “You've been a bit Tubb of the Third sucked his hand
cheeky lately, Tubb. You've taken ad- | [rantically.

vantage of my good natare, Don't let's

hove any more of it.”

Tubb squirmed away [rom ihe chalr
with feelings too deep for words. That
afternocon he bad voted for Loder in the
election, Tubb would have given n
term’s pocket-money now to have re-
called that vote. He would have given
a dozen terms' pocket-money to punch
Loder's bullying, grinning face. Buch
enjoyments being out of his power, how-
ever, George Tubb suppressed his feel-
ings and proceeded to get Loder’s tea—
with a sullen, sulky face such as Loder
was accustomed to seeing about him and
which he seemed somehow to prefer to a
smiling visage.

('rash |

A teacup dropped and broke into
soveral preces, Tubb was not a handy
vouth.

The previous day he had broken a tea-
enp, and Loder had only smiled. Dut
that wag before the clection.

l.oder did not smile now. He reached

for his cane,

“You clumsy vyoung scoundrel!” he
roaroed.

“1—] RAY, Loder, T—1'1l LIH:,' i noew
cup " gasped Tubb.

“You cettainly will, and another for
the one yoi smashed yesterday,"” said
Loder, “and you'll hold out your paw,

| too. You can’t play bull-in-a-china-shop

stunts in this study.”

1 “He's

“Now get on with it, and if there are
any more accidents I'll give wyou six,”
said  Loder. “I'll keep wyou young
scoundrels in order somehow."

There were no more aceidents, and the
hapless Tubb was glad when his fag
master dismissed him at last. Outside
the study, with the door closed, Tubb of
the Third executed a sort of war-dance,
breathing fury and brandishing clenched
fists at the closed door.

“Great gad! Is that something now
in jazzing?' inquired Gwynne of the
Sixth, coming along to his study in time
to witness Tubb's extraordinary anties.

The fag spun round in alarm.

“Oh! I—I say, Gywnne, don't—don’t
tell Loder——"'

“Ha, ha, ha! 1 eatch on!” chuckled
Gwynne, “You're pleased with your
new capltam, what "
licked me!"

groaned Tubb.
“He

“Well, cut off !" said Gywnne,

And Tubb of the Third cut off. In the
Third Formn room he related his ex-
perience, with many gestures, in
sulphurous tones, thus apprising the
Third that Loder, the captain of Grey-
friars, was still the old Loder they knew,
though for a day or two he had seemed
quite a new Loder. It was only too pain
fully clear to Tubb that the leopard had
not changed his spots.

Tre Maicxer Lispany.—No., 927,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Back Seat for Wingate !

LT AMMON " said Sammy of the
G Secand,

[t wsas not o nmpm-t[ul*ﬂ

manner in which to address bis

major, William George Dunter of the
Third, DBut Bunter minor of the Second

Form mot ouly said “Gammon ™
derisively, but added:
" Bosh 1" _ ‘
Billy Bunter blinked at his_nunor

Sammy

through his big spectacles.
Llinked back, grinnmg.

“ Rubbish " went on Sammy.

“ Look here, you young rotter—

“ Piffle ! said SBammy of the Second.
“Catch a _
to tea in his study! 1 don't think!"

“Ji's & special occesion, you sce,” ex-
plained Bunter. *“I'm rather pally with
the new captain of the school—"

“Can it 1" :

“1 helped him a lot in the election.
voted for him, and used all my influcnce
to get other fellows to back him up.”

“4 fat lot that was!" said Sammy
Bunter derisively, * You asked me to
vote for Loder, I didn't.”

“That's because you're a disrespectiul
young scoundrel, Sammy,” said his elder
brother wnthfullf. “Bome fellows
would lick you for it.”

“Put it away " jeered Sammy Bunter.

mn

Jixth Form prefect having you [

OF UNBEATABLE VALUE—THE *'HOLIDAY ANNUAL"!

“Nover mind that! Will you come*"”
said William George. “ The s#-.reml 1%
-tmply ripping—costing pounds! 1 owe
vou two-and-six, and we'll call it square,
Properly speaking, 1 don’t owe you any-
thing, I certainly thought the remait-
tance was all for me when I got it, and
only noticed afterwards that the pater
mentioned in his letter that 1T was to give
von half. Naturally, I spent the money
hefore I read the letter. In your place
| shouldn't have said anything about
i——"

“ You mean, in your place you didn't
say anything about it,"” grinned SBammy.
“1 never knew till I wrote to the pater
pcking him, and he answered that you
had two-and-six for me.”

“Well, I'm taking you to a feed worth
quids, and that will make it square.!”
urged the Owl of the Remove. * Look
here! I'll make a bargain with you, If
vou don't bag at leasi five bobs' worth

hul tuck m Loder's study, I still owe you
|

the half-crown ! Thece!”

Sammy Bunter became serious at last,

This was a business-like proposition,
and, ns =uch, appealed to Sammny of the
Second.

“Well, T don't see how I could lose by
that,” he admitted cautiously, after
some moments’ thought.

“You're bound to gain by it, old chap
—that's what T want,” said DBunter
major. “I thought of you at once—"

“You thought of wiping off that half-

“But this is straight as a string,” said
Billy Banter, with great earnestness. 1
tell you Loder asked me to come to the
celebration in his study, and I can take
a friend if 1 like. Wharton and Inky
have just beem bothering me to take
them in, but I refused, T told them
plainly that on such an occasion bloed
was thicker than water, and 1 was going
to take my brother.”

Sammy Bunter closed one eye, _

As a matter of fact, family affection
vins not strongly developed in the Bunter

clan.

W hen a miember of that tribe tock the
trouble to see another member of the
tribe, it was generally with a view to
getting something out of him for
nothing. And it was so very seldom
that anything was to be got out of any
Bunter for nothing that the Iriendly
meetings of the Bunter tribe were [ew
and far between.

Indeed, Billy Bunter often forgot that
e had a brother in the 8econd Furm st

I, while Sammy, on his side, was
happily oblivious of his fraternal rela-
tiva in the Remove.

In these circumstances, it was not sur-
prising that Sammy Bunter answered his
major's invitation to the spread in
Lader's etudy with derisive disbelief.

“But I mean it, you fat young ass!”
exclaimed Billy Bunter angrily. “ At
I asking you? Ain't I ready to take yon
this munute? And there's no time to
lase. T saw Tubby taking the stuff to
the study.”

“1 saw him," said Bammy Bunter.
“1f it hadn't been Loder’s stulf 1I'd have
vhanced butting him over and bagging
something out of the parcel. But it's
not safe to play japes on Loder of the
Sixth. He's dangerous.”

“He's all right now, nie being pally
with him——"

“Rats "

“Well, not exactly pally,” admitted
Bunter. " But he really did ask me to
the feed after the election, and said he
would like to see any friend of mine,
That's honest Injun !’

“Buying your vote, what?” grinned
Bammy. “Well, 1 ecan swallow that
much, It's Loder all over.”

crown with Loder's tuck, you mean,”
grinned Sammy.

“Look  here,
pxclaimed Bunter.

Sammy of the Second nodded.

“T'lIl chance " he said. “ Mind, if
I don't get & good fecd at Loder's table,
yvou still owe me two-and-six. Will there
be a lot of fellows there? 1 mean, I
suppose you're not th» only fellow Loder
tried to bribe to voie for him 7"

*“It wasn't bribery, vou fat young
rotter. It don't matter who's there,
there will be plenty of tuck for all-
comers. | h-—:«arfr Loder ordering 1t from
Mrs. Mimble”

“Well, I'll chanre it !”

“Come on, then!"
Bunter.

And the Owl of the Remove led the
way to the Sixth Form passage, with his
fat minor rolling after him.

Wingate of the Sixth was standing in
the doorway of his study with a clouded
brow,

He glanced at the two Bunters, and
gigned to them to stop. They stopped
unwillingly.

“Do wvou know where my minor is,
Bunter minor!" asked the late captain

will  you come?”

growled Billy

of Greviriars.

“Don't know and don't care”
answered Sammy.

“What ?” exclaimrd Wingate. He

made a stride out of the study doorway.

Sammy Bunter jumped back.

“T.ook here, vou can't lick me, you
know !" he exclaimed, “You ain't a
prefect now, Wingate.”

“No fear!" sanl Billy Bunier hoily.
“Don’t you come the prefect now, Win-
gate. You're nobody, you know."”

George Wingate looked st the two
Bunters grimdy. It was true that he was
no longer a prefect, no longer entitled to
command Lower boys to “bend over.”
This was by no means the first time that
he had been made to realise his new
position by cheeky fags of the Lower
School.

But he controlled his anger,

“1 sent a message to my minor,” he
said. “He hasn’t comé to my study.
He's not in your Form, Bunter minor.
dare say vou've seen him about, how-

THe Micxer LiErarY.—No. 927,

ever., Go and tell him I waot him.”

= C r—

“You can't fag me, Wingate,” said
Sammny Bunter independently, “1'm
not yvour fag, and enly prefects can call
on fellows who aren't their own [age
Ain't that se, Billy?*

“That's so0,” said DBunter major.
“You come on with me, Bammy, and
never nund Wingate,”

And the two Bunters rolled on towards
[.oder’s study.

Wingate stared after them.

He was no longer prefect, no longer
captain ; but he was a Sixth Form man,
and not to be treated disrespecttully by
fags of the Second and the Lower
Fourth. And he was not in his usual
good temper that afternocon. The failure
of his friend Gwynne at the election had
diupraintﬂd him keenly. The success of
Gerald Loder at the poll had filled him
with misgivings, And he had been wait-
ing in his study for some time for his
minor, Jack Wingate of the Third, who
had not troubled to come. It was, aito-
gether, a very unpropitious moment for
the Bunters to choose to ‘‘cheek ' the
fallen head of the school.

Wingate made a stride aflter the two
juniors, and overtook them almost at
}.odar'u door.

He gmasred one in either hand by the
collar, and brought their bullet heads

“Ow, ow !V

Wi wmp !..J l l

Bunter major and minor howled in
unison.,

“Now, you cheeky young rascals!”
exclaimed Wingate wrathfully,

“Ow! Leggo!" roared Billy Bunter.

“ Leggo, you bully | yelled SBammy of
the Second,

Crack !

The two heads smote together agsain,
and two fendish yells rang along the
Sixth Form passage,

“ Whoooop !

“Yarooop !"

“ Loder !” shouted Billy Bunter,

Ho dragged his collar away from Win-
gate's grasp, and rushed at Loder's doer,
and threw it )

Loder jumped up from the tea-table.

He stared r::um.ls1 in surprise,

“You cheeky wvoung sweep! How
dare you!” he exclaimed, as the Owl of
the Remove rushed into the study,

“Help !” gasped Bunier.

“What 1"

“Wingate | stuttered the Owl of the
Remaove.

“0Oh, Wingate !" grinned Loder. He
stepped to the doorway, to see Bammy
Bunter wriggling in the late captain’s
grasp. “Wingate, release that fag al
onee !

“What " exclaimed Wingate,

Tt was so lately that Wingate of the
Sixth had been captain and head prefect,
monarch of all he surveyed in all the
Forms of Greyfriars, that it was a httle
difficult for him to keep in mind that the
power had passed from his hands. _

“Stop that!” said Loder, raising his

hand. * Let that fag alone!™

“Are you interfering with nie,
Loder?” asked Wingate, his eyes
Aaching.

(ierald Loder nodded coolly. )

“T am! If the kid's done anything,
you can report him to a prefect! You
seem to have [orgotten that you're uo
longer one.”

S|ammy Bunter

jerlmd himsell away
from Wingate, and dodged past Loder
into the gtudy.

Wingate meade a movement as if to
follow.. Loder blocked the doorway with
his own Form. Walker and Carne had
loft the tea-lable now, and they stood
behind Loder, grinning., They were
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both prefects, and both keen to display
their power to the Bixth-Former whom
they had dreaded and disliked while he
held authority.

“Now, vou can lay a complaint, if you
like, Wingate,” said Loder, in & magis-
terial manner. ‘I sha'n't allow the
Sixth to be checked by fags, if 1t comes
to that. But no bullying.”

“Np what?"” ejaculated Wingate,

“Bullying,” s#aid Loder coolly.
“When you were captain you spoke to
me on that subject a good many times.
The pasition is a little changed now.”

“The old order changoth, giving 111;1!.?-‘3-

to the new!” grinned Walker, and
Carne chuckled.

“1 sny, Loder, he wanted me to fag
for him,” squeaked Sammy Bunter. "1
ain't his fag, and he hasn't any right to
fag me now he's not a prefect, has he,
Loder 1™

“Certainly not!” said Leoder. “I'm
surprized at vou, Wingate. Ynu:i'r_-
nobody in particular now; but von ve
held & responsible pasition in the school,
and vou really ought to know better.”

“1 sent the young rascal on n mes-
sage,” said Wingate, breathing hard,

“You'd no right to, and 1 uphold him
in refusing,” said Loder loftily. “If you
lay a finger on him 1 shall ¢all o meeting
of the prefects to deal with you, George
Wingate. You think & good deal of
vourself, but you may look out for a
prefects’ beating.™

Wingate clenched his hands hard.

Loder, for a moment, quailed; he
Fancied that the late captain of Grey-
frinrs was about to rush on him, hitting
out, and that was about the last thing
Loder desired to happen. The champion
athlete of Greviriars was not the man
loder wanted to handle personally, if
he could help it.

But Wingate, with an effort, checked
his wrath. His contemptoous look
brought a flush to Loder's cheeks, but
liis voice was calm enough as he an-
swered :

“As a matter of fact, Loder, you are
vight. I can’t ecall on that sweep to
fag for me i he doesn't choose. That
ends the matter.”

And Wingate turned his back on
Loder and walked away to his own
study.

o T S

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tea for Two !

GEE!&.LD LODER grinned as he

turned back into his room.
Already, within a couple of
hours of gaining his new rank, he
had come into collision with the former
captain of the school, and Wingate had
liad to back down. It was the begin-
ning, and Loder did not mean it to be
the end.

He signed to the two Bunters to go,
and sat down at the table again,

But the Bunters did not go.

Billy Bunter rolled (o the deor, but
it was only to elose it. Then he blinked
affubly at Loder through his big
spectacles.

“1 see you've started,"” he remarked,

“Eht"

“You've started the spread,” said
Bunter. " Any more fellows coming ?"

Loder stared at him.

As a matter of fact, he had forgotten
what he had told Bunter was to be the
raward for voting for him at the eleclion.
Loder had made so many promises, and
had gone so thoroughly into the peculiar
husiness of bribery and corruption that
he could not be expected to remember
all that he had promised.
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minor rolled in the grass on the roadside,

Wingate minor struggled and kicked, but Harry Wharfon did not heed him.
a swing of his strong arms, he pitched the fag fairly over the stile, and Wingate

Help | '’ Mr. Cobb’s squat form loomed out from under the tree, (S¢e Chapler 6.)

With

““ Cobb ! '’ he shouted, *‘ Mr, Cobb !

“What business is that of yvours, vou
fat idiot 7" he asked. ‘" Get out of my
study, and take the other fat freak with
you [’

“0Oh, really, Loder——"

“Do you want a licking 7" demanded
Loder angrily,

‘“He, he, he !” Bunter decided to take
this question as a joke. “[I've come to
the spread, Loder, you know, I've
brought my brother,”

“0Oh, gad ¥ exclaimed Walker, of the
Sixth. “Have you been asking the
Remove and the Second to tea, Loder?
You needn't have asked me along with
them 1if you have.”

“Nor me !” grunted Carne.

“1 suppose the fat idiot is tryving to
pull my leg,” said Loder. “I'll take
some of the fun out of him. Hand me
that cane, Bunter.”

“0Oh, really, you know——

Loder jumped up, and DBilly Dunter
backed round the table. Bammy Dunter
backed to the door.

“T—1 say, you asked me, you know,”
gasped  Bunter. “You remember,
Loder, T told you I'd vote for vou and
you askod me to the spread afterwards
if you got in. I—I—I've come!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Walker.

LR

“Bribery and corruption !

“You sard I might bring a friend with
me,” urged Bunter, *I've brought my
minor. Shall we—shall we sit down?”

Loder gave him a grim look,

i

“T told you you could come to the
spread, did 17" he asked, in a reflective
sort of wav.

“Yeos, wvou
warmly.

“*And theat you counld bring a friend?"

“Yes: I've brought Sammy.”

“Very good!" said Loder.
fellow of my word.

and here are vou !

The two Bunters brightened up a good
deal.

" Look here, Loder——" began Carue
hotly.

Arthur Carne's dignity as a Sixth-
Form prefeet was much impaired by
the bare idea of sitting down to tea with
fags.

“Oh, shut up a minute, old chap. and
lot & follow finish,” said Loder. “These
two cheeky voung scoundrels have -come
to the spread. They can stoy. Stand
in that corner, Bunter.”

“Eh?®"

“T'll help you there if you don't move
jolly sharp{”

lLoder made a motion with his boot,
and the Owl of the Remove found the
corner prnmptly i'tt{}ﬂgll.

“Now vou m the other corner, Buuter
minor."

“1—1 say
“SBhut up ™
Tae Maioxer Lisniry.—No,. 827.

did,” answered DBunter

“IT'm »
Here's the spread—

" stammered Sammy,



; 'START THE AMAZING SERIAL ON PAGE 21, BOYS!

Sammy Dunter rolled into the oppo
site corner to his major, Gerald Loder
snt down again,

“I—I say, Loder—"
Bunter,

“T'm going to give vou six after tea,
Bunter,” said Loder. “ For every time
vou open vour mouth [Nl add one
o ?'T

C0Oh T gasped Bunter,

e did not open s mouth again.

Noither did Bammy Buanter. 'There
were quite s lot of thmgs that Sammy
aof the Second wanted to say, but he dic

hegan Billy

nob think it judicions Yo say them. He
glared with Hunnish Fferoeiiy at  his
mnjor, who had landed him in this.

Liilly Bunter stood blinking in dismay.
Ile had eome to Loder’'s sproad—here
ho was, and here was the apread. It was
aqite & handsome spread, and Loder, and
Walker, and Carne were enjoying then-
solves. William George Buater was only
v looker-on in Vienna,” so to speak. Tt
was sheer anguish to hm to leok on
at & feed in which he could not jein.
And all the time he had the knowledge
that tea was goiag en M his owm study,
gnd that it would =oon be over, with
nothing left for Bim, and that ke would
be late for tea in Hall!

All he was likely to pet by way of
tea that afternoon was the sight of
Loder's spread !

He grouwned imwardly.,

This was his reward for backing up
Gerald Loder. It was the reward he
teserved, as a matter of fact: but that
knowledge was no eomfort to Bunter,

Never before had any spread at which
Bunter had been present seemed so long
ta him. They had always seemed too

short.

But a spread in these peculiar eircum-
stnnees was auite o different matter. It
secmed to Bunter that it would never
end.,

The three Sixth-Formers took no notice
of the two hapless fags, and they
enjoyed their tea, and chatted over it,
Hunter major and Bunter minor shifted
from leg to leg, tired, and hungry, and

furious,

But the spread was over at last, and
it was time for cigarettes, which alwavs
[ollowed tea in Eoder's study. Cigareties,
however, could not be smoked in the

Ao Gerald Leder rathoer
reluctantly released them from the tor
tures of Tantalus.

1o prweked up his ashplant.

“Here, Bunter!”

Punters to go.

“I—1I sav, Lodor——"

“Benid over that ¢hoae ™

“I—I woted for yom, yon kuow,
Loder,” groancd the Owl of the Remove.

“1 got a lot of other follows te vore for
yom "

“¥You voted for the best man, I hope,
according to vour consetence,” said Loder
calmly, “Tf you dare to By that vou
voted for any mher reason it's my rlulv
to punish you.'

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bunter,

“From what you said when you came
into this study,” went on lLoder,

way. Yoo mustn't hint at that kind of
thing, Bunter. 1t's not the kind of thing
I can allow anvbhody to zav. Bear that
in mind, [ shall keep an eye on wou,
Panter, and any more talk of that kind

you will be sorry for, Now bend over
that chair.”

Bunter groaned dismally and obeyed.

The ashplant rose i.nd fell.

It was a severe “six,” and William
George Dunter's 5‘&115 rang through the
study, Sammy Bunter watched, with his
little round eyes wide open with appre-
hension behind his spectaces.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow ["" roared Bunter.

“You can cut !” said Loder.

“Yow-ow-ow !"

Billy Bunter rolled to the door. Loder
made a motion to Bunter minor, and

the fat fag unwillingly bent over the
chair,

Whack! Whack!

“Ow!l Wow!" velled Sammy of the
Second.

“Outside !” saml Loder.

Sammy of the Becond was only too

glad to get outside. He rolled from the
study after Lis major,

(THE BIGGEST
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presence of fags, =0 it was time for the |

“any |
fellow might suppose that I'd induced |
vou to vote for me in sorme underhand | Spirits.

The door closed and Loder & (o,
lighted their cigarettes, In the passage
Bunter major and Bunter minor looked
at one another,

"What an aw ful beast !

Billy Bunter "Ho asked
spread—pronised me——"'

You silly awl!" hissed Rammy.

Eroand:
me to the

i IS TJI;!Z'IILI;.?!Lt Ow! Ow! Oh, miv
hat! Yonop!" roared Dunter, as hi+
minor gave exproession, at last, to the
fury he had so long bottled P

Loder's study, Sammy's fat fist landed
on his major's nose in a terrifie thump,
and Billy Bunter sat down on the floor
r}f the Sixth Form passage,
“Why, vou—Il—I—I—you—

tered Bunter.

He scrambled up,

But :‘*nmm?' of the Becond was already
i full fhght, and was turning _ the
cortier of the passage by the time Billy

ik

splut-

1 Bunter was on his feet,

Tluu Uwl of the Remove toek his way
to the Remove passage in the lowest of
As he expected, tea was over in
No. T when he arrived. Tom Dutton
had gone out, but Peter Todd was still
there, nnrl he stared at Bunier as 'I,|LP
fal junior came wriggling painfully in.

“Hallo! Licked?" he asked,

“"Ow! That beast Loder——"

“My hat! Did he lick you at the
spread * grinned Peter. “That's
rather thick, even foy Loder! Or

wasn't Lhere any spread "

“Ow! Ne! The beast was only
pulling my leg to bag my vote!”
groaned Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'Tain’t a leughing matter, you
beast ! howled Bunter. “1 haven't had

any tea, and I'm late for Hall. Is
there anything left, Peter ?”

“Nothing, old bean!” chuckled
Peter. **You told me vou were teaing

with a friend in the Sixth and 1 could
Imep my HlEl:—il{ tea. I've kept it."
‘T—I was only jﬂking Peter.”

“No end of a joke,” agreed Peter.
“And the eream of the joke is that you
don’t get any tea. Ha, ha, ha |7

“Beast |”

Bunter sat down wearily in the arm-
:hu:r nnd jumped up again instant|y.

“8ix " from Loder's ashplant made him

indisposed tor sit down for some time.

erw! Wﬂ“‘in
“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Peter.
William (eorge Bunter drifted dis-
piritedly out of the study again. Tt
was evidently not his lucky day,

— e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Meeting !

" HALLU. halle, halle! How did
it go?”
Bob Cherry asked that

question, as Harry Wharton
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
arrived at Clif House.

Frank Nugent and Johony Bull
looked 1nquiringly at the two new
arrivals, 'Three of the Famous Five
had not taken the trouble to veote n
the captain's election, but they were
interedled to hear the result.

“"Loder's win,” saiwd Harry.

“The esteemed Lu-:lnr gol home hy
n Iudlunuu majority,” said Hurrce
Singh. “He 1s tremendously up in the
stirrups. and thinks po little beer of
himself."”

“Well, T expected it,” said Johnny
Bull. *“Gwynne really wasn't in the
running—and Loder’'s turned over such
& jolly new leaf that he's get reund
most of the fellows. Net that I trust
him myself.”

“The trustfulness 18 not

) terrifie,”
assented Hurree Singh,
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“It will be rotten for Greylriars, with
Loder in old Wingate's place” said
Frank Nugent. “Stull, it's Wingate's
fault—he resigned.”

“He must have had some reazon for
that, that we don't know about,” said
I3ob Cherry.

“1 don't see why he couldn’t give his
renson, if he had one. It's not treat-
ing the school well, to throw up the
cauptainoy without even condescending
to explain,”

“And then putting up Gwynne, and
advizing fellows to wvote for him,”
grunted Johnny Bull, “as if the cap-
taincy was a thing he could chuck abhoul
to any fellow he liked. That wasn't
good enough.”

“Well, Loder’s in," said Harry Whar-

tom, “A fellow can only hope that he
will turn out well: he may echuck |
some of his old wave, with a lot of
new responsibilities on his shoulders.

He seems to have been a good deal
more good-natured than usual just
Iately,™

Hurree Singh grinned a dusky grin.

“The electioneerfulness was terrific,”
lie remarked.

“Well, I suppose it was that," ad-
nitted the captain of the Remove.
“Anvhow, give him a chance. We
sha'n’'t bave much to do with him,
nnleas he gives us his special attention
for the sake of old times."

“And he may,” said Johnny Bull,
“He was always down on our ecrowd,
aticd e will have a lot of power as cap-
toin of the school !

“That was 8 reason for wvoting
against him, old man, before it was too
late,"” said Huorry,

Johnny Bull shrugged his shoulders
without answering. The Famous Five
woent into the school-rocom where they
were to have tea with Marjorie Hazel-
dene and Darbara Redfern and their
girl friends. Hazeldene of the Remove
was there, and he asked at once what
liad been the result of the election at
Creviriars.

“8o Lader’s in,"” said Hazel thought-
fully, when YWharton told him. “I
tHhought lie would romp home the
way things were going. T wouldn't
have voted for him myself—he
wont make a pgood captain of the
swwhool. Still, T don't think much of
(iwynne. But Loder will be a bit of ‘a
twister, He wasz against letting the
Lower Fourth off fagging, the time
there was a row about it.”

“He won't begin fagging the Re.
move,” zaid Harry, with a laugh.

“I'm not so sure of thai.”

“There will be trouble if he does,”
said Bob Cherry.

“What will you do to him, Bob?”
arked Miss Clara. “Boil him in oil,
or give him something lingering with
Lothng oil in it?"

Iob Cherry langhed.

" 5till, Loder’s captaincy may turn
out all right in some ways,” Hazeldene
remarked. " He won't be so jolly keen
oa duty as Wingate wa="

“Burely that won't be an improve-
ment, Hazel,” zaid Marjorie, looking
ujpr from pouring out the tea.

[Tazel coloured faintly.

“Nunno! Still, Wingate waz a hit of
p driver in some ways. Loder will go
niveh  easier, I think. Fellows kick
vver the traces rometimes, and they
don’t went six [romn a prefeet every
tine 1Y

“It might be fur their good!” re-
marked Barbara Redfern, a little
drvly,

Hazel grinned.

“We don't alwavs want
our good,” he answered.

wha!'s for
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[ Look here, Loder,” said Wingate minor cheekily. * What? '’ roared Loder,
swinging round. *' I'm going to the Cross Keys aller classes to~day,”" said the fag.

““ Any message for Mr. Cobb? ™’

(See Chapter 8.)

Harry Wharton gave a deseription of
Bunter's generous nvitation to Loder's
spread, which made the ClIff House
girls laugh, and changed the topic. He
was quite well aware of what was in
Hazel's mind, “Kicking over the
traces ' was an entertainment im which
Hazel sometimes indulged, and with a
head prefect like Wingate it had been
a rather risky business. Evidently Mar-
jorie's scapegrace brother was alrendy
thinking that, under Loder's captainey,
that sort of thing would be casicr.

After tea, Marjorie & Co. walked
down to the gate with their friends, and
the Famous Five lLiglted their bieyele-
lamps, as the dosk was heginning to
fall, Dut as Harel had walked over. he
had no machine, and he rather sulkily
inquired whether anvhody was going to
walk home with hiwmn.

“Why the thump didn't vou bring
your machine if yon wanted company

on the way back?” grunted Johnny
ull,
“Woll,
your
Hazel,
Another: grunt from Johuny, and he
mounted his machine and  started.
larry Wharton smiled snd haoded liis
hitke to ?":ug‘r-m.
“You ll
Franky."
“Right-ho !"
“Come on, Hazel, wo'll take the foot
sth,” eaid 1larry cheerilv, " Good
we, Marjorie !
“Good-lpe. llarry ! smid Marjorie
Hazeldeno :-.4.'}“]'_1‘. and Hazel
carclessiy to his si=ter, and walked with
the captain of the Remove, while the

I didu't,
company,

want
retorted

and 1 don't
anyhow "

wheel 1t home for

I,

nodded §

other four juniors pedalled off and dis-
appeared in the dusk.

Hazel returned at once to the sub-
ject of the new eaptainey of Gresfriars
as lhe walked with Wharton by the
dusky footpaths, taking the short cuts
buack to Greyfriars,

“1t means a lot of changes in the
s<chool,” he said. “First eleven foot-
ball will get a shock—Loder will he
foolball captain, vou know; and he
will back up his own friends all along

the line. 1 shouldn’t wonder if he gives
Wingate the push out of the team.”

“He wouldn't dare!” exclaymed
IHarry.

“1 don't see what's to slop him; he
will run the football comnuttee—and,
anyhow, ho has the last word. And
the Ilead's bound to make him head-
rrvi‘wr—-lhut‘ﬁ the rule. Foaney Lador
wad-prefect 1" TTazel burst into a laugh,
“Why., T know he gets out of bounds
nfter lights out, to go down to the
('ross Kevs to smoke and play cards,
Lots of fellows suspect it, and 1 know
it Southy knows it, too; he's scen

litme, (iood old head-prefect, what?"
“It's rotten enough,” said Harry.
“But Loder may chock that Kind of

thing now he's captam.”

“Catch him!” grinned Hazel., 1t
will be all the safer for him as captain,
and he will paint {he town redder than
VT, Wingate ought never to have
resigned if he'd thaught of the good of
the sohool. 1 suppose his merry minor
hiad something to do with it.,”

*ITs minor?” repented Harry,

“Well, it's no secret that Jack Win.
gate of the Third has been playving the

Tue Macxer Lisitary.—No, 827,
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goat,” sail Hszel carelessly. I'he
Third 1alk of it a lot, and it's [airly
well mown that Coker of the Fifth
spotted Wim one day sneaking out at
the back door of the Cross Keys, and
rave him six just as if he were a pre-
{eit! Like Coker’s cheek, of course!”

“Just ! agreed Harry. “But it
served the voung blackguard right, all
the same, if i's true.”

“Ol, it's true enongh—Ililton of the
Fifth heard it from Potter, who’s a
¢hum of Coker's,” said Hazel. “I've
vondered several times f that had
scomething to do with Wingate resign-
ing. Perhaps he doesn’t want a Win-
pate to be caplain of Greyfriars when
the time comes for another Wingate
11 be bunked from the school! Ha, ha!

Wharton did not echo Hazel's laugh.
He did not see anything humorons in
the matter, if the scapegrace of the
Third had been the means ol bringing
Jisaster on his brother, the best fellow
at Greyfriars. Only too well he knew
ol Jack Wingate's late escapades—more
thian once he had tried to kecp the per-
verse fag from his folly, for old Win-
gate's sake, but he had not been suc-
cossful.  And one or two httle circum-
crances had imbued him with a suspicion
ihat Loder of the S8ixth had & hand oi
some kind in Jack Wingate's outburst
of unruly blackguardism, which had
cuused his brother so much trouble.

“Skinner's told me that he's seen
voung Wingate speaking to thai.l hoozy
Lounder Cobb, ef the Cross Keys,” went
on Hazel, 2

“Qkinner’s not a witness I'd put my
nioney on,” remarked the captain ot

tlhe Remove dryly.

“Well, mno; but it's jolly likely!
Nallo! Talk of angels!” whispered
1lazel. *“Look there!”

The two juniors had almost reached
ihe stile which gave access to Friardale
lane. Under a tree on the hither side
of the stile a squat man stood leaning

on the tree-trunk, with a cigar i his |

mouth. Both the juniors recogmised Mr.
(‘obb. of the Cross Keys, as he struck a
match to hight his cigar. i

“That's the johnnie ! said Hazel 1
wonder what he's waiting there for—so
near Greyfriars?”’ _

1Haze! did not need to wonder long,
for as the juniors reached the stile a
irevfriars fag ¢lambered over from Lhe
other side in the dusk and dropped
aliost on their feet. 1

It was Jack Wingate of the Third
Forn,

The fag gave the two Removites a
care. turned from them without speik-
g, and moved towards the shadowy
iree, under which the end of Mr. Cobb’s
cigay plowed scarlet in the gloom. -

ITazel borst into a chuckle. This was
confirmation of what he had said to the
captain of the Remove, and it amused
borin.

But Marry Wharton's face hardened.
Ay Jack Wingate stepped towmrds the
tree Wharton dropped a hand on his
shronlder.

“Stop " he said,

—— T

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Strong Hand !

ACK WINGATE stopped.

J He had no choice about that, for
the prasp on s shoulder was a
good deal like Lhat of an iron vice.

1Te stared angnly at the captuin ol
thiee Remove,

“Who's that? Wharton? Let pol

“Tlold on o muinute, kid " sand larry
kindly enough.

Tug Micser Lisriny.—No. 927.
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" CAPTAIN AND TYRANT!"— NEXT WEEK'S GRIPPING STORY—
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“I want to speak to you.'

“1I'ti in a hurey !’

“So are we, Wharton, as a matier of
fact,” mterposed lMazeldene. " We'lve
none too much time to get in before
lock-up, hoofing it!"

“That applies to Wingate
loo,” said Harry. “Come
you'll be locked out of gates!”

“That's my business, 1 suppose, isu't
1?7 said Jack Wingate angrily. " Lei
go my shoulder, and don't meddle!”

Wharton coloured.

“Yeu'd better come back to school,
kid,” he sauid. “You don't want to get
into a row for misﬁing call-over.™

“Perhaps 1 shouldu't get into a row,”
sneered Jack Wingate,

“"You mean you've got an exeat?”
asked Harry. “But Third Form kids
don’t have sses out of pates uafter
dark. Look here, Wingate minor, Mr.
Quelch is taking the rvoll tomight, und
lie 1s sure to miss you. You don't want
to ask for trouble,”

“Do you happen to be my grand-
father, by any chance?” atked Wingate
minor sarcastically. “First I've heard
of it, if vou are!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Hazel,

Wharton's face set.

“I've seen that man waiting yonder,”
he said. ““It’s Cobb, of the Cross Keys!
Youre going to speak to him, young
Wingate?”

“Buppose I am?” sneered the fag.
“Does it matter to you?”

Harry Wharton breathed hard. He
had not a very patient temper, but he
was keeping it severely in check now.
Ilazel's suggestion that it was Jack Win-
gate's rascality that had caused the
captain of Greyfriars to fall from his
posttion in the school was in his mind
now, and many circumstances made him
believe that there was something in it.
And the young rascal was going on n
the same way, after all the harm he had
done—risking expulsion from the school,
disgrace for himself, disgrace for his
brother, shameless and uwnrepentant! |t
was altogether too thick, and Wharton
felt his anger rising high.

Iazeldene made a movement of imn-
patience, }lHe was not interested in the
scapegrace of the Third, cxeept to the
extent of feeling a mildly contemptuous
amusement at his folly,

“Look here, Wharton, let the young
ass alone and come on!” he exclaimed,
“T'm jolly well not gowng to be late for
call-over 1"

“Hold on a minute!" said Ilarry.

“Oh, M omnttered  Hazel sulkily.

mMinLor,
on, kid,

rot !
“Twt him be licked for being out after
low k-up—and serve him right !

“1 don't care if he's licked.
I___'_ll

“Will vou let me po, you interfering
cad?” said Jack Wingate in low, con-
centrated tones of rage.  LThe Remaove
captamm’s  grip was still bard on s
shoulder. .

“No!" said Ilarry, making np his
mind, “You're coming back to Groy-
friars with us, Wingate minor. You've
given your hrother enongh trouble, and
vau're not giving hno any more if |
van stop it !

* et me go, vou ead!”

“For goodness’ sake, either let hin
po or vank hin  along ! exclaimed
ITazel pmpatiently. *You'll have Cohib
butting 1 soon !

Mr, Cobb, whose cigarv-end could be
seen glowing under the shadowy tree,
imipst cortmanly have heard the voices of

| But he did not

the Greyfriars _lunim',q,
Clerge fraom the shadows; he =moked
interfering.

his  cigar  there without
Not that interference would have been

it

- - ——

tolerated: Farry Wharton was pre-
pared to knock the bheery rogue spin-
ning «f he intervened. The sturdy
schoolboy could probably have handled
the innkeeper, man as he was against
a boy; Mr Cobb was too soaked with
beer and tobacco to be of much use in
a tussle. Wharton hardly gave him a
thought He tightened his grasp on
Jack Wingate's shoulder and drew him
back towards the stile on the lane,

“Do vou think you're going to take
me back to the school against my will,
Wharton " panted the fag.

“Yes, if you won't come willingly.”

“What business 15 it of yours?” de-
manded Wingate minor shrilly.

“Never mind that; you're coming,”
said IMarry resolutely.

“I'l hack vour shins!”

“For goodness’ sake——"
menced Hazel.

“Oh, cheese it, Hazel " broke oul the
captain of the Remove. *“1f vou're
afraid of missing lock-up, cut olfi by
yourself, and don't bother.”

“I jolly well will, then!" snapped
Hazel, and he vaulted over the stile, and
started up the lane towards Greyfriars
at a trot.

“Now, Wingate minor— —

“I'll hack your shins if you don’t let
nie go!” breathed the fag furiously.

“Do, and 1'll thrash you,” saud
Harry., “You're coming. Oh!"

He staggered, as the fag carried out
his threat, and kicked.

Wingate minor tore himself loose, and
darted towards the shadowy tree and the
glowing cigar-end,

The next moment the captain of the
Remove was upon him, grasping him,
and Wingate minor was whirled back to
the stile.

and

He struggled kickod, but
Wharton did not heed him. With a
swing of his strong arms, he pitched the
fag fairly over the stile, and Wingate
mwinor rolled in the grass on the road-
side,

I_“']mrl.nn jumped over the stile after
m,

His mind was quile made up now;
the fap's insolence would have made
him determined, even without his con-
cern for Wingate major. As the fag
staggered up, Wharton grasped lis
collar.

“Clome on!” _

“1 won't!"" yelled Wingate minor.

“Won't yon?”

The fag was swnng out inlo the lane.
He struggled savagely.

recoiunl-

L]

“Cobb!” he shouted. *“Mr. Cobhb!
Help '™
The glowing ecigar-end ecame inlo

motion at last. Mr. Colib's squat
form loomed out from under the tree.

“'"Ere, vyou let my voung friend
alone ! he exclaimed, elambering labor-
wusly over the stile. Mr. Cobb was
<hort of wind. * Yon 'ear me- vou lot
"im alone, or I'll make vou !”

Wharton turned on hiin with a blaze
in his eyes,

“Will you?" he exelaimed,  *Inter-
fere if yon dare, yvou blackpgnaed!™

“What?" hooted Mr. Cohb.

“Stand back, von rascal!™

“My eve! TI'll give yvon raseal, yonng
jackanapes!” shoufed Mre, Cobh.,  And
he made & jump at the captain of the
Remove,

Wharton threw the strnggling fag into
the road and faced the innkeoper with
his hamds np, and his eves blazing over
them,

Mr. Cobb rushed on to a [fist that
seered as hard as iron, and (hat erashed
on his bulbous nose like a hammer.

“Oh!' gasped Mr, Colb.

Ile sat down suddenly in the lape.
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Vharton's grasp was on the fag again
fhe next moment, He whirled Jack |
Wingate away, and marched him up the
rond towards Greyfriars, gripping his
collar. and driving him along a good |
deal like an unwilling mule. |

Wineate minor had to go; he was an
infant in the grasp of the captain of
the Romove.

“You rotter !” he panted. “You med-
dling rotter! Let me alone!”

(1ot on, you young cad!” answered
Harry.

“I''m not going in!”

“You are—though 1I'm sorry I'm sav- |
ing vou from a licking for staying out,”
catd Wharton savagely.

“You fool!” said Wingate minor
shrillv. “1I can stay out if I like. 1
can do as I choose, now Lodex's captain |
of Grevfriars. Understand that, you
interfering rotter? I'll tell Loder about
this. and he will make it hot for you, 1|
can tell vou.”

Wharton marched
reply.

The fag's words were a proof of what
he suspected, and almost knew; he knew
it now for certain. Loder had had a
hand in the reckless fag's lapse into
blackguardism; it was a part of the
underhand scheming by which Wingate
had been led to resign the captaincy,
leaving the way open for Gerald Loder
to realise his long ambition. Jack Win-
gate had often presumed upon the fact
ihiat his brother was captain of the
school. Now he was presuming upon
his precious friendship with the new
captain of Greyfriars—he was to be un-

him on without

checked in his rascality, protected by
his “friend in the Sixth.” Evidently
I.oder had given him reason to count
upon his protection, for it was a serious
matter for a fag to remain out of gates

after dark, and Jack Wingate had
intended to do so.
“PDo vou hear?” panted Wingate

minor. * Do yvou understand, you cheeky

foo!? 1 tell you, Loder will make you
smart for this.” _
“You little idiot!” said Harry, al

last. between disgust and compassion.
“It's pretty clear to me that Loder's
been making use of you to down your
brother, and vou've let him do it
precious lot Loder is likely to stand by
vou, now he's done with you."”

“1'll make him give you six!” howled
the fag.

“Well, if vou can make him give me
six. make him,” said Harry. “1ll
chance that, You're coming in now
with me. Here we are.”

They were at the school gates now,
and Gosling was there with his keys,
about to lock up.

“ Jest in time, Master Wharton," said
(Gosling grimly. *“Wot I says is this

Al

'ere, vou've cut it pretty hne, sir!
Another minute, and I'd ’ave ’ad to
report vou.”

“Come on, Wingate minor!”

“You rotter!”

The gates clanged after the jumniors,
and Gosling turned his ponderous key.
Wharion kept his grip on the fags
collar till they came iuto the lights of
the House.

“Now cut in,” he said, releasing him.

“1'll do as 1 choose.”

“You'd better choose to go into the
House, then; I'm going to help you
with my boot.”

“Yonu checky cad Ow!" roared
Wingate minor, as the captain of the
Remove suited the action to the word.

On =econd thoughts—proverbially the
best —Wingate minor decided to go into
the House. He went in, with a furious
face, and the captain of the Remove fol-

lowed him 1n.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Brothers !

ERALD LODER carried his head
high at Urevfriars the f{oi.owing
dav.

L'.l‘_.. i ¥ = ik

E.-If}luli'l' .’IT.E:. T IT 1 T WA Ex =
grinuned at one another, and remarked
that Loder was putling on quite enough
swank now that he was captarr '
:L".‘h'l-:l]. '

Even Loder’s friends feit that Gerald
was putting on plenty of s ;

rlfll':'t‘ Was nNo aoubt Lthat S SlCTess
had gotl Into Loder's head a little,

The actua! fact was, that he was |

no means fitted for the position he held
which required a man with a
character and a cosl head.
Loder was possessed of neither,
He was the head now of the little
world of school. monarch of all he sur-

sLeans

| veved, his right there was none to dis-

pute. And Loder was more than a little
intoxicated with the sense of power.
His appointment as head-prefect had
immediately followed his election to the
captainey ; that rank always went to the
captain of the school, and Loder was a
prefect already. Now he was the head
of that august bodv—the Palladium of
the school, as the Head had termed them
in some of his speeches. Fellows who
knew Loder chuckled at the idea. Still,
there it was:; he was head-prefect, with
the power to call up any fellow, senior
or junior,

I

P

(zerald |

Al

for judgment, and to adjudge him the
| I =n|.?‘]'t1|:|-_~|1t known as a * Prefects’ Beat:
very fellow at Greyiriars who was
not a prefect himself was liable to that,
even the lofty Sixth—even Wingate,
+ho had so lately been captain of the
«chool, That power, in Wingate's hands,
had been exercised wisely and well. Tt
very, very seldom that a seunior
had been given a beating, and
oly in some flagrant case of bullying,
plaving the goat, or slacking at gaues,
' The power was rather theoretical than
practical; but it existed. There were
srisises that Loder was likely to use
« much more extensively than George
Wingate had done. Indeed, in Loder’s
- here were alreadyv bets on how
would be before the new captain
pretext giving
a prefects’ beating!

it ' ML

I-

."..g
| flound a
|'|':£ xl'l:gﬂtw .

for

P
:'.!:11".1-:.'.

The bare idea of George Wingate
“hending ever " in the Prefects -room,
to take a beating, made fullows catch

their breath., Reallv, considering the
NOSILIoN \"-’i:r,‘:ah‘* had held in the school
it seemed impossible; vet it was quite
possible, and fellows who knew Loder
considered it probable.

But if Loder was looking for trouble
with the late captain, as undoubtediy
he was, he was disappointed that day.
(George Wingate had reflected a good
deal on the change in his position, and
he was very C-Ilr{'%lll not to lay claim to
any of the authority that had passed

i

at a mecting of the prefects’ from his hands.

e )

T
=5
==

-

L

*“1 order you to leave this room
Wingate's lips curled contemptuously.
I came in for.
scoundrel, and that you're not fit for a

thrash you, Loder !

instantly,” said Loder, from the armechair.

I tell you in the presence of the other prefects that you are a

1
““ I shall not leave until I've done what

decent fellow to speak fo. I'm going to
(See Chapter 10.)

Tur Micser LiBrary.—No. 927,
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~ Every man in the Sixth had his fag;
hut prefecis were permitted to fag any
{ollow in the fag Forms—the Third and

Scvond. Wingate realised that he had
rade a mistake in fagging Sammy
Bunter of the Second, who was no

ionger amenable to his authority, and
he did not repeat the mistake. Not
that it made much difference, for almost
any junior at Greyfriars would have
heen proud to fag for old Wingate. Even
the Remove, a Form that fiercely repu-
diased the mere idea of being fagged,
would have rolled” up almost to a man
to carry out any order from Wingate
of the Sixth. Harry Wharton, not a
very tractable fellow by nature, would
have been the first to obey any call
from hin

2o Wingate really had the power,
though not the right, to fag any junior
he liked, but he was careful not to exer-
cise it, |

It was a drastic change, A nod from
Wingate had been enough to secure the
willing services of any fellow in sight.
Now if he wanted a book fetched, or a
bag carried, or a letter posted, he was
entitled to the services only of his own
special fag, and he was careful not to
call upon any services to which he was
not entitled.

That was a disappointment to Loder.
He had not expected Wingate to have
the cool, calm sense to take the change
in his position so philosophically as this.
He had hoped to hear complaints, and
he heard none. He had hoped and
watched for a chance of calling Wingate
to order, and no chance came his way.

Buat it was a case of the wolf and the
lamb over again. Loder . was - deter-
mined to hunt for trouble now that it
was in his power to humiliate his old
rival, and it was certain that soomer or
later he would find, or make, his oppor-
tunity.

George Wingate found his loss of
authority extremely awkward in one
respect. He had no longer any right
over Wingate of the Third, save that
of an elder brother anxious for his wel-
fare, which Jack Wingate ruthlessly
disregarded.

He had sent several messages to the
scapegrace of the Third to come and
gsee him in his study, and Wingate minor
had not chosen to come. He could not
send him an order to come,

The fag was avoiding him, and it was
easy enough to avoid him, for a time at
least.

Pmﬁ)a.hly it was a little on the
wretched fag’s conscience that he had
played, a large part in bringing about
his brother’s downfall. Probably he ex-
pected a sermon when he saw his
brother. For a variety-of reasons he

dicd not choose to see him, and Wingate |

could not make him do so. And he was
anxious about his brother, with a deep-
ening anxiety. Vague suspicions in his
mind had been growing clearer, more
certain, He had long suspected that
the fag was acting under the influence
of an older, unscrupulous fellow, and
his thoughts had, at last, fixed on Loder
of the Sixth, Wingate minor's reckless
talk helped to econfirm his suspicion.
Wharton was not the only fellow whom
Jack Wingate had told that he could do
as he liked now that Gerald Loder was
captain of Greyfriars. In the Third it
was common talk., Jack Wingate had
presumed on being the captain’s brother
when Winpate was head of the school,
bt he was what Tubb ealled “ bump-
tious " now that Loder was in. Indeed,
in one of the many rows of the Third
THE MAGNET LisrarY.—No. 927.

| Form room Jack Wingate had threat-

ened Tubb with *six from Loder."”

Third Form talk and tattle would not
have reached the lofty ears of the Sixth,
as a rule, but Wingate was anxious
about his brother, and he gave ear to
all he heard., The suspicion that Loder,
a Sixth Form man and a prefect, had
been base enough to tempt the wretched
fag into wrong-doing, as a part of his
cunning scheme, made the late captain
of Greyfriars tremble with rage. He
could not be certain, yet when be
thought of all the circumstances, it
seemed like a certainty., And that evil
influence, which had led the unthinking
fag into evil, and had caused his
brother’s downfall, might be going on,
unless it could be stopped. But it would
be stopped, fast enough, Wingate told
himself, once he could make sure., And
for that he had to “have it out” with
his brother.

For a whole day Jack Wingate suc-
ceaded in dodging the interview he dis-
liked. He even neglected to look in at
Loder’s study in the Sixth, lest he should
be collared by his brother in the Sixth
Form passage. But Wingate of the Sixth
was not to be dodged permanently.
That evening he stood at the door of the
Third Form room, to wait for the fags
to go in for prep with Mr. Twigg.

Jack Wingate came along with others
of the Third, and he scowled at the
sight of his brother standing by the
door., But he could not escape now.
He had to go into the Form-room for
prep.

Mr. Twigg was there, and he was
chatting with Wingate in the doorway
while the Third went in. Wingate
stopped his minor as Jack was passing
with a sulky face.

“Hold on a minute, kid,” he said,

“It's prep,” muttered Wingate minor
sullenly.

“Mr. Twigg will excuse vou for ten
minutes. I've told Mr. Twigg that I
have something to say to you.”

“Certainly,” =aid the master of the

Third. “Go with your brother, Win-
gate minor; you are excused for ten
minutes.”

Wingate minor bit his lip with rage.
But there was no gainsaying an order
from his Form master, and he walked
away with Wingate maior to the Sixth
Form passage, while the rest of the
Third went 1n for prep.

Wingate led the way to his study
without a word.

In the studv, he closed the door, and
stood with his eyes fixed on the sullen
face of his brother.

“You've no right to bring me here,”
muttered Jack Wingate. “You're not
a prefect now. You're nobody.”

“Whose fault is that, Jack!” asked
Wingate quietly.

“Your own!"” snapped the fag. “ Why
couldn't you let me alone? You were
bound to butt in, and it's your own
fault you've come a cropper.”

“We needn’t go into that, kid,” s=aid
Wingate mildly. “1 was bound to report
you to the Head for pub-haunting, to
get bunked from the school, or else
resign my position, I chose to resign,
to save you from what you had asked
for—what you deserved.”

“I'never asked you to!" muttered the
fag. “You did it of your own aecord.
You can’t lay it on me.”

“Never mind that, T've done it—for
your sake! Don't you think that gives
me a right, Jack, to ask you not to think
of runnming the same risk again? There
will be nobody to save you next time.,”

Wingate minor's sullen face relaxed

« into a mocking grin.

OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

“That's all you know!"” he said.

“Do you mean that you have some-
body to stand by you, somebody in
authority, who would be rotten enough
to protect yeu in wrong-doing, and still
keep in a position of authority "

“Never mind what 1 mean!”

“I've long suspected, Jack, that in
playing the fool as you did you were
acting under the influence of an older
fellow,” said Wingate. “I did not think
that it could be a Sixth Form man, but
I can’t help suspecting now, Jack, that
it was Loder of my Form. Your own
words would make me think so, if no-
thing else did.”

The fag stood silent,

“Tell me this,” said Wingate.
patiently. "“Had Loder anything to do
with your going to the Cross Keys on
any occasion ?”

No answer.

“Will you tell me that, kid 1" _

“I'm not going to tell you anything.
It's no business of yours,” said the fag
sullenly.

Wingate's eyes gleamed,

“Was it Loder?” he demanded.

“Find out !”

“I mean to!” said Wingate grimly.
“And if T find out, for certain, that it
was Loder, I'll make him fed-up with
meddling with a silly fag in the Third
Form,”

“What can you do!” sneered the fag.
“Leder's captain of the school now, and
you're not even a prefect. He can order
you a prefect's beating, if he likes.
You'd better be jolly careful how you
treat Loder.”

“That's practically a confession,” said
Wingate. “But 1 want it plain before
I act. And now, Jack, will you give me
your word that there won’t be any more
of it? I've saved you once, by throw-
ing away all I've won at Greyfriars, I
was captain of the school and head-pre-
fect, and, as you say, I'm nobody now.
Isn't that enough? y you want to
keep on, and disgrace our name, and get
sent home from the school? Think of
that !

The fag was looking at his watch.

“Time's up!” he said coolly.

“What do you mean?” ]

“Mr. Twigg gave us ten minufes.
You've<jawed me for ten minutes and a
half. TD've got to get back to prep.”

“Ts that all you have to say%”

“That's all !”

Wingate minor crossed to the door.

For & moment the elder brother’s hand
clenched hard. The cheeky fag was
within an ace of receiving the thrashing
of his life. )

But Wingate controlled his temper.

“Very well, get out,” he said quietly.

Jack Wingate left the study, with an
insolent grin on his face, '

The late captain of Greyfriars stood
for some minutes, with a nfuudr:'rd brow,
before he turned to his work at last, and
sat down at his study table. Was it
Loder who had brought his brother into
evil-doing, into the shadow of the sack?
Loder, he was certain, had known his
reason for resigning; he had taken part
in a general movement of the Greyfrars
fellows to get Wingate to withdraw his
resignatioh, on the eve of the captain’s
election : he would not have done that,
had he known that withdrawal was im-
possible. He had done it to conciliate
Wingate’s numerous friends; to gain
their confidence and their votes in the
election, knowing that Wingate could
not accede to the demand that he should
resunre his old position.

He had, thereforé, known what the
reason of that resignation was—and
how could he have known it, save from

Y
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Jack Wingate? And if he knew it from
Winwate minor, was not that a proof
that he was on terms of intimacy very
unusnal between a Sixth-Form man aricl
a far of the Third—that he was, in fact,
the unknown evil influence Wingate had
Jong suspected?

It seemed assured enough—but it was
vague; action was impoasible without
something clearer than this! And even
with the facts clear, what action was
open to George Wingate to take?

Loder was captain of the school; he
was in power. Wingate could not make
his brother's disgrace known; he could
not accuse Loder of his treachery with-
out betraying his brother—his brother,
whomi he had given up everything to
save. That was impossible! DBut once
he had proof. he would take action- he
was rean‘ved on that. Loder should
not escape unpunished; he would
and should receive a lesson for s
baseness.

The troubled Sixth-Former dis-
missed the problem from his mind
at last, and settled down to his
work ; but it was not easy. Loder’s
evil, triumphant face—Jack Win-
gate, unthinking, reckless, on the
road to ruin—came constantly into
his thoughts; and Wingate of the
Sixth found it uncommonly hard
to bury his mind in Greek.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Wingate Minor Loses His Friend

ARRY WHARTON smiled
slightly.

The Lower School were
lesson: and Harry came out with
the Remove fellows into the quad.
A Third Form fag, loafiig along
of the Remove. _

Wingate minor's scowl did not
affect Wharton very much. He
bitterest resentment by interfering
between him and the precious Mr.
(obb: but the young rascal's re-
Wharton's equanimity. Aas for the
six from Loder, that Wingate of
the Third had promised hin,
far.

Jack Wingate scowled more
darkly as he caught the half-good-
emiile on Wharton's face. lle
came over to the captain of the
Remove.
mesddling the other day is the talk of
the school” he said.

Hurry Wharton laughed.
of the incident in the Rag, to a crowd
of langhing Removites and Fourth-
Form fellows. Hazel had represented
grandfather restraining erring youth,
and the juniors had chortled over 1t.
Wharton did not mind, but it seeted

“My dear kid,” said Harry, “the
school doesn't talk about the doings of a
kid in the Third! Your silly scrapes
never more than the tattle of the fags!
Catch on?”

*You cheeky rotter!” said Wingate
fully reminded of his own insignificance,
“You'll be made to squirm for it, any:
Lhow. Just wait a bit.”

in the Sixth !
H
coming out after second

by himself, scowled at the captain &
knew that he had earned the fag's
centment was not likely to disturb
Harry had heard nothing of 1t so
humoured, half - contemptuons

1. suppose you know that your

o knew that Hazeldene had talked
\Wharton in the character of a kindly
that Jack Wingate minded.
will never be the talk of the school—
wminor, crimsoning, as he was thus cheer-

“As long as you like,"” said Harry.

(A
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“Tut don't call a Remnove man names,
kid—you're liable to be kicked across
the auad if vou do.”

(o
' arinned Dob Cherry.

“Hear, hear
{ “The kickfulness is likely to be
terrific, My emed disgusting hite
blichter,” said Hurree Jamset Ram |
Si:;g‘h. Run awav betore the boot
leather is applied rearfully.” |
“1 can _i-:-; v well tell % Mp— 1['.-:-;1!‘ !

Wingate minor hotly |

Jolinny Bull dropped lns hand on the |
fag's shoulder

“(Cut off ! he said briefly.

And Jack Wingate, noting the grim |
expression on Johnny & lace, decided to
say no more, and he cut off. The
Famous Fine glanced after him rather
curiously.  Vernon-Smith joined them,
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and he was grinning as he looked after
Jack Wingate.

“ Rright young spark,
the Bounder.

“ (‘heeky voung rotter, you mean,”’
aaid Frank Nugent. “I'm a good-
tempered chap, 1 believe, but 1 know 1
shall kick him if he comes in my way
too often.”

“The kil's got wind in his head, you
know,” said the Bounder. “ Loder must
have been pulling his leg—for a lark, I
imagine. He thinks he's cfnt a friend
in the Sixth, and that Loder will back
him up now he's captain of the school.
He hardly makes a secret of it—though
it's not a judicious thing to talk about—
if true.”

“ Loder has been pulling his leg, I'm
afraid.” said Harry gravely. “I'm
afraid he’s made use of the young fool,
to down Wingate.”

kind |

“I thought something of the

what?” said

a
\

| Wingate minor of the

| and walked on, making it

myself,” said the DBounder. " But

Loder ian’'t the man to bother about a’

rhhilwc
TWOPENCE.

—— e —

fallow he's made use of. If he gets to
hesr the liberties that young ass is tak-
ing with his name, 1 fancy there will be
a surprise for Wingale minor. Loder's
‘he last man at Ureyfriars to stand
cheek and familiarity from a fag.”

“ Hallo. hallo, hallo, he's speaking to
hioy | said Bob Cherry.

[he juniors, following Wingate minor

with their glances, saw him approach
leder of the Sixth. Loder was walking
inder the clms with Carne, with the

.
oftv

air which he had unﬂnnsﬂinusl}'

| assumed since he had become captain of

the school.
With a cane under his arm, and his

lhands behind his back, Loder was
parading, rather than sauntering, with
Arthur Carne of the Sixth. Carne’s

cxpression was not wholly pleasant. His
friend Loder was telling him that
he had some doubts about his form
for first-eleven football. This was
fairly cool. from a man who had
recently been dropped from the
first eleven himself, Not that
Loder had any intention of drop-
Emg Carne, if it came to that;
ut he was not sure that his
friend had treated him with
sufficient respect since he had
attained his present position of
dizzy eminence.  His remarks
were intended to put Carne in
his place, Carne having, at least
in Loder's opinion, presumed upon
the familiarity Loder allowed
him.

8o Curne’s toeth were set, and
he had a number of disagreeable
remarks in his mind, which he
did not venture to utter. Ho
was .oven thinking that, taken
altogether, he rather preferred
Wingate, whom he disliked, as
captain of the school, to Gerald
Loder, who was his friend!

Loder, however, was in a very
choerful mood. He looked quite
good-tempered ; setting anybody
down had a cheering effect on
Loder, and now he was setting
Arthur Carne down,

Jack Wingate approached the
two prefects a little timidly.

Since the election, he had not
spoken to his friend in the Sixth,
and the election was now two days
old. He was & little hurt that
Loder had not sont to his study for
him. Really, it almost seemed
that his friend in the Sixth had
forgotten his éxistence. No doubt
he was very busy, taking over
control; but the scapegrace of
{he Third was hurt and annoyed. Ile
was very far from realising how ox-
remely slight and insignificant a person
he was to Loder, in spite of all the
kindness and attention he had received.
In actual fact, Gerald Loder had very
nearly, if not quite, forgotten that there
was such a person a8t Greyfriars as
Third. He had
no further use for him, and he was not
likely, therefore, to bulk largely in
Loder’'s mind.

The new captain of Greyfriars was re-
minded of his hali-forgotten existence
now. Jack Wingate came up,

“1 say, Loder!” he began.

Carne etared at him contemptuously,
uite clear
that if Loder chose to be talked to by
Third-Form fags in open quad, he,
Arthur Carne, did not choose to asso-
ciate himself with anything df the kind.

Loder paused, and looked at the fag.

(Continued on page 16.)
Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No. 827.
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HARRY WHARTON.EDITOR

HE gymnasinm
thrilling history.
the oldest parts of the sehonl Lingild-
ing, for the aucicut mouks who used

to inhabit Greyfriars didn't indulge in gym.

H 1 FHE -

i

Greylriars
It is not one

nastics, The gym was bt om to the main
huilding in 1840 or thercahouts, so 1 suppose
you would call it fairly modern. However,
the gym has a history of cighty-five years
Behimd it; and if only its walls could ypeak,
they “uuhl tell of many thrilling sc lumllm}
tnasles, with and without gloves., Seores and
veores of Greyfrinrs h'-llrm-;--, past and present,
hive met in the gvm to settle their differ-
ences i flstic combat.  Withinv thove four
wills many a knock-put hlow has heen stroek,
sl those same wualls have often re-echoed to
the cries of “Give him socks!™ and “ A
Lrioek-out, by Jove!™

The gym is the venue for all the “ official
schoal fights. The wnafficial ones take place
either behind the ehapel or in a =ecluded
spot in Friardale Wood,

There ia this differcuce hetween an oflicia!
serap und an unoffiecial one, In the ease of
the former a prefect is present tn see foir
I[lay, and gloves are gencrally wused. I the
enmhatants are punishing each other ton
heavily the prefeet calls halt. The unofficial
gerap, however, is a hammer-and-tonge affur,
in which no quarter is asked or given
There is no limit to the number of rounds
funght, and it is on recard that one Tamons
feht lusted twenty-two rounds!

[fiut the Greyfrinrs gyvm iz something more
than a mere bhattlegraumd. 1t is fitted up
with a trapeze, and a vanlting-horse, and
parallel-hars, and all the rezt of the gym-
nastic paraphernalia, ymnastics are not
compulsory at Greviriars, hut most fellows
ke to have a turn nt the punching hall
oceasionally, or swing the Indian eclubs, or
wield the weighty dumhb-hells,

Prohalily the Anest gymuast in the Nemove
I« little Wun Lung, the Chinece. He performs
the most daring ‘and hreathiless feata on the

trapeze, and when we have a gymaastiv
pyramid he always takes the loftiest amd
most perilome position. 11 you eauld wateh

Wun Lung's ape-like agility on the trapez2e
you wonld oo ]mmw donht the Dnrum'rlu
l]!EUI’}" that man is dezecmiled from monkeys!

The worst gymnast? Well, that donuhiful
honour falls to the lot of William Gearpe
Hunter. .

I've only seen Dunter on {he trapeze onee
His huge bulk was suspewdod oo high, amd
the trapeze seemed in imminenl peril of enl-
lupsing! You see, its hnman load {8 not
siipposed to exceed half a ton! How Bunter
hivd managed to get up there 1T don't know;

Tne Macsxer Lisnany.—No., 927.

but, having aceomplished the ascent, he was
unahle to get down again, and he shouted
and squenled for assistance. Finally we had
to fetehh a ladder, so that the fat junior
could descend in safety.

And yet Bunter, in his colossal coneceit,

imagines he is Greyfriars” Greatest Gyvinnast !

HARLKY WHANTON.

POETICAL GYMNASTICS!

(After ** The Cataract of Lodore.")
By Dick Penfold. i

HOW do the fightineg men
Hox o the gym?
Mighty and wuscular,
Sturdy of limh.
I:"HI.'!IHE eavrh other
With never a fear:
Crowds at the ring-side
To give them a chcer!

ROUND 1.
Fighting and smiting
In manner execiting,
Shomting and springing
And slogging and swingine,
Posnmelling, punching,
Carcering amd erunching,
Rallying, rushing
And clinching Al ernshing,
Daneing and prancing,
And grimly advancing,
Dashing and crashing
And beating and bashing,
Skidding aud sprawling
Aud falling and hrawling,
Gilnbhing and slidiog
And chafling amd chiding,
Clanging and elattoring,
Bruising and battering,
stunning and shattering
Amid the loud chatterine—

_—

That's how the fighting-men
Box in the gym!
(Iuterval fur a ' breallic; ™)
ROUND 11,
Hitting and hammering,
Amd elashing amd elamonving,
Twisting awoid twirling
Amd wheeling awd whirvline,
Yelling amd yapping
Amd snorting sod suappin,
Banging and bouniing
And putehing and poundine,

Dodging amd dropping
Awd hinrtling and happing,
Smiline and scowling

Amd pgrinuing aml growline,
Thumping and elumping

Aml bashing and bun:ipine,
Retreating amd mectiog

Amd filying and fleeting,

Rappiog and slapping

Amd elapping aud tappane,
Boiling, recoiling,

Turmuiling and toiling,
Whaeking and smacking

And eracking (no slacking ),
Clutehing and clasping

And grunling and ga-pinge,

And vever desisting

And uever resisting

Until, at the knock-ont,

The rvel pulls his “eloek ' onl,
And his thunderons ** Tine )™
Puts an end to my rhyne |

Mighty nmd muszenlar,
Sturdy of limb,

That's how the fightinganen
Box In the gym! i

HE fat and fatuous Nilly Bunter lias
had the check ta challenge me to
a boxing contest in the gym. Of
course, 1 sha'n't take the silly Owl
seriously. If 1 did, Gosling, the parter,
woulldl have to ecome alopg with his broom
amd sweep up httle hits of Bunter! The
anly sort of copntest fm which 1 should he
likely to be beaten by Bunter wonld be
toast-eating contest. T should find mysell
“whacked ™ at the sixth *‘ round " !

LORD MAULEVERER is strongly of the
opiuion that the Greyfriars gymnasiom shouli
he converted into a darmitory—a sort of
rest-room for fellows who happen to feel
tired in the Jdaytime, Mauly deeclares that
there would be room to swing ahout twenty
hammocks.  But Greylriars  has  got 1o
room for In;:.nmmrl-u. -swingers --or for *f leail-
swiungers *

A COPY aof “Panch ™ was found lyvine
about in the gym the other day. Evidently
some would-be world-beater haz heen swat.
Ling up the noble art of seli-defence!

ALONZO TODD counsiders that the trapeze
in the gym is very danacrons.  Dicky
Nupent fell off it the other day, and landeil

on Lop of Alonzo, Nothing dangerous |n
that, o long as a [fellow lawds an some-
Thing ** soft )

the faert that

?‘lj :"a“l"l: LI\LI:T l:ﬂl]'ﬂr'll';

wrestling isu't taken up more seriounsly b
Groviriers, Mast of ux are ton  bysy
wrestling with Latin verbs 1o find time for
the other sort of wre=tling!

ROLSOVER MAJOR, whase ambition it is
Loy beeonie Lhe world s ehammgion pogilist, s
advertising for o sparring partuer.  Appli
cants are regquested to proviede tlivie owen
crulehes and bandages !

WILLIAM GOSLING, aur hoary and venor.

ahle porter, declares that in s yonth e
sed to he a hexpoert gymmasium.”  Ev
dently Gossy meanse ** gymnuast.”  He mygt

have been a jolly sight maore agile in tho-e
days than he is pow. I saw L o erawling
acioss the Close just now, and his speed
didn’t exceed a hundred ymrds per hour!

PETER TODD has been walking ahout for
some  days past with a noze which has
awollen to douhle s mormal xize. The ex
planation is that Billy Punter was «dning
some club-swinging in the gym. and Peley
happened to he stamding in the danger-zone !
He received a terrifie elump on the nose,
which quite knocked him out,
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The

“NOTISS,
A speclal meating of Masters will be held

in the Jimmynasium to-nite, at 8 o'clock in
the fonrnoon. l've got a jully important
dunounsement to make,
(Signed) 1. DIRCHEMALL,
Headmaster.”

The masters of St. Sam's frowned when
they peroozed that notiss.

* Buther the Head and hizs meatings!™
caggsclaimed Mr., Lickham, “1 waunted to go
1o the pictures to-pite!”

“ And I'm playing in a Bnakes-and-lndders
Toruyment!™ pgrowled Mr. Justiss. ** 1 shall
buve to cunsel my match npnow, and ny
vppuncut will think I'm funking!™

“Donner und blitzen ! sported the German
riaster, Herr Otto Guggenheimer.  * The
Head, he vos an awfal nuisance, aip’t it?"”

‘* Amd he can't spell for toffy!" added Mr.
Chas, T}'za.*r, inoking at the Head's announse-
ment, ]t. 5hmlhl he * Jim-pasinm,” not
*Jimmy-nasiom '!  Any fool kbows that! |
knew it myself Inng ago !

The masters felt very annoyed with the
Head for spoiling their eveniog, but it was
impossibul for them' to dodge the meating.
The Head's eommands were like the laws of
the Swedes and Persians. They simply had
to be obeyed.

Promptly at eight o'klock, therefore, the
nmiasters turned up in force in the Jimmy-
Lasium.

Dr, Birehemall wazs wniting for them. He
wius perched on the bhox-horse, swinging his
ne, lean legs two amd fro.

* Ah! QGoed-evening, jentlemen!® said the
Vaad, as the masters trooped in. * Yon are
douhtless wondering why T summmened this
meating, The fact is, I've got a partiku-
larly bright branc-wuve. Satterday next i«
speech Day——"

“Tell us somcthing we don't know!"™
soowled Mr., Lickham,

The Head frowned.

* Be silent, Lickham, unless you want to
ga oyt on your neck!”™ he =aid sternly.
v Satterday next iz Speech Day, and the
Giuvvernors of the schoal are coming down,
i1 accordanse with time-onnered custom, Lo
present the prizes. Now, I thiuk it's up to us
to entertain the Guvverners in some way. 1

want to keep in with them, you koow! [t's
a wise polliey.”
“Quite ! said Mr. Justisz, “TNut surely

it ¢ Guvvernors el quite enall entertainiment
v hen they ecome dowp here? There's a hig
b ankwett in the diningzhall, and the okl
I niers can eat, and drink, amd be merry to
i hweir hearts' coontempt.”

“Yes, yves!” said the Ilead Impatiently,
“But I don't mean that sort of vntertain.
eent, T think we onght to get ap something
i otra speeial for the Guvverners' bennyfit.
I thought, at first, that we might play a
froter mateh against them.  But General
'anguss, the Chairman of the Guyvernors, is
in his nipety-ninth vear, amd he might find
Fwiler & little ton strepuons, %o 1've had
to think of something else. What «do you
<av, dentlemen, to oo Jimany-na=tie Class vom-
B --ul mainly of masters?"

“(h, my hat!" ga=ped Mr, Lickham,

= ol vos vob T eall a tom fonl =ugecestion.
siu’t 7" growled Herr Guggenheimer,

e Head smaled.

- Nonsense, Gueev!'"  he  =aid  jenially.
cflere is mothing foolish ahont it.  Have
vy ever geen o jimmy-nastic  pirramil,
oatlemen? I zo, you must admit that it
i+ a very Impressive sight. There s no
roason why we shouhdn't practizs a pirramid
sonomest ourselves, b sLombd form the fonnada
tiom of at, and a master wonld stand onp
colher suldee of me. Two waore masters wonkl

perched on onr sholders;  and on e
“hadders of these two, anolther master would

Pamd.  Then, on his <halders, at the very
~pmmit of the pivramid, we wonlil have a
caiall oy Mudgett of the Fiest, for example.
1< that vlears™

Clear us gl '

The MHead sighed,

growled Mr. Lickhan.

eﬂd' |—,

Jlﬂ"l‘n)’ ¢ C' a;;.-

“For the bennyfit of Lickhiam, who is a
person of very feehle intelleet, 1 will deseribe
the formation of the pirramid, or tabblo, o
detale,” he gabd, 1 shall s#taud on the
ground—"

" The safest place!"™ mermercd Mr, Justiss,

“You, Justiza, and you, Lickham, will
stand on either side of me. Herr Guggen-
heimer and Mr. Chas. Tyzer will ballauce
themselves on  our sholders. On  their
sholders, in turn, will stand Mr. Skellingtou,
who s only a Jlight-weight. And on Mr
Skellington’s sholders, to mauke the tahbblo
complete, will he Midgelt of the First. |1
will send for Midgett ubl once, 80 thal we
can reberse the pirramid.”

Yuung Midgett was promptly =ent for,
he shivered with comprehension when
juined the masters in the Jim.

“Why, the retehed oy is trembling like o

ani
¢

leaf !"? eggscluimed the Hewd, © Pall somr
self together, Midgzett!  We are not going
to cat you! We are forming o hwman

tabhlo, aud we waut you tn be the pinnackle
of it.”
Midoett looked seared.

“T-b-but supposing I fall, #ir?™ he =tam
mered, I should hmrt my=elf, ~houldn't ¥
“Undoubtedly '™ aid 1he Head, nodding,

“You would hurt yourself so hadly that you
would be past meddicle and. DBat owe wonlid
se¢ that yon had a gosd bervial ! added
the Head soonthingly.

"“Oh crunibs!”

“Now we will get to bizziness ' sald the
Head briskly.

The masters were not at all keen on the
human pirramid —especially thoze vho would
neenpy the high positions,

The Head was the piveot on vwhich the
pirramid wonlld depend; aud if he failed to
hear the weight of those on  top, and
crompled up at the koeez simild enllapsed, 1he
tabblo would come erashing down like a
house of cards,

“I—1 think yon'ii hettor eggzense me, sir,
from taking part in this stuni.” >aid Mr.
skellington.  * Yon see, T haven't taken out
i life-ingsuranze pollicy L

“ Cowherd ' sald the Head searnfully.
*Ohey my orders at once, or it will be the
worse for you!"

The Head fiatly refusedd to allow anyhody
to back ont. He had set his heart on giving
the jimmy-nastic dizplay for the heunyvfit of
the Guvvernors, and he was in teadly Ernest,

The masters, however, were in a horribul
state of hiuve funk. As for young Midget,
he was shaking and quaking, and shivvering
and quivvering.

As it bappened, thongh, the first rehersal
proved quite a suxxess,  Apart from one or
two trifling spills, in which Mr, Skellington
hroke bis fromt teeth, and Herre Guegen-
hicimer's nose was fHattencd on the Hoor of
the Jim, there were no cazualties,  Every.
thing worked like a chiarm,

* Bravvoe!* zaid the Head, when (he re.
hersal was aver. “1 feol quite proad of my
Jimmy-nastic It will make

L] -
‘ |H.-L'.*.

Mr. Lickham's nose was like a squashed
:Irnwﬁ:rry.
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Guvverncrs sit up and take noti=s. We mupst
pracetiss this tabblo every night, mil bring
it to the highest piteh of perfection. I

'| would be perfectly awful if we made a ha-h

Calessilg Your jaw,

i'-lmrr.v HuﬁI:HT
,‘f\ Trattber Cowcal 57‘“:5/ o S* Saws.

y changed into swetters and shorts,

Lthe i

| Head

things on Speech Iay! Why
Skellington? "
I've lost my fromt teeth ! howiol

“That tumble we had jo-t
W ——=*
1|!"I'..'

+ Oh, up!™ said the Head irritably.
“Funcey mwaking a fuss about losing a cupple
of teeth! In view of the lofty position you
oceupy in my tabblo, you can thank your
lucky =stars that you haven't snappmdl your
spine or busted a rib or two! We'll pack
up now, The anext rehersal will take plave
te-norro night at the same time."

From that time fourth everything went
merrily. And when Speech Day arrived tho
Head was beaming all over his dial nt the
prospect of cntertaining the Guvverners,

St. Sam's assembled in Big Hall for the
preseutation of the prizes, anmd then every-
body adjerned to the Jim. The Head amd
the masters, and Midgett of the First,
nod thete
was @ harty cheer when they trooped into
the Jim.

As u =ort ol curtain-raiser, the Head had
a frendly boxing-bout with Mr. Lickham,
whom he nocked roopnd and ronmd the ring,
It was a frendly serap, but by the time it
was aver Mr, Lickham's feelings towards the
Head were anything but pally. His nose was

nre. ynn

- Yow !
Mr. skellinzton.
T

like a squashed strawberry, amd ouc of his
eves had pul up the shutters.

General Fuuguss, the hairman of the
Guvverners, looked wvery boarnd while  the

boxing bout was in progress,

Y Rhivver my timbers!?? he eggzelaimed, in
his military way of speaking, Tz this what
you hrought us here to sec, Dr. Bircliimall —
u seuseless display of fistyeuff=?"

“Not at all!" sald the Head, “That was
just a prelimminary canter, if T muy =y
5. The star turn will now take place,
Forward, my merry Jimnasts!"

The zoapreem moment had arrived !
a hrethless silence the members of
Head's tabblo toek up their positions,

Finally, when little Midgett climbed to lis
dizzy emminence and stood there, perched on
the sholders of Mr. Skellington, there was a
iond  roar of applaws, in which General
Funguss joined,

The haman pirramid was now complete,

“We  will remain like this, perfectly
motinnless, for three minnit=,”" announsed Lhe
Head, who waz stamding with legs apart auld
arms outsiretehed, one resting on Mr, Lick-
ham's sholder and the other on the sholder
of Mr. Justizs,

The schoal and
spelihound.

Just hefore the three minnits were up a
big bhluchattle spddenly took it into its headd
Lo alight on the Head's nose. T did so, and
the MHead, although he didn't b, wat
greatly tickled by the inshilent—or, rather,
hy the inkect, Forgetling that any move-
ment wonld bhe fatal, he suddenly ferked his
vight arm away from Mr, Lickham’s sholder
in order to get at the bluchottle.

Crash!

As falls the jiant oak, so fell the Tlead's
pirramid ! The masters eame toppling down
aned sprawled on top of ench otber, with the
Wead berried underneeth,

Midget of the First had the hiegest drap.
Fortunately, however, he broke his fall by
alighting on the head of General Funguss.

The seen that followed beggard deseription.

Amid
Lthie

Guvverners looked on,

' The Head and the masters wore sirpegling

on the floor ax if they were taking part in
a Roghy serom. The gencral roared with
sugwish, and tenderly ruabbed his napper.
Midgett of the First was ekrecking historiv-
ally. You never saw such a rumpus in all
vomr nateheral !

When the members of the Head's Jimmy-
nastie Class had sorted themszelves aut, the
pot a  terribnl ticking-offt from  the
seneral, who ealled him a hair-brained loona-
tick amd a chopheaded chump, and contingel
tor hurl wrathful epitaffs at him for ahout
twenty minnits,

That evening, when the Head took ealline.
over, his arm wag in a =ling, and he was on
ecritehes, and his napper was swathed in
bandages, He got no simperthy from ihe
members of his Jimmy-nastic (las3s, They
all agreed that it served the old bafler right !

THE END,
Tne Magner Lisnary.—
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(Continued from page 13.)

“Well ?" he snapped. *

“I—I've hardly seen you since the
election,” said Jack Wingate.

‘“ What about it ?”

“What?” faltered Wingate minor.

“Why the dooce should you see me?”
cxclaiined Loder impatiently., “ What do
you mean?”

Wingate minor stared at him blankly.

Loder had bgen remiss already, déoubt-
less, and had seemed to forget his young
fricnd in the Third. But this was un-
expected; it was overwhelming. The
prefect’s curt, sharp manner was quite
new, and a startling contrast to his kind-
ness of old.

“1—I thought——"
wretched fag.

“What do vou mean ?" snapped Loder,
“\Why have you come up to me at all?
I don't talk to fags in the quad.”

“T—1 thought you wanted to speak to
me,” faltered Jack Wingate, keeping
back the tears of vexation with an
efHort, *“ You—you've spoken to me in
rthe quad before, Loder.”

“Have I? I don’t remember.
how, cut off "

[.oder made a movement to pass on.
A glitter came into Jack Wingate's eyes.
He admired the sportsman the Sixth
tremendously ; he considered Loder a
man to admire and to imitate. But he
was intensely annoyed and resentful, all
the same. He was not going to stand
ithis!

“‘ Look here, Loder——"

Loder swung back.

i “‘rhltT”

“I'm going to the Cross Keys aftor
class to-day.”

“What ?”

“Any message for Mr. Cobb?" asked
the fag insolently.

T.oder drew a deep breath.

l1He had expected something of this
kind. A wiser fag than Jack Wingate
would have taken the first hint to keep
his distance, after he was done with by
a fellow in Loder's position. But Gerald
loder had fully expected that the con-
ceited, foolish fag would give some
trouble. He was prepared for it. As a
matter of fact, even Loder’s tough con-
soience was a little troubled by the use
e had made of the aenpeﬁm fag. lle
sincerely hoped that the boy had taken
no harm from those visits to the publie-
house, which had been a necessary part
of his cunning scheme. He had resolved
that, as soon as he could afford to throw
the foolish fag aside, he would give him
a lesson on that subjeect. Now was the
tirue.

“Let's have this plain, Wingate
mioor,” said the captain of Greyfriars
in a tone of deadly quietness. " You
dare ask me if I have a message for a
public-house keeper !” ‘

“You've givén me messages for him
before.”

“If you dare say so, or even hint
distantly at anything of the kind, Win-
gate minor, 1 will take you before the
headmaster and report you,” said Loder.
“1-will seé that-such a young rascal is
not allowed to remain in this school a
day longer.”

Tee Macyer Lisrary.—No. ¥T.

stammered the

Any-

| approachable.

= ar

“Wh-a-at 7"

“You've just said you're going to the
(‘ross Keys. I'll pass that over as silly
swank. Let me ever discover that you
have gone to such a place and T'll see
you bunked from the school fast
enough.”

Jack Wingate could only blink at him.

He almost wondered whether he was
dreaming. Was this Loder? Laoder, of
the Rixth? Loder, who had talked to
him as one man of the world to another,
who had helped him to “see life,” who
had introduced him to the sporting circle
at the Cross Keys, who had been the
cause of the black trouble between him
and his brother? Really, 1t seemed to
the wretched fag that he was staring at
quite a different Loder.

In point of fact, it was a different
Loder. Gerald Loder plotting to oust
the captain of the school from his place
and Gerald Loder in the enjovment of
success were two quite  different
personages.

“Now,” said Loder in a magisterial
tone, ‘tell me this—have you ever been
to that pub, Wingate minor?"

“You know 1 have!" gasped Jack
Wingate.

“1 know nothing. You tell me you
have. It may be true or false, and I'll
give you the benefit of the doubt. I
shall not report you to the Head.”

“Report me to the Head!” gasped
Jack Wingate faintly.

“I shall give you six,” said Loder,
slipping the cane down into his hand.
ke undluwr by that tree.”

1] [___._ _ll

“Do you hear me?”

“You—you—you're not going to lick

me?” stammered Jack Wingate in
amnazement and dismay.

lll.l am !I‘I

“I—I thought we were friends——"

“You thought what?” thundered
Loder.

we were friends!”
“You said-=you've

“1—1 thought
stammered the fag.
often said 2

“That's enough! DBend over

Like a fellow in & dream Jack Win-
gato obeyed. He hardly knew whether
he was awake or not, in his utter amaze-
ment. But the strokes of the cane, were
real enough. Loder laid them on with
a practised hand, and he laid them on
hurd.

In the distance Harry Wharton & Co.
had a full view of that punishment.

The Bounder grinned, and shrugged
his shoulders. But Wharton's face was
clouded. He ecould feel for the wretched,
bumptious lad, whose cheeky familiarity
with the sportsman of the Sixth was
given so cruel a check as this,

The last stroke fell, and Loder tucked
his cane under his arm again.

“Now cut!” he said.

And he walked on without troubling
to bestow another glance on the hapless
young scamp, whom he had fooled, and
deceived, and used, and thrown aside
with utter ruthlessness now that he was
done with him,

L1
L]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

ACK WINGATE stood looking after
J Loder.

[1is face was very white, his eyes

thick with unshed tears., He was

cut to the very soul; the lashes of the

ashplant had not cut_him so deeply as

the contemptuous disregard of  his
“friend in the Sixth.”

Loder rejoined Carne, and the two pre-

fects walked on together, lofty and un-

Lesser mortals

T

-kindl

out of their path. Jack Wingate stood
quite still, as if rooted to the ground.
Ile had received the severest shock ot
lits young life.

“He, he, he !”

Eilly Bunter rolled up and stopped to
ix his eyes on the wretched fag, blink-
ing through his big spectacles.

Bunter was immensely entertained.

The fag stared at him dully. He was
too bitterly wounded and downcast to
feel Bunter's mockery very much.

“ Had 1t hot—what 7" chuckled Bunter.
‘“He, be, he! Our friends in the Sixth
ﬂﬁn't always play up, do they? He, he,
al”

Bunter chuckled explosively.

He had had an experience something
like this himself, on election dav—
Loder after the election had proved so
very different from Loder before the
election. It was quite entertaining to
the Owl of the Remove to find another
[ellow in the same boat.

“Loder's a bit of a worm, isn't he?"
grinned Bunter. “But what did you
expect? A fag like you bragging about
having a friend in the Sixth ! Loder wa:
bound to take it out of you as soon a-
he heard of it! He, he, he !”

Wingate minor did not answer.

He turned away, and limped towards
the House, half blinded by the tears hLe
was determined not to shed.

He saw Harry Wharton in a blur, a:
the captain of the Remove touched him,
enough, on the shoulder,

“Checrio, kid !"” said Harry. “ Loder =
a cad, and a brute! You're better with
out him, kid—much better. Look at i*
like that.”

Jack Wingate passed on without reply-
ing. He was almost in a dazed statr
But it came into his mind, as Wharton
spoke, that he had reason to be thankf..
that the Remove fellow had interfercc
with him the other day. He had in
tended to stay out after lock-up, relying
unquestioningly on his friend in the
Sixth, now captain of Greyfriars, to se=
him through. He knew now exactis
how much Loder would have seen hin
through !

He went into the House, and ecame on
Tubb & Co., of the Third, a grinning
crowd. He knew that they had seen
what had passed under the elms;
seemed to Eim that all Greyfriars had
seen his bitter humiliation. After hLi:
foolish talk in the Third Form-room
they had seen it! He remembered thai
in his boastful folly, he had threatens
George Tubb with “six from Loder.

And now—— His cheeks erimsoned with
shame and misery.
Any fellow knowing what the

wratched boy was feeling might have
compassionated him then, and forgive:
his folly. But the unreflecting fags o
the Third were not disposed to be mer
ciful.

“* How's our friend in the Sixth ge:-
ting on?" asked Tubb, with a roar o
laughter. “Is he going to give m:
ﬂl:.,j

“Doesn’t the captain of the schoo
take his orders from vou, after a
young Wingate ?" asked Paget.

“Who's bending over now?!” chortled
T ubb.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What a sudden end to a friend
ship!” chuckled Grant of the Third
“Tragic, you know."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who puts on airs, and who gets six
from a prefect?" yelled Tubb, in ecstacy.

“Who's sidey, and who gels takec

moved | down a peg!” shrieked Robinson Il
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jack Wingate was glad to escape into
the Form-room, and relieved when Mr.
Twigg came in for third lesson,

Third lesson was, however, a torment
for him. ) _

He gave hardly any attention to his
Form master, and was given lines and
a rgp from the pointer. He did not
heed,

But he had to heed the unconcealed
derision of the fags. The grinning faces
of the Third were round him; even the
nresence of Mr, Twigg did not restrain
chuckles and grins and whispers,

After class, 1t was c-hviu:-usIY the inten-
tion of Tubb & Co. to find a little harm-
less entertainment in baiting Wingate
minor; and he scuttled away when the
Third were released, and dodged into
the Cloisters to avoid them.

He was almost a pariah in his Form.
The fags could have forgiven almost
anything but *“side,” and "side
founded on a friendship with a man 1n
the Sixth Form provoked their special
contempt and disgust. There was not
a fellow in the Third who had a kind
word or look for Wingate minor now.

He had cared little, so long as Loder
was his friend. The sportsman of the
Sixth, and his kind patronage, had filled
the wretched boy's thoughts. He had
come to despise his former friends and
the humble Third. Now he was thrown
back on them, and he had nothing to

expect from them but scorn and
derision.

No doubt that would pass off;
memories in school are short. In a few

days, with a little tact and common-
sense, he might be on his old footing In
the Third, as he had been before his
friend in the Sixth had taken him up.
Tact and common-sense were not special
gifts of Jack Wingate's; still, doubtless
sooner or later he would make his peace.
But for the present time his position
was a bitter one.

There were scorn and mockery for
him in his own Form—possibly actual
ragging, too, now that it was only too
clear that he had no special protection
to rely upon. Outside his Form, there
were Remove fellows who had been kind
to him, on his brother’s account if not
on his own. He had repaid their kind-
ness with insolent ingratitude, and had
no more to expect. In all the greal
school, in a ecrowd and, a swarm of
{ellows, he had no one to give him a
friendly word, no one to fee¥ compas-
sion for him in his disastrous fall from
his fancied elevation. No ene, unless it
was his brother—his brother, whom he
had neglected, condemned, disregarded,
and whose career at Greyfriars hud been
vruined by him.

The unhappy boy laid his burning
forchead against one of the ancient
stone pillars in the Cloisters, and the
tears ran down his cheeks, now that he
was alone and unobserved.

There was a footstep, but he did not
kear it.

“Jack |”

Wingate minor started violently at
the sound of his brother's voice. He
spun round, turning a pale, miserable,
tear-stained face to George Wingate.

“Jack! What is 167"

The fag could not speak. His brother’s
look and tone were kind, anxious. The
harm that the reckless fag had done him
did not seem to linger in George Win-
gate’s mind; he was only concerned
for his brother,

“What is it—a licking?"” asked the
late captain of Greyfriars, troubled and
perplexed.

Jack nodded, without speaking.

over a licking.
else

exclaimed breathlessly

-not Loder who

it Loder who led you into playing the
fool, into going to that filthy. show, the
Cross Kevys

you, now? Do you mean to say that
vou did as I asked you—threw it all
over, and turned over a new Jeaf?”

asked George Wingate.

done with me now. and he's thrown me

over. He thrashed me for speaking to
him.”
i Uh :i‘l

ship—

l

“But—dash

Former.

it all!” said the Sixth
“You're not the kid to blub
Is there something
LA

The fag nodded again, in miserable
silence,

An alarmed look came over Wingate's
face,

“You've

Lp

found out?"” he
“*(reat gad!'
for nothing? Is it

not been

Have I done 1t all

the sack, then?”
“No, no!”
“Then what—"
“Loder!"” breathed Jark Wingate.
“Was it Loder licked you?”
“Yes.”
Wingate's
“Loder?

perplexity

Then 1 was wrong—it was
™

“It was!"” panted the fag.
“1 don't follow,” said the Sixth-
Former. “1 asked you yesterday, was

“It was—it was!”
“But you say it was Loder licked

“No!"” said the fag bitterly. * Loder’s

1nereased. [

“He's done with me,” said Wingate
minor, with tears of rage in his ecyes.
“1 see it all now.
me go to the place.

It wasn't friend- |
“Friendship!” said Wingate,

stare. * Friendship between

Formi man and a kid in the

with a |
H]ITH
Third!

a

Don’t be a fool!”

I know why he made |

The fag crimsoned.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.
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“I—1 thought—I—I was led tp think
Oh, the rotter! Making a fool of
me all the time! He made me break
hounds; he made me get mixed up with
those boozy rotters at the Cross Keys—
it was Loder all the time! I know why
now—I know! I know!” The words
came in a passionate torrent from the
fag. ' He made use of me; he intended
you to find out that 1 was there. It
was a trick against you! The. brute!
The cunning brute!”
Wingate's face set like stone.

It was all clear to him now. Loder’s
scheme was unfolded before his eves.
Hitherto blind, he saw it all. The
wretched fag led into offences; lus
brother, the captain of Greyiriars, duly
apprised of it! Loder could not have
foreseen that Wingate would resign,
rather than protect his brother in
wrongdoing as prefect and captain! But
clearly he had known that Wingate
would not give his brother up to punish-
ment—he Eud read his character well
enough for that, What Loder had
expected was, that George Wingate
would screen his brother in wrongdoing,
while keeping on his captaincy, and
Loder's next move would have been to
inform the Head of that state of affairs!
It was all clear now! Wingate's resig-
nation had saved Loder the trouble of
making his last move in the game, that
was aﬁ.

Wingate minor was
savagely, passionately, almost wildly.
The Sixth-Former did not heed him.
He had no need to hear more; he knew
now exactly how matters stood. He
had been a plaything in Gerald Loder's
hands all through—his good name, his
honour and conscience, his brother’s
good pame and lifelong prospects, had
been pawns in the game. And Loder
had won all along the line. He was
captain of the school now, and Wingate

===

still speaking,

Left and right, right and left, Loder s
with the blows that rained on him.
from the eorridor.

taggered_and toltered under the attack, dizzy
“Go it, W
w4 Bflﬁ"ﬂ I B

ingate ! ’* yelled Bob Cherry,
(See Chapter 10.)
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was down and out, and the hapless fag
crieity |
| Winecate bitterly.
Is he going |
Thel
passionate fag made his voice Leard at|
“loder goes out of bounds—he!
goes to that pub; he made me go there! |

cast  aside with contemptuous
now that he had served his turn!

“(ieorge, listen to me!
to get away with it like this?”

last.

if the Head knew——"

“You voung fool! Do you think he’s
ot gnarded  himself 7”7
Wingate bitterly. “ What proof have
yoi to give the Head?”

“I1—1——"" the fag stammerad.

“All yvou can tell the Head is, that
you've disgraced yourself and your
sehonl, and asked for the sack; that
you've been again and again to a place
“trictlv ont of bounds; that you've done
enough to be bunked a dozen times
over. Are vou going to tell the Head
that?"

The fag was silent, with quivering
lipa.

“Foven if you eould hurt Loder, you
would be sacked yourself. You deserve
i1: but I've thrown up the captainey oi
the school to save vou from it,” said
Wingate major.
shall regret it, if this lesson saves you
from ruining yourself and blackening
the name wo both bear. Are you fed-up
vet with playing the goat?” asked the
late captain of Greyfriars, with bitter
53 FURSITL

“Yes'" “1—I've
had a lesson!
(teorze, [ know what a fool 1've beon,”

“That’s something,” said Wingate.

“Tt's rotten. if Loder gets off, after
what he's done,” muttered the Third-
former. “It's rotten! He led me on—
o made a fool of me; and then turned
me down and licked me!”

“Serve von right,” said Wingste
grufilv.  “You wouldn't have been led
‘uto anvthing of the kind, if you hadu’t
been a shady young rascal.”

The fag hung his head a little.

“You needn't rub i in,”" he repeated,
1 know what a fool I've been! 11
thought—1 thought that——" He broke
off miserably.

Wingate relented.

breathed the fag.

After all, what

was the fault of the foolish, unthinking |
' friars. So far as he was aware, he had

i1, compared with that of the Sixth
form man who had deceived him and
made wse of dnm. And Loder’s
treachery could not be brought Lome
to him—he could not be shown un for
what bhe was—mot without betraying
Jack Wingate to the punishment which
doubtless he deserved—but from which
hiz brother had given up everyshing fo
save him. Was Loder to escape un-
|mnilhﬁd, after all?

“Well, never mind, kid.” s=aid the
Sixth-former, ““if you've made up your
mind to play the game straight from
now on, t's something—vou can
make up for what you've done, by kecp-
ing straight after this.”

“I'm going to—honour bright! Oh,
I've had a sickener of it—I know 1've
Lbeen made a silly fool of. Loder was
laughing in his sleeve at me, all the
{ime, of course—he must have heen.”

“0Of course, he was, you young ass!”

“The rotter! And he's won all along
the line, and he keeps clear —you ecan’t
sav a word, and I can't say a word,
o else the Head will know what ['ve
done, and 1 sha!l be done for here.”

“Loder won't quite escape,” saud Win-
gate,

The fap looked alarmed.

“(reorge, it's got to be kept dark—
vou wouldn't dream of giving me away
after what vou've done already to keep
me from the sack —"
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satd Georee |

“1 don't know that I |

You needn't rub it in, |

‘YANo!
knew

will be said—Loder
knows 1t now,” satd

“You've nothing to
fear, so long as vou keep straight, Play
the fool @gain, and rouw take your
chance,”

He walked away down thie Cloisters,
with his hands driven deep into his
pockets, his brows darkly contracted.

Nothing could be said—he knew 1f,
and he gritted his teeth as he realised
that Loder knew that he knew it. For
his brother's sake, no Greyxfriars fellow
must hear a word of what the plotting
prefect had done.

But thero were other ways,

Nothing
that, and

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account !

e HARTON !

W Temple of the TFourth
called out to Harry, after
class that day. The captain

of the Remove glanced round. He was

punting about a footer with his chums
before tea.
“Hallo, Temple!”

“You're wanted,” said Temple,
“Loder, in the prefects’-room.”
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Trouble

alreadv®” exclaimed Bob Oherry.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“T1 don't see how it can be trouble,”
he seid. ““1 suppoce 1 shall have to go,
anvhow."

“Tell Loder he's not to bother us
now he's captain of the school,” sug-
goes<ted Bob.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ And, tell him. if you like, to find
another messenger next time he wants
a fag,” said Cecil Reginald Temple;
“Loder seems to think that he can send
Fourth-formm men on messages, now he's
captain. He will have to ﬁ:arn that he
can't fagr the Fourth.”

And Cecil Reginald Temple walked
awayv, evidently very much perturbed,
in his personal dignity, at having been
sent on a message to a Remove fellow.

Harry Wharton went into the House.

He wondered what Loder wanted, but
he hardly thought that it could mean
trouble with the new captain of Grey-

given no offence so far.

He entered the prefect’s-room: and,
in that august apartment, he found
(ierald Loder lounging in an armchair
by the fire, with four or five other
Sixth formers around him.

All of them were smiling, as if over
some  joke among themselves: and
Walker burst into a langh as Wharton
came in. Carne dhuckled.

Wharton's face set a little.

Apparently the was the topic that
caused entertainment to Loder and his
friends, though why, he could not
Luess,

“You sent for me. Loder,” he
frizidly.

Loder gave him a glance.

“(h, ves, I've a few words to say
to yon, Wharton! You're captain of
the Remove, 1 beliove?

“Yes.”

“What T tell vou 12 for vour form.
and yvou can tell the others. 1I'm making
some changes now that I'm captain of
the school. From this date, the Lower
Fourth will be liable to fagging. hke
the Third and the Second forms.”

“Will they*"” said Harry.

“Yeos, 'T'hat's all, You can cut.”

Wharton did not eut.

“It’s been established a long time
that the Remove don’t fag.” he said.

“Yes! It's high time there was a
change,” assented Loder. “I'm glad
you can see it "

said

A SCREAM FROM START TO FINISH " TRIMBLE TELLS—

Loder's friends chuckled.

“1 don't mean that,” said Harry
quietlv, “I mean——"

“Never mind what you mean! Im
not interested in hearing your wviews:
shut the door after vou!"” zaid Loder.

“] had better tell you——" hega:
Wharton again, his eves gleaming.

“Not at all; get out!”

“The Remove will not consent to
fag.” said Harry unheeding. “I1 co
speak for them as captain of the form
We shall refuse to fag.”

“You will refuse to obey orders frou
the captain of the school, what?”

“Yes. if they infringe our rvights
said Harrv, without hesitation. “W
know what our rights are, and we she
stand up for them.”

“The kid's

a lawyer,” grinne:
Walker. “He's got it all cut and
dried. We shall have to mind ow

eve in dealing with the Remove.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Loder rose lazily to bis feet.

“There’'s a chair yonder, Wharton,
he said. *“ Bend over it! I'll give yoo
six for cheeking me, and as a warnin’ o
what’s to come if you don’t obey orders.
Bend over!”

There was a footstep in the doorwa:
before Wharton could answer. George
Wingate strode into the prefeets'-roon

Loder stared at him, as did the other
prefects. Since Wingate was no longes
a sharer of that rank, he had no righ
in that room. Once, unthinkingly, I
had walked in, from force of habit; bu:
the surprised and scornful stares o
Loder Co. had recalled him to th:
new position of affairs, and he had lef
quietly, without a word, and he had no
transgrossed again—till now! Now 5
came striding in; and Loder exchange
a grinning glance with his friend:
Once more the fallen captain had put ¢
into his wer to gibe and insult, anc
Loder did not mean to lose the oppor
tunity.

Wingate glanced round the room, an®
then came over to the group of Sixt!
formers before the fire,

“What the dooce are vou doing her
Wingate?” asked Loder. Whartor
stood unnoticed now: the ecaptain o

Grevfriars had transferred his attentio
ta higher game. “ Get out of this roon
at once.”

“Cheek ! said Walker.

“Thumpin' cheek " said Carne indig
nantlv. “You know jolly well that th:-
roomn is usged only by prefects, Win

gﬂ-t{-,,l

Wingate did not heed Carne o
Walker. His eves were fixed on Geral
Loder, with a glitter in them that mad
the new captain of Greyfriars feel
easy. Some of the insolence faded out of

Loder’s face.
“I've come here

Loder,” said Wingate.

“You shouldn't come here unles
vou're sent for, as you know very well
said Loder.

“I came here because vou are hers
and what I have to say won't keep
said Wingate,

“It must keep'! 1 order you to leav:
this room instantly,” said Loder blu-
tering.

Wingate's lip curled contemptuousi

“I shall not leave till I've done wha:
I came in for. You are captain of Gre:
friars now, Loder, and head-prefec:
and I tell vou, in the presence of th
other prefects, that vou are a scoundre’
anil I.Ent voi're not fit for a decen
fellow to speak to.”

“What ?"

“A scoundrel, a rascal, unfit for an:
Greyfriars man to associate with!” sao
Wingate distinctly.

Loder's face became quite pale,

to speak to vo
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The other prefects exchanged ecurious
alances, They were well aware that
there was no love lost between the late
captain of Greyfriars and the new cap-
tain. But thevy had not expected anv-
thing like this, and they wondered what
it was all abont, Only one fellow in
the room guessed, and that was Harry
Wharton.

“You've got the ecaptainey,” went on

Wingate, *“You've got 1t hy dirty
{reachery, and you know it!”
“Oh, draw 1t mald!” said Carne,

“Loder was elected by the school, just
as vou were, Wingate. What do vou
mean 7"

I.oder breathed hard.

“Let him explain what he means,” he
said. “I'm not afraid of plain speak-
ine, If I've done anything to justify
what he savs, let him tell all Greyfriars
from the Head down to the lowest fag
in the Second Form.”

Wingate gave hiin a bitter look.

“You know why 1 can’t do that,” he
satd.

rn‘-'l_'l

NG

“Is thut what von eall ericket ¥ aske(l
Carford major. " You came here and
rill Loder names, acca=e hin of being a
«coundrel, and then sav that you can't

satd Walker.

You can't*”

explain what he's done. I call that
Jandermme a fellow.”

Wingate Hushed.

“I've got my reasons, which Loder
Lnows well enough,” he said.

“Nothing of the Kimd,” sand JLaoder

enolly. 1 know that vou resigned the
captainev, and never told anybody your
reason, 1hat’s all I know.,”

“T'm not here to bandy words with
vou,” said Wingale, his eyes glittering.
“You're safe after what you've done:
vou taok care of that from the begin-
ning. Dut for one consideration that
vou know perfectly well, T'd go straight
ino Dr. Locke and tell him the whole
«tory, whether I could prove it or not.
As matiers stand, I shall say nothing:
vou've been too cunning for me, and
vou've left me only one way of punish-
ing vou, Loder! I'in going lo thrash
yvou!"”

“Oh, mv hat!” murmnred Wharton.
Ile was rauther glad that the captain of
ihie school had sent for him to the pre
fewis -room. It was worth while beiner
“on " in thig scene,

George Wingate advanced a step to-
wards Loder as he spoke,

l.oder backed away hadily.,
wits white,

Ilis face

“Are vou mal. Wingate " he ex
¢l vmed hoarsely. “1If vou dare to lay
a linger on me—1he ecaptain of  the
&-hiool ——"

Winzate langhed ~coflingly,

I YOl cxpoet weny I]|i|1p: olse,
Loder? You knew that I should find
out, sooner or later, how vyou had
ticked me. You must have known
1izat, Did you think that your cap-

taney would protect yont”

It was quite certamm that Gerald
Loder had thought so. He had never
dreamed that Wingate, howsoover -
cvnsed, wonld think {or a moment of
Living hands on the coaptain of  the

chool,  Sach o ywocesding was ulterly
|'r|]|u-;||'nl :r{. A1Y I.th"l' el t'rlulll' il
Fii 1stnke frn'r' e, “: !J;if1 tn-un o0
counminge amd ealewiatmg; and  he  hadl

nol realized that o frellow might, 1 his
st anger, throw all diseretion to the
wimds, a= Wingale was now domg,

Ul;'iu,l_{'ul:i' come forward
axam Loder backed away,
rornd the big table.

“ Ioep off, von mad fool e i}ililil-d,
“You know that the eaptain  of  the

acain,  and

II[" I.J..I'ILLI.'{I

ﬁnhnnl is not ailuwm] LO }'l:.;ilt.
Lower Fourth Fag!”

“You can fight or mnet. as jron
choose,”  answered Wingate, “In

cither case you ure going to take
thrashing, if I can give you one.”

“Keep off 1” yelled Loder, as the late
captain of Greyfriars rushed on him.

“Put up vour hands, yvon cad!”

“Look here, Wingate T shiouded
Walker angrily.

Wingate did not heed.

e Wil s attacking Lodler  now,
savagely, amd the capiain of Grey-
friars had to put up his hands to defeml
himeself.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The prefecis stared on Llankly at the
mnuf.im: seene—ol 1wo sixth-1ormers,
one of them captain of thee wselionl, fight -

L
| I orms

ing hike Tags in ithe prefects’-room.
Harry Wharton watched the combat
hreathles<lv, aml there were =oon plenty
of other wilnesses. North and l:uj\'mn‘
of the Sisth camme hurnedly an: Potter
and (irecne ol thoe ]"l[l]l .-1;4.I'r'1| in af
thee doorway = Hobson ol the Shiell was
the next o arrive: amd then, as the
41|“:|,;.l:ir'|-;,5 TR r-]ll'i_"-i“l., I'-._-Hn\.'.n l':f HH
flocked  nto the passage. and
crammed amd erowded  and  erannd 1o
ceb a view ol the figr it

L] i L ] | ;
“Stop, vour duffers ! shonfed Gwynne.
“Tloll on, for goodness 1" px.

§
L1 BN

itsell on being very superior to the Lower Fourth, or the Remove.
superiority, however, is open to question, for when these rival Forms meet
on the playing fields the honours usually go to Harry
Temple, with all his natty ways and loftiness, is easily led by the nose ;
but his chums Dabney and Fry, have a sobering effect upon him.
three Fourth Formers occupy Study No, 2 in the Upper Fourth passage, and
in this apartment many famous wheezes for *‘ dishing '’ the Remove
have been evolved-—usually without sueccess.
affcctation he may be, but Cecil Reginald’s heart is in the right place,
and he has heaps ol pluck,

like a1 elaimed Potier of the Fifih.

—— e
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No. 11.—Cecil Reginald Temple (of the Upper Fourth Form).

The great Cecil Reginald is captain of the Upper Fourth—a form that prides

It's
Wharton & Co.
These

A dandy, and given to

“*Are van

fellows  macd? You'll have all 1ho

school here =gon.”

The lighting Sixth-Formers did noy
heed.

Wingate was resolutely  bent o
punishing his enemy; and Loder  re-
qumired all his attention for the strugele,
[1< face was black and bitter. anmd e
was putting up a good light. He woul:l
have given anxvthing. or almost any-
thing, to have avoided it; but now that
he was fairly in for it, Lie did his hest.
andd for a time he even nourished a hopo
that be gl prove the victor. Wih
all his faults aud rascalities, Loder was
no coward.

Tramp, tramp. tramp!

It was a fight without ploves,
without mueh regard 1o rules; it
hanmuner amd tongs all the time, bsl 1o
list, blow for blow. On YWingate's sule
there was little attention (o detenee,
But Wingate's deep anger and rescpt-
ment, his  passionate determmnation 1o
make Loder suffer for Ins roguery, gavo
l,rn]-_'t' =00LG :-imnurq, “l‘ll('ll he ||Ii|]*|||-;
Lest to tmprove. Again amd again his
hlows came  home, and Wingate <
lushed face bore the signs-of them.

I'he onlookers ecased to eall on them
o ~top; it was useless.  Walker amld
(Sirney debated, n hnreed ‘l."n.ill'--l.il"""‘r
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whether they should intervene, and
throw Wingate bodily out of the room.
But Wingate's friends were there, and
they were certain to interfere if Loder's
pals did. Moreover, Loder’s pals were
not wholly displeased by what was hap-
peming—oeven  his  bosom  friends had
seenn the unpleasant side of Cerald

loder’'s character since he had attained |

liis present position. So there was no
interference: on all sides the Sixth-
Formers who had crowded inte the
room looked on; from the passage a
~warm of juniors stared at the scene.
But not a hand was raised to stop the
~truggle.

Crash!

It was Wingate who went down.

His foot had sh'p?ed. and Loder was
an the chance like lightning. Wingate
went down heavily on the floor, under
a heavy drive,

He struggled up, with Loder attack-
ing lim, beating him down, not giving
him the ghost of a chance. The on-
lookers almost held their breath: it
lcoked as if the late captain of Grey-
friars must go down again, fairly
knocked out; and Loder's eyes blazed
with the hope of wietory.  Victor in
that fight, conqueror of the champion
athlete of Greyvfriars, Loder’s cup of
trinmph would have been full to over-
flowing.

But 1t was not to be.
(li-advantage, Wingate
again, fighting hard, and stalled off
I.oder till he had recovered a- little.
Then he came on again with a fierce
altiack that was not to be denied.

Right and left., left and right, and
TLoder staggered and tottered under the
attack, dizzv with the blows that rained
on him,

“Go it, Wingate!” velled Bob (lierry
from the corridor.

“ Bravo!”

“Shut  up. vou fags!" shouted
Walker. “Clear off, the lot of you!
Do vou hear?"

The juniors heard, but theyv did not
lired. Wild horses would hardly have
dragged them from the spot while that
(remendous combat was in  progroess.
Hardlv & man at Greyfriars had ever
ween a fist-hght between two of the
Nixth: it was a sight that was not to
e missed.

“Going !” murmured the Bounder as
Loder staggered and faltered. “Going
—going—gone !

(‘rash! '

Loder was on his back on the floor.

He layv there, gasping, panting. one
eve closed, lis face spattered with
crimson from nose and mouth. He had
fought hard; but the fierce struggle he
liad put up bad added to the severity
nf his punishment. Never had a man
been so completely licked as Gerald
I ader was at that moment.

Wingate stood panting, staring down
at him. His face was still dark with
anger: Loder was beaten, but it hardly
spemed to the fellow whom he had =o
bitterly wronged that he was punished
enough,

“Are you done?"” snapped Wingate
ecornfully,

Loder gasped for breath.

“"Yes, yvou rotter! I'm done. You
liound. von shall pay for this—you shall
pay dear for it.”

" You've played a dirty trick on me,
and I've thrashed vou for it,” said Win-
Zale, between his teeth. “You're a
scoundrel, Loder, as T said before, and
as I'll say agaiu. You've got what vou
asked for. Now do as yon choose: I'm
ready fto answer for what I've done to
youu cr anvbody else.”
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TUUnder evervy
struggled up

L]

G

And Wingate swung away, turning his
back on his defeated enemy, and strode
out of the Prelects -room, the awed
crowd in the passage respectfully pariing
to make room for him.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alter the Feast, the Reckoning !

REYFRIARS SCHOOL was fairly
bureing with the story of the
fight in the Prefects'-room that
afternoon.

Every fellow at Greyfriars thought of
if, talked of it, commented upon it, dis-
cussed 1f, again and again and yet again.
[t was an unprecedented happening—it
was amazing, it was like a thunderbolt
from a blue sky. And it was bound to
be followed by serious consequences, and
all the fellows speculated with breathless
interest upon those consequences and
what they were likely to be.

The rights and wrongs of the matter
could not possibly be known. The facts
that were obvious were that the late
captain of Greyfriars had forced a fight
upon the new captain and thrashed him.
His motives were variously estimated ;
but all agreed upon one point, and that
was that George Wingate, whether justi-
lied or not, had placed hiinself hopelessly
in the wrong.

A strict disciplinarian himself, when in
povwer, he had thrown discipline to the
winds now that his power was gone, He
had always stood up severely for the
rights and privileges of the prefcets, and
now he had attacked and thrashed the
head prefect.  He had been known to

ive a Iifth Form senior hines for
ounging into the Prefects’-room. Now
he had invaded that sacred apartment
himself. with no more right there than
any Fifth-Former, or junior for that
mutter. All along the line he was hope-
lessly in the wrong, and that was so un-
like the sensible and sedate Wingate
that fellows wondered and wondered
what provocation he could possibly have
received from Loder to drive him to such

a length.

Skinner of the Remove opined that it
was sumply jealonsy of the new man who
had got his place, but that suggestion
was pooh-poohed. Tt was something
deeper than that. But what it was the
school never knew, Wingate kept his
pown counsel.

What was going to happen next was
the burning question in every Form,
from the Sixth to the Second. The
matter could not rest where i1 was.
~ It had to come before the Head, and
it was extremely probable that the Head
would expel any fellow for doing as
George Wingate had done. Unless Win-
gate could give Dr Locke an extremely
good cxplanation, it was quite on the
cards that he might be * bunked ' from
Grevfriars, That was a contingency that
made tho fellowe cateh their breath when
they thought of it. Wingate—-lately cap-
tain of the school and the idol of Grey-
frinrs—bunked! It seemed impossible,
and yet it was not only possible, but, in
the circumstances, it was quite probable,

All Greyiriars knew that in the Sixth
Form room that afternoon the Head had
observed the battered state of two
members of the top Form. It was known
thut he had inquired into the matter,
that he kuew that there had been a fight
between the two—a startling and shock-
ing picee of news for the Head,

After class Billy Dunter brought ihe
news to the Remove passage tﬁnt the
Head had sent for Loder, and that the

- usual signal to dismiss was mnot
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he had sent for Gwynne, North, Walker,
and Carne—doubtless for the purpose of
recewving a full and circumstantial
account of what had happened. The noxt
step, apparently, was to send for Win
gate, and fellows hung about the passages
to watch for the late captain on his way
to the judgment bar, But the Head did
not send for Wingate—scouts watchod
the passages in vain., Wingate of the
Sixth had gone to his study after class,
and he remained there.

Perhaps he expected to be sent for.
Doubtless he was wondering how he could
possibly excuse his amazing outbreak 1o
the headmaster. Doubtless, reflecting o
what he had done, he realised its rash
ness, realised how it had placed him a
the merey of a ruthless enemy and rival
But he did not regret his action. In the
same circumstances he would have done
the same over again, Loder had driven
him too hard. But though he did not
regret his action in thrashing the cad
of the Sixth, he realised full well houw
that action must appear in the eves of
the others, especially in those of D:
Locke. There was no pardon for what
he had done. Even if he told the whole
story, and proved it, regardless of the
consequences to his brother, the Head
could not and would not have forgiven
him for such a breach of all the laws oi
the school.

He knew it, and he knew that he wa-
“for it.” He wondered why he was no
sent for, but the summons did not come.
He remained in his study till evening
call-over, when he went into Big Hall
with the rest of Greylriars.

In the crowded Hall every eve turned
upon Wingate and Loder alternately.
Both were deeply marked by the fight—
marked in a way that was extremels
uncommon in the Grevfriars Sixth
Loder was the more severely marked of
the two. 1In breathless whispers the
[ellows told one another that the captain
of Greyfriars had a black eye. Caprain
of Greyfriars—and a black eye! Tellows
could scarcely helieve their own cves a-
they looked at Loder's eye!

“1 say, you fellows, the Head's taking
the  roll!™ whispered Billy Bunter
excitedly.

Dr. Locke had entered with a very
grave face.

There was a hush,

It was seldom that the Head took roll
That duty generally fell to a master or
a prefect. Dut matters were not as
usual that day. All the fellows guessed
at once that Dr. l.ocke's presence was
connected with the uflair in the Prefects’-
room.

In a quiet voice Dr. Locke called the
names, and the Greyfriars fellows an-
swered “adsum ™ in turn. No one was
absent from that call-over. But the
iven
when the last name had been called. The
Head was seen to pause. Then he ealled
the name of Wingate.

“ Wingate, step forward.”

From the ranks of the Sixth the stal
wart figure of Ggorge Wingate advanced.
Ali eyes were upon him, and his face was
crimson, He was only too deeply con-
scious of the savage marks on his face.

Loder's glance followed him, bilterly,
sardonically. His enemy was to pav
dearly for what he had done. There was
soluce in that knowledge for the bruised
and Dbatlered captain of Gereyfriars.
Loder had been thrashed, and the thrash-
ing had been severe. But at long last
he held his old ecnemy in the hollow of
his hand. That was a satisfaction (o

captain of Greylriars was shut up in Dr, | him.

Locke's study. It was learned later that

(Continued on page 21.)
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These words have the dual effect of spoiling an exciting footer

match and starting Fervers

Locke, the world-famous deteetive, on the biggest mystery case of his carcer!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Larkham City v. Cardifl City !

o ELL saved!"
“Suved, there! Oh, saved!”|B
“Bravo, l'ravers!” .

Again the ball went shooting
for the net, swift and low and deadly.
But Tom Travers, the goalkeeper of that
famous First Division club, Larkham
City, was there. Like lightning he was
across the goalmouth and had gathered
the ball. There was a rush from the
opposing forwards; but the next moment
Travers had doubled aside, and had sent
the ball soaring out to his own forwards
with a magnificent kick that brought
forth a fresh demonstration of enthusi-
asm from the crowd.

The Larkham City forwards were
away in a moment. The ball flashed
down the lines, utterly bewildering the
half-backs of  the visiting team. A dull
roar roze from the onlookers as the Lark-
hamn outside-left raced down the touch-
line, the leather dancing at his nimble
toes,

The back tackled, and the wmg man
flashed the ball to the inside-left. The
shouting died to a murmur, to a com-
plete hush.

The inside man was covered, but quick
ns light he got rid ot the ball to Crisp,
the centre-forward. Crisp darted on,
onlv the goalie to beat now, and a
moment later the tense silence was
shattered with a stupendous wave of
cheering, as the ball flew from the
centre’s foot straight and true into the
top right-hand cornor of the net, leaving
the goalkeeper standing.

Those last few mmutes had been a
wonderful exhibition of football ab its
bost, and the excited crowd was yelling
itself hoarse. Despite the terrific pres-
sure o the home goal since the start of
the game, despite the fact that Cardiff
City had seemed at first to bhe having
things all their own way, the “ Larks,”
as the home team ware affectionately
called, had opened the scoring! And
the erowd was letting itself go.

“Great stuff "' chuckled Jack Drake,
his cheery face alight with exeitement,
The young assistant of the famous detee-
tive, Ferrers Locke, was seated with
Locke near the edge of the feld—it had
been impossible to get seats in the

“Cardiff and Larkham are
showing us what football really is—eh,

erand-stand.

uv!nﬂr?."ﬁ

Ferrers Locke nodded and smiled,
“You're right, Jack! Splendid foot.
ball it is! And to my mind one of the
men most worth watching is that fellow
Travers in goal. Amazing chap!”

“Rather, guv'nor! He's great, isn't
he? Quite a young chap, too !”

The two glanced across at the figure in
the white sweater between the posts of
the Larks' goal. Tom Travers, though
comparatively new to first-class football,
was rapidly making a name for himself
as one of the smartest men between the
sticks. A good-locking, fair-haired
voungster of nineteen, with the build of
an athlete, he was already something of
a local idol. Yet his friendly smile and
case of manner showed that his success
had left him quite unspoiled.

'The teams had lined up, facing each
other across the centre line. The whistle
piped, and the next moment the ball
was rippling down th2 line of the Cardiff
City forwards. Jack Dirake and Ferrevs
Locke settled down to wateh in silence—
the football was too good this afternoon
for any of it to be miszed.

The detective and his young assistant
had visited Larkham for the final stages
of a case in which Locke had been col-
laborating with Scotland Yard. Their
work was finished now, and they had
dropped in to see Cardiff City play the
Larks before motoring back to London.
Ferrers Locke, keen sporisman that he
was, had been glad of the opportumty of
speing the battle between two such
famonus First Division clnbs, and Jack
had been equally keen.

Throughout the first half excitement
was kept at a high pitch. There was no
further seoring; it was still one-nil when
the whistle went for balf-time. DBut the
play had been brilliant. keeping the
onlookers in a continued breathless sus-
pense. And though, perbaps, most of

. e . e =
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ihe play latierly had been in the Cardiff
(City area, the visiting team had made
a number of spirited attacks which had
brought out to the full all the =kill and
resource of the Larks’ goalie, Travers.
It was his name that the erowd was yell-
ing when the hali-time whistle sounded.

“Tom Travers has made a big ht”
sald Locke. " He Halle !”

As the Larkham City goalkeeper hail
turned towards the entrance to the dress-
ng-room with one or two others memn-
bers of the team, a youngster in uniform

had appeared at the edge of the field. Iu
was a. telegraph-boy, and instantly
several hundred pairs of eyves were

riveted upon him, as he made straignt
acrozs the turf towards Travers.

The goalkeeper had halied abruptly at
sight of the boy, as though in some odd
way he had sensed the fact that the
telegram was for himself. He took the
orange envelope as though reluctantly,
and tore it open, scanning the centents.
he nodded quetly to the
voungster, who turped and retraced his
steps, leaving the Larks’ goalkeeper star-
in;iz down at the {.IEIJI'_*}." sheet.

t was a small encugh incident, bt
somehow it held Jack Drake’s attention,
He watched the figure in the white
sweater with interest, It struck hin
that the Larks’ trainer might hava done
well to intercept that telegram,

On resumption of play, Larkham City
were favoured with 1he 5]'tght breeic
that was blowing down the ground.
Their supporters were in a cheery, con-
fident mood. Judesing from the flirst
half of the play, and with the score at
one-nil. it looked as though there was
every hope of the home team pulling off
a well-fought victory,

A ding-dong tussle was in progress in
mid-field. Then Crisp, the home centre-
forward, slipped the ball across to the
outside-right. The wing man way
promptly tackled by the opposing left-
half, who neatly rebbed him and passed
forward. The Cardiff Citv inside-leit
got possession, and the whele line of
forwards swept down the field on the
offensive,

Keeping perfect line, the five forwards
raced on, the ball bobbing at the feet

-

THe Magser LIBRARY.— No. 927.



> ORDER YOUR “'MAGNET™ IN ADVANGESAVES DISAPPOINTMENT !

of il inside left. The right-half chal-
tenged Lo, and the inside-left Aashed
the ball to his eentre, DBut the Larkham
centre half darted forward like a streak
of light and intercepted. A faint mur-
wur of rvelief aroze froin the watehing
crowds,

But the attack on the Larks' goal was
not ta be checked so easilv., The Cardiff
centre forward wis on the half in a flash,
and. thoueh he failed to get possession,
Lo foreed a pass that was intercepted.
Cardiff City, with the ball flashing from
torward to forward, pressed on once
move. beating the home halves hands
dlown.

1t was from the outside-right that the
vitot for poal camme—a surprising shot,
from a diflicult angle, that should have
heen stopped with cas>, Yet Travers
farled ! -

How it happened, no onc seemed quite
fo know. The voung goalkeeper reemed
tn make searveelv any offort; but then
it had looked as though the shot was so
simple that there was no effort needed.
Tlhe next moment the ball was Iving m
the net, and the Cardiff City supporters
vere velling their delight. Jack Drake

Eave n o gasp,
“Well, T'm hanged .
s L L] b
“The man  was  asleep!™ eried an

exa-peraied spectator near them,

And  suddenly fromm  one particular
corner of the onlookers vane a storm of
angry cries and cat-enlls,

“Wake up, Travers."

“Plav foothall I”

“Pull up your socks, man!"

The man scated next to Jack Dreale
wittked at thie youngster anl inelined t_:i.-:
head to the corner from which the noise
and yells were coming,

“The Iellv cronwd,” he gronted.
“Thev're on the war-path, amn't they?”

“The Kelle evond®” echoed Jack.
puzzled,
“That's 1t,” the man beside him

snswered.  *You've not been to this
ground before this season, then. if von
don’t know about ‘em. ‘They're a gang
of tough customers who comer here to

pinse 'emselves and moke trouble. The
police have got their eve on the Kelly
crowd,  though. IHlope they get

pinched !

Travers had turned and picked the ball
out of the net. Fervers Locke was
frowning in bewil lerment.

“Queer he et that throngh ! saiud
Tocke, pulling at his pipe. “ 1t looked
as though a baby could have saved it!"

=

——

Jack nodded.

ITis thoughts had gone back to the
mierval, when that telegram had been
hrought out to the Larkham goalkeeper.
Tt might mean nothing, of course. On
the othier hand, it might explain a good
cleal.
news, worrying news, it would explain
his momentary lapse. The best player
can be put off his game in those circum-
stances,

But whatever the cause, there was un-
doubtedly  something  wrong  with
Travers, Interspersed with flashes of
his usual brilliance, when he saved the
seemingly 1mpossible, were periods now
when he seemed to be in a dream. And
at last the inevitable happened. He let
through a shot which was little more
thian a trickle. and the Kelly crowd got
busy voicing their opinions,

“Wake up. vou stuffed dommy !™

“(iot off the gronnd! Go an’ play
marhles!”

“Yah, vou blackleg!
s side "

The last remark brought a quick flush
to Travers' face. He glanced up at the
corner from which it was hurled, his

“] 108 ar-Hing

eves dark. Instantly a chorus of _iihes
and cat-calls came from the delighted
hooligans. They thought theyv had got

their man “rattled.” and nothing could
Lhave pleased them better.

Ferrers Locke's lips tightened grimly.

*That's not the wav to make a man
pull himzelf together. More likely to do
the other thing.” the detective muttered,

It Travers was the butt of the Kelly
crowd now, and they scarcely gave him a
moment’s peace. Most of the play was
in the home area now, and Travers was
kept busy. Clearly something had hap-
pened to put the young goalkeeper off
his game, but though he made an
obvious effort to pull himself together,
he could <o nothing to please the bar-
rackers. Though he betraved no further
sign of hearing the taunts flung at him,
it soon became eclear that things were
getting on his nerves, A third goal
crashed past him, and at that, with only
five more minutes to play, the haoaoli-
gans of the Kelly crowd let themselves
go with a vengeance, The man next to
Jack glanced at him significantly,

“What did I tell vou? There's going
to he trouble.”

Half a dozen or o policemen were
moving wirth studied unconcern in the
direction of the corner by the Kelly
crowd, One of the hoolicans flung a
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If Tom Travers had had bad]

heavy stick at the goal, which whizzs
past Travers’ head. A moment later
shower of shicks and stones went spo
ning out towards him.

The long blast of the whistle shrills
out, the signal of full time. And =
that moment a dozen figures droppe:
over into the field, followed by half =
dozen more. The police broke into
sudden run. Yells and shouts rang o
and a thunderous trampling on woode
seats.  The Kelly crowd were out
revenge their bitter disappointment :
the defeat of Larkham City.

lom Travers, who had turned awas
towards the entrance to the dressin:
rooms, halted in his tracks. Ile stoo
motionless, facing the roughs who we:
swarming over the barrier towards hiv
with waving fists. His face bore a lor
of surprise more than anvthing else.
was as though he could scarcely gra-
the facls.

In an instant Ferrers Locke was ¢
his feet,

“Come on!” he snapped to Ja.
Drake, slipping his pipe into his pocle
His face was set and grim. “Come o
It's up to us!”

The next moment.the detective, wit
the youngster at his heels, was pushii:
his way swiftly to the barrier. Then h
vaulted nimbly over the rail, on his ws

to Travers’ side.
hooligans of the Kelly crov

were out to give Travers a rouc

handling.

Already the men in blue were hittin:
out doggedly in an attempt to quell the
ugly rush. Travers stood as in a drean
but there was a grim twist to his lip-
and his fists were clenched. He wa
not going to run for it.

But the policemen were insufficicr
for the job on hand, and though th:
fought gamely, they were soon swer:
aside by the now thoroughly anm
roughs of the Kelly erowd. As Lock
and Jack arrived breathless at Traver-
side, the shouting hooligans came ri:
ning across the goal-line to surroun
them. Back to back the three stoc
with tight-clenched fists and set face-.

“Yah, blackleg!"

“Who sold his side ¢

“Give "im socks!”

A burly ruffian in a red choker hit o -
at Travers with a leg-of-mutton fist th:-
would have felled an ox. But befor
the blow eould land Ferrers Locke ha
lashed out with a lighining left, straig!-
from the shoulder. The man erash:
back into his friends, a shapeless bund
of clothes. Locke gave a grim chuckle

The roughs had surrounded ther
were pressing in on all sides. Ja!
Drake hit out fiercely at a loose-lippe
face that loomed up aggressively 1
front of him, and the face wvamsho!
promptly. From the corner of his ¢
he saw Travers’ fists smashing into hi-
assailants, and Locke hitting out cooll
with a quiet science that was proving
deadly against the rough-and-rea:’
methods of the hooligans.

Dut they were not fighting alone no»
The rest of the crowd were not conter
to stand by and wateh that unequa
contest, All the sportsmanship of the
better type of onlooker was aroused. A
swarm of them were pouring to b
rescue, and soon a free fight was
progress that was giving the hooligan:
all the trouble they had been looking
for.

“Give 'em beans, boys!
hoolicaps1”

Ferrers Locke Lends a Hand !

HE field was in an uproar.
There was no doubt that th

Smash the
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Like lightning Travers was across the goalmouth and had gathered up the ball,
forwards but the next moment the goalle had doubled aside and had sent the ball soaring out to his own forwards

(See page 21.)

&=

There was a rush from the opposing

It ~was Crisp, the
centre-forward, whose voice rang out
cheerily above the uproar. The two
teams had not been slow to rally round
Travers, and together with the loyal
spectators they were wading into the
rowdies in fine style.

A little knot of footballers were fight-
ing their way through to Travers,
Ferrers Locke, and Jack Drake. Jack
caught a glimpse of a gigantic Cardiff
City player with fists going like fails,
who was knocking the ruffians right and
left as he surged through them like a
battering-ram.

“Wade in, boys!” he was yelling.

And very soon the hooligans had had
enough—more than enough. They broke
and ran, and the police, darting after
them, collared several whom they had
marked down as ringleaders. Some of
the roughs would be szecing the .inside
of the police-court for this alternoon’s
little affair.

Ferrers Locke gripped Travers' arm.

“Come on!” he muttered. “Best get
out of it, Travers. They've had their

lesson 1"
Larkham nodded

The
silently,

“Right!” he said. He looked curi-
ously at Locke and Jack. “I—I must
thank you gentlemen for lending a hand.
You were pretty prompt. But for you,
I'd have been pretty roughly handled
before the others came up.”

“Well, we couldn’t very well stand by
and watch,” laughed the detective.

“You bet we couldn't!” cried Jack
warmly.

The other footballers were clustering
round.  Crisp, the centre-forward, a
look of concern on his rugged face, put
a hand on Travers' shoulder.

“All right, old man? They didn’t

land you 7"

“*No, thanks,” answered Travers. He
smiled faintly. “I—I suppose I should
only have had myself to blame, anyway.
“‘TE‘:; ought to have won, Crisp, oughtn't
we b

“H'm!"” grunted Crisp awkwardly.
;Weﬂ. lad, that’s a big thing to say.

goalkeeper

Larkham City |

IHe broke off, frowning. Then sud-
denly he shot the young goalkeeper a
keen glance.

“Look here, Travers,” he mutlered,
“it’s not a thing I want to rub in—the
best of us get off form at times., But—
well, yes, we ought to have won. What
was the matter, lad? I'd been wonder-
ing—that telegramn——"

Travers' face held a quick, startled
expression, Jack noticed, But the goal-
keeper did not speak.

“Was it bad pews?” asked Crisp
bluntly, but with sympathy in his tone.
“If so, I understand,” he grunted.
“QOught never to have got to you, that
wire. 1 can't think——"

“Yes,” interrunted Travers quietly.
“It was bad news. 1 think it's bad

L

news——
“You think =s0?" echoed Crisp,
puzzled.
“I—1 can’t quite explain,” said

Travers queerly.

He turned away, leaving the centre-
forward staring after him. The young
goalkeeper seemed to be walking away
as though in a dream. Clearly his
thoughts were elsewhere. Then suddenly
he remembered Ferrers Locke, and
turned again, holding out his hand.

I Thanﬁ vou !” he said simply.

Locke and Jack shook his hand in
turn. Travers glanced suddenly at the
clock over the stand. He started.

“Jove! Fifteen minutes to get the
London train!”

“You're not going to London " eried
Crisp. "But—"

“T must!” said Travers, “It—it's a
matter of life and death! Tifteen
minutes! And I shall have to see the
manager first!”

“You've not nmuch time, then,” said
Locke. “Look here, we've got a car
parked outside. Can we take you off to
the station? There's just a chance of
catching that train then.”

The goalkeeper shot him a grateful
glance.,

“By Jove, that's good of you!”

“Oh, rot! You'll find us waiting with
th» car. by the main entrance.”

It was not till they were in the detec-

|

tive's powerful car, speeding towards the
railway-station, that Tom Travers learut
who his companions were. His eager
plcasure was obvious. His good-looking,
clean cut face had been anxious and
troubled, but now his eyes gleamed
suddenly.

“ Ferrers Locke, the wizard-detective !”
he cried. “By Jove, what a It of
luck! M you'll help me, that is—"
He paused awkwardly. “I—I don't like

it. There's some queer business at the
back of it.”
“Queer business?”’ Ferrers Locke's

expression altered a shade, like a war-
horse at sound of the trumpet. " Queer
business, eh? Well, queer business is
what I revel in! Where, how, why?
Give me details!”

The car was not far from the station
now, but a block in the traffic forced
them to a mere crawl.

“We shall never do it!" eried Travers
in chagrin. And Jack watched his face
curiously. What-could it be, that mys-
terious telesraph message that had so
strangely affected the Larks’ goalkeeper,

There was another traffic block »a
hundred vards from the station. Travers
grabbed his bag. ;

“I'll run for it!” he said. “Thanks
ever so much, sir! Look here, can [
write to you if I find there's anything
wrong at Lone Manor? 1 £

“Right—here's my card.”

Jack and Locke sat and watched the
running figure of Tom Travers disappear
into the crowd. Jack grinned.

“1 dunno where or what or why Lone
Manor 15, he said, ““but 1t looks as
though he jolly well expects to find
something wrong, guv'nor!”

“Yes. It's tantalising,
know what it means,”

too, not to
answered Locke,

He backed the car, turning it., Sud-
denly Jack gi'ipPﬂd his arm.
“Half a mo’, guv'nor! He's back

again! Must have missed the train!”
Travers was coming, tight-lipped, to-
wards them.
“ Missed 1t by the skin of my teeth!”
he exclaimed. “ Not another till six-
Tae MacNer Lmrary.—No. 927.
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forty. TLook here, T wonder if you could
spare me a few minutes, Mr. Locke ?. 1'd
like to tell yvou my varn right now.”
“Right,” gnswered the detective.
“Quppose we go into the Station Hotel
and have sonie tea?"” .
And it was in a quiet corner of the
hotel tea-room that Locke and Jack lList-

cued to Travers' strange tale.

Lone Manor., he told them, was the
name of an old moated house in Kent,
where lived an old miser named Adam
CGuelph, who was Travers' unele. Grim
and strong-willed, never parting with
twopence when a penany would do, Adam
Giuelph had, nevertheless, taken 1n Tom
I'ravers when he was left an orphan and
brought him up. A queer old man with
odd moods and prejudices,

“ As rich as they make ‘em,” explained |

Travers. * But as soon as I was eighteen
he turned me out of lhis house to carn
my own living, with scarcely more than
a few shillings in nmiy pocket—told me
that was the way to toughen me. not by
letting me sponge on him, I nearly
starved. Then 1 got into professional
football. Dul I should have been in the
gulter now, for all my vncle would have
done for me.

“T won't pretend to be very affection-
ate towards him, Sull, I'm grateful for
what he has done in the past, and 1t was
no good having a row with him, Ive
visited him now and then since he sent
me off to fend for myself,” Travers
loaned forward suddenly. **And during
the Jast twelve months I've scen a queer
change in the old boy.

““Miser though he is, he's none of your
shrivelled-up Iittle beggars. Six feet in
his socks, and pretty tough considering
he's sixtv. He's been all over the world
in his time, and knows how to look after
himself, Dut, as I say, there's been a
change.”

Travers' eyves were gleaming oddly.

“It was as though he were afraid!
What of, poodness knows! Dut I felt he
was afraid, scared stiff sometimes—at
nights particularly., He'd start suddenly
11 his chair, as though listening—for
what? There was a hunted look in his
eves then, 1 remember one night, when
ltis face went white as death. There
vere beads of sweat on his forehead.
He'd thought he heard footsteps creeping
round the house—"
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Travers Lroke off and drew a deep
breath.

“Mhere's an old drawbridge that spans
the moat, and he had it pat imto working
order, and now it’s raised every night.”

ILocke drummed his fingers on the
table.

“Sounds very queer,” murmured the
detective thoughtfully. ' Did he give no
hint as to what it was he feared?”

“ Nothing defimte. 1 asked him once
or twice, bul he shut me up hke an
oyster at once. Dut one night he asked
me a rum question. Had [ ever heard

ofl— What was 1it7 - Some queer
name——""

Travers paused a moment, then he
nodded.

“1 remember novw, ‘los lobos —
those were the words, whatever they
meatt., 1 asked him that, bur I couldn’
git anything more out of lim. °los
lobos!' Yes, thar was 1t.”

“:Los lobos"' wmeans *the wolves'"
satd Ferrers Locke. * It 15 Spanish.”

“The wolves!" cried Travers. * The

IHe frowned, then shrugged
his shoulders. “It's a queer puzzle, 1sn't
it? That was the last time I saw him,
and when I went I asked him bluptly 1if
anvthing was wrong, He pretended to
langh at me. Dut something's wrong all
right, for he suddenly changed his tune,
and, gripping mv arm with fingers that
felt like bits of steel, he told me that if
ever he sent for me suddenly I was to go
at once ! ‘

Travers plunged his hand into his
pocket and drew out a crumpled ball of
paper. Unrollimg it; he spread it out on
the table. Juack Drake and Ferrers
Locke stared down at it eagerly. It was
a telegram —the telegram Travers had
received that afternoon.

And on the erumpled
written ;s

*Come at once.—ApaM GueLpH.”

“What does it all mean?” cried
Travers, “I'ta certain of one thing,
though—that there's some danger hang-
ing over my uncle! T must get off to
Lone Manor at once—""

Ferrers Locke broke in ensply.

“T'm glad you confided in me,” he
said, “This looks interesting—thunder-
ing interesting ! Goodness knows what's
at the back of it all, but it’s clear enough
that something threatens your uncle—
some mysierions danger we don't dream
of. Imminent danger, since he's sent this
urgent wire, You must go to him at
once, of coyrse—but we'll come with
you, The quickest way is by road, since
that train’s been missed, Thank good-
ness we brought the car 1o Larkham,
Jack! Come ou—seconds may make all
the difference !”

Less than ten minutes later the power-
ful car, with Ferrers Locke, Jack Drake,
and Travers on board, was speeding out
of the old town on its race to the South.

Whatever the mvysterious danger was
that threatened old Adam Guelph in the
lonely moated house in Kent, Ferrers
Locke, the wizard-detective, was going
to lend a hand.

wolves, eh*”

sheet was

An Amazing Mystery !

HAT bLreathless journey thrilled all

three, set the blood tingling in

their veins. When they had a

sound reason Jack and Locke

were speed-merchants, if ever there were

any. And as they raced on down the

hroad, smooth main roads, skirting

l.ondon on their way, Travers gave

further details of Lone Manor to his
COMpanions,

The old house was situated on the " upon them from the lamplit hall.

edge of the fen lands, utterly lonely, four

miles from the nearest village. Thous
it was big enough to keep a dozen =
vauts  employed, Adam Guelph
reduced the staff to three,

“And all menservants,” put in Ja
“He's not unprotected, then, by lon.
chalks ™

“You'd think he'd feel safe enough
agreed Travers. “But he evident
doesn’t. That's what makes me =
afraid. It must be something migh:
unpleasant he thinks to be hanging o
his head. I'm uneasy—terribly uneas:

Dusk was falling as they pas-.
through Rochester. So far the way he
been simple enough, but Travers had ¢
direct them now. Jack had taken ove
the driver's seat from Locke, and |
made the powerful ear fairly hum dov
the darkening lanes.

A cold wind was rising, cutting
from the sca over the great stretches «
marshland. The road led past deo
dykes, along wide stretches of desolat
vush-grown fen. Jack Drake hadl
sudden strange sense of forebodin:
Anything might happen, he felt, in -
dreary waste of marshland such as thi-
But the car raced on, deeper and decp+-
into the heart of it, ncarer with ever
moment to the lonely moated -house fro:
which Adam Guelph had sent the urgoer
5,0.8,, as it seemed to be, to L
nephew. _

'The car’s headlamps raked the dait
ness, gleaming on stretches .of stagnar:
water, casting a ghostly light Tar o+
the flat countryside ahead, with its wl -
pering rushes and stunted trees stirriic
in the night wind, The moon was risi ¢
out of a bank of ecloud. Sudde
Travers pointed ahead.

“Nearly there,” he muttered. “Yo
sec that belt of trees? Bevond there.

They raced on through the gloon
Nearly there! What would they fine
awaiting them at Lone Manor, Jac:
wondered—had they come in time
avert that mysterious danger that the
believed to hang over the old ma:n
Or had some dark tragedy——

The trees flashed by, and sudden’
Lone Manor loomed up before them, =
iireguhur pile of stone, black against tb
skv. .

_From half a dozen windows streamc-
lights. Yet despite those lighted w1
dows, the chill sense of foreboding thi=
had taken hold of Jack, remained. 71
voungster shivered suddenly in the wi
that eut across the road, and he glanc
at Locke and Travers. Locke's face vwa
inscrutable, but Travers' was sel a:
tense,

Jack slipped into second gear.

“ Straight on,” muttered Travers.
peered ahead. “The
open—siraight through
the drawbridge.”

The car purred on. They pass
through into the black shadows of 1}
garden, and with a curious hollow sou:
thev rolled over the drawbridge into ti-
flagged space before the big front doo
Jack cut off the engine and brought th
car to a standstill,

“Here we are, anyway,” murmuie
Locke, as the three jumped out.

The deteetive’s keen eyes were ri
ning over the building, staring up =
the lighted windows, and along the gl
tering waters of the moat, sparkhing ¢
the lLight from the windows here 21
there, but with long stretches of da:k
ness where the water lay black and sii
Travers moved towards the big froi:
door.

“T've got a key,” said Travers.

The bunch of keys jangled as he i
serted one in the lock. The door swuunc
back, and a stream of light poured r;}-t
stood aside for Locke and Jack to pa:-

iJ.'_-._

H
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inside, and followed them, closing the
door behind him.

“Everything looks all right,” he said,
“doesn’t 1t?7_ 1 wonder Hope I've
not brought you here on a fool’s errand
after .

He broke off,

and sent a clear hail
ringing through the hall. They stood
waiting, but there was no answer.
Travers nodded towards a hat on a peg
near-by.

“That’s my uncle’s hat, anyway,” he
gaid, with a laugh. “So he's here all
right. Uncle Adam! Hallo, there!”

Again his call died away without an
answer. No answer, no sound of foot-
steps. I'ravers looked puzzled.

“Have ‘they all gone deaf?” he mut-
tered.

He pushed open a door on the right
and walked into the lighted room
beyond. It was the dining-room, and on
the table were the remains of a half-
finished meal.

“That's queer,” said Travers. “My
uncle seems to have been having grub,
and knocked off in the middle. \Wonder
what interrupted him?”

the oppozite side of the hall. The room
was 1 darkness, deserted. Two more
rooms he entered, one lighted, the other
dark. Still no sign of anyone. Agamn
he shouted: still no answer.

Jack Druke felt a tug at hizs nerves.
There was something eerie about this
great lighted house, its window stream-
ing brilliantly out into the night, and
yvet not & soul to be found!

What could it all mean? There were
no signs of a struggle, of violence. Yet
Adam Guelph and his three servants
surely would not all leave the lonely
house together, of their own free will!
No, there must be someone—something,
perhaps, had happened to take them all
into one of the distant wings, where
their calls had been unheard.

“Hallo, what’s that?”

It was Locke’s crisp voice that cut the
silence. The three had returned to the

hall, and the detective was pointing to
something that lay in the shadow of the
hottom stair of the broad oak stairway
—something that made a bright patch
of eolour against the dark carpet.
stenped forward and picked 1t up.

He
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mournful ery of a curlew, but all ¢lse was
silent as the grave. It was as though
Adam Guelph and his servants had
vanished off the face of the earth
utterly, without trace!

Only that one clue, the mysterious
Jack of Diamonds! The deteetive stared
down at 1t. Even the face of Ferrers
Locke was bewildered.

What strange new mystery had he

come upon? How long before their
arrival had the old moated house been

standing there on the edge of the
marshes, with its lighted windows
gleaming out into the dark, with that
hnlf~ﬁni5‘»ed meal upon the table within,

but its occupants gone, spirited away—
whither ?

The Box !
“ RUMBS, guv'nor,” breathed
Jack Drake, “this takes the
biscut !

In the lamp-lit hall of the old
moated house the three stood staring at
one another in startled bewilderment—

halted in his tracks.

-'rum Travers, who had turned away towards the entrance to the dressing-rooms,
He stood motionless, facing the roughs who were swarming over
the bairier towards him with waving fists and threatening weapons.

(See Page 22.)

He went back into the hall. There
was still no sign of Adam Guelph or
any of the three servants ‘Travers rang
one of the old-fashioned bells, and they
could hear the distant jangle of 1t far
away in some remote corner of the
house. But no one came from the ser-
vants' quarters in answer, and Travers
face was growing startled.

“I—I don't like thia!”

“Rather a chilly welcome!” smiled
Locke. “People sccem to have made
themselves pretty scarce.  \What about
looking through the rooms?”

“But there inust be someone in 1" eried
Travers, in an exasperated voice. " All
thoese Iighh about—that meal half -eaten
in the dining-room—someone must have
heen in the dining room not ten nunutes
back !”

“Let's have another stab at the jolly
old bell!” said Jack Drake, jerking it

Lard. Again thev heard it ring vaguely
in the servants’ guarters, but without
reply.

“Hang it all, they are boumd to he
about somewhere !” mnttered Travers,
tight-lipped.

He swung open a door on |

“A playing-card!” murmured Ferrers
Locke. “ The Jack of Diamonds. What's
it doing here?”

“But that's thundering rum!” ex-
claimed Travers. “My uncle never
plays cards, hasn’'t a pack in the house !”
He stared round hum suspiciously, his
face grim and his fists clenched. “ There's
something jolly queer about all this!
Where 15 my upcle? Wherce are the
servants? We've got to rout ‘em out.”

Together with Locke and the young-
ster, 'I'ravers scarched feverishly through
the big old house, froin floor to floor.
(‘ellars and atties were entered; but by
then the amazing truth had become
almost a certainty in their ininds, The
house was empty !

Back in the lighted hall the three
stared at one another, and Travers' face
was deathly white.

That Adam Guelph scarcely ever left
the house, he knew. And never would
all the servants have been out together,
leaving the house deserted and empty.
What could it all mean?

From somewhere out on the desolate
marshes surrounding the house came the

Ferrers Locke, the detective; Jack
Drake, his young assistant; and Tom
Travers, the young Larkham City foot-

baller. And in Tom Travers' eyes lay
the beginnings of a terrible fear.

“So we're too latel”

Travers' hoarsely muttered words

voiced the thoughts of Ferrers Locke.
Whatever it was—that mysterious
danger that had threatened Travers'
uncle, Adam Guelph, causing the old
man to send that urgent message for
help to his nephew, which had brought
the three of them racing down by car to
this lonely house in Kent—whatever tho
danger had been, it must have befallen,
FFor Lone Manor was emply !

Ferrers Locke's brows were knit.

“1f only we could know!” cried the
detective, in a low voice. " 'There's been
some strange drama acted under this
roof to-night ! But what can have
happened? No on2 here — neither
master nor servants—yet no sign of
violener, of a struggle. But the hou-e
would not be deserted like tlus 1f sowne-

Tine Maegner Lisrany.—No. 927.
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Ferrers Locke pointed to sométhing that lay in the shadow of the old oak

stairway. He stooped and picked it u

p. ""A playing ecard,”” he murmured.

*“The Jack of Diamonds ! What’s it doing here ? '*  (Sec this page)

thiing terrible had not happened, that's
sure enough!”

It was a staggering mystery. To have
found Adam Guelph murdered would
liave been terrible—but understandable,
Yet they had found Lone Manor with its
great windows streaming  with  light,
with a half-finished meal laid in the
dining-room—a meal that had been in-
terrupted by—what ?

I'rom the road through the marshes
the moated housze had borne every sign
of occupation, Nowhere had they found
cven a hint of foul play. Yet lone
Manor was silent as the grave, un-
tenanted ;  brightly it but emply—a
Louse of mystery !

Ferrers Locke stared down at the
object in his hand—the playing-card he
had found lying on the stairs.

Would it prove to be a clue?

“Queer!” muttered Locke, turning
the card in his fingers. His fingor-tips
ran over the brightly coloured face of
that Jack of Diameonds. And suddenly
be started. * Hallo! What's this?”

“What 13 1t?"” ecried Jack Drake
earorly.,

Locke moved necarer the lamp. Again
his sensitive fingars brushed the surface
of the card. When he glanced up, his
eyes were gleaming.

“Bv Jove, T'ravers, this is a find!
What do you make of 1t ?”

Travers took the card and examined it
closely.

l—

“Seem to be some marks on it he
sawd  doubtfully. * Pin-pricks—easier to
feel "em than to see 'em. But 1 can't
make oul iy

“Neodle-pricks,”  correeted  Locke.
“And a very fine needle at that! They
nve almost invisible, To a man who
wus not on the look-out, they'd pass un-
noticed,  But there are words pricked
there, Travers—two words, * Los lobot !
Those two words you heard your uncle
mention. I told you what they mean—

the wolves !

“The wolves!” whispered the young
footballer. * What in Dblazes does all
this mean, Mr. Locke "

“That's what we've gol to find out!”
answered Locke grunly.

And Jack Drake, looking at the
strong, tighi-lipped face of the detective,
did not doubt for a moment that, sooner
or later, Ferrers Locke would find out!
Whoever they were up against in their
search for the vamshed man, whoever
their shadowy encmies turned out te be,
however cunning and clever and un-
scrupulous, it would be an amazing
thing, thonght the youngster, if they
siieeceded long in baffling the wizard-
detective.

Locke tossed the Jack of Diamonds
upon the table where the lamp was
standing.

“*Weoe must search the house again—
every mmch of it! No, 1 don't mecan in
the hope of finding anyone. It's clear
that there's no one here. It's elues 1'in

r

!

alter now. We've already found one
believe, What's the betting there aren
others, if we look lone enough and we

enough ?"

It was eleven o'clock when Locks
began his scarch, and it was nearly fo
in the morning when he had finishe
But Travers was amazed to hear
hour strike; it had been strangely
thralling to watch the famous detect
anud his assistant at work. And at |
cnd of that systematic search throus
the big, rambling old manor, Lo
Luew that nothing had escaped him.

" I'm disappointed,” he said, thougl
fully filling and lighting a pipe. 1 h
hoped to find something—some litt
thing that could help us He br
ofl and shrugged his strong shoulde
“But there it is—the mystory is co
pletes ! As far as the house is concerns
Travers, your uncle has vanished wit
out trace!”

They wero standing in the dinin:
roomy, with that halfdinished meal =t
upon the table—mute ovidence of tf
sturtling suddenness with which that v
known drama of the night before my
havo taken place. Jack Drake turned ¢
the window and dragged baek the hea
curtains that hung across it.

“It's getting light over there.” =
the youngster, nodding towards 1
eastern sky, which was swiftly growir:
bright.

“Gaood 1™ exc]atinm_{l Locke. SA\Y
shnl!_ be able to continue our clue-hur
outside, Jack.”

He turned briskly towards the dorc
but a sudden sharp exclamation from 1!
voungster brought him round.

“What's up, Jack *"

Jack Drake was staring out of tl
window eagerly, The lower sash h=
been raised, and now he was pushing
higher, in order to lean out.

HFR])ﬂttE‘l] .‘-uI'_“_-'III]1"_'|nthi"gl gu \"nﬂ'r, i oy
plained Jack briefly, pointing downwar

Locke came up beside him, a:
Travers. The two starad down in ¢
direction of the youngster’s pointin:
finger.

Below, the davk waters of .the mo
washed the wall of the old house, murk
and stagnant, with her> and there
green trail of slime or weeds. It w:
somethiog fAoating nnmediately und
the window that had caught Jack
notice.

A small box, hall submerged, with
carved lid showing uppermost. Locks
eves gleamed.

“Good! This looks interesting, vour :
"un! That box hasn't been floadtin.
long—twelve hours or =n, at the wver
most, I should sayv. We'll soon hLa
that fished out, and ——"

Travers broke in excitedly.

“I'here’'s a boat round the side of tl
hiouse,” he said quickly, “I'll lead t!

i

way !

(Wheet ddaes this myslerious boxr e
tain?  What Light doex 0t throw up
the amuzing disuppedrance of  Ado
(Fuclphs?  Mind you rewd next weel
poeerful instalment )
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WHIP HAND!

(Continued from page 20.)
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Dr. Locke fixed his eves upon Wingate.
The Sixth-Former stood with doswncast
gaze,

“Wingate, 1 have taken this oppor-
tunity of referring, in the presence of
the whole s=chool, to the disgracein’
occurrence in the Prefects’-room to-day.
Of your own aeccord, for reasons you did
not choose to acquaint me with, you re-
signed both the captaincy of the school
and your rank as prefect. Having done
80, you had no further right to enter the
Prefects'-room at all.  Did you enter
that room without leave?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you refuse to leave, although
ordered to do so by a prefect?”

“Yes sir.”

“Did you force a fight upon Loder of
the Sixth Form "

“Yes, sir.”

Do you admit that Loder did all in
his power to avoid such an unheard-of
and disgraceful struggle?”

Wingate's lip curled :shightly,
“Yes, sir,” he said again.

“1 shall not go into the causes, if any,
of the quarrel,” said the Head. *You

may have received provocation, or you |

may not; it is immateriat in either case.
No ,provocation could justify such a
breach of discipline. Even if vou demon-
strated to me that Loder had given you
every imaginable provocation, I should
gtill regard your conduct as 1 regard it

e T
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now—as absclutely indefensible and un-
pardonable. You understand that?”

“Yes,

volce,

sir!” said Wingate in a low

“In the case of almost any other Grey-
friars boy there would be only one pos-

sible seutence,” _said the Head.. *1
rshould expel him from the school.. 1f 1
spare you that extremc sentence, Win-

wate, 1t 15 on account of vour execellent
record 1 the past—on account of your

guod name all the time you have been at

| Greyfriars, since vou were a junior boy

i the Sccond Formn, For one fault, even
a fault so serious as this, 1 shall not expel
you. I cannot forget that I have trusted
you, placed great faith in you, and had
great hopes of you.,”

“Thank you, sir,” =aid Wingate, hise
voice [altering,

“On econdition, therefore, that you
snbmit yourself absolutely to the dis-
cipline vou have disregarded and out-
raged, 1 shall allow you to remain in the
school,” said the Head. "1 think that,
upon reflection, vou must have realised
that vour conduct 1s indefensible, 1f
Upper Form boys placed in authority by
me are to be assaulted and disregarded
by others under their authority, there is
an end to the discipline of the school.
You long held the pesition of captain and
head prefect, and you know this.”

“1 know it, si.”

“Very good. 1 shall therefore leave
the matter to be dealt with by the whole
bedy of prefects at a prefects’ meeting,”
said the Head. * lLoder, the captain of
the school, will preside at that niceting
and give the casting vote. You are as
much under Loders authority as any

other member of Greyfriars in any
Form, senior or junior. Whatever
punishment is awarded you by the

prefects, under Loder's gnidance, you
will submnit to without question or re-
sistance. On this condition alone can 1

“You understand me’

allow the matter to pass out of my hands,

okl

Wingate drew a deep breath.
“1 understand, sir.”

“1 require your promise that there
shal] be no further insubordination, no
further resistance to continued authority.
After what vou have done 1 require your
progivize to act as any othér memnber of
this school would act as a matter ot
course,” said the Head, with a touch of
SCOLIL,

Wingate's flush deepened.

“T'm sorry, sir, that I've lost your
good opinion,” hé said haltingly. “I'm
more sorry than I can say. Of course, 1
promise. If 1 stay at Greylriars—if vou
let me stay—1 expect to toe the line like
any other Greyfriars fellow. That's a
matter of -course.™

The Head's grim brow relaxed a little.

“Very good,” he said. “‘That closes
the matter, as far as 1 am personally
concerned. You will await a summons
to a prefects’ meeting. You will obey
that summons, and you will submit un-
questioningly to the punishment inflicted
by the body to which you lately be-
longed.”

“Yes, sir!”
“Dismiss!” said the Head,

The tense, breathless silence was
broken. The Greyiriars fellows erowded
out of Hall.

F.oder walked away with his friends,
and there was grinning triumph in his
batiered face. Fellows gathered in
crowds in the corridors to watch Wingate
pass,

He did not seem to see them,

He walked with his head erect, looking
neither to the right nor to the left, direct
to his study, and the door closed on him,

(Continued on next page.)
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TWO MORE TOPPING NEW NUMBERS "OF THE

SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY

“WF No. 15.—A magnificent new story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
describing their thrilling fight for the Public Schools’ Football Cup.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

1)

No. 16.—A rollicking yarn WF

of school life at St. Biddy's, intro-

ducing ** Giglamps," the schoolboy
scientist,

By MICHAEL FOOLE.

NOW ON SALE

AT ALL

NEWSAGENTS!

‘“* The Schoolboys’ Own Library ' has filled a long-felt want. | think

the stories are simply splendid, and | find myself waiting impatiently

for the first Friday in every month.’

N

'— Extract from a reader's letter.
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THE WHIP HAND! “ And the clawlfulness will be terrific!” | haps George Wingate;-pacing his s

{(Continued from previous page.) gloomily.

Jiulling him off from the curious eyes {ﬂ“rqﬂlu said Bob.
of the crowd.

“Well, that puts the tin hat on it, you
¢llows !" said Bob Cherry as the Famous
Five nmioved off to their own quarters. Cherry whistled.

“H does;.” said Harry Wharton glumly. | stand e

“Fancy Wingate—licked like a fag!

Bending over in the Prefects'-room, and ‘Adere ure some dark days ahead ¢
Lotler -laying on the as

murmuted Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh | that evening ~ with black and bin-

thoughts in his troubled mind, wonde:

“It will be a prefects’ beating, of | too!

THE END.

plantt’ Bob | Geowye Wiwgate now that Eoder 12 =

“Do youthink he will*| power. Muke sure you read the ne

grand yarn in this splendid series, e

“Toor uh:l Wingate ! ‘ Hf lias fmrh: “T wonder 1" _ titled : ** Captain and Tyrant !’ by Fras
“hucked Irimsedt inte Loder’s claws now. And all-Greylriars weondered, and per- | Richards. "It will hold you spellbouns
omzl;'TE év:fl.? 4 1 e]‘-l | |
k|
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iil : : R - Hinstrated Catalogue, Cinemas, Cam Cliel t
39 ' ameras,. Clicles, eto., post free.
NDOOR RECREATIONS,” || """ it s S0 trol
comprising - 32 “lHusteated pages of .articles on Light ‘Wnﬂdunrh 1, l -mi 1
Iretnurli. LTm Muking, Btencilling, Strip ‘Hc:m:luurk’r Leal:iter{tlﬁ. =
Work, ' Making -Tie Presses, Coloured Calendars, . ete wo splendi n.-'"“,
I-rrt‘nnrlu. Designg given free. Bend a postcard* for your copy HEIG“T INCREABED 5 e
te-night, a#s there will be an enormous ‘demand. 3-5 inches > e tﬂﬂ-.
HANDICRAFTS LTD., ““G" Dept., Weadington Rd., London,N.W.5. | wue ramoDs. appliances—dru rd e »
- Gomplety Gourset mt frea or nu'thur partics. stamp. .

Bimpla T- d‘f Permanent Home Cure for elther sex. No
Aulo muggestion, drili, etc. Write at bnge, -meation * M.G,,"
s get full particulars guite PREB u!t‘rltalr

U.J.D., 12, All ‘Baints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

The Pea Pistol you have been looking
for! 20-Shot Repeater. Perfect action
fires a pea 25 feet; bright nickel ===
tinish; -each in box with Ammunition.
A better Shooter than you have ever had before.
Send 1/8 and don't miss our latest and best pistol.
Foreign and Colonigl postage 9d. exlra.

J. BISHOP & CO,,
41, FPINSEURY EQUARE, LONDON, E.C.

l.'.tu_r”’rum. 1 he Malker. EEH!E‘I‘I‘TI—G“— DEFIED.

ronavie LU D GATE

without records 55 5 /= “or

delivered with 20 selections

B/B with order, balance payable
monthly.

DOLLOND & CO., Ltd. (Est. 1750),

335, LUDGATE HILL,"LONDON,

E.C. 4. List Free.

STAMPS oLiEctors pREE!]

Bend Posleard nl‘l]ﬁ requasting aﬂ-avula-
LIEBURN & TOWNSEN ndon w LIVERPOOL.

MAGIG TRICKS, Thstrament, " Tivisible, - Tmjtate Birs.

Price 6d.each 4forl/-—T. "'- Harrisuu,EﬂH,I"e_:nt{m'villg Rd.,London, N.1.

14CT. GOLD NIB BRITISH MADE.

Lever Sell-filling Safety Euﬂw cap
QOver 200,000 in use the World over,

The Famous FLEET PEN

The World's Dest- "I"all.l! in Fqunlaln Pens,

CUT THIS OUT..
“ MAGNET " PEN GOUPON, VALUE 6d.

Five of these Coupons will be-accepied in parft paywent lor one of (he above
Jrlu-:h-unu FLEET FOUXNTAIN PEXS, usual value 12,6, Fleot priee T/-, or,

wiihi LAl nr-nn:E only 4'6 net cash. Aek for Fine, Mediure, or
drnnd Nib. =endgd dircet to

FLEET PEI1 €O, 119, Fleet Strest. LONDON, E.C.4.
NN

LUSHING Siv:oonisciousnmss,

. A, CLIVE, . The Close, COLWY¥N l.ltl.

300, srxuucs.—:mww 1,300 Forelgn

only

tod" kine '
6, — W. A . WHITE, IH ﬂﬂﬂtll'"ill‘idlﬂ Road, LYE, uwlurmﬂﬂnﬁi-t

8 ecﬁ if ’T\H v
pecial offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS fron
my Complete. Course on JUJITSU for four pehny
stamps, ot & Large Illus. Portion of Course for P.O.
3/6. - Jujitsa is thn best and nimplut sclence
of .self-defence and attack - ever Invemted.
Learn to take care of | f under ALL
circumstances. SEND NOW, (Est. 20 years.)
Middissex

| "rswm *” (Dept. A.P.22), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham,

THE SOLAPHONE i

Post

the wery latest Pocket TInstruméent:
lﬂurn in all keys and produces every shade
- of notes as perfectly as the human wvelce.
Z = Blends hmutmulf with Piano or Era.mﬁ-
phone. Ho e a child can plny
free by return post with full mstructiﬂna. 2 /9
From the maker

R. FIELD (Dept. 10), Bankfleld Road, HUDDERSFIELD.

WORTH CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL) — Samples
catalogue iree; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any phutu, 8d.—

HACKETT'S WORKS, ullllr Road, LIVERPODOL.

STOP s'rmmzmnm Gure yourgel? as I did. Par-

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.l.

=1

from 5/6 1,000 ft. 100-ft. Sample, 9d.;
FI LM s &d. Lists free.—8. C. 8. CO., 71, STAN T

ROAD, STRATFORD, LONDON, E.

A FREE GIFT

Two of these splendid Pistols will be sent P\ —

for

letter is opened fArst from each school. No. 12905/ 25.

the price of one to the boy “whose Pat. Apnln.

‘THE PELTIC PISTOL

will fire & rubber ring with  absolute accuracy and ls guile harmless.
Every hoy will want one, so send for yours now and try to be the first

from your school, and =0 obtain a free Piktol for your friend.

"Ii’:;i{'ﬂ 2/8, pugllne including six rings.—RADIOR CO., LTD.,

d Quebec Btnnt. I-nndnn, W.1.

- - - o
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R. WILKINSON

tamp Dealer, COLWYN BAY.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS

PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER. :
14-11-25



